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PREFACE 
 
      
 
    It has been a long time since I published a new novel. A year actually. So I hope my old fans remember me, and I appreciate your patience. I think you’ll enjoy this book. I try to alternate between more serious and less serious books. This one, like most of my beach stories, is pretty frothy, but if you’ve enjoyed books like Honeymoon Hazards and Dark Tide, I suspect you’ll enjoy this one as well. 
 
      
 
    To any new readers, I hope you find this book fun and sexy. And I hope it encourages you to seek out my other works.  
 
      
 
    I am experimenting with releasing this book on both Amazon and Smashwords. If you purchased this through one of the non-Amazon sites, you’ll be able to find the rest of my works at Amazon.  
 
      
 
    I want to thank, as usual, Kenny Wright for his encouragement and plot suggestions, and also for his marvelous cover design. I’d also like to thank Robert C. and Marge G. for copy-editing help. Any errors that remain are, of course, my own.  
 
      
 
    Ben Boswell 
 
    March 2018 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay, I know I shouldn’t be telling you this,” my wife, Marie, began. But from the mischievous sparkle in her eyes, it was obvious she was dying to tell us whatever this was. I was impressed she’d managed to hold out until dessert. “But Lena just broke up with her boyfriend.” 
 
    “Again?” Claire replied. 
 
    “I know!” Marie enthused to her best friend.  
 
    “What happened?” Claire asked. 
 
    I exchanged a glance with Claire’s husband, Brad. He lifted an eyebrow but didn’t comment. I knew what he was thinking. Lena was gorgeous but batshit crazy. She had a constant stream of boyfriends because guys couldn’t resist her, but after a few weeks of what was surely extraordinary sex and even more extraordinary drama, they punched out. And honestly, I couldn’t blame them on either score.  
 
    My wife shrugged. “I don’t know. Dan and I are meeting up with her for drinks next week, so I’ll get the scoop.” 
 
    Claire was shaking her head. “She’s so pretty.” 
 
    “And she has a good heart,” Marie added. 
 
    I couldn’t even look at Brad. I knew we’d both crack up, and then I’d be in the soup. My wife is, normally, a very astute, insightful, clear-eyed person, but she has a soft spot for things and people sometimes, and loses all perspective. Like our cat, Muffin, a ragged, unpleasant elderly beast whose main contribution to our household is stashing puke in various nooks and crannies around the house. Marie loves Muffin. And of course, there is Lena, Marie’s baby sister -- not that there is anything old or mangy about her -- but she’s a needy wreck, a classic hot mess, who my wife seems to think is just unlucky at love. 
 
    “She needs an older guy,” Claire suggested. 
 
    This time I couldn’t help myself. I peered over at Brad. Another eyebrow raise. He would be happy to volunteer for that duty. I wondered if Lena would go for him. She usually went out with guys her own age. The last one was a vain, handsome, twenty-four year-old narcissist. Brad, like me, is thirty-six, so a bit old for Lena, and also too stolid for her. Brad’s idea of a good time is going hiking. I’ve tried to keep up with him, but at 6’3”, and four inches taller than me, he has longer strides and more practice, and it leaves me winded. On the other hand, as I like to point out, I can bench twice as much as he can. Those are the sort of small victories men creeping up on middle age begin to hoard. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Marie replied. 
 
    “Not an old guy, but older. You know, someone who’s got something going on besides a pretty face and daddy’s Porsche.” 
 
    My wife laughed. “Johan did have a pretty face,” she said about Lena’s most recent breakup. 
 
    “And abs,” Claire added. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “You know, we’re right here.” 
 
    Marie smiled at me. “You’ve got great abs too, Dan.” 
 
    “Too bad they’re hidden under a layer of whale blubber,” Brad joked. 
 
    “And yours are hidden under a carpet of body hair,” I replied.  
 
    Brad had a bit of a mountain man look to him. Thick, wavy, chestnut hair, a heavy beard, and a mat of the stuff all over his chest. 
 
    “Is that right, Curly?” 
 
    I, on the other hand, am follicly challenged, at least on my head, which I now keep shaved.  
 
    I gave him the finger. He laughed. 
 
    “What do you think?” Marie asked. I realized she was looking at me. 
 
    “About Lena?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    What did I think about Lena? Careful, buddy, careful. Lena was dangerous. Just thinking about her was enough to scramble a man’s brain. I’d known her since she was sixteen, and even then she was a menace—sexy, flirty, more than a little crazy. Both the baby of the family and a girl, she was always fawned over. It got worse as she matured. Blond hair, blue eyes, a petite, little thing, even now she topped out at 5’3”, but even that was all tits and ass. The kind of girl that makes you feel sorry for her father since it was all too easy to imagine the tempest that followed her around. 
 
    “She could use an older guy,” I replied. 
 
    Marie smirked. “You know I don’t mean you, right?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I sputtered, realizing a millisecond too late that she was teasing me. 
 
    She laughed. It was long recognized, though never explicitly acknowledged, that I was attracted to Lena. I wasn’t the first of Marie’s boyfriends to feel that way. It was probably lucky they were seven years apart so that Marie never felt too jealous of her sister, not that Marie is any slouch herself in the looks department. Marie is a taller, more athletic version of her sister, less curvy and with hazel eyes, but the same blond hair and classically beautiful face.  
 
    “No, I mean it,” I said, trying to dig my way out of my ditch. “I think she would definitely do better with more of a self-made man. You know, a guy with a job and an education, who has better things to do than hang around in nightclubs and cultivate drama.” 
 
    Marie laughed. “I think she likes drama.” 
 
    Claire nodded. “Well, sure, but at some point she’s going to want to grow up. She’s, what, twenty-four?” 
 
    Brad leaned in. “Why are you so interested?” he asked his wife. 
 
    Claire grinned. With her auburn hair, and green eyes, she could have been cast as an Irish lass in a Guinness commercial.  
 
    “Because, I think I have a man for her.” 
 
    Brad chuckled. “Baby, I told you, anytime you want to bring a third into the bedroom, I’m up for it, but Lena might be hitting a little close to home.” 
 
    Claire shook her head. “You can barely handle me.” 
 
    “Ouch,” I teased. 
 
    Claire shot me a playful glance. You couldn’t handle me either. 
 
    “So, who? Oh, God, not your brother,” Marie said. “She’d eat him alive.” 
 
    I laughed. “I bet he wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    My wife rolled her eyes. 
 
    “No, no,” Claire replied, “Not Billy. But there is this guy at my office—” 
 
    Brad laughed. “Oh, this again.” 
 
    “What?” Claire demanded. 
 
    “What? You’ve been trying to get this guy laid for weeks.” 
 
    “I doubt he needs any help,” she replied. 
 
    “Exactly!” said Brad. “It just seems like you’re unaccountably interested in his love life.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    Brad chuckled again. Then addressing Marie and me rather than his wife, he said, “It means, if we weren’t married, she’d be sitting on his dick herself.” 
 
    Marie nearly spit out her wine. 
 
    “Who says I’m not?” Claire asked. 
 
    “Are you?” Brad countered. 
 
    Claire just smiled. Then she turned back to Marie. “His name is Chris. He’s our new CTO, and—” 
 
    Marie scrunched up her nose. “A tech guy? No, that—” 
 
    “He’s dreamy,” Claire insisted. “And smart and funny.” 
 
    “Big hands?” Brad joked. 
 
    “Big everything,” Claire replied.  
 
    Brad rolled his eyes at me, but he was obviously having fun teasing his wife about her crush on this guy. 
 
    “Totally tall, dark, and handsome,” Claire added. 
 
    “Did you just say totally?” Brad asked 
 
    “I’m totally going to smack you if you don’t stop,” Claire replied. 
 
    Marie laughed. “Okay, so what? You want to give her his number?” 
 
    “Oh, no, if we’re going to do this, let’s do it right,” Claire replied. 
 
    “Maybe he can send her a dick pic on Snapchat,” I suggested. 
 
    They all groaned.  
 
    “Oh, I’m the one who took it too far?” I mock whined. 
 
    “Invite them both to the beach,” Claire said. “Now that Jack and Bren are out we have space.” 
 
    For the past five years, we’d rented a beach house with another couple for a week, but they had recently had a kid and decided to start their own, less boozy, family tradition. I think we all knew that this would probably be the last year for us as well. Both Marie and Claire were off birth control and at least Marie and I were actively in baby making mode. 
 
    “Especially since you’re expecting them to share a bed,” I said. 
 
    “Well, there is the sleeping porch as well if they don’t hit it off,” my wife replied.  
 
    “I’m pretty sure this guy, assuming he’s not an out and out poofter,” I said, “will be plenty interested.” 
 
    “And I guarantee,” Claire added enthusiastically, “that Lena won’t be able to resist either.” 
 
    Brad laughed and stood up. “Alright, Baby, time for us to go home. I’m not going to waste this guy getting you all worked up.” 
 
    “I’m not worked up,” Claire protested. 
 
    “Uh huh, so if you were alone with Chris right now, I’d have nothing to worry about?” 
 
    She grinned. “Nothing at all.” 
 
    He laughed again. “Come on, Hot Stuff, let’s go home and you can tell me all about how you’d pass a quiet, chaste evening with him, playing Scrabble, maybe?” 
 
    “Hmmm. I can think of a few choice words I’d like to spell out right now.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Alright, you two, get a room.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Claire and Brad are crazy,” I said as I dried the dishes. 
 
    “They’re cute,” Marie replied as she placed them back in the cabinet. 
 
    “Do you have a crush on anyone at work?” I asked. I’m not quite sure where that came from, but apparently my wife’s mind was in the same vicinity. She answered right away. 
 
    “Ha. No. But I’m not really in a target rich environment.” As an elementary school teacher, ninety percent of her colleagues were women. “Maybe I would if I had a Chris around.” 
 
    “Have you met him?” 
 
    “Who, Chris? No. When would I have?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. A happy hour or something.” 
 
    She put away the last dish. 
 
    “Can’t say I’ve had the pleasure.” 
 
    “The pleasure, eh?” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t tell Brad, okay?” she began conspiratorially. I nodded. “But he would totally have something to worry about if Chris got Claire alone somewhere.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She smiled at me and walked out of the kitchen. I let my eyes linger on her shapely, jean-clad ass before following her back into the living room. Marie sat down and poured herself another glass of red wine. She tilted the bottle in my direction. I nodded and she refilled mine as well. She took a deep sip.  
 
    “I wouldn’t say it was love at first sight,” Marie continued, “but maybe lust?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She laughed. “I don’t know. She likes to be silly. But she did text me the day he started to announce she’d found her next husband.” 
 
    I laughed. “Husband? Well, at least she’s thinking about keeping things nice and legal. No messy affairs for Claire.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    “Hmmm, what?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, it is a little weird that she wants to invite this guy to the beach with us.” 
 
    “You think she’s serious about that? About setting him up with your sister?” 
 
    “My sister, hmmm?” 
 
    I laughed. “What’s with the hmmms?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It feels a little pretexty, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Brad will be around,” I replied. “I mean, unless he gets eaten by a shark. And I doubt Claire is counting on that.” 
 
    “True,” Marie replied. She ran her finger around the lip of her glass. “But he won’t be around all the time.” 
 
    “I would think if she wanted to do something, it would be easier at work.” 
 
    “No. Claire would never do that. Unprofessional. Too easy to get caught. And anyway, no bikinis and margaritas at work.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” I replied. 
 
    “Oh, PWC is instituting swimwear and frozen drinks Fridays?” 
 
    “Um, no. Just wishful thinking. My next career maybe, when I’m running a beach shack down in the Bahamas. So… you serious? You think Claire is really looking to fool around?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Like I said, I don’t know. But…. Brad was weird about it, too.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, Dan, you tell me. I tell you I’m attracted to someone at work. Then I suggest inviting my crush along to the beach vacation. How do you react?” 
 
    “Depends,” I replied. “What does she look like?” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Idiot.” 
 
    “You do work with mostly women.” 
 
    “So you’re saying you have a crush on one of my co-workers?” 
 
    “Well, it is a target rich environment for me.” 
 
    “Sorry Bubby, I’m the only target you get.” 
 
    “Are you coming on to me?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “You are my best source of sperm.” 
 
    “Awww… you’re so romantic.” 
 
    She stood up, peeled off her tee shirt, and threw it at me.  
 
    “How’s that for romance?” she asked. 
 
    She walked toward the bedroom and unsnapped her bra and slid it off her shoulder, dropping it on the ground. Next, she unzipped her jeans and wiggled out of them.  
 
    “Getting better all the time,” I replied. 
 
    I followed as she disappeared into the bedroom wearing just her panties. She threw those at me as I came through the door. I caught them and pulled them over my head. 
 
    
“Like my hat?” 
 
    She hopped into bed, a thin sheet draped over naked body.  
 
    “I’m here naked, and you’re wearing my panties as headwear.” 
 
    “So you don’t like it?” I stood in the doorway preening. 
 
    She laughed. “Get in here, Silly.” 
 
    “What? Or you’re going to find yourself a different sperm donor?” 
 
    She threw off the sheet and lay there naked. Damn, she was a sexy woman, long-limbed, tight body, smallish boobs, but with these amazing, long, dark red nipples that just begged to be sucked all night long.  
 
    “Maybe I should ask for Chris’ number,” she teased.  
 
    “Sounds like you’d have to get in line.” I stripped off my shirt.  
 
    I do have a layer of fat, but I know I look good despite that. I’m barrel chested, and have thick arms. Marie eyed me excitedly.  
 
    “Sounds like it would be worth it,” she replied.  
 
    I pulled down my pants and my boxers. 
 
    “You saying I’m not man enough for you?” 
 
    Now she glanced at my cock. 
 
    “I didn’t know there was such a thing as enough.” 
 
    I climbed into bed beside her. 
 
    “And I didn’t realize you were so insatiable.” 
 
    She turned toward me. I kissed her and cupped her breast, feeling her nipple stiffen between my fingers. I could taste the wine on her tongue. She shivered as I ran my thumb down her spine. 
 
    “Maybe I just need the right man to bring it out in me.” 
 
    “Chris, you mean?” 
 
    I leaned down and sucked a nipple hard into my mouth. She hissed and grabbed at my cock, stroking it roughly. 
 
    “Maybe,” she replied. “Why should Lena get all the fun?” 
 
    I switched nipples. She cupped the back of my shaved head.  
 
    “You’d have to wrestle him away from Claire, too.” 
 
    “I could take her,” Marie said. 
 
    “I’d pay to see that.” 
 
    “I bet you would.” 
 
    Would I ever. The thought of Marie and Claire writhing together was wildly exciting. I can’t say it was my go-to fantasy, but I’d certainly imagined them together on many occasions. In fact, it was exciting enough that, combined with my wife’s hand on my prick, I was dangerously close to failing on my baby making responsibilities. 
 
    I slid down between her legs and spread her thighs wide. I licked and nibbled up her left inner thigh, closer and closer to her landing strip.  
 
    “Only if you wrestled naked,” I said. 
 
    I flicked gently at her slit with my tongue. She shivered.  
 
    “Of course,” she sighed. “After all, the winner should be all ready to fuck Chris.” 
 
    Now I shivered as I tasted her excitement. Between her wetness and her words, I was on edge. I sucked on her clit. She clawed at my back, pulling me upward. 
 
    “Give it to me… Chris.” 
 
    “If you get Chris, do I get...” I wanted to say Lena, but I didn’t have the balls. “...Claire?” 
 
    I rose up on my arms and watched as she guided my cock to her hot snatch and rubbed the head against her clit.  
 
    “That leaves Lena for Brad,” she gasped. “That’s very generous of you. I’d have thought you’d want her for yourself. You do still want to fuck my sister, don’t you?” 
 
    “No,” I grunted as I thrust inside her.  
 
    God, she felt good. So tight. So hot. So wet.  
 
    She laughed. “Oh God, Dan, you’re so hard tonight.” 
 
    “You’re so wet.” 
 
    She craned upward and nibbled on my neck. I thrust in harder. She wrapped her arms around my back, lightly dragging her fingernails across my shoulders. I dropped down onto her. She wrapped her legs around me. I could feel her nipples digging into my chest as I fucked her hard. She gasped in my ear. 
 
    “Oh God, Baby, that’s so good,” she sighed.  
 
    I moaned in response. I was too far gone for words. 
 
    She kissed me again, and then I felt her pussy clench as she gasped into my mouth. I kissed her roughly, and then felt myself go over the edge as well, filling her with my seed.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “You know, I can’t spot this, right?” Brad said nervously as he eyed the three plates on each side of the bar. 
 
    “That’s okay,” I assured him. “You’re mostly here to attest to my beastliness.” 
 
    “And to call the paramedics.” 
 
    I chuckled. I took a deep breath. Showtime. I gripped the bar tightly, arched my back, and pressed upward. Fuck. No matter how many times I did it, anything over 300 lbs felt heavy as shit. I lowered the bar, let it graze my chest, and then pushed back up hard. One. And then again. Two. Then three. I took several quick puffs. And then another rep. My head felt like it was going to explode. Four. And down once more. I started to press upward, and the bar wouldn’t move, couldn’t move. There was no way I could do it, and then almost imperceptibly it began to rise, I squeezed my chest, a last burst of power, lock-out, and then rack.  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed. 
 
    Brad laughed. “You had me worried there for a minute. I was worried I might have to help raise your kid. You knock up Marie yet?” 
 
    “Not that I know of. Why?” 
 
    He shrugged as I sat up. “I don’t know. She was looking good the other night. I wondered if the titty-fairy had paid a visit.” 
 
    I laughed. “Padded bra. And why are you checking out my wife’s tits? Oh right, now that yours is getting taken care of by that Chris guy, you’re probably getting backed up and desperate.” 
 
    “Au contraire, my friend. Not that I think Claire is actually doing him, but if she were, I think I almost wouldn’t mind. Her having a crush has definitely made her more, um, amorous.” 
 
    “She’s just trying to get preggo. Ever since they saw Bren’s little bundle of joy, both of them have been baby-crazy.” 
 
    “Titty-fairy definitely came for her.” 
 
    I laughed again as I thought of Brenda. “And how. I know she needs to keep them close at hand to feed the baby, but man, last time we saw them, she was busting out.” 
 
    Brenda was always pretty, with her dark hair in a pixie cut, but even smaller chested than my wife. A-cups to my wife’s B’s, but she was now at least a D, which looked pretty amazing on her small frame.  
 
    “I hope Jack is getting some titty-fucking in.” 
 
    “Otherwise, you’ll just have to let him borrow Claire, seeing as how you’re open-minded that way.” 
 
    He grabbed his balls. Fuck off. 
 
    I laughed. “You gonna lift? Or just jerk yourself off.” 
 
    “Sure, you wanna help rack those plates?” 
 
    I glanced down at the bar. “Oh, this is too much for you?” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Really, Dan? We gonna do a dick measuring contest next?” 
 
    “You afraid you’d come up short in that too?” 
 
    “Short is the last word you should be using, Mr. Clean.” 
 
    I laughed. “Okay, you win.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    “So you know, Claire was serious about setting up my sister.” 
 
    I took a sip of wine and nodded to my wife. “I’m still not sure how that works out.” 
 
    “Well, what is there to work out?” she asked. “Do you like the shrimp?” 
 
    She’d made my favorite, Shrimp Scampi with pasta, a salad, and a bottle of Pinot Grigio. I made sure to savor it. Soon enough, our lives would be different and quiet dinners with just the two of us a thing of the past. 
 
    I nodded. “Delicious. I mean, inviting your sister is easy—” 
 
    “Sure. We know you’re alone now, come spend a week at the beach.” 
 
    “Assuming she’s not involved with someone else yet,” I noted. 
 
    Marie laughed. “She’s certainly not likely to be short of attention.” 
 
    “Anyway, but what about this Chris guy. I mean, it sounds like Claire barely even knows him. Didn’t he just start working there?” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t know. That’s not my problem, though.” 
 
    “Well, it sort of is. You don’t want her, like, overselling the whole Lena aspect of it.” 
 
    She shrugged. “I doubt Claire is going to promise him he’ll meet the love of his life.” 
 
    “You think this is even about Lena?” 
 
    She tilted her head to the side. “How so?” 
 
    “Well, you said it yourself, maybe this is really just about Claire getting Chris out of the office.” 
 
    She laughed. “And as you said, why bring him to the beach with her husband? No, there are many easier ways to have an affair.” 
 
    “Oh? How would you have an affair?” 
 
    “Me? I’d just go to his place and fuck his brains out. But I’m straight-forward that way.” 
 
    “You should hold out and get him to take you to a swanky hotel. You know, champagne and chocolate-covered strawberries, fluffy bathrobes and jacuzzi tubs.” 
 
    “That seems a little O.T.T. I’d just be in it for the D.” 
 
    “Sounds like the chorus for a rap song.” 
 
    She flashed me some gang signs, which looked exactly as ridiculous as one might expect it would coming from a tall, skinny, blonde woman. “Anyway, what brought this back up?” she asked. 
 
    “You’re the one who mentioned Claire was serious.” 
 
    “Yes, but you’re the one who brought up that it might be about Claire’s crush.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    She laughed. “Out with it, Bubby. I know when you’re hiding something.” 
 
    “Okay, so promise not to tell?” 
 
    She held up her pinky. “I swear.” 
 
    I laughed again. “Well, I had this weird conversation with Brad.” 
 
    “Is this the one where you call him weak and he calls you bald?” 
 
    I ignored her. “I think he’s sort of turned on by the idea of Claire having a crush.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “Oh? That’s interesting.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just is. So you think this is, like, a way for them to spice things up? Bringing Chris along on vacation to add a little danger to things.” 
 
    “Something like that,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I really don’t know. But what if it is more than that? What if… you know… he was sort of into the idea of her actually being with her crush?” 
 
    She covered her mouth with her hand. “He told you that?” 
 
    “No. He just said that… that he almost wouldn’t mind if she were having an affair if it got her as worked up as she’d been recently.” 
 
    Marie laughed. “And do you think he told you that knowing you would tell me and hoping I would tell her?” 
 
    “Seems a little complicated,” I noted. 
 
    “Well, sure, but asking your husband permission to have an affair is always going to complicated, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know. Maybe this is your way of feeling me out about having an affair by seeing how I might react to the possibility that Claire is asking Brad about having an affair.” 
 
    She laughed again. “No, I wouldn’t bother with any of that. Half the fun of having an affair is keeping it secret.” 
 
    “Half the fun?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, the other half is the sex, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” I paused. “Let’s say you didn’t want to keep it secret,” I pressed. 
 
    She fanned herself with her hand. “Whew, is it hot in here?” 
 
    I smiled. “All this talk of affairs making you feel flush?” 
 
    She grinned. “Maybe a little. But in truth, Dan, all I do want is my big, strong, Love Bear.” 
 
    She stood and walked around the table, and settled down in my lap, straddling me.  
 
    “You sure this isn’t just that you want my sperm?” 
 
    “Well, of course I want that.” She put a hand on my chest. “But seriously, why would I be interested in another man?”  
 
    “What if he was bigger than me?” 
 
    She ground against my rapidly swelling erection. “You mean here?” 
 
    I nodded. She kissed my lips, and then nuzzled my neck.  
 
    “You’re already almost too big for me,” she cooed. A nice, little, white lie. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her and caressed her back, my fingers tracing circles up her nape, into her thick hair.  
 
    “Mmmm, that feels nice,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe, he’d be better.” 
 
    She straightened up and pulled her tee shirt over her head, and then removed her bra. Her nipples seemed about ready to poke my eyes out.  
 
    “Would he suck on my titties?” she asked. 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    I closed my lips on her long, hard nub. She moaned. I switched sides, taking the first, slickened nipple and rolled it between my thumb and forefinger. Marie has a direct line between her tits and her pussy, and I knew she was getting wet even before I felt her heat through my pants.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” she sighed. “But I like to suck on things too.” 
 
    She slid out of my lap and down onto the floor between my legs. She peered up at me, eyes heavy lidded with excitement, and unzipped my khakis. She fished my cock out of my pants, and without breaking eye contact, she licked her way up my shaft. I reached down and palmed her breasts, and she began circling the head of my cock with her tongue.  
 
    “Oh Baby,” I moaned. 
 
    “I could never have an affair,” she said. “It would make me feel too guilty. I’d always be trying to make it up to you.” 
 
    My wife kissed the tip of my cock and then, without warning, swallowed me deep, engulfing my prick in hot, wet, delight. 
 
    “That’s so good.” 
 
    She bobbed up and down, and then rose off my cock, pumping it firmly now, her fist squishing up and down my shaft. 
 
    “I’d feel like I would have to do anything you asked to make up for it,” she teased.  
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    She swallowed me again, one of her soft hands on my balls, the other rubbing my chest. It was wetter and sloppier than usual. I could feel her spit dripping down my prick onto my balls. She rose up again. 
 
    “Anything,” she confirmed. “But that’s hardly worth it, is it Love Bear? Just to see me completely shaved? Or to let you take nudie pictures of me?” 
 
    I shivered at the mention of two of my biggest unmet desires.  
 
    She sucked me again into her mouth. At the same time, she reached down, unzipped her jeans, and wiggled out of them without once stopping the delicious attention she was paying to my prick. Once her pants were off, she again sat up. 
 
    “I mean, even watching me make it with Claire wouldn’t be worth it, would it, Bubby? Even if I tried to make it so, so good for you? Even if I licked her everywhere? Would that make it up to you?” 
 
    I groaned. “Oh God, that would be so hot, Baby.” 
 
    “I know, but that would mean another man had me. That another man would have put his big, hard dick inside me.” 
 
    She straddled me and slowly, slowly lowered her tight, wet pussy onto my throbbing cock. She placed her hands on my shoulders and began to ride me sensuously. 
 
    “Would you want me to fuck another man if it meant you could see Claire and me together?” 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! “No,” I groaned.  
 
    “Of course not,” she rumbled. “It wouldn’t be worth it even if I let you do me doggy style....” 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    “...while I licked Claire’s juicy, shaved pussy….” 
 
    “She’s shaved?” 
 
    “Mmmm and so, so juicy.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned.  
 
    The more she spoke, the wetter she got, the faster she rode me, and the more real it became for me. I could see it so clearly. Claire, naked on her back, big tits jiggling, her snatch red and swollen, my wife’s face buried between her legs. I was close, so close, when suddenly she stopped moving. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I whined. 
 
    She ground against me and licked my earlobe. And then she reached back and eased my cock from her pussy. I groaned in frustration until I realized what she was doing, rubbing the head of my cock against her virgin asshole.  
 
    “There’s only one more thing I could offer,” she whispered as if she couldn’t bear to say it aloud. But then she did: “Would you let me be with another man if, while I was eating Claire’s delicious pussy, I let you fuck me in the ass?” 
 
    “Oh God.” 
 
    “Would you, Love Bear? Would you let me if I gave you my butt?” 
 
    “Yes! Oh God, yes!” I exclaimed. 
 
    She shifted slightly and my cock slipped back into her hot snatch. I gasped and came right away.  
 
    “That’s it, Bubby, that’s it. That’s how I’d ask for permission to have an affair…. And you just gave it to me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “Do we have to go?” I whined. 
 
    “Yes,” Marie replied. “It’ll be fun.” 
 
    “It’ll be loud and crowded.” 
 
    “Oh, for God’s sake, Bubby, when did you turn into an old fart? They’ll be hot girls there for you to ogle.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “And hot guys,” she added. 
 
    “You know you don’t really have permission, right?” 
 
    She laughed. “Now I know you’re getting old. Turning down a threesome and butt sex is the very definition of over-the-hill.” 
 
    “So says the woman who spent ten minutes with her legs in the air trying to get pregnant the other day.” 
 
    She shrugged. “Cowgirl is not the best position for baby making.” 
 
    “You know we’ll get there,” I said reassuringly. 
 
    She smiled. “I know. I just don’t want Claire to beat me to it.” 
 
    “It’s not actually a race.” 
 
    She pointed to an empty space. “There, there.”  
 
    I pulled in and parked, but didn’t immediately get out. 
 
    “Come on, Lele is waiting for us.” 
 
    “Oh please, when’s the last time your sister was on time to anything?” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Whenever there is a drink available?” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    We were meeting at Blue Asia, which sounds like a porno from the 1970s, but is actually a trendy bar in the Penn Quarter. Trendy is synonymous for loud, crowded, and packed with self-important twits. All of which is appropriate, since Lena works for a lobbying shop on K Street. Her main qualification is her looks, and I don’t say that to be nasty. They actively recruit cheerleaders because even in 2018, having bubbly blondes around is good for business. She’s smart and hardworking, don’t get me wrong, but for her position that was an afterthought. 
 
    Marie’s sister was easy to spot. She was sitting at the bar, with another young blonde, and surrounded by guys in suits, who oozed equal parts desperation and delusion. As we approached, Lena disentangled herself with practiced ease, sloughed off requests for digits, and gave her sister a big hug.  
 
    “Hey, Big Sis,” she gushed in a vaguely southern accent, which is weird since both Marie and Lena were raised in Minnesota.  
 
    “Hey, Danny.” No one else calls me Danny.  
 
    She hugged me as well, mashing her big tits into my chest. She was nothing if not friendly. 
 
    I looked around for a spot to stand, but Lena had it all wired.  
 
    “Ramon?” she called above the crowd noise, spotting a slender Hispanic man in black pants and shirt. He waved her over and guided us to a table with a reserved sign. 
 
    We sat down and ordered drinks. 
 
    “Are you a regular?” I asked. 
 
    Lena shrugged. “We have some events here sometimes. They like me.” She turned to her sister. “So, good news?” 
 
    Marie shook her head. “Not yet.” 
 
    Lena put her hand on my arm. “Boxers not briefs, remember that.” 
 
    “I know. You want to check for yourself?” 
 
    Lena grinned. “Maybe later.” Marie rolled her eyes at me. 
 
    “So, what happened with you and Johan?” Marie asked. 
 
    Lena shrugged, but got right to the point. “We were, um, sexually incompatible.” 
 
    That perked me up.  
 
    “He couldn’t get it up?” I asked. 
 
    Lena rolled her eyes. “No. The opposite.” She turned toward my wife. “You remember that guy C.J. you told me about?” 
 
    Marie gave me a quick, anxious glance, but Lena either didn’t notice or didn’t care. 
 
    She continued, “I don’t care how hot you are and how big your dick is, but three times a day is too much.” 
 
    “C.J.?” I asked Marie. 
 
    Later, she mouthed at me silently. 
 
    Lena was still on a roll. “I mean, at first, it’s fun. Totally hot guy, wants to bang all the time. But shit, I have a job, and even with three options, it wears you out.” 
 
    Three options? Mouth, pussy, and hand? Or butt? I don’t know if she meant to get me thinking of a big dick sliding in and out of her surely tight, adorable, little ass, but that’s where my mind went.  
 
    “You know what I mean, right, Sis?” Lena concluded. 
 
    I glanced back at Marie, who was looking uncomfortable. “Compatibility is important.” She patted my arm.  
 
    “Anyway,” Lena said, “I’m off men for a while.” 
 
    “Going to try women?” I suggested hopefully.  
 
    Marie rolled her eyes again. 
 
    “More like my Magic Wand is going to get a workout.” 
 
    Yummy. That was another tasty image in my mind, Lena writhing naked on her bed as she teased her clit with a vibrator. Nipples pointing to the ceiling. Maybe a finger in her ass.  
 
    “Come to the beach with us, Lele. Just get away. You have vacation days, right?” 
 
    She looked over at me. “No offense, Sis, but hanging out with you guys playing Parcheesi isn’t really my idea of a good time.” 
 
    “First of all,” Marie replied, “we play cards mostly.” 
 
    “And sometimes, Catan,” I added. 
 
    Lena pretended to gag herself. 
 
    Marie continued. “Second, we’re right down the road from Dewey. If you really need to be drunk and get sand in your vag, you can make it happen there.” 
 
    “Chlamydia too,” I noted. 
 
    “Eww,” said Lena, scrunching up her nose. 
 
    My wife ignored me. “In the meantime, it’ll give you a few days away from all of this.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Lena said. 
 
    “Oh come on, Lele, we’ll play games, drink wine; we’ll buy fudge. It’ll be like when we were kids.” 
 
    We’ll set you up with Claire’s crush. 
 
    Lena slammed her palm down on the table. “Alright, why not?” 
 
    “Great,” Marie replied. “Want to grab a bite to eat?” 
 
    “I would, but I told this guy I’d meet him in a little.” 
 
    “I thought you were taking a break from men,” she said.  
 
    Lena laughed. “I didn’t say I was going to fuck him, Sis.” 
 
    Marie shook her head. The girls got up and hugged. I glanced at Lena’s perfect ass as she squeezed her way through the crowd. I couldn’t help myself. Those two hard, perfect peaches. They made you just want to take a bite. When I turned back, Marie was giving me a disapproving gaze. I decided the best defense is a good offense. 
 
    “So… C.J.?” I asked with a raise eyebrow. 
 
    She downed her drink and stared at the ceiling. “I’m going to need another.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We fled Blue Asia and instead took a table at M&S, which was a lot quieter, wood paneled and a little stodgy. We ordered dinner and a bottle of wine.  
 
    “Okay, you’ve had your drink,” I said after Marie had drained half a glass. 
 
    “He was just a guy I dated after college.” 
 
    “And you broke up because he wanted too much sex?” 
 
    “Well, it was fun at first, but then got to be too much.” 
 
    “Young guy?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No. Inappropriately old. I was like twenty-one. He was in his thirties.” 
 
    “Was he your boss or something?” 
 
    “No, just a guy I met at like a bar or party or something. He was funny and hot and, you know, had a few bucks in his pocket so we could do more than just drink pitchers of Natty Light.” 
 
    “So how much sex did he want?” 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    “What?” I asked. “I think this is a pretty tame conversation compared to what you threw at me the other night.” 
 
    She laughed. “You loved it.” 
 
    “I did,” I admitted. “So now I want to know all about what a dirty girl you were before I met you.” 
 
    “Ha. It makes me a dirty girl, but what did it make him?” 
 
    “A stud. Thirty-something guy, banging a twenty-one-year-old hottie. He’s my hero. Gives me something to live for.” 
 
    “Sorry, Bubby, you’re going to have to be satisfied banging this thirty-one-year-old, former hottie.” 
 
    “You’re still a hottie. And in fact, you’re going to make a great MILF someday… if you get your figure back.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re such a romantic.” 
 
    “Okay, so out with it.” 
 
    “It was like Lele said. Like wanting it three, four times a day.” 
 
    “Wow. Like what, two pump chump, but then quick refresh?” 
 
    “No, that’s the thing. He’d go on and on, like an hour or two at a time sometimes.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Is that admiration or are you appalled?” 
 
    “A little of both. And that three or four times a day?” 
 
    She ate a fried calamari. 
 
    “Oh God, you really want all the gory details?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She laughed.  
 
    “Okay, so we’d get together after work. Usually meet at his place. Just a quickie then. Just undressed enough to get it done. Then we’d go out, have a few drinks, have dinner, maybe catch a band.” 
 
    Kinky fucker. It probably wasn’t even the sex he wanted as much as he liked the idea of taking her out freshly-fucked with his come still inside her. 
 
    She continued. “Then back to his place for the main event.” 
 
    “So, what, was he like all into whips and chains?” 
 
    “Would you like that?” 
 
    I didn’t answer.  
 
    She hesitated before continuing. “No, nothing too kinky. Just mostly straight sex. Lots of it. You know, all the different positions. Him on top. Me on top. Him behind—” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t like doggy?” 
 
    She wrinkled her nose like her sister had done earlier. 
 
    “See that is the advantage of younger woman from your perspective,” she noted. “They don’t always stand up for their rights. Anyway, it’s not that I hate it, as much as I just like other things better, so why not do those?” 
 
    “Variety is the spice of life.” 
 
    “Oh, he was varied. A regular walking Kama Sutra.” 
 
    “Okay, so does that count as one or multiple times?” 
 
    “We’re counting distinct sessions, with a clear break in between.” 
 
    “So that’s two?” 
 
    She nodded. “Most times that would be it for the night. But he liked morning sex, particularly morning BJs.” 
 
    “A BJ for C.J. You were very accommodating.” 
 
    “Hmmm. And then sometimes he’d wake me up in the middle of the night for a long, slow, half-asleep screw. I actually liked that a lot.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “Good to know.” 
 
    Except I sleep like a rock and I’d need to set my alarm to pull that off. But something to think about. 
 
    “Whew,” I sighed. “Well, I can see how that would get old fast. How long did you last, a couple of weeks?” 
 
    She actually blushed. “More like six months?” 
 
    I nearly spit out my wine. 
 
    “What? There’s accommodating and there’s doormat. Six months.” 
 
    She laughed. “It’s not like it was torture or anything. I mean, he was very good. Imaginative, skilled, confident. The best sex I’d had to that point.” I raised an eyebrow. She laughed again. “Not as good as you, of course.” 
 
    Of course. Two words meaning precisely the opposite of what they ostensibly meant. Of course that is what I’m going to tell you. Of course I am just saying that to spare your feelings. 
 
    “Big dick?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed again, harder. “Well, actually yes, good girth. But anyway, I think that mostly manifests itself in more confidence.” 
 
    “So, you liked it, it was the best you’ve ever had. You stuck it out for six months, what happened?” 
 
    “See I know this seems odd to a man, but there is more to life than good sex. But anyway, enough was enough. Six months with a sex addict is enough to last anyone a lifetime.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And anyway,” she added, “I found out he was cheating on me.” 
 
    “Really? Were you holding out on him?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Nuh uh. Like I say. A total sex addict. Turns out, he was cheating on me the whole time. Even though we were having sex three or four times a day, he was messing around with girls on the side.” 
 
    “Girls?” 
 
    She laughed. “At least two I know of. One was a girl he worked with. Another was at his gym.” 
 
    “You don’t seem too upset.” 
 
    She shrugged. “It was a long time ago, and in retrospect, the whole thing is funnier than heartbreaking.” 
 
    I shook my head and then, feeling silly, I raised my glass. “To C.J.” 
 
    My wife laughed and raised her glass as well. “To C.J.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Now that Lena was planning to join us at the beach, I couldn’t help but fantasize about her in a bikini. Now that was a sight. I loved my wife’s, long, lean, beach volleyball body, but her sister had a bikini bod to die for. Best of all, she knew it, and liked to flaunt it. A week of Lena in tight, skimpy swimwear was sure to get me fired up. 
 
    I was thinking about that as I lay in bed waiting for Marie to come out of the bathroom. I was a little sleepy, but also more than a little worked up, and anyway, baby making duties required us to have sex as much as possible. Crazy how that sense of obligation managed to turn even something delightful into a chore.  
 
     Marie turned out the lights and joined me under the covers. She put her hand on my crotch.  
 
    “So, what has my Love Bear so excited? Still fantasizing about me and Claire? Or have you moved on to thinking about me and my sex addict ex?” 
 
    “Or maybe,” I suggested, “I’m thinking about how cute your sister is going to look in a bikini at the beach.” 
 
    She gave my balls a hard, almost painful squeeze. 
 
    “I’m going to keep a loaded water gun by my side and shoot you every time I catch you looking at her.” 
 
    “What am I, a cat?” 
 
    She resumed stroking my cock. “Meow. Kitty want some pussy?” 
 
    I laughed. “Funny how much more interested in sex you became once we decided to have a kid.” 
 
    “Maybe you just need to get some tips from C.J. about keeping me interested.” 
 
    “Ouch. That hurt,” I joked.  
 
    I leaned over and kissed her. I made slow circles on her slender thighs, and she slowly opened them for me. 
 
    “You started it.” 
 
    She caressed my chest with her fingernails.  
 
    “I know I did,” I replied. 
 
    I teased her inner thigh and brushed my hand against her narrow, trimmed muff.  
 
    “Where is old C.J. nowadays?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she moaned as my hand cupped her sex. “I don’t know. Last I heard he was in California.” 
 
    I gently ran my fingertips up and down her slit, feeling her growing wetness. She sighed when I touched her sensitive flesh. She stroked my cock harder. Our kisses became more urgent. I bent down and sucked on her tit. She cupped my head and squeezed me tight. I slid downward, kissing her chest and belly, easing between her legs, and then sliding down low on the bed. 
 
    She looked down at me excitedly as I lowered my head and gently licked her tasty snatch. I pressed my index finger inside her. She sighed. I flicked at her clit with my tongue. She thrust her groin in my face as I continued to eat her.  
 
    “Oh God, Love Bear,” she moaned. “Let me kiss you now.” 
 
    I climbed back up and lay on my back. Now Marie kissed her way down to my crotch. She circled my cock with her tongue as her soft hands fondled my balls. She swallowed me deep, tongue swirling. I gasped.  
 
    “God that’s nice.” 
 
    She let my prick slowly slide from her mouth and looked up at me with eyes twinkling.  
 
    “How do you want me?” 
 
    I hesitated. I knew what I wanted, but I also knew it had been many years since she gave it to me.  
 
    “From behind?” I said uncertainly. 
 
    “You want to fuck me like a dog?” 
 
    “No… no… I was just….” 
 
    She laughed and kissed her way up my body. She straddled me and kissed me hard on the mouth. I squeezed her deliciously hard ass. She began to lower herself on me, but at the last moment, she spun off me.  
 
    I groaned. “I’m sorry,” I said. But I realized I’d misunderstood when she quickly flipped over and rose up on her hands and knees. 
 
    “You sure?” I asked. 
 
    “Mmmm hmmm, go ahead Love Bear.” 
 
    I sat up and moved behind her. I knew this was a rare gift, and I was determined to enjoy it. She was so lovely in that position. I caressed her smooth skin, and leaned forward to kiss the soft, sensitive skin at the small of her back. 
 
    “That tickles,” she giggled. 
 
    I ran my hands up her inner thigh, her flesh becoming hot and sticky as I got closer to her sex. She shivered excitedly. I grabbed her firm, perfect cheeks, my thumbs in the crack between, pulling them apart. She squirmed and I realized she was anxious about me seeing her asshole. 
 
    “God you’re beautiful,” I sighed.  
 
    She relaxed. 
 
    “You sure this is okay?” I asked again. 
 
    She reached back between her legs and stroked my cock, pulling me closer. I leaned back so I could see her rub the head of my cock up and down her slit. I slipped between her lips. She moaned, and I gently pressed in deeper. She felt tighter and hotter than usual, but the real treat was the visual. Being able to see her sexy body swaying, watching my prick emerge from her cunt slick and shiny, seeing her labia stretch around my cock as I entered her. Her gorgeous ass, her little asshole puckering with each thrust.  
 
    Of course, the visual wasn’t as good for her. The headboard, the pillow, obviously less exciting for the woman. But surprisingly, she seemed really into it, rolling her hips, thrusting back against me, her hand periodically reaching back to stroke my slippery cock, to fondle my swinging balls. So if it wasn’t the view, what was it? 
 
    The timing made it obvious. It was the reason she’d offered this to me tonight. Our conversation with Lena had her thinking about C.J., the thick-donged, sex addict, who liked different positions and probably often fucked her like this. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” I asked. 
 
    She glanced back over her shoulder, glassy eyed, but with a lewd smile. “I was about to ask you that,” she replied. 
 
    “I asked first,” I said as I continued to slide my dick in and out of her slick hole. 
 
    “You’re thinking of my sister. I saw you looking at her ass. Is that what you fantasize about doing to her?” 
 
    God, yes, and how. How many times had I dreamed about bending Lena over, grabbing a hold of her big tits and going to town. 
 
    “Never,” I grunted. She smirked at what she saw as a transparent lie. 
 
    “You’re thinking about your big-dicked ex,” I countered.  
 
    She laughed. “You’re crazy,” she replied. But I could feel her pussy twitch as it got even wetter. 
 
    “I’m thinking about how nice it would be to eat Claire’s twat while you’re doing this,” she said.  
 
    “Which you’d only do if it earned you a free pass to get some strange dick.” 
 
    I thrust in hard and she gasped. She ground back against me, and I could tell she was close. 
 
    “You have no idea what Claire and I get up to when you and Brad are out. How much fun we have playing with each other’s juicy pussies.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned as I imagined them, side-by-side, fingering each other while kissing wetly. 
 
    “You like that,” she teased. “Well, maybe we’ll give you a treat and let you watch this week.” 
 
    My thrusts were getting ragged, desperate. She groaned as I squeezed her ass hard. I was too excited to speak, and I was giving it to her too hard for her to do more than gasp. I knew she wasn’t really thinking of eating pussy, knew she was saying that just to rev me up, and maybe it’s my reaction that got her so worked up.  
 
    She was so wet, so hot. I reached around her and palmed her belly. My fingertip found her swollen clit. She growled lustily, her pussy quivering, and then she arched her back, clenching on my prick. Her orgasm triggered mine, and I gasped as I emptied my balls inside her.  
 
    Marie quickly disentangled herself from me and rolled onto her back, knees to her chest. I looked at her. 
 
    “What?” she asked. “I’m not going to waste a big load like that.” 
 
    I lay down beside her. 
 
    “How do you know it was big?” 
 
    She laughed. “Just an instinct.” 
 
    “Do you really think about messing around with Claire?” 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe you’ll find out what I really think about Claire this week.” 
 
    My dick twitched. “Yes, please.” 
 
    “You men are crazy.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    We picked up Lena at her place on Capitol Hill and took Route 50 out toward the beach. She was wearing Kim Kardashian-style sunglasses and showing off Kim Kardashian-style cleavage. She was sitting in the back, but I couldn’t resist subtly adjusting my rear-view mirror so that in addition to checking for cars tailgating me, I could also periodically check in on Lena’s boobs. 
 
    Interestingly, she was also preoccupied with them. She spent probably half her time taking selfies of herself. 
 
    “Who are you sending those to?” I asked finally. 
 
    “Instagram mostly.” 
 
    “Do you have lots of followers?” 
 
    “A couple thousand. Mostly pervy old dudes,” she said. 
 
    Marie clapped me on the thigh. “She’s talking about you.” 
 
    “I don’t follow your sister,” I replied defensively. 
 
    “That’s only because it didn’t occur to you that she had an Instagram until now.” 
 
    “Don’t worry Danny, I’ll send you the really good ones on Snapchat,” Lena teased. 
 
    “You don’t send guys nudes, do you?” Marie chided. 
 
    Lena laughed. “No way, Sis. I would never do that.” Of course I do, you silly prude. 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind if you sent nudes, Honey,” I said to my wife. 
 
    “Oh, I send them all the time…. Wait, you mean to you?” 
 
    “Smart, Sis,” Lena chimed from the back, “always want to keep your options open.” 
 
    “Ha ha, good one,” I said sarcastically. 
 
    “Seriously, Lele,” Marie dug in, “that’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I know. And it’s not even just having a backup, also a chance to trade up if the opportunity arises. Lots of hot guys out there.” 
 
    “Um, that’s not how a relationship works,” I replied. “Which explains why you’re always single.” 
 
    I peered into the rearview mirror to see Lena giving me an adorable pout.  
 
    “Don’t be mean to my baby sister,” Marie chided. Lena smiled.    
 
    Baby sister, my ass. Lena was all woman, which… as I stopped to think about it was a super creepy thought. But it was hard to avoid going there.  
 
    Right on cue, Lena noted. “I bought myself a new bikini.” 
 
    “Not sure this is a new bikini crowd,” Marie said. “We’re a pretty quiet group.” 
 
    “Nah uh, Sis, you promised me a sandy vag. I’m going to hold you to that.” 
 
    “I’ll bury you in the sand if you’d like,” my wife proposed.  
 
    “I was thinking more a girls’ night out. You and Claire are cute enough if we get you guys dolled up.” 
 
    “Cute enough?” Marie repeated, amused. 
 
    “Cute enough for what?” I asked. 
 
    “To have a little fun,” Lena replied. “Flash a little titty, some leg, get some guys to buy us drinks.” 
 
    “You can’t lead guys on like that.” 
 
    “Why not?” Lena asked. 
 
    “Who said anything about leading them on?” Marie chimed.  
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Well,” my wife continued, “I mean, both Claire and I are trying to get preggo. This might be the last chance we get to sow some wild oats.” 
 
    I laughed. “Oh, and I guess that means Brad and I are free to score, too?” 
 
    “What’s good for the goose,” Marie replied. 
 
    So, yeah, I did get a momentary rush as I imagined scoring with some nubile, Lena-bodied hottie. Then realism returned. Young, hot, beach babes looking for a beach hookup were not really in the market for thirty-somethings with a beer belly or skinny Sasquatch-looking dudes like Brad. On the other hand, Marie and Claire were both quite capable of landing some hot, twenty-something dude with a six pack. 
 
    “Now wait a minute….” 
 
    I stopped when Lena and Marie started to laugh. 
 
    “You two aren’t half as funny as you think you are,” I noted. 
 
    “Sure we are,” Marie replied as she turned around and gave her sister a wink.  
 
    “We’re still doing a girls’ night out,” Lena insisted. 
 
    “Of course, Lele, just don’t expect Claire and me to join you in the sandy vag club.” 
 
    “Oh Sis, I know for a fact that you’ve already been inducted.” 
 
    I looked over at Marie, who was blushing and silent and clearly thinking of some episode in her life that hadn’t involved me. Lena chuckled, and then took another selfie.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Traffic cooperated. We get to North Bethany in just about three hours. We’d been renting a place in one of the older developments for the past few years. It was ocean block, had a cute deck with a view of the water -- if you stood in exactly the right spot and peered between two mansions right on the beach. It was furnished in a loose mixture of beach kitsch and college dorm. A lot of the furniture was stained with… God knows what.  
 
    But that was okay. It meant we didn’t have to feel awkward when we dragged sand in or spilled a beer…. No wonder Jack and Bren opted out this year. Even if it wasn’t awkward for them to bring their kid, the house really wasn’t quite appropriate. Next year, assuming we were all trailing little ones, maybe we could resume the tradition, but perhaps in a slightly cleaner, more modern, and definitely more kid-proof setting. 
 
    It was Claire and Brad’s turn to pick a room first, and they’d chosen the large, master-bedroom on the main floor. Even though it was by the kitchen and a little louder, it also gave out onto the deck and had the only king bed in the house. It was the room we’d had last year, but now we were at the bottom of the queue. Still, we lucked out. With Jack and Bren out, we upgraded to second pick and took the bedroom on the second level. It had a “view” of Route 1 and shared a bathroom with the third bedroom, but it also had a new queen bed with a decent frame. Lena was stuck with the last bedroom, small, a little stale smelling, and a lumpy, squeaky, full bed. If she did end up hooking up with Chris, the whole house would know about it.  
 
    Chris, for his part, would sleep out on a daybed on the screened porch. It was actually pretty idyllic. The porch was surrounded by pines and quite private. I liked to nap out there sometimes. So even if he didn’t end up in Lena’s bed, he’d be okay when he showed up. 
 
    “So where’s Chris?” Marie asked when our friends arrived. 
 
    “Claire’s boyfriend had an event tonight. He’ll come out tomorrow.” 
 
    “Who’s Chris?” Lena asked. 
 
    The guy who’s going to help out with that sandy vag. “A friend of Claire’s,” I replied. 
 
    Lena rolled her eyes at me. “Well, I got that.” 
 
    Claire went over and gave Lena a hug. “A guy from work. He’s new to the area. We thought he’d like to join us.” 
 
    “And Claire’s got a monster crush on him,” Brad added. 
 
    His wife shot him daggers. “I think my husband is the one with the crush.” 
 
    Brad looked over at Lena and noted, “I hear he’s dreamy.” 
 
    Lena read between the lines and looked over at Marie accusingly. I don’t need your help, you know. 
 
    Marie laughed. “Smooth, guys, smooth,” she said to Brad and Claire. Then turning to Lena, “He’s way too old for you anyway.” 
 
    Nicely played, I thought. Turn the guy into the forbidden fruit. Though if he was half as hot as Claire and Brad made him out to be, he was probably a shoe-in with Lena. 
 
    If they did hook up, it would create an odd situation. I knew that hearing my hot sister-in-law getting slammed right next door would get me fired up. Unfortunately, I doubted my wife would have quite the same reaction to hearing Lele, her baby sister, getting pounded. It could turn out to be a major source of frustration… though with Brad and Claire surely counting on some vacation sex in a strange bed doing the trick in terms of getting her knocked up, I could probably appeal to my wife’s competitiveness to get in some nookie as well. Anyway, we’d be crossing that particular bridge no sooner than tomorrow since our sixth was absent until then. 
 
    Brad and I made a grocery run. When we got back, the girls were all out on the deck in their bikinis, which was really a sight for sore eyes.  
 
    I didn’t know if Lena was wearing her new bikini, but I wouldn’t have minded if she wore this one all week. It was pretty basic, actually, black with no frills, a skimpy cut on the bottom that had the bottom half of her luscious butt cheeks on display and a tube top that seemed to defy the laws of physics in managing to contain her big boobs. Claire was in a pale green suit that matched her eyes. Sexy, the various pieces were held together by narrow strings over hips and shoulders and across her back. She’d have been obscene if not for the fact that she was wrapped in a matching, sheer, sarong. Marie was the most conservative of the group, the only one who could plausibly go in the water with her red and white suit, booty shorts and racerback top, super-tight, looking almost painted on.   
 
    I cracked open a beer and handed one to Brad. He was taking in the same scenery as I was. 
 
    “Man, how’d we get so lucky?” I asked. 
 
    He grinned. “Speak for yourself, Son. I’m just getting my just desserts.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I was, like, Mother Theresa, in my past life.” 
 
    “She was still alive when you were born.” 
 
    “Whatever. Pick some other karmic do-gooder then.” 
 
    Claire looked over. “What, we don’t get beers?” 
 
    “Get your own… while you put away the groceries,” Brad replied. 
 
    She rolled her eyes and walked towards us, my own eyes lost in her spectacular cleavage.  
 
    “You should be nicer to me,” she cooed to her husband. “I had a treat in mind for you tonight, but now I’m reconsidering.” 
 
    “So much for karma,” I said under my breath, but loud enough for him to hear. 
 
    “What kind of treat?” Brad asked. 
 
    “Ummm, no,” she said, trailing a fingertip across his shoulder. “You’ll just have to be patient.” 
 
    I chuckled at his obvious frustration. 
 
    “And yes, Dan, I have boobs,” she teased as I turned deep red. 
 
    Happily, she continued on into the kitchen, sparing me the need to apologize for staring. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it man. I’ve seen them naked a million times, and I still stare,” Brad said. 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied. 
 
    “Man, sisters. You think they’ve ever double-teamed a guy?” He was leering at Marie and Lena. 
 
    “Dude, that’s my wife.” 
 
    “And her sister,” he added. 
 
    “They’re seven years apart,” I noted. “So the timing makes it a little hard.” 
 
    “Would be a heck of a treat, though, right?” 
 
    I shook my head, but that was mostly for show. It would be a heck of a treat. 
 
    “You think this Lena and Chris thing is going to work out?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged. “Like I said, I’m not sure Claire even much cares if they hook up. I think she mostly wants to see what he looks like in a swimsuit.” 
 
    “And that doesn’t bother you?” 
 
    “I told you, she’s been on fire since he showed up at work.” 
 
    “How far would you take that?” I asked. 
 
    He grinned. “What if Lena and Marie agreed to double-team you. What would it be worth to get that?” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Think about it—” he began. 
 
    “Brad, seriously, get your ass in here,” Claire bellowed from the kitchen. 
 
    He grimaced. “Uh oh. We fucked something up.” He clapped me on the shoulder and hurried after his wife. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    It turned out we’d screwed up just about everything in small ways. Diced tomatoes rather than stewed. The wrong kind of olive oil. Thin spaghetti rather than regular. Grated parmesan rather than a block of the stuff. 
 
    Luckily we got the wine right, although that was mostly about purchasing the correct quantity. Namely, lots. 
 
    We ate pasta and salad out on the deck, and then retired inside when it got dark and the mosquitoes arrived.  
 
    Marie pulled out the pack of cards. 
 
    “Hearts?” she asked. 
 
    I could almost hear Lena roll her eyes.  
 
    “What about Go Fish?” she suggested instead. 
 
    “What’s wrong with Hearts?” asked my wife. 
 
    “It’s lame,” replied her little sister. 
 
    “Okay, so what do you want to play?” 
 
    She glanced around at us. Anything that doesn’t involve spending the whole evening with my sister’s lame friends. “Whatevs.” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Look, I promise you we’ll go out dancing, but...” she said as she glanced over at the table full of empty wine bottles, “I doubt we’ll make it far tonight.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” Lena taunted. 
 
    “Poker?” Claire suggested helpfully. 
 
    “Strip poker?” offered Brad hopefully. 
 
    Marie rolled her eyes. Claire laughed. “Sounds fun,” said Lena. 
 
    “Oh no, I am not playing strip poker with my little sister,” Marie exclaimed. 
 
    “Fine,” Lena replied. “It’ll be more fun without you anyway.” 
 
    I laughed. “Okay, so what other options are there?” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Danny, you’re really going to pass up a chance to finally see me naked?” 
 
    I blushed. “I don’t want to see you naked.” 
 
    Now Marie laughed. “Sure you do.” 
 
    I held up my palms. “I surrender.” 
 
    “Come on, Sis,” Lena pressed. “Don’t be a stick in the mud.” 
 
    “You’re drunk, Lele.” 
 
    “Exactly. So let’s have some fun.” 
 
    “I’m in,” Claire said, “but you’re the one who’s going to bed alone tonight.” 
 
    Lena smirked. “We’ll see.” 
 
    I exchanged a glance with Brad. He just raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Marie shook her head. “This is a bad, bad idea…. So what are the rules?” 
 
    Brad stepped forward. “Easy. We’ll play short-stacked. Every time you bust, you lose an item of clothing. When someone ends up completely naked, the game ends and whoever has the most chips wins.” 
 
    “You’ve given this some thought,” Claire noted to her husband. 
 
    “I was a Boy Scout. Always prepared.” 
 
    “Were you really a Boy Scout?” I asked. 
 
    He chuckled. “Let’s play.” 
 
    It occurred to me that this could be a quick game. Brad and I were just wearing shorts, a tee shirt, and I presumed underwear. At least I was. Claire was in a sundress and I wasn’t sure what else. Lena was in super tight shorts, a tee shirt, and judging from the way her nipples poked through, I doubted anything else. Marie was best positioned since I knew she had panties under her shorts, a bra, a tank top, and a light, sheer sweater. All of that was fine with me, since I was much more eager to see Claire and Lena naked than I was to have Brad see Marie the same way. 
 
    Well, Marie would have been in in good shape had she not played so badly. She went all-in on two of the first five hands, lost both, and before I knew it she was down to a bra, shorts and panties. Now, I know a bra is no different from a bikini top… except it is different for some reason, and I wasn’t really pleased about my wife’s poor play.  
 
    Brad, though, loved it. He was smirking up a storm, especially since I got the sense that he wouldn’t particularly mind showing off his own wife’s great rack. It was all win-win for him. 
 
    When the next hand was dealt, I looked at my cards. A seven and a ten, unsuited, no good options on the table. “I fold,” I said pointedly, hoping my wife would take the hint. 
 
    I groaned when Marie raised on her turn. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Claire.  
 
    “Nothing,” I grumbled.  
 
    “I bet you didn’t realize you’d married a loose woman,” Claire teased. 
 
    “I’m feeling lucky,” Marie replied.  
 
    I wondered if she really did, or whether maybe she thought that by losing fast, she’d spare her sister from getting naked. Either way, Lena didn’t cooperate. She tossed her chips in as well. Claire folded, but Brad stayed in too.  
 
    We were playing with such short stacks that it was pretty easy to burn through most of your chips on one hand, which, obviously, was the point. At the turn, all three were all-in. I suspected Marie and Lena were chasing a hearts flush, but I was pretty sure that Brad had at least a pair. The final card was clubs, which would mean that my wife would be down to her underwear, but when they revealed, it turned out she had two pairs. Dumb luck really since she had a nine and jack unsuited in her hand, and just randomly pulled the second pair on the last card. Brad, as it turned out, had pocket queens, but he was out of luck. And Lena, who was chasing the flush, lost as well. 
 
    I was so relieved that I didn’t realize Lena had whipped off her top until I heard Brad chuckle. “Damn,” he said with a sigh. 
 
    I looked over and my mouth dropped open. Lena was grinning, obviously loving the attention, which I totally got. If I looked anything like her, I think I’d be looking for any excuse to get naked as well.  
 
    Her breasts… it is hard to find words to do them justice. Large, firm, plump, angled slightly away from her body, with big, red nipples pointing upward. They jiggled deliciously as she moved. It was impossible not to imagine how nice they’d look bouncing up and down as she rode me.  
 
    Marie reached across the table and slapped my shoulder. 
 
    “You’re drooling,” she scolded, though with a grin. 
 
    “You can’t blame him,” Claire said. “I’m not even into girls, and I’m tempted to bury my face between those.” 
 
    Lena laughed. “Enough talk. Let’s play cards.” 
 
    The game continued to go in my favor. Marie had a decent little pile of chips in front of her, meaning she wouldn’t need to strip off anything anytime soon. I lost my shirt on the next hand to Brad, and then after a couple of hands where the first raise bought the pot, I found myself head to head with Claire. She’d been playing tight all night, but now she went all in. She had a pair of sixes, and matched one on the flop, but I pulled a straight, and won the hand. 
 
    I realized why she’d been playing so cautiously. When she lifted her sundress over her head, I saw she was topless under her dress. Her tits were as amazing as I’d imagined. Big, heavy teardrops, with a slight hang, and silver dollar sized areolas. If Lena’s tits were designed to bounce up and down, Claire’s begged to be mauled, mashed, and titty-fucked. I shot a quick glance at Brad to see how he was dealing with it. He was grinning like an idiot, obviously more than a little pleased for the rest of us to see his wife’s breasts. I wondered if he’d always had that predilection hidden away, or whether this was yet another part of his reaction to her crush on Chris.  
 
    We resumed the game. Claire was down to just her simple, cotton panties, and I got a little over-aggressive in raising and ended losing my shorts, leaving me in just my boxers. Brad then took a run at Lena, but she won with a weak pair when his straight fell through. Like me, he only had his underwear remaining.  
 
    On the next hand, I got an ace and king of diamonds in my hand, and then matched first the ace and then king on the flop and the turn. I didn’t push it, and as a result reeled in both my wife and her sister. They went all-in, and before the final card was dealt I was already excitedly imagining Lena stripping off those tight shorts and probably revealing that she was naked underneath. A perfect two-fer, a long-anticipated glimpse at my sister-in-law’s cooch and an end to the game in time to preserve some slight modesty for my wife and myself. It almost worked out that way. 
 
    I won the hand, and Marie stripped off her shorts first, leaving her in just bra and panties, which with Lena and Claire already topless didn’t seem like a big deal. Then Lena rose and slowly eased off her shorts, wiggling her hips as she did. She wasn’t naked underneath, but about as close to it as possible clad now in just tiny, g-string panties. The only fabric a tiny wedge that covered, but didn’t disguise, the outline of her slit. She was obviously fully shaved. I just drank her in, knowing I’d probably never see her like this again, and knowing also this was going to be exhibit A in my spank bank for the rest of my life. Even at 80, tugging on my limp noodle, I’d be thinking of Lena’s amazing, nearly naked body at this moment. And then Brad made it even better. 
 
    “Spin around for us,” he suggested. 
 
    Lena didn’t hesitate. With a grin, she slowly twirled on her heels, and when she had her butt to us, naked, bisected by just a thread, she pulled her g-string slightly and flashed us with a glimpse of her asshole. 
 
    “Lena!” my wife shouted, scandalized. 
 
    Claire’s exuberant laugh seemed to deflate my wife’s sense of mortification. “Now I see where your adventurism went. Lena is frisky enough for two.” 
 
    “You have no idea,” Lena laughed. She continued to preen, relishing her sister’s discomfort. 
 
    I remained carefully mute and tried my best to mask my excitement. Brad did just the opposite, his eyes seeming to bulge out of his head like in one of those old Looney Tunes cartoons.  
 
    Claire turned toward her husband and laughed again. “Jesus, Brad, maybe you could act like you’ve seen a nearly naked girl before.” 
 
    “That is no girl,” Brad chimed. “That is all woman.” 
 
    Lena blushed, but she was obviously very pleased with herself. I cautiously checked out my wife. She was shaking her head, and I was certain she was about to call an end to the game. I was sort of hoping she would because, to tell the truth, I was worked up enough that I just wanted to drag her off to bed and ravage her while visions of Lena’s pretty, little bunghole were fresh in my head. 
 
    Instead, she grabbed the cards. “My deal?” 
 
    Claire chuckled. “Go ahead, Sweetie.” 
 
    Lena, Claire, Brad, and I were all down to our last clothing item. Marie still had two, but we were definitely close to the end of the game… or were we? Things were already crazier than anything I could have expected, and I was both eagerly anticipating and worriedly dreading how things would develop next. Somehow, it seemed unlikely that the game would just stop once someone was naked as Brad had suggested. And while the thought of, say, Lena having to perform… something... was super-hot, I was also pretty sure we’d all—well, me mostly—regret it tomorrow morning. 
 
    With so little margin for error, we played a couple of rounds where the big blind bought the pot, but we were playing with so few chips that even another few rounds of that would bust at least one of us. Marie played the big blind on the next hand. 
 
    Claire raised, and I think Marie saw a final chance to end the game before her sister did something truly crazy… although I wasn’t sure how she’d top flashing her asshole. They both ended up all in. There was an ace on the flop, and I hoped that Marie had one hidden in her hand, but as it turned it she didn’t. Claire did. Marie didn’t add to her pocket tens, and Claire ended up picking up a nine on the turn to give her two pairs, aces and nines. I groaned. 
 
    Lena guffawed. “Time to pay the piper, Sis.” 
 
    Marie groaned. Then to my surprise, she stood and before I could say a word, quickly yanked down her panties. 
 
    “Marie!” I gasped. 
 
    She chuckled. “I am not competing with those,” she explained, pointing at the two very impressive set of tits already on display at the table. 
 
    That was a fine sentiment, I guess, but it didn’t alter the fact that my wife was currently exposing her pussy to our friends. For maybe the first time ever, I was thankful that she wasn’t fully shaved. Her trimmed, narrow rectangle didn’t cover much, but it was something. 
 
    “Bold choice, Sis,” Lena said. “Landing strip has that sort of 90s, retro vibe to it.” 
 
    Claire nodded. “I like it. Nice option in-between full bush and shaved. What do you think, Babe?” she asked her husband. “Should I grow mine back out?” 
 
    Brad, who was staring intently at my wife’s snatch, laughed. “Not a chance. I like you silky smooth.” 
 
    “Okay, okay, let’s finish this off,” I grumbled to the general amusement of the table. 
 
    We were all down to one item of clothing. Happily, once Marie sat back down, she was no longer on display.  
 
    With two spades in my hand, including the ace, and two others on the flop, I decided to chase the flush. Brad had pulled something as well. We went all-in against each other. As luck would have it, I got my card, and I knew it was all over. He groaned when he saw my hand. 
 
    He stood. 
 
    I laughed, and held out my hand. “That’s okay, Buddy, I don’t need to see your schlong.” 
 
    Marie and Lena exploded in mock outrage, my wife taking the lead. “Oh, no, Boys, we all had to get naked, now Brad lost and he has to.” 
 
    “Amen,” Lena added, loudly slurping her wine. 
 
    Brad seemed almost pleased to comply, and a moment later I realized why. The guy was hung like a horse. Even if he was a shower rather than a grower, he was showing plenty. Marie covered her mouth and giggled. Claire looked on proudly. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Lena gasped finally. “How big does that thing get?” 
 
    My wife wasn’t talking, but I could tell she was curious about it as well. 
 
    Claire laughed. “Sorry, you little slut, you’re just going to have to imagine it.” 
 
    Brad held out his hand. “Now wait a minute, I mean, we could—” 
 
    Claire rapped her husband across the thigh, and then closed her fist around his dangling prick. Rising, her big tits swaying, she pulled him by his cock toward their bedroom.  
 
    “We’re going to bed,” she said firmly, though with a grin on her face. 
 
    The rest of us watched them in something approximating shock, until they closed their bedroom door, at which point all three of us burst out laughing. 
 
    Marie rose. “We’re going to bed, too. You’re on your own, Lele.” 
 
    “Just me and my vibrator,” she replied. 
 
    I felt my cock stiffen. I opened my mouth to speak, but Marie cupped her hand over my mouth. “Don’t even think about it, Bubby..” 
 
    I nodded and followed her up the stairs, very much enjoying the view of her perfect, little ass ahead of me, although I did tear my eyes away to get one last glimpse of Lena, still topless, sitting at the table, pouring herself another glass of wine. 
 
    Marie slammed the door shut behind me and melted into my arms. Her body was hot and clingy, her breath moist and boozy. She kissed me passionately, hungrily, but I wanted her other lips. I dropped to my knees and buried my face in her snatch. Her landing strip was soaking wet. A good sign because I’d been a little worried that the game, and especially her sister’s nakedness, would have set her on edge. Instead, she was as turned on as I was, and maybe as turned on as I’d ever felt her.  
 
    I sucked hard on her pussy. She hissed in passion and gripped my head. Her labia were swollen and slick, her clit a hard, sensitive, little nub. She placed her thigh over my shoulder, partly straddling me. It spread her open and let me press my tongue deep into her vagina. I gripped her ass hard, licking and sucking her with abandon. She shuddered and gasped as her orgasm hit. 
 
    I disentangled myself and led her over to the bed. We lay down, face-to-face. She gave me a goofy smile.  
 
    “Well, I’m done,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, should I go see if your sister can help me out?” I teased. 
 
    Her eyes flashed. She shoved me onto my back and straddled me, hands on my chest. “You’re going to get yourself in trouble, Mister.” 
 
    “It woke you up.” 
 
    “Doesn’t mean you’re going to get any,” she replied. “Not if you keep talking about my sister.” 
 
    I laughed. “You’re one to talk.” 
 
    I ran my hand up her inner thighs. 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    “Your tongue was hanging out of your mouth staring at Brad’s cock.” 
 
    She blushed. “He’s not your brother, at least.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you were a size queen.” 
 
    She became even redder. “I never said that,” she taunted. 
 
    “So you are?” 
 
    She laughed, but not in a way that made it seem like she was joking. Instead, it made me think of her sex-addicted ex, C.J., the one with the fat dick, the walking Kama Sutra. 
 
    “Yours is plenty big, Love Bear.” 
 
    She reached behind her and fondled my erection through my shorts. 
 
    “But you wouldn’t mind if it was bigger,” I suggested. 
 
    She laughed. “Like Brad’s?” 
 
    “So you were turned on by it.” 
 
    She eased down my boxers, and squirmed backward so that the head of my cock was resting against the steaming entrance to her pussy.  
 
    “That depends. Would you like my tits to be bigger, like Claire’s… and Lele’s?” 
 
    “Yours are perfect,” I replied.  
 
    I’m not sure whether my answer was instinct or calculation, and while I did love my wife’s pert breasts and her long, hard nipples— 
 
    She laughed. “So is yours,” she said, turning my little white lie back around on me. She adjusted herself and let my hard prick slide into her hot cunt. 
 
    I reached up and unsnapped her bra. I slid my fingers beneath her cups and seized a hold of her stiff nubs. I did love them, and yet what I wouldn’t give to get my hands on Claire’s mounds, or just lie back and watch Lena’s orbs bouncing as I thrust upward…. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, Love Bear, you’re so hard,” she gasped, eyes closed. 
 
    I don’t think I’d ever felt her this wet, this hot. How much of that was my tongue, and how much was…. 
 
    “Did you know he was hung like that?” I asked. 
 
    She peered down at me, rolling her hips, grinding into me. “Claire might have mentioned it.” 
 
    “Were you hoping to see it?” I asked. 
 
    “Were you hoping to see Claire’s tits? And Lele’s?” 
 
    “Breasts are different,” I replied, not even quite persuading myself. 
 
    She grinned and then leaned forward, slipping out of her bra. Her hard nipples dug into my chest as she kissed my neck. Her hard ass rose and fell slowly, my cock churning into her very slick channel. 
 
    “I always forget,” she said. “Which one is the girl? The goose or the gander?” 
 
    “I can’t believe you showed your pussy.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re only upset you didn’t see the others. But you saw enough.” 
 
    She rose back up and took my hands in hers, our fingers intertwined. She rode me up and down. 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    She dropped down hard on me, ground her wet snatch against my groin. I gasped in pleasure.  
 
    “Do it,” she said again. I complied. 
 
    She bounced up and down faster now, plunging my prick deep into her with each stroke.  
 
    “What are you thinking about, Love Bear?” she asked. 
 
    “How good you feel,” I answered.  
 
    “What else?” 
 
    I hesitated.  
 
    “Claire’s tits?” she suggested. “How much you’d like to suck on them?” 
 
    I grunted.  
 
    “Lele’s? Or are you thinking mostly about her asshole. That dirty little slut.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I sighed. I was close. 
 
    “Brad’s cock?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No.” 
 
    “Not even a little? About what it would look like to see me suck on it?” 
 
    “No,” I grunted. And then it hit me. “Oh God, are you thinking about it?” 
 
    My eyes flew open. Our eyes met. Hers were flashing, excited. She didn’t need to answer. Her expression was all the confirmation I needed. Even as she was riding me, she was thinking of sucking his long, thick tool.  
 
    I gasped. My balls tightened. She sensed my impending orgasm, read my thoughts, and it triggered her own. I thrust inside her roughly just as her pussy began to clench on my shaft. She ground against me, milking my jism. 
 
    She laughed. “I like this new kinky side of you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Another chuckle. More enigmatic this time. 
 
    My wife eased herself off me. I sighed as my cock slid from her wet hole. She cuddled me, her head on my chest. She closed her eyes, and without another word drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Ninety percent of the time, sex after drinking puts me right to sleep. The other ten percent, it leaves me wide awake. Tonight I got treated to insomnia rather than slumber. It wouldn’t have been too bad had Marie also been up. I really wouldn’t have minded another round, but she was out like a light. She didn’t stir even when I lifted her off me, covered her with a sheet, and got out of bed.  
 
    I went to the bathroom we shared with Lena. A dirty, little fantasy flashed into my mind: Lena waiting for me, naked, and all charged up from watching me and her sister having sex. Breasts heaving, shaved pussy wet with excitement, a hungry, expectant look on her face as she dropped to her knees to clean her sister’s juices off my rapidly stiffening prick.  
 
    Sadly, she wasn’t there waiting for me. And when I creepily decided to listen at the door to her room, instead of the hoped for sounds of a vibrator buzzing and Lena moaning, all I got was silence. I finished my business and went downstairs. 
 
    The under-the-counter lights in the kitchen illuminated the first floor in a pale glow. I quickly counted up nine empty bottles of wine. Not bad for five people, especially since we’d started with beers in the afternoon. No one had seemed too drunk, but maybe I was too buzzed to notice it myself. 
 
    The door to Claire and Brad’s bedroom was shut tight. I resisted the urge to listen at their door. Instead, I headed for the deck, meaning to take in some fresh ocean air.  
 
    I spotted their silhouettes before I heard them, slow undulating columns of light and dark. Then as I reached the screen door, waves crashing, and between those, gasps and moans, the sounds of flesh on flesh. I looked behind me to ensure I wasn’t backlit and then eased out onto the deck, remaining close to the door, in shadows. 
 
    Brad and Claire were at the corner of the deck, at the spot where there was a view of the water, the wave crests glowing in the moonlight. The moon also seemed to illuminate Claire. Pale and naked, she looked as if she had a spotlight on her. She was bent over the railing, Brad behind her.  
 
    I’d always had sexual thoughts about Claire. I mean, she’s an attractive woman in my orbit, and like most men, I tend to sexualize just about every woman I run across. I don’t act on it. I have self-control and an “indoor voice,” so to speak. For some reason over the last few weeks, things had gotten kinkier. My wife seemed more sexual, certainly—more playful and more adventurous, which was great, particularly as the whole baby-making aspect of sex was threatening to turn what ought to be a great pleasure into a chore.  
 
    That’s a long way of saying that I was more than a little sexed-up, so maybe my perspective was off, but watching Claire and Brad go at it was maybe the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life. He was banging her hard, from behind, which was especially searing now that I knew how well he was hung. He was mashing and mauling her big tits. She was alternatingly gasping, open-mouthed, and craning her neck around to give him sloppy wet kisses. 
 
    And most of all, they were talking… about us. About me. About Lena. About Marie. Mostly Marie. It was clearly what seemed to inflame him most. 
 
    “Oh God, Baby,” Claire groaned, in a low, sultry voice, “are you thinking about stuffing her little pussy?” 
 
    “You know I am,” he replied. 
 
    “Mmmm yeah. You know they want it. Both of them, flashing their cunt and ass at you. Drooling over your big prick.” 
 
    He thrust into her harder still, forcing her up onto her tip-toes.  
 
    She continued her effort to rile him up. “Which one are you going to fuck first?” 
 
    “Marie,” he grunted, surprising me, and yet also causing my cock to twitch. 
 
    “Do you want me to keep Dan busy?” she asked. 
 
    Boiing. I was rock hard at that. 
 
    “I doubt you’ll have time once Chris gets here.” 
 
    He pounded into his wife even harder. She reached back, her hand on his flat belly to try to slow him, but at the same time she continued to throw fuel on the fire.  
 
    “They can double-team me,” she groaned.  
 
    “What about poor Lena?” he asked. 
 
    “The sisters can double-team you,” Claire replied. “Think Lele can take you in her ass?” 
 
    “Oh God,” he growled. His body stiffened and then shuddered. 
 
    She laughed. “God, you’re easy,” she teased. 
 
    He continued to slide his long tool inside her. “So are you really going to fuck Chris?” he asked. His tone was at once excited and anxious. 
 
    I wondered how long they’d played at this game. How had it begun? Presumably with some oh-so-innocent mention of this new guy at work. Progressing through admission of attraction. Then teasing and fantasizing. And now, possibly consummation. The teasing, the playing suddenly becoming so very real. I could imagine Brad’s mixed feelings, at once enticed by his wife’s arousal, yet at the same time terrified of it. 
 
    “Hmmm, Baby, I guess you’re going to have to wait and see.” 
 
    She was still messing with him, but was there more? It wasn’t just a tease. I wondered, was she really planning to fuck Chris… and did that mean that Marie’s teases about Brad and Claire had some truth to them as well? 
 
    I thought about those bottles of wine. Man, we were drunk. But, not so drunk. Not sloppy, just… uninhibited. I thought of Claire’s breasts. Of Lena’s tits and ass. Of my wife flashing her pussy. She was so hot in bed… just like Claire and Brad seemed to be on fire. And poor Lena… I thought of her luscious body, alone in bed. How would she respond if I were to slip into her room? No… bad idea… but I was rock hard.  
 
    I gripped my prick. 
 
    Brad’s cock slipped out of his wife’s battered snatch. I could see it dangling and gleaming in the moonlight. Claire turned to face her husband. She cupped his cock, as he leaned down and kissed her. 
 
    “Do you think his cock is as nice as yours?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She laughed. “I should hope not.” She stroked him firmly. “I hope it’s a little smaller,” she said. “I want to be able to take the whole thing in my mouth… and my ass.” 
 
    “Oh God,” he groaned. 
 
    “I haven’t had a cock in my ass in so long.” 
 
    “We could try again,” Brad gasped.  
 
    Claire shook her head. “You’re too big.” 
 
    He groaned in frustration, but I could see that his cock had returned to attention, which was surely Claire’s intention. 
 
    “Come on, Baby, let’s go back inside and finish this. I want to feel you inside me one last time before Chris arrives tomorrow.” 
 
    Brad let out another soft groan, but didn’t protest as his wife led him through the French doors into their bedroom. They slid the doors shut behind them, so I knew I wouldn’t be able to hear any more. And I didn’t dare peer through the glass because I knew I’d be backlit and visible. 
 
    Instead, I thought of tomorrow. Of Claire sucking and fucking Chris’s hard cock. On her hands and knees, big tits swaying, whimpering as he fucked her up the ass. And then my wife, so giving, providing solace to Brad, bouncing up and down on his over-sized cock, her own moans drowning out Claire’s squeals. And then me and Lena, odd men out, coming together, sucking and fucking, Lena on her back, big tits jiggling wildly as I pounded her tight little cunt.  
 
    I gasped, firing my load high into the air. It landed with a splash on the deck as my knees went weak. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TEN  
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning, after a fitful sleep. Marie wasn’t in bed. I was momentarily concerned, but then when I looked at my phone and saw it was 9:30am, I realized I had just slept late. 
 
    Everything downstairs was cleaned up. No evidence of a drunken strip poker party. No sign that Claire’s boobs had been on display. That my wife’s baby sister had gotten topless and then flashed us her tight asshole. No evidence that my wife had exposed her gash to our friends. Out on the deck, there was no indication that Brad had bent his sexy wife over the railing and nailed her from behind as she tempted him with images of him fucking Lena and Marie while she took Chris’ cock in her butt. In fact… there was no sign of anyone. 
 
    That in itself was enough to get me going. I’d seen the way Lena and Marie looked at Brad’s cock, and I knew now what a dirty little tease Claire was. Was it too hard to imagine that even now, Claire had arranged a pre-payment for her own planned debauchery later? Were the four of them ensconced somewhere with Claire choreographing as Brad took turns driving first Lena and then my wife crazy with his huge prick? 
 
    I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. In walked Brad, and then three women. All of them were covered in sweat. For a brief moment, I gaped in shock at the confirmation of my fears… my fantasy. Then I noticed the shorts, the tank tops, the sneakers. 
 
    “Good run?” I asked. 
 
    Marie mimed panting like a dog. “Already hot as fuck.” 
 
    My wife’s top was soaked, and her jog bra, while easily able to handle her pert breasts, couldn’t quite prevent her hard nipples from poking through. Claire was jiggling as she walked over to the kitchen to drink a tall glass of water, and I was pretty sure I could see cameltoe as Lena stretched her thighs in her tight, damp shorts. I also couldn’t help taking a peek at Brad’s crotch, where every shimmer of fabric seemed to hint at the snake he was concealing within. In truth, the four of them, hot and sweaty, in their clingy, damp clothes, seemed perilously close to collapsing into a sultry orgy right before my eyes. I edged behind the kitchen counter to hide my boner. 
 
    “I get the upstairs shower first,” Marie chimed. She moved quickly toward the stairs to cement her claim. 
 
    Lena groaned.  
 
    “You can use the outdoor shower,” Claire noted as she and Brad went into their bedroom and their own bathroom. 
 
    Marie tossed her sister a towel from upstairs, and Lena grudgingly dragged herself toward the deck. 
 
    So now, I was torn. In about a minute, my wife would be naked in our shower upstairs. All hot and sweaty… I bet I could tempt her into a little loving if I followed her. But at the same time, Lena would be in the outdoor shower, which I could easily peer into from the small deck off her bedroom. I’d just seen Lena almost completely naked, but the temptation to observe her… to see her soaping up those big, beautiful titties, washing her bare, shaved snatch... Could I hope that she might even, maybe, rub one out? 
 
    As I was feverishly pondering the alternatives, I heard a rhythmic thumping begin to emanate from behind the fridge. It took me a moment to visualize the floorplan of the house before I realized the noise was coming from Brad and Claire’s shower, which abutted the kitchen from the master suite. I was suddenly fascinated. I edged over, and I began to make out other sounds. Water splashing. Flesh on flesh. Claire’s frantic moans as she both struggled with and delighted in the sensation of Brad’s huge prick. 
 
    “Bastard,” I grumbled to myself.  
 
    I’d never particularly had dick envy. But, damn, it must be a great feeling to make a woman whimper just by putting it inside her. That thought clarified my choice. I could either hope to catch a glimpse of a naked woman or actually fuck one. Easy decision. 
 
    I walked upstairs with my erection tenting my boxers. Crossing the room, I whipped off my tee shirt, and stormed into the bathroom, which Marie had helpfully left unlocked. I pulled open the curtain. 
 
    My wife shrieked in surprise and then after looking me over burst into giggles. My hardon vanished in an instant. 
 
    I must have looked crestfallen because Marie immediate shifted gears. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said, though she was having trouble keeping a straight face. “It’s just, you startled me…. And you did look a little funny with that big thing.” 
 
    “Big?” I repeated defensively. 
 
    She grinned. “Huge,” she replied. “Anything bigger and I’d be scared.” 
 
    “Don’t mock me.” 
 
    “I’m not….” She giggled. “Okay, maybe a little. I think you’re thinking more about Brad’s thingy than I am.” 
 
    “That’s not what you said last night.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “I was messing with you. Now… Bubby, let me finish my shower, okay? Unless, you want to join me?” 
 
    I glanced down at my bulgeless shorts. “Maybe later.” 
 
    She pulled the curtain shut. “That’s a date.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We all gathered back downstairs as lunch time approached. The women had changed into bikinis again, and again I marveled at Lena. The body on that girl…. 
 
    I needed to stop obsessing over her. It’s not like my wife was any slouch. In fact, as nice as Lena’s curves were, I was pretty sure that in seven years, when she was my wife’s age, she wouldn’t look half as good. Anyway, she was my wife’s sister, so even thinking about this was creepy. Still… those tits…. 
 
    Claire answered her phone and had a brief conversation. 
 
    “Looks like Chris won’t be here until tonight,” she updated us. 
 
    “It’s like waiting for Godot,” I said. 
 
    “Claire’s going to be upset if he never shows,” Brad added. 
 
    She shook her head at him. “You’re an idiot.” 
 
    “What?” he asked. “Was that a spoiler?” 
 
    “You’re a spoiler,” Claire replied. 
 
    Brad laughed. “What does that even mean?” 
 
    I was definitely curious for the guy to arrive. I sort of suspected that when he did, Claire and Brad would suddenly clam up. This was just a game for them, after all. Or was it? And if it wasn’t, how would Marie react?  
 
    It’s odd, but if someone had described the situation to me a few weeks ago, I would have predicted that Marie would be vaguely annoyed by all of this silliness, and that she would totally lose it if Claire and Brad decided to open their marriage with the rest of us, including Lena, as witnesses. But after last night, I wasn’t so sure. I mean, holy shit, had she really dropped her panties at the poker table? 
 
    After a tabouli salad for lunch, we packed the cooler full of beer and headed down to the beach. I’m not going to say we caused a commotion, but North Bethany is, for lack of a better word, family friendly. So yeah, you get the occasional MILF who is usually self-consciously covering herself up and the even rarer sixteen-year-old girl who is amusing herself by scandalizing her dad, but for the most part it isn’t really a girl-watching scene. So Claire, Marie, and Lena, prancing around in skimpy bikinis definitely got some eager attention from the middle aged men on the beach and unmistakably dirty looks from their wives.  
 
    “You’re strutting like a peacock, Bubby,” my wife teased.  
 
    I laughed. “Not every day I get to parade around with a harem of hotties.” 
 
    “I think it only counts as a harem if you’re having sex with them,” she noted. 
 
    “Who says I’m not?” 
 
    She laughed. “Remember, Sultan, surround your women with nothing but eunuchs. We harem girls can get pretty horny with only one man around to satisfy all our needs.” 
 
    She smirked. And Brad is anything but a eunuch. 
 
    “Oh, cool, they put the volleyball net back up,” Brad said. 
 
    Another mixed emotion moment. I’m not really much of a volleyball player, especially compared to Brad. On the other hand, Lena and Claire jumping up and down was definitely something to look forward to, even if the price I had to pay was Brad spiking on my ass most of the time. 
 
    We set up camp on a quiet stretch of sand at the edge of the lifeguard range. Technically beers are not allowed, so even with koozies it was best to be at some distance from the authorities… such as they were.  
 
    The girls had placed their towels side-by-side and were uniformly reclining on their elbows, looking quite fetching individually and absolutely delectable collectively.  
 
    Brad and I decided to test the water. It was bracing, but not too bad once we got in.  
 
    The waves were really impressive, and we spent some time jumping them. Brad rode a couple in, ending up getting tossed and turned in the foam.  
 
    “That looked painful,” I said. 
 
    “No pain, no gain. That’s what you always say.” 
 
    “That’s about lifting, not about getting your face slammed into the sand.” 
 
    We eased out of the surf and sat on the slope so that the water just reached our legs. 
 
    “It can be about other things too,” he noted. 
 
    “Oh?” I replied. I suspected where he was going, but was uncertain what he wanted. 
 
    “I think Chris is really going to show up tonight.” 
 
    “Lucky for Lena, then, since I think she’s feeling a little like a fifth wheel, especially come bedtime.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “She’s a young girl. She’s not going to be interested in a forty-something guy…. At least that’s what Claire is counting on.” 
 
    So he was anxious about Chris arriving. “I thought you liked what it did to her?” I asked.  
 
    “The fantasy… yeah,” he admitted. “But now….” 
 
    “So just tell Claire you’re not into anything more than fantasy and—” 
 
    “It’s not that simple,” he interrupted. 
 
    “What, you think Claire would, like, insist?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Naw. If she was going to do it anyway, she’d just have an affair with the guy. I mean, they’re at work all day together, and—” 
 
    “So how do you know they’re not?” I asked. I cringed as it occurred to me how insulting that could come off. But he wasn’t insulted. Instead, I saw him adjust his trunks. 
 
    “I almost wish she was,” he replied. “Then, like, it would be out of my control.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    He watched me through his eyebrows. It would have been a little unnerving if he hadn’t reminded me, at the moment, of nothing more than a wet, shaggy dog.  
 
    “You and Marie have been together a long time.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “Maybe a bit of a rut at times?” he persisted. 
 
    “Naw. I mean, look, it isn’t first dating territory, but especially with this whole getting pregnant thing, I’m getting more action than I want.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean. It’s more like….” he trailed off before continuing. “Like, this morning, Claire and I totally went at it.” 
 
    I laughed. “I heard.” 
 
    “You fucking perv.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Sorry, next time you want to keep it on the QT, maybe try for less of the splashing and thumping.” And moaning and flesh slapping. 
 
    “You know when’s the last time Claire and I did it in the shower?” 
 
    “This morning?” 
 
    He flipped me the bird. “Before that. Try… never. Not to mention, you know, we did it like three times last night.” 
 
    “Now you’re just bragging,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “Seriously dude, my dick is getting raw.” 
 
    I could only imagine what that implied for Claire’s poor, overstuffed pussy. 
 
    “Waah.” 
 
    He laughed again. “And you know what set it off this morning?” He didn’t wait for me to respond before he continued. “I walked into the bathroom while she was showering and saw she was shaving her puss.” 
 
    Normally that would be a TMI moment, but not after last night. “I wish Marie would,” I said. 
 
    He slapped my chest. “Exactly! I mean Claire usually trims. Nothing as cool as a landing strip,” he said as I blushed. “But since we started joking around about Chris, she’s been shaving bare.” 
 
    I groaned excitedly at the thought of Claire, completely naked, with those big tits, and that long red hair, and completely shaved.  
 
    He laughed. “Exactly. And she goes, ‘I want to be nice and smooth for him.’ And bam, I don’t even remember climbing into the shower, but suddenly my running shorts are down around my ankles and I….” He paused. “Damn, she was so wet.” 
 
    “You were in the shower,” I noted. 
 
    He stared out at the ocean. “Dude, I don’t know how I’m going to handle it.” 
 
    “So stop her.” 
 
    “I don’t want to, man. I mean, shit, if just thinking about this guy gets her like this, then imagine what she’ll be like if I actually let her do it?” 
 
    He shook his head, a goofy smile on his face.  
 
    “I still think she’s just messing with you. When girls want to get preggo, they go a little nuts.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Well, then fuck, I hope she wants to have a whole squad of ‘em.” 
 
    I heard a giggle from behind me. When I turned, two young, very fit guys were standing in front  of the girls, chatting them up. Mid-twenties, one blond, one dark and Latin, both sporting six-packs and Speedos with impressive packages on display. This had the chance to go south in a hurry.  
 
    “Oh shit,” I said. “We better get back, otherwise, tonight it is just going to be you, me, and this Chris guy playing Canasta.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    After successfully chasing off the interlopers, we settled in with the girls and worked through the cooler of beer. Brad insisted we play volleyball, and as expected it was a maddening combination of eating sand (bad) and watching the girls jiggle (good!).  
 
    We dragged ourselves back to the house. I fired up the grill and cooked up some Italian sausages. Claire made a delicious salad with baby spinach, sliced peppers, cherry tomatoes and a lemon-dijon vinaigrette. Marie set up a wine tasting.  
 
    Brad and I had showered and gotten back in our usual beach evening ensembles: cargo shorts and tee shirt. The girls, bless ‘em, had dressed up. My wife donned a crinkled white skirt and a tight, red tank top. Lena was in skimpy, white shorts, and a pale blue, v-neck tee, with her ripe orbs threatening to burst out. Claire had definitely gotten the most gussied up. She was wearing a flouncy pink and yellow sundress with spaghetti straps, and was competing with Lena for whom was showing the most cleavage. 
 
    I was coming in from the deck with a plateful of seared meat when I heard a commotion by the door. Godot had arrived. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    I could immediately see Claire’s attraction. He was a tall, slender guy, really fit, muscular beneath a fitted polo. Dark hair with salt and pepper highlights and dark blue eyes.  
 
    “You made it,” Claire gushed. 
 
    She pulled him into a tight hug that lasted a little longer than appropriate. I glanced over at Brad, who was grinning like an idiot. He really did want this guy to fuck his wife. Wild. 
 
    When she finally released him, Chris turned toward my wife. Head tilted slightly, he held out his hand. “Do we know each other?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” she replied a little coldly. Obviously she was less than thrilled about him, and I presumed that now that it was really happening, she was having second thoughts about being made a party to Brad and Claire’s little game. 
 
    Chris shook Brad’s hand and then turned toward Lena. She was staring at him, head cocked, her hand on her hip as she clicked her tongue saucily. 
 
    “So you’re the old fart they’re trying to set me up with?” 
 
    Claire and Marie gasped, horrified. 
 
    “I didn’t know that was the plan,” he replied. 
 
    “Why else would they invite two fifth wheels?” she asked. 
 
    I stifled a laugh. I wasn’t always amused by Lena’s love for causing a scene. But between strip poker last night and her upsetting of Brad and Claire’s plans tonight, I was growing to enjoy her penchant for mayhem. 
 
    “You really think I’m an old fart?” he asked. 
 
    She shrugged. “Doesn’t mean I wouldn’t fuck you.” 
 
    He laughed, not at all taken aback by her effort to shock him. “If you were drunk enough, you mean?” He reached into his overnight bag and pulled out a bottle of scotch. “Or is Jagr more your speed?” 
 
    “Red bulls and vodka,” she replied. 
 
    He chuckled and turned away from Lena, instead reaching out first to Brad, and then to me to shake hands. 
 
    “Come on, we’re about to eat,” Brad said finally as Claire shot daggers at Lena. 
 
    Chris apparently saw Lena’s attitude as an invitation rather than a challenge, which, of course, it was. He picked a seat next to her and as we started to eat, he clearly focused his attention on her. But it wasn’t as simple as that because it also struck me as obvious that he was playing to an audience. Like the way he timed flirty comments to lulls in the conversation, his eyes then drifting over to the end of the table where Claire sat to judge her reaction. 
 
    I was in a weird position trying to juggle my amusement with Chris’s moves on Lena with my recognition of my friend Brad’s disappointment. Marie, sitting by Claire, didn’t seem to know how to react. Sympathy for her snubbed friend? Concern for her sister who was being targeted by an obvious predator? Because that was the thing. He was obvious. Glib, a bit oily. I had the weird feeling that Lena was only responding to him because she knew it was pissing off Claire. Women are weird, so I didn’t quite know what was going on, but you could cut the tension with a knife. 
 
    “So, um, Chris, why’d you decide to move to DC?” I asked at one point after he and Lena had been whispering in each other’s ears. 
 
    “I’ve always liked the place,” he replied. “So many beautiful women,” he added as he ran a finger along Lena’s forearm. She giggled. Marie snorted. 
 
    “Oh… so you lived here before?” I pressed. 
 
    He nodded. “Yup. Been a while. Moved out West in 2010. But I’ve never been a California guy.” 
 
    “Why not?” Brad asked. 
 
    “People out there are too shallow,” he replied. 
 
    Marie coughed. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked.  
 
    My wife rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Are you jealous, Sis?” Lena teased. 
 
    “Oh please, of a cut-rate gigolo?” 
 
    Brad laughed. “Whoa, whoa, whoa. Where did that come from?” 
 
    “I know his type,” Marie replied. 
 
    “Yeah?” Chris challenged. “Do tell.” 
 
    I put my hand on my wife’s arm. She bristled, but then took a deep breath. “Never mind.” But she couldn’t leave it alone. “You can do better than him,” she said to her sister. Then turning to Claire, “You too.” 
 
    “Depends on what I’m looking for, doesn’t it?” Lena asked. 
 
    Food done, we were still working on the various bottles of wine Marie had opened for the tasting. Throwing fuel on the fire, Brad ducked into the kitchen and returned with glasses for the scotch as well.  
 
    “What are you looking for?” Chris replied. 
 
    “What are you offering?” Lena replied before giggling. More glares from Marie and Claire. 
 
    There was an awkward pause. “Let’s play a game,” Brad suggested. 
 
    “Strip poker,” Lena suggested.  
 
    Chris raised an interested eyebrow. 
 
    “I don’t think so, Ducky,” Claire replied. “Anyway after last night, you have nothing left to show off.” 
 
    “Sounds like I missed a fun evening,” Chris noted. 
 
    “It was for them,” Lena replied. “I had to go to bed alone.” 
 
    “Maybe we can make up for that tonight,” he replied. 
 
    And again, I had the sense he was talking more to Claire than Lena.  
 
    “Um, I was thinking, something like, Would You Rather?” Brad proposed. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. “Okay, beer or wine?” 
 
    “Beer,” I said.  
 
    He went around the table. 
 
    “Wine,” Claire said. 
 
    “Wine,” Marie concurred. 
 
    “Wine,” Chris said. 
 
    “Vodka,” Lena said. Brad gave her a mock scowl. “Okay, wine.” 
 
    “Beer,” Brad said finally. Then he turned to me. “You and I lose, 4 to 2. We drink.” He finished off his wine and poured himself a scotch. 
 
    I drank my wine as well. “What happens if there is a tie?” 
 
    Brad and Lena answered at the same time. He said, “No one drinks.” She was louder, “Everyone drinks.” 
 
    “This is a bad idea,” Marie said. 
 
    “We could go right to bed,” Lena proposed instead, batting her eyelashes at Chris. 
 
    Even Claire laughed at the obvious manipulation of it. “Okay, let’s play. Who’s next?” 
 
    Brad nodded in my direction. 
 
    “Uh… pizza or tacos?” I said. 
 
    “Or in your case, both,” Brad teased.  
 
    I gave him the finger.  
 
    “Fish tacos?” asked Lena to groans from around the table. 
 
    The vote was 4-2 for tacos. Chris and I drank. 
 
    It was Lena’s turn. I could see she was tempted go lewd, but the reaction to fish tacos seemed to make her decide to bide her time. 
 
    “Sun or ski?” she asked. 
 
    Chris thought out loud. “Hmmm, bikinis or hot tubs. Tough one…. Sun,” he said finally.  
 
    “And you haven’t even seen my bikini,” Lena flirted. 
 
    Since we were all at the beach, the deck was stacked for sun, though Marie insisted ski out of annoyance at her sister. My wife drank. 
 
    Chris’ turn. “Fast or slow?” 
 
    “Huh?” I said. “What’s that mean?” 
 
    I looked over at Brad who shrugged, and then over at my wife who was still scowling at Chris. Man, she did not like the idea of this guy with Lena, which was weird since she’d gotten on-board with the whole Lena needs an older man thing. 
 
    “Whatever you want it to mean,” Chris answered. 
 
    Claire replied, “Fast.” 
 
    “That’s good news for you, Quickdraw,” I teased Brad. 
 
    “Slow,” Marie said softly. 
 
    “And that’s good for you, Porkchop,” Brad joked back. 
 
    Chris was grinning at our oh-so-witty repartee. 
 
    “Slow, then fast,” Brad suggested. 
 
    “Pick one,” Chris insisted. 
 
    “Fast.” 
 
    I decided to match my wife. “Slow.” 
 
    Lena laughed. “Fast, then faster.” 
 
    “That’s a good way to get a rash,” Chris said. 
 
    “Not if things are nice and slippery,” Lena replied. 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Fast,” Chris said. “Though as I get older I’m getting to appreciate slow. I guess that happens to a lot of us.” It wasn’t so much what he said, but the way he said it that came off as cryptic. 
 
    I shook my head. “You’re a strange cat.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Looks like the slowpokes drink.” 
 
    I held up my glass to Marie and we drank. 
 
    It was Claire’s turn. “Let’s get serious,” she said. “Anal or vaginal?” 
 
    “Giving or receiving?” I asked. 
 
    “You have a vagina?” Brad said. 
 
    “Okay, never mind,” I grumbled at my misfired joke. 
 
    “Vaginal,” Marie offered predictably. 
 
    “Anal,” Brad said. Though after overhearing them last night, I knew that was wishful thinking on his part. 
 
    “Anal,” I said. Wishful thinking on my part too, though in my case because my wife wasn’t into it rather than me being too big. 
 
    “Anal,” said Lena. 
 
    I didn’t know if she was just saying that to be provocative, but I couldn’t help but flashback to that glimpse of her tight, little asshole last night. Nor could I help but flash-forward to Chris shoving his prick into her butt tonight. He was grinning at her. 
 
    “Fast, then faster anal… you might be a keeper,” Chris said. 
 
    “Only question is whether you can keep up,” Lena taunted. 
 
    He chuckled. “Anal it is.” 
 
    Claire smirked. “Anal. Definitely anal.” She turned toward my wife. “Drink up. Maybe if we loosen you up a little, you’ll join the club,” she teased. 
 
    Chris laughed. “Is this one of those clubs where you lose your membership if you don’t renew it every few years?” 
 
    Lena patted his arm. “What’s the matter, going through a dry spell?” 
 
    “I was asking for a friend,” he replied. 
 
    Marie drained her glass of Chardonnay and poured herself another. She pondered for a minute, then asked in a flat tone, “Okay, lying or cheating?” 
 
    “As in, which is worse?” Claire asked. 
 
    Marie shrugged. “You decide. You just can’t answer both,” she said as she glanced around the table. 
 
    Brad chuckled under his breath and then leaned over to me and whispered. “Sounds like you’re in the doghouse, Buddy.” 
 
    I glanced over at my wife, but she was staring at Lena and Chris. I could see why Claire was put out, but not what Marie’s problem was. I didn’t have time to ponder it further. 
 
    “Cheating,” Brad said. 
 
    “Lying,” I countered. 
 
    “Lying,” said Lena. “Because, it ain’t cheating if there ain’t lying.” 
 
    “Oh don’t worry, you’ll get both,” Marie muttered under her breath, but obviously loud enough to be heard.  
 
    Chris leaned back, a grin on his face. “I don’t think your sister likes me,” he said to Lena, although he was staring at my wife. 
 
    Lena laughed. “She’s just jelly.” 
 
    “That’s what I think too,” Chris said.  
 
    Marie just stared at him. Was that steam coming out of her ears? 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t know each other?” I asked, looking from Marie to Chris. 
 
    My wife seemed oddly uncomfortable, but Chris jumped in. His tone was suddenly serious. “I think actually Marie is just upset that Lena and I are flirting, right? We’re just being silly,” he explained. “I’m sorry if I seemed like I just marched in here like I was one of the gang.” 
 
    Claire smiled. “It’s okay, Chris. Just weird adding a new person to the mix.” 
 
    He nodded. “Look, I’m going to take a walk for a bit, okay?” 
 
    “Want some company?” Lena offered. 
 
    He looked down the table to Claire and Marie for permission. My wife and her friend looked at each other and then nodded. Chris smiled and then held out his hand to Lena. The two of them headed out the door. 
 
    Brad gulped his drink and slammed the glass back down on the table. “Well, that was fun.” 
 
    I chuckled. More uncomfortable than fun, but whatever…. I had to admit that all the innuendo definitely had the expected effect. Even though I didn’t think a few jokes would have Marie suddenly offering me her delicious butt, I was hoping that she, like me, would be up for some fooling around.  
 
    I stretched my arms over my head and making sure that Marie was paying attention, I said, “I think I’m going to go up to bed.” 
 
    She hesitated. “I’ll be there in a few.” 
 
    I suppressed a groan. “I’ll be waiting for you.” 
 
    She forced a smile. I slipped upstairs.  
 
    Women are weird. There, I said it. Obviously, Marie did not like this Chris guy. But I couldn’t tell if it was just that she didn’t like him being so aggressively flirtatious with Lena or because she knew that Claire was feeling rejected. Or, what? I guess there are just sometimes people you dislike on sight. And, yeah, there was something grating about Chris. He was too… too. Too glib. Too handsome. Too confident. Just a little bit too much of everything.  
 
    On the other hand, he did seem like someone who might be able to handle Lena. And she certainly seemed quite taken with him. I wondered what the two of them might be doing down on the beach.  
 
    I brushed my teeth, climbed into bed in my boxers, and waited. And waited. Between the sun and booze, I could feel myself drifting off. I didn’t want to be asleep for Marie when she arrived, so I started playing with myself a little. Just to stay in the mood.  
 
    Chris was good looking and self-assured enough that you just knew he had a big cock. I think at first, Lena was just messing around with her sister by flirting with him, but by the end of the evening, it was pretty obvious she was planning to give him a whirl. 
 
    Lena was crazy hot and oversexed. She talked a good game -- all those hints about liking it fast and hard and preferring anal -- but she also couldn’t seem to keep a man. I wondered if she was a dud in bed. I chuckled. No. There was no fucking way that sexy, little sparkplug was anything other than a beast in the sack. I could just imagine her riding me up and down, my dick in her ass, and her beautiful tits bouncing up and down. 
 
    Damn, where was Marie? I was brewing up a perfectly good load of baby-making juice thinking about her sister, and she wasn’t around to take advantage of it. I calmed myself and tossed on my tee shirt and shorts and went back downstairs. 
 
    It was quiet. I found Brad sitting alone in the living room with a book and beer. 
 
    “Where is everyone?” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Chris and Lena never came back. The girls were huddled together for a while getting worked up and then finally left to rescue her.” 
 
    “You think she needs to be rescued?” I asked. 
 
    He laughed. “I’d bet he’s more at risk.” 
 
    “You think they’re fucking?” 
 
    “Damn, I hope so. At least one of us should be getting some action, and any day that no one is banging Lena is a waste of one of God’s gifts to mankind.” 
 
    That came off as darker than he meant it, and it kept me from responding. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Too creepy?” 
 
    I chuckled. “A little.” 
 
    “I’m all worked up,” he explained. “Complete fucking roller coaster. I spent all day both anticipating and dreading tonight because I was sure it was going to happen. I mean, fuck, I don’t know if you guys noticed, but while we were doing dishes, Claire dragged me into our bedroom and sucked me off. She told me she probably wouldn’t be available to take care of me tonight, so she was going to take care of me now. I lasted about twenty seconds after that.” 
 
    I laughed. “Well, that explains why I didn’t notice your absence.” 
 
    “But now, I don’t know, I feel bad for Claire. Seems like he definitely picked Lena over her.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if he was just about the most evolved guy I’d ever known or maybe the most confident. Either way, I didn’t think I could handle it if it were my wife lusting after some other dude, no matter how hot it made the sex. I wondered if Brad being as well hung as he was helped explain his ability to deal with it. 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, I think Marie feels bad for Claire too.” 
 
    He laughed. “Oh yeah. You should have seen the two of them after you went upstairs. I couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, but they were definitely all wound up.” 
 
    It was getting late. “You think we should go out looking for them?” 
 
    He shrugged. “You think they are lost?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Just seems like there is a lot of emotion at play, and maybe we could calm things down.” 
 
    “I doubt I’d be much help,” he noted. “I’ll hold down the fort.” 
 
    “Okay, call me if everyone gets back home okay. I don’t want to wander the beach all night looking for people already tucked into bed.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    I started for the door, but then turned and grabbed a beer out of the fridge for the walk. 
 
    It was a lovely night. The heat of the day had dissipated, and there was a delicious breeze coming off the ocean, sweet and salty at the same time. I crested the dunes and admired the view of the ocean, white caps glowing in the moonlight, a long ribbon of sandy beach punctuated by a couple of fires at some remove to the north and south.  
 
    I wasn’t sure which way to go. A seagull squawked and jetted past me heading north, and I decided to follow in that direction for a bit. The beach was nearly deserted. There was a man with a dog, a young couple walking barefoot in the surf, but no sign of Marie, Claire, Lena, or Chris.  
 
    After about twenty minutes, I realized I was wasting my time. It was a big beach, I didn’t even know where they’d gone. I started to head back. Crossing back over the dunes and into our development, I paused to admire the multi-million-dollar houses lining the beach. The one to my left was shuttered as if closed for the season, decks empty, pool covered, it was a forlorn testament to the people with too much money and not enough time to enjoy it. A tragic waste. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of motion on the other side of the covered pool. It seemed that someone else had thought the same thing, because a couple had liberated some chaise cushions from a storage bin and created a private little retreat for themselves in the shadow of the mansion. 
 
    I’d found Lena and Chris.  
 
    I hopped the low fence as they must have and edged closer, hiding in the shadows, and still separated from them by the pool. They’d found a nice spot. Had I not been stopped and admiring the empty house, I’d have never noticed them, and even from there I couldn’t make out details. Nevertheless, it was obvious what they were up to. 
 
    They were, I was not surprised to see, getting it on. Making love, I should say. He was on top, his hands reaching beneath her to cup her ass, and she had him in a clinch, both her arms and legs wrapped around his torso, her ankles locked to keep him from escaping. Not that he seemed to want to do so. They were kissing passionately, and he was giving her deep, hard thrusts that made her body shudder with each stroke. With the breeze off the ocean, it was hard to hear anything except for the occasional sultry moan. 
 
    I was disappointed that they were locked so tightly that I barely could see her, just her legs and arms, her pale body in the moonlight, her blond hair. As I watched, he sped up, his muscular ass clenching and driving his prick deeper into her hungry pussy. Through their embrace, she gasped louder, and her body tensed and shivered. He chuckled and slowed his thrusts. She gave him a small nod.  
 
    She released him and he rose up. She rolled up from beneath him and got up on her hands and knees. I wished I could see her face, her tits, but she was angled away from me, and I only caught a glimpse of her ass for a second before he positioned himself behind her. She gasped as he entered her, but with his prick once again safely inside her velvety channel, he paused to caress her body, massaging her back, trailing his hands along her ribs, making small circles with his finger in the soft hairs of her nape. 
 
    Then suddenly that moment of tenderness ended. He grabbed a big handful of her hair and pulled her head back and as he did, he thrust into her hard. And again. And again. And again. She grunted loudly at each thrust, but she obviously loved it because when he paused after those four, hard strokes, she took over, driving her ass backward to impale herself on his prick. That was the Lena I expected, giving as good as she got. 
 
    They fucked like a well-oiled machine, trading off thrusts, each seeming to want to prove that he could bang harder. They were both grunting and chuckling, obviously enjoying their little game. They bodies slapped together rhythmically, the sound blurring with that of the crashing waves to create a unique beachfront percussion. I realized I was rubbing my hard cock and was getting close. I stopped myself, wanting to save it for my wife. 
 
    It was hard though, because as he got close, he took control. He let go of her hair, and her head flopped forward. He gripped her hips and began pounding into her non-stop. Her grunts turned to squeals, and then she shuddered again, and as she did, he pulled out his prick and came all over her back.  
 
    When he was done, he rubbed his cock up and down her slit, and then reentered her. I wasn’t sure if he was planning to go again, or whether this was just his way of extending the sensation. Either way, it was winding down. It was getting late, and I’d found our missing lovebirds.  
 
    I carefully climbed back over the fence and wound my way back to our house.  
 
    It was closing on 1:00am, and when I’d left the house, it was dark and sleepy, so I was surprised upon my return to see the living room brightly lit. The girls must have come home and decided to wait up for little sister. I hesitated and tried to formulate how I’d break the news to them. 
 
    Don’t worry about Lena. She’s fine. She and Chris are just watching the waves. 
 
    Or maybe… 
 
    Chris and Lena seemed to have really hit it off, followed by a wink. 
 
    Or perhaps… 
 
    You won’t believe who I just saw fucking in the lee of a multimillion dollar house. 
 
    I decided to play it by ear. I climbed up the stairs and walked around to the sliding doors. I could hear an animated conversation going on, but as I slipped inside they went silent, and were looking at me. Brad in the kitchen, cracking open a beer, Claire opposite him across the counter with a glass of wine, and Lena sprawled on the sofa… 
 
    Lena sprawled on the sofa… 
 
    “Where’s Marie?” I asked. 
 
    But I already knew, I’d recognized her slender ass, noticed the absence of Lena’s prominent chest, even, for fuck’s sake, heard the familiar gasp that signaled an impending climax. I’d convinced myself it was the poor lighting and the difficulty of hearing over the sounds of the ocean, a suspension of disbelief that allowed me to pretend I’d been watching Chris fucking Lena, when in reality he’d been fucking my wife. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    Brad looked at me sympathetically, Claire was anxious, and Lena, the little bitch, amused. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” I demanded of her. 
 
    She shrugged. I turned to Claire. “What happened?” 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, but before she could say a word, the kitchen door opened and in entered my cheating spouse, out-of-breath and disheveled, her hair a mess, her tank top off-kilter. Our eyes met and she gave me a pleading look. She opened her mouth to speak, but before she could say a word, the door opened again, and in strode Chris, looking quite pleased with himself. He placed a hand on Marie’s hip. She didn’t shake him off. 
 
    Suddenly, Lena was laughing. We all turned toward her. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    She sprang up, her tits jiggling deliciously beneath her tight tee shirt. “Key party!” she exclaimed. She looked at Brad.”I get Mr. Horse Cock.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said. 
 
    Claire sidled up to me. “I guess you get me,” she said. Then in a whisper, “I’ll explain everything in a bit.” 
 
    She took my hand and firmly dragged me toward the stairs. I looked back over my shoulder to see my wife, eyeing me nervously even as she pressed back against Chris, who now had his arm wrapped possessively around her waist. He whispered something in her ear, and she nodded, while at the same time her hand closed over his on her belly. 
 
    Up in my bedroom, Claire sat me down on the bed. I stared uncomprehendingly at the door, at least until she whipped off her dress and stood before me stark naked. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    She dropped into my lap and straddled me, her arms around my neck, her gorgeous tits in my face. 
 
    “You do realize who Chris is?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Chris… Jackson.” 
 
    “C.J.,” I muttered. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “So this was all a set-up?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Just a weird coincidence,” she answered quickly. 
 
    “I still don’t understand.” 
 
    “He started working in our office. I had the hots for him. I sort of jokingly suggested we should hook him up with Lena, but once it became clear he’d be coming along to the beach, Brad and I started fantasizing about me hooking up with him while he was here.” 
 
    “But… how did he end up with—” 
 
    “Marie?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, the way I had it mapped out in my mind was that Lena probably wouldn’t go for him. She’s always going out with vapid young guys, and then I would step in and, you know, soothe his disappointment. But,” she added with a laugh, “that little whore fucked up our plans. But Marie didn’t like the idea of her old flame fucking her little sister.” 
 
    “So, she decided to do it herself?” 
 
    Claire shrugged. “You’re really not going to play with my titties?” 
 
    “I….” 
 
    She lifted a nipple to my mouth. “Go ahead, you can suck and listen at the same time.” 
 
    It wasn’t a particularly subtle moment. Messing around with Claire would excuse Marie’s actions. But then again, not fooling around with Claire wasn’t going to unfuck my wife. And anyway, her nipple, dark red and swollen was too tempting to resist. I cupped her big tit in my hands and swallowed her nip into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh yeah, that’s better,” she moaned. She began to grind against me with her bare pussy.  
 
    She continued the story. “Marie was upset. We went out looking for them. We found them on the walkway, making out. He had her up on the fence, standing between her legs, playing with her titties. Marie stormed over and broke them up and then she and Chris started getting into it.” 
 
    I took a break from sucking her tit to ask, “What do you mean?” I sucked the other nipple into my mouth. 
 
    She chuckled. “Like just yelling at each other. Nasty stuff. You know, the kind of fight where they’re either going to come to blows or start fucking any minute. I’m guessing you saw what direction it took?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But you thought it was Lena.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. Though I’d already admitted to myself that wasn’t true, I couldn’t admit it to her. 
 
    She chuckled. “Poor baby. Did it turn you on?” 
 
    She didn’t realize how sharp her question cut. I didn’t answer.  
 
    She continued. “I bet it did. Watching people fuck is hot. How were you supposed to know it was your wife? Must be very confusing for you.” 
 
    “Stop, Claire, stop it.” 
 
    She grinned at me. “I love your big, strong arms. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, you know.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Bullshit.” 
 
    She ignored me. “And you’ve always wanted to fuck me.” 
 
    Now that I couldn’t deny.  
 
    “So what if Marie spends a little time with an old flame? We can make our own fun, right?” 
 
    She kissed me hard, forcing her tongue into my mouth as she began to squirm in my lap. My prick was rock hard. She adjusted herself so that her pussy rubbed against my erection.  
 
    “Lena and I left when it started to get uncomfortable. You know, lying manwhore and frigid bitch kind of stuff. But now I sort of wish we’d stayed. What did you see?” 
 
    I didn’t respond. 
 
    She took my hands and put them on her sweet butt. “Squeeze my ass and tell me what you saw.” 
 
    “I… they were making love.” 
 
    “Making love?” 
 
    It flooded back to me. “He was on top. And she was wrapped all around him. And they were kissing. And—” 
 
    She kissed me again, her tongue thrusting deep into my mouth. 
 
    “Are we going to make love?” she asked. “Or just fuck?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached down and began unzipping my shorts. “I want your cock inside me.” 
 
    I grunted as she freed my prick. She rubbed the head along her wet slit. Our eyes met and she lowered herself onto my cock.  
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned at the feeling of her hot, wet, tight cunt.  
 
    She kissed me again passionately as she began to move against me, my prick sliding in and out of her pussy.  
 
    “Are we fucking or making love?” she asked again. 
 
    I finally got it. “Fucking.” 
 
    She smiled and slung her hips harder against me. “We’re fucking. Lena and my husband are fucking. Marie and Chris are fucking. And that’s all it is.” 
 
    I squeezed her ass more firmly. She lifted her tit to my mouth, and I sucked hard on her nipple. She let out a sharp hiss, but thrust against me harder to show her pleasure.  
 
    “I like your cock,” she gasped. 
 
    I chuckled. “I’m surprised you can even feel it.” 
 
    “I’m grateful for a normal cock for once. All kinds of things I can do with you that I can’t with Brad.” 
 
    I remembered hearing her tell Brad how much she missed having a cock in her ass. How his was too big. Right on cue, she said, “You can finger my ass if you want.” 
 
    I nearly came. Damn, she was a dirty girl. I took a deep breath, resumed sucking on her tit, and ran a finger up her crack until I felt her anus. She reached down and pulled my hand away. I thought I’d done something wrong, but then she slurped my middle finger into her mouth, covering it with her spit.  
 
    “Now do it,” she said. 
 
    I reached back down and circled her ass. 
 
    “Put it in.” 
 
    I did. Maybe a little too hard. She hissed. But then kissed me hard. Her pussy seemed to get wetter, and I couldn’t believe how tight her ass was, and how hot. She yanked my shirt over my head and then pressed her fat tits against my chest, her nipples hard as erasers. She humped me wildly. I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t come inside me.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said a little shakily. She was grinding against me so hard that I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out. 
 
    “Let me know when you’re going to come. I want it in my mouth.” 
 
    That pushed me over the edge. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” I grunted. 
 
    She hopped off me and I started to spurt just as she did. She dropped down between my legs and caught the second shot on her tits before she was able to get me in her hot mouth to finish me off. She sucked me deep and massaged my balls, milking every last drop of jism into her mouth.  
 
    “That was amazing,” I enthused.  
 
    She looked up at me with my cock still in her mouth. Man, that was quite a sight. She slowly, slowly rose off me, giving my glans a tongue lashing as she did. 
 
    “Worth the price?” she asked. 
 
    That snapped me back to reality. The only reason I was with Claire was that my wife had gotten boned… was still getting boned by Chris.  
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “We should go check it out.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. No.” 
 
    Claire laughed and took my hand. She pulled me to my feet. I could easily have resisted, but I didn’t. 
 
    “Should we get dressed?” I asked. 
 
    “Why would we want to do that?” 
 
    Pulling me by the hand, she turned toward the door. I followed, my eyes glued to her shapely ass. At the bottom of the stairs, it was like being in the middle of a stereophonic orgy, with moans coming from both the sleeping porch and the master bedroom.  
 
    “Yours first,” Claire said as she dragged me toward the porch. 
 
    We stayed in the shadows, but I’m not sure it would have mattered. Marie and Chris were on the daybed, spooning as they fucked. My wife’s eyes were closed tight and she was moaning passionately. We watched for a couple of minutes as she ground her ass into his crotch. 
 
    “God, he plays her body like an instrument,” Claire gushed.  
 
    She was right. It wasn’t just C.J.’s big dick that was driving my wife crazy. His hands were all over her as well. He was tweaking and twisting her nipples, which were as long and hard as I’d ever seen them. She squeaked excitedly as he palmed her throat, and she eagerly sucked on his thumb as he pumped it into her mouth.  
 
    Claire took my thumb and sucked it into her mouth as well. Her hand found my cock and began to work it back into shape.  
 
    On the porch, Chris pressed down on my wife’s belly, holding her still as he rammed her hard from behind. His fingers slid along her landing strip, finding her clit, and then making fast, hard circles on her sensitive nub. She squealed in passion, and her body shuddered violently.  
 
    Claire spit out my thumb. “How many times do you think he’s made her come?” she asked.  
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Claire chuckled. “Rhetorical question, Baby.” 
 
    I watched as Marie disentangled herself from Chris, his cock sliding out of her battered pussy.  
 
    “Oooh, that’s a nice cock,” Claire sighed. 
 
    He wasn’t as big as Brad, nowhere near as long, but very thick, though I only got a fleeting glimpse of it before my wife sucked it deep into her mouth. She adjusted herself to swallow him more easily, rising up on her knees, and flashing Claire and me with a shot of her wet, swollen cunt and tight, puckered asshole. Marie slobbered wetly on his prick. 
 
    “She loves his cock,” Claire said. “Does she lick you clean after you’ve fucked her?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Poor baby,” she cooed as she dropped to her knees. 
 
    I didn’t even look down at her as she swallowed my prick into her mouth. I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife. Chris reached around and began massaging her ass. His fingers trailed down between her cheeks, finding her wet slit and slipping inside. Marie moaned around his fat cock as he fingered her. When he added a second finger to her wet pussy, she gasped, her blowjob getting wetter and hotter, and when he inserted a finger into her ass, she gasped again, bobbing faster and faster on his prick.  
 
    “That’s it Baby,” he sighed, “here it comes.” 
 
    She didn’t back off, and I realized she wanted to swallow his come. I gasped as well and began coming into Claire’s mouth at the same time that Chris blew his load in my wife’s. Both women swallowed without hesitation. 
 
    Claire stood up. I could feel her breath, hot and musky, against my neck. I was worried she’d want me to kiss her, but instead she nibbled on my neck. On the porch, Chris’ climax had changed nothing. He was still fingerbanging my wife’s cunt and ass, and she was still working his cock like a pro. 
 
    “That’s so hot,” she whispered in my ear, “how many times do you think she’s sucked him hard?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Claire grabbed my cock and squeezed it firmly.  
 
    “I think he’s planning on fucking her ass. Does she do that?” 
 
    “No.” I watched as his index finger disappeared completely into her butt. “Not with me.” 
 
    She chuckled softly. “Bad girl. Well, she won’t have any excuses now.” 
 
    I thought back to the conversation we had before we went on this trip. About me giving her permission to be with another man in return for fucking her up the ass while she ate Claire’s pussy. Despite Claire’s reassurance, I wondered again how much of this had been planned and how far in advance? 
 
    Claire tugged at my prick.  
 
    “We can come back to them, but first I want to see what my big boy is up to.” 
 
    She led me by the cock, which was just as weird as it sounds, but also surprisingly exciting, especially as we approached the master bedroom and I could hear the sounds of Lena squealing excitedly and the bed squeaking. We cracked open the door and peered in. As with Chris and Marie, we’d needn’t have been so cautious. They were so distracted, we could have walked in with a marching band and not have been noticed. 
 
    Brad was flat on his back, and Lena was riding him. Really riding him. With her feet flat on the bed, she squatted up and down on his huge cock, an impressive feat of fucking and aerobic fitness. He had his hands on her hips to keep her balanced, leaving her hands free to run her fingers through her hair in passion, lift her own breasts to her mouth to suck her nipples, and reach down between her legs to fondle his shaft and balls. 
 
    Each time Lena impaled herself on him, she cried out. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh, my fucking God! Oh God!” 
 
    It was unbelievable. 
 
    “Wow,” I muttered. 
 
    Claire was temporarily speechless and breathing heavily, but that didn’t stop her from stroking me faster and faster. 
 
    “Look at the little whore go,” she said. Her tone both bitter and in grudging admiration. It was the first evidence she’d given me that this wasn’t much easier for her than for me. 
 
    I doubted Brad was having the same mixed emotions. Hot, little Lena was just fucking the shit out of him.  
 
    “You going to fuck me or what?” Claire asked. 
 
    I was so focused on Lena that I hadn’t noticed I was hard and she was pressing her ass against my crotch. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I bent my knees and she positioned my cock. I thrust up hard into her hot, wet hole. I cupped her big tits and rammed her hard, channeling my anger at Marie and my excitement at watching Lena into a series of hard thrusts that lifted her off the ground. Claire growled enthusiastically.  
 
    I timed my fucking to match Lena bouncing on Brad’s dick. 
 
    “Think he’s having fun?” I asked, gasping. 
 
    “That little cunt better not break his dick.” 
 
    As if to test that, Lena dropped down extra hard and ground her pussy into his groin. He took advantage of her brief pause to maul her tits. She said something I couldn’t quite catch, and Brad laughed. They were having fun, and that seemed to infuriate Claire.  
 
    “Put it in my ass,” Claire grunted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached down and removed my cock from her pussy and pressed it against her anus.  
 
    “Fuck my ass like Chris is fucking Marie’s.” 
 
    That got me going just as she’d intended. I thrust forward hard. Claire let out a hissing gasp. Her ass was hot and tight, a hard rubber ring squeezing my prick. I sawed into her a couple of inches at a time. Lena started rolling her hips, sliding her pussy up and down Brad’s big cock.  
 
    “Hope you’re enjoying that little slut,” Claire whispered toward her husband. “Tomorrow, you’ll get to hear all about how Dan fucked me up the ass. How I guzzled his come.” 
 
    For some reason hearing her plans to taunt her husband got me even more excited. I didn’t know how long I’d last, and I knew I needed to get her off. I slid my hand down her belly, just as Chris had done to my wife, and began playing with her juicy slit. She moaned. I pressed two fingers inside her, shocked at how easily I could feel my cock going into her ass. I curled my thumb and found her swollen clit. She hissed as if stung, but her pussy gushed and her ass seemed to stretch to admit me deeper. I thrust in hard, nearly balls deep, my fingers deep inside her as well, my thumb pressing on her clit.  
 
    “Oh, fucking shit,” she groaned.  
 
    Her cunt spasmed on my fingers and her ass clenched my cock. She rocked back into me. Inside the room, I saw Lena lean forward and dangle a tit in Brad’s mouth as his hands spread her butt cheeks and his finger tickled her ass. From behind me, I could hear rhythmic slapping coming from the porch as Chris pounded my wife yet again. 
 
    I came, hard, bright lights and a buzzing in my ear. Claire’s ass squeezed my cock again and again milking every last drop of come into her ass.  
 
    We were both gasping and gripping the door frame for support, but Claire was more drained than I was. She collapsed into my arms. I gathered her up and carried her upstairs to bed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    By the time I awoke, Claire was gone. On the whole, that was a good thing. I wasn’t sure what I’d say to her. I took a quick shower and went downstairs, at which point I realized that her ducking out early didn’t actually solve anything.  
 
    Here is a question for Miss Manners: After a vigorous night of wife swapping, who do you greet first at the breakfast table the next morning? 
 
    Your lover? You were amazing last night.  
 
    Your wife? Did you have fun fucking another man? 
 
    Your lover’s husband? Damn, your wife is a hot piece of ass.  
 
    Your wife’s lover? So, what did you think? Good eh? 
 
    Actually, it was just Brad and the girls, so I was temporarily spared the awkwardness of looking Chris in the eye, knowing he’d probably defiled my wife six ways from Sunday. And actually, I think only Marie and I even felt particularly awkward. 
 
    Lena was bright eyed and excited, and wearing just a long tee shirt. Maybe it was the lingering effect of Brad’s big dick, but actually I suspect it was more that she was just reveling in the chaos. Claire was all smiles, although I noticed she was holding Brad’s hand tightly, perhaps to make sure he didn’t slip away again with Lena. She’d put on a pair of shorts and a bikini top. And Brad was looking at me eagerly. He definitely was looking for a review of his wife’s performance.  
 
    I nodded at Marie who was dressed in shorts and pink tee shirt. I forced a smile. “Hey.” 
 
    She smiled back. “Hey.” 
 
    At least we didn’t hate each other. I had the better case, of course, but the fact that I’d fucked her best friend probably was hard for her to swallow as well. I could see how she’d consider that a worse betrayal than a tumble with an old flame regardless of who went first. I turned into the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee. I peeled a banana and took a bite. 
 
    Chris swept into the room, wearing nothing but a pair of boxers that did little to hide his big, swinging dick. He didn’t seem at all uncertain about protocol. He walked right up to Marie and kissed her cheek. 
 
    “Good morning, Beautiful,” he said.  
 
    “You’re in a good mood,” Lena said. 
 
    He chuckled. “Anyone else get a lovely head start this morning?” 
 
    Marie turned bright red. Brad grinned and raised his hand. 
 
    Lena laughed. “Way to go, Big Sis. I knew I wasn’t the only slut in the family.” 
 
    Claire shook her head at me. “Sorry, Dan, I owe you one.” She turned to the table, “Dan, did get anal though.” 
 
    My wife shot me a dirty look, which was oddly reassuring. Chris may have fingered her ass, but he apparently didn’t get his dick inside her butt.  
 
    Marie rose suddenly. “I’m going for a walk.” 
 
    “Want company?” Chris asked. God, the guy was insatiable. He’d fucked her all night, gotten a morning hummer, and he was still all over her ass. 
 
    Marie looked at me and nodded toward the door. I nodded back and stood up. “I’ll go with.” 
 
    Chris slid back down in his seat and raised an eyebrow at the rest of them. Lena grinned. I knew she’d love to hear what Marie and I said to each other, but we weren’t about to give her the satisfaction.  
 
    It was already a warm morning, and I knew it was going to get really hot. We walked in silence for a bit, until we reached the water. We turned to head north, our feet in the surf.  
 
    “So, I guess I should explain,” she began. 
 
    “No shit.” 
 
    “Hey, Bubby, seems like it all turned out okay for you, even if you didn’t get woken up as you might have wished.” 
 
    I sighed. “I thought all that stuff you were saying to me before we came was just playing around. I didn’t really think—” 
 
    “It was. I swear. I had no idea Chris was C.J.” 
 
    I snorted. 
 
    “What?” she asked. 
 
    “Then how did you end up screwing him on that pool deck? Just fell onto his dick? And then decided to just keep going?” 
 
    “I… I don’t have a good excuse… well, any excuse. I just didn’t want him screwing Lena. I don’t know why. It just rubbed me the wrong way.” 
 
    “You sound jealous.” 
 
    She chuckled ruefully. “That’s what he said.” 
 
    “He was right.” 
 
    She shrugged. “Maybe… I don’t know… one minute we were yelling at each other, the next he had his tongue in my mouth and his hand in my shorts. I can’t explain it. It was an out-of-body experience right up until I started up the stairs and realized I’d have to face you.” 
 
    “And then Lena saved you.” 
 
    “And Claire… especially Claire. I guess she gave you a good experience?” 
 
    She sounded a little insecure. 
 
    “She’s kinky.” 
 
    “I heard.” She was thinking about the revelation about anal. 
 
    “No, I mean… we… a lot of what we did was watch you guys.” 
 
    Marie stopped walking and turned toward me, a look of shock on her face. That left me a little shaken. I had sort of hoped she’d seen us and was putting on a show rather than being so enraptured with Chris to not even realize she was being watched. 
 
    “You really didn’t notice?” 
 
    She shook her head. “What did you see?” 
 
    I started walking again so that we wouldn’t have to look at each other as we continued the conversation.  
 
    “A lot.”  
 
    I thought mostly of his hands. The way he’d played with her nips. How he’d rubbed her clit while fucking her from behind. And most of all, his fingers plunging into her pussy and ass as she enthusiastically swallowed his come. 
 
    “It… probably… I mean… it wasn’t what it looked like.” 
 
    I laughed. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Like I was totally into him or something.” 
 
    I laughed louder. “If you weren’t, you’re an amazing actress.” 
 
    “Fuck, that’s not what I meant.” 
 
    “What did you mean?” 
 
    She hesitated. “That it was meaningless, you know. Just… shit… all this talk… and Claire acting like she’s all in heat… and that stupid strip poker game….” 
 
    “And the booze,” I suggested. “Don’t forget the booze.” 
 
    “Right. And I was jealous and worked up and fuck…. Do you hate me, Love Bear?” 
 
    “Do you hate me?” 
 
    “A little,” she admitted. “I know it’s my fault, but I sort of wish that instead of going off with Claire you’d, I don’t know, thrown a fit or something, dragged me out of there.” 
 
    “You didn’t seem to mind that I didn’t…. Anyway, I was in shock.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you fucked her up the ass.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you woke up this morning and had to blow him again.” 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “Truce?” I offered. 
 
    “Truce,” she acknowledged. 
 
    We turned and began to walk back to the house. I know we both had the same question in our minds, but neither of us was willing to ask it. What happens now? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We got a hint when we got back inside. Lena had changed into a butt-floss bikini with a top that barely seemed able to contain her boobs. Luckily, they were firm enough that she didn’t need any support, but it definitely put on display her lack of modesty. She was leaning over the deck railing, and Chris was eyeing her hungrily. 
 
    “Where are Claire and Brad?” Marie asked as we approached her sister. 
 
    Lena chuckled and nodded back over her shoulder. The blinds in the room were drawn. 
 
    “Fucking,” she explained. “The minute Brad heard that Danny had plugged Claire’s asshole, he got that loving look in his eyes.” 
 
    “Sort of the look Chris is giving you?” Marie suggested. 
 
    Lena nonchalantly shook her ass in his direction. “Maybe, but he’s going to need to work for it a little. He needs to learn that not all the Nowak sisters will fall on his dick at the drop of a hat.” 
 
    “Christ, Lena,” I grumbled.  
 
    She laughed. “Anyway, I don’t think the rotation will play out that way tonight.” 
 
    “What rotation?” Marie asked. 
 
    Lena gave a small shrug. “Well, I think Claire would claw out my eyes if I jumped the queue with Chris anyway. She’s only forgiving you because of your past relationship with him. And Brad is going to need to even things out.” 
 
    “What’s that mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, come on Danny, you fucked his wife in the ass. Seems only fair that he gets to have fun with Marie, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I looked at my wife who seemed as confused as I was. 
 
    “And of course,” Lena concluded, “that means you get to see if you can handle me. Think you can?” 
 
    I blushed and looked down to avoid making eye contact with either my wife or her sister.  
 
    “Um, do we get a say in this?” Marie asked. 
 
    Lena smirked. “Better if you don’t. That way you can get what you want without having to come out with it.” 
 
    “Lele --” 
 
    “Relax Sis. No one’s going to force you to do anything you don’t want to, but you’d be an idiot not to take the opportunity to spend some time riding Brad’s dick. Just feels delicious sliding in and out. And I know Danny’s not going to object, are you Sweetie?” 
 
    She reached out and ran her hand up my inner thigh. I jolted backward, but she yeah, she was right, I wasn’t about to object. I’d fantasized for years about Lena. She turned back toward her sister. 
 
    “Let’s just play it by ear,” Lena said. “But in the meantime, why don’t you change into a bikini? Even if nothing happens, a little teasing will make whatever does happen hotter, right?” 
 
    “Lele—” 
 
    Lena laughed and swished toward Chris. “So you just going to stare all day, or are you going to make me a Margarita?” 
 
    “What do I get?” he asked as she approached him. 
 
    “I think you already owe me for letting you stare at my ass half the morning.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Fair enough.” They went inside. 
 
    “You are not fucking my baby sister,” Marie said. 
 
    “That is no baby,” I replied. 
 
    “You’re sick.” 
 
    I laughed. “Says the woman who wouldn’t mind doing exactly as her little sister suggested with Brad.” 
 
    “Would not.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I replied skeptically, thinking about how she checked out his prick and how excited she was in bed after strip poker. 
 
    “Bubby….” 
 
    “Let’s just play it by ear,” I suggested. 
 
    Marie threw her hands up in the air. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, now we’re taking advice from my crazy sister.” 
 
    I laughed.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    I turned to see Claire walking through the sliding doors to join us on the deck. She was wearing only skimpy panties and a loosely-tied, thigh-length silk kimono that barely covered her pendulous breasts. 
 
    “Jesus, Claire,” Marie began. “How about a little modesty?” 
 
    Claire laughed. “I thought we were beyond all of that.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this is a family neighborhood.” Marie gestured toward the surrounding houses. “Do we really need everyone thinking this place is orgy central?” 
 
    “You need to relax, Ducky. I’d have thought getting fucked silly by Chris… well, I guess we should call him C.J…. all night would have loosened you up.” 
 
    My wife looked anxiously at me. Claire laughed. “Oh, don’t worry about Dan. I cleaned his pipes too, you know.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Marie groaned. 
 
    “When did you get so religious? I guess it must run in the family. Lena kept calling out to Him too when she was bouncing on my husband.” 
 
    “And that doesn’t bother you?” 
 
    Claire shrugged. “It just seemed to make him that much more eager to reconnect with me this morning. Have you two fucked yet?” 
 
    “Jesus.” 
 
    I laughed. “She has a point,” I said to my wife.  
 
    Marie rolled her eyes.  
 
    “You’re all crazy,” she said as she headed inside, leaving me alone with Claire.  
 
    “Uh oh,” I said. 
 
    Claire shifted to watch Marie go, and in doing so gave me a flash of nipple. 
 
    “Didn’t you get enough of me last night?” she asked. 
 
    My prick twitched, but I also sensed danger. Whatever else was going on, I knew that hooking up again with Claire before getting some resolution with Marie was a recipe for disaster. I decided to deflect. 
 
    “Rumor has it that you have your eyes set on Chris?” 
 
    “Hmmm. I did even before I knew he was C.J. But now that I have all of Marie’s old stories about him in my head, well, I don’t think I could live with myself if I missed the opportunity.” 
 
    “What stories?” 
 
    She gave me a saucy smile. “Well… there was the time they screwed in the back of a taxi… and the night on the beach in St. Lucia… that was apparently epic… I’m pretty sure that’s what she was thinking about when things got hot and heavy last night... but, what you really need to ask her about is….” She trailed off. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, I don’t think you really want to know how much of a bad girl Marie can be. Last night was just a taste.” 
 
    I thought of my wife working on C.J.’s fat tool, swallowing his load, and then continuing to suck him hard so he could fuck her again. I thought of his fingers deep in her pussy and ass.  
 
    “Tell me!” I growled grabbing her shoulders. 
 
    She chuckled. “Easy Tiger. Save that passion for Marie… or Lena.” She reached down and ran a finger along my crotch. “Yummy.” 
 
    She turned and walked back into the house, leaving me alone on the deck with my thoughts and my hardon. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    I waited for my erection to subside enough to walk back into the house without being bent over, though judging from the amused grins from Claire and Lena, I might have still been showing. I stormed upstairs.  
 
    I could hear the shower running, and without thinking I walked right in. Marie was soaping herself up and softly humming. She startled when I pulled aside the curtain. Her nips were hard and I had the impression that she might have been playing with herself before I arrived, almost surely thinking of C.J., either their adventures last night or some other event from their past.  
 
    “Thinking of him?” 
 
    “Who?” she asked. Then, “Oh... C.J.?” 
 
    Little miss innocent.  
 
    “Yeah, C.J.,” I snapped. 
 
    She glanced down at the tent in my pants. “Are you thinking about Claire?” 
 
    “No. And don’t change the subject. Tell me about St. Lucia.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, looks like Little Miss Clean His Pipes has been blabbing. Was that before or after you fucked her in the ass?” 
 
    “You’re changing the subject again.” 
 
    “And you’re getting water all over the bathroom.” 
 
    I stripped off my clothes and climbed into the shower with my wife. I closed the curtain. I was rock hard. 
 
    “Better?” I asked.  
 
    “You’re stealing my water.” 
 
    “Then we better get closer,” I suggested, pulling her into an embrace.  
 
    She grabbed my cock and we kissed. I palmed her pert breasts and teased her nipples.  
 
    “St. Lucia,” I said.  
 
    “You sure?” she asked. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “We fucked. First on the beach. Then in the water. Then on the beach again.” 
 
    There was more to it. “And?” 
 
    She smirked. “We weren’t alone. There were some guys watching us. I… wanted to stop and cover up… but C.J. wouldn’t let me.” 
 
    “I’m betting you didn’t fight him too much.” 
 
    “Maybe not. Maybe it sort of turned me on to know a bunch of strangers were watching me suck his big cock. And maybe, it turned me on even more when he got me on my hands and knees and took me from behind.” 
 
    I don’t even know what came over me. I grabbed my wife by the shoulders and spun her around. She braced a forearm against the tile wall and pulled me close with her other hand. I stabbed at her with my prick, and it sank into her very wet pussy.  
 
    “Oh God,” she and I groaned simultaneously. 
 
    I reached around and found her clit. She gasped and thrust her ass back at me. Her pussy clenched my shaft, and I exploded inside her at the same time. Sex act from start to finish: twenty seconds. But mind blowing all the same. 
 
    I slowly pumped my shrinking cock inside her.  
 
    “Tell me about the taxi,” I said. 
 
    She spun around, sliding my prick out of her snatch. She kissed me.  
 
    “Later. Now… get out and let me finish my shower.” 
 
    I’d have protested, but my orgasm had left me lightheaded, and I was worried I was going to collapse in any case. I wrapped myself in a towel and returned to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In swim trunks and a tee shirt, I went back downstairs. It was quiet, and the only one around seemed to be Chris. I glanced over my shoulder up the stairs where my wife was still showering. It didn’t take much of a leap of intuition to realize he was just waiting for me to leave so he could go upstairs and pick up where I’d left off in the shower. And strangely, part of me was tempted to walk right out the door and to the beach so that he could do just that.  
 
    The other part of me could taste the bile in my throat, particularly when it occurred to me this might not be his plan alone, but perhaps something he and Marie had cooked up in advance. After all, if after fucking all night, the first thing she wanted to do when the sun came up was suck his cock again, I had to imagine she was eager for still more. 
 
    I could picture her spying on me, waiting for me to leave, and then climbing up on our bed, naked, on her hands and knees, hot pussy pointed at the door so he could just walk in, drop trou, and slip her the meat. I wondered if it would turn her on for him to fuck her with my fresh load still inside her. I wondered if it would turn him on. And surprisingly, I wondered if it would turn me on.  
 
    He noticed me finally.  
 
    “Hey, Dan, got a minute?” 
 
    “Um… sure…” I answered. 
 
    This was uncomfortable. Why would it be sort of hot to think of this guy fucking my wife, but incredibly awkward to talk to him face-to-face? 
 
    “So, man, we okay?” he asked. 
 
    It was at that moment that I realized I would probably never be a real swinger, because I think if you’re a real swinger, you’re supposed to take the guy’s hand, give it a firm shake, and compliment him on the first class rogering he gave your wife.  
 
    “Um, I… guess so.” 
 
    He gave me a queer look. “Yeah? Or not? I’m having trouble reading you guys.” 
 
    “Did you know what was up? I mean, before you got here?” 
 
    He laughed. “Well, I was pretty sure Claire was up to something. I mean, she’s been shaking her tits in my face for the last couple of weeks. So I knew I was walking into some sort of scene. And once I got here, Lena sure seemed DTF.” 
 
    “No, I meant about Marie.” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “I know you guys dated.” 
 
    He nodded thoughtfully. “Well, I’m still trying to work that one out. Weird fucking coincidence if it’s a coincidence. And then that got me thinking, maybe Marie’s, like, stalking me. She sees that I work in the same place as her friend, and then, bing, bang, boom, I get invited out here, and she’s working my pole like old times.” 
 
    I got a knot in the pit of my stomach.  
 
    He concluded, “So you tell me, coincidence or set-up?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    He shrugged. “But you’re cool with it either way?” 
 
    Was I? “What happened with you and her?” 
 
    He laughed. “Damned if I know. She runs up to me, all wild eyed and red-faced, nips pressing through her shirt, and she starts tearing me a new one, and then she’s poking me in the chest, and we’re tangled up, and before I knew it, she’s breathing in my ear and humping my leg.” 
 
    That actually wasn’t inconsistent with her story.  
 
    I shook my head. “No. I meant, years ago, when you broke up.” 
 
    “What did she tell you?” 
 
    “That you were screwing around with other girls.” 
 
    He grinned. “I’ve never been big on monogamy.” 
 
    Confirmation, but he was holding something back. “So that was it?” 
 
    “Probably part of it. See, the thing is, I don’t think we ever actually agreed to be exclusive. I think it is less that I was screwing around, and more that I didn’t seem to want to stop.” 
 
    Now that was interesting. She’d made it seem like she was getting tired of him, but was it just that he wouldn’t commit? 
 
    “Why’d you lead her on if you never planned to get serious?” 
 
    He laughed. “Well, first of all, I didn’t lead her on. Second, I didn’t think it was an issue. She always made it seem like she always just thought of me as a good time. And last, fuck, you know, she’s an epic lay.” 
 
    I made a sour face. 
 
    “What?” he persisted. “I mean, look at the games you guys are up to, which I’d think is totally cool, even if it hadn’t given me the opportunity to spend some time with one of my favorite old flames.” 
 
    It wasn’t so much that I was speechless, in the sense of being struck dumb, but rather I was at a loss about how to reply. I’d always enjoyed sex with Marie. She’s pretty and active and responsive and generous and all those good things. But I don’t think I’d ever classed her as “epic.” Maybe that should be on me, though, because I had to admit that both the snippets of stories about her relationship with C.J. and what I’d witnessed last night were, I guess, pretty epic.  
 
    I’d been silent long enough that it was getting uncomfortable. His smirk turning to a quizzical grimace.  
 
    “Where are the others?” I asked. 
 
    He grinned. “They went down to the beach, the girls spilling out of their bikinis and Brad dragging a cooler full of beer.” 
 
    And why aren’t you with them? I glanced over my shoulder. I didn’t ask the question. I didn’t want to hear the answer.  
 
    I went into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water and a small Tupperware of leftover pasta.  
 
    “I think I’ll join them,” I said. 
 
    “Be there in a bit,” he replied.  
 
    Uh huh, after you have a little more fun with my wife. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the beach alone, Claire and Lena exchange amused grins. I grabbed a beer, sat down heavily in a beach chair, and stared at the surf. 
 
    “Where’s Brad?” 
 
    “Running on the beach,” Lena replied. 
 
    “You okay?” Claire asked. 
 
    I nodded. I wasn’t really sure I was. It isn’t like I was being left out of the bacchanalia, so I didn’t really have any grounds to complain. But, on the other hand, I was feeling a little used and manipulated. And it didn’t help that I knew that the moment I left the house, C.J. ran right up the stairs and was even now surely balls deep in my wife yet again. 
 
    I scanned up and down the beach. Mid-week it was pretty quiet. To our right, an elderly couple huddled beneath a white and blue striped, beach umbrella. To our left, maybe 30 yards away was a family, three young kids, two boys digging a hole in the sand, a little girl playing with a pony, and a blonde wife, a little chubby. I laughed when I noticed the husband not-so-surreptitiously stealing glances at Claire and Lena in their skimpy bikinis. Yeah, I didn’t have anything to complain about… except for the image in my mind of Marie sucking on C.J.’s thumb as his fat tool stretched out her pretty little pussy. 
 
    “He doesn’t seem okay,” Lena noted. 
 
    She was propped up on her elbows looking at me over the top of her oversized sunglasses. My gaze was drawn inevitably to her dangling breasts. She gave me a smirk. 
 
    “Maybe he needs a little attention,” Claire said. 
 
    “Just what I was thinking,” Lena replied. She crawled over to me sensuously and climbed into my lap. 
 
    Her body was hot and sweaty and smelled of salt and sunscreen. Her heavy boobs grazed against my chest. 
 
    “Is that better?” Lena asked. 
 
    Claire edged closer. “You’re not upset about Marie having a little fun, are you?” I looked over at her. She’d pulled her bikini top to the side and was tweaking her hard, red nipple. “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    All this attention was making me a little lightheaded.  
 
    “What happens when we go home?” I asked. 
 
    Lena began to grind against me. 
 
    “We can cross that bridge when we come to it,” Claire replied.  
 
    “Have you and Marie talked about it?” I asked. 
 
    She hooted. “Not yet. I mean, it’s been hard to find a moment when she isn’t sucking on Chris’ fat cock…. Is that what you think she’s doing now?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “I wish I were sucking on a cock,” Lena breathed in my ear. 
 
    I snorted. It felt like pity.  
 
    Lena chuckled good-naturedly. “Don’t be such a sour puss. I am grinding on your dick and I have my titties in your face.” 
 
    “Maybe he needs a story,” Claire suggested. 
 
    “Oooh, that’s a good idea,” Lena cooed. “Should it be about me or my sister?” 
 
    “I don’t know that I can handle any more revelations about Marie quite yet,” I replied. 
 
    Lena smirked and then turned toward Claire. “Do you like eating pussy?” 
 
    Claire laughed. “Haven’t had the pleasure… yet.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Lena replied. “We’ll need to put that on the list.” 
 
    “What list?” I asked. 
 
    The girls exchanged a glance. They’d been conspiring. It was both terrifying and thrilling. 
 
    Lena ground against me. “Do you want to hear about the first time I ate pussy?” 
 
    I didn’t need to answer. My prick was hard as a rock, and she could feel it.  
 
    “It was freshman year at college,” she began. “I was seeing this guy, frat guy, a senior. Travis.” She paused. “Well, I’m not sure I was seeing him. It was more that he was fucking my tight, little, eighteen-year-old pussy. He was a senior, totally hot, blond hair, hazel eyes. Great hands. And I was sooo into pleasing him.” 
 
    She glanced over at Claire who was watching us hungrily. Lena was moving her ass in delicious little circles. Not enough to make me come; just enough to short-circuit my brain and keep me completely focused on her.  
 
    “I’d have done anything for him,” she continued. “And I did.” She paused. “I sucked his cock. I titty fucked him. I swallowed his come. I even let him put it in my ass.” 
 
    Claire sighed. Lena smiled.  
 
    “And then one night, we were at this party together, and he was talking to this tall, skinny brunette, and I was so fucking jealous. She was an upperclassman too, and they obviously had something going on between them. She seemed so put together, so, like grown up, and I just felt like a little girl.” 
 
    I found it hard to believe that Lena had ever been anything other than preternaturally self-confident. 
 
    “So I decided to make Travis jealous. I started flirting with one of his frat brothers. He just seemed amused… even when I let this other guy put his hands on me, and even when I started grinding against him while dancing. Even when we started sucking face. I was getting horny, and I was already angry, and I was working myself up to fucking his frat brother just to spite him. Except, it seemed like he didn’t care, which made me nuts.” 
 
    I could imagine it. Lena was not used to being ignored or taken for granted.  
 
    “I let this guy pull me into a corner. He started getting real aggressive, grabbing between my legs. He pulled down my top and grabbed my tit. I turned to make sure Travis could see. He was watching me, and so was the girl. She spoke in his ear and they both laughed. My blood boiled. 
 
    “The guy I was making out with started telling me what he was going to do to me. How good he was going to fuck me. How hard. I was ready to go with him when Travis walked over. 
 
    “I sneered at him. ‘What do you want, I’m busy?’ He just laughed. ‘Later. You’re coming with me,’ he replied. I wanted to stay strong, but when he took my hand, I couldn’t resist. I followed him over to his friend. He introduced her as Morgan. She smirked at me. ‘Come on,’ he said to both of us. 
 
    “I didn’t know what was going on, but all three of us went to his room. I kept expecting him to get rid of her. He’d come for me, so what the fuck was going on?” 
 
    She paused and looked me in the eye. “But you know what he wanted, right?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “It’s what all guys want, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied, my throat dry. 
 
    “Do you want to know what she did to me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Yes,” gasped Claire. 
 
    Lena grinned. “Morgan started taking off her clothes, and Travis ordered me to get naked. I told him I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She was so confident, so sexy. Long legs, she had these cool tattoos. A poem on her rib cage, a dragon on her abdomen. She had a trimmed, dark triangle, and I could see her red pussy lips. Travis pulled off my shirt and unsnapped my bra. Morgan, naked, yanked at my jeans.” 
 
    “You ever have a threesome?” Lena asked Claire. 
 
    Claire blushed a little. “No. But I’ve thought of it.” 
 
    “Hmmm, I bet you have.” 
 
    Lena turned back to me and gave me a fiery gaze. She licked her lips and continued, “That nasty whore raped me. She ate my pussy and then she sat on my face and made me lick her snatch. She was so wet and hot, and her juices ran down my cheeks. Would you have liked to see that?” 
 
    “God yes,” I grunted.  
 
    “And then --” 
 
    “Um, excuse me,” came an angry voice. 
 
    I looked up to see the blonde woman from down the beach standing over us, hand on her ample hip. She had a pretty face and probably had a hot body before three kids had taken their toll. 
 
    “Excuse me,” she repeated, “but this is a family beach. Could you and your whores take it elsewhere?” 
 
    Claire laughed. Her tit was still hanging out. 
 
    Lena turned and looked past the woman toward her husband. “What’s the matter, hubby getting a woody watching us?” 
 
    “Listen, you little, walking, petri dish, I don’t care what you stick in your infected holes in private, but I got kids and I don’t need you out here fucking in public. Show a little respect.” 
 
    Lena spun out of my lap, and replied, “Shit, I’d be checking out other women too if I was married to a stuck-up cunt like you.” She put her hand on her hip to match the woman and smiled at the woman’s husband. “Tell your man to drop by if he wants to get a decent fuck for once.” 
 
    Claire and I both chuckled, breaking the tension. 
 
    “Relax, Sweetie,” Claire said to the woman. “We’re just having fun.” 
 
    “We’ll stop,” I said, more conciliatory. 
 
    The woman sighed, paused, and then spun on her heels before walking her plump ass back to her kids and husband. 
 
    “Well,” Lena grumbled, “that was a buzzkill.” 
 
    I was feeling unaccountably proud of myself. I’d never been a pimp before. I wasn’t one now, but I was tickled pink that this strange woman might think so. 
 
    “You guys getting into fights?” Brad asked as he approached us. He’d finished his run and taken a dip in the ocean to cool off. His wet curls made him again look a little like a shaggy dog, an impression he reinforced when he shook his head and sprayed water on the girls and me. 
 
    Claire shrieked. 
 
    “It was warmer when you sprayed me last night,” Lena said. 
 
    We shared a laugh. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” asked Marie. She was cradling a stack of plastic cups and trailed by Chris carrying two pitchers of margaritas. She was wearing a light-blue bikini with a narrow-cut bottom that would have seemed provocative were Lena and Claire not dressed like porn stars.  
 
    “Oh, so that’s what you two were doing,” Claire said, gesturing at the pitchers. 
 
    “At least for part of the time,” my wife responded as Chris grinned. 
 
    So much for being a pimp. 
 
    “Your husband was squabbling with the natives,” Brad said, nodding over his shoulder at the woman down the beach who was giving us the hairy eyeball and surely muttering curses under her breath.  
 
    “Oh?” asked Marie. 
 
    Claire shrugged. “She didn’t seem pleased that your sister was giving your husband a lap dance.” 
 
    “And telling him about my lesbian experiences,” Lena added. 
 
    Maybe I was a pimp after all. 
 
    “Was there a guy involved?” Chris asked of Lena. 
 
    She nodded. He shot a grin at my wife, who gave him a quick, desperate head shake. Too late. We’d all caught it. 
 
    Claire laughed. “Don’t worry about it. There isn’t a girl under 50 who hasn’t lezzed out at least a little for a guy.” 
 
    She hadn’t eaten pussy or had a threesome, but that apparently didn’t mean she’d never fooled around with another girl. 
 
    Brad turned toward his wife. “Yeah?” 
 
    She laughed again. “Oh Hubby, I’ve probably done things that would curl your toes.” She fired off a quick glance at Chris to make sure he’d heard as well. 
 
    He had. He smiled broadly, though I noticed Marie give her friend a slightly sour, jealous look. Now that she had her claws back into C.J. she didn’t seem inclined to share. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do about that. I was okay, sorta at least, with some sort of “what happens at the beach stays at the beach” deal, not that I had any real choice, but I didn’t think I’d be up for a lifestyle change, though again, no one seemed to be consulting me on it.  
 
    “Should we pour those?” I asked. 
 
    Marie looked down at the cups in her hand as if surprised to see them, but then recovered and passed the cups around as C.J. circulated and filled them. It was hot on the beach, and a slushy, tangy mix perfectly hit the spot. 
 
    “Volleyball?” Brad suggested. 
 
    I chuckled. “That woman is going to pop a gasket if the three of them,” I nodded toward the girls, “start jumping around in those outfits.” 
 
    “She’s just feeling left out,” Claire suggested. “Why don’t you boys change into some Speedos?” 
 
    “Or banana hammocks.” Lena proposed. 
 
    Marie laughed. “What?” 
 
    “You know, Sis, the male equivalent of a g-string, ass bare, just a pouch in the front….” She paused. “Though I don’t know if Brad could fit his snake in one of those.” 
 
    “C.J. either,” my wife said with a chuckle. She seemed to remember herself and gave me an apologetic grimace. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said. “I’ve plenty of experience with things popping out of swimsuits today.” I glanced pointedly at her sister’s top. 
 
    Marie scowled. She really didn’t like the idea of my fooling around with her little sister. Not that I could blame her, but then again, her apparent inability to stop falling on C.J.’s dick was making it easy for me. 
 
    “Okay, so no volleyball,” Brad said, “we don’t want to end up in a brawl.” 
 
    “We could, you know, just enjoy the beach and not make spectacles of ourselves,” I suggested. 
 
    “But where is the fun in that?” Claire replied. 
 
    “You know what I think is funny?” Lena asked. 
 
    “Do tell,” Marie replied. 
 
    “I always used to think you guys were old, boring fuddy-duddies, but it turns you’re a bunch of kinky horndogs.” 
 
    “Apropos of that,” Brad said, “I want to hear about my wife lezzing out for a guy.” 
 
    Claire chuckled. “Well, you could as easily ask Marie.” 
 
    “Claiiire,” my wife groaned as she turned a deep shade of red. 
 
    Claire smirked. “Oh come on Ducky, after last night, no one is going to buy your Miss Innocent routine.” 
 
    “She’s right,” I piled on.  
 
    “Oh, leave Marie alone,” C.J. interjected.  
 
    Lena guffawed. 
 
    “What?” Marie asked. 
 
    Lena continued to chuckle. “Sis, he’s white knighting you because he wants to continue getting into your pants.” She turned toward C.J., “Isn’t that right?” 
 
    He shrugged noncommittally. 
 
    “As if he needed to do that,” Claire snarked. 
 
    “They’re just jealous,” Marie said to C.J. 
 
    Lena faked gagging. “Enough with the deflection. Unless, I misheard, I think Claire was about to tell us about the time she and Marie hooked up.” 
 
    “Oh God,” Marie exclaimed. “We didn’t hook up. We were in college for fuck’s sake at some stupid house party, and there was this cute guy and we kissed a few times.” 
 
    “Tongue, lots of tongue,” Claire amplified. “And then Marie sucked on my tit.” 
 
    “You shoved it in my face.” 
 
    “And you just suck anything in front of you?” I asked. 
 
    “I think last night pretty much confirmed that, didn’t it?” said Lena. 
 
    “Oh, you should talk,” Marie said. “At least I didn’t get suspended for sucking a dick in a janitor’s closet when I was fifteen.” 
 
    “Girls, girls, girls,” Brad intoned, spreading out his hands. “No need for all this squabbling. I’m sure we can agree that all three of you are dirty little whores.” 
 
    We all stared at him in shock. 
 
    “What?” he asked. “It’s true.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” Claire said simply. “Come on,” she said to the other women, “Let’s go for a walk.” 
 
    As they rose, I called out after them. “He doesn’t speak for me!” 
 
    “Put a sock in it, Bubby,” my wife replied, though her tone seemed amused. At least I hoped it was. 
 
    Once the women were out of earshot, C.J. chuckled. “Smooth, real smooth. Alright, well, I’m going back to the house to take a nap.” He rose and started across the sand. 
 
    “I guess he didn’t get much sleep last night,” Brad said. 
 
    “Neither did I,” I replied pointedly, immediately regretting it. It wasn’t that Brad seemed hurt. Quite the contrary, he suddenly got an eager look in his eye. 
 
    “Was… was she good?” he asked. 
 
    Again, my lack of experience left me taken aback. What is the proper response? Casual and understated: Yeah, man, she was okay. Gentlemanly: I had a lovely evening, and if you’d like more detail, I’d ask that you speak to her. Forthcoming: She was so kinky and exciting, a wonderful lover. Crude: She’s a great cocksucker and her ass is so fucking tight.  
 
    “Dude, I don’t know how to answer that.” 
 
    He laughed. “Yeah, I know! God, I don’t know how to feel.” 
 
    “You’re still excited about the whole thing? I mean, I feel bad about it. I… I don’t want this to be like a thing between us.” 
 
    He laughed again. “No way, man. I mean, what’s the big deal right? So you dropped a couple of loads in my wife’s mouth and fucked her up the ass. Why would you think that’d be an issue?” 
 
    I chuckled. “Well, I’m glad to see you’re so nonchalant…. Seriously though—” 
 
    “Dude, seriously? I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with me, but every time I think about it… I mean like any of it… it makes me rock hard.” 
 
    “Easy Tiger,” I said with a laugh, but also, I didn’t really want to be sitting there with him chit-chatting if he was going to pop wood. 
 
    “You think that makes me, like, a homo or something? Not that’s there’s anything wrong with that, but I’m definitely confused.” 
 
    “What do you mean? Like literally or like a wimp or something.” 
 
    “I mean, like literally. I read up on this on the Internet.” 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    He explained: “Who the hell knows what to believe. You have these guys there who are all charged up on it and see it as, you know, it just turns me on that other guys find my woman desirable. Which explains why you might want to get her dressed up and let other guys ogle her—” 
 
    “But actual sex would seem unnecessary to that,” I noted. 
 
    “Exactly. So maybe it’s like, I’m secretly gay, and, you know, living vicariously through her. She’s getting fucked—” 
 
    “Except, so far, I’m the only guy she’s been with, so unless you have a secret crush on me.” I held my breath, not out of homophobia, but just out of the realization it would make things uncomfortable if that were true… well, okay, and maybe a little homophobia in the mix. 
 
    Happily, he laughed it off. “No, I guess not. It’s more, I don’t know, I find it hot that she’s so wicked and sexual. Jesus, last night she spied on me with another woman while taking a dick in her ass.” 
 
    I nodded. It was my dick, so he didn’t have to tell me.  
 
    “I didn’t know I’d married a woman like that. I mean, we’ve played little games and fantasized and stuff, but I always thought she was just humoring me. I didn’t realize she was for real.” 
 
    “And now that you realize she is?” 
 
    He groaned. “I wish you’d come inside her. That’s all I could think about. How much I’d love to fuck her freshly creamed pussy.” 
 
    I shook my head in disbelief. Brad was taking to this like a duck to water.  
 
    “How about you?” he asked. 
 
    And that was the million-dollar question.  
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I can’t be that broken up about it since--” 
 
    “You banged Claire.” 
 
    “Um… right. I do feel manipulated. But whenever I start thinking about it, Claire and Lena show up to rub their titties in my face.” 
 
    “Oh God, you have no idea how right we were about Lena. She’s unbelievable.” 
 
    “We saw,” I reminded him.  
 
    “You think Marie’s really going to let you bang her little sister?” he asked.  
 
    I saw right through him. “What you really mean, is am I going to let you fuck Marie?” 
 
    “Dude, I….” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I began. I wasn’t quite sure what to say next.  
 
    I thought of him ramming his huge cock inside her. She could barely seem to get enough of C.J. What would being with Brad do to her? Lena would surely show me a good time, but I was worried that Brad would ruin Marie forever. And then I took stock of myself, of my racing heart and sweaty palms, and I realized the idea excited me. The idea that my wife might be a bit of size queen left me both queasy and aroused.  
 
    “I’ve always had a crush on Marie,” Brad admitted. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “God, she’s so cute, and her ass….” 
 
    He stopped and looked at me anxiously.  
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve fantasized about titty-fucking Claire more than once.” 
 
    He laughed. “We should have swapped years ago.” 
 
    “What are you two giggling about?” Claire asked.  
 
    The girls had returned. 
 
    “You’re back,” I noted. 
 
    “Making plans for tonight?” Marie asked, giving Brad a meaningful glance.  
 
    “Should we be?” he asked. 
 
    “As a matter of fact, no,” replied Claire.  
 
    “Huh?” I said. 
 
    Marie smiled, “Well, Bubby, we were talking about it, and we think we showed you boys a pretty good time last night.” 
 
    “And what did we get for it?” Claire asked. “Flowers? Breakfast in bed? Even an offer to cook dinner tonight?” 
 
    “I’ve gotten more out of Tinder hookups,” Lena noted.  
 
    “Um, what do you want?” Brad asked. 
 
    “Too late,” Claire replied. “We’re going to do a girls’ night out.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I asked. 
 
    My wife smirked. “It means we’re going to get dolled up, hit Dewey and see if we can’t find some guys who won’t take us quite so much for granted.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at the obviousness of it. Marie squatted down in front of me, her legs apart and trailed a hand down over the front of her bikini bottom. I flashed back to the sight of C.J.’s hand on her belly, his fingers rubbing her clit as his fat cock pounded into her from behind.  
 
    “You think we’re bluffing, Bubby? After the last couple of nights, you really think that?” 
 
    My mouth was suddenly dry. 
 
    “Um, no.” 
 
    She traced the line of her slit with her fingertip. Then she rose gracefully. “You boys are welcome to join us.” 
 
    “But don’t get in our way,” Claire warned. 
 
    “What’s that mean?” Brad asked. 
 
    Lena laughed. “Don’t clam jam us.” 
 
    “Clam jam?” I repeated, getting the meaning, but still amused at the term. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    “See you boys later,” Claire chimed.  
 
    They began walking back to the house. I turned to watch their three lovely butts swiveling as they crossed the hot sand. I looked over at Brad, who was staring after them open-mouthed.  
 
    I said, “Do you think they really would --” 
 
    “Fuck some strangers?” he completed my question, his tone excited. 
 
    “You’d really want Claire to meet some guy in a bar and….” 
 
    His expression grew eager, and I deliberately avoided peering at his crotch, suspecting that he was sporting some serious wood.  
 
    “You’re crazy,” I said. 
 
    “Is it my fault the reality of it is even hotter than the fantasy?”  
 
    I didn’t answer. We both stared out at the sea for a few minutes.  
 
    He broke the silence. “Mind if I take the cooler back to the house?” 
 
    “Um, no, sure,” I replied.  
 
    He rose and using the cooler as a shield for his crotch, he followed after the girls. I couldn’t help but chuckle. I knew he was somewhat conflicted, but for him the excitement of the situation seemed to far outweigh the anxiety. I was much less certain.  
 
    I remained out on the sand for a little longer. The elderly couple had left, and the husband from the family beside us was packing up the three kids and walking them back home. Soon, it was just me and the plump wife who’d scolded us earlier. 
 
    I glanced over at her. She wasn’t that bad actually. Nice titties. A bit wide in the seat, maybe, but there were plenty of guys who’d prefer that to a skinny chick. In truth, she was probably more in my league than were Claire, Lena, or my wife, all of whom were bona fide hotties.  
 
    It was that nagging insecurity that kept me from fully throwing myself into the situation. C.J. had it easy. No risk, just fun. What did he care about the women’s machinations? And anyway, he was a handsome fuck. And Brad… despite that hangdog, pussy whipped facade, he was packing, what, ten inches of cock? Surely, he could get all hot and bothered thinking about his wife enjoying strange dick without once having to worry she’d get a taste of something he couldn’t match and top.  
 
    Meanwhile, there I was. I’d always had this vague sense that I’d punched above my weight in getting Marie, what with her blond hair and pretty face and killer athletic body. And I was bald and a bit soft even if I could lift heavy objects. Intellectually, I knew that women worship neither a big cock nor a healthy deadlift, but I couldn’t stop worrying about the fact that our new… lifestyle, experiment, whatever… invited competition that I might not win.  
 
    Did I really want my wife to screw her sexy, old boyfriend? Well, that fucking milk was already spilt, but did I need her riding Brad’s huge prick as well? How much temptation could she take before she, you know, realized that the grass was actually greener?  
 
    On the other hand…. I had put my dick in Claire’s ass. True, most of my fantasies had involved her tits, but shit… what the fuck? And tonight, if I played my cards right, and by that I knew that meant being a good sport and playing along, there seemed a decent chance I’d be balls deep in Lena before the night was over. Lena… I fantasized about her for years, from a time when she was, as they say, barely legal.  
 
    I don’t think I could ever be like Brad. The idea of Marie fucking other dudes was not particularly a turn on… except that what might come of it was too delicious to resist.  
 
    I peered back over at the plump wife. She was relaxing, eyes closed, enjoying the late afternoon sun and the sound of crashing waves. A moment of peace before returning to a house-full of kids. I wondered whether Claire and Marie, both of whom had caught the baby frenzy from Brenda, were perhaps nonetheless preemptively mourning their lost freedom.  
 
    In the meantime, while I was pondering the meaning of life, Marie, Claire, Lena, C.J., and Brad were back in the house, half-drunk and greased up with sunscreen. My mind conjured up a lurid orgy scene that quickly brought me to my feet. I rushed back across the sand. Was I going to stop it or to partake? Yes.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    I walked into the house expecting to see a scene out of Caligula, but to my surprise -- Relief? Disappointment? -- things were quiet, with everyone apparently scattered into their separate bedroom. That didn’t completely settle my thoughts. As I approached our room, I half expected to hear moans of pleasure before walking in on my wife and C.J. continuing their reunion. But again, to my, whatever, that wasn’t the case. Instead, just as I walked in, Marie was coming out of the bathroom, freshly showered and wrapped in a towel, another towel wrapped around her wet hair like a turban. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey yourself.” 
 
    There was a palpable tension in the air. I don’t think I’d ever felt quite so awkward with my wife.  
 
    “Are we okay?” I asked. 
 
    She smirked and dropped the towel from her naked body. She was so hot, with her flat stomach, perky breasts,  and sexy tan lines. She’d touched up her landing strip, and I knew that meant her slit was smoothly shaved. Was that for me? Or for C.J.? Or Brad? Or some random guy she hoped to meet at some bar? 
 
    “You tell me, Bubby.” 
 
    She turned and bent over to reach into the bottom drawer, waving her perfect ass in my face, giving me a glimpse of her pussy from behind. Was she teasing me? Tempting me? Or maybe just casually ignoring me? She fished out a pair of skimpy, white panties and pulled them on with a sensuous swivel of her hips.  
 
    “I am not sure what’s going on.” 
 
    “I think we’re all just having a little fun.” 
 
    “How far does this go?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Isn’t part of the fun not knowing?” 
 
    She unwrapped the towel on her head and began to blow dry her hair, giving me a few minutes to think of an answer. With her hair dried and brushed out she turned once again to face me.  
 
    “It depends on motivations,” I replied. 
 
    “What was your motivation for sleeping with Claire?” 
 
    “You went first.” 
 
    “Yes, but that was a mistake. Anyway, that’s my point. Did you just sleep with her to get revenge?” 
 
    That left me a little speechless. As I pondered it, she sorted through a selection of bras before deciding to wear none. Instead, she pulled on a tight, sheer, pink tank top that seemed almost designed to show off her nipples. 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean,” I said finally. 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she replied. “You’ve always had the hots for Claire.” 
 
    “But I never—” 
 
    “And Lena. Hoo boy, do you have any idea how many time I’ve caught you staring at her ass?” 
 
    I chuckled. “Actually, I’m usually staring at her tits.” 
 
    She tilted her head and smirked. “Okay. Same difference.” 
 
    I laughed. “Marie, you’re talking in fucking riddles.” 
 
    “So are you.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Okay, so… let me see if I understand this. You were jealous that I’ve fantasized about your friend and sister, and to get revenge—” 
 
    “Revenge has nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “Okay, so… your hooking up with C.J. was a gift to me because it allowed me—” 
 
    “You’re overthinking things, Bubby. I’ve never had a scheme. I think I’m the one person in this whole house who doesn’t.” 
 
    I laughed again. “Believe me, Honey, I don’t have a scheme. I don’t even know what we’re talking about right now. I am clueless.” 
 
    “How upset are you about what happened with C.J.?” she asked. 
 
    I paused to think it over. “At one level, very. I mean, it was completely out of the blue, and I don’t know how it happened or whether it’ll happen again.” I paused again as I tried to verbalize my feeling. “At another, it just seems unreal. Some sort of parallel universe, you know? And in that universe, I’m less upset and more… jealous.” 
 
    She approached me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her nips. I knew if she went out like that, no other man would be able to either. And I also knew that was the point. 
 
    “How about excited?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Now that is an interesting answer,” she said. Then after a moment: “Brad is excited.” 
 
    “Brad’s crazy,” I replied. “So are Claire and Lena for that matter.” 
 
    “But I’m not?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She chuckled, backed away from me and dug around in her dresser again. She squeezed herself into a pair of tight, white shorts. Not quite Daisy Dukes in that her cheeks didn’t hang out, but in that ballpark. Between those and her braless top, she was clearly sending out a vibe that she was DTF. I wondered if she really was. 
 
    “You look like you want to say something,” she noted. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said yet again. 
 
    Now she laughed. “Oh Bubby, stop being so serious. There’s madness in the air. Just breathe it in.” 
 
    She stepped into a pair of cork, high-heeled sandals, gave me a kiss on the cheek and a pat on the ass and exited the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    After a shower, I dressed in my usual beach garb, khaki shorts and a tee shirt (blue in this case) and returned downstairs. The rest of the crew had gathered and were drinking margaritas.  
 
    My wife’s attire was provocative, but as usual she was more than matched by Claire and Lena. Claire was wearing a skin-tight, white party dress with diamond cutouts along the side that exposed both sideboob and her hips. It went down to her mid-thigh, and in that regard almost seemed conservative compared to Lena, whose loose-fitting, white and blue flower print, babydoll dress barely covered her ass. When she moved I could see her cheeks pretty clearly, and while she might have been wearing a g-string, she was for all intent and purposes bare assed. 
 
    C.J. and Brad had dressed similarly to me. Brad was in jean shorts and a Hawaiian shirt, C.J. in khaki pants and a black polo. 
 
    “There he is,” chimed Brad, a bit giddy, though I wasn’t sure if it was from drink or from a sexual high. Probably a bit of both. 
 
    Lena walked over and handed me a drink. Claire was standing close beside C.J., Brad next to my wife. Whether consciously or not, we’d already begun pairing off.  
 
    “That’s quite the dress,” I said to Lena. 
 
    She twirled, baring her ass. “Oh, this little thing?” 
 
    Marie glared and me and sidled closer to Brad. Have fun with my sister. I’ll be riding Brad’s big dick. 
 
    But not yet. 
 
    “Come on,” Claire said. “Drink up, and let’s go out and see what kind of trouble we can get into.” 
 
    “What kind of trouble are you looking for?” Brad asked. 
 
    Claire smirked and then turned to the rest of us. “I’m not sure if I should feel flattered or offended by the fact my hubby is so turned on about the idea of me being a bad girl.” She focused on me. “Do all men fantasize about their wives riding strange dick?” 
 
    I felt my face flush, a tingling burning on my cheeks. I cast my glance at Brad who was grinning like an idiot and C.J. who was smirking confidently. Lena was amused. My wife was eyeing me expectantly. They were all insane. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, but I think we all dream about our wives behaving like porn stars.” 
 
    “Even if it is with another man?” Marie asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know.” I redirected: “Why is it that women only get dirty with strangers?” 
 
    Marie looked scandalized.  
 
    Lena laughed and replied, “Because we need to impress the strange cock. Familiarity breeds contempt.” 
 
    “Or at least laziness,” Claire suggested. “Same is true of men. When’s the last time any of you have actually tried to impress us?” 
 
    “I didn’t realize it was a contest,” I said. 
 
    “It isn’t,” my wife said, “but that doesn’t mean a little extra effort isn’t noticed.” 
 
    Claire laughed. “It’s not their fault. Their dicks just get harder for fresh meat.” 
 
    “And your pussies get wetter,” Brad retorted. 
 
    “So it seems,” Claire acknowledged. She finished off her drink and looked at Lena and Marie. “What do you think, girls, is it time to see how wet we can get?” 
 
    “Or we could just stay here,” I noted. 
 
    Marie took a step toward me. “But that wouldn’t be half as fun.” She winked. 
 
    Lena finished her drink. “Let’s go. I called an Uber already.” 
 
    “Can we all fit?” I asked. 
 
    Lena shrugged. “We said you can come along. We didn’t say we’d take you.” 
 
    “Uh, how do we find you?” 
 
    Claire smirked. “Just look for the parade of stiff dicks.” 
 
    Lena and Marie laughed. They grabbed their purses and headed for the door. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Brad and I scrambled to call for a ride. He was excited and jittery. C.J. was quiet. Like Lena, I think he enjoyed chaos. Too bad, from my perspective, that instead of hooking up with her, he seemed more interested in screwing the married women in the group. 
 
    When the Uber arrived, we debated where they might have gone. I was in the front seat, Brad and C.J. in the back. 
 
    “Where are we headed? Too early for dancing,” I noted. 
 
    “Woody’s,” Brad said confidently. “They’ll end up at The Starboard, but I bet they’ll get some drinks and crab cakes at Woody’s first.” 
 
    “So we’re going there?” I asked. 
 
    C.J. chuckled. 
 
    “What?” I asked, craning back at him. 
 
    He shrugged. “None of my business.” 
 
    I snapped. “You’re dicking my wife. Seems like you’ve gotten yourself pretty well involved.” 
 
    “It’s not his fault,” Brad said, trying to smooth things out. 
 
    C.J. didn’t seem bothered. “I’m obviously just in the right place at the right time….” He paused. “Or wrong place, wrong time from your perspective. But, it seems obvious to me the girls are messing with you two. Brad here seems to like it. You’re less convinced. But even still, you’re playing into their hand by following them around.” 
 
    “So what should we do?” I asked. 
 
    “Ideally, you’d go out, make some friends, and when the girls come home tonight all annoyed that you didn’t chase after them, they’d walk in on you tag-teaming a couple of whores.” 
 
    “You’d like that,” I replied. “That would leave all three of them for you.” 
 
    “You want to talk about this here?” he asked, nodding at the driver. 
 
    Brad jumped in. “Let’s go to Beer Company for now. They have a great Happy Hour.” 
 
    I nodded and turned back to look out the windshield. Taking advice from C.J. rankled me, but I had to admit, his argument made sense. We couldn’t just follow the girls around like a bunch of lovelorn puppies. 
 
    We arrived at the brew pub, settled in, and ordered a round of samplers, which it occurred to me was quite appropriate. After all, we seemed to be in the process of sampling each other’s women also. Well, not quite. C.J. wasn’t bringing anyone to the party.  
 
    “Don’t you feel like a mooch?” I asked. 
 
    He looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “Are you supposed to bring a girl to an orgy?” 
 
    He laughed. “Don’t blame the playa, blame the game.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I didn’t ask for any of this. I didn’t ask for his wife,” he gestured at Brad, “to wave her big titties in my face and invite me to the beach. And I didn’t know that the hot little number she was using as a lure happened to be an ex’s little sister. And I was just trying to play it cool and not embarrass your wife by acknowledging we’d used to date. How was I supposed to know she seems to have all sorts of unresolved issues with me? I just thought we’d had a good time, things got a little rocky, and we’d both moved on.” 
 
    “You knew she was married when you hooked up on the beach,” I protested.  
 
    “You know who else knew she was married? Marie. Even when she started humping my leg like a dog in heat.” 
 
    I rose half out of my seat. Brad put his hand on my shoulder. C.J. leaned back and put his hands up.  
 
    “Easy,” he said softly. “I’m sorry. That was uncalled for. But come on, put yourself in my shoes. Marie is hot! She’s one of the best lovers I’ve ever had, and don’t we all fantasize about hooking up again with a sexy ex? You can’t really blame me.” 
 
    I sat back down. “You’re an asshole.” 
 
    He laughed and raised a glass. “Now that is true!” 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “Can we get serious?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded grudgingly.  
 
    “Look,” he began. “We’re all having a good time. Just a little meaningless slap and tickle as the Brits say.” 
 
    I began to protest. He cut me off. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I know. I’ve got less skin in the game, but everyone had fun last night. Boys and girls alike. So, the question is, what do you want to happen next?” He looked at Brad first. “You want your wife to keep screwing around with other men...” 
 
    Brad shifted excitedly in his seat. 
 
    “...but you don’t want her going behind your back, and you still want her to respect you,” C.J. concluded. 
 
    Brad nodded. 
 
    Then C.J. turned to me. “And you’d rather none of this happened, except you definitely enjoyed messing around with Claire last night.” 
 
    “That’s not—” I began to protest. 
 
    He laughed. “Stop it, Dan, just stop it. Putting your dick in her ass while watching Lena getting fucked is going to be, like, the number one entry in your spank bank for a long, long time. And anyway, I promise you, the one thing you don’t want to do is make Marie feel bad about all of this. It won’t undo what happened last night, but it will make her feel like shit and poison your sex life. So like Brad, here, you need to go with the flow, but in a way that makes Marie feel grateful to you and not contemptuous or resentful.” 
 
    I sighed. “What makes you the world’s greatest expert?” 
 
    C.J. took a sip of beer.  
 
    Brad answered for him: “Well, he did manage to get in Marie’ pants again.” 
 
    I sneered at my friend. 
 
    “What?” Brad asked. “It’s true. I don’t know this guy from a hole in the wall, but he got Claire all hot and bothered and then he, well, hooked back up with Marie and, from what I can tell, Lena seems to want to get in line too.” 
 
    C.J. shrugged. “I’m not, like, some pussy whisperer, but I’ve been around the block a few times. Girls want to feel sexy and safe at the same time. Give that to them and they’ll give you pretty much anything you might want.” 
 
    I nodded. “Fine, fine. Okay, Sensei, teach us.” 
 
    He laughed. “So first things first. No snide comments, no recriminations. Second, you’re amused, not threatened by any of this, and the reason you’re not threatened is that no matter how many strange dicks get up in there, that pussy is your pussy.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. 
 
    C.J. persisted. “Seriously, you know this already. Both of you reclaimed your women this morning, right?” 
 
    I nodded as did Brad. 
 
    “That’s more than half the fun,” C.J.  
 
    “You ever share your own woman?” I asked. “Or do you just borrow other men’s.” 
 
    C.J. smirked. “You and I have more in common than you realize.” 
 
    It took a moment for that to sink in. 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned.  
 
    He shrugged. “What’s the big deal?” 
 
    Brad cottoned on to it now. “Wait, Marie?” 
 
    “Let’s just say I wasn’t the only one in the relationship with a problem with monogamy,” C.J. replied, though somehow I knew he’d actually say more.  
 
    “I don’t believe it,” Brad exclaimed.  
 
    C.J. smirked at the invitation to elucidate. 
 
    “I was being a dick,” C.J. explained. “She decided to get back at me by hooking up with this other guy who’d been trying to get into her pants for months. After her date, she came by my place to rub my face in it, but instead we ended up fucking on the floor by the front door.” 
 
    I grunted into my beer. Fuck, why was that hot? Why was it exciting to imagine Marie, freshly fucked and feeling saucy, seeing her effort to taunt C.J. turn into a desperate, half dressed, bang on the ground? Why was my mind filling in all the gaps? How she’d given herself to another man just to torment C.J., probably thinking of him as she spread her legs. How she’d quickly dressed and rushed to C.J.’s before the come could leak from her pussy. C.J. tearing off her panties and biting her neck. How she clawed at his pants to liberate his hard cock. Her groan of pleasure as he sank into her wet cunt. And then the immediate aftermath, as she eagerly went down and cleaned his cock of the mingled come of two men.  
 
    C.J. was eyeing me carefully, reading me. He nodded as my expression seemed to confirm that I got it. 
 
    “Dude,” he finally said, “as long as it gets your lady hot and ready to fuck, who cares about the rest?” 
 
    I nodded thoughtfully. “I guess… I just guess that I didn’t realize Marie had this in her.” 
 
    C.J. laughed. “Of course they do. They’re just like us. Just like fucking a new pussy is so hot that you can barely last a minute the first time, girls get off on a little strange. They just know they shouldn’t, so they suppress it. But seriously, think about your first time with any chick. Is she ever as hot and wet as the first time you fuck her? And after a little while, isn’t the hottest sex always when there is a little novelty? A hotel room, or when she’s wearing new underwear, or when she’s flirted with another guy, or the first time you play boss and secretary.” 
 
    Brad chuckled. “That’s definitely true with Claire. Anything that changes things up get her going.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind,” C.J. said. 
 
    Brad got wide-eyed as C.J.’s comment reminded him that tonight his wife would probably finally hook up with her crush.  
 
    C.J. smirked. “So, what should I do to her?” 
 
    Brad was speechless for a moment. “An… anything you want,” he stammered. 
 
    “I know that,” C.J. replied confidently. “Those tits were made to be fucked. But what do you want me to do to her?” 
 
    Brad was speechless. 
 
    C.J. continued taunting him, “I mean, Dan here already put it in her ass. I’m definitely going to do that, but what else do you want her to do?” 
 
    Brad’s mouth opened and closed like a fish.  
 
    C.J. laughed and I couldn’t help chuckling as well. 
 
    “Spit it out,” I finally demanded.  
 
    Brad looked at me, but turned beet red and instead spoke to C.J. “I’d love to see her with two guys.” 
 
    “Well, we can arrange that,” C.J. replied, nodding toward me. “So, what are you thinking? Spitroasted or ass and pussy at the same time.” 
 
    Brad got a manic look in his eyes, but didn’t answer. He looked like he might cream his pants.  
 
    C.J. didn’t push it. He twirled his fingers at the waitress. “Let’s do another round and then see if we can’t make that happen.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took us a while to find them, in part because we stopped off at a couple of places to get more beers. But finally, we tracked them down at the newest bar in Dewey, Jammer, on the Ocean side of Route 1. It was three stories tall, with a rooftop bar, a stage and dance floor on the main level, and quieter lounge downstairs with sofas, loungers, and various nooks with loveseats. Unlike the usual Dewey, neon bar sign, omnipresent TVs, and nautical kitsch, Jammer had a cooler vibe, and the music was more night-club, hip-hop than the usual Bon Jovi and Journey throwback stuff at a lot of the other bars. For a beach club, it was counter-programming, but it definitely seemed to work, and it looked like they were collecting all of the young, hip crowd from Ocean City to Lewes in one place.  
 
    I’d been growing increasingly anxious when we went from bar to bar without finding the girls, but it looked like C.J. was right. Even though there were plenty of hot guys around, they hadn’t run off with anyone, and although they pretended not to notice us when we sidled up to the bar a few yards away, I could tell from their body language that at least Marie and Claire were relieved we’d found them. Relieved and also eager to get down to teasing.  
 
    Downing their drinks and casting subtle glances in our direction to make sure we were watching, Marie, Claire, and Lena bounced out onto the dance floor. Lena made sure to shake her butt enough to send her dress swirling, showing off the bottom of her gorgeous ass cheeks, which was almost enough to distract from her heavy tits swaying beneath the loose fabric of her baby doll. Almost, but not quite, and maybe it was just me, but it definitely felt as if the energy on the dance floor shifted when they got out there. But if Lena was flashy, it was definitely Marie and Claire who seemed to hold the most attention.  
 
    They were both clearly buzzed, eyes a little shiny, red in their cheeks. Or maybe it was excitement, because what began as the two of them playfully bumping together, quickly turned to something both more subtle and hotter. Palms pressed together, they swayed, spinning apart, but connected with fingertip touches, before coming back close, eyes locked, a gentle caress of the cheek, a hand on a hip, lips parted. It wasn’t so much hot as smoldering. Just a millisecond from ignition. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who felt it. 
 
    C.J. leaned in and whispered, “There is no way those two haven’t fucked.” 
 
    I could only nod in agreement. Brad couldn’t even do that. He was almost in shock. 
 
    C.J. seemed amused. He palmed Brad’s shoulder. “What do you think, Buddy, maybe instead of two dicks inside her, we get to watch them sixty-nine?” 
 
    I felt a surge of jealousy at the way Brad and C.J. were planning their assignation with my wife. Objectively, I had nothing to complain about. As long as Lena followed through on her not-so-subtle promise to rock my world, I had no reason to be aggrieved. But even still, the thought of Claire and Marie naked, putting on a lesbian show for Brad and C.J. before those two took turns wearing out their pussies -- and in particular my wife’s -- with their big cocks.  
 
    Marie wheeled around and backed up against her friend. Claire’s hands caressed the front of my wife’s body, fingertips teasing her visible nubs. Marie thrust her ass back and ground against Claire’s mound. Claire playfully spanked my wife’s ass and then ran her hand between her legs from behind. Marie squealed and then spun around giggling. Now Claire turned away and pressed her butt against my wife. Marie cupped her friend’s big tits and mashed them as Claire looked back over her shoulder, tempting Marie to lean in and brush her lips against Claire’s. 
 
    Brad groaned. 
 
    Their show had the desired effect. We weren’t the only ones to notice the girls. As I watched, made immobile by the tent in my pants, two young guys quickly approached Claire and Marie. It took me a moment to recognize them as the two dudes from the beach, the ones with the Speedos and six-packs. The girls seemed to recognize them as well, giggling as the four of them came together in a writhing group that quickly turned into something closer to dry humping than dancing. 
 
    Marie glanced over at me with a grin. She was grinding her ass against the Latin guy’s surely-engorged prick as he palmed her stomach, his thumb edging beneath her tee shirt and his pinky dipping into her shorts. Claire’s arm was wrapped around my wife’s neck as the blond dude sandwiched her as well, one hand on Claire’s ass, the other intertwined with Marie’s. 
 
    C.J. leaned in close to Brad. “What do you say we watch these guys fuck the shit out of them before we take them home?” 
 
    Brad, overwhelmed, just chugged his beer.  
 
    I needed a break… and also… I realized that Lena seemed to have disappeared. It was bad enough knowing that C.J. and Brad would be fucking my wife tonight. Worse was the likelihood that they’d only get around to it after two other dudes had gone first. Worst was the possibility that while all of that was going on, I’d be spending the night alone.  
 
    Remembering that Lena’s lesbian experience had begun with an effort to make another man jealous, I wondered if she’d hooked up with another dude because Claire and Marie seemed to be stealing all the attention on the dance floor. Remembering all the nooks and crannies downstairs, I figured that’s where I’d most likely find her, perhaps in flagrante delicto, but as C.J. would surely remind me, sloppy seconds never hurt anyone. 
 
    In the hour or so since I’d last peered into the lower level, the atmosphere had changed dramatically. Despite the air conditioning, it was steamy. The sofas were crowded, though it was less because of the sheer number of people than the fact that so many of the young, hot-bodies seemed draped over each other, intertwined, faces close in intimate conversation, eager, hungry, sex in the air. 
 
    I tried to seek out Lena without intruding on anyone’s privacy, but it was hard. It was dark and as I searched for her, I couldn’t help but observe too much. A couple kissing passionately. A stiff, wet nipple being pinched beneath a loose blouse. A woman’s hand insistently stroking a cock through a pair of sheer slacks. A flash of white panties between casually spread thighs. So many sexy sights and sounds to feed my already overcharged brain. 
 
    How long until Marie was down here with the dark-haired kid with the abs and the big package? How long until his fingers slipped inside her tight shorts, finding her clit, and nuking the last of her inhibitions. How long until my wife peeled off her bottoms and mounted a stranger’s cock, Brad and C.J. watching and waiting to drag her back to the house to fuck her come-filled snatch? 
 
    I was sweating and I needed some air. Temporarily giving up on finding Lena, I scooted up the back stairs to the rooftop deck. I’d expected a crowd, but midweek they hadn’t opened the bar, and the brisk wind off the ocean made it a bit chilly and not so appealing. Still, fresh air was fresh air, and there were maybe a dozen people up there, huddled together in widely separated groups. I took some deep breaths, and then shivered as a particularly strong gust chilled my perspiration… and wait, was that a drop of rain? 
 
    I was about to retreat downstairs when I spotted Lena by the railing, snuggling up to a couple of muscle-bound meatheads. I groaned. Just beneath me, my wife was probably getting fingerbanged on the dancefloor in preparation for a night of cocksitting and carpetmunching, while my girl looked about ready to tag team a couple of frat boys who spent too much time in the gym.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I muttered. 
 
    I shook my head and turned… but an instinct held me back. There was… something… about Lena that didn’t… seem right. I spun back around and took a step toward her and the two guys. It wasn’t so much that they were clustered together as much as she was, sort of, backed into a corner. I could see her hand on the railing, behind the taller of the two, looking almost like she was reaching out for a life preserver. And there was the way she was pulling down on her dress, to keep the wind from lifting it up.  
 
    I stepped closer. 
 
    “Hey, Lena,” I said. 
 
    “Get lost,” snarled the guy on the left.  
 
    He was the shorter of the two, but still had a few inches on me, and 15 fewer years. He was wearing a Delta Tau Delta tee shirt, at least one size too small, probably to show off his biceps. His buddy glanced back at me from beneath his Bud Light ball cap, though only for a moment since he seemed more concerned with keeping Lena from scooting away. 
 
    “Um, Lena, you okay?” 
 
    “She’s fine,” growled Bud Light.  
 
    “Lena?” I asked again. 
 
    She looked anxiously at the younger, bigger men. She gave me a small nod.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she said softly, but her eyes shot imploringly toward the steps downstairs.  
 
    It felt like she was trying to tell me to get a bouncer. Or maybe that was my own mind. I scanned the roof deck. In the time it had taken me to walk over, it had begun to spit, and between that and the wind, we were now alone. Getting some help was definitely the smart course of action… but then again, I couldn’t leave her up here alone with these two assholes. 
 
    “Come on, Lena, let’s go,” I said, reaching out for her hand. 
 
    It all happened so fast. Bud Light jabbed me hard in the chest with the base of his palm. I staggered backward, which meant I was moving away when his other fist caught my cheek.  Lena, looking over my shoulder, went wide-eyed. I dropped my head just in time to avoid Delta Tau’s attempt to put me in a choke hold. Spinning, I lashed out, closed fisted, and caught him in the ribs. He gasped and lurched backward. Lena yelped and I instinctively threw my other arm up, grunting in pain as Bud Light shattered his long-neck beer against my forearm. I spun and threw my elbow toward his face. It connected with an oddly satisfying crunch. He rocked back on his heels and crumpled to the deck. Seeing him slide to the ground, glassy eyed, distracted me just long enough for DTD to latch onto me. His forearm slipped across my throat, he punched me hard in the back of the head, a bright light flashing in front of my eyes. I stomped my foot down, searching for his, but he was expecting it and avoided me. Still it put him off balance, and when I felt his weight shift, I squatted down and leaned forward, feeling his weight come onto my back, and then with an explosive jump, I thrust upward, and felt his body lift off the ground. I grabbed his forearm and helped him around, over my head, his grip coming off my neck, and then continuing the motion and with the now significant assistance of gravity, I slammed him down onto the floor. 
 
    I was gasping. The rain was now falling in heavy drops. Lena was staring wide-eyed, hand over her mouth. My two assailants writhed in pain. Bud Light was gushing blood from his nose, and frat boy was clutching his ribs and groaning in pain.  
 
    I took Lena by the hand. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    She just nodded as I dragged her through the now-soaking rain to the stairs. We didn’t stop to look for the others. By now I was beginning to think again, and I knew that at this point the best case scenario was that I’d get questioned by the cops and released, but the worst case was that I’d end up arrested for assault. And all of that assumed that neither our friends nor their buddies caught up to us in the meantime. I’d had the element of surprise. They didn’t expect a short, bald, dumpy guy to be able to handle himself. Heck, I wouldn’t have expected it of myself. But with that advantage gone, I doubted I could take them on again. 
 
    Racing past the bar, we squeezed past a cluster of people at the door admiring the heavy downpour, and sprinted into the storm. I was still holding tight onto Lena as we crossed the parking lot toward Route 1. I scanned our surroundings and noticed a couple of taxis parked, waiting to pick up partiers and take them home. I rapped on the first one’s window. The driver jolted, but unlocked the door, and we slipped into the back. 
 
    We must have made quite a sight, sopping wet and out of breath. Indeed, the driver was craned around to check us out… well, not us, but Lena, whose sheer babydoll had turned completely transparent and was clinging to her amazing braless tits. I cleared my throat. He chuckled and turned around. 
 
    “Where to?” he asked. 
 
    I gave him our address. He pulled out and began driving south toward Bethany. 
 
    The cab was air-conditioned and Lena was cold. She was shivering, and snuggled against me. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and held her tight. 
 
    “God, I’m so wet,” she said. 
 
    “We’ll be home soon. Nice warm towels in the dryer waiting for us.” 
 
    She giggled. “That’s not what I mean.” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled it between her legs. Her dress was cold and wet, but her tiny panties were hot and soaked. I moaned.  
 
    “You were amazing,” she gushed.  
 
    “I didn’t… it just….” 
 
    She put her finger to my lips. “Shhh.” Then she used her finger to trace my cheek. I winced. Bud Light had hit me harder than I realized. She went next to the bump on the back of my head. And finally to my forearm.  
 
    “You’re bleeding,” she said as she tore off a strip of fabric from her dress. She wrapped it around my wound, like some sort of battlefield medic.  
 
    I looked into her face, which was inches from mine. She was biting her lower lip, her cheeks flush. God, she was so sexy.  
 
    “So here’s what I’m going to do, Hero,” she began. “First, I’m going to suck your cock. And then I’m going to fuck your brains out.” 
 
    “Whoa, don’t make a mess back there,” the driver warned. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Lena cooed, “I always swallow every drop.” 
 
    Eyes locked, she reached into my lap and undid my belt. Then the button on my shorts. Then the zipper. I lifted my ass off the seat and she eased down my shorts. I was rock hard. Her hands were damp from the rain but surprisingly warm. She stroked me firmly in a way that left no doubt she knew her way around a cock. Her blue eyes glimmered as she slowly dipped her face into my lap. And then… heaven. 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned as her hot, velvety mouth encircled my cock.  
 
    She swallowed me easily, her hands cupping my balls, her tongue swirling around my prick. She was going nice and slow, and I realized she wanted to make it last. I melted back into the seat and luxuriated in the feel of her hot, wet mouth. She adjusted herself onto the seat, on her hands and knees, so that her heavy tits brushed against my thigh. I reached back and palmed her hard ass. She moaned with my cock in her mouth, a delicious thrumming sensation. Her g-string panties were so tiny that there was nothing between me and her gorgeous ass. I caressed her soft skin, feeling the firm muscle beneath, exploring her curves. She began to bob up and down on my prick, pausing at the top to lick, kiss, and suckle the head of my cock. I’d had my dick sucked plenty over the years, but never quite had this sensation of a woman really making love to my prick, so hungry and eager to taste me and enjoy me. Lena’s technique virtually screamed, “I love cock.” 
 
    I slid my hand between her cheeks, easing my finger beneath the fabric of her thong. She moaned again, so delicious, encouragingly. I trailed my digit over her tight, little anus, and then farther down, until I felt her wet, shaved slit. Her pussy throbbed at my touch, almost begging me to explore deeper, and when I pressed my finger inside her, she moaned and shivered, her rock-hard nipples poking at my thighs.  
 
    She sucked me harder, with more suction and her fist jerking my shaft on each stroke. I plunged a second finger into her sopping snatch. She growled lustily. My thumb pressed against her asshole. She swallowed me completely, her lips insistent as if she were trying to take my balls into her mouth as well.  
 
    I was past the point of no return. “Oh fuck,” I moaned. I wanted to warn her, but that was all I could get out. 
 
    It didn’t matter. She read me perfectly. She let my cock slide from her mouth until just the head remained inside. Her tongue lashed my cockhead and her hand pumped my cock vigorously. I came hard, every muscle in my body seeming to contract simultaneously. Lena didn’t flinch. She guzzled my come like a seasoned pro, her fist slowing as she milked me for every last drop. 
 
    “Sorry about that,” I said. 
 
    She peered up at me and licked a drop of my come from her lip. “You don’t ever need to apologize for coming in my mouth.” 
 
    The driver laughed. “She’s a keeper.” 
 
    “You bet your ass,” she replied. 
 
    I realized we were at the house. 
 
    “I didn’t think you wanted to be interrupted,” the driver explained.  
 
    “Good call,” I replied. 
 
    “Say, we can wipe the fare if your friend is up to it.” 
 
    I glanced at Lena. She had a saucy smile on her face, and I had the sense that she’d probably go along with it if I asked her to blow the cabbie. And for a moment, it seemed like a hot idea. 
 
    I laughed. “Not a chance. She’s all mine tonight.” 
 
    I paid him and we staggered into the house, disheveled; I hadn’t had time to re-button my pants and was holding them up with my hand. I was more sore than I’d realized. Lena didn’t give me a chance to reflect on that, however. As I closed the door behind us, she launched herself at me, arms wrapped around my neck, her legs around my waist. She kissed me. I’d just come in her mouth, but I didn’t care. She was so passionate that I just went along with it. I was cupping and kneading her ass cheeks, my pinkies sliding up between her thighs, feeling her sticky wetness. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she growled. 
 
    I was hard again. Or maybe I’d never quite lost my erection. My pants were hanging off my hips, and she was humping me. I felt her slick pussy against my belly. I lowered her slightly and thrust upward, and millions of years of evolution seemed to help my prick find its target. I slammed into her hot, tight, wet cunt. It was amazing. Her pussy a perfect, slippery sleeve. Still holding her ass, I bounced her up and down on my cock. 
 
    “That’s… it…” she gasped, “fuck… me… just… like… that!” 
 
    “God, you’re so hot,” I groaned. 
 
    She laughed. “You ain’t seen nothing yet.” 
 
    She released her grip on my neck and leaned back, trusting me not to drop her. Luckily, she was such a slender, little spinner that I could easily manhandle her. With a flourish, she whipped off her dress, leaving her completely naked, impaled on my cock. 
 
    “Where are your panties?” 
 
    “I gave them to the taxi driver as a tip.” 
 
    I slowly slid her pussy up and down on my shaft. She lifted up a plump breast and offered me her nipple. I sucked it hard until she hissed. She leaned forward and nuzzled my neck. She gave me a kiss, then a quick painful bite. I dropped her hard onto my erection. I liked the give and take. I liked how into it she seemed. 
 
    “Would you have sucked him off if I’d asked you to?” 
 
    “I’d do anything you asked,” she replied slinkily. 
 
    I thought about that. There were so many things I’d fantasized about doing to her. I pulled her ass cheeks apart, forcing my cock deeper still into her tight slot.  
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Just about.” 
 
    “And all because I beat up two guys?” 
 
    She chuckled. “I’ve always wanted a man to fight over me.” 
 
    Headlights flashed across us as a car drove past. As much fun as I was having bouncing Lena on my cock, I had a feeling things might go badly if Marie walked in on us.  
 
    “Let’s go upstairs,” I said.  
 
    She released my neck again and lifted her hands in the air. I admired her gorgeous bouncing orbs.  
 
    “I can’t stop you from taking me anywhere.” 
 
    It was awkward walking with her wrapped around me and with my shorts around my thighs. But I didn’t want to break the moment, and even more I didn’t want to stop fucking her. So we awkwardly stumbled up the stairs, Lena and I giggling at the absurdity of it. 
 
    Once in the bedroom, I kicked the door shut behind us. Lena kissed me passionately as if to say, Now let’s get down to business. 
 
    I walked her back up against the wall. I let my shorts drop down around my ankles and started pounding in her hard.  
 
    “Ugh, God,” she grunted, “That’s it, Stud, fuck my tight, little pussy.” 
 
    She kissed me hard, moaning into my mouth, her tongue wrestling with mine. As she broke the embrace, she reached out and bit my lip.  
 
    “Ow, fuck,” I hissed, but it just made me want to fuck her harder.  
 
    Palming her ass with one hand, I reached up and grabbed a handful of her blond hair. I yanked back and she cried out. I ducked in and bit her neck as well. She grabbed onto my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. I wasn’t sure if we were fucking or fighting, or maybe it was a little of both. I was banging her as hard as I could. Pounding her into the wall, and she was loving every minute of it.  
 
    “You like it rough,” I said.  
 
    “It makes me hungry for come,” she teased.  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned.  
 
    “Come in my mouth.”  
 
    I released her and she dropped to her knees. She swallowed my slimy prick deep into her mouth just as I began to come again, and as before, she slurped down my jism without hesitation. 
 
    “Oh God, that was amazing,” I gasped, stumbling backward onto the bed.  
 
    She crawled over to me and snuggled up beside me, her heavy tits mashed into my ribs. 
 
    “Was that how you imagined it?” she asked. 
 
    “Imagined what?” 
 
    “Fucking me. How long have you been fantasizing about pounding my tight, little pussy?” 
 
    “I don’t --” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “You’re a terrible fucking liar. Impressive barroom brawler, but you can’t lie for shit. I’ve been peeling your eyeballs off my ass ever since I can remember.” 
 
    “Lena --” 
 
    “I’ve downed two loads of your come… and oh by the way, unless things have gone horribly wrong, by now, my sis, your wife, is spreading wide to take Brad’s huge cock. So why get coy now?” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    “Come on, how did you imagine me? Was I in my cheerleader outfit?” 
 
    It felt like a gallon of blood suddenly flowed into my cock. 
 
    “Maybe,” I admitted. 
 
    “And what? Was I like all smitten? Did you imagine me crushing on you? Or maybe you walked in on me playing with myself, rubbing my tiny, teen pussy raw, and you just had to teach me about the birds and the bees?” 
 
    Her breath was hot against my neck. Her hand began stroking my cock. I cupped her ass and squeezed her against me. 
 
    “Something like that,” I replied. I didn’t really want to talk. I just wanted her to go down on me, suck me from 75% to 100% hard and then ride my cock while I mauled her big tits. 
 
    “Was I an eager student?” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    She reached down and squeezed my balls, hard. I yelped.  
 
    “Bullshit,” she laughed. “You’ve always thought I was an arrogant bitch. A cockteasing whore.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” I replied. 
 
    She resumed slowly stroking my cock. It was hard to stay focused. “True enough. Still, I don’t think you fantasized about me coming on to you. I think…,” she paused as if pondering this for the first time, “I think you fantasized about… teaching me a lesson. And not a lesson in love. I think you fantasized about shutting me up, and…,” another pause. Then, “yeah, that’s it. That’s so evil, dreaming about raping your wife’s baby sister.” 
 
    I was so hard it hurt. “No, I….” 
 
    She chuckled. “So, tell me, what was the fantasy. You come over. I’m home alone in my cheerleader outfit. I give you some lip and you decide to shut me the fuck up. Come on, Danny, out with it. Did you imagine me surrendering, or did I fight back? Did you need to slap me around? I might actually like that,” she teased. 
 
    I thought about her playful, yet painful bites when we fucked earlier. She rolled on top of me. I thrust upward to try to get inside her. She rose up to avoid my cock.  
 
    “Nah uh, Bubby,” she teased, using my wife’s pet name for me. “No nookie until you come clean… unless… you take it.” 
 
    I was dizzy with excitement. She was taunting me to rape her. But, I couldn’t… not even as a game. Even if I had… so many times…. 
 
    “I couldn’t stop you,” she continued. “You’re much too strong. But I’m a fighter. I wouldn’t make it easy on you.” 
 
    She slapped me, hard, across the face.  
 
    “Bitch,” I hissed. 
 
    She hit me again. I grabbed her arms and rolled over on top of her between her legs. I pinned her hands over her head. Her eyes were flashing.  
 
    “Is this where you rape my tight little pussy, Bubby? Or maybe,” she smirked, “that’s not how you planned to punish me.”  
 
    I’ve been peeling your eyeballs off my ass ever since I can remember. She knew. And my own shocked expression must have confirmed it. She laughed.  
 
    “Oooh, that is so, so nasty. Still water runs deep, right Bubby? How many times have you fucked my sister while dreaming about raping my ass?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I hissed. 
 
    “Make me,” she laughed. 
 
    I was shaking… with excitement… embarrassment… anger…. 
 
    She craned her neck toward me. Her expression softened and she broke character for just a moment. “I can take it. Anything you can dish out, I can take.” 
 
    She lay back down and her evil grin returned. “I can’t wait to tell Marie tomorrow about your dirty little secret. About how you fantasized about raping her sister’s teenage ass.” 
 
    I’m not quite sure how much was roleplay and how much was my own guilt, but I could feel my neck getting hot.  
 
    “I’m going to tell her all about it,” she taunted. “Right after she tells me about how much she creamed on Brad’s huge prick.” 
 
    “Lena, stop it!” 
 
    She laughed, her hot body vibrating beneath mine; it was a cruel, mocking laugh. 
 
    “Maybe I would have fucked you if Marie ever bragged about how good you were. But she never did. C.J., though….” She moaned sensuously. “God, Marie couldn’t stop talking about what an amazing fuck he was. I’m not surprised she fucked him again. He’s probably got her bent over a bathroom sink right now, balls deep in her married pussy, thumb in her ass.” 
 
    My breath caught. Lena noticed. She chuckled.  
 
    “You know he fucks her ass, don’t you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Another laugh. “He owns her cunt and ass. You’re just borrowing them when he’s not around.” 
 
    I saw red. Literally, a cloud of red seems to cloud my vision. I thrust mindlessly and my prick slid into Lena’s soaked, scalding pussy. She laughed victoriously.  
 
    “Raping me doesn’t change the fact that your wife begs for another man’s cock.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I hissed as I pounded into her hard. 
 
    She gasped. “That’s it, Bubby, fuck me like C.J. fucks your wife… except, he’s doing that to her tight, little asshole.” 
 
    I groaned as the vision she’d conjured up flashed into my brain. Marie, bent over, reaching back to spread her asscheeks, his fat cock teasing her puckered anus, mascara running as she pleaded to be assfucked. 
 
    “Have you ever had my sister up the ass? Or does she save that just for C.J.?” 
 
    She knew the answer. Our eyes met and she smirked. 
 
    “Shut up,” I grunted, covering her mouth with my hand. 
 
    She growled and tried to back me off her, her hands twisting to get free. I pounded in harder still. I couldn’t tell anymore, was this still a game or something else? I didn’t care. I just wanted her to shut up and take my cock.  
 
    She bit my hand. I howled and drew back. She got a hand free and lashed at my face. I deflected her arm, but lost control of her. She spun underneath me, my cock sliding out of her pussy. I dropped back down heavily onto her, flattening her face-down on the bed. I wrapped a hand into her hair and jammed her face into the pillow. My prick wedged between her firm ass cheeks.  
 
    “You want it in the ass?” 
 
    She twisted her head to the side. “You don’t have the guts.” 
 
    I hesitated. 
 
    “That’s why C.J. fucks her ass and you don’t.” 
 
    I growled again as the image of my wife getting buttfucked again entered my mind. I rose up slightly, felt my slimy prick touch her anus, and then slowly, firmly thrust inside her. She hissed as her ass opened for me. It felt hot and tight, her sphincter a hard ring riding up and down my shaft as I pumped my cock.  
 
    She laughed. “Is that the best you can do? C.J. --” 
 
    “Shut up!”  I snapped, jamming three fingers into her mouth.  
 
    She tried to spit them out, but that just felt that much hotter, her mouth wet and drooling, tongue spasming against my digits. I fucked her ass harder, and to anyone walking in, it would have seemed as if I were raping her. And maybe I was. She was squirming and struggling, gagging, breathing hard through flared nostrils. I was sweating and gasping, riding her like a bucking bronco, my cock churning into her tight asshole like a piston. I thrust in extra hard, and she let out a pained squeal around my fingers. I jolted, realizing what I was doing, but her body shuddered, ass clenching, as she came hard. I gasped and filled her ass with my come.  
 
    I pulled out and collapsed beside her. She laughed.  
 
    “Not bad, Bubby. Keep it up and Marie won’t need to look for strange cock anymore.” 
 
    I groaned, but despite myself, I felt my cock twitch in response.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lena and I showered together. That was something I’d never fantasized about, though I’m sure I will in the future. We pressed up against each other to stay under the hot water. I soaped up her heavy tits and teased her bright red nipples, and then trailed the suds down between her breasts across her shaved slit. She latherer up my cock and gently washed my various cuts and bruises.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked. “Things got pretty intense.” 
 
    “Check for yourself.” 
 
    I dropped to my knees. She turned and thrust her ass in my face. I spread her cheeks and gently soaped her anus, looking a little redder than before, but not noticeable worse for the wear. 
 
    “Kiss make better,” she prompted.  
 
    It was what I wanted to do anyway. I leaned in and licked her ass. She moaned deliciously. I reached around and rubbed her clit with my thumb. She reached back and pulled my head deeper into her asscrack. She moaned again, louder this time, her hips beginning to gyrate in time with my tongue. 
 
    “Oh God,” she sighed as her body shook. 
 
    I rose up and she kissed me without hesitation, her tongue snaking deep into my mouth as she stroked my rapidly stiffening cock. We got out of the shower and dried ourselves. Then back to bed. She went down on me, and when I was hard she straddled me and rode my cock up and down, slowly, passionately. I played with her big tits and tickled her ass. She placed her palms on my chest and worked my cock like a pro with her pussy. She came again, and when I was ready, she gracefully slid down my body, took my prick in her mouth and swallowed yet another load of my come. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was still dark when I woke up, Lena under the covers and sucking on my cock yet again. God, the girl was insatiable. I wondered where Marie and the others were. I hadn’t heard them come in, but then again, I was more than a little distracted early in the evening and then passed out in a post-coital daze after. Lena swallowed me whole, her mouth so velvety, hot, and wet, hands kneading my balls as if desperate to brew up another load of come for her to swallow. She was a vixen, even more sexual than I had ever imagined in my numerous sexual fantasies about her. I wondered if she’d let me have her ass again, and then realized that of course she would.  
 
    “Oh God, that feels good. You’re amazing Lena-ahhh!” I yelped as she bit me, her fingernails also digging into the sensitive skin at the base of my balls. 
 
    Her head eased up from beneath the cover. “So, you had fun fucking my sister, did you?” I jolted as Marie’s face came into view.  
 
    “Jesus, Honey.” 
 
    “Well, did you?” 
 
    “I… ahhhh --” 
 
    Her fingernails bit harder.  
 
    “Don’t lie now.” 
 
    “Marie, I… owww!” I slapped her hand away. “that fucking hurts.” 
 
    She laughed. She was crazy like her sister.  
 
    “Well, I hope you did because….” Her hand found my stiff cock. I flinched expecting more pain, but instead she just caressed me with a fingertip. “I… was… very… very… very… naughty.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. 
 
    “Of course, you missed the first part of it. You were in such a rush to fuck my sister that you missed the fun at the club.” 
 
    “I think I saw most of it.” 
 
    She laughed. “You didn’t see the half of it. You didn’t see any of the excitement in the lounge, did you?” 
 
    “Wha… what happened?” I asked, my mouth suddenly very dry. 
 
    “I got to taste Claire’s pussy… by licking it off Mike’s fingers. And she got to taste mine on Luis’ thumb.” 
 
    I thought of the two beach studs who’d joined them on the dance floor, the four of them hot and sweaty and intertwined on a loveseat in the basement. Wet kisses, hands roaming free, the girls gasping as fingers pinched nipples, rubbed clits, and stretched out their pussies.  
 
    “Of course, Brad and C.J. didn’t stop it. They just loved watching to see how far we’d go.” 
 
    “How… how far did you go?” 
 
    Marie giggled. “Oh Bubby, are you excited or scared?” She squeezed my hard prick. “Or both?” 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but all that came out was a choked grunt.  
 
    “Luis wasn’t conflicted. He was just rock hard.” 
 
    “You… him… his cock?” 
 
    She laughed. “Well, I could feel it out on the dance floor, so big and hard when we were grinding together. And when he made me come with his hands, I didn’t have much choice, did I?” 
 
    “Did you…?” I trailed off.  
 
    “Did I fuck him?” Her hand stopped moving on my cock. I think she knew that the combination of her question and her hand would be too much in combination. “Did I pull down his pants, climb into his lap, and take his thick prick into my tight little pussy? Did I ride him up and down, up and down, while Brad and C.J., and who knows who else, watched me get fucked? Is that really what you want to know?” 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked. 
 
    She chuckled. “No…. but I did suck him off.” 
 
    Even without her hand moving, that sends me over the edge. I came hard onto her fingers and my belly. 
 
    “That’s it Bubby, show me how much you like the idea of me being a slut. God, Claire was right. You guys do get off on us being bad.” She began to stroke me again, my come squishing through her fingers as she did. 
 
    “I could tell you all about how I sucked Luis’ uncut cock. About how deep I took him in my mouth. About how good he tasted when he came.” Whatever fraction of my erection I’d lost in coming was back. “But I wouldn’t want to wear you out before I tell you the good part.” 
 
    “The good part?” 
 
    Another laugh. “Oh yeah. I mean, Mike and Luis were just the appetizer, or maybe the amuse-bouche. He definitely did amuse my mouth. Sucking those two boys off finally got C.J. and Brad to take us home. We packed into one cab with poor Brad in the front by himself and C.J. in the back with me and Claire and our wet pussies. He had us take turns sucking his cock, while he told Brad all about what he planned to do with Claire. You know about that, right?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “So it turns out, it isn’t just us girls doing the plotting. Would you have liked to see it? To see Claire sitting on her husband’s huge cock while C.J. pounded her tight, little ass from behind?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. 
 
    “It was so, so hot,” my wife said. “We were all so revved up that I’m not sure how we made it into the master bedroom. But we did, though our clothes didn’t. Brad sat down in the big armchair, with his huge prick sticking straight up. Claire straddled him and sank down on him, and then C.J. came over and started playing with her asshole.” 
 
    “What were you doing?” 
 
    “I made sure C.J.’s dick was nice and hard and wet, and then I laid back on the bed and played with myself.” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    “Does that visual work for you?” 
 
    “Yes. I….” I wanted to contribute, but I was speechless. 
 
    “You should have heard her moaning when C.J. fingered her butt, and when he started to slide his dick in, she buried her face in Brad’s shoulder and squealed. That’s when C.J. grabbed a big handful of her hair and pulled back so that she and Brad were face to face. Then he put it in.” 
 
    Marie was stroking me harder, and her breathing was becoming shallow and throaty as if the retelling of the story was as exciting as witnessing it in the first place.  
 
    “I don’t know what was hotter. Her sounds? The way her body shuddered as C.J. went deeper? Or the expression on Brad’s face as he realized they were double penetrating his wife?” 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    “The sounds,” she gasped. “Oh Bubby, she sounded so raw, like helpless, but also excited. And that was before they even started to really fuck her. I….” 
 
    Now it was my wife’s turn to be speechless. I reached down and felt her naked body. Her skin was hot and clammy. I cupped her perky breasts and trailed my fingers over her hard nipples. She groaned sensuously. She swallowed hard and then continued.  
 
    “They used her so hard, Bubby, so hard. And she loved it. She kept squealing out, yes, yes, yes. It was so hot... so hot... so hot that… that… I…  I begged them to do it to me.” 
 
    Our eyes met, both of us sporting a mixture of shock and excitement. 
 
    “D-d-d-did you? Did they?” I stammered. 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, Baby. After Claire was too worn out to continue, it was my turn. I slowly worked Brad’s huge cock inside me. I’ve never…. I’m sorry…. But I’ve never felt so full. It almost hurt, but also felt so good. I wanted more time to adjust, but C.J. wouldn’t wait. He lubed up his cock and put it in my ass.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you….” 
 
    She chuckled. “C.J.’s the only one I’ve done that with. But you already knew that. He hinted at it when we were playing either/or and I’m sure my little slut of a sister couldn’t resist spilling the beans too.” 
 
    She slowly stroked my cock. I squeezed her ass as I pulled her against me. Her body seemed to melt into mine. 
 
    “Did you like it?” I asked after a while. 
 
    “It was a little painful. And overwhelming. And yes… I loved it. I loved being at the mercy of those two big pricks. Being taken like a dirty whore.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I thought about you the whole time. About what you’d think of me.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    She threw her leg over me and slipped my cock into her pussy. She was soaked and loose. She groaned as I entered her.  
 
    “Oh God, I’m so sore. Brad really stretched me out. After C.J. came inside me, we split up and I fucked his huge cock until he couldn’t get hard anymore.” 
 
    I thrust inside her.  
 
    She laughed again. “See, it turns you on too.” 
 
     “I guess.” But in truth, most of what was turning me on was seeing her so excited.  
 
    Marie leaned forward, her hard nips pressing into my chest. She leaned in toward my ear, as if too embarrassed to speak in more than a whisper. 
 
    “I like that C.J. is the only man to ever have my butt. And that I blew another guy in public to turn him and Brad on. And that I let those two do things to me I’ve never let you do.” 
 
    “Jesus,” I groaned. 
 
    “I don’t know why that turns me on, but it does.” 
 
    I grabbed her ass and pressed my fingertip against her anus. “So, you won’t let me do this?” 
 
    “No,” she gasped as she wiggled her ass away from my digit. She rose up and looked down at me, smirking wickedly. “That’s only for C.J. Only he gets to fuck my ass.” She threw her head back and let out a throaty moan. “Oh God.” Her pussy clenched on my cock.  
 
    I thrust into her hard. And again. And again. I came with a roar into her slutty, stretched cunt. She collapsed onto me. 
 
    “You’re evil,” I said gently. 
 
    “Mmmm. I’m a bad, bad girl.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    I’d fully intended to question Marie more after I recovered from the sex, but my quick breather apparently turned into a deep sleep and I didn’t wake up until after 10:00am. I was alone in bed. I arose gingerly and eased into the bathroom. 
 
    I was a mess. I had a knotty bruise on the side of my head, and another across my jaw line. The cut on my arm had bled during the night and had a crusty scab. The one saving grace was that the various bite marks and scratches Lena had given didn’t seem out of place. I’m not sure why that should matter, but I suspected that regardless of Marie’s own transgressions, she wouldn’t react well to too many reminders of my own time with her sister. 
 
    I eased my way downstairs to find my wife along with Claire and Brad standing in the kitchen clustered around a delicious-smelling, vegetable omelet. The girls were in bathrobes and Brad in boxers and tee shirt. 
 
    “Holy shit, what happened to you?” Brad asked as I approached.  
 
    Marie seemed shocked as well. When she came to visit me, it was still dark, and we were distracted. “Bubby?” 
 
    Claire went for the joke. “Is Lena buried out back?” 
 
    “She’s fine,” I replied. “I got into a bit of a scrape at the bar.” 
 
    “Jesus. You too?” my wife said. “While we were there, two other guys got beaten up.” 
 
    “Story is they ran into a pissed off, six-foot-four black guy,” Brad added. 
 
    I laughed. “They ran into me.” 
 
    My wife tilted her head skeptically and Claire giggled. 
 
    “No joke,” Lena said from the stairs. She was wearing a pink tank top and skimpy panties, and her breasts swayed deliciously as she descended. She approached and put her hand on my forearm near the cut. “He’s my hero.” 
 
    Marie raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Lena continued. “These two assholes were getting handsy with me, and Danny just laid them out.” 
 
    Brad let out a half chuckle, but then stopped when Lena didn’t join in. “I don’t get it,” he said. 
 
    Lena shrugged. “He’s a stone, cold, barroom brawler, and not bad in the bedroom either.” 
 
    I blushed.  
 
    Marie looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “I was just reacting, and before I knew it they were on the ground. So we hightailed it out of there.” 
 
    “Danny was worried they might come back after us,” Lena added. “I was mostly looking for an opportunity to get his dick in my mouth.” 
 
    My wife rolled her eyes. Brad clapped me on the shoulder. “Damn, man, you had an exciting night.” 
 
    Claire flicked a piece of red pepper at her husband. “You didn’t do so bad yourself.” 
 
    Brad stood up straighter, preening a bit. “I think we all had a good time.” 
 
    “Speak of which, where is C.J.?” Lena asked. 
 
    Claire and Marie exchanged smirks. “He may need a little time to recover.” 
 
    I looked over at my wife. 
 
    Marie shrugged. “After you fell asleep on me I went to see if Claire needed any help.” 
 
    Claire grinned. “Well, I am not sure I needed help, but it is always fun to have a partner in crime.” 
 
    “And C.J. didn’t seem to mind either,” my wife added. 
 
    Claire nodded. “What’s not to enjoy? Two mouths on his cock. Two wet pussies to choose from.” She turned toward her husband, “Even after wearing me out all… night… long….” and then toward me, “he still definitely perked up when Marie dropped by. He does seem to really love fucking your lovely spouse.” 
 
    “Who can blame him?” Brad added as Marie gave him an aw shucks grin. 
 
    “I’m not sure if all of you are actually enjoying this, or if it is just about tormenting me,” I noted. 
 
    Marie laughed. “Why not both?” 
 
    Lena slapped her hands on the counter. “Well, unlike these two whores who spent all night fucking, I knew when to call it an evening. So now I am rested and ready. Give me some of that omelet and I’ll be ready to screw my way through the rest of the day.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” C.J. said as he appeared from the porch.  
 
    He strode over to Claire and slipped his fingers into her hair. “You were amazing last night,” he said as he kissed her passionately. Brad adjusted his erection inside his boxers. Then C.J. turned to Marie. He cupped her ass. “And you were incredible, as always.” He turned to Lena. “Hey baby.” 
 
    Lena rolled her eyes. “Hey baby? That’s the best you can do? Dan beat up two guys for me. And Brad, well, he’s got a horse cock. What do you have?” 
 
    Claire chuckled. C.J. smirked. “Why don’t you ask your sister?” 
 
    Lena raised an eyebrow. “Fair enough.” She turned toward Marie. “So, Sis, what makes C.J. so irresistible?” 
 
    “I’m not sure he’s irresistible,” she replied. 
 
    I snorted. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Honey. I think you’ve spent more time riding his dick the last couple of days than sleeping.” 
 
    “We’re all—” she began. 
 
    “No,” I interrupted. “You’re definitely pushing the envelope.” 
 
    “What envelope is that, Bubby? The one where you screw my sister?” 
 
    Claire interjected. “He has a point, you know. C.J. was supposed to be my toy, not yours.” 
 
    “You’ve had your fun,” Marie replied.  
 
    Claire smirked. “Yeah, sure. But come on, even last night, you first muscled in on my DP, and then this morning I wake up to you slurping on his prick. You sure seem to be having trouble resisting.” 
 
    My wife took a deep breath. “I don’t know. We’ve always had this amazing sexual chemistry. He’s an impossible asshole, but… well… all the parts just seem to fit together just right.” 
 
    C.J. was smirking.  
 
    “Stop gloating, you prick,” Lena snapped. She slid over toward me and pressed her big tits against my arm. “You’re not all that.” 
 
    “Well, you wouldn’t know, would you?” He replied.  
 
    She nodded. “I am curious,” she admitted. “Need to see what makes my sister so gooey. But first… breakfast.” 
 
    Brad resumed his work at the stove, flanked by Lena and Marie, and with C.J. sitting uneasily on a stool on the other side of the counter. I edged over toward the window, watching dark clouds rolling in. Claire joined me. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked.  
 
    I shrugged. “I’m not quite where Brad is,” I admitted.  
 
    “I’m surprised you’re as good with this as you are. When Marie walked in with C.J. that first night, I thought you were going to flip out.” 
 
    “Well, I had some incentive not to,” I replied, thinking about how Claire sidled up to me.  
 
    “I did my best,” she said. “You did pretty well too,” she added with a smirk. 
 
    “What do you think happens when we get back home?” 
 
    “You mean, you’re worried Marie is going to want to continue seeing him?” 
 
    “She doesn’t seem able to resist,” I noted.  
 
    “You know your wife—” 
 
    “I thought I did.” 
 
    “You do. This is just one of those weird things. We’re all entitled to go a little crazy once a decade, aren’t we?” 
 
    I nodded. “I guess.” After a few moments, I continued, “What about you and Brad?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t know. The big lug really seems to get off on me screwing other guys. Not sure I’m going to able to cut him off cold turkey.” 
 
    “And you’re willing to….” 
 
    She laughed. “Am I willing to have sex with other men to turn on my husband? Seems like a win-win to me.” 
 
    “If, like, you don’t think of sex as….” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You had fun with me. Fun with Lena. Let’s not make a mountain out of a molehill. Look, Marie dumped him back in the day. She’s not addicted to him. She’s just having some fun.” 
 
    I sighed. I had no idea where this was all going. I couldn’t deny I was enjoying some of it, but I also couldn’t deny that it was all unsettling. 
 
    “And what happens today?” I asked. 
 
    Rain splattered the window. Claire grinned. “I think this is an indoor day.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Somehow, breakfast proceeded without incident. Brad cooked omelets all around, and we all gradually came and went, getting showered and refreshed with naps. The tension, though, was palpable. With the rain escalating outside, it was obvious we wouldn’t be leaving the house, and it was hard to imagine after the past two days that we’d end up spending all day playing Parcheesi… or even Catan. 
 
    The girls, for sure, seemed to be laying the groundwork for more shenanigans. While we guys seemed satisfied to get cleaned up and dressed in shorts and tee shirts, the girls were getting all foxed up. Lena was doubling down on her college vixen act in a pair of running tights, a fitted UNC tee, and her hair in two thick braids. Claire had blown out her hair and changed into a loose-fitting flower-print dress that gave off peaks of her thighs and sideboob as she moved. My wife was in a white, crochet-bust halter dress. 
 
    I wanted to speak to my wife, but I couldn’t bring myself to approach her. And anyway, I knew she’d just deflect me. Whatever we’d begun was not over yet, and until we were out of the storm, I knew the most I’d get out of her was evasion. But also, I didn’t want to provoke a fight because I was having fun too. I was okay with the week of fun; my anxiety was mostly about what came next. But that was for tomorrow, both metaphorically and literally.  
 
    I jolted as I heard the blender whir in the kitchen. C.J. was making margaritas. Things were going to start getting interesting. 
 
    Lena took a sip from her salt-rimmed glass and squared up to face C.J. “Well, I don’t believe he’s that good.” 
 
    Instead of coming out of the blue, we all recognized it as a continuation of our conversation from breakfast. 
 
    C.J. laughed. “Sounds like a challenge. How about you give me a chance to prove it.” 
 
    Lena smirked. “That’s not my point. I’m just saying, 90% of sex is the situation, not the technique.” 
 
    “How about the equipment?” Claire asked.  
 
    “If that were so, then you’d have Brad locked away and you wouldn’t be bouncing from bed to bed.” 
 
    Claire laughed and turned to Marie. “I think your sister is calling me a slut.” 
 
    Now it was Marie’s turn to chuckle. “If the stiletto heel fits….” 
 
    “Like last night,” Lena continued, “it wouldn’t have mattered if Dan had a pencil dick and lasted only two seconds—” 
 
    “Hey!” I exclaimed.  
 
    She grinned, “After the fight and the rain, I was primed to go off like a firecracker. The fact that he was a stud was just gravy.” 
 
    “Gravy sounds like a good adjective for Dan,” Brad said. I flipped him the bird.  
 
    “So what are you suggesting, Duckie?” Claire asked.  
 
    Lena smirked. “Maybe a contest?” 
 
    “What kind of contest?” C.J. asked eagerly, maybe the first time I’d seen him break his cool. 
 
    “Isn’t that sort of what we’re doing anyway?” Marie noted. “I mean, we already have a lot of data points this week.” 
 
    “Except it isn’t randomized,” I replied.  
 
    “Huh?” Marie said. 
 
    “Well, I think that’s Lena’s point. She’s saying you’re all over the moon for C.J.—” 
 
    “Am not!” she protested.  
 
    Claire laughed. “I thought we already went over this at breakfast.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Lena said. “That’s my theory. It has nothing to do with what C.J. does to my sister, but with what he symbolizes to her.” 
 
    “Which is what, exactly?” Marie asked. 
 
    Lena shrugged. “When you were a free woman, able to slut it up with whichever marginally cute guy came around.” 
 
    “Marginally cute?” C.J. said, amused. 
 
    “Or maybe,” Claire proposed, “because he reminds her of that time she was a hot young thing and he was this older successful dude fawning over her.” 
 
    “He never fawned over me,” Marie noted.  
 
    “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way,” Claire replied. “I don’t mean fawning in the sense of putting you on a pedestal, but he definitely worked it to get into your barely-legal pants.” 
 
    “I was 22,” Marie protested.  
 
    “21,” C.J. replied. “At least that first night.” 
 
    Marie blushed.  
 
    C.J. leaned forward, obviously enjoying the conversation. “So what about Claire? We spent the night together last night, and if I counted right, she came like ten times.” 
 
    Claire shot a glance at Brad, who was licking his lips hungrily. She giggled. “Maybe, I was just reacting to the fact that my husband seems to love knowing I’m fucking other men.” 
 
    Lena nodded. “Exactly.” 
 
    “So,” C.J. said, “you’re the only neutral party, at least as far as I’m concerned. So, we can test this—” 
 
    “Cool your jets,” Lena interrupted. “See, I’m not really neutral. I think at this point, I’m pretty invested in the idea that you’re not going to be any good.” 
 
    “I’ll take that chance,” he replied.  
 
    “That’s the problem, Horndog. You’ll say anything to get into my pants.” 
 
    “You can’t blame me.” 
 
    “No,” Lena replied. “That would be like blaming a toad for causing warts.” 
 
    “If you have warts, they weren’t caused by a toad,” he replied. 
 
    Lena rolled her eyes and turned to her sister. “Is this what passed for charming back in the day?” 
 
    Marie shrugged, though she seemed to be clearly enjoying her sister toying with C.J.  
 
    “Well, if you’re not going to fuck him, I will,” Claire offered, glancing over at her husband to judge his reaction. Brad jolted, though I thought he seemed curious about Lena’s game as well.  
 
    “Maybe I’m not old enough to see the attraction,” Lena said.  
 
    “Or mature enough,” C.J. offered.  
 
    “Fine with me,” Lena replied. “I bet Bubby is willing to show me another good time.” 
 
    Marie shot me a nasty look, which somewhat deflated my puffed up chest, but only somewhat. I knew Lena was only fluffing me to tweak C.J. and her sister, but then again, we had screwed half the night, so it wasn’t all just empty words.  
 
    Lena continued. “I think you’re just afraid of a challenge.” She glared at C.J. who glared right back.  
 
    “Okay, you crazy broad, what kind of challenge?” 
 
    “Hmm,” Lena replied. “What about a blind taste test?” 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. “Jesus. Why all the games?” 
 
    “Because they’re fun,” Lena answered. 
 
    “Okay, so how does this blind taste test work?” C.J. asked. 
 
    “Well, since we’re testing how good you three are, I think we girls should be blindfolded and you randomly assigned to one of us. We’ll then rate you one to ten blind, switch things around, and then add up scores.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I’ll recognize my husband fucking me,” Claire replied.  
 
    “Well, sure,” Lena replied, “which is why there is no talking and no fucking involved.” 
 
    “What if fucking is what I do best,” C.J. asked.  
 
    “One trick ponies lose,” Lena said. “And anyway, if it is just about the dick, we’re all going to pick Brad.” 
 
    “I thought size didn’t matter,” I said. 
 
    All three girls laughed. 
 
    “It really doesn’t,” Claire said seriously, though not completely convincingly. “It’s just that it does get in your head. But anyway, I’m game.” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Me too. I mean, we just lie there and get serviced. Why would I object to that?” 
 
    “Well,” Lena said, “if you’re just lying there, that suggests the guy ain’t really getting it done.” 
 
    The other women nodded. 
 
    “So, what’s in it for us?” C.J. asked. “Seems like a lot of work just for bragging rights.” 
 
    “What do you want?” Claire asked.  
 
    Lena nodded thoughtfully. Then she replied. “Winner gets whatever he wants.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” C.J. asked. 
 
    Lena shrugged. “Whatever your imagination can conjure up as long as it doesn’t violate the law or leave scars.” 
 
    “Now, wait a minute,” Marie interrupted. “I’m not—” 
 
    “Oh please,” I snapped. “What could we ask you to do that would be more outrageous than taking two dicks at a time?” 
 
    “Three dicks?” Lena offered. 
 
    “Exactly,” I replied. “Adding a third input would be trivial.” 
 
    “Are you saying sucking cock is trivial, Bubby?” my wife challenged. “Maybe you want to try it?” 
 
    I glanced over at Brad and C.J. I was pretty sure they were on my side on this. “If that is what the winner requests….” 
 
    Marie looked shocked. Lena laughed. Claire said, “Well played, Dan. But I’m pretty sure he’s right. The winner is going to be thinking about dirty things for us girls to do, not any gay stuff… although, that might be hot.” She smirked at Brad in a way that made it clear that the poor guy was likely in for some unexpected adventures in the coming months. His awkward smirk made it equally clear, he didn’t completely object to the notion either. 
 
    “Let’s do it,” Claire said. 
 
    Lena grinned. Marie nodded anxiously. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Marie had brought some sleep masks, and the girls agreed to wear them so they wouldn’t know who they were with. They scattered to separate bedrooms, and C.J. streamed a sultry 1970s R&B Spotify playlist to cover the ambient noise. We put the girls names on scraps of paper and drew lots. I got Claire, while Brad got Lena, and C.J. got my wife. Inauspicious, but any dark thoughts I was having evaporated as I walked into the master bedroom to find Claire gloriously naked and blindfolded on the bed.  
 
    She shivered as she heard me enter. She opened her mouth, but resisted the urge to speak—it was against the rules after all. She was luscious. Pale skinned and so busty, those milky, freckled tits begging to be sucked. Who was I to resist their call? 
 
    She yelped in surprised as I sat on the bed beside her. I gently traced my finger over her lips, then down over her chin. I touched her throat and she gulped as I made small circles across her upper chest. She smiled and I had the impression she’d figured out it was me.  
 
    Suddenly, I palmed her big tits, mauling them, feeling her nips harden beneath my fingers. She gasped. I took a nipple into my mouth. It was like a ripe grape, big and plump, and somehow sweet. And when I sucked on it hard, she hissed and bucked, but in a way that made it obvious she loved the attention.  
 
    I stopped and sat back. She was breathing heavily, very turned on, almost certainly more because of the strangeness of the situation, of being fondled while blindfolded. Safe but not in control. I admired her luscious body. I’d always thought she was sexy, and had always wanted to fuck her in a general, non-specific way. But I’d never really focused on her body. It would have seemed too creepy before, and even during the night we spent together, it was always either too dark or too frantic.  
 
    So this was the first time I really noticed the little bumps around her areolas, the delicate, pale hairs on her belly, the way her vulva made a small bare mound, her labia cleaved by a delicate, glistening channel.  
 
    My hand trailed over her slit, pulsing, wet, sticky. I didn’t explore her folds. Instead, I reached back up and tweaked her nipple, then the other. With my hand just resting on her pussy, I sucked and licked her tits, a bit rougher than I might otherwise, but also not so much as to make her resist. I knew it was working when I noticed her hips rising and falling, her pussy red and puffy, begging for attention. I resisted. Two fingers in her pulsing hole would have brought her off and ended it, but instead I kept at her nipples, until they turned dark red and so sensitive that every touch brought a desperate gasp. She tried to hump my hand, but I moved it away, so that no matter how much she thrust, I never let her feel more than the slightest hint of my hand. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she begged.  
 
    I didn’t. And when her own hand moved to her pussy, I grabbed it firmly and pinned it by her side. Once I was sure she wouldn’t try again, I went back to work on her nipples, periodically pausing to kiss her neck or tease her inner thighs. It was a delicate torment, and her frustrated gasps told me it was working. 
 
    “Oh God, make me come,” she whined.  
 
    She spread her legs wider and with the soles of her feet on the mattress thrust upward toward my hand. Her pussy split open on its own, pink and wet inside. My hand on her rippling belly, I pressed her back down on the bed. When she calmed down a little, I began fingering the outside of her slick labia. She moaned with satisfaction at the promise of being allowed to come, but I didn’t give in yet. 
 
    “Oh please, Baby, Baby,” she moaned. “Please make me come and I’ll do anything.” 
 
    I slid my hand lower. My fingertips were slick with her juices, and I gently touched her anus. She smiled.  
 
    “I knew it was you, Baby,” she said. I was confused, but then she continued. “I’ll try, okay, Baby. I’ll try. I know it’s not fair that I let Dan and C.J. fuck my ass, but you’re so much bigger. But maybe...” and now her smile got even wider as she thought she might hook me, “How about the three of you take turns? I’ll give you a perfect view as first Dan and then C.J. fuck my ass and come inside me, and when I’m nice and stretched out and messy, you can try it.” 
 
    I was torn. On one hand, I wanted to keep playing with her. On the other, I had a contest to win, and with her all worked up and thinking I was Brad and equally worked up, it seemed like time to go in for the kill. I fell upon her. I sucked hard on her tits and simultaneously pressed two fingers deep in her tight, steaming cunt. She gasped in surprise, but immediately began humping against me. My thumb found her swollen clit, which I rubbed in hard, urgent circles. Her breath caught. She jerked her head back. And suddenly her pussy seemed to explode, spasming again and again on my fingers, still quivering as I slowly pulled them out.  
 
    She was gasping for breath. 
 
    “Oh God, Baby, that was fucking amazing. Fucking amazing.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The deal was that we’d have 30 minutes or so with each girl, and then they’d each get 30 minutes to recover, freshen-up, whatever. Those breaks were the worst. Weird and awkward as expected. We guys didn’t chit-chat, but the smirk on C.J.’s face was enough to set me on edge. Drawing my wife for round two almost triggered a panic attack. What if I walked in and she was obviously still in a post-orgasmic daze from whatever C.J. did to her? What if my own efforts paled in comparison?  
 
    As long as I compartmented things, I was okay. More than okay, actually. Messing around with Claire and Lena were unforgettable experiences. They were both so sexual and crazy. Anything goes... 
 
    But then again, so apparently was my wife. As I waited down the minutes before I was to go to her, I revisited her admission from the morning. Or accurately, I processed it for the first time. She’d recounted getting double-penetrated, like a wild porn star, impaled on Brad’s massive prick while C.J. pounded her asshole… an asshole he’d apparently fucked more than once. And she’d acknowledged a peculiar kink that I’d never imagined: that at least playing at being an emasculating bitch was a turn-on. Not that I felt particularly emasculated. I could always counter, Only C.J. gets to fuck my ass with that’s okay, I’ll fuck your sister and best friend’s instead. I chuckled to myself at the craziness of it all. And to think, it all began with Claire’s crush on a co-worker and Lena’s dumping yet another boyfriend. 
 
    The kitchen buzzer rang. Show time. I didn’t even look at Brad or C.J. before heading upstairs to our bedroom where my wife was awaiting her next man.  
 
    Unlike Claire, Marie was not luxuriating sexily back on the bed. She was nude and blindfolded, but she was also sitting upright on the end of the mattress, hands somewhat primly in her lap, as if she were willing to play the game, but also somewhat removed from it. I stood there watching her for a few moments. 
 
    “Hello?” she said finally. 
 
    I didn’t reply. 
 
    “Dan?” 
 
    I didn’t answer.  
 
    I’d been wracking my mind trying to think of how to best please her. It should have been easy. I certainly knew well enough what she liked. And yet, I had the sense that in this game, surprise and novelty were my best advantage.  
 
    I approached her, and she shivered. She jolted when I touched her upper chest and didn’t resist when I pressed her onto her back. I slid her legs onto the bed. I hesitated a moment, wondering what C.J. had done to her, whether I’d be able to tell… and then I realized I didn’t need to wonder. She was mine to explore. I grabbed her behind each knee and pulled her legs apart. 
 
    “Wait… slow down,” she said.  
 
    I ignored her, not stopping as I exposed her pussy, and continued to press her thighs against her pert breasts. She was now completely exposed, not just her snatch and landing strip, but also her cute little asshole. She shivered in embarrassment, blushing furiously. Her ass was so tiny, it was hard to imagine her taking C.J.’s fat cock back there. But she had, more than once. 
 
    I wet my finger with spit and slowly began circling her anus.  
 
    “C.J.?” she sighed. 
 
    I wondered if she’s told him as well that he was the only one allowed to have her ass. Or maybe I had it wrong. I imagined him sliding his thick tool in her ass, pulling back on her hair, growling a command in her ear: This is my ass. Only I get to fuck it. And Marie, grunting back her assent, Yes, Baby, it’s your ass. 
 
    She hissed and I realized I’d gone in up to the first knuckle. Her sphincter clenched against my finger. She was so tight, I couldn’t believe she could take a cock back there. It seemed impossible. I let that thought play out as well. Wondering if maybe it was all a big tease. Just a way to get me spun up. Except, no, I knew it wasn’t. I’d seen them together. Seen the way C.J. possessed my wife. The way her body molded to his as he thrust inside her, the way his hands roamed confidently over her tight physique. She was my wife, but at some level she’d always be his whore. It should have been a painful realization, except I’d had some time to get used to it, and to realize that, in truth, few people ever marry the person with whom they have the best sexual chemistry.  
 
    I removed my fingertip and leaned in. I gave her ass a quick lick. She yelped in surprise. 
 
    “Oh God… Brad?” 
 
    I stifled a potentially identifying chuckle. When I’d been just watching her, she thought it was me. When I fingered her ass, she imagined I was C.J. But now a tongue on her anus, and she pictured Brad in my place. I licked her again. She shivered and moaned. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she gasped.  
 
    What was I doing? I wasn’t sure. Was I curious? Was I feeding some weird desire for humiliation by tasting her ass knowing another man had sodomized her last night? Or was I just reacting to her, and the way my tongue on her asshole seemed to make her quiver and gasp. 
 
    I folded her completely in half, pushing her thighs down toward the mattress so that her ass rolled upward toward my face. I licked her ass again, a longer, slower stroke, lingering over her puckered hole.  
 
    She groaned. “Oh God. Oh my fucking God.” 
 
    She’d obviously washed recently, so she tasted of nothing but soap… or was there something else? I couldn’t be sure, maybe just a hint of tang, but maybe that was just her excitement. Her pussy was glistening. Was that leftover from whatever C.J. had done to her, or was she getting wet from me eating her ass? 
 
    I pressed down on her cheeks, opening her up for me. I orbited her anus with my tongue, circling in, forcing my tongue up inside her ass.  
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned, her voice throaty and fried. “Orhhhh, Gawrrrrd.” 
 
    I peeked up. She was squirming deliciously. Her nipples were rock hard, dark erect, and as prominent as I’d ever seen them. They seemed desperate for attention. As if she could hear my thoughts, the next time I tongued her ass, she seized her own nipples and pulled them hard. Her tongue flicked in her mouth like a snake’s. My tongue probed her butthole. Her pussy spread open, and I could feel her heat, smell her excitement. Her juices ran down the crack of her ass. I licked her even more eagerly, the familiar taste of her cunt mixing with the novelty of her ass.  
 
    She twisted her own nipples and cried out in passion. She bucked upward, a long, low growl escaping from her quivering lips. Her pussy spasmed visibly. I could only imagine how delicious it would feel on my cock.  
 
    She scissored her legs and twisted away from me, onto her stomach. With her ass in the air, she began to flick her clit roughly. I fell back upon her, spreading her ass, slurping her pulsing asshole. 
 
    She howled. Literally howled. I felt her ass spasm against my tongue. The scent of her sex was overpowering. She was pumping two, then three fingers into her pussy, again and again. She howled again. 
 
    “Oh, my fucking God, my fucking God!!!”  
 
    She spun again, and again, to the edge of the bed. She curled up into a shivering ball.  
 
    “No more, no more,” she begged. 
 
    I was too shocked to be shocked. I know that does not make sense, but I couldn’t process what had just happened. Instead, I grabbed the bed spread and yanked it up over her. She pulled it over her head. I watched her shuddering beneath the covers for a few minutes before retreating from the bedroom.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” Brad asked when I returned to the living room. 
 
    C.J. laughed. “Jesus, you drop a load in your pants?” 
 
    I hadn’t, though the pre-cum leaking through my shorts made me doubt it for a second…. I wished I had. My balls were throbbing painfully. I was tempted to retreat to the bathroom and rub one out, but then I realized it wouldn’t come close to being satisfying… not with the knowledge that there were three, wet, horny women in the house. I wasn’t going to waste one. 
 
    “This was a stupid idea,” I muttered. 
 
    “What are you going to ask for if you win?” Brad asked. 
 
    I chuckled. “Something wildly raunchy involving Claire,” I replied. 
 
    I couldn’t even imagine what went through his mind, but his thin smile, wild eyes, and raging hardon suggested that whatever it was, he’d like it.  
 
    “I’m going to get a two-sister show,” leered C.J. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Not that I hadn’t thought about it, but I knew it was a non-starter. “Fat chance,” I replied. He smirked, and I suddenly doubted my certainty. Lena would never allow her sister to show her up, and we had yet to find a sex act that my wife would refuse to C.J. Was Marie making it with her sister any more unbelievable than her sitting on Brad’s monster cock while C.J. reamed her ass? I wasn’t sure. 
 
    I decided to change the subject. “How about you, Brad?” 
 
    He opened his mouth, but no words came out. 
 
    C.J. laughed. “Guaranteed that if Brad wins, his fantasy is going to involve Claire getting pounded by a couple of yards worth of cock.” 
 
    Brad blushed furiously, but didn’t respond. I rolled my eyes. C.J. had Brad’s number. He seemed to have my wife’s too. I wondered if he had mine as well. And if so, what was my number? Thinking back on my session with my spouse, I still didn’t know how much was my desires, how much was me just responding to my Marie, and how much was some sick fetish about tasting my wife’s recently fucked ass.  
 
    The timer buzzed. Round three. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lena was lying back on the bed, gloriously naked, but also obviously bored. Hands behind her head, a cocky smirk on her face, she spread her legs to give me access to her pretty pussy.  
 
    “Have at it, Stud,” she said mockingly.  
 
    I wondered if Brad and C.J. had been content to eat the girls out. It would certainly be the safe bet. I’d never met a woman who didn’t enjoy having her clam cleaned, but I’d gone above and beyond with Marie and Claire… or had I gone too far. Had leaving Marie shivering beneath the covers been a good thing or bad? 
 
    Lena tapped her pussy. “Lunchtime.” 
 
    That just pissed me off. I strode over to her and sat on the bed beside her. I slapped away her hand and shoved two fingers deep into her tight cunt. She grunted. I curled my fingers up and pressed against the ridged flesh between her pussy and belly.  
 
    “Hey—” she yelped. 
 
    I pulled out my fingers and silenced her by shoving my fingers, fresh from her cunt, into her mouth. She shook her head and tried to spit them out. I pressed in deeper, pushing down her tongue until she gagged. She gripped my fingers in her teeth in an implicit threat. I lowered my other hand onto her throat. She hesitated. I tightened my grip, thumb pressing down against her windpipe. Checkmate. She relented. I pumped my fingers in and out of her mouth, and she accepted them, like she would a cock. I loosened my grip on her throat.  
 
    I took my wet fingers from her mouth and plunged them back into her hot, wet twat. Deep thrusts, thumb on her clit, and then back to her mouth. No protest this time. She sucked my fingers sensuously despite the fact that they were coated with her own juices. I pumped my fingers into her mouth, then my thumb. She sucked them all like a cock. I went back down to her pussy, but this time in addition to two fingers in her cunt, I thrust my moistened thumb into her ass. She gasped and bucked and thrust against my hand. I pulled out and again fed her my fingers. She sucked them eagerly, but when I tried to give her my thumb, she resisted, teeth clenched, lips tight. I again grabbed her throat, squeezing until she squeaked. Again she surrendered, sucking on her thumb, tasting her own ass. 
 
    I repeated the process, my fingers going from her ass and cunt to her mouth and back again, my fingers dripping with her juices and spit. I continuing stretching her out. Three fingers in her pussy, her labia stretched tight around my digits. Then two fingers deep in her pulsing ass. Then four fingers in her snatch, churning in up to my palm, my thumb flicking her rock hard clit. 
 
    She was grunting, a throaty neighing, a mix of passion and pain, her body bucking as I pounded into her. She sighed in relief as I pulled out, though her pussy clung to me, and her hips rose toward my hand involuntarily asking for more. I jammed my fingers into her mouth, and she licked me clean. Then I went back to her ass. Three fingers this time. She whimpered and squirmed. 
 
    “Too much, too much,” she whined. 
 
    But then she rocked her ass off the bed and reached down to pull her asscheeks apart so I could get in deeper. I pressed hard, past the second knuckle. 
 
    “Oh Jesus,” she hissed.  
 
    Her ass began to spasm wildly as I stretched her sphincter to the breaking point. I slowly slipped back out and she melted with relief. Then I went back to her pussy. Four fingers and more. I slipped my thumb into the palm of my hand, and she gasped as she realized what I intended. 
 
    “No Baby, you’ll tear me apart,” she said, but she didn’t try to escape, and I knew that at least part of her wanted it. Wanted my entire fist inside her.  
 
    I looked up at her face. She was dripping sweat, lips drawn tight, her whole body shivering. I had her at her breaking point. Just a little more and— 
 
    The buzzer went off. She suddenly recoiled from me, my hand slipping out of her cunt with a slurp. She pulled her legs up and wrapped her arms around them. Our time was up. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I felt dejected. I thought I’d done well with Claire and my wife, but I hadn’t even made Lena come. In fact, I wondered if she’d try to give me a negative score. In retrospective, I’d have been better off just eating her out. Now… 
 
    ... now it seemed likely I’d lose. And I had the sneaking suspicion that C.J. had won, which was definitely the worst-case scenario. Not just because he was an ass and would surely focus his demands for whatever on Marie, but also because he was a hog, and I was pretty sure he’d want to play with all three girls, leaving Brad and me out in the cold.  
 
    The girls took a while to get freshened up, during which time C.J., Brad, and I passed the time drinking beer and having awkward conversations about sports and the weather. That’s another mystery about swingers. Once you’ve all seen each other naked and know all the details of which prick went into which hole, how do you then have a normal conversation. Would Marie and I ever be able to spend time with Claire and Brad without the discussion being dominated by how much my wife liked sitting on his dick or how skilled his wife is at drinking come? It made me wonder if we’d ruined that friendship. And then, of course, how would we ever get past my fucking Lena? 
 
    I gulped my beer, feeling forlorn. I’d let my prick do my thinking for me, and I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like the consequences. And sure, I was perhaps the least to blame for what had happened, but then again, I hadn’t acted as a voice for reason either. Not that anyone was looking for my input, not any more than they would be in a little while when C.J. was crowned King of the Twats and given the opportunity to choreograph a kinky orgy with my wife surely at the center. 
 
    The girls finally returned, index cards in hand, giggling amongst themselves. 
 
    “Hey, no cheating,” C.J. said. 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. “We don’t even know who was who.” 
 
    “But you have some ideas,” Brad said. 
 
    Claire shrugged, and Marie replied. “Some, but actually, after talking we’re more curious than ever.” 
 
    C.J. offered the girls something to drink. Marie and Claire chose wine, while Lena took a beer. The women placed the cards on the table and huddled overtime, led by Claire in the middle and pen in hand. “Okay, so, who was with me first…” 
 
    I was on pins and needles as the tabulation progressed. And it progressed for a long time. With each assignment of blame or responsibility, the girls exchanged giggles and raised eyebrows. When I tried to peek in, I was shooed away. 
 
    “How do we know you’re not messing with the results?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, relax, Bubby,” Marie said. “You can examine the paper ballots later.” 
 
    “Yeah, relax Bubby,” Brad echoed. 
 
    I naturally gave him the finger. He chuckled. Fucking idiot. He was the only one who really didn’t care. It was all good news for him… him and his fucking horse cock… and fucking cuckold fantasy. No matter how this turned out he’d be happy as a pig in shit. At least C.J. had the good sense to keep his pie hole shut. 
 
    I tried unsuccessfully to roll the tension out of my shoulders, but that just made me want to punch someone even more. I wondered if beating up a guy in a bar was habit forming. Same also with getting fucked with a ten-inch cock and hooking back up with your magic fingered ex.  
 
    Grabbing another beer, I skulked over to the window. Across the road I saw the plump blonde glaring out of her front door at the sheets of rain still falling from the sky. I could only imagine the chaos inside that house with three kids cooped up. She was probably going stir crazy. Would I be happier over there? Well, that was likely going to be me in a few years, so maybe I should just enjoy these last opportunities to be wild. Very comforting, except that my reality at the moment was that my wife couldn’t seem to stop sucking C.J.’s cock. 
 
    Claire stood up and cleared her throat. “So… we have some results.” 
 
    I nearly tripped on the sofa in my haste to get closer. Brad tittered at my clumsiness, but his expression showed he was nearly as anxious as I was. 
 
    “First,” Claire said with a shit eating grin, “some special awards.” 
 
    I groaned, “Just get on with it.” 
 
    She laughed. “As I was saying…” 
 
    I shrugged and drained my beer. 
 
    “Okay, so first. Winner of the Fat Chance award…. C.J.” 
 
    “What’d I do?” he asked. 
 
    Marie stepped up, laughing “You tried to get me to suck your dick.” 
 
    “Doesn’t seem like such a bad idea, Sis. His dick is like crack to you.” Lena noted. 
 
    “A little narcissistic though, isn’t it?” Claire replied. “Like the most enjoyable thing he could do to her was let her suck his cock?” 
 
    Lena nodded thoughtfully. C.J. forced a chuckle, but it was pretty obvious he didn’t like the mockery. 
 
    “Okay,” Claire continued, “second award. Winner of the Titty Master award… Dan.” 
 
    “Whose tits?” Brad asked. 
 
    “Mine, actually,” Claire replied. She gave me what can only be described as a loving look as she added, “He worked my nips until I was begging for it.” 
 
    Brad clapped me on the shoulder. Good job fondling my wife. He was crazy. 
 
    “Third award… King of the Carpet Munchers...Brad.” 
 
    He lifted his arms in triumph.  
 
    “Whose box?” C.J. asked. 
 
    Lena raised her hand. I groaned softly. I knew I’d blown it with her. I again thought it would have been better to eat her out, though it just seemed too damn obvious. Even still, in retrospect, getting close to fisting her was a needless risk. It’s not even like that’s a particular fantasy of mine. I just thought… she’d enjoy it… or something.  
 
    “And finally,” Claire said “the Willie Fistergash award… Bubby.” 
 
    “Huh?” Brad said. 
 
    Lena laughed. “Dan tried to tear me apart with his hand.” Marie shot me daggers. 
 
    I shrugged. “I saw it on the Internet.” 
 
    “So is that a positive award or a negative one?” C.J. asked. 
 
    “All depends on whether it results in an ER visit,” Claire replied, chuckling.  
 
    “A for effort,” Lena added. 
 
    “A?” I asked. 
 
    She pondered thoughtfully. “Okay, maybe more like a B-?” 
 
    Laughs all around.  
 
    “At least it’s passing,” Brad said.  
 
    “Um, can we get on with this?” I proposed.  
 
    Claire turned to me. “Why so anxious? What possible depraved things can you possibly imagine might happen?” 
 
    C.J. jumped in. “Well, Dan’s given me an idea.” He leered at my wife, and she blushed a deep red, and I couldn’t help imagining her legs spread wide, gasping and grunting, as he thrust his fist in and out of her once-tight pussy. 
 
    “Okay, so now, for the final results…” Claire began. She fumbled through the index cards, dragging it out. I sighed.  “So the second runner up --” 
 
    “That means first loser,” Lena translated.  
 
    “Second runner up,” Claire insisted. She looked from me to C.J. to Brad back to me. My heart jumped into my throat. “My very own husband.” 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
    “He threw it,” Lena commented. “He’d rather watch.” 
 
    Brad shrugged, neither confirming nor denying. 
 
    Claire smiled at the rest of us. “Okay, so now the first runner up, who will step in if the winner is unable to discharge his duties…” 
 
    “As in he can’t get it up?” Lena asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, Baby,” C.J. said confidently. 
 
    Lena mocked fanned herself. 
 
    Claire continued, “So which man will we girls have to service? Who will get to try out his deepest and darkest desires on three women who are not allowed to say no?” 
 
    My gaze flitted between Marie and her sister. Even if I won, I knew I’d never be able to ask for my real deepest, darkest desire. But would C.J.? And would they obey? For just half a second, that consumed me, as I imagined him commanding them, and them obeying.  
 
    “The first runner up is….” 
 
    I held my breath, and noticed I wasn’t alone. Even after the past couple of days, this still seemed momentous.  
 
    Claire took a breath. Then she spoke, “.... C.J.” 
 
    I groaned… but when all eyes turned to me, I realized I’d misunderstood. If he was first runner-up, then I was… the winner.  
 
      
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    It seemed like my ability to command things covered also food and drink. So when I recovered from my shock, I decided to take my time with all of this. I suggested dinner.  
 
    Claire and Marie scurried into the kitchen and got to work. Brad cracked open some bottles of wine and filled six glasses almost to the rim, and a few minutes later was refilling them as we all drank away some of the tension of the afternoon.  
 
    I was definitely feeling tense. Okay, not just tense, but that unpleasant tinge of blue balls. The contest was, after all, basically three hours of foreplay. At least the girls had gotten off a few times. I suspected that Brad and C.J. were feeling equally uncomfortable, and I got a perverse pleasure in that. Some fantasy of mine was going to come true tonight, so for me it was a way to drag out the excitement of it. At the same time, I sort of liked that they’d have to suffer it while knowing that they might very well have to take matters into their own hands tonight. That was true particularly in relation to C.J., but I was also, to be honest, annoyed with Brad as well. No matter how many times I told myself that we were all equally complicit, all it took was thinking about my wife sitting on his huge prick to get me feeling salty even toward him. Not very mature, I know, but it is what it is. 
 
    I loved being the center of attention. For the first time since we’d gotten to the beach, I was in control. The challenge was, what to do with it? I let my gaze wander over the three women and my imagination run wild. 
 
    Claire’s tits beckoned to me. I’d enjoyed pleasing her by playing with them, but there was so much more I’d always dreamed of doing. I wanted to lube them up and slide my dick between them until I spewed on her face. I wanted her to ride me up and down as she sucked on her own nipples. I wanted to fuck her doggy style, using her fat tits as handles.  
 
    Then Lena. I wanted her reverse cowgirl so I could see her little pussy swallow up my prick. Then put it in her ass and watch her work her bunghole up and down my shaft. But she was right about me. There was a dark edge to my lust for her. I wanted to slap her nipples until they turned a dark, angry red. I wanted to finger her freshly fucked ass, and make her lick my cum-covered fingers clean.  
 
    And Marie. I wanted everything she’d given to C.J. I wanted to fuck her ass and come in her mouth. I wanted to treat her like the dirty whore she was… or least that she was with Chris.  
 
    “Dude, you’re acting creepy,” Brad noted. 
 
    I chuckled. “Sorry. I’m not used to being a pimp,” I said, remembering my thoughts on the beach. 
 
    My wife rolled her eyes and Claire chuckled.  
 
    “Pimp?” said C.J., “I like the sound of that. You putting these girls up on the market?” 
 
    That gave me a jolt. I hadn’t thought of that, but I got a surprising charge out of the realization that whatever gave me a lot of room for experimentation. How fun would it be to take the girls out and offer them to other men? 
 
    I caught Brad’s gaze. “What do you think, Buddy? Should I take Claire out and sell her off piece by piece?” 
 
    My wife gaped horrified. But Claire read me better. With a smirk, she asked, “How much would you sell me for?” 
 
    I closed one eye and stroked my chin. “Hmmmm. Maybe $50 for a hummer. $100 for sex.” 
 
    C.J. snorted. “You’re a terrible businessman. You could get a lot more.” 
 
    “Sure,” I replied. “But the idea isn’t to maximize the profit, it’s to maximize the number of cocks she handles, right Brad?” 
 
    He was crimson and almost shaking with excitement. I wondered if he’d had fantasies of his wife as a hooker, or whether I’d created a new fantasy for him right now. 
 
    “How about my ass?” Claire asked. She grinned as Brad let out a low, long squeak as if he’d literally sprung a leak. 
 
    I chuckled.  
 
    “How much for Marie?” C.J. asked.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and ignored him. 
 
    Lena tapped the table impatiently. “For fuck’s sake. Why all the teasing? He knows what he wants. Just spill it.” 
 
    Marie seemed to agree with her sister. “You have been dragging this out.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I began. And then glancing out the window, I noticed the moon was out, which meant the rain had finally stopped. “Let’s go walk on the beach?” 
 
    Claire clapped Lena on the shoulder. “Looks like you’re going to get your sandy vag after all.” 
 
    We uncorked another couple of bottles of wine and headed down toward the beach in a loose gaggle. Marie edged close to me.  
 
    “What do you have in mind, Bubby?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m flying by the seat of my pants,” I replied honestly. 
 
    “You know, you surprised me earlier,” she said. 
 
    “You mean once you figured out who was who?” 
 
    “You’ve never been that kinky or… dominant… with me.” 
 
    “You’ve never really let me think you’d enjoy it. You’ve always been a lot more prim with me than you’re with C.J.” 
 
    “And maybe that’s why I’m not with C.J. anymore.” 
 
    “How so? You can’t seem to get enough of him.” 
 
    “Ugh, Love Bear. It’s complicated. When I met him, I was too young to know any better, so I just… you know, let him do things to me. I didn’t know how to say no.” 
 
    We stepped onto the damp walkway and crossed over the dunes. The beach was illuminated in moonlight and empty. No fires, no one walking dogs. Just a salty breeze, the smell of damp sand, and low waves frothing against the shore.  
 
    “It doesn’t seem like you know how now either. Nor do you seem to want to.” 
 
    She stopped and placed her hand on my elbow to hold me back. The others continued on to the beach and we stood face to face. 
 
    “I owe you an explanation,” she said. 
 
    “I’d say—” 
 
    “Don’t Bubby. You don’t get to judge me. Not after the last few days. You’ve surrendered your right to be self-righteous.” 
 
    “You’re angry at me?” I asked incredulously. 
 
    She sighed. “Of course I am. Jesus, Love Bear, you fucked my sister and my best friend.” She put up her hand to preclude my interjection. “And I know you’re angry with me. You have to be. Any man would be.” 
 
    “Not Brad,” I replied.  
 
    She shook her head. “No, even Brad. He’s more turned on than angry, but you can see it in his eyes. He’s angry at himself that it turns him on so much. And he’s angry at Claire for being so into all of this. And she’s angry that’s he’s not even more jealous. But for them, look, the anger works. It’s like fuel. For us, it’s a little different, though.” 
 
    I nodded. “I think… I think I can move past it.” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Me too, though family get-togethers with Lele and the parents are going to be awkward as fuck. But you never let me finish—” 
 
    “Your explanation. Right.” 
 
    “Why’d I screw him? I think I already sort of explained that. I don’t know what came over me. Booze, lust, jealousy, anger. Just a crazy cocktail, and I… lost control. But that’s not what I want to explain. I want to explain about the things I do with him… that I won’t do with you… the thing that really scares me about all of this.” 
 
    “You said it turned you on to withhold things from me.” 
 
    She nodded. “I was trying to be sassy. Thinking about what Claire might say.” 
 
    “So you didn’t mean that?” 
 
    She shrugged and then laughed a little. “Okay, maybe a little. I don’t know. I just said it, but it did give me a rush. So bitchy. But do you know why I broke up with C.J.?” 
 
    “Because he wanted too much sex,” I replied. I’d been a little skeptical of that when she’d first mentioned it. But seeing him and her the last couple of days, it made sense. 
 
    “That’s part of it.” She sighed. “And the cheating. But it was also….” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, Love Bear. I loved what you did to me earlier. It was… wild. But I wouldn’t want to do that every day.” 
 
    “Of course not, I—” 
 
    “You say that, but I know men, and—” 
 
    “You know C.J.” 
 
    “Okay, maybe, but listen. When I first met him I was twenty-one and naive—” 
 
    “Not so naive. You’d made out with Claire…” 
 
    “We gave each other a couple of silly pecks in college. I’d only been with a few guys.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “A few, huh?” 
 
    “Ugh. You’re making this so difficult. He was only the third man I’d had sex with. You’re five. Brad is six. I’d also sucked a couple of cocks. Okay?” She sighed. “Just let me finish.” 
 
    I nodded and promised myself I wouldn’t interrupt.  
 
    “Okay. So… basically, he… taught me everything. He was the first man to give me an orgasm. He taught me how to please a man. How to stroke and suck a cock. How to fuck a man and not just lie there. He was the first guy I was with who was confident enough to tell me what he wanted. You owe him a big debt of gratitude.” 
 
    I snorted and she smiled. She’d gotten the rise out of me that she expected. 
 
    “I’m exaggerating, but only a little,” she said. “Anyway, he also taught me other things. He was the first man I let finish in my mouth. The first I swallowed for. I let him tie me up. He loved public sex. You heard about the taxi and beach, but he was always having me dress up in short skirts and no panties, so he could just pulled me aside for a quickie. He introduced me to anal and—” 
 
    “But you don’t like any of that stuff.” 
 
    “But I do!” she said, eyes flashing. “I do. But not all the time. And that was the problem with C.J. It wasn’t really that he wanted too much sex. It’s that the sex he wanted was just too much. By the end, it was whips and chains,” she said, referring back to the first time we’d talked about C.J., “and midgets.” 
 
    I laughed. “Not literally, I hope.” 
 
    She laughed as well, but her eyes were damp. “Love Bear, I know how men are. And I’m just worried that you’re going to want….” 
 
    “Whips and chains. Now that I’ve seen you this way, that I’ll want it like that all the time.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    I pulled her close. “I’m not like that. From now on, it’ll be straight vanilla sex. Missionary with the lights out.” 
 
    She slapped my chest. “Idiot.” 
 
    I gave her a kiss and took her hand. “Come on, God only knows what our posse is up to.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As it turned out, they were up to a big load of nothing. 
 
    “Did you two have fun?” Lena singsonged as we approached. 
 
    I grinned. “Your sister sucks a mean cock,” I replied.  
 
    Marie slapped my shoulder.  
 
    “Better than me?” Lena asked sweetly. 
 
    “He can’t give an honest answer,” C.J. interjected to Lena. “Now if you’ll just demonstrate for me, I’ll—” 
 
    She cut him off with a laugh. “Sorry, Loverboy. Tonight we’re at the disposal of Bubby. He gets to decide which throbbing prick slides into which wet hole.” 
 
    I smiled. “And I think we even agreed that we men were bound by that. So if I think it would be hot to see you and Brad…” 
 
    He tried and failed to give me a good-natured smile. “If that’s how you roll.” 
 
    Marie laughed and took her sister by the arm as they walked toward Brad and Claire standing ankle-deep in the surf. C.J. turned and followed them. I stood there thinking about what Marie and I had discussed. It was a lot to process, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it. But there was surely at least a grain of truth to it. The more a woman gives, the more men seem to expect it every time. If she swallows your come on your birthday, you begin to expect it on your average Tuesday. If she wears sexy lingerie Valentine’s Day, it can be actually disappointing to see her in just plain, white panties coming out of the bathroom after a shower. 
 
    I sighed. I wanted her to feel safe enough to give me treats without her feeling like she was disappointing me when she didn’t. Something to work on. And as loathe as I was to admit it, I probably owed C.J. yet again for bringing that to light.  
 
    The girls were giggling together as I approached, each of them so sexy in her own way. Lena’s running shorts and clingy tee highlighted her tits and ass, making her look like a fantasy co-ed. Claire was holding her dress bunched up at her waist to keep it out of the water, her legs bare and speckled with surf foam. Marie’s halter dress had gotten wet and was translucent in places, giving flashes of the skin beneath, and in particular one pink, swollen nipple. The only thing hotter would be to have them all naked at once…. 
 
    “Let’s go skinny dipping,” I said. 
 
    Claire looked at me. “Is that a suggestion or an order?” 
 
    I smiled and she responded by whipping her dress up over her head and tossing it at me. Naked with her milky skin and big swaying tits, she swished her hips from side to side and then spun and dove into the water. Lena followed suit, wiggling out of her tight clothes. She sashayed over to me, completely naked, and handed over her shorts and tee. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Brad streak past me, also naked, his big dong swinging between his legs and he ran toward the water. Lena giggled and chased after him. 
 
    “Jesus, we’re all going to get arrested,” my wife groaned before she too stripped bare and ran into the surf.  
 
    Predictably, her nudity triggered C.J. who hurriedly stripped down and joined the others in the water. By the time I got into the water myself, C.J. was behind my giggling wife, hands on her hips as they jumped the waves. Whatever had gone wrong with them back in the day, they had a fearsome sexual chemistry. After another six months, she might again tire of him, but for now it was obvious that were I not there, he’d soon find a way to get his cock inside her, and she’d be happy about it.  
 
    I edged up next to her, and he slid to the other side so that she was between us. She looked from one side to the other, and I could tell she was thinking about us both. She’d already taken two cocks at once on the vacation, but that had been with Brad and while I was with her sister, and I had the sense she was hoping for a redo of the experience, this time with C.J. and me instead. And I had to admit, it was a weirdly hot idea, particularly when I pictured her riding me while I held her butt cheeks apart for him to fuck her ass. I shivered with excitement and angst. 
 
    Meanwhile, a few feet away, Lena and Claire were taking turns trying to use Brad’s cock to splash water on each other. How was I going to get all of this out of my head so that we could continue to see them socially after we got home? It was all so surreal. 
 
    I felt a drop.  
 
    “Uh oh,” Marie said. 
 
    I looked up just as sheets of rain began to fall. Like flipping a switch, we were in the middle of a squall. Without thinking, we all ran back to the sand, laughing and screeching. Then holding our bunched up, sopping, and sandy clothes we scurried naked back toward the house, hoping not to be observed. It was silly and glorious, running naked in the pouring rain. Marie and Lena were holding hands and laughing. I couldn’t keep my eyes off them and Claire, great asses and jiggling tits.  
 
    Coming up the rear, I slammed the door shut to find the rest of them out of breath, dripping wet, and laughing nervously inside. The nudity. The sudden rain. The excitement of streaking across the beach and through the development. It all conspired to generate a palpable electricity in the air. Marie’s nips were rock hard. C.J.’s cock was standing at nearly attention. Lena was flushed and gasping. Claire was licking her lips and swaying sultrily. Right on the edge, and I knew that we were only a word, a glance, a sigh away from collapsing into a writhing orgiastic mass. 
 
    We’d had some threesomes and some spying, but no all-out group sex yet on this adventure. Lena and Claire would surely be up for putting on a real show. And who was I kidding, as long as C.J.’s dick was in the mix, my wife would probably out-whore them both. And from the way C.J. was leering at Marie’s ass, I had a pretty good idea he was ready to oblige. Brad was eyeing his wife hungrily, and I knew he was surely picturing her taking three cocks at the same time. But… fuck them. This was my night, not theirs.  
 
    I grabbed my wife by the hand and pulled her close.  
 
    “I don’t feel like sharing tonight,” I said. 
 
    Marie’s surprise melted into a smile, though I could see the others deflating ever so slightly. I started toward the master bedroom with Marie in tow.  
 
    “We’re going to borrow the big bed tonight,” I added. 
 
    Brad nodded, though he was obviously disappointed.  
 
    I took another step toward the bedroom. Then I paused. I reached out my hand toward Claire. “Come join us.” 
 
    “I thought we weren’t sharing,” Marie whined. 
 
    “I’m not sharing,” I said to general laughter.  
 
    Claire gave Brad a smirk as his hungry expression returned. She then smiled at my pouty wife. “He did win the contest.” 
 
    “You think you can handle them?” I said to Lena. 
 
    She slid over between Brad and C.J. and took a cock in each hand. “Might need some reinforcements, but this is a good start.” 
 
    I left her flanked by two naked men, and flanked by two naked women myself, I proceeded into the master bedroom. I pulled them close to the bed, and then released them and sat down facing them. 
 
    “How about a kiss?” I suggested. 
 
    Claire had rescued a nearly full wine bottle from the beach and was clutching it in her hand. She raised it to her mouth and took a healthy swig. There is something intensely debauched and unaccountably hot about a naked woman, with wet hair, guzzling from a wine bottle. Claire added to it the moment she finished drinking by cupping my wife by the back of the neck and pulling her into a sloppy kiss. Marie tried to squirm away, but Claire held her tight and forced her tongue into my wife’s mouth. 
 
    “Jesus, Claire,” Marie sputtered when she managed to break the clinch. 
 
    “What?” I asked. “You can only do that for Mike and Luis?” 
 
    My wife groaned. “Give me that,” she said as she grabbed the bottle. She took a swig as well and then handed it to me.  
 
    “Gentler this time,” I said. “Like you’re two innocents kissing for the first time.” 
 
    Claire snorted. Marie rolled her eyes.  
 
    “It’s called roleplaying,” I said. “Just look into each other’s eyes.” 
 
    They turned to face each other and broke into giggles. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” my wife insisted.  
 
    “Shhh. Just relax. Just look at each other.” 
 
    More giggles, but this time briefer. Quieter. A connection building. Marie’s breaths quickened. Claire blushed and looked away for a moment before resuming eye contact.  
 
    I took a sip of wine and stood, walking behind my wife. I trailed a finger across her lower back, and whispered in her ear, “Look at how beautiful she is.” Marie watched her friend closely. Her amazing green eyes, the flush in her cheeks, her full lips pursed and darkening.  
 
    Then I slid behind Claire and together we watched my wife, her eyes glistening, her breaths coming in quick gasps. “You’ve always wanted her,” I suggested, “the boys were just an excuse.” 
 
    “Yes,” Claire gasped.  
 
    A glimmer of surprise crossed Marie’s face, and then she blushed and looked away. I sat back down on the bed facing them. 
 
    “Hold hands,” I ordered. 
 
    They obeyed and now stood gazing into each other’s eyes, hands linked together. Marie licked her lips unconsciously. 
 
    “Is it getting hot in here?” Claire said. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I replied. “Very hot.” I began slowly stroking my hard cock. “Kiss again.” 
 
    This time it was much more tentative. Not just a party trick. They were paying attention to each other and connected, so it was more meaningful and more fraught. Not just a stunt to please a guy. For the first time, they were really going to kiss each other. 
 
    Claire was again the bolder of the two. She raised their hands so that they were palm to palm. Then she slowly moved in, her body twisting slightly from side-to-side, sensuously closing the distance between them. Marie bit her lip, and then they were face-to-face, inches apart, eyes locked. Marie’s lips puckered, reaching for Claire’s. She closed her eyes and their lips touched. A fleeting connection. Then another peck, still tentative and gentle and over almost before it began. 
 
    “Oh God,” Marie gasped. Claire gulped. 
 
    Their nipples were rock hard and fingers intertwined. My wife glanced at me, and I could see in her eyes that she sort of wished I wasn’t there so she could explore Claire in private. Claire, though, was either less self-conscious or just more excited. She leaned in and kissed my wife softly on the neck. Marie’s eyes fluttered and she sighed. She turned back toward her friend.  
 
    My wife leaned in and kissed her friend on the side of the mouth. Claire giggled and flicked out her tongue, teasing Marie’s lower lip. They kissed again, a series of short, breathy pecks on the lips. Claire brought her hands in and cupped my wife’s face, then she kissed her softly all over, on her cheek, her nose, her chin, her eyebrow. Marie’s hands dropped down and rested on the swells of her friend’s hips. 
 
    It was hotter than I could have hoped or imagined. They were both radiant, eyes bright, cheeks shiny with excitement. They kissed again, open-mouthed this time, tongues flicking. Their bodies moved together, coming together first at the hips so their mounds were touching. Claire wrapped her arms around Marie’s neck, and Marie’s hands slid onto Claire’s lower back, fingertips pressing into the top of the redhead’s firm ass. More kissing. Wet and mixed with gasps. They pressed their torsos together, shimmying gently as their hard nipples slid across each other’s chests. 
 
    I edged back toward the headboard. “Sit together on the bed.” 
 
    They sat side-by-side, but twisted at the waist to face each other. Claire’s hand slid onto my wife’s leg, her fingertips teasing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. They kissed again, and Marie palmed her friend’s heavy boob. More kissing. Wetter. Deeper. Claire moaned as Marie managed her nipple, letting it slide between her slender fingers. Claire made little circles on my wife’s thigh, moving further up, and Marie spread her legs invitingly. 
 
    I was giving myself a slow stroke every ten seconds or so. Anything more, and I’d have shot my load all over my lap. They didn’t look over at me, which made it all the hotter. For the moment, I was a voyeur watching two hot chicks getting it on. The fact that one of them was my wife made it all the hotter. 
 
    Marie let out a throaty moan, and I saw Claire smile broadly. “You’re a juicy little slut, aren’t you,” Claire teased. “That all for me?” Claire’s wrist curled as she explored my wife’s sensitive folds.  
 
    “Oh God,” Marie sighed.  
 
    Claire leaned forward and sucked one of my wife’s hard nipples into her mouth. Marie gasped.  
 
    “I’ve always loved your tits,” Claire said. 
 
    “I love yours,” Marie replied. She was now massaging both of her friend’s big tits as Claire alternated sucking on my wife’s hard, dark red nubs while at the same time rubbing her clit faster and faster.  
 
    “You’re going to make me come,” Marie cried out. “Oh God. Oh God. Oh Gawdddd!” She threw her head back and shuddered as she came.  
 
    Claire eased Marie onto her back, and climbed above my wife on her hands and knees. Big tits dangling against my wife’s chest, Claire kissed Marie passionately. Marie bent her knee between Claire’s legs, and as they kissed wetly, I could see Claire start to rub her pussy against my wife’s leg. Marie pulled one of Claire’s nipples to her mouth and sucked hard enough that the skin of her breast stretched taut. Claire moaned, her hips pumping faster and faster as she humped her friend’s thigh. Marie pulsed her leg to meet Claire’s thrusts. They kissed again, gasping into each other’s mouths. 
 
    “Oh Fuck. Oh Fuck,” Claire cried out suddenly as she too was wracked by a killer climax.  
 
    She collapsed onto my wife. The rolled over so that they were on their sides, facing each other. More kisses. Soft. Gentle. Loving. And while I would have liked to watch them like that forever, I need release.  
 
    “Um, girls?” 
 
    They looked up at me. “Oh, you’re still here,” Marie said.  
 
    Claire laughed. “Did you like the show?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, but….” I nodded toward my raging hardon. 
 
    Marie shrugged. “You can’t take care of that by yourself?” 
 
    They both laughed at what I presume was my crestfallen expression. But then in unison, they flipped over on their hands and knees and moved toward me. It was a sight I’d never expected to see. Two beautiful, naked women, glowing orgasmically, crawling toward my rigid prick. I spread my legs and they slid up in between. Marie kissed her way up my inner thigh. Claire, keeping eye contact, trailed her fingernail across my quad. 
 
    Marie peered up at me, her blue eyes heavy lidded. “So, what, Bubby, you think just because you won that silly contest, we’re going to service you?” 
 
    I groaned. Service me. “Yes, please,” I said, trying to sound confident, knowing I was actually closer to begging. 
 
    Claire had joined Marie, and they looked up at me, cheek-to-cheek, inches from the head of my prick. Until this weekend, that would have been enough for me. I’d never seriously thought that I’d ever have two, hot, horny women, on hand and knee, squeezed between my legs and peering, not disinterestedly, at my hard cock. Isn’t that already fantasy material? But that is the nature of fantasies. The moment you achieve them, you want more. As hot as it was to watch Claire and Marie get each other off and then scoot up between my legs, I knew I wouldn’t be satisfied with that. So I manned up. 
 
    “Suck it, bitches,” I growled.  
 
    They didn’t quite buy it. Their smirks made that clear. But they didn’t protest either. Claire went high, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock. Marie went low, kissing and sucking my balls.  
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. 
 
    My wife took my scrotum into her hot mouth. Her friend swallowed my cock into her hot, wet mouth. She bobbed up and down, and then began licking my shaft from the head down. Halfway, she met Marie coming up, and then they kissed their way back up my prick so that my cockhead was in the middle of their sloppy, tongue-kissing. And that’s a simple truth. You haven’t lived until you’ve managed to get your cock in the middle of two hot women passionately making out. Between kisses they took turns swallowing my cock. Marie gulped me down. Then Claire. Then my wife again. I was moaning louder and louder, my hands slipping into each woman’s hair. I was close. 
 
    “Do you want it?” Claire asked Marie. 
 
    “All yours,” my wife replied.  
 
    “You’re so generous,” Claire said. 
 
    Claire slowly sucked my prick deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around my shaft. Marie again dipped low to lick and suckle my balls. Claire lifted off me slowly until just the head of my prick was still in her mouth, and she began firmly stroking my wet shaft. 
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned as my vision blurred and my cock exploded. Claire didn’t flinch as she milked my load onto her tongue. “Oh God, that was amazing,” I sighed. 
 
    Claire grinned at me with hints of come leaking from between her lips. Then as I watched in shock, she grabbed a handful of my wife’s hair and pulled her into a wet, sloppy embrace. Marie gasped in surprise as Claire transferred my load into her mouth. She tried to spit it back out, but Claire just kissed her harder, and after that initial shock, Marie seemed to get into it. They kissed open-mouthed, tongue wrestling, lips smacking, a sticky, shiny mess of jism and spit coated their mouths, and dripped down their chins onto their boobs. 
 
    Though they were still swapping my come back and forth, they again almost seemed to forget about me. Claire let out a lusty growl and again rolled my wife onto her back, climbing on top, on her hands and knees. 
 
    “I’m going to feast on your twat,” Claire purred. 
 
    Marie broke the mood by laughing. Claire dug her nail into my wife’s nipple. 
 
    “Owww, you bitch.” 
 
    Claire grinned and then leaned forward and tenderly sucked Marie’s injured nub into her mouth. She licked it all around, making eye contact with Marie the whole time. Then slowly, she began kissing and licking down my wife’s belly, closer and closer to her red, puffy snatch. She flicked her tongue between her labia, teasing my wife’s hooded clit. Marie jolted and let out a small gasp. Claire positioned herself between my wife’s legs and spread her thighs apart. Marie squirmed at being so exposed. Claire trailed her fingertips across my wife’s sensitive thighs and traced the outline of her pussy, coaxing it open, exposing the sensitive, pink flesh within.  
 
    “Your wife has such a pretty pussy,” she said to me.  
 
    I nodded, feeling a surge of absurd pride, realizing too late I was being set up. 
 
    “Brad couldn’t stop raving about how tight she is,” she said, lowering the boom.  
 
    “Jesus, Claire,” Marie hissed, though she couldn’t hide her amused grin.  
 
    Claire nibbled gently on her lips. “What?” she asked in mock innocence. “I’m sure it turns Dan on to know that other men like fucking you. Doesn’t it, Dan? A little scary too, though, right, Dan? Knowing that all Marie has to do to get some strange is a smile and a wink.” 
 
    “I trust her,” I replied. 
 
    “And look where that got you,” she teased. Marie gasped as Claire flicked at her clit. “Mmmmm, such a tasty pussy.” 
 
    I’d never quite lost my erection, and the combination of Claire’s taunts, her tongue working on my wife’s slit, and Marie’s moans had me back to go. I crawled over to my wife. She craned her neck to kiss me, and slipped her tongue into my mouth before I could even process it. Her mouth was hot, very wet, and a little musky, and I realized I was tasting myself. When we separated, she gave me a wicked grin confirming that she knew what she’d done.  
 
    I didn’t have time to say anything before she began moaning loudly. I looked down to see Claire churning two fingers deep inside my wife. She lowered her face to Marie’s mound making her sigh and roll her hips. My wife’s nipples were cherry red and looked about ready to pop. I sucked one into my mouth, and she hissed as if scalded. She twisted her torso and swallowed my prick deep into her mouth. I gasped, and we writhed together, Claire eating my wife’s pussy, me sucking her titties, and she slurping on my cock. Marie came first, gasping and grunting.  
 
    She pushed us away rolled over onto her belly gasping for breath. But face down and ass up, she seemed all the more tempting for Claire, who buried her face in my wife’s ass, slurping her pussy and anus from behind.  
 
    “No more, no more,” Marie begged. 
 
    Claire grinned. “Then it’s your turn to get to work.” 
 
    She gave Marie a firm slap on the ass and then scooted up so that her bare, red, swollen pussy was at my wife’s face. Marie hesitated, but Claire wasn’t taking no for an answer. She wound her hand into Marie’s hair and pulled her mouth to her crotch. I leaned in closer to watch my wife’s first time eating pussy.  
 
    Marie was tentative, like she didn’t know how to begin.  
 
    “Just kiss it, Baby,” I suggested. She gazed at me heavy-lidded, seeming almost surprised to see me there. I worried that I’d broken the spell, but then she grinned and returned her attention to her friend’s wet slit.  
 
    She seemed to be studying it, and the attention and anticipating was definitely working a number on Claire. Her hips were pumping slowly, and she was playing with her own nipples, pulling hard at them, stretching the skin, and lifting her heavy breasts away from her chest. She gasped when Marie began kissing and nibbling at the sensitive skin around her pussy. Marie pressed with her thumbs on either side of the slit, exposing Claire’s pink. Then with excruciating deliberateness, she ran her tongue down the middle, barely making contact, and making her friend shudder as much with frustration as pleasure.  
 
    “Please, Baby,” Claire moaned. 
 
    Marie smirked and gave her another just-barely-there fluttering kisses. Claire sighed. And again, but with just a little more contact. Claire arched her back and tried to force her pussy into Marie’s face, but my wife remained just barely out of reach. She was going to eat her friend out, but on her own terms.  
 
    Marie flicked her tongue out at Claire’s clit and at the same time, began tickling her friend’s anus with her thumb. Claire hissed excitedly. Or maybe that was me. I was stroking myself again.  
 
    “Don’t waste that,” Claire said, nodding toward Marie’s raised ass.  
 
    I was torn. On one hand, there was nothing I wanted more than to continue watching my wife tease and lick Claire’s pretty little slit. On the other hand, the temptation of slipping my hard prick into my wife’s hot, tight, wet sleeve was irresistible. I slid down behind her, and spread her ass cheeks, gazing at my wife’s glistening cunt and her tiny, pulsing asshole. I rubbed my prick between her lips. She moaned, and I entered her. She was hotter than I’d ever felt. My cock must have felt pretty good, too, because she started thrusting back against me, and at the same time she began slurping at Claire’s snatch more aggressively.  
 
    Marie was on fire, rolling her hips up and down, fucking my cock with her tight snatch and sucking and slurping wetly at Claire’s pussy. Claire too was lifting her hips off the bed, and I started thrusting into Marie, the three of us moving together like a modern dance troupe. 
 
    “Are you in her ass?” Claire asked through her moans. 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “Do it,” she ordered. “Do… ah ah ah….” she gasped as my wife silenced her by sucking her clit hard into her mouth.  
 
    I was tempted. My wife’s ass was the forbidden fruit… except to C.J., which just made it all the more desirable. Her ass seemed to want it. As I pounded into her pussy, it seemed to swell and pulse, asking for attention. 
 
    I slapped my wife’s firm butt cheek. 
 
    “Should I?” I asked. 
 
    Marie turned around. Her face was glazed with Claire’s juices. She had a wild, feral look in her eyes. She snarled rather than spoke. “No. Only C.J. gets my ass.” 
 
    In a weird way, I knew that meant she was giving me permission. She was getting me riled up so I would reclaim the thing she’d given to him and denied to me. It was so tempting. My wife has a great ass. And I’d always fantasized about it. That one day, maybe a birthday or an anniversary, she’d offer it up. Shyly. Blushing. Bubby, I thought maybe… I wanted to fuck her up the ass. But not like this. Not with Claire there, and not so soon after C.J. had done it.  
 
    I slowly churned my prick into my wife’s tight, gooey snatch. I tried to imprint on my memory the image of her slurping and kissing Claire’s swollen pussy. Then slowly I pulled out. Marie peered back over her shoulder, gazing at my cock and her own ass. She swallowed and nodded, though maybe a little reluctantly.  
 
    I smiled at her. “Keep eating that nasty twat” I said as I spanked her ass. 
 
    Slowly I crawled up beside them, paused to get a good look at my wife’s tongue exploring Claire’s bright red gash. I watched her suck on the clit, making Claire hiss with delight. I watched my wife’s slender fingers plunge again and again into her friend’s pussy. I peered up at Claire’s gorgeous, meaty tits, spread out by gravity across her chest. That’s what I really wanted. 
 
    I straddled Claire and leaned forward so she could take my cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Get it nice and wet,” I ordered.  
 
    She was used to contending with Brad’s huge prick, so she had no trouble deep-throating me. I fucked her hot mouth until her spit dripped off my prick. Then I eased back down and laid my cock between her luscious mounds. 
 
    “Push ‘em together.” 
 
    She licked her lips and did as I requested, engulfing my shaft in her hot, heavy, sweaty breasts. Marie was still working Claire’s slit, and I could feel my wife’s hair brush against my ass as I started to slide my cock between Claire’s tits. She bent her neck and flicked her tongue out at my cock head every time it appeared from between her mounds. Claire was moaning softly.  
 
    “Oh Baby, your wife’s going to make me come,” she said hoarsely.  
 
    I thrust harder, faster. It was slippery and her breasts felt unbelievable—soft, pendulous, her chest rising and falling with each breath. She was gorgeous, pale with light freckles, green eyes, lips pursed, tongue flashing.  
 
    “Ah, ah, ah,” Claire gasped. Her body shuddered, and I could feel the pulses through her tits. 
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. My come came in thick spurts all over her face and neck. I don’t think I’ve come that hard since I was a teenager. Even Claire seemed shocked at how covered she was.  
 
    I rolled off her and Marie looked up from Claire’s pussy. My wife’s face was glazed as well. She caught sight of Claire’s face and laughed.  
 
    “Wow, Bubby,” she giggled.  
 
    I had a wicked thought. “Help her out,” I said. 
 
    My wife gazed at me quizzically, but Claire got it right away. “Come on, Ducky, give me a kiss.” 
 
    Marie hesitated, but Claire reached down and pulled her up, until my wife’s body was pressed against her friend’s, both of them sweaty and slowly grinding into each other. I watched in delighted shock as Marie tentatively approached Claire’s cheek, lips parted as she kissed away a strand of come. Then another and another. And then finally she kissed Claire on the lips, sharing my come with her as well. I stroked myself slowly, more come leaking out of me onto my fist. Marie licked her friend’s face clean, and gave her endless, slow, spermy kisses, all the while humping each other’s thigh with their swollen, wet pussies. 
 
    Marie turned to me, eyes wide, a strand of my jism dripping down her chin. “That’s right Bubby, you better get hard and stay hard. Time for you to take care of us.” 
 
    “I thought I was in charge,” I complained.  
 
    She lunged at me suddenly, shoving me flat on my back. She grabbed my prick and dropped down heavily on my erection. I’d never felt her so hot and wet. 
 
    “Not anymore,” she gasped. “And if you finish before we’re finished with you, I swear to God, Bubby, I will go room to room and then house to house until I find a stiff cock.” 
 
    She began to grind against me, her sloppy pussy rising and falling on my cock. Claire lay beside me, face wet with my come and my wife’s spit. “I think she’s serious, Bubby,” Claire teased. “Hope you can keep it up.” 
 
    That part wasn’t my worry. Marie’s steaming cunt ensured that. The bigger challenge was not coming again, especially when my wife climaxed and slid aside, letting her friend mount me in turn. I’m not really a pimp. Two women taking turns with me, my cock going from one wet pussy to another, was mind blowing.  
 
    But I kept it together, even as I played with Claire’s big, bouncing tits, even as I flicked my wife’s hard clit, even as I fingered Claire’s ass.  
 
    I lost it finally, many orgasms down the road, when my wife was riding me reverse cowgirl. It was something I’d dreamed of for years, and her pussy and ass looked even better than I’d imagined bouncing up and down on my pole. The killer was when she looked back over her shoulder, licked her finger, and then pressed her finger into her tight asshole. We locked eyes, and I thought I could see her thinking back to the events of the last few days -- the boys at the club, making it with Claire, Brad’s big cock, and most of all C.J…. in her mouth… in her cunt… in her ass. Her eyes rolled back into her head. Her pussy spasmed violently. And then I came too.  
 
    I was too exhausted to worry about whether the girls wanted more. It wouldn’t have made any difference in any case. I was spent. Happily, though, Marie and Claire seemed equally wiped out. I lay on my back and the girls up against me, sweaty, sticky, and gloriously naked. I only had a couple of minutes to relish it before sleep took me.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    I awoke before dawn, but with the sky just beginning to brighten. I was cupping Claire’s ass as she snored softly. Marie had left. I felt a pit in my stomach, because I had a sneaking suspicion of where she was. It annoyed me that I cared she had gone. All I had to do was roll over, and throw my arm over Claire, slipping my hands between her full breasts. Some gentle nibbles on her neck, caresses on her soft butt, thumb circling her big nips… before long, I knew she’d be thrusting back against me, sleepy and horny, and eager to take my prick into her hot, wet snatch. A long, slow, spooning screw, and Marie could do whatever the fuck she wanted.  
 
    I grunted. Instead, I eased out of the bed, making sure not to wake Claire. I found my boxers and quietly padded out of the bedroom. I opened the door carefully, and slipped into the family room. 
 
    I heard it right away. Wet slurping and sucking punctuated by soft gasps and moans. A woman passionately making love to a hard cock. I tried to tell myself it might be Lena. I knew it wasn’t. I moved slowly, half to avoid giving myself away, half because I dreaded what I’d find. The house was barely lit in the dull glow of the pre-dawn, but even still, they were unmistakable. Out in the open, shameless. 
 
    My wife was naked. On her knees, sitting back on her heels, her silhouette a perfect hourglass. C.J. was standing, leaning back against a wall beside the doorway to the sleeping porch, eyes closed, both hands running through her hair.  
 
    She was worshipping his prick. There is really no other word for it. Complete focus, desperate passion. She swallowed and licked him, tasted and teased. Her arms were wrapped around him, gripping his muscular ass, holding him close, ensuring he couldn’t escape. Not that he’d want to, but it was as if her need made her fearful, and she needed to maintain a tight grip to keep from losing his cock.  
 
    I sensed rather than felt Claire approach me. 
 
    “She loves him,” I muttered morosely.  
 
    “No, she doesn’t,” Claire replied. “She’s saying goodbye.” 
 
    I couldn’t see it. Not in the way her mouth devoured him. Not in the soft, choked mewls of pleasure that she made. 
 
    Claire continued. “It’s like that last time with a lover when circumstance is breaking you apart. A job. School. Life. Nothing bad. But it just can’t continue. So you have that one, last encounter. And all you want to do is commit it to memory. The sight, the smell, the sound, the touch, the taste.” 
 
    “So she’s just memorizing his cock?” I snorted. 
 
    “Mmmmm. She wants to be able to close her eyes someday, sitting in the bath, or just watching the clouds, and imagine him in her mouth. How his prick felt on her tongue…. Just like you’re going to try to remember how my tits felt right before you came on my face.” 
 
    “So… she’s not going to see him again?” 
 
    “I… I can’t promise that,” Claire replied. “But I don’t think she plans to.” 
 
    Watching my wife so enthusiastically make love to his prick made that feel like a slender reed. And it made me wonder again how C.J. had ended up back in our lives. 
 
    “Why did you bring him?” I asked. 
 
    Claire hesitated, and my heart sank. I’d hoped the answer was simple. That she wanted to fuck him, and that was that.  
 
    “What you really want to know is whether I knew Chris was C.J.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I didn’t…. Not for sure. I suspected.” 
 
    Marie moaned softly, delightedly as she rubbed his cockhead across her lips.  
 
    “So you and Marie….” 
 
    “No. She didn’t know. I just thought… if he was… it would be funny… or interesting… or something.” 
 
    I nodded, but I wasn’t convinced. It just didn’t sound right. Claire wouldn’t have set-up Marie that way, unless she was setting-up Marie. And ultimately, I knew I’d never manage to get a straight answer on that, maybe because one didn’t exist. 
 
    “And your crush?” 
 
    She giggled into her hand. “I did. I mean. He’s cute. But I played that up for Brad’s sake. 
 
    Marie shifted into a squat without releasing C.J.’s cock. She dropped one hand between her legs and began playing with herself as she continued to bob up and down on his thick shaft. 
 
    Claire took my hand. “Come on, Baby. Come play with my tits.” 
 
    I let her drag me into the bedroom. She laid me down on the bed and curled up beside me, dropping her breasts into my palms as she eased down my boxers and took my cock in her mouth. Her mouth was wet and passionate. Her tits delightfully soft and heavy. I got hard. I moaned and squirmed in pleasure. I came in her mouth, and she gobbled it all up like the nasty, little slut she was… or at least could be. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I slept until close to noon and even then I had to drag myself into the shower in the master bedroom. My mood was not as dark as it had been at dawn, but I was still anxious. I didn’t know what came next. And in truth, I didn’t know what I really wanted. Well, that’s not true. Like anyone else, I would have been happy to take all the pros and jettison all the cons. So, my wife being more open to naughty experimentation? Check. Periodic raunchy sex with Claire and Lena? Double check. Marie occasionally flirting it up with other men. Hmmm, maybe. Sitting on Brad’s dick while I played with Claire… tougher… but I could make it work. C.J.? Off the island. Unfortunately, I had the sense that he was the one thing I’d have trouble being rid of. 
 
    I dried myself and realized the only clothes I had with me were my boxers, so I wrapped the towel around my waist and tried to steel myself to walk out into the living room to go upstairs to my own bedroom. It wasn’t that I minded being half dressed. At this point, we could all pick each other’s genitals out of a lineup. What I was anxious about was getting teased about it while my wife sat in another man’s lap, probably still with the taste of his dick in her mouth.  
 
    Stomach in, shoulders back, head up. I strode out to find… Claire and Marie in bathrobes drinking coffee at the breakfast table. It was such a quotidien scene that just for a moment, I wondered if the past several days had been nothing more than some sort of feverish dream. 
 
    “Morning Bubby,” Marie said with a small smile.  
 
    “Afternoon,” Claire corrected. 
 
    “I think the hour after you wake up counts as morning, regardless of the actual time,” I proposed. “Where is everyone?” 
 
    My wife answered: “Brad is running. Lena is still sleeping, I guess. C.J. is… gone.” 
 
    “Gone?” I said. 
 
    Claire laughed. “Well, we didn’t kill him and bury him in a shallow grave as you might have liked—” 
 
    “I don’t…. Okay. Maybe that wouldn’t bother me so much.” 
 
    The girls grinned.  
 
    Marie turned quickly toward the stairs. “Jesus, Lena.” 
 
    Her little sister was flouncing down the stairs in a g-string and nothing else. God, the body on that girl, big titties so firm they swayed from side to side rather than up and down.  
 
    “What? Don’t tell me, we’re done playing,” she said. 
 
    “Didn’t you get enough last night, you little slut?” Claire teased.  
 
    “Is there such a thing?” Lena asked. 
 
    Marie got up and grabbed a tee shirt off the sofa. She tossed it at her sister. 
 
    “Lena, put this on. Bubby, stop staring at her tits.” 
 
    I shrugged and continued toward the stairs, though I didn’t stop peering at Lena until she’d reluctantly pulled the tee over her body. I went upstairs and got dressed. I peeked at myself in the mirror and realized I was grinning. Lena’s boobs? In part. But more was the fact that I was still there and C.J…. wasn’t. 
 
    Now, I knew he was still around. He worked with Claire after all. But at least in the short run, Claire was right. Marie’s morning blowjob was a goodbye. And while I might have wished her farewell involved less slobbering on his rod, I had to mark it as a small victory. 
 
    I went back downstairs.  
 
    “So what are we going to do?” Lena was whining. 
 
    Marie and Claire seemed amused. “Cards?” my wife suggested. “Parcheesi?” offered Claire.  
 
    “Strip Parcheesi?” Lena suggested hopefully. 
 
    The girls laughed. Brad came in from the deck, sweating from his run. 
 
    Claire answered, “Sorry, Hotpants. Just some boring couples here now.” 
 
    “Fine,” Lena huffed. She whipped off the tee shirt and tossed it at Brad. “This is yours. I’m leaving.” 
 
    Brad and I couldn’t help but follow her shapely ass as she stomped up the stairs. 
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” he asked sheepishly. 
 
    Claire chuckled. “Afraid you wore her out, Honey.” 
 
    Brad wasn’t sure whether to be remorseful or proud. I chuckled. The girls laughed.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Lena managed to arrange a ride back to DC, and Claire, Brad, Marie, and I settled in for the last three days of our vacation.  
 
    We played cards and drank wine… and slept with our own spouses in our own marital beds. There was a lot I wanted to talk to Marie about, but I wasn’t sure how. And after the first day, it became harder and harder to see how to broach the topic, whatever the topic really was. 
 
    Finally, though, on our last night, the four of us walked on the beach talking books and movies and other ordinary topics. At one point, Brad and Claire waded ankle deep into the surf, his arm wrapped around her waist. Marie and I continued on, though now in silence. 
 
    “What happens now?” I asked. 
 
    It wasn’t really the question I wanted to pose, but even after a few days, I still couldn’t quite find the words to express my… what… concerns? Lack of understanding? Did I feel jealous or just blindsided? Manipulated or surprised? Worried or uncertain? What had even really happened? But that all seemed fuzzy, and so the best I could do was ask about the future. 
 
    “What do you want to happen?” she replied. 
 
    I wanted to chide her for answering a question with a question, but then I saw that it was an answer in its own way.  I don’t know if she meant it that way, but the way I took it was that what happened now was, at least in part, up to me, though I knew it wasn’t quite that simple. But how to get at that without seeming like I was accusing her of lying? I punted.  
 
    “I want to make babies with you,” I replied. 
 
    She laughed. “That’s always been the plan, Love Bear.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    She rode me slowly, slowly, eyes closed, working every inch of my cock with her tight, wet, pussy. She pressed on my chest with her fists. I squeezed her tight ass. I thought of Lena and Claire, and I knew she was thinking of Brad and C.J… especially C.J. But that was okay. She was with me, and I was with her. She came beautifully, a gentle shudder and a throaty moan, her pussy clenching my prick. I came inside her, and she quickly rolled over on her back.  
 
    “We’ve wasted enough of that,” she said with a grin. 
 
    “More than enough.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I was checking on the pork shoulder I had in the smoker. I’d gotten up at 5am to get it started, and it was now almost ready. It was the centerpiece of our Labor Day barbeque. Claire and Brad were coming, of course. Jack and Bren and their baby. A few other neighbors. 
 
    Marie came out on the deck. My eyes were drawn first to the cleavage peeking out of her v-neck sweater, then to her face. She was pale. 
 
    “You okay?” I asked. 
 
    Wordlessly she raised her hand and showed me something. It was a small, piece of white plastic with hard to read markings. It took me a moment to realize what I was seeing. A pregnancy test. And... two vertical stripes. 
 
    “You’re pregnant?” 
 
    She nodded wordlessly.  
 
    I wasn’t that surprised. Though I hadn’t put two and two together, I had been noticing her breasts more recently. The tittie fairy was putting in a visit. 
 
    “That’s great!” I said with a big smile as I pulled her into a hug. 
 
    “Um, Love Bear….” she began. 
 
    I heard the gate to our backyard open. We turned to see Claire and Brad entering. Claire strode quickly toward Marie. 
 
    Before my wife could speak, Claire blurted out, “I’m pregnant.” 
 
    “We are too!” I said happily. 
 
    The girls turned and glared at me.  
 
    “What?” Then, “Ohhh.” 
 
    I looked at Brad. He was… grinning. Jesus, the guy was a bigger freak than I suspected even now. 
 
    Marie and Claire were again facing each other. “Are you worried?” asked Marie. 
 
    “Of course,” Claire said. 
 
    I thought back to the week at the beach. I couldn’t remember for sure, but I didn’t think I’d finished in Claire’s vagina. Her ass, yes. Her mouth, double yes. For the first time ever, I consciously hoped that the other two had been as considerate with my wife as well. It was strange to be wishing that Brad and C.J. had come in her butt and on her tongue. 
 
    I looked at Claire. “You and I…. I thought we didn’t.” Then to Marie. “Did… you?” 
 
    She looked vaguely stricken. “I’m not sure. I don’t… think so.” 
 
    “It’s not that simple,” Claire interjected. “Even if everyone finished where they were supposed to… or rather didn’t finish where they weren’t supposed to… there was still a lot of swapping spit and seconds and….” 
 
    “There was come everywhere. In all their holes,” Brad explained cheerfully. 
 
    Claire slapped his arm. “Stop that, Idiot.” 
 
    “It’s still our baby,” he said. 
 
    Claire rolled her eyes. “See what I’m dealing with?” 
 
    Marie looked at me. 
 
    “Well, he’s right,” I said.  
 
    Now Marie rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Oh, hey, Lena,” Brad called out.  
 
    I groaned. She’d only cause more trouble. She approached Claire and Marie. She had a big grin on her face, as if she already knew the news. “Hey, Bitches.” 
 
    Marie cut her off. “Um, Lena, this isn’t—” 
 
    “I’m knocked up,” Lena interrupted. 
 
    Marie gasped in shock. 
 
    “Join the club,” I muttered.  
 
    “And I brought my new boyfriend,” Lena added. “Hope you don’t mind that I brought him.” She gestured toward the gate.  
 
    Even though I knew who it’d be before I saw him, I still groaned when C.J. walked into the backyard. 
 
    “He’s mine now, Sis,” Lena said with a smirk. “So no more sucking his cock.” 
 
    I looked at the others. Marie was even paler than before, her lips moving soundlessly. Claire seemed in shock. Only Brad seemed happy. 
 
    “Well,” Brad said, “looks like we’re all family now.” 
 
    I groaned. I guess we were. 
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