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FOREWORD

Love, relationships, building families, and enjoying a sense of community and belonging are desires that we all seek to fulfill as human beings—part of our shared humanity. Our sense of self-worth, the pursuit of happiness, and in many ways our own survival depends on it.

Growing up in a sex-negative world that spotlights and idealizes heteronormative monogamy, and in some cases “compulsory monogamy,” can be challenging because this prescribed framework does not work for everyone. The purpose of this collection, Hot to the Touch: Views from the Polyamory Lifestyle, is to create more awareness of alternative lifestyles and forms of love, intimacy, and healthy sexuality.

I was invited to write a foreword for this book partly because of a community I have created, Loving Without Boundaries. At Loving Without Boundaries (LWB), we believe that loving who you want, how you want, in a way that feels natural and comfortable should be a fundamental human right. The name LWB underscores breaking free from the societal norms of monogamy, religion, shame, and guilt to be able to live a life that we create by our own choices. Also, the name stresses that we should be able to explore our own authenticity, love, and connections as we choose. The LWB community is geared toward those practicing consensual non-monogamy of all kinds with an emphasis on polyamory and the poly-curious.

What is polyamory?

Polyamory—the custom or practice of engaging in multiple romantic relationships with the knowledge and consent of all partners concerned.

The term is created by the root poly meaning many added to the root amore meaning love. This is in contrast to the word and practice of monogamy, which normally refers to one exclusive romantic and sexual relationship at a time. Many confuse the term polyamory with polygamy, which denotes multiple marriages at the same time—an act that is illegal in almost all areas of the United States. In contrast, polyamory is a relationship structure that has little to do with the legal bonds of marriage. Most importantly, polyamory and open relationships in general are not just about the sex! Some of the benefits of practicing polyamory are deepened communication skills, major opportunities for personal growth, less pressure to be “all the things” for one partner, an expanded sense of family and support networks, more parental figures and guidance for children, and the ability to create chosen families versus families created traditionally by bloodline or the law.

I’m an advocate for the choice of all human beings to have the option to live traditional or alternative lifestyles if they so choose. I live an alternative lifestyle in that I live a consensually non-monogamous life. I’m a married, polyamorous woman who lives with my two partners: my husband of twelve years and my “beloved” of over three years. I say “beloved” because there is not yet a term that easily identifies my relationship to my other partner. “Boyfriend” sounds too simplistic to me and does not honor the quality and commitment of this relationship and how it feels in my heart. Living a polyamorous lifestyle is an unusual, charming, and an often challenging choice. But for me, it has been less of a choice, and more a statement reflecting who I am inside … an orientation.

You see, I’m a former cheating serial monogamist. I came to the polyamorous lifestyle somewhat by accident, but looking back, I was always polyamorous but did not know this relationship structure was available to me. My world, relationships, love, and life have always been constrained by artificial boundaries defined by societal expectations. Those societal boundaries were so strong that I didn’t even know that there was a world where consensual non-monogamy and kink openly existed. I grew up attending a Catholic school where I was taught that sex was “dirty” and only for procreation, that masturbation was strictly forbidden, and that homosexuals were deviants and therefore “going to hell.” I have spent much of my adult life undoing the damage that was done by this teaching in my formative years. It wasn’t until high school and college that I really started to question these teachings.

Today I’m an artist, writer, activist, and unshakable optimist dedicated to creating positive change in the world starting with our own individual freedom to love. As a fellow soul sharing this great planet we are fortunate to inhabit, I believe in each of us pursuing happiness in whatever way we see fit.

So many of us are taught to believe in the scarcity model based on fear surrounding relationships, and thus many relationships are dysfunctional or fail altogether creating unhappiness, disconnection, and isolation. Yet given all the individuals in the world, there simply is not only one type of relationship structure that works for everyone. A romantic relationship is collaboration—a joint creative project to build something as unique and individual as the people creating it. Yet we live in a society where monogamous, heterosexual pairing is how the overwhelming majority of relationships are structured.

We are taught to desire and seek one mate—the one person who will make us whole and happy for the rest of our lives. Then supposedly we will no longer desire others. That’s a lot of pressure to be the ideal for each other! Some call this the “romance myth”—the heterosexual, monogamous romance. Since we are socialized in a culture that teaches us that monogamy is right and natural, it is often not a conscious choice for people but more of a default in the creation of relationships.

However, monogamy does not seem to be working well for all as evidenced by the high divorce rates, with roughly one third citing infidelity as the cause. Cheating is rampant in society, with many believing they have no choice.

This is simply not true. We do have choices. We can all choose to conduct our lives using ethics, integrity, and honesty.

We can be proud of who we see in the mirror, increasing selfworth and self-acceptance while reducing depression, shame, and guilt. If monogamy is not working for you, you can choose consensual non-monogamy or polyamory.

The LWB mission helps one see the world in abundance versus scarcity, with a sense of happiness that the world and healthy, loving relationships are within our control. My mission—and the mission of the collection here—is to teach people that they have more choices than they may realize.

Our mission is to help change the way we as society view relationships and connect with each other, as well as how we view ourselves. It is imperative to understand that we are all valuable and deserving of love, even if one is part of a sexual minority. Everyone has the right as well as an innate desire to be loved, to have a sense of belonging, and to conduct their lives as they wish.

My hope is for people to feel that they are free to choose who to love and how to love, free from discrimination and ridicule. Let us all help create a world where there is more tolerance, understanding, and acceptance for unconventional relationships and sexual minorities.

I truly believe that we can improve the quality of our lives by improving the quality of our relationships, one conversation at a time. At the end of each of our life journeys, it is love and the quality of our connections that we will cherish and hold dear to our hearts, no matter which path we choose to get there— monogamous, polyamorous, or otherwise.

We need a revolution of love and hope. We need more relationships of equality and sexual freedom. I invite you to follow your curiosities by enjoying the rest of this important anthology.

Go forth and love,

Kitty Chambliss, ACC, CPC, ELI-MP

National speaker, author, relationship coach, fellow warrior, creator of the Loving Without Boundaries Revolution


INTRODUCTION

This new collection, Hot to the Touch: Views from the Polyamory Lifestyle, is probably the most difficult anthology I’ve done. The Poly life, an alternative way of love and commitment, is largely underground, which means it’s hiding in plain sight. There are clubs, membership meet-and-greets, and closed specialized associations on the Internet, but this lifestyle is growing and thriving.

What is polyamory? People may fantasize that the term implies wanton, full-out orgies with all of the rules thrown out the window. Polyamory is not about group sex, swinging, or some complicated erotic fantasy.

Polyamory has been around in some variation for thousands of years. In Islam and some African societies, the male was permitted to have as many as five wives. In Judaism, men of prominence had multiple wives, and the Mormon faith only recently abolished its traditional practice of polygamy. Women have multiple male lovers in the Mosuos in China, as well as parts of Tibet, India, and Sri Lanka.

In today’s Western world, typically two people fall in love and marry for life. Possibly because of the high divorce rate, the door has been opening for polyamory as an alternative lifestyle. Those who are members of the Poly life consider themselves to be cultural pioneers, social innovators, and outsiders in this conventional buttoned-down society. They suspect the loneliness, deceit, isolation, and boredom that can be a part of conventional monogamy.

Polyamory involves changing the rules of society. The Poly life involves entertaining multiple sexual relationships with the knowledge and consent of all of the partners involved. Stepping out of the traditional comfort zone, lovers and partners can enjoy a variety of Poly activities: open relationships permitting casual and recreational sex with many partners, closed polyamorous coupling with two or more partners, or a single Poly lover out of the group dating a partner with the others’ consent.

According to Poly rules, safe sex has to be practiced at all times. Often, the members of the group will go over what sexual practices are acceptable on dates to ensure that no sexual boundaries are crossed. In a recent Rolling Stone article, it was estimated that four to five percent of Americans practice polyamory or some type of open relationship. Nearly twenty percent of the population have tried ethical non-monogamy.

This collection, Hot to the Touch, puts readers into the heads, hearts, and libidos of lovers and partners exploring the Poly lifestyle or something that resembles the risk and boldness of unconventional intimacy. Some of them enjoy the provocative existence, while others do not have a label for what they feel.

The Poly life demands that all partners be emotionally and sexually satisfied. A classic story by Sommer Madsen finds another woman taking on many lovers to suit her man’s desires, because nothing is too good for “Him.” In old school affairs of the heart, most of the parties are only concerned with themselves, but not in these unorthodox relationships.

One of the jewels of the collection, “Bob & Carol & Ted (But Not Alice),” penned by veteran wordsmith M. Christian, does not include the lovely Natalie Wood or perky Dyan Cannon. In this gonzo tale of multiple lovers on the make, the characters are determined to get their share of erotic fun and frolic. Jeremy Edwards, well-known erotica scribe, depicts the ultimate lust of sensual temptation in his fanciful “Reminder.” In what is the possible stunner of the collection, Anne Tourney’s memorable “Snakefruit,” reveals a snapshot of a sexually pent-up pregnant woman, experiencing a lull in her marital sex life, wooed by her hubby’s rebellious brother-in-law.

At the heart of the book celebrating some of the essential themes of the Poly lifestyle are: Janine Ashbless’s “Meet My Husband,” Teresa Noelle Roberts’s “Homecoming,” Rebecca M. Kyle’s “Because of Bingo,” Kristina Wright’s “One Last Fling,” Amanda Earl’s “Ghost Swinger,” my own “The Benefit of the Doubt,” and Remittance Girl’s exotic “The Dinner Party.”

 Hot to the Touch: Views from the Polyamory Lifestyle explores many notions of love, desire, dating, commitment, sexual secrets, betrayal, fantasy, and obsession. These stories seek to uncover new ground as they search out sex and love under the banners of polyamory and monogamy. They challenge us to dream, imagine, and think. Enjoy these outrageous, sensual adventures about those who enjoy the Poly lifestyle or are just poly-curious.

Cole Riley

New York City


MEET MY HUSBAND

Janine Ashbless

“What do you think of him?” Cassie asked. The opportunity had presented itself while she was spooning homemade tiramisu onto dessert plates and Andrew was loading the dishwater with the crockery he’d brought in from the back of the house. Jeff was still outside on the lawn, beer in hand, enjoying the garden view over the dying embers of the barbeque.

Andrew hesitated. “He’s not … like I’d imagined him, from what you’d said.”

“What do you mean?” Cassie couldn’t remember how she’d described the other man. She’d actually done her best not to talk much about Jeff to Andrew, or vice-versa. It would, she felt, be impolite to gossip—a breach of confidence—and she wasn’t a teenager, compelled to blab her relationships to all and sundry. It was much more adult to keep those two spheres, boyfriend and husband, separate.

Until now, anyway.

“You said he was a landscaper. Heavy lifting, son of the soil, all that. But he’s sharp. He knows his economics.” There’d been a discussion about mortgages and banking.

“Don’t be such a snob,” she laughed.

“He’s older than your last boyfriends too.”

“A bit. Does it bother you that he’s not just a slab of man-meat?”

Andrew looked grave. “Does he like opera?”

“Absolutely hates it.”

“Then I’m probably safe,” he concluded, dryly, so that she laughed and threw her arms round his neck. He’s so cute, she thought.

“Take out one of the plates and the cream,” she told him after their lingering kiss.

They emerged from the back door together to find Jeff examining the cascades of purple flowers that grew in profusion all over their cast-iron Victorian veranda. “Nice wisteria,” he said. “Sorry … busman’s holiday.”

The sight of his lean khaki-clad body and his craggy face made Cassie’s heart sing, and she was bemused that he had this effect on her. Constantly. “It’s lovely at this time of year,” she said, laying out dessert on the lawn table. “Nearly as old as the house, I think.”

They ate, talking idly about the garden. Jeff stretched his long legs out on a stool. Cassie could feel the light tension between the three of them, like the faintest tug of a thread. This was the first time the two men had met, the first time she’d introduced any of her boyfriends to her husband. Jeff was different. It had been nearly a year, for starters. And it was, with him, more than just sex. They had interests in common. They ran minitriathlons and half-marathons together. And they went out in public, as a couple, to gigs that Andrew would rather cut his ears off than attend.

“It’s a bit weird, this,” Jeff said with a quiet smile. “Not what I pictured.” It was as if he’d turned a key. The one central topic of conversation was unlocked.

“How’s that?” Andrew asked, pulling another beer from the icebox and passing the open bottle over to him. Andrew wasn’t even slightly nervous, not like her. Andrew was famously unflappable.

“I don’t know.” Jeff looked briefly skyward, a signal of self-effacement. “From what Cass said, I just pictured someone more … monkish.”

What I said? I don’t seem to have given anyone the right impression!

Andrew grinned. “What did she tell you?”

Jeff gestured vaguely with his bottle. “You know. The whole … academic thing?”

Cassie covered her mouth, trying not to smirk. Andrew was a lecturer, and he had a bit of a dad-bod, and he didn’t run—but he lifted weights every night and had an inclination toward being barrel-chested, so despite the natural tonsure (which was offset by his beard anyway), no, he didn’t look monkish at all.

But that wasn’t really what Jeff had meant, was it? And Andrew knew that.

“We have sex a couple of times a week,” he said, “if that’s what you’re asking. It might not to be up to your personal standards—but statistically speaking, that’s pretty good for a couple of our age.”

Yes. Lovely, cuddly, comfortable sex. She smiled at her husband and put a hand on his thigh, feeling a surge of love for him.

Jeff cleared his throat, his eyes flicking back and forth between them. He was on Andrew’s home territory, after all. “Look, I’m going to be straight here. She adores you. She still fucks you. You’ve got this …” He gestured around at the garden, the house, the sunny afternoon. “This great life together. I’ve got to wonder: what am I bringing to the table?”

“Andrew doesn’t run,” Cassie said. “And he doesn’t go see Whitesnake.”

“And,” said Andrew, “I don’t do kink.”

Jeff looked at him dubiously down the neck of his bottle, which made Cassie giggle.

“I don’t spank,” her husband said. “Pain squicks me out. I can’t fake dominance. Sorry, just not my thing. Poor Cassie finds it very frustrating. Not a kinky bone in my body.”

“Oh—not exactly true,” Cassie said, poking him in the leg with one finger.

Jeff’s puzzled frown met his amused smile at the level of his eyes, crinkling the skin. “Yeah?”

“He likes to watch,” Cassie said.

Andrew spread his hands in a gesture of acquiescence. “Well. I’m a lecturer in fine arts,” he excused himself.

“His girlfriend’s a nude life-model. And a pole dancer. She likes to flash it about, and Andrew loves to go watch her showing off.”

Jeff pointed a finger. “Wait. You’ve got a girlfriend too?”

“Didn’t Cassie tell you?”

“Uh-uh. Is she, uh … with you too, Cass?”

“No.” This wasn’t a lie, though she felt her cheeks warm. Cassie didn’t lie to her lovers. Spanking didn’t count as sex, she had decided. It wasn’t as if she was into other women—she just enjoyed paddling Kayleigh’s pretty ass. It wasn’t sex if she never even got her hands dirty, was it?

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I like her,” Cassie said. “She’s a nice kid. She likes to go to horrible modern art exhibitions with Andy while not wearing anything under her skirt.”

“Kid?”

She rolled her eyes. “Kayleigh’s twenty-eight … and a single mother. Sorry, at my age almost everyone seems young. Even you.”

“There’s only seven years difference,” he reminded her. “And you’re not old yet.” He winked. “I’ve seen you naked, remember?”

She blew him a kiss for his gallantry.

“How did you two hit it off?” Andrew wondered. Cassie waited for Jeff’s version.

“Uh … We were at a Sunday park run. I’d only started a few months beforehand, so I was very much part of the main herd. The thing I’ve found is, if you can spot a fine ass and try to keep it in sight, it somehow makes things a lot easier. I saw this fine round little pair of cheeks come twinkling past me and I just thought, I’m following this. So I did—all the way to the finish line. Hypnotized, I was. My best time to date by miles. Then I said hi.”

“And did I want to go out for a late breakfast?” Cassie added.

“And that was when she said she was married, over scrambled egg on toast. But that it was all right. Because she was allowed. Which seemed just really weird to me.”

“But you fucked her anyway,” Andrew noted with an amused twinkle. Cassie felt her blush deepen.

“Yeah.” Jeff smiled fondly at the memory. “I took her back to my place and ate out her beautiful pussy and fucked it very thoroughly. Then I pounded that peachy ass … until she screamed so loud the old dear upstairs banged on the ceiling in protest.”

The warm air suddenly seemed harder to breathe. Cassie was aware of the heave of her breasts as she inhaled.

“Talking of neighbors …” said Andrew thoughtfully, and indicated the hedge with a sideways glance. “Should we perhaps continue this conversation indoors?”

Jeff nodded.

Cassie abandoned her dessert plate but took her wineglass. She felt giddy, but she doubted it was the fault of the single glass of chilled chardonnay.

“Want a top-up on that?” Andrew asked, and she nodded. As he scooted away to the kitchen Jeff intercepted her under the veranda, blocking her path through the cane furniture.

“Did I hear you right—you’re not into Andrew’s peek-a-boo fantasies?”

She shook her head. “I like to keep my private parts private.”

“So you’ve never done it in the garden?”

“No.” Her inner alarms were aquiver now; she knew that husky, considering tone in Jeff’s voice. She knew where those roving glances were headed.

“Not even in the hot tub?”

She flushed. They’d fooled around a bit. But she really didn’t like the idea of the neighbors judging her. “No.”

“Or under here?” He indicated the structure of the veranda, its open walls almost sealed off by the heavy droops of leaves and flowers, the sunlight and shadows flickering where the breeze tried to break through. It made a lambent green room, humid with the smell of growing life.

“Nope.”

“Oh well,” he said with a grin. “Baby steps.” He looked down at her summer dress, blue cotton with a pink-rose print, and put a fingertip lightly on the not-quite-risqué, almost-intimate skin of her breastbone. “Now take those panties down.”

“Jeff …” she chided.

“What? You scared your husband might suspect something’s going on between us?” His finger traced a path downward and the voice behind his grin was low, and warm, and teasing. But there was an edge of iron in there that made her knees go weak. “I’ve got a kiss for you, but you need to earn it. Take them off, now.”

Andrew hadn’t come back into view. Cassie took a deep breath and pulled her panties down and off. She wanted that kiss, after all—she’d been two hours in his company with hardly a touch, and she wasn’t used to that. She yearned to feel Jeff’s mouth on hers.

He held his hand out and she dropped the claret-colored thong with the lace sides into his open palm. Jeff rubbed it between his fingers. “Wet,” he said, tucking it into the breast pocket of his shirt. “Who’s secretly been getting all worked up, you bad girl?”

Of course she’d been getting worked up. She’d been sitting with her husband and her lover, watching both, enjoying the contrasts, yearning to break out of their stultifying politeness and touch somebody. She cast him a you-got-me look.

Then Jeff pulled her slowly toward him and she lifted her arms about his neck, stretching up on her toes. She slid into his kiss like it was a hot bath that lapped every inch of her shivering skin. So rapt was she in the tug and tease of his mouth that it took her a moment too long to register the movement of his hands inside the spaghetti straps of her dress and down her back, deftly unclipping her matching bandeau bra. As he released her he pulled it off completely, leaving her naked beneath the thin cotton dress.

Cassie flashed a protest with her eyes, but he wasn’t looking that high. His free hand covered her right breast, shaping the material against its soft orb and stiff nipple. His mouth tugged in a smile even as his fingertips tugged at her, making her exhale a long whimper.

“Bad, bad girl,” he breathed, and she felt the heat and the weight of her desire swell between her thighs. “You’d better sit down nicely before your husband notices what a state you’re in.” He dropped his hand, accurately, to the juncture of her legs and stroked her mons through the dress with his fingertips. That light touch was enough to stagger her.

That was the moment that Andrew walked back onto the veranda, a wineglass and two frosted bottles of beer in hand. He stopped in mid-stride, taking in the scene before him. For a wild, vain moment Cassie hoped that he wouldn’t spot that she was bra-free, that Jeff would somehow palm the garment or drop it discretely behind a piece of furniture. But Andrew couldn’t help noticing, and no wonder—the soft and clinging dress fabric was tented now over the twin points of her nipples, which stood despite the day’s warmth as stiff and proud as they ever had; like blunted sticks of artists’ chalk.

“That’s a good look,” he said sagely. “I can see that you’ve been keeping our guest entertained, Cassie.”

Jeff slung the red bra over his shoulder.

Blushing furiously, she reached for her glass. But Andrew turned his back, taking the drinks over to an occasional table next to a wicker armchair and setting them down carefully on the glass surface. “Don’t let me interrupt you two. You won’t mind if I watch, will you?”

She swayed, her body a battleground of conflicting emotions. Damn it, why did they insist on mixing things up? She liked to keep her men in separate boxes in her head.

But maybe men didn’t belong in boxes, she told herself.

“Sit down, Cass,” ordered Jeff. The nearest chair was a wicker stool with a foam cushion. She took a step over, and was about to plop herself down when he added, “Facing Andrew.”

Light-headed, she obeyed, perching on the edge of the cushion with her spine ramrod straight from nerves, even though she knew that it pushed her bust out into higher, jutting relief. Her fingers were tangled together in her lap. She felt grateful for the press of the cushion between her splayed thighs, against her sex—it seemed to anchor her.

Andrew, his expression unreadable, settled himself into the armchair as if in a theater.

“Are you embarrassed, Cass?” Jeff asked. “Letting your husband see you in this state?”

It was embarrassing, which was crazy. They’d been married for two decades, after all. They knew each other inside and out. There was no mystery and no excitement. Their relationship was respectful, kindly, and trusting—everything you’d want from your husband and the father of your grown children.

Well, almost everything.

She bit her lip and nodded. Andrew’s gaze was glued to the unfettered quiver of her breasts, which made her feel strange. Shouldn’t familiarity breed contempt? He’d seen them every day, and watched her nurse two kids with those. Jeff’s lust was something she believed in, gleefully, but it was hard to imagine that after all this time her husband could feel any genuinely dirty, disturbing lust for her.

“Now pull your dress down and let him see you playing with your nipples,” said Jeff.

Her hands tried to obey. But her own gaze jumped around, from Andrew’s face then out sideways at the sunlit garden beyond the wisteria, and she hesitated. The familiar scenery balked her. Why is this so hard? Why do I stand on my dignity with Andrew but not Jeff? Her husband was used to the sensible Cassie. The pragmatic, rational Cassie that he’d relied on for twenty-plus years.

She didn’t want him to see her other side. That undignified, unthinking submissive. The fool for love.

Jeff’s snort was either exasperated or amused, she couldn’t tell. “Stop looking out there,” he said softly, and she glimpsed him at the edges of her vision, wielding the wireless bandeau. “Pay attention.” Slipping it over her eyes as a blindfold he tied it at the back of her head. For a moment she felt panic, and then just as suddenly realized that it was reassuring, in the strangest way. Her world, plunged into scarlet darkness, suddenly narrowed down to the thud of her pulse and the weight of Jeff’s hands on her shoulders from behind. She reached out a little farther with her senses, smelling the sweet flowers of the climbing plant overhead, hearing the creak of the wicker under Andrew’s weight as he shifted in his seat. But she couldn’t sense anything beyond that; not the garden or the house or any watchful, prurient neighbors.

“They might hear,” she whispered.

“Then you’ll have to keep really, really quiet.”

She could feel Jeff’s warm, slightly leathery hands—cupping only her shoulders but somehow laying claim to her whole body, their weight slight but somehow pinning her in place at the center of a spinning world.

“Lift up your skirt,” he told her.

She found that she could, this time. It was easier without having to see anyone watching. An inch at a time she drew the cotton skirt up her thighs, and to reward her obedience Jeff’s hands slipped down to play with her breasts, baring them. When he caught her nipples she gasped and sighed, sensation flooding across her skin in quicksilver ripples.

“Now open your legs.”

She stared wide-eyed into the claret-hued blur. It was like the glowing red blind in Jeff’s bedroom window when they fucked together on sunlit afternoons. It was like the red space in her head when his cock slid up her ass and orgasm overtook her. She clung to that vision, not letting any image of Andrew intrude, but letting Jeff’s instruction wash through her, down from the tingling nape of her neck through her aching breasts to her arched feet.

Slowly she opened her thighs, running her fingertips from the rucked folds of her skirt across the bare and silky skin below. She wasn’t sure how much Andrew could see, or what he was doing.

“Good girl,” Jeff said, tugging the points of her breasts with precise and delicious cruelty. “Now stand up and bend over the chair. Give him a view of your bottom.”

She forced her unsteady legs beneath her, turning to lean over the cushion, which squished beneath her braced palms. Jeff pulled her skirt up from above, so that the hemline hovered almost—but not quite—at a level that shielded her modesty.

“What I have appreciated,” Andrew commented in a dreamy voice, “is the way you’ve got her to go shaven since she started seeing you. L’Origine du Monde aside, it’s very much the artists’ aesthetic, after all.”

Cassie felt a blushing giggle escape. She’d felt guiltily frivolous every time she stripped her pussy. Mutton dressed as lamb,she’d told her reflection in the mirror. But it seemed that both her men thought differently. It gave her the courage to spread her ankles wider, feeling the breeze tickle her intimately.

There was a jingle of belt buckle, a rasp of tiny metal teeth.

Oh my—

“Mouth open, Cass,” said Jeff, pressing up against her, a sensory confusion of cotton and zipper and hot, hard flesh against her face and lips. Though he was so erect that she had to work at taking it all, it was an act of pure and joyous instinct to yield to his cock’s insistence. “Ah, there you go. Yes. All the way.”

“May I?” Cassie heard from behind her.

“Go for it,” said Jeff.

Go for what? She couldn’t see anything, and she didn’t know what Andrew was planning. Was he going to touch her wet, unguarded pussy? She’d like that, she realized. She wanted to be touched back there while Jeff’s cock slipped in and out of her throat.

But “Umph,” was all she could grunt around his length, so she jiggled her ass hopefully, arching her back to drop a broader hint. Andrew cleared his throat, almost a grunt—but he didn’t touch her. Not with hand or cock. Jeff’s thrusts became deeper and slower, staking a claim to her entire attention. Part of her wanted him to come like that, to feel him spurt and fill and choke her.

But not her pussy. Her pussy wanted attention.

Shifting her torso’s weight to one arm, she reached down between her legs with the other hand, comforting her swollen clit.

Jeff rocked to a pause. “Thirsty, girl?” he asked, pulling her mouth all the way off his length, root to glans, so that she trailed spit. “Up.” As she straightened he shifted forward, pulling off her dress and straddling the stool as he threw the garment aside. She heard it creak under his bulk as he settled himself. Then without asking for her cooperation he lifted her bodily—in that way that always excited her, like she was a doll, like he could do anything to her he wanted—wrapped her thighs about his hips and pulled her down onto him, impaling her on his erect cock.

That was what her pussy wanted, and Cassie gasped with gratitude as his thick heat filled her emptiness. She didn’t even have to rise and fall on him because he did all the work, grasping her splayed asscheeks in his big hands and pulling them wide as he hefted her in short, stuttering jerks. She gripped his neck and rotated her hips and keened deep in her throat as she felt her orgasm build. Sweaty skin slipped beneath her fingers. His fingers dug into her, threatening the clench of her ass.

“Yes!” she squealed, forgetting her fear of being overheard, forgetting to worry about whatever it was her husband was doing or thinking. “Fuck me! Fuck me!”

Jeff sank a finger into her ass and that was enough, it turned out. Cassie came, sharp and long, and then realized that he was rigid beneath her and shooting his load too.
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