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TEN



“It’s a girls’ night, no men invited,” Catherine
patiently explained to her husband. It wasn’t that he was willfully
being thick, but more that he was upset at being excluded.

“A hen party,” Gary sullenly corrected her.

“Don’t be insulting,” she reprimanded him as she
tried on her fifth blouse. He had been watching from the bed as she
had changed outfit after outfit in preparation for the evening.

“You know why they invited you to their place, don’t
you?”

“Yes, to be polite and social.”

He snorted. “That’s not why they invited you and
that’s not why you’re getting all dressed up.”

She studied herself in the mirror another moment
before answering. It wasn’t too fancy nor too casual; it would have
to do. “I’m dressing up because I want to look nice and make a nice
impression. There’s no reason to look like a slob when visiting
friends.”

“They invited you to their place because they want to
fuck you,” he told her flatly. “And you’re dressing up to impress
them.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. The three of us aren’t going to
have sex in some bizarre sex orgy that you’re imaging in your
head.”

While he had been imagining a sex orgy in his head,
he wasn’t going to admit that to his wife. “It wasn’t a bizarre sex
orgy,” he retorted. “It was a regular orgy. A bizarre sex orgy
would involve some serious kink. Midgets. Rubber suits. Whipping.
Spreading peanut butter all over your bodies and then licking it
off without anyone actually having an orgasm.”

Catherine looked askance at her husband. “You have
some bizarre ideas of what women like in sex.” She gave him a quick
peck on the cheek and headed to the door. “Love you. Have fun
tonight watching playing video games or whatever it is boys do when
they’re home alone.” And with that, she disappeared.

“I’m the one supposed to be telling you to have fun,”
he groused to the silent and empty room. “And I am going to play
video games tonight, but not because you said so, but because I
want to.”

He didn’t want to admit out loud that if he was
gaming, his hands and mind would be too busy to think about jerking
off—or wanting to jerk off.

 


“Does it really matter?” Malory asked her wife as she
stuck her head into the bedroom to see what was delaying her.
Elisabeth was posing in front of the full length mirror attached to
the door leading to the bathroom. Lisa had promised to help in the
kitchen when she was done dressing. She was still in nothing more
than bra and panties. As much as she liked to see her wife’s
athletic build, she was now more than a little frustrated at the
lack of help.

“Of course it matters,” replied Elisabeth. She turned
her body and looked over her shoulder at her buttocks. Maybe the
tiger-striped lingerie was a bit too much, but the bra pushed up
her tits just enough to make them more attractive, and the triangle
at the top of her thong was the perfect decoration to her ass. “I
don’t want Cathy to be turned off when we get naked.”

“We’re not having sex with her tonight,” Malory
snapped, but it was hard for her to remain focused on the food
cooking downstairs and remain angry at her wife while she was
flaunting her body.

“Sure we are,” Elisabeth answered and adjusted her
tits in the bra.

“No, we’re not,” Malory corrected her. “Just because
you two did when we were over at their place, doesn’t give us leave
to fuck her while Gary isn’t with her.”

“It doesn’t?” the athletic blonde asked with more
than just a glint of trouble in her eyes.

“No. It doesn’t. Put on your dress and come
downstairs.”

“I can’t believe you’re making me wear a dress,”
Elisabeth complained. “I wanted to show off my ass.”

“You’re not showing off anything to anyone,” Malory
called from the hallway.

After pulling the dress on over her tiger-striped
lingerie, Elisabeth smiled at her image in the mirror and undid the
top button to show off a little more cleavage. She had already
decided what was going to happen tonight.

 




ELEVEN

 


Dinner was light but the wine flowed freely. That was
mostly at Elisabeth’s insistence but Catherine did nothing to
discourage her. Malory was slightly put off by the behavior of both
of them. After dinner was over and they had moved on to
conversation and more wine. When the second bottle was finished
Malory announced, “Looks like we’re all out.” She waved the bottle
at the both of them.

“We’ll have to do shots!” Elisabeth announced and
laughed at her sudden cleverness. Catherine joined in the laughter,
eager to please the hostess.

“I think you two have had enough,” Malory announced
as she stood up and stumbled, which made the other two laugh
harder. “I’m locking the liquor cabinet. You two can’t be trusted.”
Apparently she had drunk more than she had intended because she
weaved an unsteady line from the dining room into the kitchen where
she deposited the empty bottle. Upon returning she realized she had
been completely correct in her assessment. Her wife and Catherine
couldn’t be trusted.

They were kissing. Elisabeth had one hand on
Catherine’s cheek, holding her close while the two locked lips. It
was obvious that Catherine had her tongue down Lisa’s throat and
that made Malory look away in jealousy and anger. When Elisabeth
realized they were being watched, she broke the kiss with a
frustrated sigh of disappointment from Catherine.

“Sorry,” Catherine said and she had good sense enough
to flush with embarrassment. Elisabeth’s pale skin was already red
with the alcohol and it was impossible for her to show any
shame.

“Not sorry,” Elisabeth told her wife.

“This isn’t why we invited her up over,” Malory
reprimanded her.

“Isn’t it?” Elisabeth asked with a smart twist to her
lips.

“No! We’re making friends with Gary’s wife, my old
boyfriend.”

“I’d say we’re plenty friendly enough as it is,” she
replied, feeling the full effect of the alcohol.

“Seducing Cathy isn’t appropriate,” Malory
snapped.

“Isn’t it? I’ve already slept with her once. And
what’s supposed to happen when you get three lesbians together?
We’re already established a household and are raising chickens. Sex
is just the next natural development.”

“I’m not a lesbian!” Malory almost shouted. “I’m bi
and you know it.”

“I know I know it,” Elisabeth shot back and finished
the last dregs of wine in her glass.

“Maybe I should leave?” suggested Catherine
quietly.

“No!” both Malory and Elisabeth said together and at
the same time, something that surprised all three of them.

“That’s first thing you two have agreed on tonight,”
Catherine pointed out.

“Very funny,” complained Malory.

“She’s right,” Elisabeth said.

“This isn’t the right way to go about this,” Malory
added, pretending she hadn’t heard what her wife had said.

“Go about what?” asked Catherine, but they ignored
her.

“Sure it is, we seduce her and get her in the right
mindset before we drop the bomb.”

“What bomb?” asked Catherine, intrigued at the
skullduggery but excited that she was supposed to be seduced. The
other two continued to ignore her.

Abrupt Elisabeth whirled her head around and asked
the curvy brunette, “Do you want to sleep with me again? Don’t
answer right away. Mal will be joining us for a three-way. It’ll be
fun!”

“How would you know,” asked Malory. “We’ve never had
a three-way with anyone!”

“This is the best time to find out.”

“Sure!” Catherine said loud enough to stop the
escalating argument between the two. “I’m up for it. I’ve never had
a three-way before either. We can all learn together.”

“See,” said Elisabeth with the snotty attitude of a
four-year-old. “She wants to and I want to and if you want to stay
in the kitchen washing the dishes…well, I suppose that’s your
choice.” She stood up—unsteadily—and grabbed Catherine’s hand.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea.” Naturally it
was Malory saying that as she watched her wife lead Gary’s wife
toward the back of the house where they had their bedroom. As she
watched them leave she cursed under her breath. “Fuck cunt fucking
cunt!” It didn’t take much imagination on her part to figure out
what was going to happen—and Malory realized that she didn’t want
to be left out of the fun. “Sometimes I hate myself,” she muttered
as she got back to her feet and staggered down the hallway after
her wife and Catherine.

By the time she got to the bedroom, things were
already well underway. Elisabeth was already out of her dress which
lay crumpled on the floor, and she was passionately kissing
Catherine as she worked the buttons to the curvier woman’s blouse,
opening it up and exposing her lacy pink bra.

“Can I join in?” Malory asked boldly as she put her
hand to Catherine’s face and turned her chin so she could kiss the
other woman in front of her wife. If it had been a move meant to
shock, it failed because Elisabeth looked on in approval to see her
wife kissing another woman.

Together the married couple continued to exchange
kisses with Catherine—almost ignoring each other—while they
stripped her out of her clothes. It was easy to get her out of her
blouse and skirt. Removing the bra was easy as well since Malory
was standing behind Catherine it was easy to unhook the garment and
slip it from her shoulders. She admired how the lace panties
Catherine wore were all but see-through even while the material
covered most of her curvy ass. There were little bows on the sides
of the panties so even if Catherine considered herself bi, she was
also very femme, which was fine with Malory because even though
Elisabeth wasn’t a butch dyke, she was definitely dominant and
leaned toward the masculine side of the spectrum. Playing with a
femme girl would be a nice change.

It was Malory who pulled down Catherine’s panties but
before she had the chance to explore the other woman’s body,
Elisabeth was pushing her down to the bed before Malory had a
chance. Since Elisabeth was still wearing her tiger-striped
lingerie, Malory took the opportunity to quickly scrambled out of
her clothes, getting fully naked, before joining the other two on
the bed. Wasting no time, Malory grabbed Cathy’s hand and put it
between her legs. Elisabeth was sucking on Cathy’s tits at the time
and took a little offense that her wife was being so
aggressive.

“Horny?” she asked Malory after sucking hard on
Catherine’s nipple and pulling it from her mouth with a wet
slurp.

Catherine inserted her finger into Malory’s bald
pussy, pleased it was already wet enough to easily admit the digit.
Malory sighed at the penetration. It didn’t matter if she fucked a
man or a woman, the first time with a new partner—even in a
three-way—was always the most exciting.

“You made me that way,” Malory told her wife as she
bent forward and kissed Catherine who was thrilled to be the center
of attention of two attractive women. She thought of how jealous
her husband would be and laughed in merriment.

“Something funny?” Elisabeth asked, giggling along
with her new lover.

“Just thinking about
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