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Chapter 17




The next year of my life was one of
the happiest I could remember. 

While Lissa didn’t exactly move in
with us, she did spend an inordinate amount of time at our place.
The house Gwen and I owned was only twenty minutes away from
Lissa’s parents’ place, the house she had grown up in. My parents
had moved to a different community, still close by but not in the
same neighborhood.

Lissa was welcome anytime. It was good
our kids got along well together because their parents were having
a lot of sex without the kiddos knowing. But kids are often
clueless as long as they and their parents are happy.

The legal case against Josh never went
anywhere. He was banned from that hotel. He and Lissa broke up. He
seemed like the sort of guy who was a vindictive asshole but aside
from some snide remarks on the growing phenomena of social media,
he essentially dropped out of her life. That was for the
best. 

The police and courts opted not to prosecute him
because he was a white guy with a stable income. As it was, the
case against him was primarily a complaint from the hotel and some
vague abuse that Lissa refused to bring to the authorities.

It was okay. We sheltered her in our place.

We also fucked the shit out of each other to make
the bad memories go away.

Whenever Lissa didn’t have her daughter for the
weekend, she was at our place. We asked a few times about the
father, but she just said he was out of the picture and barely had
contact with his own child. It was the other set of grandparents
that had nominal custody. She didn’t want to talk about the father
of her child and we didn’t make an issue of it.

Occasionally all three kids would be in our house
while Lissa was having sex with us in our bedroom. I took the
precaution of putting an effective lock on our bedroom door and
added a self-closing arm to it as well. Our bedroom was a master
suite so we had our own private bathroom away from the kids as
well. We were always cautious to keep our conversation neutral
around them and any affection shown was strictly that would be
appropriate for friends.

Everything wasn’t all sunshine and roses. Gwen could
show an ugly side of jealousy when I was fucking Lissa in front of
her. She would confess she knew the emotion was ridiculous but
couldn’t shake it. I always showed my wife great affection after
every one of these episodes and Lissa was always ready to fade into
the background. 

It was strange and exciting to come into the bedroom
and see by wife and ex-girlfriend having sex in our shared bed.
Both women had fully embraced their bisexual sides.

“We only do it for you, Shane,” said Gwen one time
as she was licking Lissa’s pussy while the brunette was on her
back, legs spread wide, wrists restrained with straps to the
corners of the headboard.

Lissa’s eyes fluttered open against my wife’s
cunnilingus. “No one can make a woman cum like another woman.”

“Fuck,” I moaned as I started to undress. 

They were both naked and I was well behind in the
fun. After they put the kids to bed I was stuck in my home office
taking care of another pile of paperwork. They had gotten a start
on sex without me.

“No!” Gwen insisted as she paused in her sensual
oral attention on Lissa’s pussy. “You only get to watch
tonight.”

“What?”

Lissa looked at me with a beatific smile. “Girls
night. You get to watch though…”

So I watched them. They didn’t object when I
unzipped my pants, took a seat on the little chair in front of my
wife’s makeup table, and slowly jerked off to their lovemaking.

I think that was the idea. 

They both made each other cum too many times for me
to count.

When they were done they generously allowed me to
get on the bed and jerk off onto their tits, just like in a
terrible porn video.

I felt special because how many men could claim a
life like mine?

There was always a little bit of tension from
jealousy, but we dealt with it, mostly by being honest and sharing
feelings and being sure to include everyone when it came to
sex.

Of course, Valentine’s Day was weird. Hallmark
doesn’t exactly make romantic cards for threesomes. They exist, of
course, but are either blatantly sexual or are jokes. And they don’t come from Hallmark.
I wound up getting a traditional wife card and a traditional
girlfriend card. Romance and honesty are better cards than dirty, sexy
ones.

“I wondered what the clerk was thinking when I
bought a husband card and a girlfriend card,” said Gwen when she
handed us her red envelopes. 

“Should have used the self-checkout like me,” I told
her.

Lissa’s eyes were watery with tears. She hadn’t
opened her cards but had passed us a single card for the two of
us.

“They have couple cards?” I asked.

Gwen swatted me with her cards. “Of course they do!
Don’t be an idiot!”

Apparently women know a lot more about greeting
cards than me or the average man.

The sex that Valentine’s Day was good, but not
spectacular. After we were all sated, Gwen and I made a little
proposition to Lissa.

The women were cuddled up to each other, which was
how they preferred to lay in bed after sex, when Gwen gave me the
nod.

“So, Gwen and I have been talking and while we can’t
exactly invite you to live with us, we were considering selling
this place and buying a new one with space for you and—”

Lissa sat up so quickly I stopped talking. “You want
to make this permanent?”

Gwen and I exchanged a glance. “Well, yeah, as
permanent as we can get. We were thinking of finding something like
a duplex or a house with a mother-in-law apartment.”

“I’ll never find a partner of my own,” she said,
staring directly at the wall instead of looking at either of
us.

Speaking carefully, Gwen said, “But we’d like this
to be a group partnership, all three of us working together.”

Acting like she didn’t hear a word Gwen said, Lissa
looked at me. “I should start dating other men.”

I glanced at Gwen who gave me a shrug. “If you
want…”

“I also want another baby,” she informed us.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“I’ve always wanted two kids. One girl and one boy.
I have a girl. I want a boy.”

Gwen’s eyes went wide. We should have asked Lissa
instead of just springing this on her. 

“It was just an idea,” said Gwen. “We should talk
about this more.”

Lissa nodded. I thought about having just had sex
with her. I knew that my semen was still inside her. Up to that
moment I was confident that Lissa had been on birth control. I
wondered if I was suddenly going to be a father again in nine
months.

“I need to meet more men,” said Lissa.

“I can do some introductions for you,” my wife
offered.

 


In the weeks that followed, things got strange.
Lissa spent a lot less time at our house. Gwen started looking for
male partners for Lissa, which made me feel a little bit
inadequate. But then again, as much as I loved Lissa, maybe a
permanent threesome wasn’t for us. 

I suggested setting up Loren with Lissa. 

“But their initials would be L and L,” I said.
“Think of the possibilities.”

“No. And no. That’s just a terrible idea.”

“Keeping him for yourself?” I teased my wife.

She sighed. “No. He’s still got his boyfriend.”

“Is he bi or has he gone completely to the dark
side?” I asked insensitively.

Gwen glared at me. “Really? Do you have to be an
obnoxious asshole?”

“Sorry. And I don’t have to be an obnoxious asshole.
It just comes easily to me. But if you’d answer the
question?”

“I propositioned him a few weeks ago. He turned me
down.”

“Maybe you should have offered him you and Lissa
together.”

Gwen continued to glare at me. “That’s more of a
straight man thing, you know.”

“So he’s mostly gay at this point.”

My wife’s mouth made a little moue of annoyance.
“Yeah. I think so.”

“We should find another couple…” I mused aloud.

“Oh no. No we are not. That’s how we wound up in
this situation with Lissa!”

“I thought you loved Lissa.”

“I do…but this is complicated.”

“So…how about something that isn’t complicated?”

“How are we going to find a couple with no strings
attached sex?” she asked. “And deal with Lissa at the same
time?”

The answer to that question, like so many
existential questions in life, was a sex club.

 



Chapter 18


In the spring of that year, things got wild fast.
Without telling Lissa, we investigated the local swingers club
which was half an internet dating site and half a sex club. They,
at least, were honest and open about their intentions. “Silk
Sheets: Where Adults Can Be Adults…Together.”

Before we could start on that leg of our journey,
Lissa started pulling away from us. It was partly Gwen’s fault
because she was the one who introduced Lissa to a friend of a
friend. Marshall was a nice guy who looked a little dweebie, but
maybe that’s what Lissa needed after dating an asshole like Josh
and then being part of an unintentional threesome. 

“She said their date went well last night,” Gwen
reported to me one Saturday morning. 

“Who?”

“Lissa and Marshall.”

I blinked. “Do I know a Marshall?”

“He’s a cousin of Jai, the senior associate in my
office.”

“So have I met him?”

“No.”

“Okay then. Good for Lissa, getting back out
there.”

“She said he made her cum a dozen times.”

I knew that Lissa and Gwen didn’t keep secrets from
each other, but this was more forward than I was expecting. “Was
this their first date?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “Duh. Yes.”

“And they fucked on the first date?”

“Like you have some moral high ground on which to
stand.”

“True.”

“She said he had a big cock. Bigger than yours.”

“Wow. Insulting and demeaning.”

“She’s glad
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