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Blacks Rapids is a dirty town… in a good way!
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Chapter 1

Elena walked to the store entrance and watched Sylvia walk down the corridor in the brightly lit mall. A small smile played on her lips as she admired the confident, sexuality Sylvia flaunted striding forward in the dark leather boots, the hem of the fox fur coat swaying luxuriously. In her mind’s eyes she saw the woman’s thigh extend and contract lusciously with each step. She wondered— was Sylvia wearing stockings with garters, thigh highs or panty hose? The successful realtor would turn heads wherever she went, but now, after Elena’s foray into the Swinger Lifestyle, her appraisal of the older woman held more than a hint of lust.

It was amazing that they’d met right there in the store she managed. It was almost as if there was some secret pheromone oozing from her pores that attracted sexual soul-mates. When she and Matt had returned from their wild night at Eden, the posh swinger club in Brooklyn, they’d been convinced something like that would never be possible in small town Black Rapids.  Yet, Sylvia had made it clear that she and her husband were in the Lifestyle. She’d even extended an invitation to their home!

“Elena?” Amanda appeared at her side. Her fingers grazed Elena’s arm and she leaned closer, lowering her voice. “Do you know that woman?”

Elena felt her cheeks grow warm as she turned and smiled at her co-worker and friend. Even though they’d been friends for years, there was no way she’d ever be able to tell her. Amanda might be liberal minded but there were boundaries that Elena would never cross in their friendship. Telling her anything about what had happened on New Year’s Eve was definitely out of bounds.

“Yeah. She sells real estate. Sylvia. She was looking for corsets. That shipment from Yandi’s is coming in this week, I hope. Valentine’s day isn’t that far off.” Elena led the way back into the store.

Mila looked over from across the room where she was pricing dresses and hanging them on the rack. “Valentine’s day falls on a Friday this year. If it’s no problem with you, I’d like the night off.” Her plump ruby lips spread, revealing a set of perfect white teeth that made her almond skin seem darker still.

It was no surprise that Mila spoke up, asking for time off. She was pixie doll cute and curvy, with a raft of admirers both male and female. Add that to the fact that she made no bones about sleeping around—of course she’d be busy on such a romantic night.

Elena glanced over at Amanda before answering. Amanda had more seniority and had stayed to close the store on New Year’s enabling the others to get away early. She nodded her head slightly and her eyebrows rose in silent answer to Elena’s question.

“Sure. I don’t see a problem with that. Got big plans for the night?” Elena walked over to help with the pricing and sorting of the rack of clothes. When Mila grinned and flipped her long lustrous mane of hair, she couldn’t help smiling in return. Mila had to be twelve years younger than Elena but that twelve years was like another generation. There was absolutely no shame in the young woman, bragging about her sexual exploits.

“A friend of mine is having a party. It’s a theme, costume thing, all about romance! But she’s claiming Cupid. Too bad. I would look better in a set of wings and loin cloth than her.”  She pouted and then like a chameleon her face changed to a wide smile, holding a dress against her body, gazing down at the silky red fabric. “This is kind of nice, don’t you think?”

Amanda and Elena exchanged a look and Elena spoke first. “You could wear that. Be the Lady in Red like that Chris De Burgh song. That colour suits you.”

“Who’s Chris De Burgh?”

Elena chuckled. “Google it; it’s a great song.”

“Oh, an oldie, huh?” Mila grinned and gave a small wave with her hand. “Not important anyway. I was thinking maybe I’d go as Betty Boop. Remember that cartoon character with the little mini dress and dark curly hair? I’d make a good Betty Boop.”

Amanda laughed and shook her head. “But that’s not romantic. She was just a cartoon.”

“Wrong! Name me one guy that didn’t secretly want to fuck her. She was a hot little number, that one. I’m picturing a short dress that barely covers my ass and no panties. Trust me if I show up in that, no one’s gonna notice Gina in the Cupid’s costume.” She fluffed her hair and struck a pose before going back to tagging the dresses.

Elena felt her neck grow warm watching Mila. The dress she’d described could have been worn in Eden and not look out of place at all. Her own dress on New Year’s had hardly covered her ass but she had worn a thong. So, she wasn’t as out there as Mila. She’d love to be a fly on the wall at the party Mila was going to. How far did it go? Were they swingers as well?

Mila turned to Amanda and her smile was flirty. “You should come with me. With your height and body, you’d look great in an Aphrodite costume. A Greek goddess, for sure.”

Elena watched the interplay, wondering once more what had happened between the two of them at New Year’s. Mila and her boyfriend of the week had crashed at Amanda’s. Had they all ended up in Amanda’s bed? She wouldn’t put it past Mila, but Amanda?  Amanda had always been more conservative, less of a serial dater than Mila. Why not put it out there and see...

“I think you should go, Amanda. But go as Venus, the Roman goddess.” Elena affected a casual chuckle. “From the sounds of it, it could become a Roman orgy or romance orgy...whatever.” She held her breath waiting for a reply. Now that her own bi-sexual side had been unleashed she was curious about her co-workers... hell, and these girls were just the start! She was curious about everybody now!

“Good one Elena! I like the sounds of that.” Mila held her hand up for a high five. When Elena grinned and raised her hand, Mila continued. “Too bad you’re married with a family, Elena. Look at all the fun you’re missing out on!”

It was all Elena could do not to laugh out loud. After, being part of the six people having wild, uninhibited sex at Eden, there wasn’t anything that she was missing out on. True, she hadn’t started in her twenties like Mila, but she wasn’t exactly over the hill at thirty five. She smiled, looking from Mila to Amanda. “Just let me in on all the details. It sounds like a great time all right.”

At the sound of her cell phone ringing, she walked to the back room of the store. She picked her purse up and fished the phone from the front flap. It was a text message from Matt.

Hey Babe! I miss you. It’s a drag being back at work after being off for Christmas and (pant, pant) New Year’s Eve. HARD to concentrate here, if you know what I mean. :)

She slipped down into the chair and typed a reply, feeling a pleasant warmth between her legs. She knew exactly what he meant!

You’re not going to believe who I met this morning! A sexy real estate lady who made it pretty clear she’s in the lifestyle. She and her husband want us to go over to their house on Saturday. And I think something’s going on between Amanda and Mila! Small world!

Immediately her phone flashed with his reply.

Holy shit! That’s incredible! Can’t wait to see you tonight!

Elena clicked the phone off and smiled.


Chapter 2

Later that night, Matt striped off his shirt and stood at the foot of the bed smiling up at Elena. Even with the make-up scrubbed off, her face was gorgeous, her blue eyes wide above perfectly sculpted cheekbones and full pink lips. She sat in bed, the floral cover tucked over her hips while the navy lace of her nightgown barely contained her breasts. But it was the eager look in her eyes, her lips twitching in a smile that played on his heart strings. She was dying to tell him about her day, meeting the realtor and about Amanda and Mila. This was their first time alone all week. The kids were each doing a school week sleep over.

He undid the snap of his jeans and pushed them down, gathering his boxers in the process. Immediately his cock hung heavy, brushing the top of his thigh. It was crazy but ever since they’d gone to that swinger club in New York City, he had a perpetual hard-on. The night had been expensive but considering the residual benefits that lingered on and on, it was well worth the price.

They’d made tentative plans to go back to New York and visit Sophia and Chris on Valentine’s weekend and he couldn’t wait. But now that Elena had met this real estate woman...well, it sure would be more convenient to get together with couples in Black Rapids. If they could have as much fun in their home town, instead of the long drive to New York City, that’s a bonus.

Her gaze was riveted on his groin as he rounded the bed and climbed in beside her. “Somebody’s in the mood tonight,” she purred as he settled in. She grinned and snuggled into his body, curling her fingers around his dick. A thrill of pleasure pulsed in his cock at the warmth and sensuous roll of her hand.

“So what is this about the real estate woman? What company does she work for? Is there a picture of her on-line?” He laid back and closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the loving attention of her hand.

“Wow! You’re certainly interested in this. Should I be worried?” She laughed and sat up, rolling to the side to grab the laptop from the bedside table.

“Hey! Look who’s talking. You’re the one scrambling for the computer! You couldn’t wait to tell me all about her. “ He grinned, teasing her with his words. Actually since she’d texted him earlier that day, it was all he thought about. Another couple, close to home?

He pulled his body higher up on the bed till he sat next to her. The aroma of her shampoo and perfume drifted into his nostrils when he leaned closer. Her fingers were flying on the laptop and the logo of a local real estate office filled the screen. She scrolled down to the photos of the six agents who worked there. Her finger tapped the screen under the picture of a pretty blonde woman with a warm smile.

“That’s her. Sylvia Blackmore. I know you can’t tell from the photo but she’s about my height and she’s got a sexy body. Well at least her legs are shapely. It was hard to tell with the fur coat. But she asked for a corset in my size.”

Matt continued staring at the photo. There was a confident, saucy look in the woman’s eyes. Sylvia looked a bit older than him and Elena but at Club Eden Sophia was in her forties and she’d been totally hot. Actually, the fact that she was older added to the appeal for him. And from the way Elena talked about Sylvia, she was attracted to her as well. That was half the equation solved.

“So she asked us to their house this weekend? What if...well, what if you don’t like her husband? It’s not like we’re at a club and we can just say no thanks and sit at another table. I mean...we’re at their house.  What’s the protocol here if we, I mean you primarily, want to take a pass? We both think she’s hot but what about him?” He turned to Elena, hoping she’d know the right thing to do.

Her eyebrows drew together and she bit down on her lower lip gazing at him. It was plain she was no wiser on this than he was.

“She gave you her card, right? Maybe you should call her. Have a coffee with her and somehow get her to show you a picture of her husband.” He tapped the side of his head. “I know! You can show her mine to start with.” This was trickier than he’d thought at first. You weren’t just trying to get two people to agree, you were trying to get four people on the same page. He could understand now why clubs were so popular. It was an easier way to blow off rejections.

Elena’s head dipped to the side and she nodded. “Yeah that could work. She knows we’re pretty new at this. Although something tells me, that her husband is probably attractive too.”

“Yeah, well...maybe. But I’d feel better if you had some idea of what he looks like. I know it’s shallow but there it is. I just don’t want you to feel any pressure or anything when we’re there. Actually, we probably should set the boundaries even before we go. Let’s just meet them and talk about it later. If we both agree, then maybe the next time...” The knot that had formed in his gut began to loosen.

“Totally. That’s the way to handle this. I’ll call her and let her know that. If they don’t like it, then it’s their loss.” She snapped the laptop shut and set it back on the table.

When she turned to him, her eyes lit up. “Wait till I tell you about Amanda and Mila. You know Mila...She’s trying to talk Amanda into going to this sexy costume party on Valentine’s Day.” She laughed and shook her head. “When you were a kid, did you ever fantasize about Betty Boop?”

He blinked a couple of times and then stared at her, shaking his head. “Well yeah. Her and Jessica Rabbitt, Daisy Duck...never Minnie Mouse...that’s weird huh?”

Elena’s hands shot over and she tickled his waist. “Daisy Duck? Are you serious? That’s just sick, Matt.”

He grabbed her hands and pinned them above her head, rolling over and shoving her thighs apart with his knee. “That’s a normal, horny as fuck boy, honey.” He leaned into her and kissed her neck, “So what’s Betty Boop got to do with Mila and Amanda? You think there’s something going on between the two of them?”

He’d met both of them of course, when he’d picked up Elena from the store and Amanda had been over to their house a couple of times. They were both gorgeous young women in totally different ways. Amanda was tall and lithe like a model whereas, Mila was a tiny bombshell. Cute and cuddly as hell. The funny thing was, if he was single they’d probably never register on his radar. They were waaay too young. What would he ever talk to them about? Nevermind... he went back to sucking on Elena’s neck.

Elena squirmed under him, rubbing her pelvis against his thigh. “Mila is going as Betty Boop. She’s not going to wear panties. She wants Amanda to be a Greek goddess. No doubt, wearing a toga that leaves one boob bare.”

Matt’s grip on Elena’s hands loosened and he fondled her breast, trying to focus on the moment. But the image of Amanda and Mila in their costumes was like an ear worm. From the way Elena was humping his thigh, her heart beating hard under his hand, she was probably picturing it as well. He slid lower on the bed and his lips traced a trail down Elena’s throat, down to her chest until his mouth was on her nipple.

She moaned and her fingers threaded through his hair pulling him tighter onto her breast. The lacy nightgown had shifted to the side, leaving it exposed and nipple puckered, firm between his lips. Was she picturing Amanda in the goddess costume?

His hand slid over her body until he cupped her mons, his fingers gently parting her already moist lips. She gasped when he touched her clit, rolling it gently under the pad of his finger. “So Mila won’t be wearing panties? This is probably what she wants.” He dipped his fingers into her slippery hole, wetting them and flicking them quickly over her clit.

Elena gasped and spread her legs wider, arching her pussy up for more. It was all the signal he needed. He lowered on the bed and lay between her thighs, his mouth brushing her pussy gently. Her pelvis rocked up, seeking his tongue, soft whimpering cries rumbling in her throat.

This was something that he never got tired of—making her writhe with pleasure with just the touch of his tongue. And since they’d delved deeper into their sexuality, living fantasies they’d never dared to even give words to before, their love for each other was intoxicating. He sucked her clit inside his lips, whirring his tongue over the sensitive underside, rewarded by the sound of her breath getting ragged. His fingers slid inside her slippery hot flesh, pumping and curling to touch her G spot.

At her cry of pleasure he looked up at the heaving mound of her tummy, her hands squeezing over her breasts, fingers rolling the tip of her nipples while her teeth were bared, gasping gulps of frenzied air. She was close. The sight caused a pulse of pleasure to fill his cock, oozing a drop of pre-cum onto his thigh.

At the gush of wetness that spread over his fingers and onto his wrist, he almost lost it. Elena whimpered and gasped while her cunt clamped onto his fingers, her thighs quivering and shaking the bed. She squirmed to the side but he held her tight, determined to ride with her through the intensity of her orgasm.

“Oh God...” Her head arched back, her fingers fisting in his hair. She grunted her pleasure, holding his mouth hard onto her cunt, the musky scent of her orgasm infusing his senses.

Suddenly, it was as if she melted, her thighs falling loose and her death grip of his hair easing. He could stand it no more. He rose and kissed her mouth, the wetness of her ecstasy mingling as their tongues danced. Her fingers curled around his cock, pulling it to her opening.

He thrust his hips hard, burying his shaft deep in the tight heat of her flesh...claiming her lush body...Her thighs clamped tight around his waist, heels digging into his ass, every thrust of his groin banging hard against her pelvic bone. She snaked her hand between his legs, her fingers tickling the tight ridges of his sack, striving for more. The sensation was hot, driving him mad with lust. His hips were like a jack hammer, driving his cock deep and fast inside, his universe centered there.

“Ungh....” His eyes squeezed shut as the first jolt of his orgasm pulsed deep inside her. The sensation was surprising in its intensity and urgency. Again his body stiffened, his face contorted as he became lost in the moment of pleasure. Her fingers pressed behind his balls, and another spasm of hot release burst from his shaft.

“Matt...oh Matt.” Her whispered words drove him deeper still, till her tight flesh pressed against his groin. Oh fuck, the sensation was wickedly good...on and on till he arched forward, collapsing onto her chest.

For a few moments, they laid still, their hearts pounding fast against one another, their breath becoming slower. He smiled and once more their lips met in a slow, languid kiss. He rolled to the side, still kissing her and pulling her body close. He loved her so much. This, their fevered love-making was just one part of it.

She broke the kiss and snuggled into his neck, her breath warm on his neck and ear. “This just keeps getting better and better. How is that possible?”

He held her close and kissed the top of her head. “I don’t know but I hope it never stops.”


Chapter 3

Later that week, when the shipment of corsets arrived in the morning, Elena had a good excuse to call Sylvia. She was alone in the back room of the store, punching in the numbers on her cell phone. Her tummy was filled with butterflies. Her fingers shook a little as she clutched the phone, listening to it ring through.

“Hello?”

She took a deep breath. “Hi Sylvia. This is Elena from ‘The Clothes Rack’. Remember when you were in—”

“Yes! Yes of course! How are you Elena?” Sylvia’s voice was musical and light.

“Fine. I just wanted to let you know that the corsets arrived.” She glanced at the doorway, checking that Amanda and Mila were still out in the main area and she had privacy.

“Great! I told Byron about meeting you. He’s looking forward to you and your husband coming over on Saturday. He thinks we’re doing a fashion show of lingerie and corsets.” She laughed. “You’re still up for that, right?”

Elena was silent for a moment. “Yes. But, Matt and I are kind of new to this. Actually, we’ve never been to anyone’s home before...I mean—”

“Don’t worry. I totally get what you’re saying. Don’t worry. Byron and I never pressure anyone. Come over for drinks around eight, and we’ll see where it goes. I think you’ll like Byron by the way. If I had to describe him, I’d say he looks a lot like Antonio Banderas. How about your husband?”

Elena smiled. Antonio Banderas was one of the sexiest actors she’d ever seen. If Byron was like him...well it could prove pretty interesting. “Matt? Hmm...He’s in awesome shape. I can’t think of an actor but he’s pretty good looking.”

Sylvia laughed again. “If he’s your husband, he’s got to be pretty hot. I mean, look at you.”

Elena could feel her cheeks getting warm at Sylvia’s flirty tone. It was one of the best things about the Swinger Lifestyle–the fact that you could flirt with another woman, and compliment them without feeling in any way threatened or jealous. “Thanks. You’re pretty hot yourself. I’m looking forward to seeing you model a corset.”

At the warmth that pulsed between her legs, she squeezed her kegel muscles tight, increasing the pleasure. This was fun to tease and flirt with Sylvia!

“Oh boy. This is going to be torture waiting till Saturday. Why don’t we meet up for lunch today? I’m going to be in the area. What do you say?” Her voice sounded a little throaty and eager.

Elena’s eyes popped wide and a smile curled her lips.  She’d been thinking of Sylvia and her husband since she’d met her. Matt was keen to get together with them too. Why not? It was only lunch, even though the thought of seeing Sylvia was making her panties damp. “Sure. I usually brown bag it so going out for lunch would be a nice treat. There’s a restaurant in the mall—”

“No. I’ll pick you up at the mall entrance at one. There’s a cozy Italian restaurant not far from there. My treat.”

Elena’s breath caught in her throat at Sylvia’s words. The fact that Sylvia wanted to take her to a restaurant far from the familiarity of the mall, made it kind of...kind of risqué. Almost like a date? “Sounds great! I’ll show you a pic of Matt.”

“Wonderful! See you soon.”

The phone clicked off and Elena glanced up just as Mila entered the room.

“A picture of Matt? What’s that all about?” Mila stopped and looked down at Elena, a smile playing on her lips.

Oh God! Elena’s neck flamed and she slipped the phone into her purse. Shit. She had meant to send a text to Matt to let him know about lunch but Mila had shown up. “Oh it’s nothing. I’m meeting a friend for lunch. She hasn’t seen us in a while and I’m just bringing her up to date.” She stood up and walked to the door. “Can you take an early lunch today? I’m leaving at one and probably won’t be back until after two.”

Mila nodded but the look on her face was full of curiosity.

Just another couple hours to go. Nervousness battled with excitement in her stomach.

***

It was a crisp, startling bright February day standing in the mall entrance waiting for Sylvia. A grey BMW pulled up to the curb and tooted its horn. Elena grinned, and stepped forward seeing Sylvia at the wheel. She opened the door and slipped inside.

“I’m glad you could join me for lunch. It’d be nice to chat and get to know each other better before Saturday.” Sylvia grinned and glanced in the rear view mirror before pulling away from the sidewalk.

Elena was speechless for a moment. The expensive car, the fur coat and perfect grooming were a little intimidating at first. But Sylvia smiled and continued talking, putting her at ease.

“I hope you like Italian. Silly me. I never asked, just assumed you’re like me and like pasta.”

“I love pasta, no worries. I’m still a little gob smacked meeting you. I mean, Matt and I never would have dreamed that there were people like us in Black Rapids. And yet, here we are.” Elena buckled the seat belt and smiled over at Sylvia. The woman’s hair and make-up were perfect. She looked like she should be in Hollywood not a sleepy little Ohio town.

“You’d be surprised. We’ve had parties with twenty or so couples. Normal people, like you and me. I can’t wait for you to meet our friends.” Sylvia pulled onto the main road, smiling over at her a few times as she drove along.

“It was so crazy how we stumbled on the club in Brooklyn. We were looking for a dance club and the hotel concierge recommended it. You could have knocked me over with a feather when we found out it was as Swingers Club!” Elena grinned remembering how shocked she’d been at first, which gave way to curiosity and then to outright arousal.

“That must have been wild.”

“It was a whole other world. We just watched the first time but the sex afterwards was crazy good. So we decided to go again and give it a try. I’d never thought I was bi-sexual until that first night.” Elena blushed and smiled shyly at Sylvia. She’d had more than a few fantasies about her new friend.

“I think there’s a bit of lesbian in every woman.” She smiled as she parked the car in front of the restaurant.

Elena looked out the window. It was one she’d never visited before. Between two wide windows, under a bright red awning with ‘Gaetano’s’ inscribed in white lettering was a black door. She opened the door and joined Sylvia in entering the building. Immediately the warmth and smell of fresh bread and garlic infused her senses.

Sylvia smiled at the Maitre ‘d and followed him to a cozy table for two at the back of the restaurant. Even though there were many people seated there, the nook where she and Sylvia sat was private.

Sylvia took a seat and slipped her coat off, setting it beside her. “I love Gaetano’s. Their lasagne is to die for.”

Elena put her coat over the back of her chair and sat across from Sylvia. Soft music played in the background and looking across at Sylvia, she couldn’t help but compare the setting and atmosphere to being on a date.

Sylvia sat forward and placed her hands over Elena’s. “You don’t have to rush back do you? Why don’t we start with a carafe of wine?”

Before she had a chance to answer, the waiter appeared to take their order. Sylvia went ahead ordering the wine. Her experience and confidence clearly shone through and Elena let herself relax in her seat.

“I want to hear all about Eden. It’s been a couple of years since Byron and I were there. Do they still have the stripper pole? Actually, I have one in our rec room. It’s good exercise dancing on the pole, and at parties it’s a blast.” Sylvia’s blue eyes twinkled and she reached across and gave Elena’s hand a squeeze.

She was so warm and friendly that any shyness Elena felt dissipated quickly. The wine that the waiter brought didn’t hurt either.  “I had fun trying it. Well, actually more because of the two women I was dancing with.” She pictured Eve and Sophia and smiled.

“I know. There’s something erotic about pole dancing with another woman. It’s a great warm-up at parties.” Sylvia took a sip of wine eyeing Elena over the rim of the glass. “So that was your first bi experience? At Eden’s?”

Elena felt a soft tug low in her tummy gazing across the table at Sylvia. From the look in the older woman’s eyes, she was looking forward to that as well. “Yes. It certainly won’t be my last.” She reached over and placed her hand on Sylvia’s.

She was totally on-side with anything Sylvia proposed. Now if Byron...

She pulled her hand back and picked her purse from the floor. “I have a photo of Matt in my wallet. Do you have one of Byron?” She laughed, sliding the photo across the table and watching Sylvia reach into her purse. “Look at us...I mean that is one thing I really like about this lifestyle, is the women calling the shots. After all, you were the one to set this up for Saturday night.”

Her eyebrows shot up when she looked at the photo of Sylvia’s husband. Holy shit! Sylvia hadn’t been kidding when she said Byron looked like Antonio Banderas. His hooded bedroom eyes glinted out from a swarthy complexion, and his hair was dark, except for a little bit of grey at the temples. His smile bordered on a sexy smirk, the lips full and a dimple showing in his cheek.

“Wow. Very handsome.” Elena glanced over at Sylvia, anxious to read her expression after seeing Matt.

Sylvia’s blue eyes were narrow with mirth when she looked up from the photo. “Yeah. I’d totally fuck him. He looks like he’d be fun and he’s cute as hell.”

Elena handed the photo back and her fingers grazed Sylvia’s hand. “Let me tell you, when he saw your real estate photo, he was pretty impressed.”

Sylvia looked down at the table for a moment and bit her lip. “That photo is almost five years old. I hope he won’t be too disappointed that I’m so much older than him.” Her eyes crinkled and she laughed. “It’s kind of fun playing a cougar though.”

Elena shook her head and grinned. “He’s all over that. The couples we hooked up with at Eden were older than us. He told me that their age was a turn on. You probably will meet your match in him.” She took a deep breath and looked down at the table. “Although we probably won’t play or anything on Saturday. This is new territory for us.”

The waiter appeared and Sylvia smiled up at him. “I’ll have the half order of lasagne and a garden salad.”  She looked over at Elena.

Elena nodded and handed the menu back to the young man. “Make that two.” When he left she turned back to Sylvia. “So how long have you and Byron been married? How did you get into the swinger thing?”

Sylvia fluffed her hair back from her shoulder and leaned over the table. “We’ve been together twenty years. We were both married before but it didn’t work out. I had started selling real estate and met him when he was looking for a condo. It was love at first sight.”

“Any children?”

Sylvia shook her head and looked down into her wine. “No that wasn’t in the cards for us. We have nieces and nephews that we spoil to pieces but no kids of our own.” She took a long swallow and smiled placing the glass back on the table. “As far as the lifestyle...we’ve been doing this for about eight or nine years. It was something that just kind of evolved for us.”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide and her head jerked back. “Wow! That long? And it works for you, obviously. No jealousy or problems.”

Sylvia was silent for a few moments smiling at Elena. “We always play together. Sex with other people is fun but Byron and I love each other. If it ever became a problem, we’d stop in a heartbeat. We celebrate our sexuality with each other and…” she arched and eyebrow, “with our friends… men and women.”

Elena looked into Sylvia’s eyes. “One thing we noticed at Eden’s...bi-sexuality was just with the women there. I guess, in the Swinger Lifestyle men don’t go there?”

Sylvia did an exaggerated roll of her eyes and huffed a sigh. “At the clubs, that’s the way it is. But at private parties, anything goes, as long as everyone consents.”

Elena’s mouth dropped open. That was surprising. What would Matt think about that?

Her mouth dropped even further. What did she think about that?

Hmmm…


Chapter 4

Matt hunched over the steering wheel trying to see over the snow bank lining the road. It had snowed all day. Not only had the banks grown, but the roads still had some sloppy patches that made for a tough drive. It was just their luck that the weather hadn’t cooperated for the night out at Sylvia and her husband’s. Elena and he had been keyed up about it all day.

Elena strained forward and her hand rose pointing to a large house. “That’s it! Number 46.”

Matt eased off on the gas pedal and his head turned to look where she indicated. There was a long double driveway next to the stately brick home, and golden lights highlighted the entranceway and walk. He turned in and parked the truck next to a grey BMW, Sylvia’s car from what Elena had told him.    

He rounded the front of the truck and glanced at the house, snuggled cozy in the winter wonderland. His eyes took everything in and a smile formed on his face as he opened the door for Elena. This was going to be fun, meeting other people and from what Elena had said, Sylvia and her husband were nice. He held Elena’s hand, helping her alight from the high seat of the truck. She was wearing knee length leather boots with a four inch ‘come fuck me’ heel.

She reached back into the truck and lifted the plastic bag from the seat. Inside were an assortment of corsets in various colours. If the women tried them on and put on any kind of fashion show, it would be difficult to stick with the boundary that he and Elena had agreed on for the evening–getting to know Sylvia and Byron and no playing around on what for all intents and purposes was beginning to feel like a first date.

Hell, they’d even dressed like it was a date, Elena in a body hugging short dress while he was in a button down shirt and dress pants. If anyone had ever told him, he’d be going out with his wife to meet another couple to eventually have sex with, he’d have told that person, they were doing cheap drugs.

It sure gave a whole new meaning to ‘date night’.

He held her hand as they went along the interlock brick walkway. Even before they got to the door, it opened and Sylvia stood framed in the warm glow of the house. She looked exactly like her picture online, the shoulder length blond locks, the vivid blue eyes and friendly smile. In the little black dress that hugged every curve, low cut at the neck-line revealing a tantalizing view of cleavage and ivory flesh, she was a sex goddess.

“Hi Elena. Come in out of the snow!” She reached forward and her arm went over Elena’s shoulder, tugging her inside the entrance.

Matt stepped through the doorway watching Sylvia help his wife from her coat, her eyes darting to meet his while maintaining a flirty smile. Elena shrugged the coat off, murmuring thanks and all the right pleasantries.

It was then that Sylvia’s husband appeared. He was just a couple inches shorter than Matt and more than a few years older. His face showed wear and tear but carved cheekbones topped lean bronzed cheeks and a firm jaw line. His full lips were pulled to the side in a lop-sided grin and perfect white teeth showed.

He stepped forward extending his hand, “Hi. You must be Matt. I’m Byron. Let me take your coat. How’s the driving?”

Matt slipped the leather topcoat off and handed it to his host. “It’s a bit slippery in spots.”

Sylvia stepped closer to him and placed her hand on his arm. “Kind of like me. A bit slippery in spots.” She smiled up at him and laughed.

Byron stepped close to Elena and he leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Welcome. What a lovely dress.”

Matt’s senses were on high alert from Sylvia’s flirty greeting and seeing Byron hold Elena’s hand next to his chest, while gazing into her eyes for a beat or two. This was a lusty couple who didn’t mind flaunting that fact. 

He leaned into Sylvia, and his eyes were hooded gazing into hers. “Yes. The driving was quite hard, literally ploughing through...well you get the idea.”

With a chuckle she curled her hand around his elbow, smiling as she led the way into the large modern kitchen. “I’m getting lots of ideas, believe me.” She stepped away from him and walked behind the island counter, stopping at the fridge. “Byron and I were having a glass of wine but if you’d rather have something else...” At the look that flashed on his face, she wagged her finger in the air, “Not that. Well at least not yet.”

“Wine is fine with us.” Elena laughed and stepped over to stand next to him. “Sylvia, I brought some corsets.”

Byron took a couple of wine glasses from the cabinet and set them on the granite countertop of the island. “I hope you brought a black lace one for Sylvia. With her hair and colouring, it’s the most sexy on her. You are going to try them on and get our opinions aren’t you?”

His voice was light but the look in his dark eyes smouldered, focusing mainly on Elena. “We’re having a Valentine’s party. I hope you’ll be able to come.”

Sylvia poured wine into the glasses and smiled at her husband. “Double entendre, dear?”

He smiled and handed the wine glasses to Elena and Matt. “We’re shameless flirts. You’ll have to excuse us.”

Matt took a deep breath and smiled. “Actually, we’re getting together with our new friends at their house, in Brooklyn. Another time, we’d love to come...to one of your parties.” He winked at Sylvia to let her know he found the flirting kind of fun.

“Well, that’s still a few weeks out. Come on. Let’s sit in the family room and get comfortable.” Byron led the way out of the room and into another cozy room with plush leather sofas bordering a cracking fireplace and long wooden coffee table.

Matt looked around the room, at the tasteful furnishings, the abstract prints on the wall. He ventured, “Your home is lovely.” but he was actually waiting to take his cue from Byron as to where he and Elena should sit. If this were a vanilla evening with Rob and Gwen, there would be no question that he would sit next to Elena. But tonight, knowing where eventually everything would end up, should he sit next to Sylvia?

Byron sat in the far sofa and Sylvia moved to sit by his side. For just a moment, Matt’s felt a twinge of disappointment but his fingers curled in Elena’s and he stepped over to the opposite sofa to sit next to her.

“So Matt, Sylvia told me that you and Elena kind of stumbled into Eden’s the first time.” When they nodded, he continued. “I would have loved to have seen the look on your face when you realized where you were! How the heck did you find the place? It’s kind of out of the way.”

Matt grinned. “The concierge steered us onto it when I asked about an adult dance club. I think he probably only heard ‘adult’ and ‘club’.”

Elena leaned forward. “At first, when I saw women kissing openly and the sexy way they were dressed, I thought that it might have been a gay bar.” She took a sip of wine. “When Matt left me to get drinks at the bar, a couple people tried to entice me to join their tables. They thought I was a unicorn.”

“The elusive unicorn. Yeah, I can see how that could happen. In all our time in the lifestyle, we’ve only hooked up with a unicorn a few times.” Sylvia smiled and looked over at Byron, her hand drifting along his thigh.        

Byron shifted on the seat, sitting back and spreading his legs wider while flashing a small smile at Sylvia. Her fingers crept higher, almost on his crotch—exactly what he’d intended with that little move. 

Matt eyes were fixated on Sylvia’s hand, watching the other couple over the rim of his glass when he took a sip of wine. In his peripheral vision, he caught Elena’s quick glance at him. There was a tug of lust in his cock when Sylvia’s fingers curled over the bulge in Byron’s crotch. They’d only just met the other couple! Was it always this sexual, this soon?

Sylvia smiled and her tongue licked her lower lip, gazing over at Elena and Matt. “Erica was the last time. Now that was a hot time!”

Byron chuckled and his hand rose to cup Sylvia’s breast. “For sure.”

Matt smiled but his mind was going a mile a minute. At Eden, it was usual to see sexual affection displayed openly with women and even between a set of girls...but this, sitting across from a couple he’d just met, in their home was waaay more personal and intimate. He took another sip of wine, forcing his breathing to even out. It might even help his chubby calm down a bit. He squeezed Elena’s hand when she slipped hers into his.

Byron sat forward and stood to his feet. It was obvious from the bulge in his crotch that Sylvia’s touch and their shared memory had started something big down there. “Let me get you more wine. I’ll bring the bottle in.”

Matt glanced to the side to check Elena. Sure enough, her eyes immediately shifted and she looked down at her lap. Of course, she’d noticed Byron’s junk as well. They’d promised each other that there’d be no playing around, not on the first date. But, he’d stake his life on the fact that she would definitely be up for getting it on with both Sylvia and Byron.

Sylvia leaned forward, exposing enough cleavage that it was a wonder that the bra and dress contained her boobs. “Do you work out at the gym, Matt? You sure look like you do.” She held her wine glass casually near her face, flashing manicured ruby nails.

Matt felt his chest grow light and he sat straighter, smiling over at her. “No. I run the odd time with Elena but I work construction, so I get lots of exercise.” There was no doubt in the way Sylvia’s gaze roamed over his body that she’d love to check it out more closely. The woman was a total flirt!

Elena laughed and her fingers rolled up his forearm to his shoulder. “Matt is in incredible shape. He could pose for a men’s underwear ad with the six pack he sports.”

Sylvia stood up and she moved to his other side, her fingers tracing the muscle in his biceps. Her voice was a soft purr, “Ripped or is the current word, jacked?”

Byron slid by her and poured wine into all the glasses, topping them up. “I like the term jacked. It sounds dangerous and dirty.” He turned to Sylvia, the corners of his mouth twitching in a slow smile. “Why don’t you try on one of the corsets Elena brought? Maybe after you start the ball rolling and she has some more wine, she’ll join you.”

Sylvia stepped into her husband, kissing his lips, while his hand slithered down her back to palm her ass.

Oh God. Matt’s dick was getting pretty thick. This was such a totally hot, sensuous couple. They knew what they wanted and they were experts in steering the action to that end. It was great! He looked over at Elena to see how she was doing with all of this. There was a soft look in her eyes and her cheeks were flushed pink. Somehow, he didn’t think it was the wine causing that look. Fuck! She was as turned on as he was.

Sylvia turned and her hand drifted over Elena’s shoulder and then onto Matt’s. The look in her eyes was smouldering hot before she continued on, leaving the room.

Byron sat down and lifted his glass, taking a long sip, his eyes meeting both Elena’s and Matt’s. He held the glass on his lap. “One of my favourite things is seeing Sylvia look red hot. Watching her strut her stuff knowing that everyone here would like to fuck her.” He grinned and turned his gaze to Elena. “Well, with you, it would be more kissing and licking her everywhere...but you get my meaning.”

Elena laughed nervously and then her words rushed out. “I can’t wait. She’s probably the most gorgeous, and one of the nicest women I’ve ever met.” Her hand flew to her face and she blushed. “I can’t believe I just said that!”

Both men burst out laughing. “I’m glad you did!” said Byron. He then looked over to Matt. “It’s funny isn’t it? Rather than be jealous or threatened by the fact that you would want to fuck Sylvia, I’m flattered. Frankly, I can’t wait to see her get royally fucked by you.” Tilting his head, he continued, “Let me ask you—were you jealous the first time you saw Elena with another guy?”

Matt took a long drink, thinking of the first time. “I think at first, it was the thought of it I couldn’t handle. Seeing the two guys we met at the club and picturing them fucking my wife. Of course, we didn’t play with anyone our first visit. After though, we talked, fantasized, talked lots more and when we were in the playroom with the other couples...well it was fine.” He laughed and looked over at Elena. “More than fine. It was fucking hot.”

“For me too!” She sipped her wine and shifted in the seat to sit closer to him. “Actually watching you with Sophia was awesome! I just wanted you to have a really good time.”

“Yeah. It’s amazing isn’t it? How this works...you fuck other people while your partner watches and she’s totally involved and happy for you.” Byron looked over at the doorway and grinned. “Speaking of partners...”

Matt turned and watched Sylvia make her entrance. His cock got hard so fast it was like a punch in his belly. It wasn’t just the fact that the cinched waist of the corset made her boobs pop lusciously up, threatening to spill out the top, or the swell of her hip below the tiny waist...it was the look in her eyes—the total lusty confidence. A ‘come fuck me’ look if ever he’d seen one.

Her legs were shapely in the dark thigh-length, stockings, the black lace garter accentuating the ivory smoothness of her thigh before the triangle of her pussy and the corset. In the high heel, stiletto shoes, she was leggy, sashaying by him, her hips swaying and the curve of her bare ass taunting his fingertips.

“Wow!” Elena breathed softly next to him.

“You like?” Sylvia spun on the toe of her shoe, revealing the full effect of the curvy costume.

“Unh, unh. Sylvia, you know I don’t like the panties.” Byron crooked his finger, beckoning her over. She stepped between his sprawled legs and looked down at him. He edged forward and his fingers hooked in the thin fabric, tugging them down until she stepped out, kicking them to the side.

Matt forgot to breathe watching Sylvia’s bare ass and the ends of Byron’s fingers appearing in the two hollows where her pussy met her thighs.  His fingers slid between her dark lips and then disappeared inside her.

Holy shit! He was finger fucking his wife right there in the living room, as casual as if he was stroking her arm. When Sylvia moaned and slid her leg to the side, opening herself further and bending forward slightly to give him and Elena a better view, Matt felt his cock ooze with lust.

He glanced at his wife to see how she was taking this. She smiled and then lifted her wine glass, chugging the rest of it.

“I think I’d like to try one of the corsets on.” With a broad smile and cheeks that were glowing pink, she stood up.

Sylvia’s head turned and she shifted her body to the side. “There’s a powder room off the kitchen. Do you need my help or—”

Elena’s hand rose and she waved her off. “I’m fine. I’ll be right back.” She leaned over and whispered in Matt’s ear. “Are you okay with this? Sorry, I should have checked with you first.”

Matt grinned and kissed her lips. “Are you kidding? I think I died and went to heaven.” He watched her leave the room and then he turned back to Sylvia and Byron. She had turned completely around, facing Matt while she took a sip of the red wine. Byron stroked her thigh and smiled over at Matt.

Matt tried not to look at Sylvia’s pussy but it was impossible. Especially with Byron smiling like the Cheshire cat, as if he was inviting Matt’s gaze there. He’d said that he liked guys ogling his wife...so why the hell not?

His heart beat faster in his chest as he gazed at her crotch—shaven and smooth with just the beginning of her cleft showing. Under the darkness of the lace corset, it looked lewd and inviting. He glanced up to her face and caught her smiling at him, watching him check her out.

A trickle of sweat rolled down the centre of his back and he swallowed hard. It was a game of cat and mouse at this stage and he was playing with a couple of experienced hunters. Sylvia stepped closer and bent to pick up the bottle of wine, extending her hand to top his glass up. Fuck! She was so close to him that he could feel the heat of her body, smell her perfume.

His hand trembled a bit when he held the glass up and the bottle tinkled on the rim. All the while, she smiled and her eyes were half closed as she watched him. It was sweet torture, being so close to her like this, both of them wanting to fuck each other’s brains out. But there was no way that would happen; not without Elena being there.

Sylvia set the bottle down and then stepped away, taking her place next to Byron on the leather sofa.  She made no effort to cross her legs or shield her naked pussy from view, but instead sat back on the sofa, casually draping one leg over Byron’s lap.  Matt’s hand pushed at his cock, adjusting the hard shaft that was constrained in the crotch of his pants.  Sylvia didn’t miss the sweet torture happening to him. There was a small smile on her lips watching him before she took a sip of wine.

Byron turned slightly in his seat and his hand slid softly up Sylvia’s thigh. “I like this corset. Do you like this corset Matt?”

Matt’s voice was a raspy mumble and he cleared his throat. “Yes. It’s very sexy. I can’t wait to see the one Elena picks out.”

His eyes opened wider. Oh my God. Byron’s finger played softly on Sylvia’s clit. She sighed with pleasure and licked her lower lip, her gaze fixated on Matt.

“I can’t wait either.” Sylvia’s voice was a husky purr, rocking her hips up and down.

And from the look on Byron’s face, the healthy bulge in his crotch, everything was going exactly right. He’d said he got off on guys wanting to fuck Sylvia....well, Matt was totally sold on that idea.

At the clack of heels on the hardwood floor, Matt turned and his jaw completely dropped. Elena?


Chapter 5

Elena stood in front of the bathroom mirror, adjusting the waist of the red corset. Even though she’d packed it, she’d really never expected to wear it. She’d thought it would be too daring. The corset actually only covered her midriff and hips. Her breasts were exposed, except for a small ruby pasty on the nipple. But after seeing Sylvia in the black corset and Byron practically ripping the panties off, the red cut-away corset would be just right.

As far as wearing the red, thong panties, she’d had enough wine to drink that she wouldn’t even bother trying them on. Instead of stockings, she opted for a pair of thigh high red vinyl boots, with a four inch, spiked heel. She turned to the side, checking the effect of the tiny costume. Wow! She looked hot and couldn’t wait to show them.

She left the small powder room and took a deep breath before entering the living room. Her eyes flashed wide at the sight in front of her. Byron was masturbating his wife, while Matt sat across from them on the other sofa. Holy fuck! The strained look on Sylvia’s face, her eyes half closed while her hips rolled under Byron’s touch was pure lust. She was gazing at Matt, who was getting hornier and hornier by the second.

When Matt turned to look at her, Elena couldn’t help but smile. It was like he’d never seen her before, his eyes wide and jaw spanning open. Her gaze flitted to Byron and Sylvia. It was obvious from the look on their faces that she’d picked a winner with the red corset. They both looked gobsmacked, their smiles wide.

Sylvia rose to her feet and walked over to where Elena stood. She circled her, taking in the full effect of the outfit. Elena’s heart beat faster and she hardly dared to breathe. When Sylvia stopped, standing a foot away, her gaze slowly dropping from her face to her toes and then back up, Elena’s knees trembled.

At the touch of Sylvia’s lips on hers, she reached for her, drew her close, the tips of her nipples pressing into Sylvia’s breasts. A jolt of pleasure shot through her pussy, tingling and making her wetter still. They were evenly matched in height, their tummies grinding tight, pushing their hips and mons as close as they could.

“Oh baby, you’re beautiful. I love this outfit....your breasts.” Sylvia breathed the words as her hands cupped Elena’s breasts.

The sensation of the other woman’s hands on her boobs, breathing in Sylvia’s perfume, made her tremble and strain forward, her hands dropping to maul the older woman’s bare ass. Her flesh was soft and warm filling her palms. At Sylvia’s soft moan, Elena’s hand skimmed around, to dive into  Sylvia’s pussy. Oh God, she was slippery and wet, her woman lips full while the bud of her clit protruded a little, firm under Elena’s finger.

“Oh God.” Sylvia’s hips humped back and forth on Elena’s finger. Her hand thrust down, pulling Elena’s hand tighter onto her flesh.

The woman’s lusty movements, her breath fast and raspy was intoxicating to Elena. She lowered herself down to her knees, kissing Sylvia’s mound, straining forward to lick her, suck her clit, push her fingers deep inside her cunt. Sylvia moaned and stumbled back, but Elena’s lips clung to her. She glanced up and saw Byron standing behind Sylvia, supporting her in her ecstasy.

Movement beside her caught her attention for a moment. Matt leaned over the side of the sofa, his hand on her head, stroking her hair. “Oh fuck, Elena. That’s so fucking hot.”

Sylvia’s cunt tightened on her fingers, sending a trickle of slippery pleasure over Elena’s hand. She tasted sweet, a hint of soap amid the musky scent. Elena sucked the hot bud of pleasure into her mouth, her tongue a whirring buzz against the nub...rewarded instantly by Sylvia’s low whimpering. Elena had her. She continued sucking, licking and finger fucking Sylvia till the woman let out a scream.

Her fingernails raked and dug into Elena’s scalp, pushing her head away. Sylvia’s face was soft, her eyes mere slits while her lips hung loose, gasping for air. She was the picture of satiation.

Elena started to rise and Matt’s hands gripped her arm. He pulled her close, kissed her slippery lips, licking Sylvia’s lust from her face. He murmured in her ear “I love you so much, my hot little wife.”

Her chest was light and full, a smile on her lips as she rose to kiss Sylvia. Knowing she’d made the other woman cum like thunder was wonderful, a stroke to her ego. She might not have a lot of experience in making love to another woman, but it was intuitive, doing the things she liked herself.

Sylvia’s hands cupped her cheeks and she leaned in to kiss her lips. “That was incredible, Elena.” When Sylvia pulled away, her head turned to smile at Byron who stood next to her. “She’s amazing, dear. You are going to totally love fucking her.”

His eyes met Elena’s and he smiled. “I can’t wait.” He tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, letting his finger trail down her jaw, her neck until he reached the ruby pasty on her nipple. He tugged gently and the adhesive backing gave way. Her clit pulsed with yearning as Byron’s finger grazed her nipple, his fingernail scraping it softly.

Elena tingled, her skin alive while her breath was ragged in her throat. Lust raced through her body with each beat of her heart. Her pussy literally ached to be touched, licked, filled with hard pounding cock. She turned to Matt. “I need you—”

“Wait.” Sylvia reached for her hand and pulled her close. “Let’s do this together. I know we aren’t swapping but I want to be part of you and Matt fucking.”

Byron stepped back to the sofa where he’s been sitting, picking his glass of wine up on the way. “Oh boy. I love watching this.”

Elena’s eyes lowered to the swell of Sylvia’s breast. Her fingers rose to tug the cups of the corset down, and lifted them free. Her forefinger and thumb rolled the dark nipple, feeling the small puckered bumps of her skin. There was something so erotic seeing Sylvia’s bare breasts, feeling them against her own.

Matt stood up beside them and his hands drifted over their backs, smiling at each of them in turn. Elena turned to him and kissed his lips, her hand falling from Sylvia’s breast to slide the tab of Matt’s zipper down and pop the buckle of his pants open. Her fingers closed around his cock, spreading the dollop of pre-cum over the satin knob. Gripping him firmly she steered him back and pushed until he sat on the sofa again, settling back into the cushioned depths of it. She turned and swung her leg out and over his, lowering her body an inch at a time, until the tip of his cock pressed her opening.

Sylvia pulled the coffee table away and then took her position, kneeling on the floor between Matt’s legs. Her fingers were gentle, separating Elena’s lips. Oh God, her touch, Matt’s cock and Byron sitting across watching them were too much. Elena dropped suddenly, impaling herself on Matt’s cock, loving how the thick hardness suddenly filled her up. She eased back, raising her knees until the heels of her boots were on Matt’s thighs. Her eyes was soft slits, her breath fast and uneven watching Sylvia lick her lips and edge forward.

“Ahhh...” Elena sucked air, gasping at the jolt of hot pleasure in her clit, Sylvia’s tongue flicking fast over it.

The thought crashed into her mind: ‘This is the first time I’ve been eaten out and fucked at the same time! Another thought right behind it: ‘I love it!’ She gave a small grunt as her first orgasm hummed through her.

Matt’s fingers dug into the sides of her hips, rocking her back and forth on his cock, punching places deep inside that he’d never touched before. All the while, Sylvia’s mouth covered her clit, ravishing it with her tongue.

The sensation in her cunt and clit rose to a higher level, triggered by her mini cum. “Oh yeah, don’t stop! Make me come! Fuck me hard!” She was so close, her muscles tight, squeezing the cock inside her with every ounce of strength, milking it while Sylvia moaned, lapping her clit.

When Byron stood up, his hand rubbing and pulling at his cock, stepping closer, the lascivious sight, his eyes half closed watching her pushed her over the edge. “Fuckmefuckmefuckme!” the first wave of lust, made her thighs quiver. Byron’s cock brushed her cheek, his hand jerking it like a piston. She turned and her lips closed over the knob...Another jolt of ecstasy filled her pussy.  It was like being in a porn movie—a cock in her cunt, in her mouth, and a woman eating her out!

Her head jerked to the side at the last wave of glory spreading out from her cunt. A spurt of cum pulsed into her mouth she swallowed it down; it was followed by a second and third. She loved the taste of Byron! Below her, Matt was sucking air through gritted teeth as his cock shot a load hot cum up inside her.

She leaned back onto Matt’s chest, feeling his cock surge inside her box. She held onto Byron’s cock with one hand, not letting him slip it out of her mouth. With the other, she caressed Sylvia’s head as she lapped at Matt’s semen oozing out of her cleft. Oh shit, this was so filthy! Stuffed full of oozing cocks, and a beautiful woman eating her out. She slurped at Byron’s knob, feeling him tremble as Matt pinched her nipples. She was a cum slut… it was sooo good!

If Sylvia and Byron’s swinger friends were this hot, she couldn’t wait to meet them!


Chapter 6

A few days after the evening with Sylvia and Byron, Matt and Elena were still feeling the after effects of the succulent tryst between the four of them. Every night since then, they’d gone to bed early, but not to sleep. Afterwards, they would lay in bed next to each other, their hearts still pounding, catching their breath after another round of wild monkey sex.

“You know, it’s a long drive to go to Brooklyn for Valentine’s Day. I mean, Sophia and Chris are nice and it would be a blast to get together with them, but Sylvia and Byron are right here. We’d have fun at their party.” Matt rolled over on his side, facing Elena. He’d been thinking this for the last couple days and was now taking a chance bringing it up.

She sighed. “I know what you mean. It’s a six hour drive and it’s still February. Not exactly the best time of year for a road trip. I wonder if we could postpone it until the spring? I still want to see them but we’d have fun at Sylvia’s party.”

Matt leaned close and kissed Elena softly. “Look at us. We’ve turned into swinger social butterflies, turning down invitations. Never would have guessed that would happen.” He pulled her closer and nuzzled into her neck. “But seeing you and Sylvia on Saturday was so hot.”

Elena chuckled. “I know. That whole bi-sexual thing is exciting. I can’t wait to see you and Byron together.”

Matt’s eyes opened wide and he jerked back. “What?”

“Yeah. Sylvia told me that male bi-sexuality doesn’t happen at clubs but at house parties, it’s okay.” Her eyes narrowed and she pulled back staring at him.

He shook his head. “Not going to happen. Not with me at least. If Byron and whoever want to get it on, fine, but I’m really not interested in anything bi-sexual for me.” He couldn’t imagine himself with any guy, doing anything sexual. Maybe sharing Elena...but there’d be no touching or anything sexual between him and another guy.

“Why? I’d like to see it. It’s hot for you watching me with another woman...don’t you think I’d like to experience that watching you and another guy? It’s just another aspect of your sexuality...doesn’t mean more than that.” Elena leaned in and her fingers played with the hair on his chest.

His stomach tightened and he swallowed hard. “I don’t think I could get hard. It just doesn’t do anything for me. Seriously. I could watch two guys going at it, but I’d feel nothing, one way or another.” He held her hand still and looked into her eyes. How important was this to her?

She huffed a sigh. “You’re not even the least bit curious? Let’s face it...a guy would touch you exactly right, whether he’s giving you a blow job or just using his hand. You wouldn’t even try it just once?”

“No.” The answer came out fast. He saw the look of surprise that showed in her eyes. “If you felt that way about women, I’d respect that. So what’s the big deal here?” His jaw clenched tight and he exhaled with slow purpose.

“It’s no big deal.” Elena snuggled into him and stroked his arm. “If it’s off the table, that’s fine. We have to respect each other’s limits. I get that.”

Matt pictured Byron when the four of them had had sex together. He was sexy as hell and Elena had been attracted to him but that didn’t mean HE was. Was this something that Byron would expect from him? It had never come up with Phil or Chris...but they’d been at a club.

Was this the way it was at house parties? Surely there were lots of guys who felt the same way as him, just like there were bound to be women who didn’t share bi-sexual fantasies. He’d just have to make that perfectly clear, that he was fine with it, as long as he didn’t have to participate.

***

He woke with a start the next morning, well before the alarm clock went off. His heart beat hard and there was a sheen of sweat on his forehead. What the fuck was with that dream? And why the hell was his dick hard? Oh my God.

He shook his head and his hand fell back on his forehead, remembering the dream. Fuck! Byron had been in it...but not just him but Phil and Chris as well. They were at some kind of spa or exercise club and they’d all been in the sauna.

Right out of the blue, Byron and Chris had started playing with each other’s cocks, turning to face one another while they kissed.  Their arm muscles gleamed in the low light over the door, each of them jerking and pulling on cocks that were huge, totally out of proportion.

When he turned to look at Phil sitting next to him, to make a comment about the size, Phil was also jerking off. It was crazy. What was in the steam in that room? He slid off the bench and stepped to the door. When he pulled the wooden handle, it wouldn’t budge. He pulled again, bracing his feet on the hot wooden floor. Still nothing.

He jumped when their hands slid over his shoulders and gripped his arms, pulling him back to the bench. He caught just a glimpse of Chris’s smile, his body sitting on the bench before the other guys spun him around, their hands holding his arms in a vice-like grip. They pushed and manoeuvred him until he was bent, his legs straddling Chris’s, shoving him lower till there was a slippery burning in his ass. 

Their hands rubbed his cock, getting him harder....the rod of steel in his ass going deeper. He didn’t want to do this but they made him...kept playing with his cock...he was powerless to resist. Their hands no longer held him… they longer had to…

One of them lowered and there was hot wetness on his cock, his balls massaged while his ass was filled. Then Byron’s cock pressed into his cheek, the way that it had touched Elena. Turning his head, his lips parted and he took it into his mouth, his jaw aching from the effort.

He was pushed, prodded, every orifice filled...used like a sex toy by these naked men. Oh God. He’d liked it! He was still hard.

He threw the comforter back and strode through the bedroom. It was still dark out, thank God. He made his way to the bathroom and turned the shower on.

What the hell was that dream about? No. He knew why he’d had it. It was all that talk with Elena before he fell asleep. But what didn’t compute was his body’s reaction. A gang bang with the boys had him hard as iron?

He stepped into the shower, wincing at the icy blast of water. No. This couldn’t be. The thought of having sex with men had never appealed to him. And it still didn’t.


Chapter 7

The next night, Matt stayed up watching the news after the rest of the family had retired to their beds. He was still trying to figure out the dream he’d had. All day long it had unsettled him to the point that Dave had pestered the shit out of him, trying to find out what was wrong.  Of course, there was no way he was ever going to discuss this with Dave. He wasn’t even sure about talking to Elena about it.

A big part of the dream had been the element of powerlessness. It was something that he’d been made to do. Because he’d had to submit to it, he’d relinquished control. If he’d had control, like early in the dream when he’d tried the door, he would have left.  But because he had to stay, he had been surprised at how turned on he had become.

This was weird. His head hurt from trying to untangle all of this mess. He clicked the remote control and stood up to leave the room.

When he entered the bedroom, Elena was reading something on the laptop, propped up in bed.

She looked up and smiled. “Sophia and Chris are fine with us baling on Valentine’s. But they want to visit us the end of March. They want to stay in a hotel and get together with us for diner and play in their room. They want to know if we’re okay if they ask Eve and Phil along?”

Matt nodded and peeled his sweatshirt over his head. “So they understand, it’s the weather and not them or the fact we have new swinger friends?”

Elena took a deep breath. “Well, I didn’t get into that with them. The next time I email Sophia, I’ll tell her about Sylvia and Byron. One thing at a time.” She watched him take his pants off and get into bed next to her. “I’ll call Sylvia about going to their party on Valentine’s.”

He turned off the lamp next to his side and turned to snuggle into her. “It’ll be fun to go to that. I wonder if we’ll run into anyone we know? I mean Black Rapids isn’t that big and we’ve lived here all our lives.”

Her hand which had been skimming affectionately over his back stopped. “What if we do? That could be pretty awkward. What if I see Mila there? I wouldn’t put it past her.”

He chuckled. “She might say the same thing about you, you know.” He pulled her close, both of them silent, lost in their own thoughts for a few moments.

Finally, he couldn’t hold it in any longer. “This thing with the guys... the bi-sexual thing. Do you suppose that will happen at the Valentine’s party?”

She pulled back and looked at him. The streetlight outside their bedroom cast just enough light that he could see her eyebrows draw together.

“Are you worried about that? Personally, I would think that Valentine’s would be the last kind of party that you’d see that, but then again, who knows?” 

He felt a little better but still was reluctant to share the dream and more importantly the fact that he’d been so strongly aroused. He still had to do some more heavy thinking on that one.


Chapter 8

The next day, Elena waited till Mila had gone for lunch before calling Sylvia. When she came on the line, Elena felt a surge of warmth in her chest. It wasn’t just that Sylvia was sexy as hell, she was actually quite nice—the kind of woman you could hang with even if it was just shopping or going to the movies.

“Hi Sylvia. How are you?”

Sylvia laughed and her voice was a low purr. “Better now that you’re calling. Did you change your mind on the party?”

“You must be clairvoyant or something—”

“No. Just warm for your form.” Again the laugh.

“Ditto for me. Actually, we’ve changed our mind about going to Brooklyn on Valentine’s. We’d rather go to your party. We’d love to see you guys again, and not having to drive for six hours in February makes it even sweeter! How many people are you expecting?” Elena gripped the phone tightly. She still couldn’t picture that many swingers living in Black Rapids.

“Probably twenty or so. Why? Does that make you nervous? Maybe we can introduce you to another couple before the party.  Why don’t you and Matt come over this Satureday again? We can do dinner and I’ll introduce you to Josh and Carrie. You’ll like them.”

Elena’s eyes went wide and she glanced out to the main showroom of the store to make sure that Amanda was still busy out there and not about to barge in. “Sure. That sounds great! Can we bring anything?”

“Just your sweet selves. See you at seven.”

Elena clicked the phone off and sat smiling for a few moments. Matt would be happy to be visiting Sylvia’s house again after the last time. Plus, they’d meet another couple!

When her cell phone lit up and dinged with an incoming text, she flipped the phone over. The smile fell from her lips as she read. Oh no. Matt had invited Dave and Gwen over to play cards on Saturday night. It was probably more like Dave invited himself.

Her fingers flew on the phone’s keyboard.

“I just accepted a dinner invitation at Sylvia’s on Saturday. Can you apologize and switch Dave and Gwen to Friday night?”

She bit her lower lip waiting for his response. Finally it came. “NP.” She put the phone back in her purse and rose to go back to the main part of the store.  Great. Matt would smooth things over with Dave and they’d still be able to see them.

It was fun getting together with Sylvia and Byron and meeting new people but she didn’t want to lose touch with their other friends. She suppressed a chuckle. If Dave and Gwen knew they’d be totally shocked. And there was no way she’d ever tell them.

It was like living a double life.

***

After work, making dinner at home, Elena stood at the kitchen sink rinsing vegetables. She didn’t hear Matt come in the door and when he touched her, putting his arms around her waist and kissing her neck she jumped.

“Hey! You’re home early.” She turned her head to kiss his cheek. His face was scratchy with stubble, but his dark eyes were crinkled with laughter.

“Where’re the kids?” He moved to the fridge and popped the top of a can of beer. He watched her as he lifted the can to swallow a long mouthful.

“Walker’s downstairs with a friend playing video games and Aria had a basketball practise after school. She’s catching a ride home with Nicole.” She placed the pot of broccoli on the stove and then checked the chicken in the oven. It was nice when she had the evening off, to be able to cook dinner and eat with the family.

Her eyebrows rose and she looked over at Matt. “Oh! How did you make out with Dave, changing the night they come over for cards?”

He held the beer in front of his tummy and grinned. “No problem. They’re coming over on Sunday. It’ll be an early evening I think. I asked them for dinner. Hope that was okay.”

Elena nodded. It wasn’t ideal but it was do-able. She and Matt would probably be tired from being out the night before, plus the excitement of being with their new friends but they’d manage dinner with Dave and Gwen. They had to cook anyway so what was a couple extra place settings?

She walked over to Matt and placed her arms around his neck, leaning in to kiss him lightly. “I love you. Everything is working out so well...don’t you think?”


Chapter 9

Saturday finally arrived. Aria was at Elena’s parents’ place and Walker was spending the night with a couple of school friends. Matt was dressed in black wool trousers with a white button down shirt and leather vest.

He smiled sitting on the bed watching Elena apply the finishing touches to her appearance. Her hair was loosely piled on her head, with a few stray tendrils falling over her neck and shoulders. The dress wasn’t new. It was a bright red form fitting, square necked dress with long sleeves. What was new was the fact that she had shortened the hem until it was barely an inch below the crease of her bum. In the high heels and dark stockings, her legs looked good enough to belong on a model. It never ceased to amaze him that a gorgeous woman like Elena had picked him to marry.

“I can’t wait to meet Josh and Carrie. Sylvia said we’ll like them.” Elena turned and the light caught the sparkle of her dangling earring.

Matt’s gut tightened for a few moments. This was going to be fun, being with Sylvia ad Byron and even meeting the new couple, but any move towards guy on guy....no way. He couldn’t handle that. It didn’t mean he’d be rude, but he’d say it wasn’t for him. From what he’d read, people never pushed in the Lifestyle; respecting someone’s limits was an important thing in this game.

“I hope so. If they’re anything like Sylvia and Byron, we will.” He glanced at his watch and rose to his feet. “We’d better get going. It’s six forty-five.”  He led the way down the stairs and reached into the closet for their coats.

The doorbell rang and his heart stopped. Who the heck could it be? Elena’s hands flew out and she scampered like a scared rabbit up the stairs, long legs flashing under the ivory curve of her ass and red panties.

When she was out of sight, Matt turned to open the door. Oh God. His stomach fell through the floor. It was Dave and Gwen, grinning, while he held a case of beer up.

“Hi. Sorry, we’re a little late.” Dave’s eyes travelled from Matt’s polished dark loafers, to the dress pants and vest. “Hey. You didn’t have to dress up for us. Looks good though buddy.” He started to step into the house.

“You’re not supposed to be here. It’s tomorrow, you’re coming for dinner.” The words rushed from Matt’s mouth and seeing the look of horror on Gwen’s face, he immediately felt bad.

“What?” Dave’s head jerked back.

“Oh no. Dave!” Gwen shot daggers at Dave with her gaze. He face was flushed almost as deep a red as her hair.    

“Jeeze Dave. Don’t you remember? Elena made plans to go out for dinner at her new friends and we were just on the way out.” Matt shook his head and tried to cover the irritation on his face.

Dave looked up the stairs and then down the hall. “Where is she? You said you were just going out...I don’t see her.”

Matt looked at his watch again. “She’s just finishing up getting dressed.”

“Come on Dave. Sorry about this Matt. Honestly, I tell him he needs to write things down.” Gwen put her hand on Dave’s arm, tugging him away.

“Hang on. I just want to say hi to Elena. They can’t go until she gets down can they?” Dave shrugged her hand away.

Matt took a deep breath, counting to ten. Elena would never come down, not dressed the way she was. But what could he say? Dave had a point. He slipped his arms into his coat, wondering if he should take Elena’s upstairs to her.

“There she is!”

His gaze flew to the stairs where Elena was walking down. She had slipped a longer black work skirt over the dress and looked much more conservative.

“Hi Dave, Gwen. What are you guys doing here?” Elena managed to smile graciously.

Gwen stepped forward. “Hi Elena. Dave screwed up. Sorry about that. We’ll get going and leave you guys to your plans.” She jerked Dave’s arm firmly this time. “Have fun!”

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Dave called over his shoulder, being marched down the walk by Gwen.

Elena turned to Matt and her hands rose to cover her mouth, laughing and shaking her head. “Can you believe that?” Her hands rose to unzip the zipper at the back of the black skirt.

Matt held her coat while she stepped out of the skirt. “That Dave. I swear, I told him and he heard me—Sunday dinner. Honest.”

Elena laughed as she slipped her arms into the coat. “I think he knew. I also think he’s curious about us. Remember, we used to spend a lot of time with them but since Christmas...not so much. And remember that remark at your boss’s Christmas party, kidding around about us going to an orgy. Probably the wrong thing to say to a guy like Dave.”

Matt nodded and held the door for her. “Yeah. He is obsessed with his sex life; he’s always talking about what him and Gwen are doing.” He shook his head. “Then he expects me to give him a blow by blow account of what you and I do.”

Elena stopped in her tracks. “And what have you discussed with him?”

Matt laughed. “I’ve known the guy for years, I can tell you what Gwen looks like naked, and I’ve never told him a damn thing about us.” He crossed his heart. “Honest! I’m not in high school, you know.”

“Good.” Elena giggled. “If he had the slightest idea he’d have a heart attack!”

“Yeah. Even so, I guarantee you that I’ll be getting the third degree from him next week.”


Chapter 10

Elena’s head drew back and a grin flashed on her lips when Sylvia answered the door. Once more her new friend surprised her in the dress and hair that she flaunted. With the blonde curls trailing carelessly over her neck and shoulders and the tight and outrageously low-cut dress, she could have been a Dolly Parton stand-in. Even the warm smile and hint of laughter in her blue eyes was like the famed country music star.

“Hi you two! Come in.” Sylvia reached for Elena and drew her close to kiss her cheek.

“Hi Sylvia. Sorry we’re a bit late.” Elena murmured into Sylvia’s ear. The light floral scent of her perfume combined with the heat of her body drifted into Elena’s nostrils, and she breathed deeply.

“You’re right on time.” Sylvia’s words hung in the air behind her as Elena stepped forward to kiss Byron. Instead of letting her kiss his cheek he turned and their lips met, softly. He was every bit as gorgeous as she remembered from the previous weekend. Her neck became warm and there was a tug low in her tummy, remembering how the night had ended.

When she slipped out of the winter coat, Byron’s eyes widened and he checked her out from head to toe. “Wow! I thought you looked great last weekend, but this dress is wicked.”

Her shoulders drew back and her chin tilted high, pirouetting and basking in the compliment. “Thanks!”

Behind her Sylvia was murmuring something to Matt, helping him with his coat. The air was electric with a sexual charge. She felt it in the lightness in her chest, and the moist heat between her legs.

Sylvia stepped close and placed her hand on Elena’s arm, leading the way to the kitchen. “That is definitely your colour Elena. Lady in Red.”

Standing next to the island counter was a couple a few years younger than she and Matt. The woman was petite, with short auburn hair and with the splash of freckles across the bridge of her nose; she was like the girl next door—very fresh and friendly.

Her husband was tall, dark and totally jacked. His eyes twinkled and there was a friendly grin, revealing perfect white teeth.

Sylvia extended her hand introducing the four of them. “Elena and Matt, this is Josh and Carrie.” She turned to Elena. “We’ve known Josh and Carrie for a few years. I sold them their house and then sold them on swinging.”

Byron eased closer and laughed. “That’s a whole other story. Before we get into it, can I get you some wine?”

Elena nodded and she glanced at Matt. He looked pretty comfortable with the new couple. “Yes to the wine and yes to the story.  I’m dying to hear it.”

It was Carrie who spoke first. “At first I was shocked. Josh had come ahead to finish the deal, while I was still packing up the old house. Sylvia of course had met both of us and she suggested a threesome.”

Sylvia glanced over at Byron and she giggled. “I don’t do that very often. Byron and I like to play together, but I couldn’t resist. Besides, it did work in getting the ball rolling, so to speak.” She stepped into Carrie and her hands rested on the smaller woman’s shoulders. “Actually we’ve never had that threesome.”

Carrie leaned in and kissed Sylvia, running her hands over Sylvia’s back and down to give her ass a friendly squeeze. “No threesome, but plenty of foursomes, six-somes, eight-somes...Oh hell, we’ve fucked practically everyone at your parties.”

Elena’s eyes were wide and her jaw dropped watching the younger woman talk. She startled at Matt’s hand, slipping over hers and squeezing it.

Byron appeared before them, and handed them their wine goblets. “I’m so glad you are joining us for Valentine’s.”

Matt chuckled and looked down at Elena. “From the way Carrie’s talking, it sounds like it’ll be a pretty wild time.”

Josh cleared his throat and looked over at Elena and then at Matt. “Look, there’s never any pressure. I understand this is still pretty new to you. Byron and Sylvia are great hosts. They keep an eye on things too.”

Carrie stepped over and put her arm around Josh’s waist. “I must sound like a total slut—”

“I love sluts!” Sylvia laughed. “Sexy Lovers Unite Tonight!”

“As I was saying...” Carrie grinned and continued, “I’m totally nuts about my husband. This works for us. Our sex life is wicked good and we owe a lot of that to this, playing with Byron and Sylvia.  We’ve discovered things about ourselves that we never would have known if not for this.”

Elena nodded, warming up to Carrie immediately. She was honest and fun. Not only that but, she was attractive as hell. In the green dress with the short flirty hem, her legs curvy and toned, she was a nymph. She wasn’t the voluptuous busty woman that Sylvia was but her body was vibrant with energy. Yeah, she could see herself kissing her plump lips and exploring that vitality.

Sylvia busied herself at the built in oven, opening the door and filling the room with the aroma of lasagne and fresh bread. She winked at Elena and slid the tray of pasta on the counter. “Told you I love this dish. Probably more than I should, if you know what I mean.”

Byron slapped her ass on the way by, opening the fridge to get a heaping bowl of salad out. “Sylvia’s always thinking her ass is too big. I love it just the way it is, don’t you?”

It was impossible after that remark not to glance at Sylvia’s bottom. Sure, it was curvy and full, the crease of her butt cheek peeking out under the short black dress, like a taunting smile.  Elena turned to Matt when he spoke.

“For sure.” His voice was hoarse, betraying his arousal.

Josh laughed and his hand rose to give Matt’s arm a light punch. “Totally get that, Dude. Reminds me of when we first came over here for drinks around the pool. As I recall, it was a discussion and subsequent appraisal of Sylvia’s lower assets that got things heated up.”

“Cute pun.” Sylvia turned to Josh and shook her head. “Why don’t the four of you take a seat in the dining room? Byron and I have things underway here.”

***

The dinner was delicious, the conversation about work, their families could have happened in any dining room where three couples were getting to know each other better.

Elena felt a pleasant warmth in her body sitting at the table with her new friends. The glasses of wine probably had something to do with it as well. Now that the meal was over, would things get under way? Her gaze flitted to Sylvia and Byron.

“Would you like to see our playroom downstairs, Elena? It’s where the parties are...well, other than in summer.” Sylvia got to her feet and extended her hand to Elena. “You said you like the stripper pole.”

Elena smiled, feeling the flutter between her legs as she stood up. “Your house is amazing Sylvia. I can only imagine what your playroom is like.”

“It’s beyond decadent. I love it!” Carrie stood up and walked behind them, heading through the kitchen to the entrance to the downstairs.

Sylvia led the way down the set of stairs. The guys were on their heels and Elena, practically quivered with anticipation. The previous Saturday had been a soft warm-up for what would follow that night. She just knew it in her bones.   

When her foot landed on the last step she looked around, and her jaw fell open. It was a large room with a wall of mirrors on one side. In front of them, a gleaming brass pole on an elevated dais was illuminated by recessed spotlights. Around the dance pole, the floor was padded with dark vinyl mats. On the opposite wall was a fireplace that was flanked by leather sofas. The adjoining wall was taken up by a dark wooden bar with twinkling lights sparkling on the rows of liquor bottles.

Their playroom had it all. There was a dance area, a cozy chatting area, a snuggling up to the bar area and of course a comfy area for erotic play.

“Wow.” She let herself be led to the stripper pole, hand in hand with Carrie and Sylvia.

Music began to play, a raunchy song with a throbbing beat. Between the lighting and the music, she could have been at Eden. It was perfect.

She stepped up onto the platform and her hands gripped the cool pole. Carrie smiled and her hand slid up Elena’s arm, swaying forward until their lips brushed softly against each other’s. It was just the faintest of touches, their mouths open and breath mingling, yet it sent a thrill of excitement down her body to spark in her pussy.

A sigh escaped her lips when Sylvia stepped behind her and put her hands inside the neckline of her dress to fondle her nipple. She was sandwiched between the women, the three of them pressing and pulsing into one another in time to the music’s rhythm.

There was a tug on the bottom of her dress and she breathed a soft moan when it slipped up and over her head. She glanced over to where the guys stood, their eyes soft and hooded. Covered only by a G string and stockings, Elena licked her lower lip and raised her hands to Sylvia’s chest. She filled her hands with the older woman’s luscious full breasts, rolling and kneading the supple flesh through the fabric of the woman’s dress.

She pulled on Sylvia’s dress, lifting it off her body, her fingers scrambling to free her breasts from the lacy bra. Elena bent lower and flicked her tongue over the firm tip of her nipple. Sylvia moaned and her hand clutched Elena’s head, pulling her in firmly.

In time to the music, Carrie’s hands caressed Elena’s ass as she rocked her pelvis back and forth against her butt, like she was fucking her.

“Oh God, that’s hot.” It was Matt’s voice.

Elena pulled back from Sylvia’s breast and she looked down at him. He was still fully dressed but Byron and Josh had slipped their shirts off and were working at the buckles of their pants. She licked her lips and then turned away from Sylvia, to face Carrie. It was time that little green dress came off. For whatever reason, the music, the wine, being there....a side of her was unleashed. An assertive, sexual side demanding attention.

She pulled Carrie closer and her finger unzipped the dress and pushed it off the tiny woman’s body. Her breasts were pert and full, the nipples cone shape betraying her arousal. Their puffy shape was  mouth wateringly teasing. She bent to take one between her lips. At that same moment, Sylvia’s hand cupped her pussy from behind, spreading her slippery lips and teasing her clit gently.

Oh God. The thrill of Sylvia’s finger, as she laved Carrie’s nipple made her cream again. She was so horny she could scream. But it was sweet torture that she didn’t want to ever end.

Her hand was caught in a firm grip and she was pulled to the side. When she opened her eyes, it was Byron pulling her down from the platform. He was completely naked, his cock thick and pressing into her tummy. Another hand, smaller and softer caressed her back, warm lips on her neck.

Carrie’s voice whispered into her ear, “You’re going to love what we do to you.”

A thrill of wanton craving made her shudder and half stumble into Byron as he led the way to the thick mats. She lowered herself down onto the cool surface and watched as Carrie knelt before Byron and took his cock into her mouth, her hands rolling over it, adoring it with every fibre of her being. Byron’s hips rocked back and forth into her mouth but his eyes were on Elena.

Behind them, Sylvia was stripping Matt’s shirt off and then kneeling to unzip his pants. She proceeded to pull his cock out and lick the length of it. At the same time, her hand stroked Josh who was standing next to Matt. She had her hands and mouth full with the two of them, working both of their thick cocks.

Carrie eased back from Byron and turning towards Elena, she crawled over and straddled her body. She leaned forward to kiss her, her tongue darting and exploring. Her tongue was a weapon inside Elena’s mouth; a firm spear, then soft pillow, prodding her to even higher arousal.

When Carrie’s hand teased between her pussy lips, Elena cried out. “Yeah...oh yeah!”

“Hang on sweetie.” Carrie continued to tease her hot nub softly.

Byron shifted so that he lay next to the women. Carrie knelt back onto her haunches pulled Elena to a sitting position, then guiding her to straddle Byron. His bloated cock looked massive, like the trunk of a tree, sticking straight up above a firm abdomen. His hands rolled over her hips as she climbed on top, guiding her to straddle him, facing Carrie. Oh God, her fingers closed over the knob of his cock, slippery from Carrie’s mouth and the dollop of pre-cum that oozed from the tip. She pulled it to her opening, and slowly lowered her ass, taking it in a bit at a time. Fuck! He felt huge, the way it was going in—stretching and filling every bit of her.

It pushed hard on her cervix, the small pain adding to the pleasure of being fucked by him. Carrie leaned in and kissed her softly, pushing gently on her shoulders until they parted and Elena was laying back on top of Byron. The angle of his cock inside her, pulled on her flesh.

“Oh fuck, yeah...” Carrie’s tongue lapped the underside of her clit. It was as if everything in the room dimmed, the only thing that she was conscious of was her cunt, the hot slickness of Carrie’s tongue licking and sucking her clit for all she was worth as Byron’s meat stuffed it.

There was a sharp jab of pain in her nipples from Byron’s fingers pulling and pinching; but that only made it hotter.

And then Carrie’s mouth was gone. Elena’s eyes flew open and she saw Carrie standing above her smiling. She stepped over Elena’s head and bending her knees, slowly lowered her crotch down to her mouth. Elena watched Carrie’s pussy was get closer, the lips slick and smooth with her arousal. The tiny dark nub of her clit peeked out from the folds of purple skin. Elena strained upward, her tongue extended to pay homage to the other woman’s cunt.

Her scent was a mix of soap and musk, the taste sweet on her tongue when she licked the firmness of her clit. Elena had only done this once before but she’d gotten a taste for pussy. Bringing up a hand, she squeezed her fingers together and thrust them deep into  Carrie’s cunt, rewarded by a fresh gush of hot wetness.

Byron was not immune to what the women were doing. He rocked back and forth, curling his hips in an arch to shove his cock deeper into Elena, sending new waves of pleasure deep inside her.

Movement beside them caused her to pause. She pulled back for a moment and looked over to where Sylvia was her hands and knees, her mouth filled with Josh’s cock while Matt pounded hard into her cunt. Her gaze met those of her husband’s and Elena smiled. He was loving every minute of this, from fucking Sylvia to watching Elena with Carrie and Byron. Even seeing Josh get head, had to be nice for him.

And it was the same with Elena. Knowing he was getting off, just made her own sensations hotter, if that was even possible. She turned back to Carrie, her tongue flicking quickly over the woman’s clit. The sensation in her cunt was building, the orgasm close. Part of her wanted to hold off, to do this forever; rolling in the thickening clouds of bliss.

Under her, Byron’s breath was a fast pant, his hands pulling at her tits, cock pounding hard into her like a piston. He took one hand from her nipple and lowered it to her clit and began to massage it.

Oh God. As the first shock of her climax burst through her, she clamped her mouth down on Carrie’s mons, eliciting a cry of pleasure from the woman above her as she rocked her mouth into her pelvis.

When the second shock took her, Elena gasped and pulled her head back, unable to minister to Carrie’s clit as her body began to tremble from the exquisite edge of pleasure coursing through her. It was a total body shudder; he limbs stiffened like tree branches as the waves of pleasure cascaded through her.

When they passed over her, she relaxed down on top of Byron. He wrapped her in his arms and rocked her softly, murmuring into her ear as his thrusts eased off.

Squatting down beside them, Carrie said, “Can we switch places now? I need a big cock inside me to be able to come.” She smiled devilishly at Elena.

Still a little wobbly from the force of her orgasm, Elena rolled off of Bryron, feeling his still thick cock slide out of her. “My pleasure!” she said brightly.

Carrie wasted no time in climbing onto Byron. She was so tiny, her body looked almost too small to take the thick length of his shaft inside. Elena watched Carrie’s eyes close and her shudder of ecstasy as she slowly impaled herself on Byron’s shaft. And just like how she’d laid back on Byron’s chest, Carrie did the same. Her eyes opened and she licked her lower lip, signalling what she wanted from Elena.

Elena knelt between Carrie’s legs, and leaned forward. Carrie’s pussy lips were stretched tight, her small clit peeking out. Her fingers, toyed with the tight ridges of Byron’s balls, as she began to lick and gently suck on Carrie’s nub. From the sounds of her breathing, the small whimpers, she was close to coming. She had to bob her head about to stay on top of Carrie’s pussy; the woman was writhing in pleasure as she approached orgasm. Both of them, Byron and Carrie were getting closer and closer to the edge and she wanted to be the one to shove them over.

At Carrie’s sudden cry and the low guttural grunts from Byron, it was happening. Elena grasped at Carrie’s hips and licked and flicked her tongue riding pussy like a bronco buster breakin’ eight. Carrie’s hips thrust up into her mouth and back down onto Byron’s shaft as he filled her pussy with his thick load. She bucked and heaved and Elena stayed with her, urging her to higher realms of pleasure. Again and again, they quaked in orgasm, Elena’s nostrils filling with the aroma of their mingling juices. After one final gasping cry, Carrie’s hands cupped her head, pushing her away.

Elena rose and turned to Matt. He had just completed his own orgasm. His eyes were half closed and his lips were loose, hunched behind Sylvia, straining to catch his breath. She knee walked over to him and kissed him. They’d both had a wild ride tonight; life was good.


Chapter 11

Kissing her, Matt could taste and smell Carrie on his wife’s mouth. He had just drained his nuts into Sylvia’s pussy, and yet he could feel a slight throb in his cock already. It was only a light kiss Elena planted on him; but when she pulled away, he clutched at her, holding her close.

Smiling at him, she said, “Hey big boy… you liked that, huh?” She caressed the side of his face.

Glancing around, Matt watched each of the other couples, touching base with each other too. Josh and Carrie were cuddling, and Sylvia and Byron were at the bar, holding hands as they poured out another round of wine.

He gazed into her eyes. “Are you kidding? I’m fucking Sylvia doggie style watching you go totally gonzo next to me? What’s not to love?” He gave his head a small shake. “This is…”

Elena’s mouth gave a small smirk. “This is kinda hard to put into words, huh?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I mean… it doesn’t make a lot of sense, but honey, I felt so… so damn proud of you!” He kept his voice low, barely above a whisper.

“Proud of me?” Her eyebrows knitted in curiosity.

He chuckled. “The look on your face is exactly how I feel.” He stuck his hand out, palm up. “It’s weird, but there it is.”

“But what do you mean?”

“I’m not sure, exactly. I think part of it is that you’re so hot physically, you turn on Carrie, and Byron… but when you looked over at me as I was doing Sylvia and gave me that look of approval… that you were totally okay with it…” His voice drifted off and he chewed his lower lip for a second, looking aside. Then his eyes snapped back to Elena. “I got it!” he snapped his fingers.

“Go ahead! I’m on pins and needles!”

He held his wife… his beautiful, sexy wife who would one day become old and grey… by the shoulders. His heart was full to bursting as he said, feeling a tiny catch in his voice. “As we watched other people fuck us… we were totally cool with it. I was thrilled that you were getting off on it… and you were thrilled that I was getting off. You were happy for me, and I was happy for you.” His eyebrows arched. “We love each other… we’re that secure in each other… we love each other that much!”

She was nodding as he prattled on, watching him. When he stopped yammering, she smiled at him. “Yeah… we do, don’t we?” She put her arms around his neck and pulled him to her with a firm hug that lasted forever.

“I love you,” they both said in unison.

Next to them, Carrie let out a loud gust of air and she chuckled. “Wow.” She sat up and rolled off Byron, squatting between Sylvia and Josh. “It never ceases to amaze me how good this is. And now, meeting Elena and Matt, it just keeps getting better.”

Matt watched the other two couples and smiled. From the dewy eyes and soft looks on everyone’s faces, the golden afterglow of good sex shone through. Normally it was something that he and Elena experienced together, that mellow, loving spent comfort. It was cool to see it on the other couples, the six of them floating on the same cloud.

But what really was amazing was the closeness he felt to the others. Lounging there naked after the shared intimacy was so natural and real. It didn’t matter what job anyone did, what kind of car they drove, they were equal with no hidden agendas, each of them deeply committed as a couple and enjoying sexual fun together. 

Byron rose to his feet and smiled down looking around at the group. “Anyone up for the hot tub? We could have a glass of wine, sit under the stars and tell each other how wonderful we are.”

Matt grinned watching Byron. He had to be pushing fifty yet he had the body of a much younger man. And from what he knew about him, he worked from home, handling investment portfolios, not exactly physically challenging. “Sounds good to me. You must work out at the gym Byron, do you?”

Byron laughed and he took a step closer to Matt, so that his junk was at eye level. Matt eased back and looked over at Elena. After the dream he’d had that night, he wasn’t sure he wanted to be that close to the other man. The scene in the sauna flashed in his mind and he felt his neck grow warm. Why’d he have to ask Byron about the gym?

“Actually I do. Maybe sometime you’ll come with us for a game of squash or racket ball. Josh is a member there too. It wouldn’t be hard to set up a foursome.” Byron turned and walked over to the side of the room where there was a small door and a closet.

Matt gulped watching him reach inside and grab a heaping stack of towels. A foursome at the gym? Not going to happen. “Sure. Maybe sometime I will.” He glanced over at Josh. It was hard to read his expression. He smiled yet there was a questioning look in his eyes.

Sylvia stood up and extended her hands to each of the other women, tugging them to their feet. Now this was more like it. Carrie was spritely, her boobs and ass perky as she got to her feet. Seeing her and Elena playing had been hot as hell. Sylvia turned her head and winked at him. She knew exactly what he was thinking checking them out.

“I think I’d rather work out here, like this.” She winked as she passed by him, and her fingers drifted through his hair.

Josh stood up and stepped towards him, smiling while Matt got to his feet. “She’s something else isn’t she?” He nodded towards Sylvia. “And Byron is no slouch himself. He’s given me the best blowjob, I’ve ever had, but don’t tell Carrie.”

Matt gulped and his gut tightened. Well there it was. Out in the open–his fear that the bi-sexuality wasn’t limited to the women. “Ah...Josh? I’m not really into male bi-action.” He looked over at Josh to gauge his reaction.

There it was again, the enigmatic smile that was so hard to decipher.

“No problem, Matt. Neither was I… well, at first. Don’t worry; there are other guys who come to these parties who aren’t into it either. You’re not alone. And you know– no one would ever force the issue.” Josh hung back, walking slowly beside him to the other side of the room.

Matt’s stomach lightened and he chuckled. “So I don’t have to suck your cock?” He grinned looking over at Josh and added. “Just kidding. I kind of thought it’d be that way. But it’s good to get that out in the open.”

“Yeah. Sure.” Josh’s eyebrows rose and he shook his head. “I understand. I never thought I’d ever do anything bi; but as they say, never say never.” 

Matt decided to let it drop. He continued walking over to Elena and took the towel she held out. Sylvia, Carrie and Byron were almost at the top of the staircase. He tucked the towel around his waist and followed her up.

The hot tub was just outside the patio doors leading off the kitchen. Sylvia and Carrie became a steamy blur as they stepped down into the bubbling water. It was a perfect night for it, the sky clear, speckled with stars while the crescent of the moon shone down on the snowy landscape. The cold air had Elena and Matt scurrying to join the others in the tub.

Sylvia pointed to the spot between her and Carrie.”Here. Matt, take this seat. It’s the lowest one. Josh usually gets it but since this is your first time here, you should give it a try.”

He didn’t have to be asked twice on that. His legs brushed hers as he stepped by and slid lower into the water. It was heavenly after the crisp, winter air. “Oh man.” He looked across at Elena who was laying back next to Byron and Josh. “We have got to get one of these.”

“You’re welcome to come over anytime and use ours. It’s funny but we never seem to use it unless we have company.” Sylvia turned and flashed a warm smile at him while her hand floated in the water over to his thigh. The tops of her breasts floated on the surface amid the roiling bubbles. If she kept this up, he’d be ready again, even though he’d just had a mind blowing orgasm.

Josh chuckled. “Any excuse to get naked with you guys, works for me too.” His head turned and there was surprise, followed by a sly smile watching Byron. His voice was soft. “Mmm, yeah that’s nice.” His head fell back against the lip of the tub and his eyes closed.

The breath caught in Matt’s throat as he watched Byron and Josh. From the way Byron’s arm moved, the muscle flexing, glistening from the submersed golden glow of the tub’s lights, it was apparent that Byron was manhandling Josh’s cock. He glanced at Elena. She had caught the action too, a smiling, bemused look in her eyes.

Matt stood up, glancing at Sylvia and Carrie. “Sorry. I should have visited the little boys’ room before we came out.” Even to his own ears the words sounded hollow. He stepped quickly out of the tub, grabbed his towel, and in a flash he crossed the patio to enter the house.

His heart was pounding and he gasped for breath. Why did that have to happen right then? Everything had been perfect up until that moment when Byron started that. And he’d told Josh that he wasn’t into any bi stuff. Josh probably thought he was disgusted, stomping off into the house to avoid watching it.

He sighed and crossed the kitchen floor to enter the darkness of the living room. It was true that he’d left rather abruptly but if he was honest with himself, it hadn’t been shock or disgust that propelled him out of the tub. It was something else. Something deeper within him—fear. What if he got aroused? He couldn’t let that happen and wasn’t taking any chances.

His hand rose and he parted the curtain, leaning forward to peer outside at the scene in the hot tub. Was it over? He gulped watching Josh standing in the tub, Byron’s head covering his groin. His mouth fell open and he stood riveted to the spot, unable to turn away, even though that small voice inside his head screamed at him to do so.

There was no denying the pulse of lust that flitted to his dick, getting him hard again. Byron’s head and hands moved rhythmically on Josh’s cock. Even though the scene was from behind, he could see that. And Josh...He smiled looking down and his hand drifted over the older man’s head.

Matt spun on his heel and went into the kitchen. He turned the tap on and rummaged in the cabinet for a glass. He needed to collect himself. He gulped water and his cool hand skimmed over his abdomen to his groin. The chill on his fingers along with the cold water pouring down his throat helped. Still, he stood for a couple minutes longer, focusing his thoughts on the dark granite counter, the gleaming sink...anything else but what was happening outside.

He took a deep breath and set the glass down. Squaring his shoulders, he stepped away from the sink and crossed the room to join the others. It was probably over now. Nothing to worry or think about.


Chapter 12

“We saved your spot.” Sylvia beckoned to him and grinned.

Matt smiled crossing the patio and stepped into the hot water. He took his place next to her and glanced over at Carrie.

Her body floated up and out, hands gripping the sides of the tub. Her toes grazed against her husband’s shoulders, while the smooth skin of her thighs and breasts broke the bubbling surface. The languid eroticism of her movements was mesmerizing. Matt’s breath was soft between parted lips watching her. He glanced across at Elena, finding her as entranced as he was.

“Carrie’s a water baby. She loves it.” Josh kissed her ankles and moved closer, his fingers sliding up her thigh and coming to rest on her pussy.

Matt’s cock responded immediately and a slow smile formed on his lips. Now this was more like it. Watching the two of them...Josh fingering his wife, her slow gasp of aroused response, only inches from where he sat was electric. The same thing had happened the first night with Sylvia and Byron and now it was happening again.

Byron cleared his throat and spoke. “Actually, one of Carrie’s big turn ons is being caressed by a group of people.” His eyes crinkled in a smile. “The night we did it, we blind-folded her. She didn’t know whose hands or mouths were touching her.” He rose, flipped a switch to silence the jets and looked down at Carrie. “Close your eyes, Babe.”

Matt could hardly believe his ears or eyes. When Elena shifted so that she was next to Carrie’s hip, her fingers skimming the petite woman’s thigh, his heart skipped a beat.

At the soft hand stroking his cock, he turned to see Sylvia nod her head in Carrie’s direction. “Go on; She really, really gets a charge out of it.” Her words were a soft whisper. “You’ll see,” she added with an evil grin.

Josh and Byron stroked Carrie’s breasts and her arms, loosening her grip on the tub. Inch by inch her body turned in the water until the pink pads of her feet faced Matt. Her legs were spread, the dark lips of her labia rising and falling in the warm water.

Matt looked at Elena. Oh God, she was totally into this. Her eyes were half closed and lips parted when she nodded giving her consent.

He rose higher and edged close to her body. With his bone hard cock in hand he inched higher and rubbed the knob along her slit. Oh fuck, the intake of her breath, her head rising slightly made his blood heat up...heat up more than even the hot water of the tub had done. Heat up more than earlier, watching Josh and Byron, thank God.

Josh held Carrie’s shoulders, making sure her head was out of the water. He glanced over at Matt and nodded.

This time when Matt slid his cock through Carrie’s slippery folds, he held it at her opening for a moment. Byron was next to Carrie’s face, his cock sliding over her lips. Sylvia and Elena were on each side of the tiny woman, their hands roaming over her breasts, her ass and pussy.

Oh fuck! Matt thrust deep inside her, his hand gripping her hips, holding her steady. The slick tightness of her cunt, pulled at his flesh, driving him mad with desire. Carrie’s mouth opened and she licked at Byron’s cock. Her breasts heaved, sucking air and the hot shaft into her mouth.

Oh my God! He punched into her flesh again, pulling her ass hard onto him. It was incredible...the sight of her body, Byron’s cock and the women kissing and fondling her was too much. He could feel the wave of lust consume him, filling his body with a pulsing heat. He thrust into her and felt his wad of cum pulse out in up inside her. At that moment, her thighs stiffened as she felt his first spurt, the muscles firm above the water, twitching. Oh fuck...Another gush of raw pleasure jerked out of his meat.

He gritted his teeth. “Oh...oh...” The last shot of cum left him breathless, his heart pounding in his chest.

He hunched forward, easing his cock out and slipping back into the water. Carrie’s eyes opened and she smiled at him. It was obvious that she had come like thunder too.

He gasped at the moist cold air, watching Josh pull Carrie’s head closer and then bend to kiss her.

When they finished, Carrie glanced around at everyone. “That. Was. Awesome.” She shifted in the tub to slide into the seat next to Matt. He wasn’t surprised when she leaned over and kissed his lips.


Chapter 13

Elena smiled watching Matt finish the scene with Carrie and kiss her lips. It was good that everything had gotten back to hetero action. Matt had left the tub so quickly when Byron and Josh were messing around that, she’d been a little worried that he was really upset. Not anymore, after watching him partaking in Carrie’s fantasy.

Oh God! When she’d first got in the hot tub, she had been wrung out, sexually. But the scene with Carrie awakened a dream that she hardly dared to admit to herself. All the while her hands and mouth explored Carrie, amping up the experience up for the gorgeous young woman, it was doing the same for her.

At Byron’s touch on her shoulder she turned to him. 

His eyes were soft slits and there was a small smile on his lips. “Would you like to try it?”

“Oh yeah!” She grinned. The guy was a mind reader! But not only that, he was still rock hard.

She laid back in the water and closed her eyes, feeling the cold air hit her breasts and thighs when her body floated upward. For what seemed like a long time, probably because her pussy was now yearning and oh so ready, she waited. She could feel movement in the water and the faint sounds of feet and bodies on the hard shell of the tub.

Hands rested under her shoulders, keeping her afloat. Other hands caressed her breasts, fingers rolling her nipples sending fresh jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. Oh yeah. Come on. Who would be the one to fuck her? Would she be able to tell?

Byron’s cock was thick and the knob at the end was big and pulpy. It had filled every millimetre of her cunt. And from what she’s seen of Josh’s; long with a wicked curve upward, it would be nice too. There’d be no way for Matt. Carrie had taken it out of him.

There was pressure on her ass and her hips were lifted above the surface of the water. She jerked when hot slipperiness sent a rush of pleasure in her clit. And then the decadent thrill of something pushing against her asshole...oh fuck, someone was also finger fucking her ass! Her body revelled in the debauched caresses. Keeping her eyes tightly shut, she opened her legs wider.

Her lips parted and her tongue rolled over them, wetting them slowly, invitingly. Oh yeah, Give her a hot cock to suck. Almost immediately, her mouth was filled with a thick hard shaft. She strained upward, filling her hand with the base, pulling it deeper into her mouth.

She moaned when the hands in her pussy and asshole pulled away. Oh fuck. It’s had been so good!

Again she jerked, sucking in air at the sharp stab in her cunt, so thick and hard, it felt she was being split apart. 

The movement in her mouth started again, a hand on the back of her head pulling her forward. Oh fuck. It was porn star hot, being fucked and fondled like this. Again, her clit was softly stroked, her asshole penetrated and entered. Her head was out of the water, striving to take all of that hot cock inside. The moans followed by ‘Suck it baby’ inflamed her mind and body.

Whoever was fucking her was ramming her like a jackhammer. Pounding into spots she’d never known existed. Oh fuck. So good. The burning in her asshole returned as someone’s fingers invaded her again. The realization that she had never been doubly penetrated before, and now with her mouth also filled with cock tumbled her over a new border of ecstasy. She writhed and squirmed like a wild animal, sucking and getting royally fucked. Her mouth fell away for a moment when the first tsunami of her climax cascaded through her.

Pulling her mouth off the shaft, she moaned “Oh yeah! Fuck me!” It was a gasping cry before she dove once more onto the hot cock pressing into her lips.

Her nipples were pinched hard, clit was whirred under a fingerpad, “Oh yeah... “ It was a rumble in her throat as another wave of pleasure filled her. Again. Again. The orgasm went on and on. Deep masculine grunts punctuating the night air.

A stream of thick, cum shot into the back of her throat. Another spurt, tingling her tongue. Her hair was fisted and she was pulled forward, almost gagging when the thickness pushed deeper.  And then it was gone. Her cunt now tender and raw.

She opened her eyes and looked up into Byron’s swarthy smile.  Turning her gaze away to see Josh panting for air, his groin pressed against hers. And on each side of her were Carrie and Sylvia. She lifted her head higher and there was Josh, standing behind Sylvia.

It was a golden moment except for one thing... one other woman needed attention.

“Sylvia; you’re next.” She shifted so that Josh slipped out of her and she was able to sit in the hot water.

Sylvia’s eyes went wide and she grinned. “Are you kidding?” She glanced back and Matt and kissed his lips. “This man is wicked good with his hands. I came waaay before you did.”

Elena laughed. “I could have told you that. He is good.” She rose and kissed Byron and Josh before once more turning to Carrie. “I love your fantasy! Do the guys ever get to do this?”

She didn’t see Matt’s eyes grow wide like a deer in the headlights.


Chapter 14

Elena talked a mile a minute all the way home in the truck. “I can’t decide which I liked better tonight—the downstairs play or the hot tub.” She grinned and rubbed her hand along his thigh. “Doing Carrie’s hot tub fantasy was amazing. And it happened so naturally.”

“Totally mind blowing.” Matt smiled and squeezed her hand. “They take swinging to a new level. This isn’t just swapping, but making fantasies come true.”

Watching Elena with the four other people had been incredible. What woman wouldn’t like being the centre of such sexual attention? If he could be assured that only women would partake in a scene like that with him, he’d love it too.

“Exactly.” She turned to him and there was a shy smile in her eyes. “So, what would your fantasy be if they ask?”

For a few moments he was silent. “I couldn’t close my eyes and just let things happen. Not the way you and Carrie did. But that’s a guy thing, I guess. The visual is really important, not just the sensation, but watching it.”

There was no way he was going to get into the fact that part of that was making sure that only women would be involved with him. “Other than that, it would rock to be with three beautiful women.”

He flipped the turn signal on and wheeled the truck into their driveway. “Actually, I thought that the scene with you, Carrie and Byron was pretty hot. I’d like to be that guy, next time.”

Elena inhaled deeply and grinned. “Oh yeah. It was good.”

Matt got out of the truck and went around to open the passenger door. Elena’s leg swung out and she reached for his hand. Even after a night of raucous sex and being in the hot tub, her hair and make-up were still perfect. He felt worn out, totally drained from the big meal, all the sex and the heat of the tub. Unlike the other times when they’d played with other people, and had wild monkey sex after, this time he was bushed.

***

He startled awake. Oh God, not again! That same dream of the sauna, only this time it was Byron instead of Phil sucking his cock. Josh’s words echoed in his head—’Byron gave me the best blowjob I ever had’. His fingers drifted down his abdomen to curl around his shaft, still hard as a rock from the dream. He took a deep breath and settled deeper into the pillows.

Why did the dream excite him? When he was awake, going about his day, he never looked at guys that way! He never any kind of sexual thoughts about guys! But on a subconscious level, the state he visited while asleep, there had to be something there. Hell, it was still there, judging from the woody in his hand. And that scene in the hot tub, between Josh and Byron. No! He couldn’t think about that!

He wasn’t homophobic! He didn’t hate gay guys or anything! It just wasn’t something that he’d ever thought about for himself. There was no doubt about the fact that Josh’s words had touched a nerve that his subconscious responded to. Hell, he couldn’t deny the fact that when he ran from the hot tub he had been turned on.

Damn.

It was still dark outside and Elena was sound asleep, curled into a ball next to him. His eyes closed and the muscles in his ass tightened, pulsing his pelvis forward. The images in the dream filled his head while his hand rolled up and down on his cock. In the dream, he’d been overpowered, their hands rough dragging him back from the door when he’d tried to escape.

His thigh pushed higher to the side, mentally putting himself in the sauna, his ass being forced down, the white hot burn in his ass when Chris’ knob pressed inside of him. His sphincter muscles tightened sending a thrill through his groin. The grip of his hand on his shaft became softer, moving faster up and down, imagining Byron’s mouth. This time when the fantasy cock pressed into his jaw, he turned his head. His mouth fell open, gasping for air before that wickedly curled cock met his tongue.

His eyes opened and he glanced over at his wife. Elena’s breathing was slow and steady, the hiss of air through her nostrils bordering on a snore.

Fuck he was so horny! He could wake her up, spoon into her backside and finish this...But he still hovered in that grey area between sleep and being fully awake—that dreamy, anything is possible area.

His hand stroked faster and faster, his asshole tight and full. The sauna was filled with the scent of testosterone and sweat; man smell. He could almost feel the iron grip on his biceps, forcing him lower, fingers pressing the back of his head onto Josh’s cock while his own meat was suckled like a teat.

Oh fuck! The first spurt of cum filled his palm, spread over his fingers, creaming his shaft. It was so hard and fast that it balanced on the cusp of pain. The next one was longer, filling his body with pure ecstasy. Oh God, this was decadent. Another shot, his hips jerking forward, ass squeezing hard. His chest arched up at the final gasp and gush of lust.

He lay back flat, gasping for air, willing his heart to slow from the fast thundering. His hand was still, fingers slippery with cum. It had happened so quickly. Normally he wouldn’t orgasm this soon. But, it was the first time he’d allowed himself to indulge deeply into this dirty fantasy.

It was something that no one need ever know. A one off, that’s all. Now that it was done, wouldn’t happen again. Well, not if he was wide awake at least. Who could control the weird thoughts and fantasies while half asleep? It didn’t mean he was homosexual or homophobic or homo anything. It was an odd quirk that would never have happened if not for Elena mentioning the male bi stuff at house parties. And Josh’s comment and actions in the hot tub hadn’t helped.

The only thing he needed to do now was work on accepting any homosexual action he’d see at Sylvia and Byron’s. He wouldn’t be able to always clear out by pretending to run to the bathroom. Elena and Josh hadn’t said anything earlier, but they probably suspected.

After wiping himself off with a Kleenex, he snuggled into the curve of Elena’s body and closed his eyes. He’d figure this out. In the meantime, what had just happened would never happen again. He was straight, God damn it!



Chapter 15

A couple of days later...

“I hope you didn’t pick this up being in the hot tub, in the middle of winter.” Elena held her palm out handing him the cold pills.

He picked up the glass of orange juice and reached for the pills, tossing them into his mouth. He swallowed them back and shook his head. “No. A few guys at work have been sick with this. That’s where I caught this cold.” He sat at the kitchen table in his robe and pyjama pants. As soon as Elena left for work he’d high tail it up to bed. His nose was running like a tap and his sinuses hurt.

She smiled and plucked her lunch bag from the counter. “Just rest today. No using this as an excuse to catch up on anything in the basement or garage.” She walked over and kissed his forehead. “Call me if there’s anything you need me to pick up on the way home.”

“Don’t worry. I’m hitting the hay. I hope the kids don’t catch this. They’ve got mid terms coming up.” He rose and followed her out to the front hall, watching as she slipped her boots and coat on.

“Me too. I can’t believe you’re sick. You never get sick.” She put her hand on the door handle and turned once more to smile at him. “Remember. Call me if you need something.”

With that she was gone.

Matt turned and trudged up the spiral staircase. The house was so quiet with the kids and Elena gone. He climbed into bed and picked up the remote control. He’d watch some TV while he waited for the medicine to kick in. Daytime TV was boring enough to put anyone to sleep.

A couple hours later he opened his eyes and sat up. His head felt much better. On the television, some kind of western movie was playing. He was about to change the channel but something caught his eye. Two guys having a fight in a tent? But not a knock down drag ‘em out fight. No. This was a violent act that became intimate.

Matt’s eyes opened wide and he sat back. Holy shit. It was apparent that one of the guys was getting fucked up the ass. It was rough man-love. He reached for the remote and turned the TV off.

He closed his eyes and laid back into the pillows, trying once more to fall asleep. But it was no use. The scene in the tent kept looping in his brain.

What would that be like? In the sauna dream, getting fucked in the ass had been part of it. He felt his cock thicken, picturing the sauna scene once more. His fingers rolled over his stomach and into the pyjama bottoms, curling around his dick. The silence in the house was a rare gift. He was totally alone and would be for the rest of the day.

Once more his mind’s eye fell into the dream sequence as he began to fist his cock slowly up and down. It felt good, picturing Byron’s mouth rising and falling on his shaft. Josh had said he gave a mean blow-job. And he’d seen it that night in the hot tub. Why not Byron?

In the dream, he was forced to sit on another man’s cock, his asshole filled with thick man-meat. His other hand slipped down his body, fingers straining to reach his rectum. He curled his abdomen and felt the burning invasion in the tight ring of muscle, his finger pressing in. Oh God, it was hot...but it wasn’t big enough.

He shifted in the bed, reaching to the other side, into the drawer of Elena’s night table. Yes. It was there at the back of the drawer, hidden behind a book. Elena’s vibrator, which they’d used many times. For an instant he hesitated. This was hers.

But the throbbing pleasure in his cock, his asshole still warm and tingly over-rode any guilt. He took the hard dildo and settled back into the bed, and shoved his p.j. pants off. He spat into his palm and rubbed it over the head of the vibrator. His breath was a fast rasp in his throat when he lowered the tool, pressing it between the cheeks of his ass.

Once more his eyes closed and he lost himself in the fantasy. The hardness pushing into him was Josh’s cock. The stroking sensation on his shaft, Byron’s mouth and tongue. It was initiation time. No choice but to submit to the pleasure.

Oh fuck, the sensation, the burning fullness in his ass was good. So good. His cock, hard and oozing pre-cum. It went on and on, the pleasure mounting.

“Yeah! Do me!” His words were a harsh hiss...Cock erupting thick and fast. “Oh God.” Another hard spurt of lust, higher still. And another.

His eyes flared wide and he sucked air. It had happened so fast. It was so fucking intense! His breath was ragged, like he had just ran the hundred yard dash. He squeezed one last dollop of pleasure from the end of his cock and sighed. Slowly, he pulled the vibrator out.

Oh my God. Where had that come from, the intensity? He couldn’t remember ever being that jacked.

He rose from the bed and went into the bathroom off their bedroom. He rinsed the vibrator and poured liquid soap over it, washing it in the hot water. He’d put it back and never say a word to Elena.

What would she think of him if he did? Sure, she said it would be erotic to see him with another guy but he didn’t believe her. It would diminish him in her eyes. He was sure of it.

Who was he trying to kid? If he couldn’t admit how much this turned him on… he felt like a phony… or something, anyway. He could barely admit to himself what had just happened; how would she ever handle it? It was one thing to talk about it, even fantasize about it. But reality was quite another.


Chapter 16

It was like telling someone to not think of the colour blue. Try as he might to avoid anything that might trigger this bi curiosity, it seemed to be everywhere. Or, like the colour blue, it coloured all his perceptions. Fuck! It might as well be a rainbow as far as he was concerned.

He needed a break.

His daughter’s and Elena’s eyes shifted from the TV when Matt jumped up and out of his chair.

“I’m going to the gym. I feel like I’ve been cooped up in here for months, instead of days.” He stomped down the hall and grabbed his gym bag from the laundry room. He’d spent the last two days at home but now, he was better, not so much as a sniffle.

Elena appeared next to him and he looked away. A part of him resented her. Everything was perfect in her world. She could be who she wanted, as free as a breeze knowing that no matter what she did, he would always support her.

“Drive carefully. The Weather Network is predicting freezing rain around midnight.” Her blue eyes were wide with worry.

“I’ll be home long before then. I just need to do something.” He grabbed his coat and shoved his feet into winter boots. “See ya later.” With that he was out the door, his breath pluming white mists as he strode to the truck.

He started the engine and wheeled the truck out of the driveway, already feeling some tension ease from his shoulders. He hadn’t been to the gym in over a month. After he had that dream the first time, he’d been avoiding it. It was time to get on with his routine.

Ten minutes later he was in the locker room, changing into shorts and a T shirt. He glanced around at the row of lockers, the smell of sweat wafting in the air. Aside from a couple of guys, one older fellow in his sixties and a beefcake in his twenties the place was empty. Probably the threat of bad weather and the fact it was Thursday night, one of the better TV nights, was keeping people away.

He grabbed a towel from the bag before tossing it into the locker and slamming the door. Feeling eyes upon him, he glanced down the row of lockers only to find the surprised look on the old guy and the handsome young stud. He huffed a sigh and yanked the gym door open, pushing ear buds into his ears and adjusting the cell phone on his arm band.

Bright lights, a gleaming hardwood floor and set of weights reflected in the mirrored wall opposite him, met his eyes. Good. The gym was empty too, no waiting for any of the equipment. He stepped up onto the treadmill and set the speed and time. The machine hummed to life and he began a steady, brisk walking pace.

After a few minutes the machine’s program switched to a slow jog. He could feel his heart beat harder while his breath puffed quicker. His gaze flitted to the door which had opened, revealing the young guy he’d seen in the locker room. For a moment their eyes locked, each of them sizing the other up.

The guy was actually a bit older than he’d thought on first glance, closer to thirty than twenty. He had a shank of blonde hair that fell forward almost covering his one eye as he ambled to the treadmill next to Matt. He’d never noticed him before in the gym. Must be a new member. One look at his arms and legs, it was obvious he worked out on a regular basis.

Matt looked down at the control panel, checking his speed and the distance he’d run. Not much longer to go. When he glanced over at the young man, the guy was still looking at him, a small smirk on his face.

“Hey! Pretty quiet tonight.”

Matt pulled an ear bud free and nodded. “Yeah. Must be the weather.” His feet were a steady beat on the moving platform.

“I’m Gary. I don’t think I’ve seen you in here before.” Gary smiled and then turned to set the time and speed of his machine.

Matt smiled and gasped his answer. “Haven’t been for a few weeks. I’m Matt.” He coughed a few times and shook his head. “Believe me, I’m feeling it now.”

When Gary grinned, a small dimple flashed in his cheek. Even his eyes were narrow with mirth. “Pleased to meet you, Matt. That explains why I’ve never seen you here. I’m new. I’m working on a project in Black Rapids for a few months and took out a short term membership.”

He winked his eye at Matt. “But, just so you know...I think you’re in better shape than you’re letting on. You probably work construction while I’m a computer geek. I have to come here. Not that I mind. I meet some nice guys at the gym.”

Matt’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell was that remark about? Meet nice guys? He glanced over at Gary. The guy was smiling at him, almost flirting. What’s more, no matter what he said about working on computers, the guy was buff. His shoulders were wide and beefy with muscle.

“Can I buy you a drink after we work out?” Gary’s gaze drifted down Matt’s body.

Matt’s mouth went suddenly dry. Hell! He’d used that line when he was dating, way before he took up with Elena. And the overt way Gary checked him out, left no doubt that he was hitting on him.

“Sure.” The answer was out of Matt’s mouth before he had a chance to think. His face and neck heated up. It had nothing to do with the exercise. What’s more, his cock was warming up too? He felt it thicken in his shorts.

What the hell? He adjusted the speed and now was running full out. This was crazy! Why had he said yes? Gary continued smiling, glancing over at him a few times.

After another ten minutes the setting changed, slowing the moving platform down to a cool down speed. Matt grabbed the towel and wiped his face and neck. When he set it back on the handle, Gary stepped off his machine and stood watching him.

“I’m ready anytime you are.” Gary raised his arms, stretching and twisting at the waist.

If Matt didn’t know any better, he would have sworn that Gary was preening, showing off his muscles and trying to entice him. Even his words ‘I’m ready...’

This was it. He could stop this right here and now, just politely decline and keep working out. The sauna scene from his dream flashed like a neon light in his brain. His body tingled. The physical response was drowning out the niggling voice of fear. It wasn’t like the guy lived in Black Rapids. He was only there for a short time. He’d never see him again if he didn’t want to.

Matt stepped off the machine, and closed the distance between them. It might only be a matter of an inch or two but, it was close enough that the signal was sent and received. “How about if we hit the sauna first?” His words were soft and insinuating, his smile inviting.

A thrill of excitement flushed through Matt’s body. He was taking a walk on the wild side, but the tension he’d been living with for the last couple of weeks was gone.

“Let’s go, big boy.” Gary nudged him with his shoulder, lingering there while his gaze drifted slowly down Matt’s body.

The gasp of air from Matt was soft but what was happening in his crotch wasn’t. When Gary turned and walked across the room to the door, Matt’s eyes wandered from the man’s back down to his muscular thighs. His heart was pounding hard, his palms sweaty, following Gary.

He stopped at his locker and peeled his T-shirt up and off, his eyes never leaving the other man. Gary smiled standing about ten feet away at his own locker. He opened the locker and tossed his damp muscle shirt inside. The two men were bare-chested, watching each other.

It was Matt’s turn. There would never be a better opportunity to do this. The place was a tomb. They had the room and sauna all to themselves.

Matt’s lifted one foot and then the other, unlacing his sneakers and sliding his socks off. Again, his gaze was focused on Gary, watching him do the same. It was a slow, mutual strip tease that was seriously hot.

Matt peeled his shorts down over his hips and let go. He locked eyes with Gary as they dropped down to his ankles. He stepped out of them, his thickening cock brushing his thigh. He walked over to Gary, feeling his cock bob and throb with each step.

Oh God. Gary was naked now. His cock had a wicked curve to it, the knob torpedo-like, the shaft as stiff as his own. Wordlessly, the two men frankly appraised each others’ junk, and looked into each others’ eyes. Gary picked up a towel, turned and walked away, heading for the sauna room. His ass was tight, the hollows at the side of his cheeks deep.

Matt barely breathed as he followed Gary into the steamy room. Gary stopped at the lowest bench, farthest from the rocks and heat, and spread the towel out before turning to wait for him. It was like his dream, the steamy heat caressing his body as he stepped closer.

Without a word passing between them, they gazed into each other’s eyes. Matt gasped and his body jerked slightly when Gary’s fingers curled around his cock. The sensation was intense. At his movement, Gary’s grip tightened, pulling him forward. Matt’s eyes closed and his head fell to the side. Again, it was a signal sent that the young experienced man picked up on right away.

Gary took Matt’s hand and placed it on his cock. All the while, his other hand sent sweet torture through Matt’s dick.

It was the first time that Matt had ever touched a cock other than his own. The knob pressed and slipped over his palm, his fingers feeling the columns pulsing in the shaft. It was decadent to be doing this, so wickedly erotic.

Gary’s hand was on his shoulder, pushing him lower, to his knees. His fist tightened around Gary’s shaft and his head fell forward, lips parted. Oh God, the bead of pre-cum in the slit was salty on his tongue. He pulled on the shaft, his mouth opening wider taking it in, tongue swirling. The fingers of his other hand cupped Gary’s balls, rolling them softly.

Above him, Gary hissed a gulp of air, jerking his groin forward. He pumped his cock hard a few times into Matt’s mouth, the knob pressing the back of his throat. Then, his fingers gripped Matt’s hair pulling him away.

“Not like this.” The hoarse words and the strength of his hands pulling Matt up and spinning him around, was intoxicating. With a gleam in his eye, he held up a tube of lube and a condom. “Bend over, bitch,” he said, his voice husky.

Matt was drunk with lust. He scrambled to bend over the bench. His hands snaked behind him to spread his cheeks. He heard the foil wrapper tear and held his breath.

This wasn’t any slow and sure descent the way it had been when he fucked Elena up the ass. No, Gary was a brute. He shoved the nozzle of the tube into his asshole, greasing the sphincter muscle, and tossed the tube aside. He put one hand on the back of Matt’s pelvis and with his other, guided his cock into Matt’s asshole with a single, relentless thrust.

Matt gasped and tried to jerk away. Gary’s cock was a red hot poker invading his asshole but it was no use. Gary’s hands gripped him hard, slithering around his hip and clinging to Matt’s cock. His fingers stroked Matt’s shaft fast and furious even as he thrust deeper, sending fresh jolts of excruciating pleasure straight to Matt’s core.

The urgent violence of Gary’s body and hands touched a raw need deep inside—a need he now dared to acknowledge. The power of the other man was an aphrodisiac to his senses. He pushed back, willing more of the other man’s meat inside. The pain added to the pleasure, intensified it. The fist on his cock was aggressive, commanding.

The two men slammed at each other, impaled and impaling. The cedar benches in the sauna room creaked and stuttered under their assault. The sensation of Gary’s hips slamming into his ass cheeks was something he’d never felt before. And he fucking loved it. He braced his arms against the bench under him, leveraging on it to thrust as hard as possible to get that man meat as deep… as deep inside as he could.

He turned his head, stretching his neck to see Gary’s eyes shining as he was watching his cock bury itself into his asshole. Gary’s teeth were as clenched as his own.

“Oh yeah, man! Just fucking DO me!” Matt’s words were guttural and low, rumbling in his throat. It was a release. Freedom. Opening himself to a primal need for satisfaction in a way only another man could give him.

The pain of Gary’s final deep thrust did it. Matt’s cock exploded, the cum shooting hard and fast. And it kept coming. Another glorious shot. It was achingly beautiful. It hurt so fucking much! It hurt so fucking good! Gary’s grunts at each thrust just added to the pleasure. A final jolt of lust spilled out, leaving Matt totally breathless.

He knelt on the bench, his thighs quivering from the force of the orgasm. Above him, Gary hunched over, his head on Matt’s shoulder.

“Fuck man...that was good. Your ass is so fucking tight!” Gary’s hand fell away from Matt’s cock and plucked at the towel. Already, his cock was softening and slipped out.

Matt felt Gary dab and wipe the towel across his asshole. He felt a twitch of emptiness now that Gary’s cock had slid out. The emptiness was accompanied by a low burning sensation as his asshole contracted back. He sucked in a deep breath. He’d just done what he hadn’t dared to dream, and it was awesome. It had been white hot sex. He was still in a state of pleasant shock.

“I’ve never done this before. My ass was virgin.” Matt chuckled and stood to his feet.

Gary’s hand rose to cup Matt’s cheek. He leaned closer and Matt turned his head away.

“Fucked and don’t want to be kissed.” He laughed and turned to look into Gary’s eyes. “I got a wife, you know. I was curious.”

Gary’s smile fell from his face. “So that’s it? I won’t see you again before I leave town?”

Matt was silent for a few moments. “I don’t know. I need to talk to my wife.” He’d crossed a barrier tonight. A weight had been lifted from his mind. He’d tried a bi scene and the world hadn’t ended. He still loved Elena. He’d always prefer sex with her but this bi stuff wasn’t off the table anymore. He couldn’t wait to tell Elena.


Chapter 17

Elena glanced over at the clock radio. It was almost eleven and Matt still wasn’t home. She turned back to the book in her hand, reading the same few paragraphs for the third time. Just five more minutes and she’d try calling his cell phone. Hopefully he was just late from a good work-out and not off the road from the freezing rain.

Her ears cocked at the low rumble outside. When the downstairs door thudded close, she breathed a sigh of relief. He was home.

A few minutes later she looked up to see him walking through the bedroom door. His face was flushed and there was a small smile on his lips. She knew that look. He was like a kid with a secret to tell, just waiting to be begged.

“How was the work-out? Has the rain started yet?” She closed the book and set it next to the bed.

“Not yet.” He lifted the sweatshirt over his head and tossed it into the hamper. His eyes were bright and excited gazing over at her. “Elena. Something happened tonight.”

She couldn’t help the smile that curled her lips. Whatever it was, he had to tell her had to be good news from the way he was acting. She watched him slide the jeans and socks off before lifting the covers to slide in next to her. “Okay. I give. What happened?”

His hand rested on her tummy and his eyes were wide gazing into hers. “Remember you asked me about trying bi stuff? I was nervous about it but it’s been playing on my mind. A lot. Hell, I was even dreaming about it.” He propped himself up on his elbow and grinned. “Tonight, I tried it.”

Elena had been watching him closely as he spoke. With each word her lips had parted farther and farther. At the last statement, she blinked wide. For a few moments she could only stare at him, his next words not even registering in her brain.

He had a homosexual experience when he’d said he was going to the gym? Had that all been set up before hand? What the hell was going on?

His fingers gripped hers and he shook her hand to get her attention. “Elena?”

“You had sex with another man.” She puffed a gust of air through her nostrils and her eyes narrowed.

“Yeah. It was awesome. I think that—”

“Matt! You cheated on me!” She sat straight and knocked his hand away from hers.

The look in his eyes was confusion personified. He shook his head. “No. I wasn’t with another woman. It was a guy! I thought you would—”

“Shit Matt! You went behind my back and did this. I wasn’t there! How can you not see that this is cheating?” Her jaw clenched tight watching him. And to think he looked so proud of himself coming home with that piece of news!

“Hey if you and Sylvia, or Carrie or Sophia got together and did something like this, I’d think it was hot! I was curious! It wasn’t planned. It just sort of happened.” Matt gripped her arm, forcing her to look into his eyes.

She pushed him away once more. “Matt! I wouldn’t do that! When we are with other people sexually, we need to be together. This is swinging. Something we share. It’s not an open marriage where we go off and do our own thing!”

At the look of remorse in his eyes, her voice became softer. “Look. It only happened once. I’m hurt that we didn’t talk about this first. That you couldn’t share this with me.”

Matt looked down at the bed, silent for a few moments.

She took a deep breath trying to keep the tears at bay. The next move was his to make. If he couldn’t see that what he’d done was wrong, then she’d have to re-think this whole lifestyle. He had taken the first step on a slippery slope. Their marriage was too important to stay on this course.

He finally looked over at her. “I’m sorry, Elena. I never thought of it like that.” His hand rose to cup her cheek. “I love you. I never meant to hurt you.” He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. “Honestly, I wasn’t thinking. I guess I got a little obsessed with the whole bi thing.”

Her heart softened watching him. She could see how sorry he was and the truth in his eyes. “It was okay with me, you know, the fact you didn’t want to do it. I hope you didn’t feel pressure because—”

“No! Believe me, the pressure came from me.” He pulled her into him and kissed the top of her head. “Maybe it was the way I was raised. Even though my parents were accepting of gays, it was always an unspoken thing. You couldn’t be gay and be a man.”

Elena pulled back from him and looked into his eyes. “You couldn’t be more manly than you are right now.”  She could easily see how his parents could have shaped his thoughts about this. His Dad prided himself on being a guy’s guy. She had never seen him buy flowers for his wife or say I love you to her.

Matt smiled and kissed her forehead. “I know that now. You could hardly call Byron or Josh effeminate, either.” He pulled her close and continued. “I was totally fucked up about this. My dreams and the way my body responded showed I wanted to give it a try but on a different level...I couldn’t.” He chuckled. “Tonight blew that (pardon the pun) out of the water.”

Elena smiled and rubbed her hand along his back. “So tonight? Tell me, what happened?”

“First off, it’ll never happen again without you being there.”

She gave his waist a hard pinch. “Better not.”

He jerked and gripped her hand in his. “Ouch!”

She smiled wickedly. “You deserved it, buster. Never again without us being together, right?”

He nodded quickly. “Okay, okay! Look, don’t worry it won’t. But tonight, this guy was at the gym. There was nobody there hardly, not with the weather advisory.”

“What’d he look like? How old was he?” She cuddled closer, trying to picture the guy in her mind.

“Thirtyish, blonde, buff. He’s not in town long...on some sort of project. I think that helped make up my mind.” He took a deep breath and continued. “He hit on me and we ended up together in the sauna.”

Elena’s hand paused and she pulled back to look up at him. “Did you kiss him?” Somehow, that was something that would bother her. Why, she had no idea.

“Of course not. This was sex, that’s all.” He snorted. “Weird huh? Having a guy’s cock in my mouth is one thing but kissing’s off the table.”

Elena’s eyes went wide and she pulled back. The picture of Matt sucking another guy’s cock, flashed in her mind. “Was it big? Did he suck yours?” She hardly dared to breathe watching him while her mind was going ninety miles an hour. This was exciting.

Matt grinned and his cheeks flushed. “He had this torpedo dick. Long and kind of pointy. Yeah, I gave him head. But...” He looked away for a moment. “He fucked me in the ass while jerking me off. It was fast and hot.” Again, there was a nervous laugh. “He used a rubber in case you’re wondering. I probably won’t be able to sit down for a few days, but it was good.”

Holy cow! Elena’s mouth had fallen open and she smiled when he stopped talking. “God, I wish I’d seen that! It sounds hot as hell! Will you do this again, do you think?”

He took her into his arms and they snuggled close together in their bed. “Only if you’re there.”


Chapter 18

Matt handed Elena the dozen red roses. Seeing her eyes light up and her hands fly up to cup her cheeks was worth the fifty bucks.

“They’re beautiful! You shouldn’t have!” Still, she held the bouquet close, inhaling deeply and closing her eyes. “We’re going out tonight, that’s enough Valentine’s present for me.”

“I know. But you deserve these. I can’t remember the last time I bought you flowers and if I can’t remember then that’s too long.” He watched her bend to get a vase from the cabinet and then place it under the tap.

As the vase filled she leaned over and kissed his lips quickly. “You’re sweet. We’ll have to get dressed soon.”

He smiled as he took a seat at the island. Sylvia’s Valentine party. Finally the night had arrived. “What time should we be there?”

Elena started arranging the flowers in the tall vase. “In about an hour. Just enough time for you to take a shower and me to finish getting dressed.” She smiled glancing over at him. “The kids won’t be back till lunchtime tomorrow. We can sleep in.”

He got up and put his arms around her waist, kissing the side of her neck as he snuggled his crotch into her backside. “I can’t wait to see you in that corset again.”

She laughed and finished putting the roses into the water. “And if Josh or Byron...”

He pressed his groin into the softness of her ass, feeling his cock get stiffer still. “Yeah. I’ll let them know that my limits have changed. So, if that is the way it goes tonight, then I’m in.”

Elena set the vase aside and turned around. She placed her hands on his shoulders and her voice was low. “Well, you know how turned on you were at the thought of seeing me with other women...well, that’s reciprocal.  I think seeing you with Byron would be hot as hell.”

He laughed. “What? Not Josh?”

She pinched his cheek and grinned. “Why not both?”

***

When the door opened, laughter and music met Matt’s ears, while Sylvia stood framed in soft lighting, a vision in the black corset and fishnet stockings.

“Elena! Matt! Come in!” She opened the door wider and stepped back, a warm smile on her ruby lips.

Once more he was struck by her beauty, the elegant way she carried herself as she leaned in to kiss Elena’s lips. In the high heels she was just a little taller than his wife. Both women were blonde, but Sylvia’s hair was lighter, more of a platinum, piled high with loose tendrils curling over her graceful neck.

When she turned to him, her blue eyes were flirty and the welcoming kiss was a beat longer than normal. Her lips brushed the fold of his ear. “You look good enough to eat.”

His chest warmed at her compliment. He slipped the leather jacket off and handed it to her. “Is that a proposition? I sure hope so.”

Sylvia hung his coat up and turned to face him. “Let’s just say, I want a place on your dance card tonight.”

Byron appeared and shook his hand, leaning in as well to give him a one-armed hug. “So glad you and Elena were able to come tonight.”

Matt laughed. “Come, in more ways than one.” He watched Byron wink and turn to give Elena a big kiss and hug.

Gazing past Byron, he saw a few clusters of people sipping drinks and chatting. In one group he noticed Carrie, wearing a hot pink sequinned dress. She spied him and fluttered her fingers, grinning at him. Next to her was a tall, red haired woman and a burly guy who could have been a fullback football player.

Matt’s body was fairly tingling with anticipation of the fun he and Elena would have. Sylvia took his hand and led him to the kitchen. He could hear Byron speaking to Elena, following them.

“Wine, beer or would you like something stronger? Once I get you and Elena fortified, I’ll introduce you to everyone.” Sylvia stepped behind the island, looking from Elena to Matt.

“I’ll have wine, please.” Elena stepped forward, lacing her fingers through his.

He looked down at her and felt his chest expand. She was absolutely gorgeous in the back satin bolero jacket, framing the swell of her breasts above the red corset. She wore a short leather skirt and when she moved a flash of ivory thigh showed above the dark stockings.

He noticed Byron checking her out and smiled over at him. This was an aspect of living sexy that he totally got—seeing his wife, porn star, hot being openly ogled by other people. And from the smile on Elena’s face, she was enjoying it as well.

“I’ll have a vodka and tonic, if you don’t mind Sylvia.” He grinned at her. “You weren’t kidding about this party. There’s quite a crowd here.”

Sylvia fixed the drinks and looked over at them. “There’re more people downstairs.” She handed the drinks to them and nodded her head to the side, signalling for them to follow. She entered the living room and it was all Matt could do to keep his jaw from falling open.

The blonde woman talking casually with two guys was naked except for a ruby G string. She could have passed for Sylvia’s sister except that her boobs were even bigger, the nipples rouged to form red hearts. She was curvy as hell, her legs long and shapely above the red heels.

Beside her, the guys, one with his back to them, tall and dark haired, while the other one’s teeth sparkled white in an ebony face, acted nonchalant like this was an everyday thing. Matt’s cock was anything but nonchalant.

Sylvia stepped close to the woman and smiled. “Dani, this is Matt and Elena.” She turned to the guys, first the black man, “Barry, I’d like you to meet Matt and Elena.”

The second guy turned and reached for Matt’s hand, while Sylvia spoke, “Keith, may I introduce Matt and Elena. They’re kind of new to the lifestyle.” She glanced over at Elena. “Keith is Dani’s husband.”

Keith’s grip was firm and dry, his voice deep muttering the normal pleasantries. Matt smiled, “Nice to meet you.” When he turned to grip Barry’s hand, the man was just breaking away from hugging Elena.

The guy was even taller than Matt. He had to be six four at least and his shoulders filled the sports coat out quite nicely. He had a nice smile and friendly eyes, shaking his hand hard.

“So nice to meet you.” Dani stepped into Elena and gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek before turning to him.

He gulped, trying hard to focus on her face while she leaned into his chest. Focus on the sweet scent of her perfume radiating into his nostrils, the strand of hair brushing his cheek and not the soft pressure of her bare breasts against his chest.

Her soft giggle tinkled into his ear. “It’s okay to peek. They don’t bite.”

When she pulled back he risked a sideways glance at Elena. What was she thinking? But from the grin on her face, she was enjoying his discomfiture.  He turned to face Dani, slowly lowering his eyes to take in her grapefruit sized breasts. Holy Hannah! There was a jiggle and they drooped a little. Oh my God. They were actually real.

“Very nice hearts.” He grinned. Not his most witty remark but it wasn’t often that he met a nearly naked beautiful stranger.

Keith grinned over at him. “Thanks. That’s my handi-work.”

Sylvia smiled and leaned forward to kiss Dani, while her hand rose to cup a bare breast. “Love the outfit.”

Matt’s eyes opened wider, his gaze on the two women infusing his senses. Elena stepped closer and her hand slipped around his waist. She looked up at him and there was a familiar smokiness in her eyes. She was every bit as turned on by the atmosphere as he was.

Sylvia eased back and her hand slid over Barry’s shoulder before turning to face Matt and Elena. “Come on. I want to show you off to the others.”

He fell into step behind Elena, following Sylvia to the other side of the room, where Carrie stood with two other people. The red haired woman next to Carrie turned and her heavily made-up eyes met his. For a moment he felt the challenge in her gaze, her chin tilted high above a long slender neck. Her whole body was rail thin, sheathed in a black lace dress that ended just below her crotch, making her legs seem long and coltish.

Once more Sylvia pivoted on her high heel and smiled over at Elena. “Of course, you already know Carrie.”

Carrie leaned forward and hugged Elena. “Nice bustier and skirt. Very sexy.” She turned to kiss Matt’s cheek. “Hey handsome.”

“Elena, Matt, this is Joan and her husband Mark.” Sylvia smiled looking from Elena to Joan.

Elena extended her hand to shake Joan’s. “Nice to meet you.”

Joan glanced at her hand before extending her own. “Enchanted, I’m sure.”

Her husband Mark’s shake and greeting was much more friendly than his wife’s. He pulled Elena into a big hug, dwarfing her in his burly arms. When he let her go, he shook hands with Matt and clapped him on the back. “Pleased to meet you, Matt. It’s always nice to see new faces at Sylvia’s parties.”

Matt smiled and his eyes were drawn to Joan, who was smiling and openly gaping at him. It was funny. Of all the people he’d met at Sylvia’s, she was the only one who he’d definitely take a pass on fucking. There was something cold and haughty about her that didn’t appeal to him.

He looked over at Elena. She was wearing a smile that didn’t extend to her eyes.

The moment passed when Josh appeared next to Carrie. “Hey guys!” He turned to Sylvia. “There’re some folks I want Matt and Elena to meet downstairs. You don’t mind if I take them down, do you?”

Sylvia smiled and placed her hand on Josh’s arm. “No. Go ahead. We’re probably going to be down shortly anyway.”

Matt exhaled slowly. He turned to Josh and smiled. He’d shown up at just the right moment and besides, he wanted to talk to Josh alone anyway. “Lead on MacDuff.”

Josh nodded and extended his hand inviting Elena to go ahead of him across the room and down the stairs. He fell into step beside Matt. “Joan and Mark are nice once you get to know them. She’s a handful. Carrie wasn’t fussy on her when we first met them, but they get along fine now.” He grinned. “I think you and Elena will have more fun with Dani and Keith tonight. At least until you get to know Joan better.”

Elena walked down the stairs and Josh was a few steps behind her. Matt reached out and put his hand on Josh’s shoulder, urging him to stop for a moment. When Josh turned to face him Matt’s stomach tightened for a moment.

“Josh...Before anything starts tonight, I wanted to let you know that the hard limit I had on bi stuff, is gone.” He could feel his neck grow warm but he continued anyway. “I mean, if it comes up tonight...I just thought you should know.”

Josh’s eyes and grin grew wider as he listened to Matt. “Wow! That’s a sea change. I’d love to hear the story on that one.” He clapped Matt’s shoulder a couple times with his hand. “I’m getting a woody just thinking about it.”

Josh wasn’t the only one. Matt smiled and looked around the large recreation room. The lighting was low but even so he could see that a few people were already on the mats in the corner of the room, kissing and caressing, while a few others sipped drinks next to the fireplace. The atmosphere was warm and sexy, the jazz music playing in the background just adding to the ambiance.

Byron was standing behind the high oak bar, shaking a silver canister while chatting with a gorgeous black woman. When her head turned to look at him, Matt’s breath hitched in his throat. Her skin was a mocha shade, and deep set dark eyes were almond shaped. Her cheekbones and full lips were perfection, perfectly displayed with her hair pulled back and secured under a wide red head band.

Elena stepped close to him and squeezed his hand. She leaned into him and rose to her toes to whisper in his ear. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

Matt looked down at his wife. Was she thinking of herself or him? Either way...Hell! Anyway would be wonderful.


Chapter 19

“Can I freshen your drinks?” Byron called as they walked over to the bar.

Elena smiled and slid onto a high stool. “Sure. I wondered where you had disappeared Byron.” She glanced over at the woman next to her.

Byron took the empty glass from her hand and smiled. “Elena and Matt, this is Naomi. You probably met her husband Barry upstairs. And next to her is Maya.”

Elena’s eyes went wide with shock and her mouth fell open. Oh my God. It was Maya from the store. The only consolation in the situation was the fact that Maya had that deer in the headlights look too.

Naomi’s eyebrows pulled together and she looked from Elena to Maya before extending her hand. “Pleased to meet you Elena.” She turned to Matt leaving Elena and Maya still staring at each other.

“You two know each other?” Byron’s voice broke the silence.

“Hi Maya. Are you here by yourself or is Amanda with you?” Elena’s heart was going a mile a minute and her hand shook when she took the drink from Byron.

“Are you kidding? No! I came with Naomi and Barry!” Maya’s head dropped a bit and she gave a short nervous laugh. “What are you doing here?”

Matt stepped closer, watching the two women, while Byron filled his glass. Elena glanced up at him. “Matt, you remember Maya, don’t you? From the store?”

Byron cleared his throat and looked at Elena. “This doesn’t happen often but sometimes it does. Confidentiality is a pretty firm rule. At first it’s awkward, sure; but look...you’re both here. You both like sex with different partners.” He watched both women carefully for a moment. “Look, if you can agree  that what happens here stays here, it should be okay, right?”

Elena gave a small nod and shrug. “Well, yeah, sure…” her eyes darted to Maya. “But she works for me!”

“You already gave me my raise,” Maya piped in with a giggle.

Elena leaned forward and her eyes were narrow. “But this is a couples thing. Couples having sex with other couples.”

“That’s exactly what I’m planning on doing,” Maya quipped. “Having sex with some couples!” Her eyes danced merrily. “Look, Elena,this isn’t the first time I’ve met people from my vanilla life at a Lifestyle event—”

“Who!” As soon as the word was out of her mouth, Elena regretted it, and her hand flew to her lips. “I mean… uhhh…”

“Forget it,” said Maya with a small wave of her hand. “It doesn’t matter, right? We’re both adult enough to know that discretion’s important.”

“But… but… who did you come with then?”

Naomi stepped behind Maya and her fingers lifted the long ringlets of hair back from Maya’s shoulders. “Maya’s with us. She’s our unicorn tonight.” Her hands skimmed affectionately along Maya’s bare arms.

The petite Filipino woman, turned to Elena. “Don’t worry. Amada will never hear it from me. I had no idea you guys were in the lifestyle.” Again, her eyes danced with mirth. “I think it’s kind of cool, though!”

It was a truth or dare moment for Elena. She glanced over at Matt and then back to Maya. “We haven’t been for very long. It’s something we stumbled into and now we like it. It’s really heated up our love life.”

Maya laughed. “Well, you know me. I love sex. I’ve finally found my calling.” Her eyes lit up and she turned slightly on the stool to smile up into Naomi’s eyes. “Unicorn. All I can eat sex.”

Naomi’s hands cupped Maya’s cheeks and she bent lower to kiss her softly. Elena watched them. Even though there was an infusion of warmth between her legs, there was no way she’d consider playing with Maya, not at this stage anyway. It might be weird seeing her at work, especially since she was Maya’s boss. As for the confidentiality, she’d just have to trust her.

Elena stood up and slipped the bolero jacket off. Seeing the guys check out her breasts, the flesh popping up and nipples threatening to peak over the top of the bustier, caused her lips to curl in a smile. Even Naomi and Maya were giving her the once over.

Movement on the stairs and a woman’s light musical laugh caught her attention. It was Dani, followed by Sylvia and Keith.

“Aha! There you are. Sylvia’s been telling me that you put on quite a show on the pole the last time you were here.” Dani grinned and strutted over to where Elena stood. “Dance with me, doll.”

“C’mon! Go for it Elena!” Matt’s eyes were round, staring into hers.

“Hey, I’ll change the song. Anything you want Elena.” Byron stepped back, pressed something and the music stopped.

Dani took Elena’s hand, leading the way to the gleaming pole. “How ‘bout ‘Cherry Pie’? She’s not really cherry but she’s almost, I’d say.”

Elena laughed and scampered along behind Dani. Aside from the G string and painted nipples, Dani was naked, the full cheeks of her ass jiggling slightly as she vamped in the high heels to the pole.

The deep throbbing beat of the song filled the air while the lights dimmed slightly. A couple of amber coloured spotlights shone down on the pole and the small round platform. Dani stepped up into the light, one hand curled around the pole while her other hand tugged Elena’s arm.

If not for the glasses of wine that she’d had, Elena knew she would probably have been blushing and doing practically anything else than dancing with a naked woman at a party where she knew so few people. But the hedonistic atmosphere and the cheers from the crowd gathering around the platform was intoxicating. She stepped up and twirled into Dani’s body, turning her head to kiss Dani’s lips.

A jolt of excitement flooded low in her tummy at the sensuous way Dani’s tongue slipped between her lips. It was so suggestive and naughty. Suggestive? Yeah, sure… more like a promise! Elena smiled and stepped slowly to the side, her hand slipping from Dani’s and gliding across the other woman’s breasts. All the while, her hips swayed and her eyes never left Dani’s. It was her turn to tease and taunt.

At the small smile and narrowed eyes, Dani showed she knew what Elena was up to. In a flash, Dani’s fingers hooked into the waistband of Elena’s leather skirt, pulling her close. Elena’s hands rose to push her hair higher on her head, her eyes closed, waiting for the other woman to take her skirt off.

“Oh yeah!”

“Strip, strip, strip!” rose the chant from the crowd.

There was a small tug and then the skirt was pushed over her hips, When it swished by her calves, Elena stepped out and kicked it off the platform. Now aside from the bustier, there was only a G string covering her body.

Matt, Josh and Sylvia stood together directly in front of the small stage, while Keith, Naomi and Maya stood rooting from the sideline. For a moment, Elena paused. Maya was right there watching.

As if she sensed the reason for Elena’s reticence, Maya’s hands rose to cup her mouth and she yelled, “You go girl! C’mon!”

Oh what the hell. Elena spun around to face Dani, filling her hands with the older woman’s breasts. She’d wanted to do that since she’d first seen her in the living room. My God. They were soft and natural, overflowing her fingertips.

Meanwhile Dani wasn’t idle either. Her fingers were on the zipper at the back of the bustier, lowering it a little at a time to the hoots of the crowd. Elena smiled, feeling her chest grow lighter, her breasts suddenly free from the snugness of the lacy bustier. She could only imagine the sight of the two of them dancing and swaying seductively on the platform—both of them naked except for the G strings on their bodies.

Dani spun Elena around so that her back was pressed against the pole. With a glint in her eye, the older woman stepped into her and kissed her lips, just the faintest of touches before she started lowering herself, lips trailing her skin. Elena’s arms rose to clasp the pole high above her head. She was an eager target for the other woman’s tongue and fingers. Her pussy was wet, eager for more.

She gasped when Dani sucked her nipple into her mouth, the sharp edge of her teeth nibbling lightly. Fuck it was good. She lost herself in the sensation, in the words of the song. Yeah, she’d be a sweet cherry pie.

Dani’s hand was now on her thigh, pushing it to the side, opening and exposing her flesh. The touch of her fingers on her pussy was gentle, a feather light tease that ended waaay too soon.

A slow smile spread on Elena’s face when Carrie stepped up on the platform to join them. She had shed her alluring dress, naked now, except for a garter belt and black stockings. She strutted around the pole, her hips rolling from side to side in time with the heavy bass throb of the song. Her hands gripped the pole high and she pulled herself close to it, gripping the hard metal in the bend of her knee. Her pelvis rolled up and down against the pole, treating it like a giant cock.

The song ended and another faster song began to play. Elena noticed Maya and Naomi approach the small platform. She glanced at Dani and her fingers fluttered, indicating she’d had enough. Time to let others enjoy the pole. She stepped down and into Matt’s arms.

“Wow! That was really hot.” His lips brushed the fold of her ear.

Her hand skimmed across his abdomen and down to cup his crotch, feel the thickness there. “Totally.” She felt a spike of pleasure tingle in her clit. Yeah. The dance with Dani and now standing there with Matt was making her horny. Yet, as much as she wanted to get her cookies, the excitement of the evening, feeling the anticipation build was too much fun.

She turned and pressed her back and ass against Matt’s body, inhaling deeply as his arm went around her waist, the two of them watching the dancing on the pole. Naomi and Maya kissed, their bodies swaying and hands exploring, while next to them, Carrie was like a gymnast. Carrie’s legs gripped the pole, supporting her weight while her torso and head fell backward. It was hard to say which was sexier, the two women or Carrie’s athletically sensuous moves.

Thankfully she didn’t have to make that decision. Dani stepped in front of her and leaned in to kiss her lips. Next to her was her big, burly husband, Keith. There was a tug low in Elena’s tummy. This was it. The moment she’d been waiting for.

“Keith and I are going over to the mat. Would you and Matt like to join us?” Dani’s breath was minty and warm in her nostrils.


Chapter 20

Matt watched Dani kiss Elena. He barely dared to breathe, knowing that soon he and Elena would be with the gorgeous blonde and her ripped husband. Ever since Josh had suggested they play with Dani rather than Joan, he’d been watching her closely. On the pole with Elena, she’d shown her experience in this milieu, taking the lead to first charm, then seduce his wife. Well, wouldn’t mind sampling her charms himself.

Keith tapped his arm. “I’m heading to the change room. We’re a little over-dressed for the next part, don’t you think?”

The guy’s grin was wide, almost boyish despite the fact that his face was lined and rugged. Matt knew this was a guy he could relate to, sit down and have a beer with. And if it went somewhere else, so much the better.

“Lead the way. But can we give the dance platform a wide berth? I’m not sure I trust Carrie not to drag me up there.” Matt smiled.

“Oh, I guess you know her.” Keith chuckled. “She’s pretty good on that pole. Josh put one up in their house and she uses it to stay in shape.” He elbowed Matt, watching Dani and Elena saunter arm in arm over to the mats. “We’d better get going.”

He walked by the dancers at the pole to a door behind the platform. There were still lots of people standing watching the action at the pole, but a glance to the side showed that the play area was also being used. The red head, her husband and another couple he didn’t recognize were already there.

When he stepped through the door, it was to a small room with rows of coat hooks along three of the walls. A couple of benches were there as well.

Keith peeled his shirt off, revealing a muscled chest, covered by fine brown hair. Even though they were probably the same height, Keith had at least thirty pounds on him. He was a big guy, but totally ripped. The guy either worked heavy construction or he lived at the gym doing weights.

Matt’s gaze drifted over Keith’s body, while he unbuttoned his shirt and peeled it off. Was Keith into the bi-sexual stuff? He wasn’t giving off any vibes that he was. And Josh had said that not all the guys were into that. Matt loosened his belt and the waistband of his trousers, looking away from Keith as he slipped them off. No. If anything bi was going to happen, he’d better let Keith initiate it.

“See you out there, mate.” Keith slipped by him and opened the door to leave.

In that brief glance, Matt had seen how amped up he was, sporting a woody that would put a horny teenage boy to shame. And his thighs were like sturdy tree trunks, holding up a tight ass and trim waist.

Matt smiled. Even if he wasn’t going to sample that body, he would love Elena getting the opportunity. He had to give his head a shake. Once more, he was struck by the level they’d reached in their marriage and sex life. Imagine. He was happy for his wife if she got totally nailed by a stud like Keith. And if she was really lucky, Josh would be part of that too.

He walked out the door and glanced up at the stripper pole. Holy fuck! Carrie was upside down, holding her body against the pole while her legs above were spread wide in the splits. He’d known she was athletic but this was totally wild. The splits! That was every guy’s fantasy.

He stood riveted to the floor as he watched Maya and Naomi stop dancing around the pole. Instead, holding hands, they each bent over one at a time to lap at Carrie’s wide open crotch. Oh my God. If he didn’t have two hot blonde’s waiting he’d stay there all night watching the pole.

He turned to walk over to the mat, his cock once more leading the way. And why not? Elena and Dani were laying on their sides facing each other, kissing, their hands skimming lightly over each other’s asses. Keith was right behind Elena, his hand stroking her thigh.

He cock throbbed as he lowered his body to take a place behind Dani. Even from behind, she was gorgeous. Her skin was smooth ivory, her upper body curving gently to a tiny waist and then blossoming to the orbs of her ass. He touched the back of her thigh, watching her ass as his hand skimmed higher, the skin under his fingertips, like silk.

She turned her head and there was an inviting soft smile on her face. He strained forward and kissed her lips. When her body rolled slightly, and her arm curled around his neck pulling him closer, he couldn’t stop himself. His hand flashed up her hip and onto her breast, his hand kneading the flesh rhythmically.  His pelvis arched forward, pressing his cock into the furrow of her ass.

Her head drew back and a low giggle erupted in her throat. “Not so fast, handsome.” She turned into him and rose higher, pushing him onto his back.

His gaze swept over her body as she shifted on the mat, her breasts huge and heaving above him, while her knee pressed into the mat beside his shoulder. Her other leg swung over his chest and her pussy was only a few inches from his face. He glanced up and saw her tongue slip over her bottom lip before her top teeth gently bit into it.

The pumping of her hips, rocking her pussy as she lowered her ass caught his attention. Closer and closer until the plump moist lips, pushed onto his mouth. He inhaled deeply her musky scent tinged with perfume as she rested her cleft on top of his mouth. He strained upward, his tongue invading her furrow, tasting her arousal, feeling the swollen nub of her clit.

Beside him, the soft moans and slapping of flesh against flesh added to his pleasure. He lapped and sucked on the beautiful pussy like his life depended on it, rewarded by Danni’s sighs and movements.

He gasped and his head drew back for a moment at the sensation in his cock. Oh my God. Someone’s hands rubbed and pulled on his flesh sending a jolt of pleasure through his groin. When hot wetness covered his knob, taking the length of it deep inside, he moaned. His testicles tight, his pelvis began thrusting up and down slowly.

Dani’s fingers grasped his hair, pulling him harder onto to her cunt as she began driving her pelvis into his mouth. His cheeks and chin were wet from her arousal. His hand slithered under her ass, fingers seeking her opening. She was slippery, and he slid his fingers inside, felt her hot tightness.

Oh God. All the while, someone was driving him crazy, their hands and mouth on his cock felt so good.

Dani’s hands fisted in his hair and she pulled back, leaving him staring at her pussy with slack, glistening lips. He looked up and she was smiling staring down at him. Once more she swung her leg over and off of him.

Now he could see who was sucking his cock. Oh God. It was Sylvia, on all fours, her wide blue eyes staring up at him, her mouth filled with his meat. Her breasts swayed back and forth with each movement of her head bobbing up and down, swallowing his cock.

When Dani knee walked down close to Sylvia, he was able to see to the side, where Elena lay. He almost came right there and then and had to hold Sylvia’s head and mouth still. Elena was also propped on her hands and knees, Keith kneeling on one leg, his other crooked and spread while Elena’s sucked his cock.

He looked down over her body and his eyes met Byron’s. He was behind Elena, his hand on her ass, gripping her hard while he thrust his cock into her. Elena’s breasts hung low, bouncing with each thrust of a cock in both ends. Fuck, he wished he’s kept his cell phone with him. To get a picture of Elena being serviced by two guys, would blow his and her mind.

Hardly had that thought faded when once more, his cock was set upon by a new set of hands. Dani had joined Sylvia at his groin, also propped on hands and knees. It was incredible! Watching the two busty blondes take turns sucking his cock. Another Kodak moment if ever there was one. He made a mental note to find out what were the rules about pictures at parties like this.

The funny thing was, that watching them, feeling their hot wet mouths sucking on his flesh was awesome, but he’d never come from this. He could do it for hours but the urgency of an orgasm wasn’t there. What the fuck had happened he couldn’t tell but it was goddamned awesome! It was like being on viagra but without the chemicals.   

Sylvia was the first to rise. She pulled Dani away and kissed her. Matt sat up and put his arm over Sylvia’s shoulder, and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “I want to fuck you.” She’d asked to be first on his dance card that night, and he was granting her wish.

She turned to him and kissed his lips, all the while leaning forward, forcing him to lay down again. Her leg swung over his hips and she was poised high, her knees resting on each side of his body. Her gaze lowered to watch as she took his cock in hand, sliding it through her velvet furrow. When the tip grazed against her clit there was a sharp intake of air and her eyes closed for a moment.

Sylvia was porn star hot playing with his cock. He reached for her breasts, teasing the nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

Matt’s head fell back at the hot slippery tightness of her cunt when she lowered her body slowly. Dani moved in once more, kissing Sylvia while her finger played on her clit. Fuck! It was so hot watching them pleasure each other, all the while his cock was squeezed and pulled deeper into Sylvia.

At Elena’s moans of ecstasy, his head turned to watch. A smile formed on his lips watching her mouth fall away from Byron, her eyes squeezed tight as whimpers of pleasure bubbled in her throat. Keith was really pounding into her, fast and deep like a jackhammer.

The sight of them, so close to orgasm had an effect on all of them. Matt’s hands gripped Sylvia’s hips, holding her still while his pelvis jerked up, burying his shaft to the hilt in her. He glanced at Byron who was still kneeling on one leg before Elena’s face, his hand rolling over his cock while he watched Keith fucking her.

When Elena practically screamed with pleasure, Matt almost lost it....almost shot a load in Sylvia. He held her body still and closed his eyes. No. He wanted this to continue. Riding that thin line, the pleasure redline intense but not quite reaching orgasm; that was where he wanted to stay.

Elena sank lower, her ass jerking higher with each hard thrust from Keith. She was there. Lost in ecstasy. Matt smiled. He knew Keith would get her there and it was beautiful to see.


Chapter 21

Elena’s heartbeat thundered in her ears and she gasped for breath. Her legs quivered from the force of the orgasm and she fell forward onto the mat. She could still feel Keith’s cock deep inside her but the pressure was easing off.

OhmyGod she’d come like thunder! When a light touch grazed through her hair she lifted her head and looked up. It was Byron, his eyes dark slits, smiling down at her. Next to him Matt’s gaze locked with hers. He mouthed the words, ‘I love you’.

The thick cock that had given her so much pleasure slipped out and then Keith knelt beside her.

“Awesome.” His fingers traced a soft path across her cheek.

She smiled and then pushed herself higher, sitting on the mat next to him. Matt and Sylvia were still going at it, with her riding him like she was breakin’ eight. She’d been dying to do that since the first night she’d met him. God, it was so wicked watching them together. Mat’s hands cupped Sylvia’s breasts while she rocked on top, her slack lips and half closed eyes showing how turned on she was.

Elena felt Keith nudge her shoulder and nod his head, indicating the far side of the mat. Holy fuck! Carrie and Josh were part of an oral daisy chain with that red head...Joan? and her husband. Beside them, closer to where Elena sat, Maya was the human connection between Naomi and her husband Barry.

Despite the fact she’d just had a mind blowing orgasm, Elena felt a resurgence of warmth low in her tummy. Naomi’s teeth were pulled back from her lips in a snarl of arousal and her eyes were focused on Maya’s head that was buried between the woman’s long dark legs. Naomi’s breasts were topped with cone shaped nipples and her fingers twisted and pinched the tip. She looked like she was ready to come any second.

Every time that Barry thrust into Maya’s ass, she was pushed forward, her mouth pressing harder into Naomi’s pussy. For Barry’s part, his back was broad, a light sheen of sweat gleaming in the low lighting. His ass was tight with that exquisite hollow showing deep with each thrust of his cock into Maya.

Oh fuck, how Elena loved the hollow in the side of a man’s ass cheek. You can have the ripped biceps, the slabby pectorals… give her a tight butt with a recess in the side of the cheek and she starts drooling from both sets of lips.

The sex sounds in the room caused her to pivot her head to take it all in. The slapping of flesh on flesh from over there, the slurpy sucking sounds from over here, and the groans, some soft, others guttural and deep as climaxes were reached; all these resonated over the pulsating music tracks their hosts had put on.

Her senses were awash as she looked, listened and could even smell a fragrance of perfumes and colognes blending with sultry body heat. God this was a garden of such sublime warm pleasure. Elena smiled and turned once more towards Sylvia with Matt.

Dani had joined them, kneeling beside Sylvia, her fingers a blur rubbing Sylvia’s clit, her other hand between the cheeks of Sylvia’s ass. All the while Sylvia’s hips rocked back and forth taking every inch of Matt’s cock deep inside. She began a husky, throaty babble as she came. Elena watched the woman’s belly and thighs tense and release as the waves of pleasure washed through her, pushed on by Matt’s cock and Dani’s strokes.

Sylvia slumped to the side, into Dani’s arms. The two women kissed softly lowering to the floor to lay in each other’s arms.

Elena’s eyes opened wider seeing Matt’s still erect and glistening cock. He hadn’t come? After all that?


Chapter 22

Matt looked over at Elena, noticing the surprise in her eyes. He sat up and glanced over at Byron. He had kind of faded into the background kneeling behind Keith and Elena. Their eyes met and Byron’s head nodded to the side, indicating the bar.

Matt turned back to face Elena. “I’ve got to get a drink. Can I get you something?”

“No. I’m good.”

He got to his feet. The heat in his groin was palpable, feeling Byron’s gaze on his body. From the corner of his eye, he noticed Byron also get up and step closer, following him to the other side of the room. This was it. Somehow, he knew it. Josh must have said something to Byron and now it was about to happen.

“He gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had.” Josh’s words played in his brain like a mantra, adding to the hardness in his cock. Matt stepped behind the oak bar, reaching for a bottle of water in the silver bucket of ice on the counter.

A shiver skittered down his spine at Byron’s light touch on his shoulder, his body heat radiating onto Matt’s back and ass.

“Josh told me you’re open to exploring your bi side.” His words and breath was hot in Matt’s ear and he could feel Byron’s cock brush across his ass. A dollop of pre-cum oozed from the slit of Matt’s cock and his balls became tight.

“Yeah, I am. But I need guidance. Someone to make it happen. I don’t think I—”

“I can make that happen.” Byron’s words were low and sensual as he reached out his hand. 

At the strong grip on his cock, Matt jerked and gulped air. Oh fuck this was perfect. Everything he’d ever fantasized. Especially with Byron, an older guy. For once, it was nice to let someone else take the lead.

“Turn around.” It was a command.

Matt’s eyes closed for a moment and his knees became rubbery. Slowly he turned to face the older man. There was a small smile on Byron’s lips and his chin dropped to his chest, his eyes taking in Matt’s meat. Standing there, before Byron, the force of the other man’s wanton desire made Matt feel vulnerable and at the same time oh so fucking turned on! He leaned back against the bar and spread his legs opening himself up.

Byron reached behind Matt and took something from the counter. Matt’s breath caught in his throat when he saw what it was. A vinyl glove. Oh God. In a flash it was on Byron’s hand.

His other hand dropped to Matt’s shaft, pulling and rolling the skin in a way that only another guy could know how to do. Matt’s thighs trembled and his breath was a fast hoarse pant.

Byron’s face was close to his, his eyes boring into Matt’s. There was confidence and control in his eyes, a force that made Matt hunger for more. “What do you want?”

“Suck it.”

“What’s the magic word?”

Oh fuck, this was perfect! “Please.” Oh God. Saying the words, amped Matt’s arousal to the stratosphere.

Byron nodded and he dropped to his knees still massaging Matt’s cock in his fist.

The hot slippery suction of his mouth made Matt gasp and his head fall forward. It was so fucking good. At movement to the side, Matt’s head turned.

Elena and Sylvia stood together, their arms around each other’s waists watching, Byron give him head. From the small smiles and the arousal in their eyes, it was plain this was something they enjoyed seeing. Fuck, why not? He loved watching them together.

He looked down at Byron, slid his hand over the back of Byron’s head. Byron’s dark eyes looked up, locked with Matt’s. The sight of his cock sliding in and out of Byron’s mouth...the flick of his tongue was something else.

He gasped when there was pressure on his balls and then behind them to that thick muscle of his asshole. It was incredible. His eyes closed slowly feeling Byron’s finger slide lower, between the cheeks of his ass. The slippery gloved finger toyed at his ass...the mouth pulling and sucking his cock deeper and deeper.

At the stretching warmth, bordering on burning in his asshole, the sensation of fullness, Matt thought he’d come for sure but Byron’s other hand gripped the base of his cock, holding it hard. He wasn’t allowing Matt to orgasm yet. Jesus! He was sliding right across the thin razor line, almost there but not quite.

Byron pushed deeper into his ass, the warmth getting hotter, almost, but not yet painful. He shoved his hips back onto Byron’s hand, impaling himself deeper. Oh shit, he was so full.

Matt couldn’t hold back any longer. His hips rocked back and forth, fucking Byron’s mouth with his cock. His fingers fisted Byron’s hair. It was a hot stream of ecstasy that burst from his cock, his knob pulsing against Byron’s throat.

Byron pushed deeper into his ass, finger fucking him harder now. His head bobbed up and down on Matt’s cock in tandem. The thrill of it coursed through Matt’s cock in a tsunami of cum. Again....A final burst of pleasure.

Matt gasped and his chest fell forward, hands sliding through Byron’s hair and onto his back. Oh fuck, what a ride!

Elena was next to him, her hand circling his shoulders, leaning in to kiss his ear. “That was fucking hot.”

He didn’t need her to tell him that. He turned and kissed her lips, feeling Byron slip away from him and rise to his feet. Their eyes met and the older man grinned, wiping his mouth before turning to Sylvia.

“Matt.” Sylvia leaned in and kissed Matt’s cheek, her arms around Byron and Elena. “Welcome to the inner circle. Not all the guys are bi. Just Byron and Josh. It’s something that’s pretty special to me.”

Matt smiled and he turned to Elena. “Like you just said baby, it’s pretty fucking hot.”


Chapter 23

Monday morning Elena unlocked the back door of the store and went inside. It was earlier than she’d normally get there but she couldn’t sit still at home. She’d even taken a pass on reading the news online, something she normally liked to start the day with. She didn’t know whether she wanted to see Maya or whether she was dreading it. Actually, both emotions were at war with each other and her stomach was the battleground.

She had just removed her winter boots and coat when the back door opened and a blast of chilly air blew Maya in. For a moment, they just looked at each other silently, their eyes wide and trying desperately to read the other’s face. One good thing about the morning was that they had it to themselves. Amanda wasn’t due in until noon.

“Hey. How are you doing?” Elena forced a smile, bending casually over to slip her pumps onto her feet.

Maya unbuttoned her coat, watching Elena the whole time. “I’m fine. Saturday was fun, wasn’t it?”  She hung the red wool coat on the hanger and turned to Elena. “Look. Let’s both admit that this is  awkward. Probably more for you than me but, it’s something we have to get past.”

Elena’s eyebrows drew together. “Why more for me than you? Because I’m your boss?”

“Yeah that and let’s face it...you’re way more conventional than me. I mean, everyone knows I sleep around, that I like sex. I don’t make any apologies for that.” She kicked off her boots and slipped into her high heels.

Elena nodded and shrugged her shoulders. The way Maya was dressed in the white linen tunic and dark leggings, it was hard to reconcile the innocent chic with how she’d been dressed on Saturday. But that was a good thing. Maya was able to keep her personal and business lives separate.

“Well, now you know. You’re not the only one who likes sex. Even conservatives like me and my husband.” Elena smiled feeling like she could trust Maya with this. She walked out to the front of the store to open the main doors.

Maya followed and reached out to stop Elena’s hand before she was able to flip the deadbolt lock. “Will you tell me? I mean how did you and Matt get into this? It wasn’t when Sylvia came into the store was it?”

“No.” Elena closed her eyes and a chuckle burbled from her lips. “We stumbled into a swingers club in Brooklyn. Remember the buyers’ convention that I went to in New York?”

“Oh my God.” Maya’s hands went to her mouth and her eyes were wide. She clutched Elena’s arm and tugged it. “What the hell did you do when you found out it was a swingers’ club?”

Elena laughed. “Duh! What do you think we did? We were there on Saturday night weren’t we?” Her hand rose to flip the latch and stayed there for a moment. She looked down at the carpet and then back to Maya. “Maya, you’re a beautiful girl and sexy as hell...but that’s where it ends for us. You play with your friends, I’ll play with mine. Neither one of us will ever say a word about this to Amanda.”

Nodding, Maya’s face became serious. “Got it. Like I said at the party, don’t worry about me. I’m not saying I wouldn’t want to be with you and your husband but it’s not a good idea.” She smiled and turned to walk back through the store.

She stepped behind the counter, opening the cash and setting up for the day. “You know, Amanda’s not the innocent you think she is.”

Elena stopped mid-step and looked over at her. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to handle it if Amanda showed up at one of these parties. Maya, maybe but not Amanda too! “You don’t mean—”

“No!”Maya laughed. “She’s not a swinger....yet.”

She winked and Elena let out a breath she hadn’t been aware she was holding.

“I just meant she’s pretty open minded about sex. She comes off as kind of a prude but there’s a whole other side to her.” Maya grinned and walked into the back storeroom.

Elena watched her go. That kind of confirmed her earlier suspicions. Maya and Amanda had been together sexually at New Year’s Eve. She sighed. Whatever. But knowing Maya the way she did, it wouldn’t surprise her if one day, she saw Amanda show up at one of Sylvia’s parties.

At one time that might have shocked her or she might have felt protective of Amanda. But not now. The couples she’d met at Sylvia’s and even in Brooklyn had all been really nice. This was an aspect of their personalities, hell even of their physical need that they celebrated. It wasn’t sleazy sneaking around, cheating on each other but something they did together—something that enhanced their relationship.

And if Maya or Amanda chose to get their sexual kicks at a swinger’s club, at least it was a safe venue.

Elena smiled. It’d be kind of exciting to see Amanda there. The image of the outwardly prim, almost demure Amanda naked and sweaty in a ménage made Elena’s tummy flutter in a nice way.


Chapter 24

Elena reached for her cell phone that was chiming a text message. She looked across the bedroom and smiled at Matt in the shower, his voice sounding through the door, singing a Sheryl Crowe song, “All I want to do is have some fun” came out over the sound of the shower spray. Oh God he was totally murdering it. He may be handsome as hell, a real hot guy, but singing was not his forte.

She grinned seeing Sylvia’s name appear on the small screen.

Hey Elena! If you haven’t got any plans for this Saturday night, would you and Matt like to come over for dinner? It’s the inner circle crowd, if you get what I mean! ;)

The hiss of the shower stopped and quiet descended in the room. Elena waited for Matt to appear before she typed an answer. For sure, he’d be up for it but better to run it by him first.

With a white towel draped over his hips, and another over his neck Matt stepped into the room. His wet hair glistened in the soft lighting and there was a smile on his face. “What’s up? Did I hear your cell phone go off?”

“It’s Sylvia. They’re having a dinner party on Saturday.” She wagged her eyebrows. “The inner circle.” Her cheeks rose from the broad smile and her eyes were bright watching him. They’d talked about Matt’s experience with Byron, how hot it had been. Elena couldn’t wait to see more.

Matt tossed the towels into the hamper and when he turned it was obvious what his answer would be from the way his cock had already thickened. He pulled the comforter back and sank into the soft mattress beside her.

She reached down and her hand curled around his shaft. “So I take that as a yes?” She giggled and released him to type the text.

He rolled onto his side and pressed his groin into her hip.

For a moment she was tempted to set the phone down and follow his train of thought. Instead she typed an answer.

We would love to COME! If you get what I mean, LOL. We’ll bring a salad and we’re looking forward to Carrie and Josh’s dessert. Cream pie? LOL

She hit send and set the phone on her night table. She snuggled into Matt and once more filled her hand with his stiff shaft.

Her lips brushed the fold of his ear and her voice was soft. “You know what I’d like to see on Saturday?” Her hand continued to stroke his cock.

“Mmm? What? Tell me.” Matt’s voice was a low rumble in his chest, his hips rocking back and forth in tandem with her hand.

“I’d like to see you three guys really getting it on. I mean everything. Sucking and fucking...a real daisy chain.” That thought, plus his hand sliding down her side and between her legs were making her wet. Her eyes closed and her breath was raspy against his ear.

“And you? What will you be doing while that’s going on?” He rolled over, tugging her legs up to straddle his hips.

She gasped when he thrust his cock forcefully high into her. Oh God, the thick, hardness stretched and filled her as only Matt could do. Much as it was fun getting fucked by other guys, this was the cock that she absolutely loved inside her. Every time he moved, arching deeper into her, his groin pressed into her clit, driving her wild.

Her fingers dug into the firm muscle of his ass cheeks, pulling him harder against her. “Oh fuck! This is good. I love your cock.” Her lips brushed his ear. “I loved watching Byron suck it.”

At her words, Matt’s hips moved faster. The sensation in her pussy consumed her. There was nothing but hot lust where their bodies met, lust that pulsed rapidly through their swollen, slippery flesh. 

The first spasm of climax took Elena by surprise. Her mouth fell open and she gasped with the intensity. In Matt’s eyes was a raw craving that matched her own. His hips became frenzied, his cock a piston driving deep. Her fingernails clawed at him, holding him against her, holding him deep within. Oh fuck! The pleasure rippled through her cunt in waves of ecstasy. On and on until, still gasping for breath, she collapsed onto the bed.

And from the way Matt fell forward, his own sharply drawn breaths warm against her neck, he had a mind blowing orgasm as well. Her hand rose, skittered up his back to cup his neck. It was in this moment that she knew how much she loved him. How he was the ying to her yang.

Their hearts thudded hard and fast against each other where their chests met. His head lifted and he kissed her lips softly. “Wow! Just when you think it can’t get better, it does.”

Elena giggled. “Remember how we used to schedule romantic date nights to spice things up in the bedroom?”

He grinned. “Every night is date night now. We’re either amped up looking forward to a night out with our swinger friends or we’re still in the sexy afterglow.”

“Yeah.” She smiled and turned to face him when he rolled off. “I can’t wait till Saturday.”


Chapter 25

Matt walked down the stairs in Sylvia and Byron’s house the following Saturday. The three couples had enjoyed a wonderful meal and now it was time for after dinner fun. From the sly looks he’d caught Byron and Josh exchanging at dinner there was something up their sleeve.

It seemed like every cell in his body tingled, alert and eager. For the past few days it seemed that his mind was obsessed with what Elena had mentioned—the daisy chain. With his laptop, he’d even pulled up some pretty racy images of guys doing it.

Sylvia and Carrie were curled up in front of the fireplace when Elena came out the door of the change room, wearing only a smile. She walked over to the bar where Byron and Josh were standing, and hopped up onto one of the raised bar stools between them. She draped her arms casually over their shoulders her full breasts at eye level. The sight of her naked body between the fully clothed men was erotic as hell.

Matt took a few steps closer but he was unable to hear what she said to them. Byron and Josh nodded and then turned to smile at him. For just a few seconds, there were butterflies swooping in his gut but that was soon replaced by a chubby in his cock.

Elena turned and as she passed by him, her hand drifted to his crotch to give him a friendly squeeze. “He’s all yours guys.”

His eyes followed her for a few moments, taking in the slight jiggle in her ass and the taunting sway of her hips. The little vixen! She’d set something up with the guys. He couldn’t wait to find out what.

Suddenly both of his arms were grasped tightly. Byron and Josh gripped him on each side, pushing and pulling him along to the large floor mat in the corner of the room. Oh my God! It was like his sauna dream! Elena had let them in on his fantasy; that had to be it.

Sylvia sat between the two younger women, like a blonde sex queen with her bawdy handmaidens. There were smiles on their faces, as they leaned in watching, eager to see the show. He could identify. How many times had he and the guys done exactly the same thing, getting turned on by the girl on girl stuff. Now it was their turn. 

When they stepped onto the mat, Josh spun him around and his fingers tugged at the hem of Matt’s shirt, lifting it high and over his head. In his peripheral vision, he sawByron was already bare-chested and was now flipping his belt buckle loose. It was like a switch in his brain was turned on. He turned back to Josh and tore at his shirt, his fingers flying down the row of buttons and pushing it off and away from Josh’s shoulders.

Josh smiled at the urgency and roughness of his actions. He grabbed at Matt’s waistband, shoving his pants lower. The suddenness of it all and the rawness of their desires caused his cock to throb already.  He looked down at Josh’s crotch. It was tented as hard as his own.

When his pants dropped past his crotch, Matt’s cock sprang forth, bobbing heavily. It was a lewd and forbidden feeling that filled his chest, from his shaft hungering for more, aching for Byron or Josh to manhandle it. And as much as he wanted them to manhandle him, he ached to grasp, and pull and feed on their flesh too.

What felt like a rod of iron pressed into the cheek of his ass and Byron’s hand slid down his stomach to grasp his cock. Matt gasped at the thrill of Byron’s fingers rolling the skin up and down his meat. His eyes closed for a few moments and he stepped out of the pants.

“Fuck that’s hot.”

At Elena’s soft voice, his eyes opened and he looked across the room. Even though the women were watching the action on the mat, their hands were busy playing in each other’s pussies. Sylvia still sat between Carrie and Elena, but her legs were spread, intertwining with the others. It was Carrie’s hand that pleasured Sylvia. Watching them for a few moments, was like adding gasoline to the fire.

When he turned back, Josh stood before him, his cock already oozing pre-cum; a thick pearl on his knob like a teardrop. In his hands was a foil packet. Matt’s breath caught in his throat when Josh took the condom out. Byron’s fingers gripped the base of Matt’s cock, while Josh slid the thin sheath over the knob and down. The two men were directing the action up to this point but now a primal macho urge rose in Matt.

He grabbed Josh’s torso and spun him around, facing him away. His fingers dug into the cheeks of Josh’s ass, spreading them. He was hardly aware of Byron stepping away, his hand leaving his cock. All that mattered was the tight ass before him, the dark ring of his asshole taunting and driving him mad with lust.

He was going to fuck a man’s ass for the first time! The excitement of the prospect made his knee shiver a bit.

A glistening stream of gel fell onto his hands and into the groove of Josh’s ass. Byron’s dark eyes met his and he smiled before stepping to the side. Matt didn’t need to see Byron’s nod. Already his hand pushed on Josh’s shoulder, forcing him down. He watched Josh fall to his knees and his shoulders lower until they pressed into the mat. Oh God. His hands reached behind him to spread his ass cheeks, making a target for Matt’s shaft. Matt dropped to kneel behind him, his fingers on the base of his cock, aiming.

“I’m gonna punch your ass with this, bitch,” he growled.

Josh turned he head as far over his shoulder as he could. His face was tight, his teeth clenched. “Show me, you fuck!”

He gasped at the tightness on his knob when it entered Josh. So hot and tight....He pushed forward, caught in the lust and need to be inside. Josh jerked back against him, so that Matt’s cock was almost buried to the hilt. His fingers strained into the firm muscle of Josh’s hips, pulling him harder still. Raw, masculine power and muscle. It was intoxicating.

Matt’s mouth fell open and his eyes were wide watching Byron swing his leg over Josh’s waist to face him. Byron’s eyes were soft slits, his fingers gripping the base of his thick cock, twisting to bob it slightly in front of Matt’s lips. Of fuck...It was the daisy chain and Matt was the middle link. How fucking awesome.

Byron leaned forward and his hand rose to fist Matt’s hair. He pulled him onto his meat, thrusting so deep that Matt felt like he’d choke. He tried to pull back but Byron’s grip was too strong. He inhaled deeply, willing his throat to relax. The musky smell of Byron’s groin filled his nostrils even as his shaft filled his mouth, pushing deep down his throat.

At Josh’s jerk and push against his groin, he moaned. The sensation in his cock, the hot tightness was incredible. The three of them linked by cock meat was making his head spin. He’d never done anything as decadent as this.

Byron pumped into his mouth, holding his head still. His eyes watered from the force of it.

“Atta boy, take it.” Again and again he pumped, his thigh muscles firm and bulging from the effort.

Matt was caught up in Byron’s lust, one hand rising to fondle the tight balls, the hard ridge of muscle behind them. His eyes opened wide at the spurt of cum filling his mouth, shooting into his throat.

It was contagious! Especially with Josh jerking under him. He couldn’t hold back as a tsunami of pleasure pulsed in his cock. It was so intense that his eyes squeezed shut and his mouth became slack, a hole for Bryon to finish emptying himself. Just like Josh below him was a hole for his own cock. Hot thick cum spilled forth onto his tongue.

“Oh yeah, suck me!” Byron’s voice was a rough rasp in his ears.

Another jolt of bliss filled Matt’s cock, shooting hard, filling Josh’s rectum.

Josh folded down supine onto the floor and Matt followed, laying on top of him. Josh kept wriggling his ass, coaxing as much cum from Matt as he could, clenching and squeezing down on Josh’s cock. When Matt felt his cock slip out, he rolled to his side, pulling Josh with him.

Byron squatted down between Josh’s legs and began to lick at his balls and hard shaft. He cocked an eyebrow at Matt. “Let’s get him off now, bro,” he said.

Matt scooted around and the two men bent at Josh’s crotch, sucking and licking his meat until he too exploded in a thick orgasm. They pulled on his cock, letting the first spurt stream up into the air before bending their mouths down to swallow and suck him dry.

As Josh came down from his orgasm, practically on cue, the three men rolled onto their backs breathing deeply.

“Oh fuck, that is so hot!” said Elena. “You guys are so rough!” Elena’s voice was next to him. He opened

Matt huffed another deep breath, and clambered to his feet, and headed to the bathroom. Shit, his knees still felt weak!

Entering the bathroom, his fingers pulled on the condom and it slid off, tossing it into the waste basket. When he stood before the sink, washing his hands he gazed into the mirror. He smiled and wiped a trickle of cum from the corner of his lips. He’d done it. He’d gone full circle now. From the episode in the sauna at the gym to tonight, he’d lived out all of the filthy fantasies he’d been having.

It was awesome.

When he opened the door and walked across the room to join the others, they looked up at him and each one smiled. Josh and Byron were sitting on the couch on top of towels with Carrie and Sylvia on the floor at their feet. He plopped down in an spent huff next to Elena on the love seat opposite them.

“I am totally drained,” he said.

Elena smirked. “I saw.” Giving her head a small shake, she said, “You came like a firehose!” and giggled when Matt rolled his eyes and smiled as he nodded.

“Yeah… all three of us are out of commission for a while,” said Byron.

“Don’t worry, hon, we gals can figure something out,” said Sylvia. She held up a vibrator. “Maybe we can put on a show for you guys next?” Matt watched as both Carrie and Elena nodded their own assent.

“So you’re okay, honey?” asked Elena.

“Yeah, sure.” He turned his head looking in her eyes. “Why shouldn’t I be?”

“I’m just touching base, babe,” she said, patting his thigh. “Going over the line and playing bi games is kind of a mind bender is all, you know?”

“Sure was for me the first time,” said Josh.

“Well, not for me,” said Byron. He rubbed Sylvia’s chest. “I looove women, sure; but a good hard cock has its own unique pleasures.”

“You mean you love me,” said Sylvia. She leaned her head onto his shoulder.

“Damn right,” he said, putting his arm around her. “Because of you, I get to play on both sides of the street and have a blast!” He kissed the top of her head. “Best of both worlds!” Murmurs of agreement floated in the air from the others.

Matt nodded along with the others, but Elena was keeping a questioning eye on him.

“It’s more than just the fun and games though, isn’t it?” he said, watching his wife.

“Whaddya mean, buddy?” asked Byron.

Matt didn’t take his eyes from Elena. “It’s… I don’t know…” He kept watching Elena. Taking a deep breath, he said, “When you asked me hon if I wanted to try playing just with guys, I sorta freaked out.” She nodded silently, and he went on. “But you planted a seed.” He looked away from her to the others. “I had wet dreams night after night about sucking cock, getting fucked up the ass, and nailing a guy’s asshole!” He shook his head. “They were so damn hot they scared me!”

Carrie shrugged. “You body was telling you it was okay with it, then.”

“Yeah, maybe,” nodded Matt. He turned back to Elena. “And I know you said you were okay with it too…” his face screwed up. “But here’s the thing. I wasn’t sure if you were really okay with it.”

“You thought I was lying?” she said, eyebrows arching.

“No… not lying…” He grew quiet and his mouth became a thin line. “I didn’t think you were lying… I… I didn’t know if I could trust you that much.” He held his hand up. “It’s more along the line of me trusting you than anything you said or did.”

Elena giggled. “Oh! That one!” She deepened her voice parodying a guy’s. “It ain’t you, baby, it’s me,” she said. The other women chuckled.

“But it’s the truth! And I’m just realizing it!” Matt said in protest.

“Sooo…” she said.

“This is so fucked up.” Matt said with a laugh. He waved a finger at the other men. “By sucking your cocks,” he turned back and pointed to Elena, “I have a deeper trust in you and our marriage than I ever did before!” He shook his head. “I told you it’s fucked up, but that’s how it is for me…” his voice trailed off.

“No, Matt, it’s not fucked up,” said Sylvia.

In one voice they all said, “It’s Swinging!”

The End
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When Bobby lost his job at the plant the intimacy of their marriage stopped cold. They hung tough for six months.

When things start looking up, he’s online checking out the Swinger websites again! This doesn’t go over too well with Cindy… can you blame her? He hasn’t so much as kissed her in months, and now he wants to get together with another couple? For a one night stand? He says he wants to kick start their love life. Cindy just wants to kick him!
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