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Chapter 13




“Would I want to fuck her
with you? You’re kidding, right?”

Gwen shook her head back and forth
while her hand burrowed underneath my waistband so her fingers
could curl around my cock. “You got to fuck me with Loren, now I
want to fuck you with…Lissa, right. That’s her name?”

I was a little confused that my wife
wanted a threesome with a woman she had never met, but who was I to
say no in such a situation?

“Yeah. Lissa.”

Gwen pushed my pajama
bottoms down, freeing my erection. She started jerking me off in
earnest. “Tell me all about fucking her today,” she begged as she
moved down on me. A second later her mouth was
surrounding my cock.

It was great, but it was also
distracting as hell.

“Oh…you’ve got to stop
that,” I pleaded.

“Why?” she muttered
quickly, pausing in her fellatio long enough to utter the single
word.

“I can’t concentrate. I
can’t give you details.”

Gwen tucked her blonde hair behind her
ear and looked up at me. She rubbed her soft cheek along the
underside of my cock. “Tell me everything,” she said. “Tell me why
it was weird. Was it weird because you hadn’t fucked her since high
school?”

“No. It was because she
cried.”

“What?” I loved how
empathetic my wife could be. “Why?”

So I told my wife everything about my
infidelity. It was more than just a little weird telling her.
Society says that spouses are supposed to freak out and demand a
divorce when infidelity is confessed. Instead, my wife was getting
turned on and wanted all the details. I suppose having recently
participated in a threesome with her and her high school boyfriend
changed her perspective from ordinary middle American dullness, but
it was still strange.

“So the sex was good?”
Gwen asked as she continued her hand job on me. 

“Yeah. It was
great.”

“Was she better than
me?”

“No one is better than
you, honey.”

She slapped my balls hard enough to
get my attention but not so hard that I wanted to puke. “You are
such a liar. Like you’ve fucked enough women to know what good sex
is.”

“I could say the same of
you and your three partners, including me!”

Gwen licked my length and teased my
cock head with her tongue. “Why did she cry at the end?”

“In all
honesty? I think she had a bout of guilt because she cheated on her
sort-of boyfriend. She thinks she’s
going to break up my marriage. I think she has some sexual
hang-ups. I think she’s maybe a bit depressed and possibly
something worse; she told me she had serious postpartum
depression.”

“That’s quite an analysis
for someone who took Intro to Psychology freshman year and has no
medical background,” Gwen told me.

“I’m not an
idiot.”

“Maybe you are. You fucked
another woman behind your wife’s back.”

Before I could reply, she abruptly sat
up and threw her leg over me, straddling my hips. Gwen customarily
wore a nightie to bed and no underwear. I could feel her hot, wet
pussy pressing down on my erection.

“And your wife’s sorta
turned on by the idea of you fucking around behind her back,” said
Gwen. “Wanna fuck?”

“Sure?”

“You don’t seem
eager.”

“I didn’t think my wife
would be turned on by hearing about me fucking another
woman.”

“I didn’t think my husband
would be turned on by watching me fuck another man.”

She took my cock in hand and moved
around, getting into position. I held her thighs, just waiting
happily. 

“What the fuck is wrong
with us?” I asked.

Gwen groaned as she lowered herself
onto me, my cock filling her up.

“I don’t know, but it
really turns me on.”

I slid my hands up inside her silky
nightie, feeling her skin, wanting more. “Me too.”

“I think…I think we were
meant for each other,” she said. “A married couple who want to fuck
others.”

“Yeah…” I pushed her
nightie all the way up, exposing her tits as she really started
bouncing up and down on my cock. I watched her tits bounce up and
down for a minute before I cupped them and pinched her
nipples.

I loved her strained expression. She
loved the contact but it was just a tiny bit too intense. Gwen
started breathing heavily, unable to stop her body or protest what
I was doing.

Her pussy clamped down on my cock even
as she struggled with me holding and pinching her nipples. She
wanted it to stop, but she also wanted to cum. I’d seen that
expression on her face too many times. She was right on the
verge.

I twisted her nipples.

She screamed. Not as loudly as Lissa,
but louder than I had ever heard her before. Her pussy flashed hot
as she came. 

I came in her. I couldn’t help it. Her
scream did it and a second later I was pumping cum into her
pussy.

She wanted to collapse onto me but I
held her up by her tits for another few seconds before allowing her
to lay atop me.

“That was fucking
incredible,” she told me.

I was impressed. The sex was quick but
intense. 

I was just happy that she hadn’t
demanded that I move out because she was filing for divorce in the
morning.

We held each other for another minute.
My cock was slowly shrinking inside her when the bedroom door was
abruptly pushed open. 

Gwen made a motion to cover us with
the sheets, but we were already mostly covered.

“I heard a noise,” said
our oldest, still half asleep. “It woke me up. I don’t like
nightmares.”

I artfully rolled Gwen off me and
pulled up my pajama bottoms in the same motion, slipping out of bed
a second later.

“It’s okay, buddy. Just a
bad dream. Let’s get you back to bed.” 

I gave Gwen a wink as I walked our
still mostly sleeping kid out the door. She hated for them to know
we had sex even though she loved sex.

Life is fucked up in so many
ways.

 


 


 



Chapter 14


I was nervous as hell about
introducing Gwen and Lissa. After talking it over, Gwen and I
decided that the best thing to do was to invite Lissa over for
dinner for the ladies to meet each other. Maybe they would hate
each other and it wouldn’t go anywhere.

I couldn’t have been more
wrong.

Instead of spending time and wasting
money finding neutral ground to meet on, we invited Lissa and her
daughter over for dinner.

It was strange how well our kids got
along. 

But then Lissa and Gwen were like old
friends as we chatted and ate dinner. The weird thing was that
there was no awkwardness at all. They both knew that I had had sex
with them both and they weren’t bothered by it at all.

After dinner the kids went
to the
family room to be crazy while we cleaned
the kitchen.

“I’m just going to say it
and get it over with,” said Gwen as she loaded plates into the
dishwasher. “Shane and I would love to invite you to a threesome.”
She stood up and looked at Lissa, who wasn’t exactly stunned but my
wife’s boldness had certainly caught her unawares, even though that
was exactly what all of this was building up to. “For sex,” Gwen
unnecessarily clarified.

Lissa laughed nervously. “I’ve never
had an invitation like that before.”

“We’re exploring sex and
our marriage,” Gwen said, sounding like a woman I didn’t
recongize. 

“We’ve done it before,” I
piped up.

They both looked at me.

“When?” asked Lissa,
uncertain of this statement. I had given her the impression that
Gwen and I were hopelessly devoted to each other.

Gwen looked expectantly at
me. 

“Uh…a few months ago. With
another guy. An old friend. Sort of.”

Lissa grinned and glanced at my wife.
“Really, Shane. I never would have guessed you swung both
ways.”

“No no no!” I spluttered.
“I just watched while Gwen and Loren had sex.” I glanced uneasily
at the door to the living room where I could hear the TV blasting
some kids’ cartoon.

Lissa’s brow furrowed. “I thought you
said it was a guy…”

“Loren is a guy,” Gwen
said quickly. “And Shane mostly watched. Well, watched while Loren
fucked me and I blew him. I was in the middle.”

“Oh. Sort of like Marion
used to be a man’s name?”

Gwen and I exchanged a glance now.
Lissa was focusing on that? 

“Yeah, like that,” I
said.

“We’re not trying to shock
you or anything, Lissa, but life is short and these are things we
want to do as a couple. With a special guest.”

“I’m not shocked,” Lissa
said in an oddly distant tone. I’d love to join the two of you.
Would we be doing it here or—”

Before she could finish the question,
there was a scream and a thump from the living room.

We all rushed out. 

Our youngest thought that jumping off
the couch and over the coffee table was a great idea. She hadn’t
cleared the coffee table. It was only a bump on the head, but it
ended the fun.

For the kids, not the
adults.

We started planning details the next
day.

 


We wound up at the same hotel that we
had used with Loren. Different room. That was good. I have no idea
why I was more comfortable being in a different room than our first
time, but I was. I think Gwen was good with that as well. It didn’t
really matter because neither room had a view of anything and both
rooms were practically the same in decor. That’s corporate America
for you.

Maybe it was impersonal, but a hotel
was best because we didn’t have to worry about kids (oddly, my
parents were watching ours and Lissa’s parents were watching her
daughter). No one who worked at the hotel gave a damn if we were
there to sleep, to write a novel, to conduct a drug deal, or to
have kinky sex. They weren’t paid enough to care. They’d only care
if we burned down the hotel.

We met in the hotel’s bar. It was nice
enough and Lissa had gotten there first. She already had a nearly
empty wine glass in front of her. She wasn’t drunk but she
certainly wasn’t cold sober either.

She
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