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Part Two


Chapter Eight

 


The ride home was difficult for Dyan. The
silence between them was stifling and abruptly she burst out with,
“I loved it when you and Stacie were sucking on my tits. It felt
incredible to have that done. We need to do it again. Like, right
away.”

Elan let out a long, slow breath. “Thank
god,” he breathed. “I wasn’t sure what was going to happen.”

“And just why did you tell Jerry he could get
a blowjob from me?”

Elan cleared his throat. “Actually, I didn’t,
really. He was the one who, um, told me he wanted me to fuck Stacie
because he wanted to watch. You two had really gotten the two of
us…motivated, I guess, and I couldn’t really say no.”

“I wonder what Stacie thinks of that,” Dyan
muttered under her breath.

“What?”

“Nothing. Go on.”

“So, I did. She has a gorgeous ass by the
way.”

“You really shouldn’t compliment another
woman’s sexual bits to your girlfriend,” Dyan advised.

He ignored her sniping comment. “So I did,”
he repeated. “Jerry just took the initiative and asked you for a
blowjob, I guess.”

“He didn’t ask,” Dyan informed him.

Elan looked at her long enough that he almost
drove off the road. “So you just sucked his cock because you wanted
to?”

“He stuck it in my face.”

“Oh, well. That’s different then.” A wry grin
pulled itself across Elan’s face. “I suppose I shouldn’t complain.
I was the one fucking Stacie and you don’t seem at all perturbed by
it.”

“It’s not the first time I was in a group
scene,” she pertly informed him.

His eyebrows shot up. This was news to Elan.
“You never told me that you’ve done that sort of thing before.”

“You never asked,” she pointed out.

“Ah…you’re right. I guess I should ask more
personal questions about your past sex life.” He grinned some more
and nodded his head, pleased with himself.

“Just don’t ask about anything you don’t want
to know about.”

Her statement made him stop short his nodded.
“Oh…that’s something to consider.” Pause. “I just didn’t think if
we did partner switching or a group scene it would be…well, better
planned. And maybe a few years down the road.”

“I hadn’t planned it either.”

“But you were in bed with Stacie,” he pointed
out. “You were cheating on me.”

“Are we exclusive?” she almost snapped at
him.

The question gave him pause. “We haven’t
really discussed it, have we,” he mused out loud. “Should we
be?”

“I can’t make that promise,” Dyan informed
him. “You don’t have everything I need.”

That answer almost caused Elan to drive off
the road. “I don’t?”

“You’re not a woman.”

“Well, that is true,” he agreed. “But what
the fuck?”

Dyan looked out the passenger window. “I’m
bi, Elan. I’ve always known I’m bi and even though I’ll probably
wind up with a man, I don’t think I could live the rest of my life
without the possibility of having sex with a woman.” She looked
back at Elan while he carefully studied the road. “I can’t promise
to be exclusive to you because I need to have sex with a
woman every once in a while.”

Elan nodded. “I can deal with that.”

“You can?”

“Sure.” He paused. “Can I watch?”

The question took her off-guard. “What?”

“Can I watch?” he asked again. “Because what
you are is the traditional male’s perfect woman: beautiful, sexy,
willing to experiment, and happy to go to bed with a woman as well.
Can I watch or can we have a threesome again with Stacie or another
woman?”

She laughed at him. “You think you’ve hit the
jackpot, haven’t you?”

Elan’s grin returned. “Hell yes. You’re into
my kink and you’re bi. What more could a man want?”

She laughed at him once more as they
continued their drive into the darkness and ultimately home.

 



Chapter Nine

 


When her cell phone buzzed the next afternoon
Dyan didn’t recognize the number and just ignored the call, letting
it go to voicemail. It wasn’t until late in the evening—after she
had gotten home, had dinner with Elan, allowed him to nurse on her
tits to keep them active, had sex with her boyfriend because his
nursing excited her to the point of physical need of sex—when she
bothered to check her phone again and saw the voicemail. Dyan
hesitated because she had a strong preference in avoiding all
unknown phone calls and number, but ultimate decided to listen and
not just delete the message.

“Dyan? Hi, it’s me, Stacie. I probably
shouldn’t leave this on your voicemail, but would you give me a
call back? I’m…not sure if what we did yesterday was the right
thing. I don’t want to say anything more. Call me back. Bye.”

Dyan’s lips twisted into an irksome little
moue. Shit. There was no way to avoid calling Stacie back.
If she didn’t call, she’d look like a bitch and it would sour
everything between her and Stacie. It would probably upset Stacie’s
relationship with Jerry which would in turn put a strain on Jerry’s
friendship with Elan.

After a quick glance at Elan, who was deeply
into a thick fantasy novel so thick he was balancing it on a pillow
piled on his chest just to hold it up.

“I’ve got to make a quick call,” she told
him, slipping out from the bed.

“Mm-hmm,” he murmured, barely acknowledging
her. That was for the best.

She walked naked to the bathroom and shut the
door before calling Stacie. She was hoping to get Stacie’s
voicemail and then the two of them would be caught in a
never-ending cycle of returned voicemails, but that was another
fantasy that wouldn’t be fulfilled.

“Dyan!” Stacie gasped, answering the call
after the second ring, as if she had been holding the phone in her
hand waiting for her friend’s call. “I’m glad you called back!”

Her overuse of exclamation points, even in
casual conversation, immediately annoyed Dyan. “No problem,” she
lied. “What’s the matter?”

Over the phone she could hear Stacie moving
about. There was a long pause before she answered. “I don’t know if
we should have done what we did last night,” she began. “I don’t
know what to think.”

Dyan forced herself not to groan. She didn’t
need this shit from a woman who thought she might be interested in
a little lesbian experimentation but then immediately find a reason
to bring it up and get her to promise never to do it or mention it
again. “It was fine,” Dyan reassured her. “It didn’t mean anything
beyond a nice little time for both of us. We don’t have to do it
again, if that’s what you’re worried about. I won’t hold it against
you.”

“Well, it was that and what the guys did
afterwards…”

“I’m good with that too,” Dyan said. “Elan
said the sex with you was great and I had a good time with Jerry. I
hope you’re not jealous. You aren’t that type of person, are
you?” She set the barbs of her question strongly to let Stacie know
she wasn’t going to put up with ridiculous regrets. “What’s done is
done, we can do it again, or not, it’s up to you. You aren’t upset
that we shared boyfriends, are you?”

From her answer Dyan could tell that Stacie
wasn’t upset about the partner swapping. It was the girl-on-girl
action that made her nervous. “No, I understand what that was all
about. It’s just that…I don’t want you to think I’m a lesbian.” The
last word was barely whispered.

“I don’t think you’re a lesbian,” Dyan
soothed her. “I’m a Kinsey three. What are you?”

“What am I?” Clearly Stacie didn’t understand
her question.

“The Kinsey scale. I know it’s out of vogue,
but Alfred Kinsey—the sex researcher guy?—he came up with a zero to
six scale to rank your sexual orientation and attraction. I know
I’m a three, bisexual. Zero is exclusively heterosexual, six is
exclusively homosexual. What are you?” Dyan decided to push Stacie
hard on this issue. She wanted to put her friend’s fears and
concerns to bed.

Stacie paused a moment before answering, “I’m
a zero.”

Dyan didn’t accept that answer. “No, you’re
not. Everything that happened last night, you were a willing
partner. Or were you faking the entire thing?”

She stopped and waited for an answer from her
friend. She was certain that Stacie was trembling with fear and
uncertainty. Her world had been turned upside down. It was one
thing to have a fantasy, and another thing to have that fantasy
fulfilled, but it was most difficult to deal with that fantasy
after the fact.

“Maybe I’m a one,” she finally conceded.

“Maybe you’re a one or more likely a two,”
Dyan corrected her.

“Maybe,” Stacie said in her smallest
voice.

“And there’s nothing wrong with that. I like
that. I liked having sex with you, but if you don’t want to do it
again, that’s fine as well. I can assure you I won’t tell anyone
what we did.”

“It’s just…I don’t know!” Clearly Stacie was
upset and frustrated.

“You need to get to know yourself better,”
Dyan advised. “When you do, you will see this either as a learning
experience or a turning point in your life. I know I did.”

“Okay.”

“I’ve got to go, but before I hang up, I just
wanted to tell you that you’re a great friend and I’d never
intentionally









cover.jpg





