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Chapter 6




“We’ve never been to one of these,” said
Merle as the four of us walked up to the house.

“There’s a first time for everything,” said
Kirbi with a wink at Pearle.

Though Merle’s wife had been the one to
press for this, she suddenly had a stricken look on her face. I was
starting to think that Pearle liked the wild sex—as wild as it got
for those in the lifestyle—but was having difficulty squaring that
with her public face.

Kirbi and I had gotten over that long
ago.

“Just relax,” I told them. “It’s just a meet
and greet party. Nothing crazy. Meet some new people, talk about
your jobs, have a drink, go home.”

“No sex?” I couldn’t tell if Pearle was
disappointed or relieved to hear that.

“Possibly sex,” said Kirbi as she adjusted
her shirt, trying to show off a little cleavage. My wife had a
great body, but didn’t have big tits. 

“Just forget about sex for now and focus on
having a pleasant evening,” I added. 

Merle and Pearle had been eager to jump into
the lifestyle. Maybe this was going to drown them, but they were
adults and this was their decision. It was better this way, figure
out right away from the start if it's for you or not.

“The hosts here are very nice,” said Kirbi
as she rang the bell. “We’ve been here before.”

“A lot,” I added.

“What are their names?” Merle asked again.
For about the twentieth time. I could tell his brain was spinning.
I didn’t know what lie or half-truth he had told to Bill or his
friends and family as to where he was this Friday night—like he
needed to tell anyone where he and his girlfriend were going—but he
was nervous. 

“Cassandra and Joe Summers,” I reminded
them. “Cassie and Joe.”

“Cassie and Joe,” he repeated like a mantra.
“Cassie and Joe.”

Cassandra opened the door. She might not
have been a natural beauty but with a little bit of work and effort
and makeup and the right clothes Cassandra was fucking
stunning.

She was a little overweight, which was fine
because it all went to her hips, ass, and tits. She was wearing a
white top that showed the perfect amount of cleavage; she had
plenty of it. Tight black skirt, black stockings, red high heels,
bright red lipstick, long brown hair, a welcoming smile.

During the week she taught first graders.
During the weekends she was a slut. 

Kirbi and her exchanged little hugs of
greeting as we were ushered inside. Cassie gave me a very friendly
kiss. The last time I had seen her she had sucked me off. I
remember she wore the same bright red lipstick. She must have
bought it by the case.

Joe was in the foyer, right behind his wife.
I shook his hand; Joe was sort of bland but polite but with an
outgoing personality that he could turn off and on. He was a sales
rep for the local Pepsi distributor. Everything about him screamed
average. Joe wasn’t a guy you’d look at twice. Until he took off
his pants. He had a huge cock. 

Introductions were made. Cassie kissed both
Merle and Pearle and laughed at their rhyming names. No one
mentioned the little lipstick kiss she left behind on their
cheeks.

Once more Joe shook hands. Polite and
well-mannered.

Merle and Pearle didn’t know what to do.
They just followed our lead.

Our hosts brought us into the house proper.
I saw at least six other couples that I was familiar with. I knew I
had fucked at least two of the women. I think Kirbi had fucked all
six men.

There was music and a small buffet of
appetizers. No one was there for the food. Joe brought me and Merle
over to his bar. It was an actual bar right out of the 1970s that
he had refurbished and brought into the 21st century. It was a wet
bar and was set up for beer taps but Joe didn’t like beer. I was
fine with that. Instead he had a couple of mixer canisters hooked
up like an actual bar. Stocked on the back wall and under the bar
were bottles of everything. It was so extensive even the most
seasoned alcoholic would be hard pressed to identify it all.

“What’s your poison?” Joe asked personably
as he took his position behind the bar.

“Amrita,” I said quickly. “Pussy juice only
for me.”

Joe gave me a polite laugh and a shake of
his head. “That’s the one thing I don’t have, Rud. You know that.
You’ve got to find that on your own.”

“Whiskey and soda,” I amended.

He arched his eyebrow at me.

“Redbreast 12 and soda.”

“Can do. Merle?” he asked my companion as he
found the bottle and got to work making my simple drink. The women
had seemingly disappeared.

Merle was scanning the shelves behind the
bar. “Wow. You’ve got it all.”

“Just about,” Joe said with some
pride. 

“I don’t suppose you have any beer?”

“Nope. Liquor only. Low alcohol wheat grass
juice is banned from my house.”

Merle laughed. “I’ll have what he’s having,”
he said, taking an easy out.

Joe nodded and continued to work. “There’s a
one drink minimum here,” he said. 

“And a one-drink maximum,” I added.

“True. One drink tends to loosen people up,”
said Joe as he slid our drinks across the bar to us. “Two starts to
make people sloppy. Three…well, whiskey dick is a real thing for
way too many men.”

“Right,” Merle agreed and sipped carefully
at his drink. “Oh. Nice. This isn’t just soda and whiskey, is
it?”

Joe gave him a wink. “It’s part of my
magic,” he said.

“Joe was a bartender in a previous
life.”

“It was in college,” said Joe. “Not at a
college bar. I’m an actual Doctor of Mixology.” He pointed at a
framed diploma in the corner. Calling himself a doctor was a bit
over the top, but Joe mixed a mean cocktail.

As if from nowhere a woman slipped her arm
around Merle’s biceps and pressed in close. “Who’s your friend,
Rud?”

“Jennifer, this is Merle. He’s a first
timer.” I was proud of myself for remembering her name. I was bad
with names. Jennifer was pretty enough but the only reason I
remember her name was because she had a small beauty mark on her
upper lip. I remembered her pussy however. I never forgot a
pussy. 

“Hi!” Merle said with too much enthusiasm.
“My girlfriend is around here somewhere.” He desperately looked
around for Pearle. 

“Pearle’s over next to the mini buffet. She
sent me to check on you.” I saw Jennifer slide her hand onto
Merle’s crotch. Her smile went wide. “Wow. I’ll have good things to
report to her.”

Merle laughed nervously.

I glanced across the room. Pearle and Kirbi
were talking to a woman and two men. Somehow my wife and Merle’s
girlfriend already had glasses of wine. They were ignoring us.

It took Merle a few minutes, but eventually
he settled down. Jennifer flirting shamelessly with him drew out
the process, but he started to understand how things worked. This
was all conversation and chatting. Putting your best foot
forward.

Jennifer shouldn’t have felt him up, but I
was reasonably sure she was put up by Kirbi. Maybe Pearle. Maybe
the both of them.

I also told Merle to just consider this a
cocktail party for work that he had to endure or his boss would
fire him.

That helped.
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