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Chapter 19




Fletch gasped as Mort filled his wife’s
pussy with his thick cock. That wasn’t what caused Fletch to gasp,
however. It was the fact that Mort was fucking her without a
condom. There was no protection between the two.

“So fucking hot,” Kimi breathed as she put
her hand to Fletch’s cock and pumped him. He was already throbbing.
He didn’t need additional stimulation.

“I want to fuck you,” said Fletch. It was
unclear if he meant his wife or Mort’s. Since his wife’s pussy was
already full of Mort’s cock, it was likely he meant Kimi.

The raven-haired woman turned around and
bent over the edge of the bed. She was interested in watching her
husband fucking Mia while herself being fucked.

To Fletch it felt like such a violation to
fuck Kimi without a condom. Yes, they had all been intimate in one
way or another but it was like the latex was a promise that the sex
was all for fun and meant nothing. Fucking without that little
barrier, that excuse of protection, somehow made things much more
serious.

And much more fun.

And much, much more exciting.

He was hard at the idea of what they were
doing. The entrance to Kimi’s pussy was barely visible. He could
see how wet her lips were. They were swollen as well. She wanted
this. He didn’t know what he was getting into, but that was half
the fun. At least that’s what he told himself.

She was incredibly wet for a woman who
hadn’t had her pussy touched at all since they had walked into the
hotel room. As he probed at her, she reached down between her legs
and guided him in, opening up her stance so he could push
inside.

“Oh lovely,” she moaned as he
penetrated.

Fletch grabbed her hips and started rocking
his own slowly back and forth.

“Is this good?” he asked her.

Her pussy felt heavenly to his unclad cock.
It was so, so wrong, but it was so, so wonderful at the same
time.

“Yes. Good. I should have had you fuck my
ass,” she grunted, watching as her husband’s ass went up and down
as he gave his all to Mia. She thrashed around and bent her knees,
letting him go as deeply as possible into her pussy.

They were all creatures of lust now. This
was the intense intimacy they all craved. It wasn’t just the
women’s milk. It was everything. Tits. Ass. Cock. Pussy. Watching.
Fucking. Sucking. Fingering. Teasing. Cumming.

All too soon Fletch realized he was on the
edge. He was going to cum and there was little to do about it.

Mia clutched at Mort, hooking her ankles
behind him as her body shook. She mewled out the pleasure of her
orgasm.

That was enough to push Kimi beyond her
limit as well.

Her pussy tightened up on Fletch’s cock as
she came. Fletch realized she was rubbing herself to cum, but he
was fine with that.

“I can’t—” he started to choke out.

It was too late. He was cumming. He grunted
and shook. The involuntary spasms passed through his body. It was
like he felt his soul pouring into Kimi’s pussy.

It was wonderful and terrible at the same
time.

And then Mort grunted and came loudly.

Fletch felt like he was having a second,
instant orgasm when he saw Mort cum inside Mia. It was too much. It
was perfect. It was a delight he had always secretly wanted and
only now just realized it.

Mia let out a delighted laugh and pulled
Mort down to her for a kiss.

Fletch wasn’t certain how he felt about the
kiss in that moment. It was intimate and something only he should
have been doing with this wife, but he and Mia had left that sort
of logic behind them.

“Is this what you wanted?” Kimi asked
him.

It should have been his wife asking, but
Kimi was a good substitute. Maybe the best substitute.

“Yes.”

 



Chapter 20


Mia spent too much time looking at the text
message.

It was from Brad. She had blocked Diana’s
phone number from calling or texting her, but hadn’t bothered with
Brad’s because he had never called or texted her. All communication
always went through Diana. Or at least all communication had gone
through her previously.

Then Mia and Fletch had dropped the bomb on
the other couple, with Mort and Kimi’s help.

It had been a pleasant couple of weeks. They
managed to hook up with the Espensens once more as a large group.
Mort had come over once to their house in the middle of the day and
fucked her hard after draining her tits. Fletch was a bit
disappointed that she barely had any milk for him that night. It
was exciting for him to fuck her after she told him her pussy was
still full of Mort’s cum.

She knew that Fletch had been over to their
house at least once to fuck Kimi. This was in addition to the
regular trips they were both making to nurse from Kimi’s breasts.
Their lives were much busier now but they were happier as well.

And still the text message bothered her. She
knew she should have just deleted it and blocked Brad’s number as
well, but Mia was too polite and too curious to do something like
that. She needed closure.

 


Brad: We understand why you’d put up that
post about us, but I think there’s a great misunderstanding about
what happened. Please contact me back so we can discuss it.

 


Showing more understanding and patience than
she should have, Mia brought her phone to Fletch. He had already
blocked both Brad and Diana, not that they had ever contacted him
after the hotel.

 


“Just fucking block him and be done with
it.”

“But he deserves a response,” she said.

“No he fucking doesn’t. They drugged you and
raped you. They should be happy you didn’t press charges.”

“I should say something!”

“No, no you shouldn’t, unless you’re going
to tell him to fuck off.”

Mia took the phone back from Fletch and
switched it off. “I’ll just ignore him.”

Later that night, after dinner, homework
help for the kids, putting the kids to bed, and five minutes to
herself, Mia took out her phone and stared at the message
again.

 


Mia: What the fuck did you give me?

 


She knew she should have been raging against
him, but that was the most assertive she could be, swearing while
asking a question.

 


Brad: Just a little mood enhancer. A little
of this, a little of that.

 


Mia: You drugged me!

 


Brad: We told you what was in the drinks.
Hell, we took them too.

 


Mia doubted that. She didn’t believe for a
minute that they had told her about the molly or that they had
taken some as well. She was being lied to.

 


Mia: So you did drug me

 


Brad: No, we all did a little molly
together

 


Mia: I should go to the fucking cops!

Mia: You’re admitting to a crime!

 


Brad: We all know it was your idea.

 


Mia: I fucking hate you.

 


Brad: You didn’t have to leave such lies
about us on the site

Brad: We should tell all your friends and
family what a slut you are.

 


He followed that statement with the email
address she shared with Fletch. It was a boring couple’s account
that they used for streaming services and some shared bills. It was
also the one they used for the swingers site.

Mia’s heart started pounding in her chest
and she felt light-headed. She knew she was going to pass out.
Stumbling toward the bed she managed to slide to the floor and stop
herself from hyperventilating.

Where was Fletch? The house was silent. The
kids were in bed. Maybe he was downstairs in the game room playing
on the Xbox.

She managed to block Brad’s number without
passing out.

“Motherfucker,” she cursed.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


She wondered exactly how Brad and Diana had
gotten her email. It had to be on the swinger site buried deep in
their profile.

Immediately she pulled up the site and her
profile and started combing through it.

That’s how Fletch found her, back pressed
against the wall, phone in her hand balanced on her knees,
anxiously sorting through their profile, just on the edge of
hyperventilating.

“What’s the matter?”

All she could do was pass the phone to
Fletch, showing the conversation with Brad.

Fletch’s face twisted into a mask of
anger.

“I’m going to kill that fucker.”

Fletch wasn’t prone to making threats of
violence. The calm way he said it, with seething anger behind his
voice, scared Mia. She wasn’t used to this side of Fletch’s
personality at all.

“You’re not going to do anything,” she told
him with a calm she didn’t feel.

“I can’t just do…nothing!”

Fletch was starting to panic, like she had
already done. He didn’t want his extended family finding out about
what he and Mia were doing. In a moment of reflection he realized
he didn’t want to know about any of his family’s sex life either,
but that was another issue.

“That’s why I’ve been trying to remove our
email from the profile,” she said, snatching her phone back from
him and pulling up the app. “But I can’t figure it out.”

He looked silently at her for a moment, then
stalked out of the room. Less than a minute later he returned with
his laptop. “You can’t remove it through the app,” he said firmly.
“Has to be done on the website.”

“How would you know that?” she questioned
him.

“I’ve spent too much time on the site,” he
informed her.

She let that go. They had been busy with
life and jobs and the kids and he was wasting too much time on a
swinger website for what? Trying to find another couple? They
already had the Espensens. And the Ogleys, but that was over. She
wasn’t going to go actively looking for more, new strangers to
fuck. She was happy.

Those thoughts fell into the background as
Fletch typed away and frowned at the computer screen.

“The thing is, it’s impossible to remove the
email entirely,” Fletch told her. “This gets discussed a lot on the
forums.”

“You’re reading the site’s forums?” Mia
couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Yes. So I’m changing the email from our
shared one to my throwaway email, the one I use when I have to sign
up for a website I’m never going to use ever again.”

She looked over his shoulder and saw him
typing away. The email he now entered was a pair of non sequitur
words and three digits at Gmail. It was meaningless. They had been
stupid when they signed up for the site and used their shared email
which was a variation of their names. Anyone with a little smarts
could have figured it out.

“But what about his threat? He’s going to
tell…everyone.”

Fletch let out a long, slow breath; his
anger was barely under control. “He’s not going to do shit. If he
does…then we’ll say it
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