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Author’s Notes

What should we call our first forays into the world of love and, more specifically, lovemaking? Rehearsals? What if none of those rehearsals went well or, even worse, went terribly wrong? It could leave one wondering if there was any point to drawing another breath.

The protagonist in Whoops has had an unlucky go in the passion department. She’s given up on men. Then, one warm, sunny day, all that changes. In this case, that day delivers the spark that ignites a passion-filled arc in my protagonist’s journey to figuring it all out. She learns she doesn’t have to live a life without passion.

Unlucky for her are a few of the surrounding circumstances that encompass her journey. Fortunately, they unfold and reveal in comedic fashion (well, aside from a single unfortunate suicide).

Most of us, hopefully, when not cringing at memories of our first attempts at proper lovemaking and romance, are having a good laugh. A New York Times article once said the problem with sex was keeping it interesting. I’m not entirely sure about that, but I do know getting it right is often a challenge, sometimes hilariously so.

Whoops: Nobody’s Perfect is the standalone prequel to Loving Daniel Wood.

David Stone
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Chapter ONE



 
TASSIE COLLINS IS TAKING A SHOWER
One warm Midwest morning in mid-summer, Tassie Collins was taking a shower in the upstairs bath of her childhood home. She was a tall, athletic woman in her twenties and very good looking, though she seldom stressed that side of herself to the world.
As she showered, carnal thoughts menaced her good virtue, from which she now sought relief. For better access and stability, she raised and rested one foot on the edge of the tub in which the shower stood. She then gently, but soon with increasing rhythm and scope, pleasured herself with her fingers. As she neared the blessed moment when her eyes would roll back into her head as her body convulsed, the bathroom door burst open.
“Hey, I’ve got to pee!” The voice belonged to Wayne, the neighbor’s handsome son. As their houses were next to each other, they’d grown up in close proximity and were always welcome in each other’s home. Wayne’s bursting in was simply the consequence of the ease with which it could be executed. None of the doors in Tassie’s home had functioning locks.
Wayne was also the grown son of her mother’s not so secret lover.
“Jesus Christ, Wayne!” She gave up her intimate project and restored herself to dignity, or as much as she could have given the circumstances. “Please don’t flush.” This instruction was to make him aware that flushing the toilet would turn the hot water stream into a scalding torrent while its tank replenished itself.
Wayne flushed.
“You’re an asshole, Wayne.” Tassie aimed the shower head to the wall to avoid third-degree burns. Wayne pulled aside the shower curtain in response.
“Tassie, your puss is bald. You should have that examined.”
Tassie pulled the curtain to close it but Wayne resisted this attempt. Her Plan B was to tell him to fuck off again.
“Fuck off, Wayne.”
“Hey. Your mom wants us to go to the liquor store to stock up for the wake. You have to drive.”
Tassie continued her shower once the water temperature returned to normal, ignoring Wayne’s fixated stare upon her naked body. “Why do I have to drive?”
“My license is fucked up at the moment and Maureen’s not available.”
“Oh. Right. Okay. Now fuck off so I can finish here, Wayne.”
Wayne closed the shower curtain and left, taking all the bath towels and her robe with him. Every time Wayne burst in on Tassie, she was inevitably showering if in the bathroom or changing if in her bedroom. Secretly, she liked this routine and looked forward to it. For now, it was the only true excitement in her life, which she would later reflect on alone in her bed.
Tassie considered resuming her self-abuse, and even though she was more in the mood now than before, the hot water was running out for real. She turned off the shower and stepped from the tub to see no bath towels hanging and that her robe had skedaddled. Cursing Wayne once more, she left the bathroom naked and padded down the hall to the linen closet leaving a trail of damp footprints.
As she arrived there, she heard her mother’s voice rising up the stairs.
“Tassie! Oh, there you are.” She didn’t remark on Tassie’s nudity. “I have an errand for you and Wayne.”
“So I’ve heard,” said Tassie. The linen closet held only hand towels, sheets, and pillowcases. “Where are all the bath towels, Mom?”
“They’re in the linen closet, honey,” she said, oblivious to the facts in plain view. Mrs. Collins often appeared flighty of mind but was good at heart, a first generation hippie full of Earth Mother convictions and a peculiar wholesomeness. Almost beguilingly, her mother was also a very sexy woman on all counts and not the least bit dowdy, contrary to her other salient qualities. She was an advocate of “Sexual Healing” and the powers of the flesh to restore equilibrium to troubled minds and souls.
Tassie grabbed two hand towels and began rubbing herself down. Her sister Maureen appeared as if delivered from the mists of her recent shower. “Why are you naked, Tassie? We have a house full of people here, you know,” she said.
“Wayne took all the bath towels,” said Tassie.
Her mother resumed. “As I was saying, I need you and Wayne to run to the liquor store. He can’t drive, but he can carry. You should go soon. We have to be at the service at two.”
“How are you holding up, Mom?” asked Tassie. Her mother’s longtime lover Tom, Wayne’s father, had committed suicide a few weeks before, and today was the memorial service. They had found him in his backyard slumped over the hedge he landed upon after firing a bullet into his head. An elderly neighbor, thinking he heard premature Independence Day fireworks, was preparing to admonish the perpetrators when he discovered Tom’s body.
“Oh, I have moments. But I’m fine. He was so melancholy the past few months. You know how happy and positive Tom’s always been. Anyway, he’s over it now...”
“I’m sorry, Mom. I know you really loved him. We all did,” said Maureen.
“It’s true, Mom,” chimed in Tassie, after a minor hesitation.
“Oh well,” said her mother. “What’s done is done. Tassie, I’m glad that you feel comfortable walking around naked but we have a house full of people.” With that she wandered back downstairs, leaving Maureen and Tassie alone.
“Do you really think she’s okay?” asked Maureen.
“You know Mom. Her druids and New Agey stuff will see her through it.”
“What do you think made Tom suicidal? What made him so sad that he would take his own life?” Maureen gave the impression it was a rhetorical question.
Tassie took a deep breath, remembered she was standing in the hall naked and started for her room. “I don’t know, Maureen. I know they did an autopsy because it was a suicide. Maybe they found something, like a tumor on his brain. Mom will tell us eventually. I’ve got to get dressed.”
But Tassie thought she knew why he committed suicide. All she had to do was look in the mirror.




Chapter TWO



Maureen
Maureen was a young woman who said what was on her mind and was seldom found to be lacking in good judgment. She possessed a quiet demeanor overall, though her mind was always in overdrive, analyzing and reading between the lines of any given situation. Her astute observations were much appreciated by her sister Tassie, who was the type to form hasty opinions.
Maureen viewed Tom’s passing stoically. She knew he had been suffering an existential crisis of one form or another, its origins unknown. Which form wasn’t important, as it was only the suffering that counted. When she explored his deteriorating situation with her mother, the latter simply said it was only important to love him now, and that later it might not be an option. So, concluded Maureen, all she could do was love him, knowing there would be another time for knowing the reasons for his sufferings.
Maureen wasn’t close or not close to her mother’s lover. There were no special reasons for this. He was a nurturing presence for as long as she could remember, and she was not a source of conflict or pain to his or her family. She knew Tassie had become very attached to Tom, and more so than she would ever admit. Maureen noticed little things between them that spoke of a closer connection. She was amused rather than troubled by this.
Tassie was the better looking of the two, though not by much. Maureen had a style that some viewed as cosmopolitan, but only when compared to the local standards admired in the Midwest. In their hometown, plain and wholesome appearances reigned and popular fashions were viewed as racy or frivolous.
Her razor-sharp hairstyle framed an intelligent face which sat upon a tall slender frame similar to Tassie’s, though her bosom was smaller. It was still very ample. They both took after their well-endowed mother. If the lighting was just so, and aside from their hairstyles, they could all pass as sisters. The three of them exuded an air of possessing a strong sexuality regardless of how they dressed.
Seeing Tassie standing naked in the hallway reminded Maureen that they were both objects of desire to their common neighbor Wayne. He was not lacking in masculine appeal and simple charms. He spent much of his time at their house and even had a designated bedroom for sleeping over when his dad traveled.
In private, Maureen and Wayne were having an affair of sorts, as yet unconsummated. They experimented vigorously with all other forms of sexual variety save for vaginal or anal penetration. They agreed it might be imprudent to go there, though they both privately hoped the other would press the case.
Maureen and Wayne decided it was time to let Tassie in on their love affair. It was Maureen’s idea, and Wayne couldn’t find a reason to oppose it. Maureen knew things Wayne did not know and felt Tassie was in need of a distraction. Since returning home for Tom’s memorial service she had seemed like a ghost. Of course, she would be sad over Tom’s suicide, they all were, but there was more than just sadness troubling Tassie.
Tom was their mother’s lover and a true friend to her daughters, but was he also something else for Tassie?
A lover?
It was possible. Wayne was very much like his father, and Maureen couldn’t deny her attraction to Wayne.
Though she and Wayne maintained a very ambitious erotic agenda, Maureen remained a virgin, which she considered a mere technicality. She wasn’t opposed to losing her maidenhood, but she had been opposed to losing it to the wrong man. Now that she had found the right one, Wayne, she had to negotiate in her consciousness the full implications of sleeping with the son of her mother’s lover. Her mother, with whom she was much closer than Tassie, had always been very vocal on the whys and wherefores of lovemaking. She viewed sex in a divine light, and often referred to her lovemaking with Tom as “going to church”. It was like a sacrament. She said they didn’t need to be married to enjoy it.
Maureen, always cognizant of her girlfriend’s lackadaisical views on sex, felt her mother’s views were the correct ones: Find the right lover first, then enjoy the hell out of having sex with him.
In short, her mother was very pro-sex and felt one should enjoy it as much as one could. This was Maureen’s agenda with Wayne. They did everything—almost. They were always “on call” to each other, ready at any time to offer reciprocal or receive unilateral relief. Maureen knew that would change over time as everything changed over time. It was what you were able to hold onto that was important.
Maureen didn’t mind Wayne’s continued fascination with catching Tassie naked. Their families were never shy about nudity. That morning, she had even told him Tassie was in the shower so he could execute one of his bursting in routines. She felt it was in her interest to keep Wayne sexually charged.
So, it was Maureen’s plan that morning to bring Tassie in on their secret. She wasn’t hoping for a serious, sit-down chat, which would add a dimension of unnecessary drama. Her plan was to open the door to the conversation through a casual remark, upon which Tassie would pounce. It was a method Maureen had perfected.




Chapter THREE



TASSIE
After leaving Maureen in the hall, Tassie closed the door to her room and stood in front of the mirror mounted above the dresser. She looked at her profile and then turned to examine her backside. The words, “such a gorgeous ass” echoed in her mind like they had just been spoken. The “ass” sounded especially naughty. A year before a man did speak those very words, just before taking her from behind as she leaned on the very dresser in front of her now. He had pounded into her ‘gorgeous ass’ with the enthusiasm of a raging bull. He had then turned her around and taken her to her bed where they continued to make violent and passionate love. Every time thereafter, when she entered her bedroom, she felt the presence of a physical memory that sometimes made her swoon.
This man, the one who had taken her with such passion, and to such levels of ecstasy she could never imagine on her own, was her mother’s lover Tom, now deceased.
Their affair had been an awakening. She hadn’t known the true depths nor fires of passion, having failed multiple times at finding any semblance of heat in prior couplings with men, men who couldn’t have cared less about her pleasure. Each encounter had felt like receiving a fresh wound as well as an attack on her dignity.
Until Tom.
As these memories swarmed into her mind, her eyes watered and her body went limp. She slumped into a chair to have a good cry. Had she killed him? Was it because she let him make love to her that he fell into a guilty funk and later killed himself? Could guilt do that to a man?
She pondered these points and much more until Wayne burst into her room and said, “Hey, Baldy, ready to go?”
Tassie tossed one of the hand towels she was still holding in his direction, leaving just the spare one to cover herself. It was a pointless exercise. She then decided she didn’t care, dropped the other hand towel from her crotch, and stood to get dress. Wayne observed but faked boredom.
Tassie dressed for their errand and not the memorial service to follow so she was quick. They headed downstairs and out to the car, now baking in the sun with the windows closed. They got in, leaving the doors open for a moment while the AC purred into life.
“You haven’t said anything about your Dad, Wayne. Aren’t you sad?”
“I was. I think I’ve gone from sad to numb. He seemed to check out a long time ago like he knew the end was coming. Your mom noticed that too.”
“Checking out? How so?” asked Tassie, feeling some apprehension.
“It was like his happiness was leaving him bit by bit and then it was gone. It was like he wasn’t all there anymore.”
Tassie wondered again whether she, in a selfish act of passion, had stolen his happiness. But shouldn’t their fling have increased it? It was an act of love, wasn’t it, as well as lust? She was looking for any form of positive spin she could wrap her secrets in to make them bearable, but she was failing miserably. Right now she felt like a murderess.
They closed the car doors and headed into town.
“What will you do with the house, Wayne?” asked Tassie. “Will you stay there? I’m sure my mom would let you move in. It’s almost like you live there anyway.”
“I don’t know yet. Your mom already invited me to live with you guys. I guess it depends…” Wayne didn’t finish his sentence.
“Depends on what, Wayne?”
“Oh, just some things, I guess. I don’t know.” Tassie knew he was holding something back but couldn’t imagine what.
Behind the counter at Max’s Liquors was Johnny Price, a former high school football star, now a college dropout and store clerk, who greeted Tassie with her old nickname.
“Hey! Handy! How are you?” said Johnny.
“Johnny, don’t call me that,” said Tassie. Wayne smiled and gave Johnny an unenthusiastic high-five, though not in response to his comment. It was their usual greeting. Johnny, formerly a muscular hunk of cuteness, now possessed that sagging and bloated look former athletes achieved after they peaked and all of their glories were behind them.
It was in that former glory period of Johnny’s life, while they were both freshmen at the local college, that Tassie decided to pursue him as part of her transition from willful maiden to full womanhood. She was still a virgin, a fact none of her girlfriends or even mother could believe.
She felt she needed to lose her virginity in steps.
She knew the way to a boy’s heart was through his pants zipper and, with a girlfriend’s encouragements and instructions, decided Johnny would be the first male to receive sexual favors from her still virgin fingers. She was going to give him a hand job. From there she would progress to lose her maidenhood in stages, feeling that was the best way to prime herself.
It hadn’t gone well, at least not for Tassie. After making out on the college golf course and letting Johnny fondle her breasts, she had found her courage and put her hand on his crotch. As she did so, she attempted in a womanly voice to say, “Oh, Johnny, I want you soo bad.”
Johnny mistook this information as an offer to have sex with him and, being in the mood for it, dropped his pants, thus freeing what turned out to be a not very impressive penis. Erect, it hooked sharply to the right. He reached to undo Tassie’s jeans, which caused her to freeze and in an old movie starlet’s fashion, cover her eyes and shudder—at both the sight of his odd, slight penis and his attempt to remove her jeans.
“I thought you wanted to fuck me,” said Johnny. His tone betrayed impatience.
“No, Johnny. I meant I wanted to pleasure you. You know, give you a hand job.” With some of her courage restored she reached with both hands for his penis. Given his situation, even with her lack of experience, Tassie felt one hand was overkill for the job.
“You want to give me a handy? Are you kidding? Half the girls in school want to fuck me.”
“I can’t go all the way, Johnny. Not yet. I’m just not ready for it.” To firm up this non-course of action, she thought a fib might give her argument weight. “Besides, I’m having my period.”
“Gross,” said Johnny. “And you’re still a virgin? Nobody’s a virgin in college. Well, give me a blow-job.” He reached for her head in a gesture meant to offer guidance.
Tassie pushed his hands away and took a step back. “No, Johnny. I won’t give you a blow-job. But I’ll give you a hand-job like I said.”
“Okay. Lie on the ground. I’ll sit on top of your belly and you can jerk me off.” Though this didn’t seem like a good idea or one she’d prepared for, she prostrated herself and Johnny straddled her.
She curled her fingers around his cock and began stroking. It didn’t take long before he was squirting cum, most of it to the right of her torso, thankfully, but not all. Some landed on her hands and there were a few drops on her sweater and single droplet on her cheek. She wiped her hands on the grass while Johnny got dressed.
“Okay. I gotta go. Thanks!” said Johnny, leaving her there in the grass. Instead of singing her praises and offering his true love, he’d sauntered off, leaving her disheveled and stained. The result was that she felt horrified, not only at what she’d done but also at being tossed aside once he was satisfied.
The next day at school she discovered Johnny had been busy. He had informed the entire student body of the hand job he received from the Virgin Tassie. Her humiliation was complete.
And then it got worse. She found crude drawings stuck on her windshield, and graffiti appeared in both the women’s and men’s bathrooms, along with her phone number. She couldn’t walk the halls without seeing rude gestures or hearing malicious whispers. The problem with going after a big man on campus was, should you fail, you failed publicly.
By the standards of the day, she had proved she was actually a prude. Perhaps the ridicule was targeted more at her facile good looks. She wasn’t full of herself, but nor was she blind. She knew she was attractive, and not just a ‘pretty girl’ but one who drew stares. She began developing early, and well before the other girls had boobs she was filling out her sweaters. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t hide the fact that she was naturally shapely, just like her mother. She was constantly teased for it.
This was in part why she found an alternative course so appealing, the one outlined by a Californian ‘guru’ who espoused chastity, a vegetarian diet, and meditation. But the meditations were not associated with any Eastern practices. They were largely made up. Followers were meant to focus on the guru’s image, a bald man bedecked in flowers wearing flowing robes. He chanted gibberish on sexual abstinence and the Virgin Path. The whole process was meant to suppress natural human hormones and desires. It was never much fun, but it offered Tassie relief from the pressures she felt to be with boys. They had never treated her well in her opinion, always groping and pleading, and never concerned about her true feelings or needs.
And Tassie had never gotten over her father’s departure. He was once the light of her life, and one day his brightness faded. He was no longer there.
Near the end of her devotions to her guru, and in their only private session, he indicated that was the way with men. They used you up and moved on. But the guru indicated he was different, and for a princely and nonrefundable sum, he would be able to prove it to her at his private retreat.
That’s when she abandoned the Virgin Path.
But the experience emboldened her suspicions about men and added to Tassie’s general feelings of loneliness. Johnny had been her first attempt to challenge those suspicions.
He did nothing to change them.
***
“Hey, Handy, I’m sorry about your dad,” said Johnny. “And Wayne, you too. I guess he was your dad too, right?”
“It’s Tassie, Johnny, not Handy. And thanks,” she said. “He was Wayne’s dad. He was my mother’s boyfriend and a good family friend as well.”
“Right. So what are you here for?” asked Johnny, as if he needed an explanation.
“It’s a liquor store, Johnny. We’re here to buy some liquor,” said Tassie.
“Right-ho. Help yourselves,” said Johnny. He made an expansive gesture with his arms to insinuate they should feel welcome to browse.
Tassie and Wayne went down the list and filled the cart, its contents soon reflecting the avid but responsible consumption of alcohol by her family, Tom, and Wayne. Her mom was of Irish stock and Tom of recent Norwegian descent. While her mother and Tom weren’t exactly drinking buddies, they did drink a lot, and often, but always with a sense of control.
One uncle, who Tassie regarded as proficiently lecherous, was the only one in the extended family who couldn’t control his liquor. Tassie and Maureen nicknamed him “Uncle Boner,” in response to discoveries made when he encouraged them to sit on his lap at a family affair.
Once they were home with the booze put away, Tassie went to get dressed for the service. She had purchased an inexpensive and simple black dress and shoes for the memorial service. This would be the only time she would wear them, her general style being more Bay Area unisex casual. The unisex style was not recognized or appreciated in the Midwest where she grew up.
She left the Midwest when she transferred to a different college out of state soon after her unfortunate experiences with Johnny. When she graduated, she immediately took a paid internship in Palo Alto. Since leaving her hometown, she had only returned three times. Once for a Christmas holiday, then the following summer, and now for Tom’s memorial service. She felt guilty for not visiting more often.
But she had a good reason for staying away. She had been in love with her mother’s lover since her first year in college. She discovered this when he showed her his compassion after the incident with Johnny. The compassion felt beyond neighborly. Tassie sensed Tom was beginning to love her as she was beginning to love him. His body language often revealed his enthusiasm despite his attempts to maintain a proper decorum.
As they both loved her mom, it was a problem. Seeing no alternative, Tassie knew the solution was to keep some distance between them, especially after hopelessly embarrassing herself during the Christmas visit.
As she reflected on the prudence of her decision to keep her visits few and far between, Wayne burst once again into her room. Of course, she was standing in her underwear. Wayne had a sixth sense about these things. She couldn’t remember the last time he had popped in and found her fully dressed.
“Fuck, Wayne. Can’t you ever knock?” said Tassie.
“What good would that do?”
“It would let me tell you to fuck off before you were in the room.”
“Right. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that Johnny guy is a jerk. I shouldn’t have high-fived him when he called you Handy.” His sincerity was genuine. “I remember that was a hard time for you.”
“Oh, it’s okay. I was stupid to go after him. Anyway, if I’d fucked Johnny, he couldn’t have gone around calling me Handy, right? Do you see the irony? Going all the way doesn’t carry a stigma. But give a guy a handjob and you’re a joke and a slut.”
“You really got to college a virgin? I thought you were banging all those guys you dated,” said Wayne.
“I only dated two guys before college. We did nothing but kiss. I guess I was dry-humped a couple times, but that’s it. You recall my ‘cult’ period and my whacked-out guru? My boyfriends were the same. We were followers of ‘the Path.’ My mom and your dad hated it.”
“Didn’t your guru go to jail?”
“More irony, right? The guy who preached I should keep my pants on couldn’t do the same,” said Tassie.  She noticed Wayne’s stare. “You keep looking at my tits.”
“I’ve always liked them. We sort of grew up together, so I’m fond of them. I haven’t seen them in hours. Let’s have a look.”
“Don’t be a turd.”
“Who will it hurt? Not me. Not you.”
“You know, we’re attending your father’s memorial service today. Just a few weeks ago he stood in your backyard and blew his brains out. This really isn’t the time to be looking at tits.”
“It’s exactly the time. One needs a boost when they’re down and out,” said Wayne. He screwed his face into a mournful appearance.
As Wayne demonstrated his mournful look, Maureen knocked once and entered carrying a thick black binder.
“Oh... Hey, Wayne, I didn’t know you were in here,” she said. She then did a double take on Tassie, still standing in her underwear. “Am I interrupting anything?”
“Wayne wants me to show him my tits. That would make it the second time today,” said Tassie.
“Third time,” corrected Wayne.
“You can see mine,” said Maureen. Sensing she’d found her opening, she lifted her blouse and pulled down her bra.
“See, Maureen’s a good sport... You have to understand how hard it is growing up so close together, no pun intended.” Wayne was now sitting on Tassie’s bed, man spreading.
Tassie pulled off her bra too and wiggled her breasts like a stripper. “Now are you happy, Wayne?”
“Oh, Lord yes. May I masturbate?”
“Fuck off Wayne.” Tassie put her bra back on and then her dress. In truth, she liked this playful dialogue and the casual nudity with Wayne and would gladly watch him masturbate. She thought Wayne was attractive and a good guy and as they weren’t related, of course, she would feel a response. His occasional goofiness was also fun, but she knew it was also a shield. She knew there was depth behind it.
“I’ve seen him do it,” said Maureen. “More than once...”
“What have you two got going on here? I’ve been away a long time,” said Tassie. Her suspended animation illustrated it was a point upon which explanations were needed.
“Wayne and I are almost the same age, Tassie, so we have a different dynamic. It’s better we relieve the tension before something stupid happens,” said Maureen. “It’s what good neighbors do.”
“What are you telling me? Do you guys screw?” Tassie said it in a way that conveyed she wouldn’t be surprised or mind if the answer was in the affirmative. For other reasons, she almost wanted to hear an admission that yes, they made love, and passionately. She would feel less guilty for sleeping with Wayne’s father.
“No! We agreed that would be stupid. But we’ve done the other stuff. He sleeps with me a lot. Let’s say ‘often’.”
“You’re crazy,” said Tassie. “What if mom catches you?”
“She has,” said Maureen. “She came into my room one morning and Wayne was asleep while I was getting dressed. Wayne was clearly naked. She could see his dick. She said, ‘Oh, did you two have a sleepover?’ That was it. She never mentioned it again. Hers is a world of silver linings and sunshine.”
“Did your Dad know, Wayne? Did he ever say anything to you about us and boundaries?” Tassie asked. “As we got older I’m sure he and my mom both wondered about it.”
“Not really. They both told me it was natural that I might get aroused by you two. They both knew that since we’re not related and didn’t really live together we might have sexual feelings for each other. But Maureen and I never screw, as she said. We created our own boundaries.”
“So, no screwing. That leaves open a wide field of possibilities, doesn’t it? Oral sex comes to mind,” said Tassie, with a bit of teasing in her voice. But the thought of Wayne going down on her gave her a tingle. She envisioned seeing the top of his head between her legs, his tongue inside her, his hands squeezing her buttocks. She had fantasized about Wayne in the past. Like his father, he was very athletic and muscular. His routine of busting into the bathroom when she was showering was almost a cliché now. She liked it, and it aroused her. She was almost disappointed when he didn’t burst in.
These reveries made her incredibly horny and they were now less than an hour away from Tom’s memorial service. Wayne looked a lot like his dad, even sounded like him. She was beginning to doubt her sanity. Could she now jump the son of the man she may have pushed over the edge and into the abyss? Anyway, Maureen got to Wayne first. She didn’t think a threesome was in her bag of tricks, especially not with her sister. Yes, she thought to herself. That would be insane.
But could they share Wayne?
“Oral? Sure, we’ve done that,” said Maureen, just stating the facts. “Wayne’s good at it. I taught him how to do it. Well, I’d better get dressed too. I’ll see you all downstairs.”
Maureen left the room leaving Tassie a little dumbfounded and Wayne looking very pleased with Maureen’s review.
“I’d better get ready too,” said Wayne. After he left, Tassie saw the large, black binder Maureen left sitting on her nightstand. It was heavy, with about two hundred loose-leaf, college ruled notebook papers inside, some of which had become loose. The writing was in a very fine but masculine hand.
It was Tom’s journal.




Chapter FOUR



WAYNE
Wayne knew there was something going on with his father. Over the past year, he had become withdrawn and sometimes drifted off, which was in stark contrast to his former outgoingness and sharp mind. As a father, Wayne thought, he had been outstanding and always a straight shooter. If he had reasons to withdraw, Wayne knew he would someday know what they were. He was patient that way.
Wayne only noticed after the fact that, over the past few months, their conversations had turned to examining the general meanings of things. His father would start them off with topics like, “Wayne, what do you feel about your life so far?” or “Where do you see yourself when you’re my age?”. They weren’t unusual father-son questions, except for the frequency with which they came up. Wayne now suspected his father had been preparing him. Wayne had thousands of questions for him but understood his father was showing Wayne that he could answer those questions himself.
As was the case with Maureen, Wayne was more worried about helping Tassie and her mother get through their grief over losing Tom. Wayne and Maureen had each other.
His eyes widened, as did his smile, upon hearing Maureen’s review of his oral skills in matters of sex. It was she who taught him the proper degrees of pressure and attention, where to apply them and in what progression.
She was very methodical in her instruction. Sitting on her bed naked from the waist down, Maureen spread her legs as Wayne knelt in front of her. She parted her lips and showed Wayne where to find her clitoris and, taking his hand, showed him how much pressure to apply to it. He felt her bundle of nerves and with her feedback quickly got the gist of it. She was already quite wet but she warned him that may not always be the case, and that he should take care there to make sure she was properly stimulated.
She then laid on her back with her legs spread and told him to show her how he planned to perform cunnilingus. He kissed her and she said, “Use a lighter touch, like a feather, and kiss me all the way down”. Wayne did as instructed and then she told him to use his tongue and explore her inside. He was fumbling a bit, and Maureen told him to lie down on the bed. She positioned herself perpendicular to him said to think of his mouth as her pussy.
She touched to the left of his lips and said that was the top of her slit, then touched where he would find her clitoris, and then to the right side of his lip and said that’s where her perineum started, and then tapped a bit down from there, saying that would be her rectum. She then performed cunnilingus on his mouth, showing what she wanted him to do to her, and licked down to spot that represented her rectum and pressed it with her tongue.
She told him, “Don’t worry. I’m super clean right now. You won’t have any surprises.” She laid back down on the bed and Wayne got between her legs.
Within a short time, with Maureen alternatively pressing down or lifting his head using both of her hands, Wayne got the hang of it.
She instructed him on using his fingers, how to mix things up generally, how to tease her and ultimately bring her to orgasm, which was the final lesson. Using a combination of his tongue and fingers he brought her to a climax, and to such an extent that she nearly removed his head as her thighs clenched in a final spasm of submission.
Maureen then changed positions with Wayne and he instructed her on giving him a blowjob, but he was so excited by then the lesson only lasted a minute. She drank him in readily and without protest. They concluded she was a natural.
When Wayne was introduced to the girls he was too young to view them as an opportunity or even a good thing. As far as he knew, they were the just neighbor’s kids.
He received early instructions from his father on sex and the changes he was experiencing. Wayne suffered early onset nocturnal emissions, and they horrified him. He’d kept secret his misunderstood affection for having erections. His friends talked about them so he knew it wasn’t a phenomenon he suffered, or rather enjoyed, alone. But when the nocturnal emissions started he feared he was dying. His father explained what was happening, even going so far as to draw pictures to illustrate the basic mechanics and purposes of the sexual organs.
The erections were becoming more problematic the older he got, especially when roughhousing with his girls. Whenever the goofing off involved physical contact, he would sprout an erection that filled his shorts or trousers the girls would giggle and point and say, “Wayne’s got a boner!”
He had taken the facts of his case to his father who explained it was only natural. He would have erections and, unfortunately or not, girls would notice. He wasn’t to be ashamed because it was entirely normal to have them.
As they all continued growing up, Wayne reached a feverish height of attraction to Maureen and Tassie. They were a daily presence in his life like thanks his father’s closeness to their mother. The shape of his attraction became acute when he accidentally saw Tassie naked. He had gone into her bathroom without knocking first as she was drying off after a shower. The lock never worked so a closed door meant one should check to see if the bathroom was occupied. In this instance, it was purely accidental that he forgot to do so.
When he saw Tassie naked, his world suddenly took a turn toward the more enchanted. He found himself preoccupied with girls — at home, at school, at the mall. In this regard, he was like all boys growing up. Unlike most of them, he lived right next to two girls near his age and they were blossoming into beautiful women. Anyone could see that.
His bursting in on the girls in the shower or when changing in their rooms became somewhat of a joke. His father and the girl’s mother were both very open on sexual matters and the desires of the flesh and, were, therefore, not concerned over his avidness for seeing Tassie or Maureen naked or changing. There were no in either household on the subject of nudity.
When Wayne finally got a real girlfriend and they reached the stage of having sex, it didn’t meet Wayne’s expectations. He liked the girl but was not in love with her. Their feelings were mutual in that regard, and the sex was more of a “let’s get this over with” than the clashing of two persons romantically impassioned for each other. Wayne frankly had a much better time on his own, which he proved after several more attempts with his girlfriend. They lost interest in each other shortly after their final encounter.
One day, Maureen turned the tide and burst in upon Wayne in his shower while he was masturbating. She then stripped and joined him, and thus began their erotic journey together as they often do — on impulse.
This journey restored his faith in the power of women to excite and bring to him the ultimate in both physical and emotional euphoria. Maureen taught him how to touch a woman and give her orgasmic pleasure without actually fucking. And they both had an endless appetite for learning and experimentation and thus, could not be better matched.
It was Maureen who instructed Wayne to keep up his campaign of bursting in on Tassie, and of course, Wayne didn’t mind in the least. He was as fascinated with Tassie as he was with Maureen, and the latter was not the jealous type. She understood their situation was a special one, and she wasn’t the type to erect boundaries beyond their mutual agreement not to have intercourse — yet. Both knew it was coming.
When both Tassie and Maureen showed him their breasts, willingly and at the same time, Wayne had to pinch himself. All of those fantasies that kept him busy at night seemed to be coming true. But he knew he belonged to Maureen. His happily ever after would be to marry her.




Chapter FIVE



TASSIE
The well attended memorial service was brief. Tom had been cremated, and the urn with his ashes set on a pedestal to provide a focal point. She thought the service could have been held in their backyard but instead, her mother arranged for a nice space at the Unitarian church they didn’t once attend.
Some of his buddies from the Marines attended and spoke with eloquence of his service and bravery. He survived Desert Storm during his last year of service. Tom’s best friend spoke of his path after leaving the military. From there, Tom moved into his father’s financial services firm, quadrupling its size in a very brief time. His first wife died from breast cancer just two years after Wayne’s birth. Tom met Tassie’s mother several years later and, after several more years, bought the house next to her so they could be close. Neither of them were ready to remarry.
Tassie’s mom spoke lovingly of her late lover, making Tassie cringe a few times when mentioning his singular devotion and fidelity to their mom. It was true. She never heard, nor had she wished to hear, that Tom wanted to stop being her mother’s lover and be with Tassie instead. That was never in the equation. They both knew what they were doing. They had to deal with this fire between them. In Maureen’s words, they needed to deal with the tension before anything really stupid happened.
After the service, everyone assembled at Tassie’s house for the wake. She was happy being busy serving food and drinks, handing out the meat cakes and pungent Gamalost cheese on toast. They were Tom’s favorite Norwegian culinary treats from his youth. There was plenty of aquavit flowing, a Scandinavian liquor taken in shots and now a tradition on any occasion. Tassie was on her third or fourth shot when things began to settle down. It was overbearingly hot and humid, a typical Midwest summer afternoon, and most everyone filtered into the backyard after having their fill of the buffet her mother set out in the dining room. They all wore sheens of perspiration.
Tassie found a couple vacant lawn chairs and sat in one with a fresh shot of aquavit and beer chaser. She couldn’t get it out of her head that she was solely responsible for Tom’s suicide. Her guilt was rising by the minute, especially after hearing all the kind words about Tom at the service.
She weighed the case against her. She was an attractive, many would say “hot” woman in her mid-twenties, well educated, with a fine sense of humor. Her ass was, by all accounts, perfect, thanks to her athletic past and current fitness regimen. Her breasts were on the large side but remained pert without support. She had longish, thick dark hair, thick enough to stand up to the current humidity and swirl lustrously around her head and shoulders as she walked. Her eyes had a twinkling quality many admired.
But was she to die for? She certainly tried not to be. Her unisex style in clothing was her shield.
As she reflected on this Maureen appeared, again as if out of a mist, and tapped her shoulder. “Mind if I tag in? You seem lost somewhere in your thoughts,” she said. “Mom is getting drunk. Well, they all are. Booze is a great way to bury grief, don’t you think?”
“Have a seat,” Tassie said. Maureen held a fresh bottle of aquavit and two shot glasses.
“I see you’ve got a glass. Want a top-off?”
“Sure,” said Tassie. “This will be my fifth shot, or tenth. Who knows?”
“Tom can only die once,” said Maureen. “We may as well make an occasion out of it. Have you seen Wayne? How’s he doing?”
“I asked him to keep an eye on Uncle Boner. I don’t want him getting too drunk and going after Mom, now that she’s like a lonely widow.”
“Gross... Anyway, I forgot to mention it when I saw Wayne in your room. We found Tom’s journal. I left it on your night stand.”
Oh shit, thought Tassie. She’d forgotten about it. “Did you read it?” She hoped not, fearing what it might reveal.
“I flipped through a few pages but nothing stood out. It starts when he went to Kuwait. I didn’t look at the end to see where it stopped. That should have been where I went first, right? Duh. There may be an explanation for why he did what he did.”
“Where did you find it?” asked Tassie.
“It was in his shop under a bunch of operating manuals. Mom wanted Wayne and me to go through Tom’s stuff and see if there was anything important.”
“You and Wayne seem to be pretty tight. When did that happen?” Tassie asked.
“It started about a year and a half ago, maybe less. It was just us and we were both going through some stuff, so we teamed up. Neither one of us has a lot of other friends.” Maureen had always impressed Tassie as one whose life was a boat ride on a glassy sea never troubled by tempests of any kind. Now just twenty-one, she was the most confident and together woman Tassie knew.
“All that sex stuff, were you just kidding around or do you two really get it on? I mean, not screwing, but other stuff?” Despite all that was on her mind, Tassie found the subject titillating.
“Oh, yeah,” said Maureen. “It’s hot. We’ll probably screw before long. But it’s not urgent, you know, because we get each other off in other ways. I taught him everything I like. He tried to teach me what he liked but he could never get through a lesson without coming right away.”
“Does he…”
Maureen interrupted, “Come in my mouth? Yes. All the time.”
“Do you like that? I’ve only done it once.”
“Yeah. He can’t believe that I do it. It comes out like a jet. I could use it like a water pick if I could aim it correctly.”
“There ya go... This is special, two sisters talking about swallowing ejaculate… I’m trying to imagine you two getting each other off. It’s going to take some processing. It wasn’t that long ago that we were all just neighborhood kids goofing off in each other’s yards.” Tassie drained her shot and held the glass out for a refill.
“That’s the idea. Let’s get really sloshed. I should get Wayne over here.”
“Let’s wait. I want to hear more about how you two got started.” Tassie got up and pushed her lawn chair closer to Maureen’s, then sat back down with a look of earnest attention.
“Well, you know how Wayne’s always busting in on us when we’re in the shower or changing in our rooms? I think he plans his days around it. So, I thought I’d get back at him and go over and bust in on his showers. I don’t know why I’d never thought of it before.
“So one day, and this was soon after you left after your Christmas break, I pulled his routine, except I crept in as silent as I could and then pulled back the shower curtain. He was wanking off. And I mean, he was so intent on what he was doing he didn’t realize I was there at first.”
“Wow,” said Tassie. “So what did he do when he discovered you were there?”
“He said, ‘Hey Maureen.’ He stopped wanking but he was still holding himself. He’s big. I mean, nice big, not porno big. And thick. I’d never seen another one like it. And it just hangs perfectly. I could go on if you want.”
Like father like son, Tassie thought. At first, Tom’s size startled her. She wondered if she could take all of him inside. She knew Tom would fill her up completely and soon couldn’t wait for him to do so. She could feel him sliding into her by just imagining it.
“I get the picture. So what happened after that?” asked Tassie.
“I stripped and got in the shower with him. We goofed around and kissed and, I’ll tell you, with that thing rubbing against me I couldn’t wait to hold it in my hand, so I grabbed it and pumped. Then he started fingering me and before you know it we were both orgasmic. And it wasn’t just an orgasm, it was a full on Niagara body rush that made us both dizzy, and we fell into the tub together. Thank God Tom was over visiting mom.” Maureen improvised a falling down pantomime. “He came all over me, and I nearly broke his finger as I clenched my thighs around his hand. When we finished we said nothing to each other. We didn’t really speak for a couple days, but then I couldn’t take it anymore and went over to his house one night for a repeat performance. We’re kind of addicted to each other now. He’s almost always here now. Mom never says a word about it.”
“Wow again. I’m not sure what I expected to hear. I didn’t think I would hear porn coming out of your mouth.” Tassie laughed. “Where can it go? I mean, do you see yourselves becoming a couple?”
“It doesn’t have to go anywhere, does it? It is what it is.” Maureen filled both of their glasses. “But if it does, and we stick together, that’s okay too. But neither one of us has really sewn our wild oats, you know. That scares me a little.”
“Why?”
“I’m not worried about me. I don’t want Wayne to think he’s missed anything. As a man I think he needs to be with a few more women before...” said Maureen.
“You’re serious and very generous in your outlook. You want him to be with other women so he knows you’re the one.”
“Not other women so much. Maybe one?”
“I can’t believe we’re even talking about this. I mean, you two aren’t related, but still. We almost grew up together.”
With help from the booze, Tassie now felt more comfortable with her situation and increasingly less guilty for having slept with Tom, though that was certainly different than Maureen and Wayne hooking up. Wayne wasn’t her mom’s lover.
She wondered, in light of this new information, whether she was right to have stayed away after their first and only fling. Despite what she and Tom decided at the time, maybe it didn’t have to have a trajectory and could have just been something they did on the side like Maureen and Wayne had been doing. Maybe it wasn’t right, but did that make it wrong?
Tassie felt on the verge of spilling her beans when Wayne appeared and said, “Hey, Cocksuckers. Is this a private party? Look, you’ve got a glass for me. I’ll have what you’re having, please.”
Maureen swung her legs off the footrest of the lounge chair so Wayne could sit. He did so and they all had a shot. It felt like they were forming a secret league among themselves, sharing secrets no one else would ever know or should know.
“I was just telling Tassie about your big dick,” said Maureen.
“You want to see it?” Wayne made a motion like he was going to pull it out.
“Maybe later, Wayne. I’ll let you know,” said Tassie. Actually, she did very much want to see it, or rather his version of Tom’s cock, about which she had many dreams. When Wayne wore jeans his bulge always stood out.
“It runs in the family,” Wayne said. My uncles are all the same. I wasn’t really aware of it until Maureen mentioned it. I thought I was normal because I about the same as my uncles and dad. We took a sauna together when we all visited Norway.”
“What about in the showers at school? Didn’t you notice a difference there, walking around naked?”
“Hell no. I went out of my way not to look. You get caught doing that and there’s hell to pay,” he said. Tassie thought how different girls were. They always checked each other out, especially in the showers at school or during sleepovers.
“Have you ever had a big cock, Tassie?” asked Maureen.
“Jesus. We’re really letting it all hang-out. How big is big?” Tassie knew but felt more comfortable being coy due to the source of her experience with big cocks.
“About this big,” Maureen demonstrated with her fingers. “And thick. You really should see Wayne’s. It’s not scary big, just big.”
“I never stopped to measure any of the men I’ve been with. I mean, it’s not like there have been tons. With one exception, I guess I’ve been with normal guys. Only one really stood out.”
“I’ve only seen two other naked cocks in person, aside from Wayne’s. They were small in comparison. I wonder what it would be like to fall in love with someone who had a small dick,” said Maureen.
Wayne looked bored with the conversation now. Discussing a cock that didn’t belong to him was not his favorite topic, though Maureen wasn’t done with the subject.
“Mom talked about it. Cocks, I mean,” she said.
“How? I mean, how did it come up?” asked Tassie.
“Remember her kooky friend from college, Janice? She visited last fall and they got drunk on the back deck and reminisced about their glory days dating. They both dated the same guy but at different times, and had a good laugh remembering his dick size. Apparently, they judged him as inadequate.
“So, Mom used that as an opening to say how much she appreciated big cocks, though she said ‘big men’ and added ‘like Tom.’ She said, ‘Maureen, be sure you find yourself a big man.’ Little did she know I’d found one right next door.” For a split second Tassie thought she meant Tom.
“I think your mom is hot,” said Wayne. “I’d like to see her naked.”
“Would you want to screw her?”
“I’m not sure about that. Older women, you know.”
“You could always pull your bursting into the bathroom routine while she’s showering,” said Tassie.
“I could see screwing your Dad,” Maureen said. “He was a handsome guy, even in his fifties. He had that senior executive look, with the salt and pepper hair and everything.”
Tassie almost fell off her lawn chair. She didn’t feel she would ever have a better opening than now to reveal her secret, but she mistrusted her judgment as she was feeling tipsy. Still, hearing Maureen say she could see herself screwing Tom gave her another great sense of relief. She wanted to see how far out on the limb her sister would go.
“Did you ever fantasize about it, Maureen, sleeping with Tom?”
“Screwing Tom? Oh sure. I saw him chopping wood with his shirt off one summer and it made me a little drippy. It’s one scenario I used a lot in my repertoire for getting off before Wayne became my boy toy. I’d pretend that Tom came into my room while I was changing, just like Wayne does, and bent me over bed and took me from behind. I would stand and lean over my bed and masturbate while I fantasized to make it seem real.”
“You’re talking about my Dad, here, folks. I’m not sure I should be hearing this,” said Wayne.
Tassie remembered watching Tom chop wood, one of his exercise routines every summer, and seeing him with his shirt off. His military training and discipline meant he kept himself fit and it showed. He could have been on the cover of a romance novel.
“You should feel proud of the fact that your Dad was so admired,” said Maureen. “That’s all we heard about today, how good he was, and we’re just saying he was also masturbation worthy. It’s all good. Chances are you’ll look like him when you get that old.”
“What do you think about when you masturbate, Wayne?” asked Tassie.
“You seriously want to know? You two. Why do you think I keep bursting into while you’re showering? I’m looking for new material. It’s not I see you both naked once and that’s it, I’m set. Each time it’s a new experience and I think about it later. Seeing your bald puss today is an example. It adds some further dimension. Maureen knows.”
Tassie thought about it too, all those times Wayne caught her naked or in her underwear, and often played those scenarios over in her head when she masturbated.
“Now I have to share space in your fantasies with my sister? I’m not sure how I feel about this,” said Maureen, feigning sincerity. “You never told me you had a real thing for Tassie.” She laughed.
Tassie was now looking at Wayne from a new perspective and not as a fantasy prop. She was feeling aroused by both the discussion and his presence, and hearing Maureen speak about his ‘big man’ status. She began to feel sleeping with Wayne was a real possibility.
“If we’re all being honest here,” said Wayne, “I’ll answer in the affirmative. I’ve wanted to sleep with both of you for, well, forever. That’s not a bad thing. I wouldn’t sleep with anyone for the sake of just getting off. I know I goof around a lot, but it’s a front. Maybe I’ll drop it now that we’re having this Kumbaya sharing moment.”
“So what am I doing in your fantasy, Wayne, when you’re masturbating?” said Tassie.
“Yeah, Wayne. Let me hear more of how that mind of yours operates,” said Maureen. “Maybe I should get my phone and record this.”
“You’re together, if that’s what you’re wondering, but you each get my undivided attention,” said Wayne. “In one scenario, you’re both naked leaning over the dresser in Tassie’s room and I take each of you from behind and get you both off, then we lie on the bed and you two get me off. That part I switch around a lot.”
Once again Tassie almost fell off her lawn chair.




Chapter SIX



MAUREEN
Maureen was not one for self-congratulation, but at that moment felt her gentle, if somewhat self-serving, schemes to distract Tassie from her grief over Tom were working. Plus, she was happy her revelations about Wayne were being met with fascination rather than scorn or disbelief, not that she expected either of those options. Still, it could have gone the other way. Maureen’s beliefs about Tassie were based more on intuition than actual knowledge. They were close, but there were definite gaps in Maureen’s awareness of Tassie’s formative years, especially when she under the influence of her guru.
She had as much as admitted to Tassie her long-term hopes for Wayne. They had steadily progressed from just a whim in recent months, and the connection between her mother and Tom was adding stress to Maureen’s vision of a viable future. She knew her mother would understand, as would Tassie ultimately, but the larger world could pose more of a problem. In town they were all more or less viewed as a family. A few even thought her mother and Tom were married.
From the available facts she could assemble, she knew Tassie had a troubled history with men. First, there was the Johnny Price incident, then some further revelations, which hadn’t completely broken the surface, relating to Tassie’s amorous adventures in college after switching schools. Her mother was slightly better informed, but only divulged to Maureen that Tassie simply couldn’t find the right guy to share the “sacred sacraments” with for herself. What that meant remained a mystery to Maureen. Perhaps Tassie had shared someone, and then for mysterious reasons that someone was no longer available.
Like herself, Tassie wasn’t interested in sex for sex’s sake. It had to mean something, or at least function on a higher plane than just a passing gratification, like a Big Mac. There was no real nourishment in that, spiritual or otherwise. This was a burden handed down from their mother supported by what both Maureen and Tassie witnessed in their friends. For the most part, her girlfriend’s love lives resembled derailing roller-coasters crashing through mountains of disappointment and humiliation.
Maureen’s sexual satisfaction with Wayne was complete except for the one minor detail. There was no question about how intercourse would go. She couldn’t now imagine accepting anything less than what she experienced sexually with Wayne, who had become a true master. She never wondered how it would be with other men. Her mother said a good sex life was the most important thing for couples, despite all the hype and hoopla about mature love versus falling-in-love love. The brain was under our command if we knew how to control it. You could think yourself into experiencing all those love chemistries. It wasn’t a given that they would fail to kick-in after years of familiarity unless you gave in to the idea.
Maureen knew, from the amount and frequency of orgasmic revels piercing the walls of her mother’s bedroom, that it informed all of them about their parent’s astute grip on the ways of lovemaking. They sounded like teenagers right up until a few weeks before, when the walls went silent after Tom’s death. Maureen felt he went out with a bang.
When Wayne shared his masturbation fantasies, Maureen’s eyes were fixed on Tassie. She noticed her avid concentration, dilated pupils and controlled breathing. Tassie actually curled her toes when Wayne finished. Clearly, she was aroused by Wayne’s short speech and their sexually charged conversation generally.
Maureen wanted Tassie to experience what she had experienced. She felt she could steer things in that direction given the right opportunity. She didn’t think Wayne would mind, nor did Maureen fear she would lose him. She knew the depths and strengths of their relationship and knew it would only become stronger.
She also knew the alcohol might be the trigger needed for all of them to have what they wanted. They would need its encouragements to cross the threshold. As sisters, they had shared everything. Now they would share Wayne. After that, he would be off the market.




Chapter SEVEN



TASSIE
They were all becoming very intoxicated. Most of the guests had left. Tassie’s mom sat in the living room with a few of her closest friends and they were all drunk too. Even though the sun had set it was extremely hot and humid and Maureen suggested they all take a swim. There was a small lake a short walk away. Maureen grabbed a fresh bottle of aquavit, against Tassie’s advice, and they set off after grabbing several beach towels. They didn’t think of changing into their bathing suits.
When they got to the lake it was fully dark and there were no other people to mind if they swam naked. Maureen was first to strip off her clothes. As she did so she said, “Hey, now you get to see Wayne’s dick, Tassie. Maybe you should sit down for it.”
Even though it was dark there was light coming from boat dock security lamps along the beachfront. Tassie, eager to see Wayne naked, stood to face him, saying, “Let’s go, cowboy. Show us what you’ve got.”
Wayne pulled off his polo shirt, and then pulled his shorts and underwear down in one motion. Indeed, thought Tassie, it was a nice, handsome cock. There may have been a little tumescence, but how could she know at this point? It dangled about five or six inches, or the size of most men’s full erections, according to WebMD.
“Okay, that’s pretty decent, Wayne. You must be very pleased with yourself,” said Tassie.
“Wayne, get a hard-on. Give her the full show,” said Maureen.
“I think I can imagine it, Maureen.”
Wayne simply said, “Hold on, Tassie. Maureen, give it some encouragement.”
“Okay.” She went over to Wayne and grabbed his penis. It instantly began to erect. In another few seconds, it fully extended and pointed straight to the stars. Maureen could have held it in both of her hands and still not have covered its entirety.
“Are we sick or what? Aren’t we crossing some lines here?” said Tassie. “He’s technically your boyfriend, Maureen.”
“You should touch it, Tassie. It’s hard as a rock now. Really. I mean, this is where calling them ‘rods’ originates from. You could hang heavy curtains on this thing.”
“I’ll take your word for it, Maureen.” Tassie was hoping Maureen would insist.
“I insist,” said Maureen. Wayne stood with his hands on his hips and his legs slightly apart. His shaved balls had a nice symmetry to them, Tassie thought. It was a nice package.
Tassie assumed an exasperated look like she would go along but only because Maureen insisted. She took Wayne’s cock in her hands and noticed right away its unusual firmness, well-defined veins and a prominent ridge along the top.
She gave it a squeeze and a stroke and immediately Wayne emitted some precum, which Tassie wasn’t expecting. It dribbled over her hand and she noticed its warmth. It excited her, but she feigned simple amusement. She said, “Jesus, Wayne, don’t come on me.”
“Some things are out of my control, ladies,” he said. Tassie let his cock go, took off her clothes, and they all went into the lake. The warm water was barely a relief from the heat. They swam around, did some dunking of each other and playful splashing.
Several times Tassie felt Wayne’s still erect cock brush against her body. A few times she arranged for it, liking the excitement and faux illicitness of it. She was now completely aroused. If Maureen wasn’t there she could see making love to him on the beach or taking his cock into her mouth. This wasn’t where her mind usually went, to thoughts of cocks filling her mouth. It was still new territory. Tom was the only man she ever let come in her mouth, and she didn’t realize she wanted this to happen until it did. Thereafter, she yearned for it with Tom, and now she felt she might with Wayne.
As they were goofing off Maureen stepped on a broken glass or sharp piece of metal. She let out a yelp and then hobbled up onto the beach. She put her foot in what available light she could find and confirmed that she was cut and bleeding. Wayne and Tassie came up to inspect her foot. Neither one of them thought it was too bad. Wayne sat on the sand and lifted her foot up over his leg and told Maureen it would stop bleeding soon. Tassie grabbed the aquavit bottle and they all took a swig.
“It’s God’s punishment, right? He’s angry because you two are having illicit carnal knowledge of each other,” said Tassie.
“Is this the old Tassie speaking, the Virgin of the Path for her guru, or the new Tassie, the one who was just yanking on her sister's boyfriend’s cock? Anyway, there’s nothing illicit about it.” said Maureen. They were passing around the aquavit and taking deep, purposeful swigs.
“If this were the ocean the blood would have attracted sharks,” said Wayne, ignoring Maureen’s remark. “It’s pointless for God to have her bleeding in a freshwater lake. He should have given her cramps so she’d drown.”
“Fuck off you two. It hurts,” said Maureen.
Tassie found she was comfortable sitting on the beach naked with her sister and Wayne. She enjoyed being nude, and communally, apparently, but it never happened before except for Wayne’s burst-ins.  In all their years living next to each other she’d only see Wayne naked once, and that was just his ass.
Tassie was still being modest, mindful not to flash Wayne in any particular way by keeping her legs together. Maureen, on the other hand, was almost spread-eagled, with one leg up on Wayne and the other out to her other side to provide balance, like a tripod.
“What do you think of Tassie’s bald puss, Maureen? You want to try that?”
“What did you do, Tassie, shave it?”
“It’s a wax job. It was painful as hell and humiliating to have it done. Can you imagine having a job like that? I won’t do it again. I’m not even sure why I did it except it’s the vogue in the Bay Area. It’s kind of stupid, really. The women get themselves waxed bald and the men grow bushes on their faces to make up for it.”
“It doesn’t look normal,” said Wayne. “You should let it all grow back and just keep it trimmed like Maureen.”
“I shave Wayne’s balls,” said Maureen. “He’s afraid to do it himself. I have to do it at least once every other week or it gets out of control and it’s like having to start all over again. The first time you do it you need scissors to trim the pubes down into razor territory. It scares the hell out of him.”
Tassie wondered how all of this was going on under her mom’s roof and, until recently next door, Tom’s roof. “Is your strange relationship why you two haven’t moved out of your houses? Couldn’t you get on more freely living on your own together?”
“No!” said Maureen. “That would have made us a couple, wouldn’t it? I guess we could have be roommates, but why bother with the expense? Mom’s always oblivious to what’s going on around here. Tom was never the suspicious type at his house when we hung out in Wayne’s room. It’s still working for us. It doesn’t need fixing, at least not yet.”
Tassie could see her point and was jealous. Maureen made it clear that their sexual relationship wasn’t just for sex only. They seemed to be in the same place on a number of levels. They really were a couple save for the living arrangements. It didn’t matter that their parents had a love connection too. It was because they had never married that Wayne and Maureen could actually be a couple without raising too many eyebrows.
Feeling pleasantly drunk but safe with Maureen and Wayne, Tassie leaned back on the beach and looked up at the night. The air felt good rolling over her entire body. She liked knowing that Wayne was probably ogling her, getting new material for his later reveries. Her nipples were tight from swimming and extra sensitive. She touched them both gently, then circled her fingers around their perimeter.
“Whoa. Tassie’s getting it on with herself,” said Wayne, who had been watching.
“What if I am, you pervert?” said Tassie. She then did some pretend moaning and arching of her back.
“Hey, it wouldn’t bother me. You’ve probably caught on that I like to watch,” said Wayne. “Maureen masturbates in front of me. Sometimes we have contests, but it’s easy for her to fake it.”
“You guys should do some pornos. You could become rich,” said Tassie.
“We did some videos,” said Maureen. “Wayne even put a few of them online. You can only sort of tell it’s us. It’s kind of hot to know other people are watching us play around.”
Tassie sat up with her legs spread and her arms around them. Wayne and Maureen were softly petting each other and she thought it looked sweet.
“Are you guys worried about missing out?” Tassie asked. “I mean, if you spend all your time together you’re not going to see what else is out there.”
While he was thinking about the question, Wayne took a swig of the aquavit and passed it around. Finally he said, “Worried? No. I’ve dated. I’ve been with other women. None of them really worked out like I thought they would. Anyway, who’s to say you have to play the field, or whatever they call it now? Maybe you can find someone out of the gate.”
“Or in the next door,” said Maureen.
“Yeah,” said Wayne.
“The fact is,” said Maureen. “No one else out there will ever know us the way we know each other. No one can compete with that. We’ve had a special connection for years.”
“So what you’re saying is, you’re a true couple but you aren’t ready to admit it.”
“Tassie, does it really matter?” asked Maureen. “But no, we’re not a couple yet, but that could change any minute.” She smiled and Wayne bent down and kissed her.
“And sexually everything is fireworks, you take each other places unknown and all that?”
“Do you want to watch?” asked Maureen. She was hoping Tassie would say “yes.”
Tassie smiled. “I’m just thinking aloud, Maureen. It must be nice to have that. It’s only happened to me once, well, twice, with the same guy. He’s not in the picture anymore.”
“I’m sorry,” said Maureen.
“Me too. He was the only one that could do that to me, take me to the moon and back. Insert whatever cliche you want there. He wanted me to know about the fireworks, I guess. He made sure I experienced them. The rest have been duds. With a single exception, my sex life has been humiliating.”
“That’s what mom said. I mean, that most of ‘em are duds, so when the right one comes along, you need to grab ‘em.”
“And she was talking about…”
“Sex,” said Maureen. “But not just sex. In her lingo, it’s ‘divine sex’ and whatever else is in her vocabulary that day. She thinks that’s the foundation, and you’re only going to find a couple guys in your life that can take you there, or be in sync with you there.”
Tassie felt her mother was right, and that they had shared one of those guys. Tom. If Tassie had never been with Tom she would never have known what she was missing. Maureen had apparently found her guy.
Wayne and Maureen continued to fondle each other as they talked and drank the rest of the aquavit. She wasn’t sure if she should leave them alone but knew she didn’t want to. Seeing Wayne’s erection and how casually he was letting her see it was making her hungry for him. She wanted to feel what Maureen was feeling as he touched her, and she desperately wanted to hold Wayne’s cock again.
Tassie was feeling incredibly turned on by all of these new revelations, moving into levels of arousal she seldom visited, even though one of their party was her sister. For some reason it made her feel safer. She had dreamt of threesomes with two men, and she and a girlfriend once goofed off with a guy but didn’t screw. But a threesome with her sister had never crossed her mind, though they wouldn’t be interacting with each other. No. That wasn’t desirable or a possibility, but they could share Wayne.
She laid back down, moved a hand to her tummy and began lightly circling her fingers around her navel and down to the top of her now former pubic line, hesitating before going any further. She knew Wayne wouldn’t mind and would be watching her intently.
She did this for a while and then turned to look over at Wayne and Maureen. She had repositioned herself and was now gently stroking his penis while his fingers softly feathered and danced over her pubic hair. Wayne looked over as Tassie moved her own hand down to stroke herself and, a moment later, insert a finger inside. This made her arch her back for real and lift her knees and point her toes downward. Knowing Wayne was watching made it all feel more intense. After a few minutes of this, she heard Maureen and Wayne’s breathing pick up, as had her own.
Tassie looked over again and now Wayne’s cock was in Maureen’s mouth. She was tenderly sucking on the tip while her hands massaged the shaft. Wayne softly stroked her hair as her head bobbed, taking more or less of him in.
Tassie reached one hand up to her breasts and massaged them while going deeper into herself with her fingers, then swirling a single digit around her center and then alternated strokes. She decided she was going to complete the project begun in her shower that morning when Wayne interrupted. In her mind, she had already crossed the point of no return, perhaps the first line of many to follow. She licked her fingers and started to swirl them over her clit. Her knees came up as she pinched her nipple. He wanted to hold herself there as long as she could.
Maureen moaned in response to whatever Wayne was doing. Tassie now wanted them to fuck. It would be their first time, and she’d watch, while also bringing herself to orgasm. Maybe Wayne would switch after bringing Maureen to orgasm, and fuck her while Maureen watched. Imagining both scenarios brought her closer and closer to the edge until finally she spoke, all while continuing to stroke herself:
“You two have to fuck right now. I mean it. I want to be here for your first time. I want to watch you do it.”
There was barely any hesitation. Maureen let go of Wayne’s cock and put her hand behind his back to pull him on top of her. He positioned himself and gently inserted his tip inside Maureen and she gasped. She was ready to receive him, but slowly. Maureen nearly screamed as Wayne moved deeper inside her. He began to thrust and increased his pace and they both started to moan. He was now pumping her just like his father had pumped Tassie, like a raging bull. Maureen’s legs, now in the air, were shaking violently with each thrust. Tassie was hanging on the edge, saving it, hoping, even knowing, that Wayne would now come over to her once Maureen was fully satisfied.
Maureen quickly went silent, holding her breath, focusing, her toes pointing straight out as she raised her legs further in the air. She then released a volley of, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” and finally a long burst of sound, the sounds of ecstasy as her body shook. She then went limp. Wayne was still thrusting, but more gently now as Maureen cycled down from her orgasm. They both looked over to Tassie, who opened her legs wide and motioned for him to come make love to her now.
Maureen gave Wayne a deep kiss and whispered into his ear and gave his ass an encouraging pat.
He moved over and positioned himself over Tassie with his cock as firm as ever. Seeing it so close it seemed too big to be inside of her, but she guided it hungrily. She was as ready to receive as she had ever been, literally dripping with anticipation. He put the tip in, then slowly and fully filled her up as she adjusted to his size. Wayne picked up his pace and she matched his rhythm. He kissed and sucked hard on her breasts, licked behind her ears, and explored her mouth. He slipped a hand under her ass and pulled it up and into their lovemaking. She abandoned the edge and jumped fully into the abyss, where waves of ecstasy flushed over her entire body and carried her away. It seemed to last for minutes, not seconds, and maybe it had.
Wayne slowed his pace and, because he remained as hard as ever, it was clear he had not climaxed. Tassie pushed on his hips to move him out of her body and said, “Wayne, I want you to come in my mouth. Roll over on your back.” He pulled out completely and rolled over. Tassie moved over him and scooted down to take him into her mouth, but first, she wanted to lick the full length of his shaft, taste and lick his balls, pushing him as close to the edge as she could before taking him in her mouth.
As she began licking his shaft, she noticed some movement, and suddenly Maureen was there on his other side and Maureen and Wayne were kissing while he fondled her breasts.
Tassie took his shaft into her mouth and with her free hand played with his balls. She swirled her tongue around the tip and crown of his cock then took him in her mouth as deep as she could, nearly choking on his size. Wayne’s pelvis started to thrust his cock into her mouth and Tassie sucked harder. She could taste him and knew he would be coming soon.
Wayne pulled Maureen over his face and she sat there and Wayne’s tongue penetrated and now Maureen was moaning along with Wayne and their chorus filled the air.
Wayne now held his breath as his body began to shake and, with a final upward thrust of his pelvis, he exploded copiously and violently into Tassie’s mouth, much more than she could swallow. She gasped and lifted her mouth off his cock to let some of the semen escape. She licked it as it cascaded down his shaft. It kept coming so she took him back in her mouth and sucked again until there was no more.
As Wayne’s thrusts finally subsided she could hear Maureen erupting again into another orgasm. She rocked herself back and forth over Wayne’s tongue until her body stopped shuddering and fell to his side.
Tassie wiped her face and hands on a towel, then leaned back over Wayne and took his softening member back into her mouth. She wanted to feel it there as it returned to normal. She tasted more come and sucked it out and swallowed, and then cupped his balls in her hands and feathered them softly until Wayne’s state softened completely and she heard his breathing slowing and deepening.  She then curled next to him while Maureen did the same on his other side. Tassie felt Wayne had taken her where his father had taken her, proof that it could happen again. Without Maureen’s generosity, she would never have known.
She kissed Wayne on his now silent lips, and they fell into a blissful sleep.




Chapter EIGHT



WAYNE
Maureen and Wayne made love for the first time with Tassie watching them. It wasn’t how he imagined it would happen, but now he couldn’t have imagined it happening any other way. These two women were the most important in his life. He knew it was an odd arrangement, but it was the one life had handed him, and he would make the best of it.
Maureen had whispered into his ear, I want you to make love to Tassie now, just like this. She needs you. Initially, Wayne felt he had only just then solidified his bond with Maureen, and she was sending him off to be with someone else, which confused him. But then he knew at a deeper level what she meant, even though he couldn’t exactly say what he knew. Sometimes information arrived via osmosis and one could only analyze and dissect later.
He moved over to Tassie who was lying flat with her legs spread to receive him. Her face had both a hungry and pained expression. He could see she was yearning for him but also afraid of what was about to happen. They were about to cross a threshold, the same one he had just crossed with Maureen. They were all three stepping into new territory.
As Tassie laid before him, her full breasts now heaving, her slender legs spread, her beautiful swollen lips ready to receive him, Wayne wanted to savor the moment. His mind took a thousand snapshots. The stunning body he had spied on for years now welcomed him inside. In a moment they would become one.
When his tip met her lips, it felt like her body was inhaling him. Her wet warmth swallowed him whole and he instantly felt her contracting around him, her body pulsing over his shaft as if it would never let him go. It was everything he had just felt with Maureen, almost like an echo. It would feel that way, he thought. They were cut from the same cloth.
When she came and then said she wanted him in her mouth, he pulled out and complied. As it was, he was just holding onto the edge. When he exploded in her mouth she was as avid as Maureen to receive and swallow and empty him completely.
Maureen had climbed atop Wayne, and he greedily accepted when she sat on his mouth and let his tongue bring her to a second orgasm. She had taught him well. The dual sensations of having Tassie on his cock while his tongue was inside Maureen took him into yet another unknown territory, albeit a very exciting one.
But what was he doing to his relationship with Maureen by having sex with Tassie? What was he doing to his relationship with Tassie? It was too much to contemplate. He fell asleep with them on either side and, for the moment, that was all that mattered. He knew intuitively that what just happened would never be repeated. He had just made love to the Collins girls, girls from the neighborhood. He hoped to make of them his wife.




Chapter NINE



MAUREEN
When Tassie said “I want you two to fuck right now” Maureen didn’t realize she had been waiting for permission. In truth, she had, and she knew it would have to come from her sister, who would then bear witness to the act itself. Then Maureen realized it had been her intention all along to have Tassie there. She had been scripting this affair all along, even to include Tassie, but it only rose into consciousness as it was happening.
When she knew she had to keep Tassie distracted during her return for the memorial service, she hadn’t envisioned the full extent of what that distraction might be. But she knew it would involve Wayne, and she knew she had to share their secret with Tassie. Maureen had reached the stage where she had to get it out of her head. She needed to feel what it was like to have a third party in the know that she could trust. That meant Tassie. And she knew there was more to it.
Maureen knew, when she suggested a swim, that they all would be naked. She knew that after the swim they’d sit on the beach naked and drink the aquavit she’d brought, and she knew from experience that, whenever she was naked around Wayne, they would pet each other, something Wayne wouldn’t hesitate to do in front of Tassie.
Letting Tassie in on their secret meant Maureen and Wayne could behave normally around her. If Tassie saw her engaged sexually, just playing with Wayne’s cock, she knew Tassie would get aroused. If the situation were all reversed, she knew she would be. Maureen was aware, by Tassie’s own admission, that her sex life was nowhere near her own. But she could get a taste of her sex life if she let Wayne make love to her too, and on their inaugural night of lovemaking to boot.
Maureen sensed a certain symmetry to this. If she and Wayne were going to go over the cliff, they may as well drag Tassie along with them. Maureen and Wayne were in just a small way coming out as a couple, and only with Tassie. Technically, to the world, they were just neighborhood kids with the special bond. As a not-couple couple, Wayne could make love to her sister too. It wouldn’t be cheating, which was Maureen’s call to make in any case. Anyway, in the new century who was to say what’s normal? Couldn’t sisters share their lovers?
Maureen was glad to share Wayne with Tassie. She knew it would be temporary. She knew this because, now that Tassie knew there were other men out there who would care about her pleasure, she would go find one. Up until now, Tassie assumed her single success in that area was the only play she’d ever have, and it had booked. That, or something else was going on with her. But until she knew for sure she wouldn’t know any better.
Aside from the rules of the normal game of coupledom, this eroticism she shared with Wayne could be boundless. Maybe they would invite someone else to join their lovemaking down the road, someone extraordinarily special and dear to them. At this point, she didn’t think so, but she was smart enough to know that their joined evolution could lead them anywhere. She felt that couples that didn’t acknowledge the elasticities of desire were asking for trouble.
She didn’t expect to be so excited at watching Wayne and Tassie make love. The way he took Tassie so resolutely into the oblivion of orgasm made Maureen delirious for more, so she basically sat on his face. She hadn’t planned to but in the end felt no choice. She knew Wayne wouldn’t mind. It did occur to Maureen that she may have been re-staking her claim, but she quickly dismissed that thought. She was just excited.
And she was no longer a virgin. She was a full woman now.
Chapter TEN 


TASSIE
The staccato purr of a two-cycle marine engine woke Tassie with a start. The sky had lightened considerably, but the sun was not yet above the horizon. During the brief night, the dew and lower temperatures meant she, Wayne and her sister Maureen had cuddled into a maze of entwined limbs.
Tassie felt a slight headache, but not as bad as the empty bottle of aquavit lying in the sand might suggest. About a hundred yards down the shoreline fishermen left the dock to try their luck at an early morning catch. If she could see the fishermen, they could surely see them lying naked on the beach. Tassie looked at Wayne’s nude body and felt a rush. Instinctively, she reached down to hold his balls in her palm, then played with his cock. It began responding immediately.
She tapped Maureen’s arm to wake her, and she, in turn, rubbed Wayne’s chest vigorously to wake him. Unsurprisingly, he now had a full erection. Both women laughed, fully raising Wayne from his slumber.
They dressed quietly. No one spoke until Maureen tried to stand up on her injured foot.
“Fuck!” she said. “I forgot about my little foot injury here.”
Wayne put her left arm over his shoulder and they hobbled home in silence. The houses were quiet, and there remained little evidence of yesterday’s wake. Someone must have tidied up. They agreed they all needed more sleep.
Tassie took a quick, uninterrupted shower, wrapped her long hair in a towel, and fell onto the top of her bed. It was already getting warm, and the morning humidity felt like a wet sheet over her body.
She felt a little sore. Wayne was a “big man” and this soreness was the evidence. It wasn’t unpleasant, but more a lingering sensation and titillating reminder of their vigorous lovemaking the night before.
Jesus, she thought. Wayne? Up until just yesterday morning, she had never really taken him that seriously, thinking he was kind of an amiable goofball, pleasant and funny at times, but not really a candidate for sex. Yes, she had fantasized about him, but that was different. He was nice looking guy. In her fantasies, he was a stand-in or avatar. Before Maureen opened up about on their relationship, she never would have moved Wayne into her reality column as a prospect for real, flesh pounding sex. Her fantasies about his shower break-ins and seeing her naked were enough to make her orgasm when she masturbated. Forever forward now she would have actual memories of being fucked by Wayne, and of how good it was.
Just as it had been with his father Tom.
Wayne showed he had a tender side. Sex for him wasn’t strictly about his pleasure. He was genuinely careful when entering her body, being cognizant of his size and knowing she would have to adjust to his entry. Only when it was clear she was fully ready to receive him did he quicken his pace, just as Tom had done. She remembered other men, all the men she had now been with aside from Wayne and Tom, who never exhibited any consideration for her needs, who just went all out to achieve an orgasm, making her nothing more than a prop. She remembered the pain caused by their impatience. Thankfully, it was always over quickly.
Having her sister there watching her make love to Wayne — what was that about? Why did that add to the heat? She never in a thousand years would have considered such a thing, and now it seemed like it had been the most natural thing. And why shouldn’t they share the same man? They shared everything else. They didn’t touch each other, nor did they want to.
When she saw Wayne on top of Maureen and observed their lovemaking, their first intercourse together, she felt nothing but tenderness for both of them, happy to be their witness as they crossed the threshold. It also excited her, and the memory was exciting her now. She didn’t want to have sex with her sister, but she liked sharing the experience of sex with the same man. Seeing her little sister burst into what must have been an epic orgasm was for her a very intimate thing, perhaps the most intimate of things. Well, she thought, you can’t get much closer than that.
She then remembered Tom’s journal, still sitting on her nightstand. She would have to dig into it and see if he put their secret in there. But first, she would need to sleep.
***
The sound of a neighbor’s lawn mower woke Tassie, the second time that day internal combustion interrupted her sleep. She thought of returning to her slumber when Maureen appeared and tapped her shoulder.
“Hey. You awake?” she said.
“I guess I am now,” said Tassie.
“Look. I need you to see if you can get this damn glass out of my foot. It’s already looking infected.”
They went into the bathroom down the hall and Tassie got out the tweezers. “Why don’t you sit in the tub and hang your foot over the rim?”
Maureen complied and Tassie hunted for any tiny shards of glass that might be stuck in the sole of her foot. Maureen squirm as Tassie prodded the injured area and dug with the tweezers. She found a piece of glass and extracted it gently, the wound bleeding slightly in response. “There. That’s all I can find.”
She got a band-aid from the cabinet, put it on Maureen’s foot, and then helped her get out of the tub.
“What time is it anyway?” asked Tassie.
“It’s one or so. You’ve slept about six hours. How are you feeling?”
“I’m a little hung-over, maybe, but not so bad.” She then thought to grab aspirin from the same cabinet where she got the band-aids.
“No. I mean about last night. About what happened,” said Maureen. “I don’t want you to get all lost in your head about it. I’m a little concerned you might overthink it.”
Tassie reflected that Maureen knew her better than she had thought the case, or perhaps even better than she knew herself. She probably also intuited something about Tassie’s history with Tom. Perhaps not the details exactly, but the feelings that lead to them.
“Oh, yeah. About last night. Well, I’ll never look at the Wayne the same again, that’s for sure. Hey, I need some coffee. Why don’t I get us both a cup and then we’ll meet in my room.”
Maureen went to Tassie’s room while the latter went down to make coffee. There didn’t appear to be anyone else in the house. She started a pot of drip coffee and then stared out the window to the backyard while it brewed.
She could see the shop in the next yard attached to the garage where it had all started with Tom. She had needed to oil her racing bike chain and went into the shop to grab WD40. When she entered, she saw Tom sitting in the beat-up recliner he stored there. He was crying. She wasn’t sure what to do, but her feminine instincts kicked in before she could process the situation any further. She went to him in a “there, there” fashion to offer comfort, not knowing what sort of comfort he needed. Everything else progressed from there.
Hearing the final release of steam from the coffee maker jarred her back into the moment. She grabbed and filled two coffee mugs, and went upstairs to join Maureen.
She was lying on Tassie’s bed and sat up to receive the coffee. Tassie settled next to her. “Where is everyone?” Tassie asked. “The house is empty.”
“Wayne and Mom went to the attorney to finalize some paperwork. Apparently, there’s a nice life insurance policy payout going to both of them. I’m glad they’ll be taken care of.” Maureen’s eye brightened chasing an afterthought. “Well, maybe all of us will be taken care of. Tom planned for things. Knowing what he was about to do, or where he was headed, I know he made sure everything would work out for Wayne and probably mom too.”
“That’s good to hear, I guess. So, you asked what I think about last night?” said Tassie. “I don’t know what to think. It’s not like that sort of thing was ever on my bucket list – fuck Wayne while sister watches, then reverse positions.”
“It was organic, Tassie. There’s always been a sexual tension between Wayne and us, ever since we passed puberty.” Maureen moved a hand up and down her torso. “We have these drives right under the surface. They’re with us all the time waiting to be activated. That’s sort of where Mom is always coming from, the great Sensualist.”
“Golly,” said Tassie. “You’ve really thought about this.”
“I have. But the other thing is you haven’t been around for a long time. And when you were, for most of it you were locked into your guru and, frankly, you were unapproachable. Then you had some shitty experiences with men. I don’t think you ever had the time to sort all this out, meaning your sexuality.”
Maureen shifted her body for emphasis and continued. “It’s like your beliefs, or someone else’s beliefs, stole years of your life, and you just stopped thinking for yourself. I don’t have anything against esoteric beliefs. I don’t know what I believe or don’t believe. But that group you fell in with your Virgin Cult, which is what Tom called it, emphasis on cult. None of us dug that side of you. Mom and Tom were looking into having you deprogrammed.”
“I wish they had. I was a mess after that,” said Tassie.
“Anyway, Mom and I talked a lot about sex and men,” said Maureen. “Tom even talked about it with me. This is all stuff you missed, having a natural dialogue with them about sex.”
“She tried a few times,” said Tassie. “What she was trying to tell me really contradicted what I was hearing elsewhere. I guess I felt the need to rebel. When our dad left I got this idea about men, I guess.”
“Some day mom will explain about that,” said Maureen.
“All I know is it’s a pretty closed subject. I wonder if sex was the problem,” said Tassie.
“Probably… Mom’s view is, sex is foremost in a relationship. If that doesn’t click then forget the rest. There wouldn’t be any real cement between you, just agreements, and those can be broken at any time. That’s probably what happened with dad. They just had a piece of paper holding them together. Mom and Tom didn’t need that, which is why they never got married.
“But it’s hard to kill a sexual connection. That’s comes from somewhere else high up.” Maureen pointed upwards. “I’m not talking about God necessarily but, you know, a higher consciousness and bonding of some sort. It’s the mortar. Maybe I’m talking about ‘soulmate’ but that concept has been mauled to the point of not meaning much, like anyone who knows you on Facebook is your soulmate. Am I getting too preachy?”
“Close, but I’m still listening,” said Tassie, with a smile.
“I was afraid you might view what happened last night with Wayne as a deviant sex thing. We definitely both had sex with Wayne, but is that all it was about? Could we have gotten to that point without love or without feeling safe? I don’t think it was only lust, but even if that’s a big part of it, so what? 
“Plus, you know, we are very sexual people, or highly sexed. That runs in the family. Mom said she is, as was Tom. You heard them going at it in their bedrooms and not just once in awhile. It was like often. She called it a gift. She was really concerned when you declared you would remain a virgin until you got married. It nearly broke her heart, Tassie.”
“Really? Why didn’t she ever say so?”
“You just said she tried a few times, but you weren’t ready to listen. She felt you would come out of it in time, that your natural hormones would override what the cult was teaching you and you’d see the light but in, you know, another way. See this other light.”
“She is kind of right,” said Tassie. “But, as I’ve said, aside from last night, I’ve only been orgasmic with one other guy; I mean just have a straight-up orgasm where I didn’t have to do anything but let it happen. I didn’t have to finger myself while he fucked me.”
“Tassie, I’m more up to speed on you love life than you may realize. That’s the other reason I wanted Wayne to make love to you. I wanted you to know what it was like to have someone really care about your feelings. The preaching before was just my setup for telling you that. I knew last night was going to happen, and I knew it had to happen, for Wayne, for you and for me.”
Tassie gave Maureen a hug.
“Last night really was the only other time someone has given me orgasm without me helping. It really did open my eyes. I didn’t think it would happen again. I was sure it wouldn’t.”
“Where did it happen with this guy, the one you liked? Here or in California?” asked Maureen.
“Does it matter where?” Tassie desperately wanted to tell her sister everything, and before she caught her plane the next afternoon. But the time didn’t feel right though she felt it would come soon. For now, she wanted to shift the conversation back to the night before with Wayne. She needed to deconstruct it like she did with novels in college.
“Can we talk more about last night?” said Tassie. “I want to know what you feel about it”
“It was hot, except for stepping on a broken bottle. I mean, you came, right? You seemed to have a great orgasm there. So did I. Twice. What do you want to analyze?”
“It’s just something I’ve never imagined doing. Fucking your sister’s boyfriend isn’t the sort of the thing you put in the Christmas newsletter or tell your friends. You’re the only one I can talk to about this.”
“Are you saying everything you’ve done in life you’ve previously imagined?” said Maureen. “I find that unlikely. It just happened. We’ve just been through a traumatic few weeks, we’re grieving, we’re drinking, and we’re comforting each other. The sex is part of that. It’s part of our healing process like I said.”
“It’s not the usual family healing process. Fucking, I mean.”
“Wayne isn’t related to us, Tassie. He was just moms lover’s son.”
“Well, you and I are related,” said Tassie.
“The fact that we’re sisters is sort of nice. We both shared a guy we’ve known for years. It made me happy to see you enjoy yourself, be your real self, let yourself go like that. Frankly, you don’t turn me on. But seeing you with Wayne, and us doing him together? You admit that’s kind of kinky. And hot, as I keep saying.”
“And you don’t think it’s wrong?” asked Tassie.
“Hell no. It was great. Leave it there. The three of us will have those memories forever. It probably won’t happen again, not the sex part,” Maureen smiled at her possessiveness. “But we’ll always have that connection.”
Tassie knew it would get more complicated later but for now, they could ride this bliss they were feeling.
“Anyway, this is a guy who really cares about us,” said Maureen. “Now you’re bonded to him forever in this special way, even though it only happened once.”
Tassie had already imagined sleeping with Wayne again and having it become a regular thing, something they did when she was home. It would be their secret, a secret for the three of them. They would have orgasmic sex and feel no guilt. From what Maureen told her if her mom knew she wouldn’t even mind. She might think it’s wonderful for them. But Tassie knew this was a fantasy. Maureen and Wayne would be on their own trajectory soon, and Tassie had to find someone for herself. What happened the night before wouldn’t happen again and that was fine.
“What if you fall in love with someone else? What happens to Wayne then?” asked Tassie.
“That could happen to any couple when they decide they’re a couple. Wayne and I are still on the edge there but we know it’s coming. You’re sort of our test case. Bringing you in on our secret is giving us a chance to see ourselves from another perspective. I admit, last night was an added twist, but let’s not forget we’re mourning here, and your sex life sucks at the moment. Or did up until last night.”
“Thanks. But I know what you’re saying. It’s complicated.”
“Yeah. Real complicated, but that’s life, right? Anyway, I don’t think I would have made love to Wayne last night if we had been alone. I needed you there to say ‘Go Girl’. That’s weird, isn’t it? I don’t know why but I needed your blessing. I guess I’m thinking either one of us could have called dibs on Wayne. I got there first.”
“Watching you two last night I thought, ‘Those two just need to fuck, and right now.’ When I saw you stroking him while he fingered you I was like, Jesus, why stop there? Plus the prospect excited the hell out of me. I wanted to see his ass in motion, you know, have that memory, of him pumping you.”
“Humping.”
“Screwing my little sister.” They both laughed.
“I have to say, Maureen, we did get a little porno there finishing him off, don’t you think? When I noticed you’d jumped on Wayne’s face I just thought, well now it’s triple X.”
“It just struck me as a good idea,” said Maureen. “I wanted to be in on that while you were getting Wayne off.”
“Yeah, he definitely got off. That was a little challenging.”
“Can you believe how much he comes? The first time I saw him orgasm I thought, hell, that’s like a pint. It was unbelievable. Then for some reason, I wanted him to come in my mouth, and the first time he did it almost came out of my nose. I mean, I took gulps trying to keep up, and it just kept coming. And like I said, I liked it!” Maureen laughed again as she related this. “Because it was Wayne I wanted to please him that way. But having men come in my mouth? That’s not something I fantasize about. Nope. But with Wayne, I look forward to it. It gets me tingly to think about it.”
“When I saw you giving him a blow job I thought, I want to do that too, but that was your party until you invited me in. I didn’t want to intrude,” said Tassie, also laughing. They were both laughing a lot now, happy to be speaking freely.
“I guess on paper it sounds a little over the top, but in the moment, you just do what you do without thinking, I guess.” Maureen looked reflective. “I’m not a cum receptacle. I don’t go around thinking about cum, but when it’s someone I care about who’ll do anything to give me pleasure, of course, I want to do it. It’s courteous. I actually like the way Wayne’s tastes.”
“I think we’re both turning into porn queens, at least as far as last night and Wayne are concerned. I like that we can talk about it and that it wasn’t just some drunken thing we’re both feeling guilty about.”
Looking puzzled, Maureen said, “When did you shift? I mean, when you did you begin seeing Wayne as a man you might have sex with for real and not just some goofball fantasy?”
“Honestly? Well, when you flashed your tits at him in my room yesterday I felt jealous. That’s why I pulled mine out. I wanted to be his object of desire and there you were showing your tits on command,” Tassie said. “That’s when I knew my feelings for him were a little deeper, but not like yours. I wanted him to want me, and I didn’t want to lose that. Does it make sense?”
“Absolutely. I felt a little jealous too to find him in your room.”
As Tassie put her coffee mug down she again noticed the journal on her nightstand. She felt the urge to tell Maureen all about Tom, but what should she do first? See what’s in the journal? Or prepare Maureen for what it might reveal and then look at it together. She didn’t know if she could handle its contents alone.
“Well,” said Maureen. “I should go see what’s up with dinner. I told Mom not to bother cooking anything with so many leftovers in the fridge… But hey, it’s your last night. Do you want anything special? That just occurred to me, that you’re off tomorrow. It makes me feel kind of sad.”
“No, leftovers are fine. I’ll help.”




Chapter ELEVEN



MAUREEN
After a few hours sleep on the day after she’d lost her virginity to Wayne, Maureen awoke feeling like she had landed in paradise. She was thinking of his initial move, gently inserting the tip of his cock between her lips. He held himself there and looked into Maureen’s eyes, waiting for her to signal that she was okay.
He then gently and lovingly entered her completely, forcing her to gasp. Feeling him inside was overwhelming and beyond her wildest imaginings. As he increased his pace it hurt, but it soon passed and she was immediately taken into realms of utter euphoria where all was bliss. Before she could seize the moment he took her to a cliff and she felt herself falling off. She became completely submissive to the energies taking control of her body.
She knew she had to share this carnal bliss with Tassie. She would understand what Maureen had with Wayne, and why she couldn’t let it go for the sake of convention or propriety. Letting Wayne go was not an option, but sharing him with her sister was. It was a single event, a rupture in space-time. She knew they were in a bubble where special circumstances bent the rules of the game. Wayne had just lost his father. What had Tassie lost?
If she was to impart a proper understanding, Tassie would realize that, despite her failures in love in the past, there was a reason for picking up the pieces and moving ahead. True love and passion weren’t an anomaly or a blip on the radar, they could be a way of life, providing one made the right match. Maureen felt she made that match and had just clearly demonstrated there was a surfeit of both passion and love when that match was achieved. Sharing Wayne was an odd way of expressing it, admittedly, but that didn’t make it wrong, nor did it interfere with her peace of mind.
Maureen now knew for sure there was more behind the scenes playing out in Tassie’s head. She could see that in Tassie’s eyes. Maybe now she would let it out, and when she left to return to California she would be a new person unburdened by the mistakes or absences in her wake.
Maureen worried that, while explaining herself to Tassie and her reactions to the night before, she may sounded preachy, but there was a strong current behind all of them. It came from their upbringing, but Tassie was unaware of its full force. She had denied herself the experience of growing up and realizing her full sexuality by taking herself off the tracks and ignoring all of the generous wisdom that surrounded her. Her mother had learned the secret, one Tassie hadn’t been to hear.
And Tassie seemed to be coming around. They had barely spoken of Tom, and he was the gravitational force that now brought them all together. With one secret now out in the open, she was sure a second would follow. Every time Tom’s name did come up Tassie eyes would get a faraway look. Maureen looked that way when she thought about Wayne.
When she went downstairs with Tassie to prepare dinner, they worked together in efficient silence, each digesting in their own way the events of the evening before.




Chapter TWELVE



WAYNE
“So, Wayne, now that you’re the man of the family, what are your thoughts?” asked Mrs. Collins, as they drove to see their attorney.
“About what?” he asked.
“Well, what are you thinking about the future? I know your dad liked to ask you these kinds of questions. It’s up to me to fill in for him now.”
“Well, Maureen and I… I mean, I have another year before I graduate. I’m not sure where to go yet for my graduate work.”
“I see. What about Columbus?” she asked.
“Yeah, there’s Columbus. Maybe,” said Wayne.
They both knew Maureen had her eyes set on Berkeley. It was just a coincidence that Tassie would be nearby and that her residency status could work in her favor.
“I hate to see everyone so spread out,” she said. “I was thinking I could move to California myself, down to Big Sur or Monterey. I’ve got dear old friends there. I don’t see any point to sticking around here after you and Maureen are gone. I guess I don’t even have to wait for that, do I?”
Wayne thought she was correct on a couple of levels but didn’t know whether he should encourage her to stay or not. Plus, he loved Maureen’s mother, and she was now the only parental figure he had left. Well, that was true for all of them.
“Yeah, Big Sur is supposed to be beautiful. You would like it there, I think. Plus, Tassie is there already.”
“And Maureen too, eventually.”
“Yeah.”
“Maybe you could find a school out there too. Then we’d all be able to see each other regularly,” she said.
Wayne felt tempted to tell her he was already planning to move to California, and that it was wrong to string her along in thinking otherwise. He didn’t say anything because Maureen had instructed him that full exposure would involve a “process”, though she didn’t tell him what that was, other than saying that it would be “organic”.
“I’m so glad you all were able to grow up together for most of your lives,” she said. “I knew you’d all be close. Even though your dad and I never married I always felt a bit motherly over you.”
“Yeah. We are all are pretty close.” Wayne look at her when he said this and noticed her eyes were twinkling at him. He wondered if she was saying more than her words expressed.
They pulled into the attorney’s parking lot and went straight into his office. This was a feature and benefit of using small town attorneys. They were seldom very busy.
“It looks like Tom covered all the bases,” said the attorney, once they’d sat down and exchanged pleasantries. “Of course, there’s enough for the children on both sides for their college expenses, and that’s right through grad school and beyond, if they want. Anything left over goes into the trusts Tom set up.”
“Thank you. That’s all good to hear,” said Mrs. Collins.
“Don’t thank me. Tom set this all up years ago,” said the attorney. “Also, the houses and all Tom’s property investments are fully paid for as are all outstanding debts, though that was just a few small balances on the credit cards. Then there’s a trust for your girls, Mrs. Collins, and Wayne of course.”
The attorney gave them both a sheet outlining the trusts and estimates of their various yearly disbursements. For Wayne, Maureen and Tassie, there would be enough to see them all through college and well beyond if they were judicious with their spending. Tom’s surviving lover would be taken care of for the rest of her life, regardless of its duration.
“So, Tom made sure we were all taken care of,” said Mrs. Collins, as they were driving home.
“He told me I didn’t have to worry if anything happened to him. That was a while ago, maybe a year. I thought it was funny that he brought it up. Now I understand why.”
“Well, you and Maureen… and Tassie don’t have to worry about money for a while.”
Wayne noted her stumble when she almost forgot to include Tassie in her statement. He was beginning to suspect she knew everything. Though she was never one to show off her intelligence, she was very smart. Wayne doubted much got by her, especially when it happened under their two roofs.
When they got home dinner was ready. Wayne wanted to change but there wasn’t time.




Chapter THIRTEEN



TASSIE
Tassie and Maureen put together a nice table, and when their mother and Wayne returned from the attorney’s, they all sat down in a somewhat subdued manner. Wayne kept on the light-weight suit he wore for his official duties as surviving son and now, technically, head of both households. Both Tassie and Maureen felt the suit changed him, made him look much more mature and more like his father Tom, now occupying an urn over the living room mantel.
“We should have some wine. I’ll get it,” said Tassie, who hoped it might relieve her slight hangover.
“Well,” said Maureen, “How did it go with the attorney?”
Her mother gave Wayne a look that implied details were forthcoming of interest to the table. When Tassie returned, her mother said, “Well, it looks like Tom has taken care of us, if that’s been on your mind.”
“Not really,” said Maureen. “I wondered how it was emotionally for you two. It must have been grim, I mean, wrapping things up officially.”
Wayne took over for Maureen’s mother. “She means financially we have no worries. I think emotionally we just plowed through it, not feeling anything.”
Tassie felt Wayne now sounded exactly like his father, which gave her an ache, but also made her happy, like Tom’s echo would remain in their lives in the form of Wayne.
“I don’t really care about that stuff,” said Maureen. “I suppose I feel some relief, but right now I want to have some of that wine and enjoy the present company.”
“I’ll drink to that,” said her mother. They all toasted each other.
With a few glasses of wine now consumed they all felt better. They shared some of their favorite stories about Tom and their hopes for the future. Everything said was heartfelt, and without the usual kidding or sarcasm. This was a shift, as their tendencies in conversation tended toward kidding around and playful teasing. This meant they were expressing themselves more deeply and without fear of being judged sentimental.
After another bottle of wine was opened and consumed, Tassie’s mother indicated she needed to rest, said goodnight and left for her room. The girls said they would clean up. Wayne wanted to change his clothes and both Tassie and Maureen expressed, almost in tandem, their wishes that he remain in his suit. They were kidding but hoped he would comply.
He didn’t, of course, and left to change, leaving Maureen and Tassie alone at the table.
“He looks like a different person, doesn’t he, in that suit?” said Maureen.
“Yeah. I felt a little breathless when he walked in with Mom. It’s like there are two versions of Wayne. We have hunky goofball Wayne and the serious, man-of-the-world Wayne, and both of them have a nice dick.”
They both laughed. They cleaned up the table and put away the remaining food, loaded the dishwasher, then grabbed two more glasses of wine and headed to the back deck. Even with dusk it remained warm and muggy. In the back of Tassie’s mind sat the journal on her nightstand, the secret she wanted to share with Maureen and Wayne, and the fact of the little remaining time she had with them, as she had to leave the next day and return to her job in California.
“Do you think Mom will find someone else?” asked Tassie.
“I don’t know,” said Maureen. “She told me not long ago that she knew her ‘flower’ had lost its bloom, that the saddest thing for a woman was to have ‘the transition,’ that’s what she called menopause, but see the men only get more appealing as they age. It wasn’t fair but she would accept it. She wanted me to know I should have as much ‘fun’ as I could while the bloom lasted. She was talking about sex of course.”
“Wise words, I guess... All I’ve been thinking about since last night is last night. I’ll be processing that little porno outburst for months.” Tassie smiled at Maureen and made a slight wincing face.
“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that too. Are you still sore?” asked Maureen.
“Not anymore. This morning I felt a little tender.” They could hear Wayne in the kitchen, rummaging for something.
“Has Wayne said anything to you about last night?”
“No,” said Maureen. “I’ve barely seen him today. I think he’s feeling a little shy about it. He may be a little unsure of what he can say. I doubt I’ll hear ‘I really enjoyed fucking your sister’ coming out of him.”
“Hey Baldy, and the cripple,” said Wayne as he joined them on the deck. Maureen had been limping from her cut foot. “Mind if sit down?”
“Go ahead,” said Tassie.
“Tassie was just asking me if you’d said anything about last night,” said Maureen.
“What the hell, Maureen? I guess you’re going to blurt out anything I say to you in private. I’ll keep that in mind from now on,” said Tassie.
“What is there to say?” replied Wayne. “Wait. I do have something. Where do things stand on birth control? I don’t know anything about that.”
“You mean, like, if we’re to be fuck buddies from now on, what’s the birth control plan?” said Maureen.
“For some reason,” said Tassie, “I’m on the pill... Anyway, you didn’t come inside me, Wayne. We’re cool.”
“I’m not on anything,” said Maureen. “Wayne, you can just come on my tummy until we get it sorted out. Or in my mouth, I guess. But I don’t think I want you to use condoms. I want to feel you, not latex, or whatever they use to make those things.”
“Look at you two, having an adult birth control discussion. I’m jealous,” said Tassie. “You should put this in your diary, Maureen.”
“Tassie,” said Maureen. “You were included in the discussion, or didn’t you notice that? You fucked Wayne too.”
“I know, but just the once, so…”
“That was to get Wayne out of your system,” said Maureen, smiling mischievously.
“In was more like in my system,” said Tassie, also mischievously. “Anyway, Wayne, you blew your chance. You could have come in me, but I doubt you minded how it all wrapped up.”
“Ladies, I’m not some sort of sex toy here. I have feelings too,” said Wayne.
“On that subject, Wayne,” said Tassie. “Did we feel the same, I mean, once you were inside us?”
“Maybe we should do a blind test to see if he can tell us apart that way,” said Maureen.
“Wayne, don’t be shy, tells us if there was a difference,” said Tassie.
“And which of us felt better around your dick,” laughed Maureen.
“I’m thinking ‘no comment’ now would be best, but really, there was no difference,” said Wayne.
Tassie looked over to Tom’s workshop in the next yard. Walking into it that day when she needed the oil for her bike didn’t change only her relationship with Tom, but with all of them. Her crush on Tom and, later, their fling, meant in increments, from the time of the initial crush through to their having sex and now to Tom’s passing, she had kept herself away from all of them. She had missed them, and she wouldn’t have to anymore. She wouldn’t have to trim her visits down to once every other year. Hell, she thought, she could move back, if she wanted.
But there still remained among them her secret, and the guilt she felt over it, and the possibility that guilt was the force that pushed Tom over the edge. She decided it was time to reveal all to Wayne and Maureen and take the consequences, whatever they may be.
“Guys,” said Tassie. “I have something to tell you now.”




Chapter FOURTEEN



TASSIE
Tassie got up from her chair. “First, I think we need more wine. Or should I get the aquavit? And why don’t I get a blanket so we can move to the grass? I want to be looking up at the stars while I tell you a story.”
“Oh goodie, a story,” said Wayne.
“I don’t know, Wayne. I have a feeling it’s not that kind of story, with bears and witches and ghosts, or something like that. I think Tassie’s dropping a spill-her-guts kind of story,” said Maureen.
“We’ll see,” said Tassie. “I’ll be right back.”
Tassie got a large blanket from a cedar chest in the living room and a fresh bottle of both wine and aquavit. She got three shot glasses, then decided she would need at least one shot, maybe two, to get started with her big reveal, a story that could, she thought, risk turning Maureen and Wayne against her. But she had to get it out. She ended up drinking three shots of aquavit to build her resolve. She needed two trips to get everything out on the lawn. They sprawled out next to each other on their backs to look up at the stars.
“You both remember — I know Wayne does - that misfire I had with Johnny Price in junior college? I don’t know if you know how traumatic that whole mess was for me, so I’ll just give a quick outline for review. I came out of my Virgin Path Phase feeling I had to make up for lost time, meaning sexually. I was still a virgin, right? And you know how it went with Johnny, the humiliation I felt with the nickname and him telling the whole school where to go for a hand job ‘from the virgin.’ He basically left me lying on the grass with his cum all over me.
“I told Mom about it. She was comforting and sympathetic but didn’t feel it was that big a deal, that all girls had stories like that, and that I’d get over it soon enough. I didn’t believe her, and was sobbing saying I would drop out of school or switch colleges, when Tom came over and Mom, just like Maureen does, blurted my story out to him.
“I felt livid, but Tom took control, put his arms around me and gave me a hug, and I instantly felt all would be well. Being a slut, which is how I felt, didn’t diminish his feelings for me. He’s always been a caring, supportive figure, so it meant a lot.
“He said nine out of ten men were creeps and that I needed to be patient and the right guy would come along. I’d feel a true connection and if the attraction was genuine I would soon learn all about love and sex and how wonderful it could be. I felt how right it would be if I met someone like Tom and then I guess some transference occurred and, well, you can guess the outcome. I started falling in love with Tom.
“When we wound up the discussion I felt a lot better and before I left, I forced another hug out of Tom, and this time I hung on, pressing my body against him, and instead of it being just a consoling hug from a father figure, I was feeling aroused. I got drippy wet, and my nipples were aching. I mean, seriously. I’m sorry Wayne. That probably grosses you out.”
“No, I get it,” said Wayne. “You were a damsel in distress and my dad consoled you and along with your relief, you felt aroused. You’re definitely a slut.”
Initially jarred by Wayne’s comment, Tassie figured out he was kidding and that hearing about her crush on his dad didn’t bother him. He already said he thought her mom was hot, so maybe this was the vein in which he took Tassie’s comments. She continued:
“After that, I never looked at Tom the same. I made excuses to be around him, following him like a puppy, taking an interest in his projects and work. I went for a hug whenever the situation only vaguely warranted one, like when saying ‘good night’. That wasn’t exactly our MO, so I think he had no choice but to pick up on my increasing crush for him. The thing is, his hugs were getting more ‘intimate’ on his side too, more lingering if you know what I mean. And I could see, you know, that he was responding.
“Along with what happened at school with Johnny and my inability to control my feelings for Tom, I really felt I was fucking up completely. I didn’t want to hurt anyone, so I decided to transfer out of state and put space between me and the school and Tom.
“When I started the new term at the new school, I knew I had to deal with my virginity problem. I slept with the first guy that showed any interest. It was awful. I just went through the motions and it hurt like hell. He didn’t care. He didn’t care if I was ready or not. He did nothing to arouse me. He just pulled out his dick out and rammed it in me. I thought there would be a little finger play, or that he might even eat me. Hell, I didn’t know what to expect really. It was awful. It was like Johnny Price all over again. But at least I lost my virginity.
“The next guy was a little better, and I felt a tiny bit of pleasure, and we did it a few more times but then I didn’t see the point. There were no fireworks, and as I could satisfy myself better I thought why bother?
“Nothing happened to support what Tom told me about finding the right guy, meaning I would have ‘this is it’ feelings. But I was orgasmic on my own, and that’s how I’d have to finish myself off, and even then, it wasn’t that great. I could get close to climaxing with the guy, but I had to think of Tom, imagine it was him on top of me, and get myself off that way. I’m sorry Wayne, that’s just how it worked for me.”
“How big were these guys dicks?” said Wayne, clearly not troubled by her comments about his father.
“Shit, Wayne, that’s not relevant, is it?” said Maureen. “She’s not talking about dicks. She’s telling us about her crush on your dad. That’s what this is about, right, Tassie?”
“Yeah, I was in love with your dad, Wayne. That’s driving what I’m about to tell you now.”
“So, I guess the guy’s dick isn’t important. How big is non-important?”
“Fuck Wayne. They were normal dicks. Maybe six inches tops.”
“They say it’s what you do with it that matters,” said Maureen.
“Really, guys, shut the fuck up about dicks,” said Tassie. “Anyway, I’m saying I still had my crush on Tom. I thought sleeping around would cure me but it didn’t pan out that way. Then it was Christmas break, and I was home, and I still have this crush on Tom, so I’m feeling stress when I’m around him, and what do we do when we’re stressed out in this family? We drink. So I drank steadily but in control, just enough to ease the tension I felt.
“Then New Years came and we all got pretty blitzed. Mom had people over and everyone was merry. I started feeling sad for myself because I love Tom and can’t have him so of course, I drink more than I can handle. The evening winds down after midnight, people leave and then everyone is going to bed. I went to my room, undressed, put on my robe and decided I needed a night cap.
“I went downstairs to the kitchen and fixed a drink and while I’m there Tom comes in. I didn’t know why. Feeling brave thanks to the booze I said, ‘Tom, I didn’t get a New Years hug or kiss from you!’ That made sense to him so he moved over to give me a hug and before he reached me I dropped the robe and stood there naked. I went in for the hug and started kissing him like a well paid but deranged whore.
“He said something like ‘Whoa, Tassie. You’re drunk,’ and resisted me a little bit, but then he went with the kisses, and I pressed myself into him, rubbed my crotched into him, and I could feel him responding, you know, feel his dick getting hard. But he’s still resisting a little. I’m totally naked so anywhere his hands land they’re on my skin. I grabbed one of them and put it on my breast. He resisted it, but not entirely. I felt my breast filling his hand until he pulled it away. He really had to struggle. Finally, I must have sobered up, realized he was trying to get me to stop, and let go of him. He reached down to pick up my robe and helped me back into. He said, ‘There now, did you get that out of your system?’ I felt too ashamed to say anything and just left the kitchen. I avoided him the next day and the day after I was gone.
“A month later on my birthday I got a card with flowers from Tom, and the card just says ‘We’re cool. Don’t worry about what happened. Happy Birthday. Love Tom’.  I felt instant relief, of course. I had buried the whole thing but it never completely left my mind. I resolved at that point to get control over myself and fly straight. It worked for a while.
“Then summer rolled around and I decided it’s safe for me to come home. Everything was normal but the more I saw Tom the more the feelings came back. So I’m still in love with him but trying to make it the just a normal family acquaintance relationship. That was all on the surface. I knew I was trying to provoke him, walking around in my underwear, wearing a sexy swimsuit to sunbathe. I got aroused whenever he and I were together, even sitting at dinner when we were all together. Even his voice made me sticky.
“Always a gentleman, he never brought up the kitchen incident and acted like it never happened. I still wanted him to want me, to come over and slip into my room at night but realized it would never be more than my fantasy. I resolved to stay very active and work out the physical feelings by exhausting myself with exercise.
“I decided to go for a long ride on my old racing bike, pulled it out of the garage, and thought I would oil it up before setting out because it had been sitting for years unused. You guys were in Cleveland for a few days of shopping and visiting Mom’s friends. At that point, it hadn’t occurred to me I could be alone with Tom overnight.
“So, I went over to his shop to get oil and there was Tom, sitting on his old recliner, crying into his hands. I didn’t know what to do, but went over to him anyway and said, ‘Tom, what’s wrong? Why are you crying?’ He said, ‘Oh, hi Tassie. It’s nothing, just old man stuff.’
“I said, ‘But Tom, you’re not old. What are you, fifty-five?’”
He stood up and wiped his face with a rag from the workbench, seemed to gain some control, and then his shoulders heaved and he started bawling again. I put my arms around him and hugged him and said whatever it was, it would pass, and rocked him like you do with a kid you’re consoling. After a minute I leaned back and said, ‘Are you feeling better now? Do you want to talk about it?’
“He looked deep into my eyes and I sensed something was happening and then we were kissing, I mean, really going at it. I pulled off his shirt and he pulled my top up over my head, and then my bra came off and he’s kissing my breasts and I’m pulling at his pants and he stopped me and said, ‘Not here. Let’s go over to your room.’ So I picked up my T-shirt and just held it over my tits as we walked across the yards and into the house.
“Wayne, are you okay, Should I go on?” asked Tassie.
“Oh shit, yeah,” said Wayne. “I’m cool with this.”
“Tassie, I understand why you’re a little concerned here, but I think Wayne and I are fine with what you’re telling us. If fact, I’m getting a little aroused here,” said Maureen, smiling. “And I have a feeling last night cleared the decks for you to tell us your story.”
“I think you may have already known something about this, right Maureen?” said Tassie.
“Just go on with your story. We can talk more about that later,” said Maureen.
“Okay,” Tassie continued. “We got to my room. I tossed my T-shirt and bra over a chair and turned to Tom. He said, ‘Are you okay with this? With what’s happening here?’ I nodded my head. He continued, ‘I’ve never gotten that evening in the kitchen out of my head, and this is the only way we’ll get passed it. There’s also been so much I’ve wanted to tell you about. I think the best way to do that is to show you. I want you to see it as my gift to you, and your gift to me.’
“I nodded that I understood what he was saying, but I only kind of did. I pulled my shorts and panties down and stood there naked and, as they like to say, dripping wet. He just looked at me, head to toe and back again, really drinking me in. Feeling his eyes on me while I was naked just made me crazy. I wanted him to touch me. I grabbed his hand and pulled him a little closer, opened my legs a bit and put his hand on my lips. He slowly massaged my pussy, just gently applying pressure, and then his fingers were inside me and I almost collapsed. I couldn’t believe his fingers were inside me. No one had ever really done that before, if you can believe it.
“Then he pulled off his jeans and underwear and there it was, that nice cock of his, and my jaw literally dropped. I wanted to put my mouth on it. He stepped out of his clothes and we embraced like mad dogs with his cock now pressing against my stomach.
“When we came up for air he got down on his knees and pulled my pussy into his face and licked me with long, steady strokes. His hands squeezed my backside and rocked me into his face as his tongue started penetrating me. All I could think of now was him filling me up with his cock. I said, ‘Please,
please fuck me now.’
“He stood up and leaned me over the dresser and spread my legs. With one hand on my back, the other guided his cock into me. He was gentle at first, but soon was pounding me, and I knew I would orgasm by just letting go. He sensed I was close and reached around and cupped my breasts and played with my nipples and then I did let go. Completely. I came for the first time in my life with a man just fucking me. I didn’t have to do anything to help it along. It wasn’t my usual orgasm either. He did send me into another world, just like those romance novels promise. The rush through my brain was like nothing I’d ever experienced. It was like a warm bath of neurons all firing at once. Every time he thrust his cock into me I felt it throughout my entire body. It was the strongest connection to anyone I’ve ever felt.
“He slowed his pace tenderly and soothingly, then pulled himself out, turned me around and guided me to the bed. Tom stroked every inch of my body, gently massaging me everywhere, and when my heart stopped beating so hard he just held me. We simply rested for a while. Then he said, and I’m just paraphrasing, ‘You are a fine woman Tassie. I’m sorry you’ve had some bad experiences. This is how it should always be for you. Remember that.’
“I figured out that, in addition to dealing with this sexual tension between us, he wanted me to know how it could be with a man. He meant for me to have this memory, a muscle memory, of how it felt to be loved properly. I pushed him over on his back and moved to his cock and he said, ‘Tassie, you don’t have to do that,’ and I said ‘I have to’ and started stroking him and licking the head of his cock and it filled my hand. As it came back to life and I just stroked it and sucked it and before very long he wailed like a savage and started to come. I sucked as much as I could in and pumped him until it stopped and he put his hand over my hand. He stroked my head, and then signaled with both hands for me to come up, and he hugged me and I put my head on his chest and we fell asleep.
“A few hours later I woke up alone. I could hear someone mounting the stairs and felt a panic, but then sorted out it was Tom. I could tell by the footsteps. He entered the room and smiled at me, holding a tray with sandwiches and Cokes. Still naked, he sat on the bed and we ate the sandwiches. I felt completely comfortable sitting with him nude. Being naked with him felt naughty, but natural too.
“When we finished he set the tray on the floor and then pulled me next to him and we cuddled and he said, ‘I want you to understand what happened here. You know I’ve loved you for a long time, but not like this. I’ve felt responsible for you because your dad was out of the picture. I made boundaries in my head and kept them, but last New Years they fell, and you could tell how undecided I was in the kitchen that night. I resisted, but not completely, and we stopped before anything really happened. But it started something. For reasons of my own, I knew we had to finish it and that the time was now. I couldn’t leave you without you knowing how I felt and how it would feel for you to be truly loved.’
“We started kissing and fondling each other, and I wanted him to make love to me again. The night was coming on and I knew in the morning this would all be over. He kissed my breasts and tickled my slit with his fingers, and I played with his cock. I tried to see how much I could take in my mouth and gagged. We laughed about that and he said not to worry, it wasn’t necessary. We played around for awhile longer, then he straightened me out on the bed, pushed my legs apart and descended on me with his tongue. He gently licked me, then inserted his tongue deep and flicked my clit with its tip, and then he picked up the pace and I was rolling like I was on a raft on the ocean, and I was getting closer and closer and, as he sensed I was there, he gently inserted a finger in my ass and that sent me into orbit. I came again, jamming myself into his face, pushing his face into me with my hands, and then I went limp.
“I couldn’t believe the strength of that orgasm or the first one he gave me. I thought, hell, No wonder mom is always so happy.”
Maureen laughed, and thank God, Tassie thought. She wasn’t sure how Maureen and Wayne would take this all in but now sensed her story didn’t trouble them. She was more relaxed with the weight of keeping the experience secret finally off her shoulders.
“Way to go, Dad,” said Wayne. “I know all about this older man, younger woman thing. I know the possibilities there. I’ve read stories about it, the forbidden fruit stuff. We’re not breaking any new ground here.”
“So you’re not bothered, Wayne, by what I’m revealing here? I know I keep asking. I guess I want to be sure. Is there anything you want to say?”
“Not in the least. Now I won’t feel bad if your Mom makes a play for me and I follow through with it. In fact, you’re giving me some ideas. Maybe I’ve been missing out.”
“Fuck, Wayne, Tassie’s being serious.”
“So am I,” said Wayne. Maureen swatted him with some force then turned to Tassie.
“Is there more? Where the hell did it go after that? What’s the summary here?”
Tassie realized they were both missing the main point, that guilt may have had something to do with Tom’s suicide, though she now had doubts herself. Putting her words out into the night sky seemed to disarm them.
“We fell asleep. He stayed with me all night. We knew when we woke only a few hours would remain of our time alone together.”
“So you fucked again, right?” said Wayne. “I would have.”
“Jesus Wayne,” said Maureen. “How many times have you heard ‘Jesus, Wayne’, or ‘Fuck, Wayne’ or ‘Christ, Wayne’ in the past twenty-four hours? Your dick only buys you so much mileage, you know.”
“We, ah, did fuck again.” said Tassie.
“Okay, out with it,” said Maureen. “You need to finish me off. I’ve got a puddle going on in here in my panties.”
“Jesus, Maureen,” said Wayne.
“We took a shower,” continued Tassie. “Are you seeing a theme here with showers? Anyway, we cleaned up. Tom brought up some Bloody Marys. We sat on my bed and tried chit chat, but we’re both sitting there naked and I see Tom’s erection rising and that gets me going too. So we cuddled and played with each other. We knew this would be the last time we were together like this.
“Now, we have an idea that people will show up within the next hour, and that made Tom a little hesitant. I went down on him and that was that. He lifted me up and put me tummy down on the bed and I thought, hell yes, then it struck me we should end this where it all began. I pushed Tom off me, grabbed his hand, and led him downstairs to the kitchen.
“I leaned over the island, spread my legs and said, ‘Take me here.’ He needed no further encouragement. He put himself inside me and gently built his momentum. My knuckles turned white as I held on to the counter. I was really sprawled out there with my feet off the ground. Then we both started to come.
“He pulled out at the last minute and came on my back. I could feel it pooling there, feel the warmth. It felt wasted, as I wanted it inside me and I didn’t care where. As we were cleaning up Tom explained he didn’t know whether I used birth control and felt bad because we had already been careless. You see how those concerns run in the family, Maureen? Just as we finished, you all drove up the driveway. I just made it to my room in time. Of course, Tom had to run through the backyard naked to get to his house.”
“I’m not eating at that kitchen island again, that’s for sure,” said Wayne.
“You really cut it close, Tassie. This story could have had a whole different ending,” said Maureen.
“I know,” said Tassie. “That bit was a little more reckless, I admit. Well, it was all reckless.”
“What do you think he meant by ‘leave you’?” asked Maureen. “Before, you said something about you receiving this ‘gift’ from him before he left.”
“I don’t know. At the time I guess I mixed it up with the fact I would be leaving for my job in California.”
“That makes sense. Maybe that’s what he meant,” said Wayne.
“I’m glad that you both are okay with what I’ve told you. I really am. But I’m afraid we have to view it all in light of Tom’s suicide. Do you think he might have felt so guilty over it he took his life?”
“Tassie, I don’t want to burst your bubble or anything,” said Maureen, “but both Mom and Tom had sex with other people. Mom told me they were both fine with it, saying something like ‘nature’s way’ and stuff like that. They didn’t view it as cheating. It made them hotter for each other. I know they were really close with the Medford's down the street and wondered if they all got together to bang each other. I mean, it’s a possibility. I don’t think Tom would have felt guilty. Maybe ashamed of himself, but he would have gotten over it, nature’s way and all being their modus operandi.”
Tassie was both saddened and happy with this news. Tom had been with women other than her mother since they became a couple? Was she simply another woman? It didn’t feel that way. But she was happy she hadn’t led him astray, or further astray than he had already ventured in the past, and with her mother’s consent.
“Sarah and Ben Medford? I can see that,” said Tassie.
“I’m speculating,” said Maureen. “But the fact is, Mom said they’d both been with other people, though she said ‘experimented’, and it didn’t drive either one of them to suicide.”
“I think it’s time we look at Tom’s journal. I feared reading it alone, and I was afraid to read it with you guys. I didn’t want to find a mention of our affair along with something like, ‘I can’t go on living’. Okay, I see how I sound like a drama queen now. But that’s really been what I’ve been thinking.”
As Tassie revealed her story and Maureen and Wayne absorbed the details, they all three absorbed and exhausted their liquor supply. Wayne felt the prudent course was to acquire more before facing the facts awaiting them in his father’s journal.
Chapter FIFTEEN 


MAUREEN
Maureen finally understood the hidden meanings in Tassie’s peculiar quirks she’d not been able to read in the past. As was her way, she noted things that Tassie may not have realized she was doing, even her most overt deviations from normal.
When Tassie had returned home for summer break, the summer when and she and Tom would have their affair, she noticed Tassie was coming to breakfast in just a short T-shirt and sexy panties. That was new, and she only did it the morning’s when Tom came over. Of course, her mother, often seen in her underwear around the house, wouldn’t have said anything even if she noticed.
Tassie had also come home with a thong bathing suit, something no one in all of Ohio wore, even in private. She sunbathed in the backyard wearing it on weekends, but seldom during the week when Tom was at work. Wayne was so beside himself with joy at both the morning panty parade and the thong swimsuit that Maureen decided to join in, even going so far as to order a thong bathing suit online.
No wonder, thought Maureen, the sexual energy was so high in that household.
The cold facts of the affair as Tassie enumerated them didn’t strike Maureen in any particular way. She was in fact aroused by the details. As Maureen had stated, Tom was a handsome man and she fantasized about sleeping with him herself. Wayne was very much like Tom, both physically and emotionally. Why should it be odd that two sisters would find themselves attracted to two men as closely matched as Wayne and Tom?
Imagining Tassie with Tom had the same effect on Maureen as seeing Tassie with Wayne. Maureen even felt a spike of jealousy at missing the chance to sleep with Tom. Tassie would have to be her surrogate, with her memories of the fling serving to assuage, but also tantalizingly stroke, Maureen’s apparent though minor jealousies.
Everyone in that house, except perhaps for her mother, was fantasizing in one way or another about sex. She with Wayne, Wayne with her and Tassie, Tassie with Tom and Wayne, and no doubt her mother with Tom when they weren’t doing it. Hell, thought Maureen, maybe her mother fantasized about Wayne too. Not being related by blood or legalities meant there was nothing to derail their sexual impulses, except of course between herself, Tassie and her mother. This made the men a free-for-all for the women, technically speaking.
Did Tom ever fantasize about her? Perhaps, thought Maureen. There were times when she felt noticed in a special way by him, particularly when she joined Tassie’s panty parades during communal breakfasts.
There was no doubt in Maureen’s mind that Tom’s suicide was not due to grief over his affair with Tassie. That just didn’t add up, not with her mothers and Tom’s proclivities for experimental sensuality. She felt they would soon have that sorted out and, once that was behind them, Tassie could finally go forward with her life. It was a shame that Tom’s pending death provided the circumstances to bring this about, but there was no question that this was the case. His death was going to give new life to Tassie. She could quit hiding now and let her real, stunningly attractive self free into the world.
Maureen suspected Tassie would have all of her doubts answered and annihilated soon enough. How this would resolve her and Wayne’s situation she did not know, but somehow she felt that it would. Their mutual attraction was not odd in the least.
For now, the atmosphere surrounding them was sexually charged. She wondered if there should be repeat of the prior night’s activities, then dismissed the thought, or at least that particular form of it.




Chapter SIXTEEN



WAYNE
Wayne felt no apprehension as they prepared to read his father’s journal. He was more eager to share with Maureen his conversation with her mother. He now felt sure the twinkle in her eye was meant to convey she possessed a certain knowledge about them. Stressing “California”, she meant to give Wayne to the opportunity to blurt out he would be following Maureen.
Wayne loved Maureen more than life itself. He could say the same for Tassie, but not quite in the same way. He was still processing the fact that he had made love to her, or rather, that she had wanted to make love to him. Maureen said it would help Tassie heal and move forward, but she didn’t offer much further in the way of explanation. He trusted her judgment, so it was not an issue. He had been blessed to live near two such attractive women during the problematic years of adolescence. When his father traveled, Wayne stayed in the Collins’ guest room between the two girl’s bedrooms. The thin walls meant each of them was aware of each other’s solo ventures in matters of self-stimulation and release. He knew their rhythms and routines, and what sounds they would be making when they closed in on their objective.
It was like their presence in his life relieved him of all of the usual trials and hormonal tribulations of adolescence. His male friends spared no expense just to be in the vicinity of girls, and all he had to do was go next door. They were usually right there when he walked in the door. They walked around braless in T-shirts that barely shielded their nipples. During the occasional weeks when he stay there their dirty unmentionables mixed with his own in the bathroom hamper, which is why he always volunteered to do the laundry. Once, when he was carrying a full basket downstairs, Tassie came out of her room and stuck a few pairs of panties on the top. She instructed him to use extra stain remover, mentioning she was having her period. That struck him as being very intimate information, and the casual way it was conveyed reinforced his feelings of extreme intimacy with both of them.
When he stayed with them upstairs it meant he enjoyed frequent sightings of them in their underwear or topless. He seldom if ever closed his guest room door (which he had to do when the sightings were especially ripe and he needed to relieve himself. He once saw Tassie in a black panty and bra set and barely made it to his room before his avid appreciation made itself known).
Wayne felt you couldn’t put a price on such a boon. The private lives of girls, especially in their bedrooms, was not a mystery to him. Most boys his age were clueless. Sure, they may have had sisters, but blood relations did not produce the same vibes, nor would those vibes produce the same information, which in Wayne’s case arrived unfiltered by biological indifference.
He had fallen in love with Maureen long before she made any moves on him. He couldn't imagine life without her now. He wanted to do her laundry forever.




Chapter SEVENTEEN




TASSIE

They regrouped in Tassie’s room and sat on the bed. Tassie turned on all the lights, including the oppressive overhead, so they could all read Tom’s journal. Maureen decided there was no reason to look further back than the New Years Eve incident, the night Tassie approached Tom naked in the kitchen. She divided those pages up between them and they all began reading.

Maureen got the first third of the time frame selected. When she got through New Years Eve and the following weeks, she said, “No. No mention of the kitchen scene and I’m two weeks past it now. It’s just general musings, problems at work, goals he’s setting for the day, that sort of thing.”

Tassie said it matched the tone of the entries she examined. They resumed their silence as they continued to read. Tassie could feel her tension rising as page after page revealed no clues to his feelings for her. This surprised her, and she was fearful of seeing her name in his fine script and fearful that she wouldn’t.

After a long while, Wayne startled them by saying, “I’ve got something.” He then silently read and reread the passage, his face tightening as he choked back emotion.

Tassie froze while Maureen urged Wayne to get on with it and share what he’d found.

“I’ll read it to you,” he said.

Well, not good news today. As I suspected, my brain will soon be fried, thanks to my genetics. The doctor confirmed I’m showing signs of early Alzheimer’s. It’s called Lewy Body Dementia, same as with my father.
It means I’m slowly going to lose my mind. We all do eventually, but for me, it’s going to happen sooner rather than later. In a couple years, I’ll be lost in my head somewhere, but it will no longer really be me toiling around in there, but an old fool swimming in a pool of blended and incoherent memories without order or purpose. I won’t even recognize my family.
I have decided there are no reasons for my one true love or me to bear the long-term prospects of this disease. We both went through that with my father. Had he realized what truly faced him, he would have taken his own life. That will be my choice. As soon as I’m convinced the disease is commencing in earnest, assuming that I’ll still be aware of what’s happening, I’ll end my life. No one should feel any grief over this. I’ve lived a long and happy life already. I don’t want to ruin it at the end by losing my mind or my courage. My love agrees and will be there to help me do the right thing. I’ll love her forever. That will not change when I’m gone.
“That’s it,” said Maureen. “That’s why he took his life.”

“Yeah,” said Wayne. After a further short silence, he added, “I would have done the same. We all knew about my grandpa. Dad said it could be genetic. It could happen to me too.”

“That explains some stuff, doesn’t it Wayne,” said Maureen. “The last six months or so when he started zoning out. We could be talking and he’d just drift off, and when he came back he seemed confused for a few minutes.”

“And your mom would give him a quick summary of what we were talking about,” said Wayne. “Now I understand why.”

Tassie’s eyes watered. Maureen and Wayne became stoical processing the full import of Tom’s journal entry. Maureen finally said, “If only he had told us. We could have helped him through this, made it bearable for him. He must have woken up terrified every day, wondering if he’d lost anything overnight.”

“How do you tell someone you’re leaving them when you’re not actually going anywhere?” Wayne said. “If he had said, ‘Look, I’m going to lose my mind, just like my father did. Sorry, but that’s the way it is,’ do you think it would have made it easier for him or us? My grandpa held on for years in a home, not knowing where or who the fuck he was. Dad didn’t want us to endure that. He was thinking of our peace of mind. He couldn’t tell us so he wrote it in his journal, probably knowing we’d find it.”

“I’m guessing now mom knew all along,” said Maureen. “That’s why she’s so mellow about his passing. They never hid anything from each other. They both knew he was going to end it soon.”

“How do we find out? Tell her what we know?” asked Tassie, now more composed. She then wondered if ‘never hid anything’ meant Tom told her mom everything.

“No,” said Maureen. “If she knows and decided not to tell us, she had her reasons. Maybe that’s why she had us has clean the shop. She knew we’d find the journal. Wayne, what’s the date of that entry?”

Wayne looked for the date. “He wrote it on April 29th, before last summer.”

“Tassie, he knew he was sick when you had your fling,” said Maureen. “That’s why it happened when it did. That’s what he meant when he said, ‘Before I leave you.’ He knew he would eventually take his life, and he wanted you to have ‘the gift’ before he left, for you to know how it felt to be with someone that truly loved you. And he wanted you to know he shared your passion, and that it was okay. He didn’t have any guilt. You’re not responsible for what happened.”

Maureen got up and went to her room to get her laptop. She returned and searched Google for Lewy Body Dementia.  Finally, she said, “It’s what Robin Williams had. Protein deposits… hallucinations… progressive dementia, there’s a lot of stuff here.” She handed the laptop over to Wayne.

“Did you guys notice anything the last couple weeks before he committed suicide?” asked Tassie.

“No, other than he seemed to be getting worse. He spent a lot of time in his shop,” said Maureen. “Let’s look his last journal entries.”

Tassie got the last few pages of the journal. “The last entry is about two months ago. He just mentions something about how it’s already getting warm. He fertilized the lawn. Those are the last words, ‘fertilized the lawn’.” She gathered up all the pages they had been reading, stacked them together inside the journal and put it back on the table. “If you don’t mind, I’ll take it with me back to California to read the rest.”

“That’s fine,” said Wayne. “I’ll need some time before I’m ready to do that.” He closed the laptop and gave it back to Maureen.

“When I tried to hand the journal to mom she said no, I should give it to you, Tassie, so you could read it before you left,” said Maureen. “You know what? I think she wanted you to be able to take out any pages you didn’t want us to see.”

At this point, Tassie broke down and had a good cry. Her shoulders heaved and her sobs filled the room. Wayne moved to her side to hold her in his arms and rock her, much like Tassie tried to do with his dad when she found him crying in his workshop. No one spoke.

Tassie finally calmed down, wiped her face with tissues, blew her nose sonorously, and said, “Okay, folks. So, where do we go from here? I’m not sure how we can follow up reading a suicide note. I’m pretty sad right now but also kind of relieved. What happened between Tom and me didn’t drive him to suicide.”

“There’s another way to look at, Tassie,” said Maureen. “When he found out what was going to happen to him, he made the decision to be with you before he lost the opportunity. He wasn’t trying to get laid. He didn’t need you for that. He wanted to show you the love he felt for you.”

“It’s about ninety degrees in here,” said Wayne. “ I say we go back outside and hang out awhile. It’s still early, and I’m a little bummed that you’re leaving tomorrow, Tassie.”

“You just want to climb back on top of her again, Wayne,” said Maureen.

“If you insist… Just kidding. I just don’t know when we’ll be together like this again.”

“As a threesome,” said Tassie, laughing.

“If you guys are going to keep insisting…” said Wayne.

“Let’s just see where the evening takes us, Wayne, but don’t get any ideas,” said Maureen. “I don’t have any other plans. We also sort of have to talk about us, Wayne, and I think Tassie can help us figure things out. What we’ve just read sort of puts our future in a different light.”





Chapter EIGHTEEN



WAYNE
Wayne suspected for some time that his father might be slipping the way his grandfather had done. In his late fifties, and in the peak of health and mentally sharp as a pin, he suddenly began to change. Within two years he was barely there anymore. As a divorcee and single, and no longer able take care of himself without professional care, he went into a home. Four wretched years later he died.
Wayne’s father told him if he too had a similar disease, he wouldn’t ride its course to the end. There was never any further discussion about it, but Wayne knew his father didn’t speak lightly. About a month before the suicide, he wondered if his father had the disease, but dismissed the thought. If his father had it, it increased the prospects for him to suffer from it as well, and Wayne wasn’t ready to process that information.
He decided he didn’t want to follow in his father’s footsteps career wise. While the family firm was lucrative and now run by his uncle, and a place existed for him there, he knew he couldn’t put in the hours or energy that would be required of him to carry his share of the burden. He wasn’t sure what he wanted to do but was quite sure he didn’t want a career in finance.
Maureen was only vaguely of Wayne’s desire to consider alternative careers for himself. He knew Maureen had her professional life all planned out. If everything went according to plan, she would graduate from Berkeley Law School in four or five years. He was sure she would have a stellar career. Money wouldn’t be a problem now or ever if they were smart.
There was a definite possibility that Wayne’s life would be much shorter than hers. If he got sick like his father and grandfather before him, in his late fifties he might be following exactly in his father’s footsteps. For reasons that could be easily understood by anyone, he felt the fewer years on his personal calendar meant they had to count. It was the sort of logic one employed to bolster an argument and he knew that. Everyone should make all of their years count regardless of their personal situation.
He was prepared to get married to Maureen immediately. That was his first thought when he read his father’s journal entry. Make every second count. Wayne didn’t like having to pretend he and Maureen were just family friends. The town viewed it differently, but in the finer details they were just a boy and girl who fell in love. That their parents were also lovers had no bearing on their relationship. They could have met in school.
After thinking it over for many hours, Wayne was sure the conversation he had with Maureen’s mother in the car earlier that day was her attempt to bring everything out in the open.
Maybe they could all be starting their lives over. It was a prospect that excited Wayne, and he felt Tassie would play a part. Now she was “whole” again, or nearly whole, she would be able to find the happiness that he and Maureen had found, and her mother had enjoyed for the past nearly fifteen years.
Maureen said she wanted to talk about the two of them now, and he was sure it was to discuss their coming out party, in a manner of speaking. With a year to go before they could leave Ohio, he knew it would be a very quiet affair. That didn’t mean they couldn’t get started in other areas. He wondered if Maureen was now thinking what he was thinking.




Chapter NINETEEN



MAUREEN
When Wayne read Tom’s journal entry, she knew without a doubt that she would marry Wayne and that they would get started on having a family immediately.
She did the math. If Wayne faced a similar fate as his father and grandfather, he would leave her in his late fifties. That left them thirty-four years to raise a family together. If she got pregnant right away, their son or daughter would be thirty-three when Wayne died. He or she would have had plenty of years to know and love their father.
Wayne had now lost his at twenty-two. There was a big difference between thirty-three and twenty-two. Wayne was entering his adulthood years as an orphan. He had just barely gotten on a level playing field with dad as in ‘man-to-man’, and now he was gone.
She admired Wayne’s stoicism as he read his father’s journal, and was not surprised by Tassie’s sobbing outburst, once she realized for real that her affair with Tom was not the cause of his demise. She was free now of the burden of guilt, though a residual of course remained. Still between Tassie and complete freedom was the fact that she had slept with her mother’s lover.
Maureen was sure her mother knew about it and may have even condoned it. She may even have convinced Tom to show Tassie the ecstasies of love as part of her healing process. It would surprise none of them if that was indeed the case. She didn’t coin the phrase “Sexual Healing”, but she used it often enough to make one believe she invented the New Age and all of its esoteric philosophies on sex.
She was sad to think of Tassie leaving the next day. It felt like they had journeyed to another planet over the past thirty hours, and she wasn’t ready to fly back to earth.
Tassie was there when Maureen lost her virginity, and maybe she should be there when Wayne planted the seed of her family life with him. It wouldn’t be any stranger than what had already occurred between them. In Maureen’s mind, it was time to get pregnant.




Chapter TWENTY



TASSIE
This time around, once again assembled on the lawn under the stars, Tassie felt the planets were lining up in her favor. The guilt that obscured life’s more savory aspects had lifted and she sensed an eagerness to re-engage. Most wanting right now, or most barren, was her love life, upon which she’d given up. It now excited her to think there were other Toms and Waynes in the world just for her, and now felt stupid to have concluded otherwise. To find them, or just one really, she would have to step out of hiding, quit hiding her assets, and let the world she was a vibrant, sexually charged woman. She had let herself become a sexless frump back in California, buried under layers of unisex clothing, with her hair pulled back in a ponytail she sometimes secured with a rubber bands. That was all going to change. She was smiling now, thinking of the adventure ahead, of buying sexy lingerie and low-cut tops and showing herself off when Maureen interrupted her thoughts.
“Tassie,” said Maureen. “Are you in there? Look, now that we know about Tom and you, I want to know if Wayne reminded you of him last night.”
Though Tassie was now looking ahead, she was happy to step back to the prior evening for some further analysis. “I already said as much, I think. Yes, it crossed my mind. Like father, like son. Especially the dick part. And the coming bit, and here I’m referring to the volume.” She laughed at her comments.
“I wondered about something else,” continued Maureen, now sounding impatient. “Maybe when Tom was with you, he felt like he was back with a younger version of mom, like you rekindled his memory of her when they both met.”
“I’m sure it’s possible. We look a lot alike, have the same coloring and all that.”
“And it’s the same with Wayne and his dad,” said Maureen. “They’re like carbon copies. What about your other men? I mean in California. You’ve never really said much about them. Did they resemble Tom in any way? Or Wayne?”
“They were duds,” said Tassie. “I had sex with two other men in the past year, once each, and neither of them looked like Tom or Wayne. I just wanted to get laid to see if, you know, it would be different after having been with Tom, and each time it left me empty, just like it used to at college before Tom.”
“Why?” asked Wayne.
“They made me feel like a hole,” said Tassie. “There wasn’t any prep, no foreplay on interest in me beyond being a receptacle for their dicks.”
“You’ve probably been expecting that each time had to be like it was with Tom,” said Maureen. “I don’t think it works that way. Sometimes you just want to get off and have a little orgasm, though they’re always kinda big. Anyway, they’re variable, you know, including how you get there. When you masturbate it’s no different really. It always varies.”
Tassie felt obligated to offer a “Yeah, I know” in response, but in fact wasn’t really in tune with what Maureen was telling her. Tassie did expect fireworks each and every time.
As if reading her mind again, Maureen said, “Sometimes a simple firecracker is enough. You don’t need the Fourth of July finale every time.”
“What about you and Wayne, I mean, so far?” asked Tassie.
“Sometimes,” said Wayne. “Maureen will come over, close the door and say ‘Finger me right now!’. She doesn’t even take her clothes off. She’ll pull down her jeans and panties and just stand there with her legs spread. It’s over in two minutes.”
“More like a minute, Wayne,” laughed Maureen. “What he means Tassie is there’s not always a build up. Sometimes you just want to shoot your wad so you can get back to your homework.”
“What about Wayne, Maureen?” asked Tassie. “Does he ever walk in your room and say ‘Blow me!’.”
Both Wayne and Maureen laughed at the question, which Tassie took as an affirmative reply. It was becoming clear to her that she really didn’t know what the parameters were in the course of a normal couple’s sex life. She envisioned her time with Tom as the template for lovemaking.
“He actually comes faster with a handjob, Tassie, though I usually include a little mouth play when I’m giving him one.”
“And that’s it?” asked Tassie. “He comes into your room and says ‘I need a fix’ and you give him a fix?”
“What were you looking for with those guys in California?” asked Maureen.
“A fix, I guess,” said Tassie. “I was looking at it in the context of lovemaking, not just getting off.”
“That’s part of your problem,” said Maureen. “The other part might be you picked guys you really didn’t dig that much. You viewed them as a peg and they viewed you as a hole. That wouldn’t do it for me either. You need to find the right guy and then, after that, the sex can be variable. You know, always good, but not always a marathon or trip to the moon. A fix.”
“They were just some regular guys from the office. I knew their names, basically. There’s another guy, Daniel, I really like who looks like Tom, and acts like him too. I’ve been too afraid to approach him other than for work stuff, but I’ve had a crush on him ever since I started there. He was my internship advisor. But I never dolled up for him. He only knows me as dowdy intern in a hoodie and baggy jeans.”
“There ya go, then,” said Maureen. “That’s a sign he may be special. I read somewhere that fear can be a good indicator of attraction. You’re so attracted, you’re afraid to find out if he’s going to be attracted to you.”
“Tassie, you shouldn’t worry about that,” said Wayne. “You should hear my uncle talk about you.”
“Uncle Boner? No thanks.”
“Uncle Ryan,” said Wayne. “Boner is your uncle.”
“Oh. He’s pretty hot.”
“Yeah, he’s Tom hot, Tassie. See, attractive men are attracted to you,” said Maureen.
Tassie was absorbing all of this as further good news. She felt her boundaries expanding in all directions, and even reconsidered her two forays into sexual gratification in California. They were disappointments at the time but recalling the circumstances in which they took place excited her now. Today’s woman could do that sort of thing, but she shouldn’t expect to see fireworks every time, like she had seen with Tom and now with Wayne. Seeing a quick sexual encounter as a “fix” was something new, not that she wanted to make them a habit. She still wanted to find her own “Tom” for both “fixes” and fireworks.
“I was just thinking,” said Tassie. “Part of my problem with those two guys in California is I felt I was cheating on Tom.”
“So, you denied yourself the feelings you might have had sexually for other men… Anway, what happened with those guys?” asked Maureen. “Were you on dates?”
“No. It happened during two different company get-togethers. At one, a Christmas party at the office, I got a little tipsy and everyone was pretty flirty. I was talking to a guy and while we were standing there a couple came out of an empty office where we stored old computers. It’s was pretty obvious what they went in there for. So the guy I was with said, ‘Oh look. It’s free now. We can go in’. He was joking but I said, ‘Okay.’”
“Sort of a cliche office party fling,” said Wayne.
“What did you guys do?” asked Maureen.
“He closed the door and I just sort of stood there smiling. He came over and started kissing me and feeling my tits. I untucked his shirt and he took that as a signal to pull off my jeans and panties. I just let him do it without touching him. Then he bent me over a desk and started fucking me. It hurt like hell because I wasn’t wet at first. Then he came like in two minutes, right when it was starting to feel comfortable for me. He zipped up and let the office. I put on my clothes and went back to the party and didn’t talk to him the rest of the evening.”
“So the guy was a douche,” said Wayne.
“What about the other guy?” asked Maureen.
“A group of us had gone out to a bar after work. We ended up as two couples at a girlfriend’s condo to continue drinking. I was with the guy only because everyone else left. After about a half hour the girlfriend took her guy into her bedroom and left us alone.
“He was okay but I would never have gone after him. He moved onto the couch where I was sitting and started making moves. I just thought, okay, why not? He pulled my shirt off and started playing with my tits. It always the tits first, right? Then we started kissing but I wasn’t really touching him anywhere.
“He undid his pants and pulled out his cock. He put my hand on it so I played with it, stroked it, but I wasn’t getting excited by it. Then he tried to push my head down on his dick. It hit me on my cheek because I turned my face as it was going down.
“He tried to twist my face around so I could blow him, but I pushed back. Because I was pretty drunk I said I didn’t want to blow him, but he could fuck me. Brilliant, right? So I stood up and took off my jeans and panties and laid on the couch. He didn’t even take off his pants. He just stuck himself in me and plowed. I tried to get into it and was fingering myself but it just wasn’t happening, and he came. He pulled out, we got dressed and then talked about work.”
“And until last night, that was your year in sex?” asked Maureen.
“That was it, after Tom last summer.”
“Look, your story made Wayne hard,” said Maureen, laughing.
“It’s just stretching, Maureen. How are your nipples by the way? Are they taut?”
Maureen lifted her top and pulled down her bra. “Yup.”
“You guys are just primed all the time, aren’t you,” said Tassie. She reached over to feel Wayne. “Yup. Wayne has a boner… Maureen, how far did you go before you and Wayne were an item?”
“Not far. Handjob. Tits sucked. I didn’t do any oral until Wayne.”
“That’s my girl,” said Wayne.
“How about you, Wayne? What’s your history?”
“I lost my virginity to Kathy Cross. Remember her?,” said Wayne.
“Sure. She was okay. Kind of slutty though,” said Tassie.
“I told you, Wayne,” said Maureen.
“That was her rep but she wasn’t very experienced. She’d already lost her virginity though. Anyway, we did it one night behind her parent’s house, in the yard. I didn’t last very long. I wasn’t supposed to come in her but I fucked that up. I was worried like hell until she got her period. By then she had moved on.”
“And that’s it? One girl?”
“No. There was a girl you wouldn’t know here at the college. We screwed in her dorm. That was the first time I tried to go down on a girl. She tapped me out after about a minute. We screwed a few more times and that’s it. After Maureen mauled me the shower I haven’t looked at anybody else.”
“Now, there’s a love story...” said Tassie.
“Okay, now that we’re all caught up on everyone’s smut, can we talk about something else?” asked Maureen.




Chapter TWENTY-ONE



MAUREEN
Maureen came within a hair’s breadth of strangling her sister, and would have, had she not finally came around and put to rest her worries over her involvement in Tom’s suicide. She also seemed to gain a grasp on the poverty of her sexual experiences. Even more, she began to realize her expectations sexually speaking were somewhat askew.
Maureen and Wayne enjoyed a naturally healthy sex life based on mutual respect and regard for their wavering arousal schedules. If she was suddenly horny and Wayne was within earshot, naturally he would want to offer his assistance, and vice-versa.
During one of her sex talks with her mother, the latter said there would be times when she wouldn’t be the mood, but it didn’t mean she couldn’t offer comfort to the man she loved. It was what loving couples do. Her mother felt no one should suffer in that way.
Now that Tassie was more aligned with reality and on her way to a better life, Maureen was ready to set in motion her plans with Wayne. Though they hadn’t had time to discuss anything privately after learning the full reasons behind Tom’s suicide, she knew she could speak for Wayne.
Maureen wanted Tassie around when she broke the news to her mother that she planned to marry Wayne. This tear in the fabric of the status quo might also set the tone for Tassie and her mother to have their own heart-to-heart on Tom.
After a round of potty stops and beverage replenishment, they were back on the blanket spread in the backyard. It was not yet nine o’clock when Maureen began her speech.
“So,” she said. “We’re going to tell mom about Wayne and me, Tassie. I want you around in case we need help convincing her we’re doing the right thing.
“I’m sure she already knows, Maureen,” said Wayne. “She kind of gave it away when we were talking in the car.”
“How do you mean?” asked Maureen. Wayne outlined the conversation for Tassie and Maureen.
“Maybe she knows,” said Tassie. “I wouldn’t be surprised. She probably also knows about Tom and me.”
“I want to tell her Wayne and I are getting married,” said Maureen. She smiled at Wayne. This would serve as her proposal. Wayne leaned over and they kissed and whispered to each other, sounding giddy.
“That’ll blow a few fuses around town,” said Tassie. “Remember where we’re living. A lot of people in town think we’re all related.”
“That’s why we can’t do it here or stay here after. We’re going to live in California, land of the weird.”
“And me,” said Tassie, smiling.
“I said weird,” said Maureen. “Anyway, Wayne just told us mom is thinking of moving out there. It’d be a new start for all of us. Maybe you could rope that guy Daniel into marriage and we could all live happily ever after.”
“If mom is cool that just leaves one thing hanging out there,” said Tassie.
“You’ve got to talk about Tom with mom. I know,” said Maureen. “Even if you think she might already know, you’ve got to put that puppy out in the open.”
“Yeah. I know it’s come between us, but not from her side. Ever since it happened I haven’t really been comfortable around her and that’s not fair to her. I’ll talk to her before I leave.”
“After we all talk to her about Wayne and me, okay?”
“I agree,” said Tassie. “So, can I be your maid of honor? What are you thinking of wedding-wise? Most importantly, when do you want to do it?”
“As soon as I get pregnant,” said Maureen. “I want to start having kids right away.”
Wayne hugged Maureen and she felt her usual reserve evaporate as Wayne’s arms caressed her. Her tension over her and Wayne’s future evaporated into the dense, humid night, along with her few tears.
Tassie moved in to join the hug and kissed both of them.
When they broke, Wayne said, “If we have a kid within a year…”
“He or she will be twenty-eight when you hit fifty,” said Maureen, breaking in.
“You’ve done the math already,” said Wayne.
“That’s why we’re going to start right away, Wayne,” said Maureen. “No more swallowing for me.”
Tassie laughed. “Wayne, until you get her pregnant I guess that means no more blow jobs.”
“I can live with that,” said Wayne. “I want kids more than anything, aside from Maureen.”
“Aww... Thanks, Wayne. Me too.”
“Since we’ve already gone porno once, you should let me watch you guys again. Then I can tell my niece or nephew I was present at their conception.” Tassie was smiling, but Maureen knew she meant it.
“Wayne, you want to plant your seed inside me?” asked Maureen.
“If you insist,” he said.
“I guess our timing last night was perfect,” said Maureen. “We couldn’t be trying to get pregnant or married and have you messing around with my sister.”
“I sort of get that, Maureen,” said Wayne. “But I can still see her naked and stuff, right?”
“Is you insist,” said Tassie. She took off her top and bra and smiled at Wayne. “But no touching anymore. I’ll have to handle that myself until I can snare someone into my web.”
“Tassie, I don’t mean to be possessive and all,” said Maureen. “But I think you’re set now to find your own Wayne.” She laughed.
“You’re right. It’s time for me to come out as a real woman now, actually wear sexy clothes and let the world know I’m open for business,” said Tassie. “Of course, I’ll be able now to fantasize about last night forever. You won’t get that back. Now my job is to inspire Wayne.” She cupped her breasts and tongued her nipples to demonstrate.
Maureen knew Tassie would decline the offer of one last time with Wayne. She also realized that Tassie, sitting topless, would now and forever continue to inspire Wayne, and that energy would funnel back to her.
Tassie laid back and rested on her elbows. She cupped her breasts again and, pretending to speak to them, said, “Sorry girls. Wayne’s getting married to somebody else now.”
Maureen stared at Wayne, who was looking intently at Tassie’s breasts as she cupped them in her hands, and gave him a swat.
“Hey big boy, over here,” she said, pulling off her top and bra. She knew they now both teasing Wayne, and it would have the desired effect.
“What if your mom wakes up?” asked Wayne. “We’re kind of in plain sight here.”
“Let’s go to my room,” said Tassie. “It’s sort of where this journey all began for me. We may as well end it there. I want to watch you impregnate my sister, Wayne… Boy, I bet you don’t hear that in any normal families out there.”
Maureen thought this was a sensible idea. They walked through the house and headed up to Tassie’s room.




Chapter TWENTY-TWO



WAYNE
Wayne was feeling almost lightheaded and wondered if it was due to the blood rushing to his penis. His plans with Maureen were now in motion and, within twenty-four hours, Mrs. Collins would know their intentions. Undoubtedly she would support them, based on the intuitions he gathered from their earlier conversations in the car.
Tassie made it clear that the events of the evening before would not be repeated, and he was happy for that. While it was erotically charged and the stuff that men’s dreams were made of, it would be diminished if it was just, in a manner of speaking, on the menu now. He was glad to see the whole experience wrapped up now and tied with a bow. It would be their secret forever.
Tassie also made it evident that seeing her naked remained on the menu. She had a gorgeous body which he indeed found inspiring. Maureen would be the beneficiary.
Maureen’s quasi-proposal of marriage made Wayne’s heart feel twice its size. His chest ached, which he thought must be why they invented hugs. The pressure of Maureen’s body against his own, her breasts pressing into his chest, was the only way to get relief.
As they walked up the stairs with Tassie leading, Wayne couldn’t help but notice Tassie’s ass, its muscular leanness, the way it jiggled with each footfall. At one point she looked over her shoulder and noticed his stare, stopped and wiggled her bottom at him and gave it smack. She said, “What do you think, Wayne, do you think another man would want to get a piece of that?” God yes, thought Wayne. Maureen gave her spank and Tassie moved on.
Once in Tassie’s room, Maureen pulled his clothes off and removed what remained of her own. Wayne’s penis was already painfully erect.
Tassie said, “So what’s the program?”
Maureen said, “What do you want to do exactly, Tassie? Just watch us... Jesus, are you already touching yourself? You may as well be completely naked too. I want Wayne to be fully charged.”
“I don’t think he needs any more inspiration but okay.” Tassie slipped out of her jeans and panties. “If I time myself right, we’re all going to get off at the same time. How’s that for sick?” she said.
“It’s not sick, Tassie,” said Maureen. “I kind of like the idea of performing. I told you about the videos. If you ever get online you might notice about a zillion other people are into to it too. Anyway, if you want to get yourself off I think Wayne would like that.”
Though Wayne wasn’t a big fan of pornography, he had watched the videos he and Maureen made several thousand times. Among all of the things that were making him happy at that moment, included was his wife-to-be’s kinkiness. He was sure their love life would never get boring.




Chapter TWENTY-THREE



TASSIE
Though she knew that what was to follow would bookend the erotic journey that began the night before, she was both happy and excited. The idea of seeing Wayne in action again was making her extremely aroused. As she climbed the stairs topless to her room she could feel Wayne’s eyes on her. She absolutely loved the attention, and that she would soon see the evidence of how men responded to her. Well, to her naked body, and her sister’s.
Her enjoyment of, and later fantasizing about those shower burst-ins by Wayne, should have been a clue. She liked being seen naked. She knew this when she sat on her bed nude with Tom just eating sandwiches and drinking Cokes. His eyes never stopped drinking her body in. Now she was putting two-and-two together. She never fantasized about being a stripper — that wasn’t where her head was going.
What it was, she decided, was she liked being an exhibitionist of sorts for those men she loved. She liked their attention. It never occurred to her before to seek it out that way, as a woman who framed her assets to boost her sexual capital and appeal. A man who truly knew the ways of love and was an expert wouldn’t have viewed Tassie as an even match. They would have thought she was opposed to sensuality. She would change that now.
Her early development pushed her to minimize or hide her feminine charms. Her ‘guru’ reinforced the idea that women should be conservative in dress and abstain completely from sex. In contrast, she was now naked in front of Wayne like an Aphrodite, her labia swollen and wet and aching to be touched. Freeing herself from years of dowdiness and hiding was also freeing her sexually.
She knew within a brief time, but hopefully longer than brief, she was going to have a fantastic orgasm watching her Maureen and Wayne have sex. The result of that could be a baby, and that excited her the most. Someday, and perhaps sooner than she ever thought, she would be making her own babies with a man who loved her the way Tom had.
When Maureen undressed Wayne his erection looked like it bordered on painful. It seemed larger than the night before. Tassie saw it and, no longer feeling any inhibitions of any kind, moved her hand down to gently touch herself between her legs. She wasn’t making a big display. Someone could have mistaken it for addressing an itch, but of course not Maureen.
“Are you touching yourself?” she had asked.
Tassie didn’t feel the need to demure and simply said, “Absolutely.”
She confirmed she wanted to watch and made it clear she would occupying herself as well. This would be the end of their career as an erotic threesome.
“I kinda want to really watch, if you know what I mean,” said Tassie. “I want to be on the bed with you and be close to the action.”
They all got on the bed. Maureen laid down with Wayne next to her and they started petting. Tassie laid the other way and watch them for a while. When Wayne bent down to kiss Maureen’s nipples, Tassie started touching herself. She was laying on her side and bent one leg up to give herself access.
She drew slow circles over her labia moving up and down her slit, dipping a finger inside to draw out more moisture. Wayne moved a hand down to do the same with Maureen and she started to moan.
Tassie watched Wayne’s finger play and looked at his cock. It was laying over Maureen’s thigh and dripping precum. When he moved more would come out. It was a weak moment for Tassie. She wanted to taste Wayne. This made her apply even more pressure to herself, and she started moaning along with Maureen.
Tassie heard Maureen whisper to Wayne, “Eat me now, Wayne.” Hearing those words made Tassie’s excitement blend with a minor fit of jealousy. She repositioned herself so she could watch Wayne going down on Maureen.
Wayne’s tongue moved up and down Maureen’s slit, gently spreading her labia. When he reached the top he dipped it further inside Maureen to circle her clit, which made her gasp and arch her back. Tassie mimicked Wayne’s tongue movements with her fingers. She felt herself already there, ready to plunge herself into orgasm.
Wayne lifted himself over Maureen’s thigh and planted himself between her legs. He moved them apart and lifted her knees. As he started to put his tip inside, Tassie repositioned herself again to watch it go in. She saw Maureen’s labia spread around Wayne’s crown as he disappeared his shaft into her.
Maureen gasped more loudly as her pelvis began a rolling motion. Tassie laid back down and started squeezing her breasts as she went deeper with her fingers and circled her clit faster and faster. Wayne’s thrusting and Maureen’s rolling into each thrust rocked the bed and Tassie and she could contain herself no longer. She felt her orgasm arriving in waves, the last almost making her black out.
As she started to recover she heard Maureen’s almost screaming, “God yes, God yes, oh Wayne, yes, yes, yes…” Wayne’s final thrust lifted them both off the bed, and as he shuddered Maureen seemed to have another orgasm.
When they came to rest Maureen’s legs were raised and bent at the knee. Wayne had collapsed onto her and she was stroking his back. It looked like she had been crying.
Tassie reoriented herself and laid on the far side of the bed. She just looked at them as they bathed in their afterglow.
Wayne started to lift himself out and Maureen clasped her legs around him and stopped him from withdrawing.
“Wayne, wait!” she said. “We have to let your little fishies do their work.” He relaxed and they spent a few minutes letting nature do its magic. Tassie felt a tear roll down her cheek. She was thinking of when it would be her time to get pregnant.
“That was sweet, you guys,” she said. “And hot. You’re awakening my voyeur side.”
“Tassie, it sounded like you jumped the gun there,” laughed Maureen.
“I did. I may do it again before long. I’ve never come like that before by myself.”
“Charlie Horse!” exclaimed Wayne. “Maureen, I’ve got to move.”
He lifted himself off Maureen and start rubbing his calf muscles.
“He gets them a lot, Tassie,” said Maureen. “I think he’s still growing.”
“My dad used to get them a lot too, even when he got older,” said Wayne. He stood up beside the bed and stomped his foot a few times on the floor, then sat back down beside Maureen, who was still holding her legs up in the air.
“Is anything dripping out, Wayne?” she asked. He looked and shook his head no. Maureen put her legs down.
“Maureen, isn’t that an old wives tale? Holding your legs up and all that?” asked Tassie.
“Maybe. But I don’t think it hurts anything,” said Maureen.
“That was your first full-on, he-comes-inside-you lovemaking, Maureen,” said Tassie. “Did it feel any different?”
“God yes. I could feel his come rising up through his cock. I could feel the pulses as it shot out. That gave me a second little orgasm.”
“I could kind of tell,” said Tassie. “I’m jealous.”
“Go for it,” said Maureen. “We can watch you do it.”
“I don’t know, Maureen,” said Tassie.
“I want Wayne to fuck me a few more times tonight. That may help him along a little.”
“Are you kidding me?” said Tassie.
“Not at all… Wayne, do you want to see Tassie masturbate?”
“If you insist,” he said.
“That might be getting old now. How about a yes or no?” said Maureen.
“Yes, if you want me to. But I don’t really know what the right answer is, Maureen. You know me.”
“If you’d like to see Tassie masturbate that’s fine with me. If it was another girl I’d punch you in the face. Plus, I’m sort of interested in how Tassie’s does it.”
“I think we all need help, urgently. We’ve gone over the edge,” said Tassie. In truth, the idea was exciting to her. Having realized she had an exhibitionist streak, she may as well use it. She could also see that Wayne was already responding.
“Well, if you guys insist... Sorry, Maureen. I have an idea.” Tassie got up and went to a lower dresser drawer and fumbled around. When she found what she was looking for she stood up and showed them a flesh colored dildo with a crown and veins.
“How long have you had that, Tassie?” asked Maureen.
“It was a goof-gift at an office Christmas party when I worked at Shank’s Furniture here in town. I’ve never used it.”
“Let me see it,” said Maureen. She felt the veins and crown and handed it back to Tassie. “It feels pretty close. Wait… you’ve never used it?”
“No.”
“Hand it back.” Maureen put it her mouth and sucked on it. Handing it back to Tassie she said, “Yeah, that’s pretty close. Maybe Wayne wants to try it.”
“Really, no thanks, ladies. But I did kind of like seeing it in your mouth, Maureen.”
“There ya go, Wayne,” said Tassie. “Twenty years down the road you guys can start swinging to spice things up again. It worked for our mom and your dad apparently. Then you can see Maureen sucking some other guy’s dick.”
“You never know,” said Maureen, at which Wayne raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
Tassie sat back on the bed and positioned herself so her legs were pointing at Maureen and Wayne. Her immodesty surprised her, but also excited her.
“Don’t you need lube for that?” asked Wayne.
Tassie spread her legs and bent her knees. “Does it look like I need any lube, Wayne?” He looked and saw her point.
“Maureen, hand me a pillow,” said Tassie. She put it behind her head so she could watch herself too. First, she sucked on the dildo and then started circling its crown over her lips. She moved it up and down, inserting it about an inch, then back out and to circle her labia. She looked at Wayne to see his eyes fixed on her and that sent a wave through her body.
Tassie lifted her bottom higher by pulling her legs in a bit, then inserted the dildo to its full length. When it reached her cervix there was still an inch outside. She twirled it slowly, pulling and pushing the dildo in and out. Her pelvis began to rock as she used the fingers of her other hand to play with her clit, circling it with more and more pressure. She then felt all of her nerves line up and flood her head with a pure sensory overload that seemed to blind her, and climaxed in violent jerks, whimpering as she held the dildo up and against her clit in a final spasm.
There was a silence and then she heard Wayne and Maureen starting to make love again. He was already inside her and she had her legs up in the air as before, her hands on his ass pulling him into her. Tassie could see his balls swinging and banging into her ass with each thrust. She started moving the dildo in and out again and this time brought it out of the way out to rub the crown back down through the top of her slit to slide over her clit then down to her rectum. As Wayne’s rhythm increased she matched it, and when she heard Maureen start to climax again she followed suit, this time fucking herself much more aggressively with the dildo until it almost hurt.
When Wayne started to shudder and moan Tassie felt another surge erupt over her and had a third climax. This one made her body shake all over and completely out of her control. When her body stopped writhing she laid there panting for breath. It felt like she’d forgotten to breath the entire time.
They were all quiet now. Tassie got up and turned out the light, laid down on the side of the bed and fell asleep. Wayne and Maureen rocked together in their bliss until they too slipped into a peaceful sleep.




Chapter TWENTY-FOUR



TASSIE
Internal combustion of a different variety woke Tassie the next morning. Lying on her side, she felt the bed rocking and turned to see Maureen riding naked on top of Wayne. They were nearing another moment of bliss as his final thrusts lifted them both in the air, where they seemed to hang in suspended animation for a moment. Maureen repeated her vocal performances of the nights before, signaling her orgasm, then immediately rolled themselves over to put Wayne on top so his cum wouldn’t pool out of her.
“Good morning,” said Tassie, as she got up from the bed, tingling from watching them.
Maureen smiled. “I’m sorry, Tassie. I couldn’t wait to get started again.”
“This room smells like a brothel,” said Tassie. She turned on a window fan and a fresh but warm breeze immediately filled the room. “Damn. It’s already hot. Do you guys want any coffee?”
They concurred it was a good idea. Tassie put on a fresh pair of panties but nothing else and went downstairs. Her mother was in the kitchen.
“Hi, Tassie. Are you all packed?” she said.
“Hey, Mom. No. There’s not much to pack.” There was a fresh pot of coffee. Tassie filled three mugs and put them on a tray. “I wish I could stay longer but I’ve got to get back to work.”
“Work can be a blessing. It keeps your mind occupied. Is everyone up? Should I make breakfast?”
“That’d be great, Mom. Everyone’s up. We had a kind of sleepover.” Tassie winked at her mother.
“Do you want me to bring your food up there?”
“No, Mom, well come down.”
She could hear Maureen and Wayne in the shower at the end of the hall. She gulped half of her coffee and went in to join them. It was a tight fit that could hardly matter at this point.
Wayne shampooed Tassie and Maureen’s hair and they both scrubbed him down. He maintained an erection throughout, being unaccustomed to this new naked energy with Tassie. Maureen hung her washcloth on his cock to show its other utilities and laughed.
When they finished, the steam and rising humidity outside meant drying off was hardly worth the effort.
They drank their now cool coffees in Tassie’s room, sitting so that the fan could dry them off while cooling them down from their shower.
Tassie said, “I almost don’t want to get dressed now. That will be it as far as our little porn-party goes. In a few hours I’ll be on a plane.”
“Do you want me to leave so I can burst in on you as you get dressed?” said Wayne.
“No. Just sit there and watch me get dressed. I’ll try to make it sexy.” On impulse, she walked over to Wayne and buried his face in her pussy. “Does that work for you?” Wayne nodded and Maureen laughed.
“Okay, now that was it, Wayne. No more Tassie pussy for you from here on.”
She moved over to her dresser and sighed. She would make sure to keep the dresser in her possession, it being where she braced herself to be taken by Tom. “What color panties, Wayne? I have a variety.”
“Black!” he said. She pulled out a black thong and put it on.
“I guess that means a black bra too.” She rifled through another drawer but couldn’t find one. “I have a red bra, Wayne. Will that work for you?” She put it on without waiting for an answer.
“You know,” said Maureen. “You really have a nice body. And nice tits. They’re bigger than mine.”
“Yeah, well, yours will stay where they are while mine will be droopy in a couple years,” said Tassie. She lifted her boobs up and let them go to demonstrate.
“I think Wayne’s ready for another go, Tassie,” said Maureen. She pointed to Wayne’s fresh erection.
As they admired Wayne’s erection they heard Mrs. Collins call up the stairs. “Breakfast!”




Chapter TWENTY-FIVE



MAUREEN
When Maureen woke that morning she instinctively put a hand on her tummy and hoped to feel a difference there, some sign that things had already begun to change. Of course, it would be a while longer before she could know anything for sure, but she did feel a difference. Wayne had made love to her three times over night, once while Tassie was sleep beside them. His emissions were prolific and she could still feel his presence deep inside her.
By all accounts, she was young to be having babies, but Wayne wasn’t pressed to assume a career track of any kind. It meant she could continue with law school and he could be a stay-at-home dad until the kids were old enough for school themselves.
Maureen put Wayne’s hand on her tummy with her’s over it. This caused him to stir. She kissed his hand and he woke up and leaned over to kiss her stomach.
“What do you think? Any babies in there?” he said.
“Do you want to make sure? Come inside me.” She reached down and stroked his cock and it quickly filled her hand. He climbed over her and gently put himself inside, very slowly letting his cock fill her up.
Maureen felt like they perfectly designed for each other. As he moved in and out he seemed to hit all the right spots, and each time it put Maureen into sensory overload. He barely had to move.
“Let’s make this a very slow fuck, okay?” she asked. “Just like this, back and forth, back and forth…”
“I love you, Maureen,” he said. “I love this.”
“Me too, my husband-to-be, I love you too.” Saying husband filled her with such happiness she flew right over the edge. “Oh God, Wayne, I’m coming already, just like this.”
Wayne kept the exact slow pace as Maureen’s body convulsed all around him. When she caught her breath she said she wanted to ride him on top and he could come that way.
When she lowered herself on Wayne he went deeper than he had ever gone before. At first, it shocked Maureen and she gasped, but she adjusted herself to take him all in. This new depth was a new sensation, and again he hit all of the right spots, spots she didn’t even know existed. As she increased her rhythm she could feel Wayne’s cock begin to pulse and the come filling his shaft and he exploded once again. She felt a deep orgasm envelop her and let out a stream of expletives and endearments and whatever other words matched the intensity of what she was feeling.
Then she heard Tassie say in smiling tones, “Good morning.” She offered to get them coffee and left.
“Wayne,” said Maureen. “Do you want to look at baby names later? What about cribs and baby stuff?”
“Sure, but wouldn’t it be wiser to wait and see if we get pregnant first?”
“Yeah. But I feel pretty sure this is going to work. It’s the perfect time of the month.”
“Whatever you want, Maureen.”
“Maybe we should start looking at houses in California. Or maybe condos. I know it’s going to be expensive.”
“We’ll be able to manage it. My dad took care of us pretty well.”
“I guess what we should really do first is let my mom know.”
“I knew you’d get there… Let’s jump in the shower.”
They got in the shower and within a minute Tassie joined them. Wayne, as per his usual, took care of them, washing their hair and bodies. Maureen didn’t mind seeing Wayne’s soapy hands following Tassie’s curves. He did the same to her and then they both washed him.
After drinking their coffee and drying off in Tassie’s room, her mother called them down to breakfast. Maureen wondered how to work their news into a conversation, but trusted her mother would provide the spark. It felt like the planets continued to be aligning for all of them that way.




Chapter TWENTY-SIX



TASSIE
As they went downstairs Tassie knew Maureen would be thinking of ways to bring up her news. She had a way of spinning any topic to segue into whatever was on her agenda, finding opportunities and linkages that Tassie would never think of. She used her comment about Wayne wanting to see her tits as an opening to divulge her and Wayne’s secret affair. She knew Maureen was about to pull another hat trick.
There was an elevated mood at breakfast despite Tassie’s pending departure. She told them about work and a guy she liked but hadn’t had the nerve to approach yet. Wayne told her she was nuts to think the guy wouldn’t go for her. Tassie now agreed. Daniel Wood, an executive at Trans Tech where she worked, would be her first project once she returned from home leave. It would start with a change of wardrobe.
Maureen said, “Just show him your tits, Tassie.”
Wayne did an impromptu spit-take with his orange juice. Tassie’s mom said, “Use ‘em while you got ‘em” and laughed.
“You know,” said Tassie. “You may be right. It wouldn’t hurt me to slut it up a bit. It’s time for me to shop when I get back, whore up the wardrobe.”
“It’s not slutty to tastefully exhibit your feminine charms. Tom loved it when I showed some cleavage,” said her mother. “He had me go naked in Jamaica, you know, last autumn. I’ve got pictures.”
Tassie wondered what Wayne would think if her mom brought out the pictures. If he saw them, then he would have seen all of Collins women naked, and not just a glimpse walking by the bathroom.
As if on cue, Maureen said, “Mom, get the pictures! Wayne wants to see them!” Tassie was beginning to think they must have a telepathic connection.
“Holy shit, Maureen!” said Wayne.
“Oh, I don’t mind. But another couple took some of the pictures for us. Tom and I are both naked in some of them,” said her mother. She got up to get the pictures, which were on her iPad.
Wayne glared at Maureen. “What do I do now? I don’t want to naked of my dad or your mom.”
“What difference can it make? Anyway, you said you wouldn’t mind seeing her naked. Here’s your chance,” said Tassie. She wondered how she could get copies for herself, but of Tom, of course.
“Here we are,” said her mom. It took her a long time to locate them. “Ah, just scroll to the right to see them. There are about twenty or so.” She handed the iPad to Maureen.
Tassie hovered over Maureen as she scrolled through the pictures.
“Wow, Mom. You look great!” said Maureen. “And Tom’s not bad himself... I see what you meant.” Tassie knew she was referring to the ‘big man’ comment her mother once made.
As a couple, they looked like any well-kept middle aged woman and man on vacation at a tropical resort. The only difference here is they were naked, and Tassie could see other naked couples in the background. It looked like fun, especially now that she recognized her comfort with social nudity, at least so far.
“You do look good, Mom. You’re not saggy at all,” said Tassie, happy to confirm their breasts were about the same size.
“I told you, Tassie, wear a sleeping bra and you won’t sag so much as you get older. I sleep better wearing them!”
Tassie noticed Wayne looked agitated, probably eager to see the pictures, but feeling the need to look bored at the idea, which resulted in a mixed expression. Maureen handed the iPad to Tassie, who sat down with it to look through the pictures one more time. Tom’s cock hung just like Wayne’s. They could have been twins.
“Where was this, Mom?” she asked.
“Jamaica.”
“I mean, what resort?”
“Sandpiper Resort, in Negril,” said her mother.
“And everybody goes naked? Is it a swingers resort?” asked Maureen.
“No, no... You don’t have to be naked. They had two beaches, one they called the prude beach, the other for those that wanted to go naked.”
“Yeah, but did they all swing?” asked Maureen again.
“There were some that went that way,” her mother answered, with a smile. “You wouldn’t believe what you see at a resort like that.”
“She wants to know if you and Tom were swingers, Mom,” said Tassie.
“Not precisely. No. But we had our fun. I don’t think you need to know more than that, okay?”
“Gotcha,” said Maureen. “They were swingers, Tassie.”
“What if we were? But no, we weren’t,” said their mother, but without a true sense of conviction or finality in regard to the topic. Tassie was on edge thinking this was it, Maureen would now bring up her and Wayne.
Instead, she inquired further about the resort. “Did you see people having sex? Like on the beach?”
“There was some of that. Tom and I did. Sure. It was permitted. That’s why some people go there.”
Holy shit thought Tassie. It would now take her a year to process all the information that had surfaced over the past three days. She also felt like she had a lot of catching up to do in the erotica department.
“Sounds pretty hot, Mom,” said Maureen. “I can’t wait to go.”
Wayne nearly did another spit take. Tassie noticed he was perspiring now that he had the iPad in front of him.
“There were plenty of younger people there. All ages, really. There was a couple in their seventies that looked as happy as could be.”
“Gross,” said Maureen.
“Why gross?” said her mother. “It’s not like you and Wayne are always going to be spring chickens. You’re going to get old too.”
That was it, thought Tassie. There’s no way Maureen wouldn’t take the bait. In Tassie’s head, this was going down as a little anticlimactic. If her mother knew all along, if Maureen told her now it would be like mentioning the weather outside.
“So, what are you saying Mom?” asked Maureen.
“I’m just saying you two aren’t always going to be young. Your bodies are going to change. That’s not gross. That’s just life.”
“I mean, why do you keep saying ‘You and Wayne’?”
“You tell me,” said her mother.
Tassie could see from Maureen’s expression her mind was buffering. It would take her few seconds to sort through the script she’d prepared in her head and do a little cutting and pasting.
“Wayne and I are in love and plan to get married.”
Her mother smiled and got up from the table and disappeared into her room. Tassie looked at Maureen and Wayne to gauge their expressions, which she summarized as a mild shock.
“What do you think she’s doing?” asked Tassie.
“I hope she’s not looking for Tom’s gun,” said Maureen.
“That’s a little too soon, Maureen…” said Tassie. “She’s definitely not troubled. Did you see her smile? She did it with that twinkly eye thing she does.”
In another minute her mother reappeared and handed Wayne an envelope. “Tom left this for you and Maureen, Wayne. You can read it first.” He read it and almost instantly teared up. When he handed it to Maureen his hand was shaking.
Maureen responded in the same way. Tassie was dancing in her pants waiting the hear the comments. “What does it say, Maureen? Read it out loud.”
“Okay,” she said. After blowing her nose she read:
“Hey, you two!
I couldn’t be happier. Mom and I have known for a while that it looked like you two were going to choose a path together. I know it won’t exactly be easy, at least here in Granville, but don’t worry about that. You have a right to live the lives you want, and if that’s together, you have my blessings. I’m sorry I can’t be there for your wedding, but I know you’ll understand.
My deepest love to both of you. Dad
Tassie sat in silence thinking of what a great guy Tom was. He didn’t want Wayne to have any doubts about pursuing a life with Maureen. He couldn’t tell him while he was alive because it was still their secret, and he respected that. Clearly, Maureen and Wayne also had her mother’s blessings as well.
Maureen and Wayne both got up and gave their mother a hug, then Tassie joined in and everyone was busy hugging each other. When they settled down, Tassie went and got a bottle of champagne, really just fizzy white wine, and brought it to the table.
“I guess we should celebrate,” said Tassie. “Mom, pretty soon you’re going to have a son-in-law. How’s that feel?”
“I couldn’t be happier,” she said. She raised her glass and they all drank. “They’ve been like peas in a pod so long I couldn’t imagine them ever having to separate.”
“Mom, how long have you known?” asked Maureen.
“Honey, where’s your bedroom?”
Maureen thought for a moment and said, “It’s kind of above yours, I guess.”
“Do you have any idea how loud you are when you, you know, find your bliss?” asked her mother. “I’ll tell you. Very loud. All the sounds you guys make up there come right down the hall and the stairs. This morning I almost dropped my coffee.”
Tassie panicked for a second before remembering she was on the beach with Wayne when she sent her vocalized raptures loose into the communal airwaves. Wayne got very red in the face but Maureen kept her cool.
“You’ve always told us sex was great, Mom. You were right,” said Maureen.
“Wayne,” said her mother. “You don’t have to be shy. I’m glad you can make Maureen happy. I just hope she returns the favor.” Tassie could see Maureen was on the verge letting out a ‘Mom!’ before realizing they had passed that point.
“I think Wayne’s a happy camper, Mom. Don’t worry about him,” said Tassie. She wasn’t really thinking when she said it, and now worried if she had just revealed she slept with Wayne too.
“When I saw you this morning, Tassie, I thought that might be the case. So, were all happy then. Good,” said her mom.
Tassie now reflected on walking into the kitchen that morning in nothing but her panties and mentioning they’d had a sleepover. Duh. Of course her mother would suspect something.
“What about you, Mom? Are you really going to be happy?” asked Maureen.
“Of course I am. But I’ll be happier when Tassie finds her man. I don’t believe in waiting forever to get started in life, especially not these days. In twenty years the world might look a lot different.”
“Do you think you’ll find someone else, Mom?” asked Tassie.
“Yes. I think I can say that’s pretty certain, kids.”
“Do you mean you have someone in mind already?” asked Maureen.
“Well, since we’re all sharing our secrets here, yes. There’s a man that lives in Big Sur now, he used to work with Tom years ago. I actually met him before Tom and I met. You could almost say he introduced us.”
“And you two have already talked about it?” asked Tassie. She regretted the touch of urgency in her tone. She was thinking it had been less than a month since Tom’s suicide.
“Yes, but it was Tom’s idea. I think you all have figured out Tom knew he had the same disease his father had. It struck him a little earlier, but he also knew about it a lot sooner than his father did. He didn’t want to live his last years as his dad did, so…”
“We know, Mom. It was in his journal,” said Tassie.
“Anyway, I told Tom I would contact Dave after Tom was gone. So I did. Tom had told him to expect the call some day. The first thing Dave asked me was whether Tom was gone now because he knew he wouldn’t hear from me until after Tom had passed. Dave cried and I cried. We both loved your dad. And then we talked about the future.”
“So that’s the old friend in California you were talking about in the car yesterday,” said Wayne. “I thought you were also hinting then about Maureen and me.”
“Yeah. Sorry if that made you uncomfortable. Sometimes I’m a tease, aren’t I?”
“So, we’re all going to live in California soon,” said Tassie. “Are you keeping this house, Mom?”
“No. When Maureen graduates won’t need it anymore. I certainly won’t need it, and of course Wayne has his father’s house.”
“When are you going to see Dave, Mom? When is the last time you saw him?” asked Maureen.
“You’ve met him before. He was home visiting his sister over Christmas once. He came to our New Year’s party. He looks like Tom a little bit. A real handsome guy.”
Tassie recalled meeting a good looking friend of theirs from California that night. Shit, she thought. She wasn’t going to let herself fall for another of her mother’s boyfriends. She had to get to work on finding her own.
“Okay, so when are you going to see him next,” pressed Maureen.
“I’ll go out there in the fall to see both Tassie and Dave. There’s no rush. Maybe by then, Tassie will have someone to introduce me to.”
“I think I’ll be on the case as soon as I get back there, Mom. Don’t worry,” said Tassie.
She looked at the wall clock. She would be gone in a couple hours, and she had to speak with her mother before she left.
“Hey you two,” said Tassie, speaking to Maureen and Wayne. “You don’t need to live in separate houses anymore.  Why don’t you both move into my room since it’s the biggest? You can use the others for your private spaces, or whatever. Just keep a bed in one of them for me when I visit. I’ll be back at Christmas.”
Maureen looked her mother. “Do you care, Mom?”
“Not in the least. Tassie’s room isn’t over mine. I’ll be able to sleep better.” She winked at Tassie.
“Why don’t you two get started. Mom and I will do the cleanup.” Tassie decided now was as good a time as any to admit to her mom that she had slept with Tom.




Chapter TWENTY-SEVEN




TASSIE

Tassie loaded the dishwasher as her mother cleaned the counters and put food away. They worked in a comfortable silence which was a bit strange, considering the family news that had just dropped over breakfast. Normally, thought Tassie, her mother could riff on a subject like that for hours. This meant there was a purpose for the silence.

Not being as strategic as her sister, Tassie decided she would just state the facts and see how they landed. She couldn’t imagine what a worst case scenario might look like, which gave her courage.

“Mom,” she said. “I need to talk to you about something myself, now that Maureen and Wayne are squared away.”

“I couldn’t imagine a happier outcome for them,” said her mother. “What do you want to talk about Tassie?” She folded a towel and hung it over the handle to the oven and sat at the kitchen table. “Why don’t you pour us some more of that fizzy wine. We may as well not waste it.”

Tassie poured them each a glass and sat down.

“I wanted to talk to you about Tom,” said Tassie.

“Okay.”

“The thing is, this might make you mad, or sad, or both, and I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Okay. What about Tom?”

“We slept together.”

“And how do you feel about that?”

“I feel bad about it.”

“You didn’t enjoy it?”

This took Tassie aback. There was no proper way to respond to the question that wouldn’t turn the knife or be a lie. She did enjoy sleeping with Tom. Before she could reply her mother spoke again.

“Tassie,” she said. “I don’t mean to put you on the spot. There was a reason why you slept with Tom. There was a reason why he slept with you. They weren’t the wrong reasons, but some of the facts were inconvenient.”

“I don’t understand what you’re saying, Mom.”

“If a man and woman meet and have a passionate affair, no one gives it a second thought. If one of them is married or in a committed relationship, then they wonder about the marriage or the relationship, not the sex. They think there was something was wrong between the couple, and that’s why the man or woman strayed. You don’t need to explain the sex. Everyone understands that.”

“But there was nothing wrong with your relationship,” said Tassie.

“No. We were happy. Tom was happy.”

“So why did Tom sleep with me?”

“Because he loved you, and he knew you loved him, and there was a sexual tension between you. He also knew you’d been treated horribly by men in the past. He wanted you to know how it felt to be treated well, to know how it felt to be properly loved.”

“But he was in a committed relationship with you, Mom.”

“So? Why does that matter? That never changed.”

“Because it’s cheating, Mom. He cheated on you to be with me.”

“It would only be cheating if he did it in secret. I knew about it, I even made it possible. That’s why I took Wayne and Maureen with me to Cleveland last summer, so you and Tom could be alone and work this thing out between you.”

“And you didn’t mind?”

“No. I knew it was for the best. Tom knew he wouldn’t be around much longer. That meant there wasn’t much time left for either of you.”

“Before it happened, Mom, I’d found him crying in his shop. I was trying to comfort him. I didn’t mean for anything to happen. It just went from there.”

“I know how things like that go, Tassie. There’s a spark, and then a fire.”

“And you weren’t hurt? You weren’t mad at me?”

“No. I was happy for both of you.”

“It still seems crazy, Mom. I can’t believe you’re not pissed even a little bit.”

“Why would I be pissed? Tom had my blessings, as did you. I was hoping it would open you up to finding a Tom of your own, once you knew how could it be with the right man. You wouldn’t know what to look for otherwise. You wouldn’t have been able to judge… What’s happened there by the way?”

“You mean, why am I still single with no prospects? When I left last summer I felt there was no else out there like Tom. I judged every guy I met or saw based on Tom. If nothing about them reminded me of him I wasn’t interested. The truth is, Tom did show me what it was like to be loved properly, but I didn’t think anyone else would be as good. I wasn’t thinking right.”

“You mentioned someone, this Daniel? What about him?”

“He reminds me of Tom but I’m afraid to approach him. I’m afraid if I fail that’ll be it. If I don’t try then he’ll always be out there, you know, like a ‘maybe’.”

“Do you feel any differently about him now?”

“How do you mean?” asked Tassie.

“At breakfast, you said something about ‘slutting it up a bit’. I took that to mean you hadn’t really been putting yourself out there, like you’ve been in hiding.”

“Yeah, that’s what I meant. Ever since I got tits I’ve been hiding. You know all about that.”

And you’re not going to be that way anymore, right?”

“No. I really am going to put myself out there, literally,” said Tassie. She cupped her breasts and lifted them to demonstrate.

For reasons she didn’t fully understand, she had wanted her mother to be mad. Instead, it sounded like she had engineered her affair with Tom. She understood her mother’s logic, but there remained the abnormality of the arrangement. It would take time for all of it to sink in.

She wondered if her mother’s generosity was reciprocated. Did Tom encourage her to have affairs? Was it something they did for each other to keep the kettle hot? When she described their Jamaican vacation, she ended up neither fully denying or confirming Maureen’s statement about swinging.

Feeling a full understanding between them to be the best policy going forward, and also out of curiosity, Tassie felt more disclosure might be forthcoming from her mother, and all she had to do was ask.

“Mom, you gave Tom your blessings to have sex outside your relationship…”

“That’s not phrasing it correctly, Tassie. He had my blessings to be intimate with you but there was a lot of more there, as I’ve already said. He didn’t have my blessing to have sex outside our relationship secretly.”

“Okay. I’m sorry. What I meant to say is, did Tom give you his blessings too? If you wanted to be with someone and had good reasons to be with them that didn’t threaten what you had together, was Tom okay with that?”

“I see you’re getting closer to understanding what I’m telling you… Yes, Tom gave me his blessings too.”

“And did you take advantage of that?” asked Tassie.

“You know, Tassie, you’re really not choosing the right words here. ‘Take advantage’? No, I never took advantage. Did I sleep with other men? Yes.”

“I’m sorry. It’s going to take me awhile to get the gist of this, I guess… So, when Tom slept with me, he wasn’t stepping out of line with what you guys felt was permissible in your relationship?”

“You’re getting closer so that’s about right. You probably don’t know I know this but remember that night in the kitchen when you approached Tom naked?”

“New Years Eve. Yeah. I drank too much.”

“That night Dave stayed over and slept with Tom and me.”

“Your friend from California?”

“Yes. He used to live here. We were a thing before Tom and I were a thing.”

“And Tom didn’t mind you sleeping with him again?”

“Tassie, we’re approaching that territory where kids say ‘gross’ when it comes to the idea of their mom having sex. You really don’t need to hear the details. You know we’re all adults, and do ‘adult’ things.”

“I guess so. It’s just a lot to take in. Hey, I’m glad you and Dave have hooked up again. That’s exciting.”

“It is. You’ll like him a lot.”

“So,” said Tassie. “I guess we’re good here? Everything is out in the open?”

“We’re good, Tassie. Now get back to California and find your Mr. Right.

She agreed it was a good idea. It was time for her old boss Daniel Wood to meet the new Tassie.

The End
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Something’s Not Right (Excerpt: Chapter 7)
Feeling a slight throb on the side of her head, Kate opened her eyes not realizing where she was. The ceiling looked familiar, but not either of the two she was used to waking up under. It wasn’t the ceiling of her room at her parent’s house, which was white, or of her dorm room, which had a popcorn texture. This ceiling was light gray with a flat finish.
She then realized with a start what had happened before she fell asleep. She had been falling, and then the rest came back to her. Had it been a dream? Her head hurt. She reached up to where it throbbed and her fingers felt a small bump.
Then she heard a man’s voice.
“Kate! You’re awake! Boy, you had us worried,” said the voice.
She wasn’t connecting the dots.
Someone touched her hand.
It was Mrs. Stone. “Honey, you really bonked your head! When we saw you lying on the floor we thought you were dead!”
“Not dead. I could see you were breathing,” the voice belonged to Mr. Stone. “I think I heard the fall as I came in the kitchen.”
The dots started connecting. Kate was lying on their bed in the master bedroom. She could feel she was naked but covered in a throw blanket. She sat up to survey the room and to confirm she wasn’t dreaming. The blanket fell off her breasts and she tried to restore it, but it fell off again. Mrs. Stone put her hand on Kate’s shoulders, encouraging her lie back down. “Are you cold, honey? Do you want another blanket? Someone turned off the air conditioning. It’s warm as blazes in here. I didn’t really think you’d be cold but covered you anyway. We were going to get you dressed but we couldn’t find your clothes.”
Kate felt another set of hands on her body, Mr. Stone’s, softly rubbing her legs. They had both misinterpreted her fleeting sense of modesty for her being cold. “I’m not cold,” she said. I’m actually kind of hot now. She let the blanket fall.
Kate felt defeated, but in a strange way also relieved. There was no point is attempting to hide anything. Mr. Stone had seen her website, as most likely had Mrs. Stone. She must have knocked herself out when she heard them come home and, scrambling for her clothes, fell and hit her head. It was obvious they found her naked on the floor and carried her up to their bedroom. They had come to her rescue. She was safe.
Mrs. Stone said, “Kate, you don’t mind if I join you, do you? It’s clear you don’t mind nudity. I’m sweltering here.” She stood up and started removing her dress.
Kate didn’t know what to say, but she knew she didn’t mind.
“You seem perfectly comfortable, Kate. Do you like being naked in front of us? I mean in person?”
“I don’t mind it,” said Kate. “Plus, I know you’ve seen me naked before, so it doesn’t make any difference if you see me now.”
Mrs. Stone slipped out of her dress, then her underwear, and looked over to Mr. Stone. “Kate, do you mind if my husband undresses too?” Kate shook her head.
Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate while Mr. Stone undressed. They both watched him. After he stripped he sat on the bed on Kate’s other side. When she saw his penis she drew in a startled breath, making her breasts heave.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” asked Mrs. Stone. “We’re just comfortable being nude, especially when our company is naked too.” She laughed and smiled at her husband.
“I like it.”
“You’re such a lovely girl, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “Do you mind if I touch you?”
Kate didn’t mind. “No. I think I’d like it.”
Quietly, soothingly, Mrs. Stone caressed Kate’s body with her warm hands. Slowly, her fingers danced over breasts, her tummy, and flirted with her upper thighs, with just a whisper of a touch across her pubic mound. As she did so, Mrs. Stone’s breast brushed against Kate’s body.
“How’s your head, Kate? Are you feeling better?” said Mr. Stone.
“I think so. It doesn’t feel so tender now.” She touched her wound. It hadn’t broken the skin. It felt tender but not that bad now.
“You seem okay. No concussion. Just a bump. If you couldn’t focus or felt woozy we’d take you to the emergency room. Are you feeling woozy? Can you see clearly?”
Kate said she wasn’t woozy and that she could see clearly. She liked Mrs. Stone’s stroking and was feeling aroused. Kate put her hand on Mr. Stone’s arm, wanting a physical connection with him as well.
“I guess I should explain myself,” Kate made the statement in the form of a question. “You must have been surprised to find me naked in your house.”
Mr. Stone said, “Not surprised, Kate. But we both thought maybe it was time for you to reconsider your hobby.” He picked up the remote to the big TV hung on the wall across from the bed. Then he grabbed his phone, fiddled for a moment, and Kate’s website appeared on the TV. There she was, 65” across on the diagonal, masturbating naked on their bed with Mrs. Stone’s dildo. She gasped and put her hand over her eyes.
“We’ve been following your babysitting adventures, Kate, ever since you first sat for us. We’ve both been a little concerned, but we weren’t sure what we should say or do about it.” The video disappeared. Replaced on the screen were eight video images. One of them showed them all now on the bed naked. The angle was from to the right and above the dresser.
Mr. Stone clicked on that image, and then clicked the rewind icon. The video scrolled back through the evening, including when Mr. Stone laid her on the bed while she was unconscious, then further back to when Kate started inspecting their drawers, trying on their underwear, through her masturbation scene she posted to her site.
“You’re very creative, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. She reached her hand down to Kate’s tummy, flirting again with her pubic hair. “And very sensual. You sort of ooze sensuality, something much deeper than just sexiness. You’re sexy too, of course. Just look at you.”
Mr. Stone turned off the TV and, lying next to Kate now and leaning on one elbow, said, “Kate, you know, all the houses around here have internal security cameras built in. Your parents have it in their house. Didn’t you ever think of that? Plus, putting this stuff online — don’t you think that’s kind of risky? I mean, Jesus. I admire your courage but stupid is stupid.”
Kate felt a pang of horror at what might out there. “No. I didn’t know, I mean, about the security cameras. Does everyone I babysat for know?”
“I doubt it,” said Mr. Stone. “Most of them don’t know how to tie the system into their computers. The security footage is only used if there’s a break-in. It only goes back forty-eight hours unless you pay extra, and most don’t even know they have the option.”
“But what about my website? How did you know about that?”
“Kate, you looked at it on my computer last summer so it was in my history. You only had a little bit up at that point. I’ve been tracking you ever since. I was hoping you would delete it eventually.”
“Me too,” said Mrs. Stone.
“Holy shit,” said Kate. “All this time I thought it was my little secret… I don’t know what I was thinking. I really don’t now. I don’t understand myself, aside from having these urges.”
“For one, because it’s probably exciting as hell,” said Mrs. Stone. “Be thankful you enjoy your sexuality, in all its manifestations, even if gets a little kinky at times. Why not? You only live once. But you’ve got to be more careful. A public site may be fun as a lark, but that stuff is going to be out there forever. I think you covered yourself with that wig, but only just.”
Kate only then noticed she wasn’t wearing the wig. Of course she wouldn’t be. Mr. Stone probably took it off to inspect her head. She reviewed her earlier performances that evening, when she entered the master bedroom, the rummaging through their underwear and trying it on. She didn’t know if they approved of all it, minus the stupidity of putting it on an open site online, or just some of it.
“You, um, saw everything I did while I was babysitting? Because of your security cameras?” Kate asked. “How long was I out, by the way?”
“A few minutes, maybe five,” said Mrs. Stone. “We watched the security cameras on our phone while we were out — we were sitting in the restaurant watching you. For us, it’s like seeing a very private exhibition, a very sensual performance... That was a nice touch with our underwear, by the way.” Mrs. Stone was smiling. “Fingering yourself wearing my panties? Yum! Believe me. I get it.”
“Kate,” said Mr. Stone. “We don’t want you to feel embarrassed over any of this. There’s nothing wrong with exploring your sexually, even in other people’s homes, and babysitters are the biggest snoops in the world. You just combined your curiosity with being naked.”
Oddly, Kate was feeling much more relaxed now, and enjoying the joint attention. Mrs. Stone continued to gently stroke Kate’s body, and Mr. Stone’s nudity excited her. It felt like she was in a dreamland.
“Did you like our videos, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone. Kate looked confused. “You left the file open on the computer.”
“Didn’t I close it? I’m sorry. But yes, I liked watching them. I saw Mrs. Chelsea.”
“Yeah. She’s quite the lesbian, isn’t she? Well, I guess we both are,” said Mrs. Stone, laughing. “Anyway, you closed the video, but not the file.”
“Mrs. Chelsea, or let’s just say Diana, reminds me of you,” said Mr. Stone. “I’ve known her since college. She’s always been experimental. There’s a bit of exhibitionist in her too. She asked me to film our lovemaking.”
“She’s a lesbian? Is that why she divorced? I saw you both making love to her.”
“She’s bisexual,” said Mrs. Stone. “So am I, though it’s more than that... Kate, have you ever been with a woman? Sexually?”
“No. But I’ve thought about it, kind of. I have a friend but nothing has happened. It excited me to watch you with Diana.”
“Would you mind if I touched you there? If I tasted you there?” She knew Kate would understand what “there” meant. The thought made her panic for a moment, then extremely wet and eager to know how it would feel to be touched by a woman.
“No one’s ever done that… I mean, I’ve never been with anyone, really. I’m still a virgin.”
Mrs. Stone looked at her husband. “You’re a virgin, you mean with a woman, a man or both?”
“Both. I’ve never made love before,” said Kate. “I’ve played around but that’s it.”
“I believe you,” said Mrs. Stone. “but I have to admit, a girl like you at twenty being a virgin is hard to believe.”
“I know. I’ve lied about it. My best friend thinks I’m not. She’s the one I mentioned earlier.”
“Do you want to stay a virgin? Is that something you’re saving for marriage?”
“No. Every time I’ve had a chance to lose it, it just didn’t feel right.”
“With a man?” ask Mr. Stone. “Or a woman too?”
“Only with a man. I’ve never really gotten close with a woman.”
“Do you want to lose your virginity, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone.
“Yes.”
“Do you want to lose it now, with us?”
“You mean both of you?” Kate looked at Mr. Stone, and then at his large penis. She couldn’t imagine it inside her.
“Yes, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “We can take you to the other side. I know you’ll like it. I can tell you’re ready. Are you afraid?”
“No. Will it hurt?”
Mrs. Stone laughed. “I think you’ve been pretty active down there already, don’t you? We just saw your video. Still, you might bleed a little. But if it’s going to hurt, it won’t be much, and it’s over in a second. It’s different for everyone. Do you want to find out?”
Kate was more than aroused enough and willing to lose her virginity to both of them, but she didn’t know what to say.
“I going to touch you now, Kate. Okay? You’re just going to feel my fingers. Would you like that?”
“Yes.” Kate parted her legs a little more.
Mrs. Stone gently brushed Kate’s slit with her fingers, and slowly explored her labia, drawing tighter and tighter circles. Kate liked it immediately and started rolling her pelvis in response.
“I’m going to put a finger inside now, okay?” Kate nodded. “You feel so warm, Kate, so wet… Has anyone ever done this to you before?”
“Yes. I’ve been touched there, but not like this… I like it.”
“It’s different than doing it yourself, or when a man does it, isn’t it?”
“Yes.”
Mrs. Stone nodded to her husband. “Now my husband’s going to touch you, just like this, okay?” Mr. Stone move a hand down to replace her hand and fingers. “You’re feeling his fingers now, just like mine.”
Mrs. Stone moved back up to Kate’s face. “Have you ever kissed a girl before?” She leaned in to give Kate a deep kiss, letting her tongue stroke her teeth. Kate seemed hungry for more, putting her hand on Mrs. Stone’s cheek as they kissed.
After a few minutes, Mrs. Stone leaned back. “Have you ever kissed a woman’s breasts?” Kate shook her head. Mrs. Stone tapped her husband to indicate she was moving Kate over to her side. She positioned herself so Kate could kiss her breasts, leaning on her side. Mr. Stone drew his hand over Kate’s hip, and then between her legs from behind. She lifted her leg in response, and then rested it back on his arm. His fingers were now inside her from behind.
“Kate, suck on my breasts.” Kate took a nipple and started sucking, curling Mrs. Stone’s toes. “Oh, just like, Kate, stay as long as you like.” She used a finger to push Kate’s hair off her face and watched her suck on her nipple.
Kate started moaning as Mr. Stone continued to finger her. She was rocking herself over his hand, trying to get his fingers closer to her clit, but he was avoiding that for now.
“Kate, now do the other one,” said Mrs. Stone. Kate moved to her other breast. After another minute Mrs. Stone lifted Kate’s chin up to her mouth and they kissed. “Did you like that, Kate?” She nodded and kissed Mrs. Stone again.
“Kate, now we’re going to pay some attention to my husband, okay? Honey,” she said to her husband. “Lie down. Kate’s going to explore you now.” He laid down next to Kate and Mrs. Stone moved to his other side. Kate sat and watched Mrs. Stone take his cock into her mouth. She stroked his shaft and licked it up and down.
“Kate, have you ever had a penis in your mouth?”
“No, I’ve only felt them. I mean, I’ve held a couple. I’ve masturbated guys.”
“So you know the basics.” Mrs. Stone was gently stroking her husband. Kate moved her hand over and Mrs. Stone put it on his cock and squeezed her hand around it.
“It’s hard, isn’t it?” Kate nodded. It did feel very hard to her, and she doubted even more that it could fit inside her. She liked being instructed and waited for Mrs. Stone to tell her what to do next.
“Do you want to feel it in your mouth now, Kate? You can just put the tip in.” Kate bent down and put the tip in her mouth. “Now move your head up and down a little bit. Don’t let your teeth touch it.” Kate did so, and she could taste his precum. She lifted her head off his cock and gave it a squeeze and more precum came out. Instinctively, Kate licked it with her tongue.
“That’s it, Kate. You’re a natural. You see how your body and mind already know what to do?” Kate nodded her head as she continued to suck his cock.
Mrs. Stone bent down and started kissing and licking his balls as Kate sucked his cock. He moaned and started rocking his pelvis.
Kate started stroking his shaft and Mrs. Stone put her hand over hers. “Kate, I want you to lie down now.”
Kate laid down. “I want to taste you, okay?” Kate nodded, and Mrs. Stone kissed her belly and then move her head down as Kate spread her legs.
“So pretty,” said Mrs. Stone, as she descended with her tongue and licked Kate’s entire length. Kate responded immediately, arching her back and naturally rolling herself into Mrs. Stone’s tongue.
Kate felt it penetrate and then rise to circle her clit, applying just the right pressure. She felt a finger go inside and twirl around, as another finger descended to tickle and excite her ass. Kate put a hand on Mrs. Stone head to feel it rise and fall as she licked and penetrated and kissed her. Then Mrs. Stone paused to move over and suck her husband’s cock. She licked the length of it while she continued to finger Kate and rubbed herself over Kate’s legs, leaving them wet.
Mrs. Stone then moved up to Kate’s mouth and alternated kissing her and then her husband. Kate reached down to touch and explore Mrs. Stone, then pulled herself away from the two of them, motioning for Mrs. Stone to lie down in her place. Kate positioned herself between Mrs. Stone’s legs.
“Are you sure, Kate?” said Mrs. Stone. “You don’t have to do that.”
“I know, but something’s telling me I really want to.”
She moved down and licked Mrs. Stone in the same way that she had done to her. Kate liked the taste, or the musk, whatever it was that rose as an aroma from Mrs. Stone. She was soaking wet, and Kate liked her rich pink colors and tender folds, and the firm tone of her thighs as they brushed her cheeks. She pushed her tongue in deep and sent its tip to circle Mrs. Stone’s clit and could tell immediately that this would make her come. She held back a little, not wanting this to end. Having her tongue and fingers inside Mrs. Stone was making her more aroused than she’d ever been.
Mrs. Stone began gasping and moaning and quivering. She put her hands on Kate’s head and gently pulled her up. “Oh Kate, that’s so good… so good… But I want you to lie down now. It’s time for you to lose your virginity. Are you ready?” Kate nodded, even though she was nervous, and laid on her back.
“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “She’s ready.”
Mr. Stone positioned himself between Kate’s legs and leaned down to kiss her, holding himself up with his arms. “Kate, are you sure you’re ready for this? Are you sure you want to give up your virginity?”
Kate nodded and closed her eyes, then opened them. She wanted Mr. Stone to be the man that took her virginity. She trusted him. He kissed her nipples and then slowly lowered his tip to meet Kate’s lips. Mrs. Stone gently moved his cock up and down Kate’s slit, and then nodded to her husband. She laid down next to Kate, sneaking an arm around her shoulders.
Mr. Stone slowly inserted the tip of his cock inside Kate. She went rigid for a moment feeling her lips part for him, and then relaxed. She nodded at Mr. Stone, and he slowly penetrated halfway. Kate’s eyes widened and she jumped and whimpered, and then nodded again, and Mr. Stone began a slow rhythm, thrusting gently into her all of the way. She raised her legs and began moaning heavily. She had felt no pain but something else, something she’d never felt before, a fullness in her core that filled her with pleasure.
As he increased his rhythm, Kate used the momentum of his thrusts to rock into his cock, making it go deeper and deeper. Mrs. Stone kissed and pinched Kate’s nipples, and stroked her belly, then her husband’s shoulder. She could feel Kate beginning to quiver, her body breaking into a sweat, her moans getting louder. Then Kate’s body went rigid and her toes pointed straight into the air. She spasmed and started exclaiming, “Oh, oh my God, oh my God, I’m coming! YES! YES! YES!” Her body convulsed for a moment and then went limp, leaving her breathing as if she’d just finished a marathon.
Mrs. Stone stroked her hair and kissed her breasts and neck gave her a hug. Kate smiled and kissed her and then Mr. Stone. They had carried her across the threshold and she was no longer a virgin.
“I’m a full woman now,” said Kate, still regaining her breath.
Mrs. Stone said, “Kate, you’re halfway there.” She smiled and moved down the bed.
“How?” asked Kate. “I’m not a virgin anymore. I’m all the way not a virgin.”
“With a man. Now you have to come with a woman.” She smiled again and got between Kate’s legs. Kate was extremely sensitive, and Mrs. Stone was extremely gentle. Kate didn’t feel she could come again so soon, but when Mrs. Stone licked her up and down, between her lips and her thighs, and then her slit, she knew she could come right away.
Mrs. Stone started licking her with more pressure, and, using her fingers, started circling her swollen center. She licked it with the tip of her tongue, and then back and forth and up and down, moving faster and faster. Kate’s back arched and she felt another stream of orgasm penetrating every cell of her body. She writhed and shook and gasped, and then her body went limp again, leaving her once again panting for air.
“Oh my God. That was just…”
“I know Kate. I could tell,” said Mrs. Stone.
After a few minutes, Kate sat up and said, “Now I want to do that to you.” She pushed Mrs. Stone down and spread her legs, then got between them. She bent down and started licking her and feeling the rim of her labia with her fingers. She was using the newly gained knowledge she’d just learned from Mrs. Stone. She wanted to take her all the way this time and feel it through her mouth.
Mrs. Stone started rocking herself as Kate had done. Kate inserted her tongue as deep as she could and then brought it up and over the hood of Mrs. Stone clitoris. She licked it in a circling motion, then moved her fingers in and out and quickened the pace. Mrs. Stone was pushing herself into Kate’s face, which was now dripping wet. She could sense she was close to orgasm
She inserted a finger into Mrs. Stone’s ass and felt her pelvis rise as she spasmed into orgasm, brushing herself up and down Kate’s face, soaking it even more. She could feel Mrs. Stone’s convulsions throughout her own body, which shook in tandem with Mrs. Stone’s spasms. They rode the wave together until Mrs. Stone went limp.
Kate collapsed on Mrs. Stone, who held her against her breasts and rocked her while her still undulating body settled down. Mr. Stone embraced them both, his hands stroking both their bodies.
“Kate, that was wonderful,” said Mrs. Stone, after a few minutes. “I mean it. It was lovely. I don’t think I’ve come so hard that way before. Are you okay?”
Kate, almost giggling, took a nipple into her mouth and sucked and licked Mrs. Stone’s breasts, then looked up and said, “I really, really like it. I did. If I’d know how great that was I would never have bothered with men!” They all laughed.
“I’m glad. You’re welcome to eat my pussy any time you want!” said Mrs. Stone. “Oh, that sounded a little over the top! But it’s fun, isn’t it? To just call it what it is?”
“It works for me,” said Kate. She liked feeling Mrs. Stone’s bare skin against her own and wished she’d never have to leave.
While they were bathing in the gloaming of their lovemaking they almost forgot about Mr. Stone.
“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “Should we draw straws on who gets you off?”
Kate was frankly not sure whether she should or could call dibs. Mr. Stone wasn’t her husband, and they were both friends of her parents. Kate was the junior party here. But, of course, he had just expertly screwed her and taken her virginity; his wife had oral sex with her, as she did her. Who was to say what was proper under these circumstances?
“Me Me Me!” said Kate.
“Are you sure, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone, smiling.
Mr. Stone laughed. Kate reached over to fondle his balls and liked the feel of them in her hand. “I never thought I would one day be fondling your balls, Mr. Stone.”
“Jesus,” said Mr. Stone. “Call me Don, and call my wife Sue.”
“I don’t know, Don. I kinda like to call you Mr. Stone, if you get what I mean. It sounds more naughty.”
“If you call me Mrs. Stone now I’m going to feel old. What are we, fifteen years apart? I’m not that old. We could be lesbian lovers if Don ever screws up and I have to dump him.”
“That works both ways, dear. How do you feel about older men, Kate? I’m sixteen years older than you.”
“Maybe I have a thing for older men. I was attracted to you when I was younger and saw you around the club pool. Didn’t you ever notice me flirting with you? Oh, Sorry Sue. But it’s true.”
“No, I get it. Older men. They’re dreamy,” said Mrs. Stone. “Now, are you going to suck his dick or am I?”
“That depends on what Don wants, I suppose,” said Kate. “What’s it to be? You can cum in my mouth, which will be a first for me. I’m not on birth control so you can’t come inside me. I would offer my ass but...”
“Lie down while I think about it,” said Mr. Stone.
“On my tummy or back?”
“Back. And spread your legs please.”
“Yes sir,” said Kate.
Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate and her husband positioned himself over her. “You are pretty Kate, I mean, everywhere.” He bent down to lick her with long, lingering passes. Kate instantly felt revived. Mrs. Stone was now holding her with one arm around Kate’s shoulders while her free hand played with her breasts and nipples.
Mr. Stone entered Kate once more. He moved very slowly, completely withdrawing each time. The tip of his cock stroked her perfectly with each pass. She knew she was going to have another orgasm, and soon. He kept up the slow pace and started to moan, and Kate almost chased his cock each time it withdrew. It was nearly agonizing for her, but it worked the effect he desired, pushing her up to and finally over the edge, her hunger depriving her of patience. She came with what outwardly might have looked like violence but was in fact bliss. Kate went limp, then quickly revived saying, “Now you can cum in my mouth if you’re ready.”
“Kate, are you sure?” asked Sue. “It’s quite a thing when this man erupts.”
“I’m sure. I may as well try everything, right?”
Mr. Stone withdrew for the last time and Kate positioned herself to go down on him. She swallowed as much cock as she could and stroked him with one hand while cupping his balls in the other. As she continued sucking and stroking she sensed his excitement rising into a crescendo, and then his cock pulsed and the rush of his fluid filled her mouth. She swallowed several times to take it all in, but simply couldn’t. There was so much of it. When she released his cock, Mrs. Stone kissed Kate deeply to taste her and her husband’s essence, or what remained of it, and then they both cleaned him up with their tongues, pausing to randomly kiss and laugh. The women then cuddled up under Mr. Stone’s arm, and he caressed them until they all fell asleep.
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