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Chapter 19




Bill went radio silent for
the next week. I took that as a good sign. I didn’t hear a thing
from him at work either; I took that as a good sign.

The party that Kirbi
wrangled us an invitation to wasn’t something I would have chosen
myself. At first I didn’t think anything of it. “Spring fling.
Isn’t it a little early for outdoor sex?” I asked her.

“It’s the perfect time!”
Kirbi protested. “First weekend of May. Just five days
away.”

“I believe the rhyme goes:
Hooray, hooray, it’s the eighth of May, outdoor sex begins
today.”

“Close enough.”

I shrugged. “Fine by me.
You’ll be the one running around outside with nipples hard enough
to cut glass. I’ll be inside where it’s warm. Hopefully next to a
warm, feminine body. Maybe two.”

“You’re no
fun.”

“You just want to be naked
outside.”

She nodded. “Yes, I do
want to be naked outside. But I want to be naked outside in front
of people and fucking in front of people.”

“That’s why I love
you.”

“Merle and Pearle are
going to be there,” she warned me.

“Merle knows not to suck
any dick out in the public rooms, right?”

She rolled her eyes at me.
“Don’t be an ass. Of course he knows.”

 


Two days later Kirbi said
to me, “You know that Marina and Gage are going to be at the party,
right?”

I looked coolly at my wife
over the dinner table. “I didn’t until just now. Why are you
telling me? Do you want to fuck him again?”

“Maybe…”

I grinned and shook my
head. “That’s going to be up to Marina, isn’t it? She’s got that
cage on his cock.”

“I’ll be happy to do
anything with her if I can fuck him,” Kirbi said
breezily.

“Slut.”

“Yes and?”

“Just giving you a
compliment, dear.”

“Think she’ll want to
watch us fuck?” A dreamy look grew in Kirbi’s eyes. She was
fantasizing again. “That would be hot. I like to be
watched.”

“I know that.”

“I’d love for her to watch
us fuck—me and Gage, not you and me—”

“I know.”

“And for her to tell me
what to do and him what to do,” KIrbi continued on. She set down
her fork and put her hand in her lap. I saw her arm moving. I
didn’t know exactly what she was doing, but she was undoubtedly
jilling herself up her skirt.

“Sounds like you have
Saturday night all worked out.”

“Uh-huh.” Her eyes were
half closed.

“Are you going to finish
your dinner?” I asked calmly. I liked it when Kirbi did things like
this. “I’m happy to wait.”

“Uh-huh,” she repeated and
leaned back in her chair. I could just barely hear her fingers busy
in her pussy. The noise was partially stifled
by her
skirt.

“Need any help?” I asked
her. My pants were becoming uncomfortably tight due to my erect
cock.

“No…just…just…give
me…uh…yeah…” She smiled beatifically.

I was surprised. “You got
yourself off awfully quick,” I commented and went back to
eating.

Kirbi pulled her hand from
between her legs. I could see her fingers were wet. Naturally she
had to suck them. That didn’t help with my throbbing cock. Then she
wiped off her fingers on a napkin, picked up her fork and continued
eating like nothing had happened.

“I just needed a moment to
relax,” she said primly.

I glared at her with a
mixture of anger and lust.

“What would you think if I
just whipped out my cock and started jerking off?”

She chewed a piece of
broccoli for a moment before answering. “That would be interesting.
Are you going to make a mess all over the table?”

To answer I stood up and
unzipped my pants, pulling out my cock.

“Hot,” she said. “Jerk it
for me.” Her words said disinterest. Her eyes, locked on my
manhood, said she was enthralled.

I closed my eyes and
summoned up a quick fantasy. Kirbi getting railed in the ass by
Gage while I was in her mouth and Pearle sucking her tits. The
fantasy made no sense and was completely out of context. It was
good enough to do the job and it only took me a minute to get to
climax.

I shivered twice as the
climax faded and I opened my eyes. Kirbi was looking askance at me,
a slightly disdainful look on her face.

“What?” I
demanded.

“You came.”

“You came a minute
ago.”

“But you came all over the
table.” She pointed with her fork after eating the rice she had on
it. “You made a mess.”

I looked down at my cock
and the table. My cum had splattered on the table and my plate
which just had sauce and a few stray grains of rice. Some stuck to
the end of my softening cock and dribbled down my fingers. I
grabbed a napkin and cleaned my cock and fingers.

“Take care of the plates
and clean the table,” said Kirbi. “I was expecting dinner but not
dinner and a show.”

 


Friday before the big
party Kirbi gave me a little more news. “Bill and Katrina are
coming to the party.”

We were going to bed after
a long week of working. Maybe we were an old boring couple, but we
were still swingers, so we had that going for us.

“Is this just going to be
a party of couples we have a fucked-up relationship with? And what
the hell?! Why is Bill coming?”

“Presumably because
Katrina is fucking him,” she said with a smile. “The invitation was
sent to her and she brought him along as her escort.”

“Why the hell didn’t she
go as a unicorn?”

“I don’t know, dear. You’d
have to ask her that.”

“He
doesn’t want to be in the lifestyle,” I reminded
her.

“So one party and he’ll
change his mind about being with Katrina. She’ll have to find
someone else. Or maybe she’ll go back to being a
unicorn.”

“This party is getting
awfully crowded.”

“Relax, Heather assured me
that there’s going to be twenty couples there, including us and
Merle and Pearl and Bill and Katrina and Gage and Marina. There
will be plenty of women for you to fuck and avoid everyone you
know.”

“What makes you think I’m
worried about that?” I got defensive.

“You like sex with
strangers,” she pointed out. It was true, but still. “And I know
you get nervous about seeing cocks of men that you know outside of
the lifestyle.”

“That’s not
true.”

“Want to suck Merle’s
cock?”

“Not even close to the
same thing.”

She patted my hand. “Just
get a good night’s rest,” she said. “You’re going to need your
strength tomorrow.”

I had no idea what she was
expecting of me. I was good for two, maybe three, orgasms at a
party. I wasn’t as young as I had once been. I could keep up with
the best of them, but I wasn’t a sex robot.

 



Chapter 20


The day after the party I
dragged myself out of bed. Kirbi was still snoring lightly next to
me. Based on past experience I knew she’d be out for a while. I
didn’t take her lack of clothing as an invitation. Maybe years ago
I would have, but not any longer. We had gone to bed exhausted. We
hadn’t even had sex like we normally did after a party, showing our
love and affection for each other.

It was commonly called
reclaiming. We didn’t do that. In my heart, I wanted to, but
sleep had called.

I doubted I could have
gotten it up anyway.

Kirbi had fallen asleep
before me. She might have said yes, but she would have fallen
asleep during the act.

Neither of us wanted
that.

After hauling my butt out
of bed, I slipped on my robe, headed for the kitchen, made some
coffee and stared blankly out the window to the backyard until I
felt human again.

It took me a minute but I
managed to find my phone after a short search. For some reason I
had left it on the banister of the stairs. I wasn’t in my right
mind from the party.

There were no
messages.

I wasn’t sure if that was
good or bad.

I decided not to call or
text anyone.

I took a shower. Kirbi was
still sleeping when I snuck into the bedroom to get dressed. I made
a mental note to wash the sheets later.

Back downstairs I checked
my phone again. Everything was still silent. I grabbed Kirbi’s
phone out of her purse, opened it—of course I knew her passcode—and
sent myself a text message.

It came through just
fine.

The world hadn’t
ended.

It was too early in the
morning to start drinking. I didn’t smoke or use any other drugs. I
suppose if I had a therapist I might have given her a call or sent
a message, but I was (mostly) mentally stable. At least I thought I
was. Maybe I wasn’t.

Things tended to get wild
at parties. Not call the cops crazy, but people would do things
that they normally wouldn’t if everyone else in the house wasn’t
naked and fucking.

 


It had all started so
normally and vanilla; well, as vanilla as it got for this type of
party. We got there when there were already a few other couples. It
was dark. Naturally Kirbi was eager to get naked.

The moment she stepped
from the kitchen to the back deck she tore off her clothes and went
running around in the backyard.

I turned to Joe, shaking
my head. “It’s almost like she’s a little kid.”

He shrugged. “I can tell
you with that body she’s no little kid.”

We were standing inside
the living room staring out the big windows that gave a view of the
backyard that slowly
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