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About This Book

Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Elena is a working mother of two kids, married for years to Matt. Everything’s okay with her life—good job, good husband, nice kids.

Okay—it’s boring as hell. Monday to Friday nine to five, soccer practices and…oh God… ‘Date Night’. How can you call it a date when you’ve been sharing your life with this guy for years? There’s zero excitement and even less surprises.

Date Night. Like that’s supposed to be exciting, doing the same old same old and pretending that it’s an adventure.

On a trip to New York City, Elena and Matt’s safe and secure life is blown into a million little pieces. In looking for a dance club, they end up at Club Eden.

Yes, it’s got a grown up crowd. Yes, there’s dancing.

But ohhh boy…the dancing’s the dirtiest Elena’s ever seen!

They should leave! This is way, way too much for them!

But…

Maybe it’s the music. Maybe it’s the crowd. But…

Can everyday people from Middle America break out of their rut? Do they have the moxie to try something really, really different? Something that could change their lives?

Does Elena have the nerve?

Maybe Mr. and Mrs. Middle America CAN have an adventure?

Maybe…
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Chapter 1

“Friday night and the strip is hot

Sun’s gone down and they’re about to trot

Spirit’s high and they look hot

Do you wanna get down?”  

— Donna Summer, Bad Girls

Elena adjusted the shoulder strap of her bag hurrying past the construction site. Thankfully it was Friday and most of the workmen had knocked off early for the day, sparing her the normal cacophony of wolf whistles and cat calls. If there was a way of bypassing the site without having to walk an extra five blocks, she would gladly have done it. But after working nine hours in the store, most of the time on her feet, that was a jaunt she’d gladly take a pass on.

She had to admit that as annoying as it sometimes was, it was nice to know she still had it. Imagine, a thirty seven year old, the mother of two kids, almost teenagers, who could still warrant a second look from macho guys, many of them years younger. It helped that she always dressed smartly, from the fine leather knee high boots to the tailored wool jacket, courtesy of the deep discounts at the store, one of the very few perks of working there.

With a sigh, she stopped at the traffic light and waited for it to change. Friday night, date night for Matt and her. At first the idea had been fun, farming the kids out to her parents, getting dolled up and going to dinner, a chance to reconnect as lovers, keeping the spark and romance alive in their marriage. Lately, even that was getting routine.

A car rushed past, the ear splitting blare of music throbbing through her stomach. It was a tune she remembered from college days when they’d gone out dancing and clubbing. Maybe that would change things up. When was the last time they’d been out to a club, dancing?

A gust of wind blew locks of tawny, blond hair across her cheek and her hand rose to tuck it back behind her ear. Autumn was definitely in the air, the cool breeze creating whirlwinds of dried colorful leaves skittering across the sidewalk. She pulled the collar of her coat high and strode forward, the high heels of her boots clacking rhythmically on the hard concrete.

She jumped at the sharp beep of a car horn, prepared to turn and give the driver the finger for scaring her.

“Hey baby, can I give you a lift somewhere? Buy you a drink? Wanna party?”

The deep voice of her husband, heavy dark eyebrows bobbing on his forehead, a sly smile on his face, forced a chuckle from her lips. Leave it to Matt to get a rise out of her, pretending to be some sleazy Lothario, trying to pick her up. Two could play at that game.

“Not sure you can afford me.” She stifled the chuckle and gave him a slow seductive smile, and kept on walking, actually more like strutting.

With his arm resting on the edge of the open window, he chuckled and the truck slowly kept pace with her gait. “Oh, I’m pretty sure I can. What can you do that my wife can’t... or that a porn flick and a jar of Vaseline couldn’t do?”

She came close to stopping and gawking at him. Oh my God! The man was shameless! Her eyes checked out the sidewalk and street trying to see if anyone might have overheard him. Only a couple of teenagers up ahead but they were doing the modern day zombie walk, eyes glued to their cell phones. It took a few seconds to think of a smart ass comeback.

“If you have to ask, then A, you definitely can’t afford me and B, you have no imagination.” She fluffed her hair and crossed the street, so that she walked beside the passenger door of the truck. It was all fun and games, but really she had to live in this town. Black Rapids wasn’t all that big and she knew a lot of people.

Still glancing at the street occasionally he leaned over, eyeing her through the passenger window which was now open. “Hey doll, get in the truck and find out.”

For just a fleeting moment there was a tug low in her tummy at the commanding challenge in his voice. When she looked over at him, his eyes were hooded and there was no smile on his lips anymore. The game had just been ramped up a notch. The pulse of pleasure that flooded through her was immediate.

She resisted the urge to smile and just get in the truck, laughing about their antics. In one way, he challenged her, his face and words serious in this sexual foreplay and she had never shied away from a challenge. But more than that, the titillation of the role she was playing was… kinda cool.

She came to a halt and looked both ways up the street before stepping close to the truck and opening the door. “Two hundred bucks, one hour. Show me the money.” Her face flushed hotly but she maintained eye contact with him.

He never missed a beat, reaching around, his fingers slipping into the back pocket of his jeans and sliding the worn leather wallet out. His dark eyes met hers and he held up two, one hundred dollar bills.

When she reached for them, he snatched his hand away. “You said show you the money. You got to earn it.”

For just a moment, she hesitated. He was too good at this. Had he done this before? She got into the truck, watching him place the bills on the seat between them. His lips twitched in the corners, driving the truck away from the curb into traffic.

Damn, he looked good in the brown suede jacket, open at the front and the blue jean shirt collar underneath. It was probably this game of cat and mouse that made her see him with fresh eyes. She slid the seat belt over her chest and clicked it into the holder, her mind going ninety miles an hour to figure out her next move. There was always....

Her hand slid across the seat and rested on his thigh. She could feel the hard muscle under the coarse fabric of the jeans. Slowly her fingers inched upwards until they curled over the bulge in his crotch. There was a warm feeling in her chest, realizing that he was as turned on by this as she was.

“Like that?” She purred, squeezing and pulling at his shaft.

He smiled and looked over at her. “I hope you can do better than that .” He pushed her hand away and continued driving down the street.

When he came to the corner he turned left, away from the route that would take them home. A half mile ahead was the brightly lit sign of a motel, a low budget place that added to the raunchy seduction. The naughtiness of what they were doing, playing this game made her tingle when he wheeled the truck into the parking lot.

She followed him in the building to the front desk, standing back while he booked a room. When the desk clerk, a middle aged portly man asked when they’d be checking out, Matt replied, “In an hour or so.”

She felt her face become the same shade of red as the paisley wallpaper behind the guy when he leaned to the side to check her out. Subtlety was not in the clerk’s repertoire, his eyes roaming from her head to her toes. That Matt!

Not to be outdone, she stepped close to him and murmured. “One hour, if you last that long.” When he turned and bobbed his eyebrows at her, a confident sneer on his lips, she added, “Same price at any rate.”

He took the room card key from the clerk and grabbed her hand, almost dragging her out of the building and down the walkway. At room seven, he stopped and slid the key into the door latch. It lit up and he pushed inside.


Chapter 2

“I’ll take you to the candy shop,

I’ll let you lick the lollipop”

— 50 Cent, Candy Shop

He had to give her credit. She was giving it back as good as he was dishing it out. But more than that, it was getting to him. When he stepped into the room, his cock was definitely leading the way. He shrugged the jacket off his shoulders and tossed it over the chair that was tucked under a beat up, cheap table.

He stepped over to the queen size bed and sat down, bending over to unlace his heavy work boots. His eyes never left Elena. From the sexy smile on her lips, her chin held high and eyes slits looking down her pert nose, she was giving a great performance. Even though he’d never been with a hooker, he’d seen enough movies to know.

Setting the boots aside, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and sat propped up, his back resting on the wooden headboard, watching her take her coat off. In the black dress, the knit fabric hugging every curve, from her plush high breasts to the tiny waist and swell of her hip, she actually could pass for a high class hooker. His hand drifted down to his crotch, adjusting his cock to a more comfortable spot in the tight jeans.

“Strip.” It came out more hoarse and guttural than he’d intended, betraying his level of arousal.  

There was a fleeting flash of her eyes and then her cheeks became pink. There was a glimpse of the fiery red of her fingernails and then her hands peeled the dress upward, revealing the top of her thigh highs and the creamy flesh above. A ‘V’ of dark lace covered her mons, the dark side panels narrow, pressing into the succulent softness of her hips.

The fabric inched slowly up her body, over the small mound of her belly, the tightness of her midriff where just the hint of her ribcage could be seen. Her breasts were encased in a lacy half cup bra, that did little to cover her nipples or the swell of flesh. When the dress was fully off, she held it to the side and flicked it onto the table top.

Her hands fluffed the waves of hair that fell past her shoulders as she strolled over to the bed, and stood looking down at him with sassy triumph. Despite the fact that his cock was so hard it was oozing pre-cum, he had to regain the upper hand in this pas de deux.

He lowered the zipper in his pants and unsnapped the waistband. In a flash his cock was out, thick and heavy, his thumb and forefinger at the base waggling it suggestively. Their eyes met and she rolled the tip of her tiny tongue over her lips, while her hands slipped the fastener of her bra loose. It slid from her arms and she perched on the side of the bed, bending over to take his cock in her mouth.

Oh God! The hot slickness of her tongue rolling over his knob, darting and teasing every drop of pre-cum from his slit, almost drove him mad. It wasn’t like the usual blowjob she gave him; she seemed more eager or something. Locks of her hair fell forward, shielding his view of her mouth on him.  His hand shot to her cheek, grasping and fisting her hair, pulling it away. Her lips were parted but her tongue extended, flicking softly on the underside of his cock from the tip to where his fingers gripped the base.

Hot jolts of lust shot through his shaft, his hips rocking gently up and down against her mouth. “Suck it, baby.” The words incensed lust to an even hotter level of decadence.

She must have felt it too because her mouth closed on him, sucking, while small moans of pleasure rumbled deep in her throat. Her fingers closed around his shaft, pulling and rolling the skin in her fist, keeping perfect tandem with her mouth.

“Oh yeah, fuck, that’s good.” His other hand pressed on the back of her head, pushing her mouth down harder. It was as if she really was a hooker and he was claiming what he’d paid for, releasing all inhibitions— she’d deep throat him all the way. His hips jerked upward and a spasm of pleasure shot through his core. This was something he’d always wanted but had never had; his cock deep—deeeep in a woman’s throat.

Her fingers teased and softly scratched his balls, while her head rose higher, her lips pulling on his skin. The sensation consumed his senses; everything centered on the pleasure in his cock.

A tear from her watery eyes rolled down her cheek and she gasped a gulp of air before returning to her work. She bobbed her head up and down in a tortuous rhythm, each time going lower and lower on his shaft. Oh shit… he watched as she paused for a moment, her eyes again tearing up. She opened them and as she gazed into his eyes, continued to lower her head inexorably until her nose glanced on his pubic bone.

He sucked air into his lungs, and exhaled with a shaky sigh as she rose and lowered her head repeatedly. Oh Jesus, this was good!

Sliding up his shaft, his wife/slut pulled her mouth from his knob with a soft pop.

She rose to her feet and slipped her panties off. When she placed a knee on the bed and swung her other leg over his hips, facing away from him. His eyes opened wider taking in the sight. The smooth line of her back, the cleft between the pale orbs of her ass, her fingers circling his shaft, aiming and pressing it against her opening was making his ears hum.

Her hot, slick cunt gripped him like a velvet glove when she lowered her body, until her ass rested on his groin. Oh fuck...it felt so good ... the roll of her hips, pulling at his cock. The sight of her perfect body, the tight ass riding him like a rodeo bronco put him over the edge. If she kept doin’ that, he was gonna blow a load...

He could see the back of her arm, the quick movements there as her fingers played with her clit. Her soft cries of pleasure filled his ears, took him to a higher plane where he gripped her ass, thrusting his hips high. “Yeah, baby...that’s it...” His eyes were electric, watching her body jerk up with each thrust.

A tidal wave of pleasure crashed over them in a wave of absolute lust. The creaking of the bed, the headboard banging on the wall went unnoticed, the sound drowned out by their cries of pleasure.

Her muscles clenched like a molten steel vice on his shaft, bathing him in slippery warm wetness, her body hunched forward, legs trembling in her orgasm.

It put him completely over the edge.  His hips jerked hard, almost cruelly as he pounded his cock deep into her...spurting ecstasy...

“Oh fuck...don’t stop!” Elena whimpered. He pulled her hard onto him, his cock thick and shooting another blast of pleasure.

A hiss of air sucked into his lungs and came out with a throaty growl when the final spurt flew from him.

Elena sat up straight and fell back onto his chest, her cunt still filled with his meat. The soft floral scent of her hair filled his nose, as it spilled over his cheek. He strained up to kiss the curve of her neck, his hands lovingly skimming up her tummy to cup her breasts.

“Baby, that was so nice.” His words were muffled against her skin.

She giggled and placed her hands over his. “I earned the money, right?”

“No.” He smiled when she rolled over to lie beside him, the cool air hitting his wet and now limp cock.

Her hand rose and a sharp pain spiked in his nipple between her fingers. “What do you mean, ‘no’? Pay up mister.”

“You should be paying me. You came like thunder too.” It had been hot fun for both of them. He smiled and pulled her hand away. “Some date night, huh?”

Her blue eyes sparkled when she sat up and looked over at him. “Beats flowers and dinner out, that’s for sure.” She smiled and looked down for a moment. When she spoke her voice was low. “That was hot, you treating me like I was some kind of hooker.” Her gaze rose and she looked shy for a moment. “It was like a stranger was fucking me.”

He totally got what she was talking about. Nodding his head, he tucked a stray lock of her hair behind her ear. His beautiful wife of fourteen years, still as pretty as when he’d met her...Who knew she could be so hot, a bit of a ball buster, the way she’d played along and teased him.

He took her in his arms, loving the feel of her warm body next to his. God, he hadn’t even taken his jeans or shirt off and there she was naked except for the stockings and boots... so vulnerable and sexy. “It was crazy good for me, too. Maybe we should try different things, like this for date nights.”

She kissed his jaw and snuggled back into the curve of his neck. “I’d like that.”

He hugged her close and whispered. “Next time though, you come up with a plan. I started this one, so it’s your turn.” Fuck, it had been sexy as hell, something he’d started as a joke. He wasn’t sure if he’d be able to top this one, so it’s best to let Elena come up with something. It might be fun; she’s the one who has the more creative ideas anyway.

She laughed. “It’s a good thing I have a few weeks.” She pulled his head down and kissed him, a deep romantic kiss that held the promise of something wild and erotic the next date night.

A seed had been planted in both of their fertile minds.


Chapter 3

“Green is the color...”

— Pink Floyd, Green is the Color

The weeks flew by for Elena. At work, the store was busy getting out winter inventory and selling off summer and autumn wear. At home, it was a constant job to keep peace between their twelve year old son, Walker, with his ten year old sister, Aria. They were only two years apart but at that age, it could be like ten years.

When bed time rolled in, she could hardly wait to hit the sack for some quiet time. Well, quiet time with her computer, researching and planning the date night that was tomorrow night! She had only a half hour window of time when Matt was in the shower to settle with the laptop and figure it out.

From her reading it was normal that couples married as long as she and Matt were bound to get a little bored sexually. She sighed and adjusted the pillows propped up behind her. The last date night had been spontaneous and wild, happening on a whim. Whatever she came up with was bound to feel contrived and planned and that would just spoil everything.

The idea of going dancing, getting dolled up and really letting loose was still lodged in her brain. Now if she could combine that with something ‘different’ that would be ideal. She looked off into space, not seeing the wardrobe across the room or the window next to it.

What had made the ‘hooker’ scenario hot had been the fact that they had stepped out of their normal lives. They’d become different people, playing a role. She grinned and closed the laptop with a snap.

Matt entered the bedroom wearing only a towel tucked in at the waist. His broad chest showed a damp line of hair dissecting and spreading out to the dark nipples above a washboard hard abdomen. For a guy pushing forty, he had the body of a twenty year old, firm and muscular. But physical labour supervising guys putting on roofs would do that.

But it wasn’t just the body that made him attractive as hell, it was the dark eyes that were crinkled in the corners with deep laugh lines, the strong jaw and the curve of his lips, the lower one slightly fuller and oh so kissable. There was usually a dark shade of beard on his cheeks and upper lip, even though he shaved every day. No doubt about it, he was still a catch.

“Okay. So what have you come up with for tomorrow night?” He grinned and whipped the towel away from his body, standing there naked, his cock slightly chubby.

The sight of his arousal made her smile. But if he thought he was getting any tonight, he had another think coming. No. That would wait and be better for waiting, until tomorrow.

“I’m covering at work tomorrow night for Amanda. When I finish, we can meet up at Brandie’s. I haven’t gone dancing in a long time.” It was hard to suppress the giggle that bubbled in her throat, especially seeing the look of disappointment on his face.

“What? That’s it? Dancing?” He pulled the covers back and climbed in next to her.

The smell of aftershave, a woodsy, masculine aroma filled her nostrils, sparking an urge to snuggle up and kiss him. But she resisted. “I’ll be sitting next to the dance floor, alone. You take a seat at the bar. If you ask me, I might think you’re cute enough to dance with...or maybe go farther if you pick me up.”

His head fell back and a smile flourished on his face as he caught the drift of what she was suggesting. “Kind of like when we first met, right?”

“Kind of.” She settled deeper into the bed and turned the bedside lamp off.

When his hand skimmed over her hip and down to her crotch, she reached for it and removed it firmly. “Save it, Matt. It’ll be worth it...maybe.”

He pulled her into his body, spooning hers close. If he only knew the truth. His thickening cock pressing into the cheek of her ass was tempting her too. But, the last time had been so much fun, it’d be worth the wait.

***

The next evening, she was later leaving the store than she’d intended. She’d closed up and sent the other sales staff home in order to have the place to herself to change into club wear. Looking at her reflection in the change room, she adjusted the shoulder of the red, form fitting dress and reached into her purse to freshen her lip gloss. Perfect. Too much cleavage and thigh for work but absolutely right for going to a bar.

She grabbed her coat and left the store, pausing to lock up the heavy metal door at the rear entrance. Lucky Brandie’s was only a block away the way the stiletto heels felt, pinching her toes, forcing her to take small steps.

The thump of the bass reverberated in her stomach even before she entered the dimly lit bar. Inside the pounding music assaulted her ears as she threaded her way through tables and twenty two year old rockers. There was one table that was vacant and she quickly made her way over to it. From a quick sidelong glance at the bar, she saw the broad back and dark hair of a couple of guys, either one of which could have been Matt.

She slipped the coat off and sat in the chair by the wall, giving her the best view of the dance floor and length of bar. When the song changed to a slower one she saw people; kids really, wander off and take their spots at tables and along the bar. What had happened to Brandie’s? It used to be the only bar in town that catered to an older crowd--older than the college and high school crowd that was there tonight. At thirty six, she felt old.

The waitress, another college aged kid in a short pleated skirt and white blouse appeared at the table, setting a gin and tonic in front of her. Elena’s eyes opened wide looking at the raven haired beauty with the chartreuse bangs. She pointed to the bar, where a blonde haired guy in his thirties, sat smiling at her.

Elena nodded her head in thanks and looked away, her stomach in a total knot. Who was that guy? Sure he was good looking, with a friendly smile and fit looking body, but he wasn’t Matt. She turned her head and scoured the bar with her gaze. Where the heck was he?

Once again her eyes grew wide, seeing the red haired, co-ed standing next to her husband, laughing and flirting with him. Hell, the bitch even had her hand on his shoulder and he was just going along with that, nodding and smiling back at her?

A shadow fell over her and the blonde haired guy loomed large standing at her table. His lips curled in a soft smile and he spoke, “Would you like to dance?”

Normally, she would have politely said ‘no thanks’ but after seeing Matt with the pretty chicklet, she smiled and got to her feet. Blondie stepped back and she eased by him, walking slowly to the dance floor. She’d only dance one dance with him, just enough to maybe get Matt’s attention, if he wasn’t too busy with the little cheerleader. She took a deep breath and turned to her dance partner, just in time for the song to change to another slow one. Great.

Blondie held his hands out and she slipped her hand in his while the other curled and rested lightly on her back. Standing so close to him, his body radiated warmth and a cologne her father used to wear –Old Spice? Unlike the kids on the dance floor, he wore a sports jacket and dark shirt open at the neck.  At least he was dressed nicely.

“I’m Bryon Talbott.” His voice was deep and pleasant sounding.

From the way he dipped his head and his eyebrows rose, she had to respond. “Elena. Thank you for the drink by the way.” She fell into step with him, her hand resting on his shoulder. When he turned she strained to the side to get a peek at Matt.

Fuck! He was still gabbing with the young woman, not even looking for her when he had to know that she was there!

“I’ve never seen you in here before. Believe me, I’d know if I had. Do you live in Black Rapids?” Bryon’s eyes were as blue as window cleaner, and the edges were lined with laughter.

She smiled and leaned closer to speak next to his ear. How would that look if Matt turned around! “Yeah, I live here. I guess I don’t get out much. How about you? You must be a regular here.” From the way the guy danced, he was no stranger to Brandie’s.

“For the past few months, I guess. Getting back into the dating scene.” He smiled and pulled her in tighter with his arm on her back.

Oh no. He was obviously interested and she had to be straight with him. “I’m married, Bryon. I’m kind of waiting for my husband to show up.”

His lips were a straight line and he sighed. “Just my luck. Someone over jailbait and she’s married.”

Her head fell to the side and she smiled up at him. “I’m enjoying the dance. I just didn’t want you to get the wrong impression.”

From the corner of her eye she saw Matt lead the co-ed to the dance floor and start dancing right next to them. He looked over at her and his eyes were narrow and dark.

A flash of anger flared deep inside. He had some nerve, acting like she was doing something wrong when he hadn’t even noticed her come into the bar, when he should have been all over that. When he turned his head, little chicklet’s face was so close to his, they could have been kissing! Her hands rested on his shoulders, gazing into his eyes.

Oh yeah! Elena snuggled closer to Bryon, resting her chin on his shoulder. Her stomach was against his, swaying to the music.

His breath was hot on the fold of her ear. “You and your husband...do you have an open marriage?”

Whether it was the music, her anger or the proximity of Bryon’s body, the tug low in her tummy was a surprise. An open marriage? Oh my God. He thought she was coming onto him and who could blame him for that. It had been a long time since she’d been this close to a man not her husband who made no bones about the fact he wanted to fuck her.

“Ah...no, we don’t.  Actually, my husband is dancing right next to us.” She jerked her head to the side, indicating Matt.

Bryon’s eyebrows drew together, glancing from her to Matt. It was obvious that he had no clue what kind of dynamic was going on. When the song ended, he stepped back and smiled, leaving her on the dance floor.

Matt was just breaking it off from the young woman as Elena took a step to go back to her table. His hand on her arm, fingers tight, stopped her cold.

“We’re leaving.” His voice was hard and icy, eyes narrow in a tight face.

Her back straightened and she looked down her nose at him. “Don’t you want to dance with your little cheerleader again?” There was no way she wanted to stay either with the loud music and young patrons but she wasn’t going to make it easier on him. From the corner of her eye she saw the young woman slink away.

“Fine.” With a flick of his hand he threw her arm away from him and turned, stomping towards the door.

She huffed a loud sigh and scrambled over to the table to get her coat. He better be waiting outside for her! If she had to call a cab, there would really be hell to pay. When she opened the door, he was standing looking into the street smoking a cigarette.

“Didn’t you see me coming in? No! You were too busy chatting up a girl young enough to be your daughter.” She crossed her arms over her chest, glaring at him.

He tossed the cigarette into the street and spun around. “You’re one to talk! Who was that guy you were throwing yourself at?” He looked down at the sidewalk and his fingers threaded through his hair. “I was trying to get away from that chick to ask you to dance. Couldn’t wait five minutes could you?”

Elena took a step closer, already feeling the anger seep out of her chest. “He was the first guy to buy me a drink.” She managed a small smile. “Snooze you lose. At least he didn’t have to get I.D.’d to buy a drink, unlike your little number.” 

“He bought you a drink, huh?” He looked over at her and his lips twitched in the corners. “You weren’t there two minutes but some guy is hitting on you?” His head fell forward and his eyes closed for a moment. “Or did you know him already?”

She reached out and pushed his shoulder. “No!” Her hands were on her hips and she leaned forward, her nose almost touching his. “Did you know the little red head?”

“Yeah right! Like I have so much time to cruise bars.” He jerked his head to the side. “C’mon. The truck’s just on the next block. Let’s go home.”

He started walking away, his hands thrust deep in his pockets.

“Wait up! It’s not easy walking in these heels.” She shook her head and huffed another angry sigh. All the work she put into getting ready for the night out and it had been a total bust. Well… not a total bust. Not having a guy buy her a drink, getting asked to dance, and then hit on her wasn’t flattering.

“Matt?”

He stood a few feet ahead, waiting for her to catch up. He was still a bit pissed off but not nearly as bad as before.

“That guy thought you and I had an open relationship. Can you believe that?” She slipped her hand in the crook of his arm, slowing his walk to her pace.

“What? An open relationship? Why would he think that?” He shook his head. “Are there that many open relationships around that he assumed we had one too?”

She nodded her head and her forehead lined with curiosity. “Yeah. Kind of makes you wonder, doesn’t it?”

He slipped his arm over her shoulders and kissed the top of her head. “Next time, I do the planning for date night.”

“Yeah, Brandie’s was a waste of time, all right. Even without the drama between us, did you notice how many kids were in there? It was almost like being at a high school dance.” She gave a sigh.  “Too bad. I was really looking forward to dancing.”

He nodded and rubbed her arm. “Let’s go home, order a pizza and watch a movie.”

She sighed again. After working ten hours and then going out, she was bushed. The really nice thing about this date night was that the kids were at her parent’s place and they could sleep in. Maybe in the morning....


Chapter 4

“When I say I love you, know I love you more...”

— Miley Cyrus, Adore

It wasn’t exactly a date night, but more like a date weekend the following month. They hadn’t been to New York City since their honeymoon fourteen years ago. It was a bonus that the regional buyers’ meeting was scheduled in November in the Big Apple. Two days of meetings and Elena would be free for the weekend. Even the prospect of a six hour drive didn’t deter Matt from getting away to join Elena there.

He met her at the convention centre on 34th street at six p.m. as planned. With the prices of hotels, now that it was on their dime, they were going to check into a more affordable one, even if it was in Brooklyn. Actually, it would work out better with the subway and bus systems in NYC—no need to worry about parking.

“How were the meetings?” Matt looked over at Elena as he waited for the light to turn.  The city teemed with life; there were so many people hustling on their way home or to wherever.

She grinned and squeezed his hand. “Long and boring. A few of us managed to get away and do a play off Broadway. But overall, I’m beat and glad it’s over.” She looked out the window at a group of black musicians playing on the street. It was interesting seeing that sort of thing, the color and spontaneity of it all. “How was the drive?”

He grinned and glanced over before accelerating with the stream of cars. “Same. Long and boring. I don’t know about you but if we eat and then vedge out in the hotel tonight I’m good with that.”

A sigh of relief went through her chest. That would be just tickety-boo with her. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Twenty minutes later, with the smooth voice of the GPS lady directing them, they parked the truck in front of the hotel that they’d booked. It was a high rise of glass and steel with a green awning over the front entrance. Elena turned to Matt, “I’ll go see about our room and parking. Be right back.”

She got out of the truck and crossed the sidewalk to open the heavy glass door. It had been rated a four star online, but the lobby looked very elegant. Her heels clacked on the marble tiles crossing the floor to stand in front of the high oak counter. Immediately, a barrel-chested man with salt and pepper beard and hair stepped over to help her.

“We have a reservation here. Where's the hotel parking? My husband is parked out front now.” She glanced behind him at the mirrored wall and the lush green plants bordering it. It even smelled expensive. Quite a find on line at the price they’d got.

“The parking entrance is at the back of the hotel. I’ll get a bellhop to help you with your luggage and direct your husband.” The man’s smile was broad, revealing a mouthful of gleaming white teeth and his dark eyes twinkled. “Your first stay at our hotel?”

She nodded and smiled when the young bellhop in a navy uniform appeared at her side. “I’ll be right back.” She led the way to the truck and then went back to the front desk, where the first man waited.

“I’m Beau Claire. Which is French for ‘pretty clear’, or if you prefer ‘Beau Knows’. Anything you need to know, where to shop, dine, sightsee, ask me. I’m here to help. Remember, ‘Beau Knows’.” He punctuated his remarks with a sharp slap of his broad tanned hand on the counter.

“I’m Elena Johnson. We have a reservation for tonight and tomorrow.” She couldn’t help smiling back at Beau. He was so friendly and confident that it would be hard not to like the guy.

He tapped on a keyboard that the high desk hid, the clicking noise fast and sure. “Ah...there you are. Room four o four, overlooking the street. King bed, non smoking with Jacuzzi tub. The street side is the nicest and at that level, the sound is muted.” He grinned and looked over at her. “May I have your credit card please? I’ll only charge it when you check out.”

She fumbled in her purse and produced her wallet. When she slid the card across the smooth surface of the desk, she remarked, “That’s fine. How is the restaurant in the hotel? We’re tired and—”

“It’s excellent. And for a small fee, you can enjoy whatever you’d like in the comfort of your room. Put your jammies on and kick back, just like at home.” He printed the invoice and handed the card back to her.

Matt appeared at her side, looking quizzically at the desk clerk.

Without missing a beat, Beau turned to him and continued talking. “Mr. Johnson, welcome. As I was saying to your lovely wife, if you are tired, we will be happy to bring your dinner to your room. The extra cost is paltry, compared to the added comfort.” He handed an envelope containing the room passes to Matt. With a smile he added, “Beau Claire, Sir. Anything you need to know, remember, ‘Beau Knows’.”

“You know what Beau? After a six hour drive, soaking in the tub and having room service, sounds great. You talked me into it.” Matt slipped the envelope into his pocket and placed his arm over Elena’s shoulder, turning to follow the cart and bellhop to the elevator.

When they stepped inside, there was a quiet comfortable silence going up to their floor. They stepped out and followed the skinny young man down the hall to their room. He opened the door and took the bags inside, while Matt fished in his pocket for a tip.

Elena slipped her high heels off, and basked in the comfort of the plush carpeting under her feet. When the door closed and Matt stepped closer he slid his arms around her, pulling her body into his and planting a kiss on the top of her head.

“Remember the last time we were together in a hotel room?” His voice was a low rumble, she felt and heard. He pulled at the hem of her top, lifting it higher, until it passed over her head and arms.

There was a tug low in her tummy, picturing the last time they’d been alone like this, in a strange room, with a strange bed. It had been decadent fun. She stood in her bra and skirt, pressing into his body, feeling his cock grow firmer. Oh yeah. He was definitely picturing it too.

She stepped back and walked into the bathroom. The ivory whirlpool tub was set in the corner with a marble step leading up to it. She flipped the lever turning the faucet on and went back into the bedroom area. Matt stood looking out the window at the street view while unbuttoning his shirt. When he slipped it off, the wide fullback size shoulders, the muscle definition of his back leading down to a trim waist and hips, made her smile. Standing there the way he was, he could have been a model for a sculptor or painter, a true work of art.

Coming up behind him, her hands slid over the sides of his waist and she kissed his warm flesh, snuggling close. There was a pop of the snap of his jeans opening and then the clicks of his zipper lowering, her fingers already sliding down his firm tummy. His cock was getting harder and thicker with each roll of her hand on the shaft.

“Someone’s pretty horny. I guess you missed me, huh?” His hand closed over hers and he pulled it away. When he turned he kissed her with just the faintest of touches, his tongue skimming the inside of her lips.

There was a quick tug of her bra as he slipped the fasteners and it fell loose over her arms. She shed it quickly and pressed her mouth harder onto his, her hands pushing the jeans lower. He was rock hard now, the tip oozing a dollop of pre-cum that she massed into the satin head, and down the ridged columns of his shaft.

His hands cupped her ass and he squeezed her flesh before applying a sharp slap. “Hey, we have all night, Babe.” He slid his pants down and sat on the edge of the bed, removing his sock and shoes. “I’ll check the bath.” He smiled and got up walking slowly to the bathroom.

She felt a tingle between her legs watching his cock bob and the hollow in the side of his butt cheek. It was difficult to know which was more enticing--that hollow or the muscles in his back. In a flash she was out of the skirt and skimming the stockings down her legs. There was something liberating and erotic about walking around nude, especially in a hotel.

When she entered the bathroom, he lounged casually in the tub, arms splayed casually on the sides. “Before you get in, would you get us a couple beers? I think we could probably use one.”

“Sure.” She turned and went over to the bar fridge against the far wall. It seemed like Matt was purposely drawing this out, making her wait. It was a trick he sometimes used to tease her and amp up the tension, so that when he did fuck her, she’d go off like fireworks, hot and fast.  He didn’t do it often but when he did–look out!

She opened the beer and sauntered back into the bathroom, holding the icy bottles against her nipples. Sure enough, when she handed his to him, his gaze lowered for a moment and he smiled. She set hers on the ledge and climbed in, facing him, her back against the other side. It was hot and delicious, the water swirling over her muscles.

“We should get one of these, or maybe a hot tub.” She slid forward, bending her knees and sinking lower in the water until it lapped at her chin.

“When the kids have left the nest, we’ll get a hot tub.  I can’t see the point if we have to wear bathing suits.” He took a long swig of beer and set it on the ledge.

His fingers caressed her foot, separating and massaging each toe. The warm sensation that flooded from her feet and up her legs was wonderful, so relaxing. But when he lifted her foot and his lips closed over her big toe, his tongue swirling around it, a jolt of lust shot through her pussy. Oh God, he was treating her toe like it was a cock, sucking and licking it. Her breath got slow and ragged through open lips.

He set her foot back in the water and edged closer, his legs intertwined with hers. His fingers skimmed her legs higher and higher until he reached her pussy. She reached for him but he gently pushed her hands away.

“No. Let me do this. I’ve been thinking of this all the way here.” His voice was soft and he looked at her with smouldering eyes.

She sat back, relaxing in the warm water, her legs laying limp and open, and closed her eyes, waiting. His fingers were soft as a feather gliding over her pussy lips...up and down until she ached for him to spread them, touch her clit and fill her.

“Do you like that?” He whispered.

She nodded and her lips parted, curling her pelvic bone up and rolling her pussy harder on his fingers. Her leg lifted out of the water and rested on the side of the tub, opening herself fully to him. Still his fingers caressed just the outer lips. Oh God, she needed more. “Finger me, shove it inside...”  It came out as a hoarse plea, her hips rocking wantonly.

He leaned closer and now both of his hands played on her pussy. With a slow steady pressure his fingers parted her more and his thumb teased her clit softly. A whimper rolled in her throat and she sucked in a gulp of air, almost panting at the thrill of it.

His fingers pushed into her cunt, thrusting in and out a few times. Her eyes opened wide when one of them pushed into her ass. The intrusion of his finger or thumb or whatever caused a burning sensation in her anus, but his other hand continued to tease her clit, sending waves of pleasure there.

After a few moments when the burning eased, there was increased pressure, more going in her ass, splitting her apart. The vulnerability of her pussy to the invasion of his hands incensed her passion to a higher level. “Oh fuck...don’t stop...please…”

It was building. Her heart pounding and the blood racing through her body, greedy hunger  claiming her. She hooked her other leg over the side of the tub, spreading herself wide, opening herself to new heights of pleasure, her cunt and asshole impaled on his hand. Her hands clenched onto the grab rails, her knuckles turning white.

“That’s it, baby! Right there! Let it go!” Matt pushed harder into her openings, his thumb a whir on her clit. 

“Fuuuuuck!” It was a rumbling moan that erupted from her chest, her body quivering in the throes of ecstasy. Her pussy; no, her hot cunt tightened, creaming his fingers, ass hot and filled with him. Another electric wave rolled through her body, spreading from her core. Her hips convulsed in a final jerk riding the wave until it crashed over her.

She gasped, struggling for air, coming down from the hot ride of pleasure. Her eyes blinked wide a few times and she grinned with wonderment. Matt’s hands slipped out of her and he strained forward to kiss her lips. Her fingers ran through his hair, cupping him closer still.

“Oh wow! That was amazing.” She breathed the words into his ear.

“You’re amazing. I love you.” He kissed her neck and her jaw, ending with a deep kiss to her lips.

She giggled for a moment. “What is it about hotel rooms and us? It hasn’t been this intense at home!”

He chuckled and nuzzled her neck again. “Here’s to a great date weekend.”


Chapter 5

“I say black,

You say white.

I say bark,

You say bite...”

—Queen, Bicycle

It was wonderful to be able to sleep in—no ferrying kids to gymnastics, football or swimming. Elena’s parents signed up for that weekend chore, thank God. Matt sat up and enjoyed his second cup of coffee, watching some silly talk show, while the soft hiss of the shower spray drifted from the bathroom.

The night before had been so relaxing. After the Jacuzzi, they’d enjoyed dinner in bed, taking in an old movie, falling asleep well after midnight.

When the shower shut off, he got out of bed and wandered into the bathroom. Elena was towelling off, her hair wet and streaming past her shoulders. Her deep blue eyes met his and for a moment she looked shy, her cheeks pink when she stepped out of the glass enclosure. It reminded him of the time they’d first started dating, that shy look. Despite the fact that she was in her mid thirties, she could still pass as a woman in her twenties. Her skin was smooth with only a few laugh lines at the corners of her eyes and of course, her body was slim from jogging.

“What do you want to do today?” The towel draped around her body, and she tucked the ends between her breasts. “Not shopping. I’ve had enough of that in the last two days, selecting the spring line-up.”

He turned the shower spray on and looked over at her before answering. “You won’t hear me complaining about that. How about doing some touristy things, like a museum or botanical gardens? You decide. I’m having a shower and then taking you some place nice for brunch.”

***

It was a little past six in the evening when Matt and Elena entered the hotel again. He spied Beau at the front desk and touched Elena’s arm. “You go on up to the room. I want to talk to Beau to find a good place for dinner.”

She smiled and stepped away, heading for the elevator. “Okay, see you in a little while.”

Actually, there was one other thing to talk to Beau about that Elena would love. The evening at Brandie’s had been a disaster but Elena had chosen it because of the dancing. It had been awhile and this was a surprise she’d really like. Beau would know, or so he claimed anyway.

When Beau finished checking in the older couple at the desk, he flashed a smile at Matt. “Hey, my man. How was the sight-seeing tour?”

Matt grinned, nodding his head. “You were right, man. We got to see all the touristy sites and didn’t exhaust ourselves walking. That double decker bus is something else. Thanks for that tip. Now for this evening...”

“You want a nice dinner? Greek, Japanese, Italian? What were you thinking?” Beau grinned and leaned forward, his dark eyes twinkling.

“A nice steak, good old USDA prime. But after, I’d like to take the wife out dancing.” Matt shoved his hands in his pockets, jingling some coins in his hands.

“Ah...you got kids, right? A nice romantic weekend away from them, just you and the missus.” Beau kept nodding his head. “I know what that’s like. Got three at home myself. Love them to death but sometimes, having them underfoot all the time’s a drag.”

“Yeah. I hear you, man.  I was thinking of dancing. Someplace that’s not been taken over by the college set, someplace kind of fun and romantic.” He didn’t have to spell out the fiasco at Brandie’s. Beau was a family guy like him, he’d know what he meant.

Beau leaned in closer still and his eyebrows bobbed a couple times. “A place for couples like you and your wife. Someone who’s been married a while and wants to keep the spark alive. Is that it?” Beau’s voice had dropped and he glanced over at the other desk clerk.

“Yeah. A place where people in our age group can kick back and enjoy themselves. Slow dance and—”

“Got it. I know a place that sounds like what you want. You got to dress to impress. The clientele is... mature and open minded. The cover charge is forty dollars a couple.”

Matt’s eyes opened wider for a moment. Wow! That was pretty steep, just to get in! But at those prices, not many college kids would want to go and the price was for couples. What the heck did Beau mean, ‘open minded’? Maybe there was a fair number of gay and lesbian customers. That wasn’t Elena or his gig, but hey! They could be as open minded as anyone else. Beau probably took him for being more of a hick than he was.

“Must be a nice place, huh?” He watched the big grin spreading on Beau’s face in answer to his question.

“Why don’t you start with Benny’s Steakhouse which is a few blocks away, and then call a cab to take you to Eden. That’s the name of the club. It will rekindle...” He laughed and looked down at the counter for a moment. “I don’t have to say more. I know what you want.”

Matt grinned and slipped a ten spot across the counter at Beau. The guy had sure pointed them in the right direction for the afternoon of sightseeing. Hell, Beau was wasted working as a desk clerk. He should be with the chamber of commerce or something. He had the pulse of all the right places. “Thanks, bro. Sounds like a great time tonight.”

Beau nodded and smiled, his hand closing over the bill.


Chapter 6

“Would you like to swing on a star?

Carry moonbeams home in a jar....

--Bing Crosby, Swinging on a Star

Elena held Matt’s hand sitting in the back of the taxi taking them to ‘Eden’. She snuggled closer and looked up at him. “This is so thoughtful of you. You knew I wanted to go dancing and look, here we are.” This was one of the reasons she loved him so much.  She’d heard other women complain about their husbands, about how they took everything for granted. Thank goodness Matt wasn’t like that.

He turned and kissed her forehead. “Beau steered me onto this place.” He turned and peered out the window. “And what the hell, we get to see Brooklyn, too.”

She glanced ahead out the front windshield beside the cab driver. The heavy stone towers of the Brooklyn Bridge passed over them, the support cables for the roadway creating a spider web of steel as their taxi flashed past.

She felt the ‘going out’ anticipation flutter in her stomach. This was going to be fun, getting out and dancing.

The taxi slowed down and pulled up to the curb in front of a brick warehouse with the neon pink sign ‘Eden’ mounted over the door. The driver turned and his gaze roamed over Elena’s face, a small close-lipped smile forming on his lips. “Well, here we are… have a good time!” He then winked at them both.

Elena reached for the door handle and slid over the seat while Matt paid the driver. When she got out, she spied a couple walking towards the club. They looked to be in their early forties, trim and the woman wore impossibly high, spiked heels. From the way they looked, it was a good thing that Beau had advised ‘dress to impress’ and they followed his advice. Better still, if that was the age range of the clientele this would be great—no Brandie’s fiasco with the barely legal age set.

Matt appeared beside her and took her hand leading the way to the front door. From the outside Eden looked as non-descript as a news stand. There were no flashy lights nor outside speakers, just the club’s name in neon and a floodlight over a door that was a plain black metal entrance.

She stepped through the door when Matt held it open for her and saw a high counter with two people standing behind it. The couple she’d noticed on the sidewalk were paying their cover. Music pulsed in the air from a passageway that opened up past the counter. Yes! It was a song popular when she and Matt had first dated and gone to clubs. Her hips began to roll a little in time with the melody and lyrics.

When the first couple were through, she stepped up to the counter beside Matt. The woman behind the counter, her big hooped earrings glinting under a short pixie cut, smiled up at Matt. Her light blue eyes, framed with heavy dark lashes were friendly, and the look she shot Matt bordered on flirty.   

“Welcome to Eden. Do you have a membership?” She glanced over at Elena and her smile widened in welcome, revealing a perfect set of teeth.

Elena’s stomach fell and her eyebrows drew together while Matt answered the woman. “Uh… no, we’re in New York on business and are just looking for a night on the town.”

The young woman shook her head and reached under the counter before sliding a form across the smooth tiled countertop. “Not a problem— we’ll just admit you guys as out of town members then. Just fill out the form, pay the fee and we’ll be all set.”

Elena met Matt’s gaze to see he was as puzzled as she was. “A membership form?” she whispered.

“I dunno, maybe it’s a way to keep the riff raff out.”

She thought for a second and nodded. “Sounds right to me.” In the background the song had changed to another one that Elena loved. “That’s fine. Let’s just do it and go in.” She nudged Matt’s arm, and bobbed in time to the tune, the music already getting to her.

He took the pen and filled in the information and slid forty dollars across the counter.

The woman, smiled and took the paperwork and money. “Have fun and play safe!”

Elena turned to look at the woman and then Matt, her eyebrows pulled together. ‘Play safe?’ What the heck did that mean?  Matt’s hand on her elbow nudged her forward, towards the coat rack. She slipped her coat off and hung it on a wooden hanger.

Beside the coat rack was a sign with a smiley face on it with the words ‘Remember… ‘No Thanks Means NO  and the Uterus Rules!’ She pointed it out to Matt and they had a giggle.

“I never thought of that, but y’know, it’s not a bad idea,” she said.

“Oh, like ‘If Momma ain’t happy, nobody’s happy’, huh?” he smiled as she shook his head.

“Sorta… but more like if you wanna get into me, get me all in first!” She gave his ass a pat and they headed to where the music was coming from.

They held hands walking down the hall and going through the archway to the dance floor. The place was nearly filled with people, sitting on high stools at small round tables, while to the left the brightly lit bar area was almost three deep with people waiting to be served.

A surveillance of the crowd made Elena’s eyes open wider. The couple sitting closest to the entrance were laughing, their heads almost touching. But it was the dress that really caught her eye. What little there was, glittered with the sequins catching the low amber light overhead. The woman was tanned, her shapely legs below the shimmering cloth, while above, a river of cleavage showed in the plunging neckline. Her companion, a guy in his forties was dressed in a dark shirt and black dockers; she wasn’t sure, but his shirt looked like crushed silk. My, my, how casually elegant!

She glanced over at Matt only to find him openly gaping at another group of four people. Her eyes followed his gaze and widened in surprise. Oh my God. The tall brunette woman was kissing the shorter blonde woman and openly fondling her breasts! The two guys looked on smiling.

Okay, this bar served the gay community as well as the straight. Beau wouldn’t have sent them if their own orientation wasn’t okay here. And besides, the dance mix was pretty good!

Her hand squeezed Matt’s and they looked at each other, mouths falling open. He immediately turned once more to the table of four. The women had broken off the kiss and grinned at each other before taking a seat at the table. Their dresses, which barely covered their crotches, let alone legs, clung to them like wetsuits. And like the first woman she’d noticed, the neckline of their dresses took plunging to new depths.

Matt turned to her and smiled before whispering in her ear. “Beau said we need to have an open mind. Mine’s so open, I think my brain just fell out. What do you think?”

“Umm… I think its two gay couples double dating?”

Her eyes flitted over the rest of the patrons and the way they openly eyed each other, all the while laughing and having fun. It was as unreal and fantasy-like as Disneyland but instead of the pristine innocence of Snow White or Sleeping Beauty, the gang here oozed sex appeal. Hell, they flaunted it! It was like nothing she’d ever experienced before.

She glanced at Matt out of the corner of her eye; he was as blown away as she was.

He then looked at her out of the corner of his eye, then turned and faced her. “It looks like this club’s right out there on the edge. You okay with this?”

She turned to him and shrugged her shoulders, a grin spreading on her face. “If you’re not living on the edge, you’re taking up space!” She gave a short laugh. “I don’t know. Let’s stay for a drink and see what happens.” As he was about to join the line-up at the bar, she reached for his arm stopping him. “Make mine a double.” She turned, looking for an empty table.

There was one that bordered the dance floor. She smiled, slipping between two tables where two sets of couples laughed, sharing some sort of joke. Two of the women turned and looked into her eyes, before dropping their gaze to take in her body, from head to toe.

It was a little weird. It wasn’t catty; but she was definitely being checked out. Sort of the way a girl friend would give her a once over before heading out on a date… but… at the same time it had an undertone of attraction. She looked away quickly, her mind a little scrambled from the blended message they were sending. Seeing them with their husbands or lovers or whatever, they weren’t gay. Were they? What the hell?

One of them touched her arm and she turned to face her.

The woman’s eyes were almond shaped and dark, set in flawless skin, high cheekbones and lush full lips. Her ebony hair hung in soft waves over her bare shoulders, almost down to the top of her red sheath dress. “Are you here alone? Would you like to join us?” The warm smile that followed was softly, seductive.

Before Elena had a chance to answer, one of the guys piped up, “Amy! Always looking for the Unicorn! Although...” He leaned closer and he in turn did a once over with his eyes and smiled.

Elena felt her face grow hot but not in an altogether unpleasant way. The way they looked at her was friendly and flattering. She shook her head, “Thanks but I’m here with my husband. He’s just at the bar getting some drinks.”

The woman who’d asked her to join them, sighed and her shoulders fell for a moment. “The more the merrier. If you both want to sit with us, you’re more than welcome. And if not, I’ll see you on the dance floor.”‘

With a weak smile, Elena nodded and continued on her way to the empty table. It was the last one available and she didn’t want to lose it. She set her purse on the chair opposite and took a seat on the high stool, facing the bar. Judging from the line-up, she was glad she told Matt to bring her a double

She glanced down at her silk blouse and toyed with one of the buttons. She was always able to dress fashionably because of the discounts she got at the store, but tonight, she felt out of place. Seeing what the women were wearing at Eden, her outfit was modest. Sure it was a beautiful turquoise silk blouse that was too clingy for work, but she should have worn something sexier. She gave her head a shake. She didn’t own anything as sexy as what these women were wearing! Her blouse, blazer and skirt were definitely too much for work, but here she was, downright dowdy. She undid one of the buttons. Maybe she’d take off her camisole in the bathroom later.

She looked over at the dance floor watching a couple of women dance together. Well at least that much was the same as in Black Rapids—the women leading the way, early in the evening until the men filled up with liquid courage and joined them. But the song was a slow one which was odd. It was usually only fast songs where women danced together. She tried to look nonchalant watching them sway to the music, their hands on each other’s waists. Once more she felt a little démodé noticing the short hemlines and flashy tops.

Her eyes became round when the taller one, a red head edged closer to the short brunette and kissed her lips. Her hands dropped and coiled around the smaller woman’s hips, to palm the cheeks of her ass. The shorter one didn’t seem to mind but replicated the red head’s actions, squeezing the taller one’s ass as well. They swayed and rocked to the beat, caressing each other’s ass. The taller woman bent and began to kiss the shorter one with an ardour Elena had never seen before. Well, not in real life.

The raw intensity of the women caused a flutter between Elena’s legs. She exhaled slowly, barely aware she’d been holding her breath, surprised at the tingle in her clit. Well… it was hot to watch!

Of course, she’d seen porn flicks with Matt, cuddled in bed, a prelude to their lovemaking but this was so much hotter. The deep bass of the music pulsed in her tummy, the women dancing so close she could have reached out and touched them; she was able to smell their perfume. The women had to be gay and deeply in love, from the way they gazed at each other.

Still, it was pretty hot.

She glanced over at the bar to see Matt’s progress. Damn, she could use a drink! He was in the second line, closest to the bar and probably wouldn’t be joining her for another few minutes. She took a deep breath and looked beyond the dance floor to the tables on the other side. She noticed something she missed when she had first entered. In darker shadows beyond the tables, was a line of leather couches, set on low risers. These were pretty well filled too. She peered in, to see most of their occupants were making out, kissing and fondling hotly.

This was some wild dance club! They didn’t have anything close to this back home in Black Rapids. She sort of felt like a hick for that thought, but it was the truth.

She jumped in her seat when someone touched her shoulder. Spinning around, she saw a dark haired woman, her ruby lips parted in a wide smile set in the swarthy skin of someone Hispanic or Mediterranean. Behind her was a man with grey hair at his temples, his eyes crinkled with laughter, handsome and smooth.

“May we join you? There’s hardly any seats and we noticed you’re all alone.” The woman’s voice was soft without any accent. She moved to one of the empty stools, already slipping onto the seat. “I’m Sophia and this is my husband Chris.” In the flaming red dress, the satin catching the light and accentuating a full bust and swell of her hip she was confident and very attractive.

Elena managed a smile, although this wasn’t exactly what she had planned for the evening. This was supposed to be a romantic evening to share with Matt. It was turning out different, although not uninteresting, than what she’d thought it would be. “Hi. I’m Elena. It is pretty busy here.” 

She held out her hand to Chris and he took it in his. But instead of shaking it, he raised it to his lips and kissed her fingers. “Enchanted. You are a lovely lady.”

Elena’s neck felt hot as she watched him take a seat next to his wife. That was kind of smooth— a little over the top, but pretty smooth. “Are you from Brooklyn? This is our first time in this club.” The words rushed out in her nervousness. She sighed inwardly. That sounded so hick. No, worse— ‘touristy’.

Sophia and Chris shared a look and smiled. He spoke first. “Perhaps I’ll get us some drinks, my dear. You probably want to chat with Elena.” She heard a slight European accent in his voice. French? Italian? He glanced at Elena as he got to his feet. There was something odd about his smile, kind of like some secret joke had just passed between them.

Sophia leaned forward and her hand covered Elena’s. “Your first time at this club or your first time at a club like this?”

Elena sat straighter and squared her shoulders. Sure, her opening remark had come off as kind of unsophisticated but what the hell! She and Matt had been to lots of night clubs, especially when they were younger. They weren’t as over the top as this one but still she wasn’t entirely wet behind her ears. “This club. We’ve been to lots of other clubs back home. We’re from out of town. I had meetings for a couple of days and we’re staying over for the weekend.”

“In that case, welcome to New York!” She gave her hand a pat. “I hope Eden’s as much fun for you as the other clubs were!”

Elena looked over the dance floor. Other couples were dancing together. A few female couples but mostly boy/girl pairs. Funny, none of the couples on the floor were guy/guy though.

“Well, this club seems a little more out there, to tell you the truth,” she said, turning back to Sophia.

Sophia nodded and smiled. “Yes, things always get dialled up a little more intensely when you cross the city line.” She sat back and the corners of her lips twitched in a smile. “So what are you and your husband into? What are your limits?” Her fingers rose to fluff her hair and her eyes followed a curvy blonde woman in a mini skirt walking by.

“We like to dance of course,” she turned her head to the side to think. “As far as limits, neither of us are big drinkers and we took a cab anyway.” It was kind of a stupid question; why else would they be here, paying forty dollars cover?

Sophia’s eyes lit up. “Oh...me too. My husband gets really hot when I dirty dance with another woman. I guess yours does too, huh?” She lowered her gaze to Elena’s chest. “God you have such a nice set; I’d love to play with them...”

Elena sat like a deer in the headlights, unable to speak. She was shocked to be openly propositioned by a woman...but what the heck was that jolt of pleasure that made her pussy wet and warm? This was unreal. When had she landed in Oz?

Her mouth was dry and her words came out as a soft croak. “Did you…” she dry swallowed. Where were those damn drinks! “Did you just ask to play with my boobs?”

Sophia’s face took on a hue of a let-down. “Oh no, don’t tell me you’re not bi-friendly.”

“Bi-what?”

Sophia’s expression went from disappointment to confusion. “Bi-friendly. You know—Bi-sexual, Bi-curious, Bi-friendly!” She tilted her head at Elena. “What box did you check on your profile?”

“Profile?”

“Yeah, you know… your Lifestyle profile online!” She held up her hands. “You do have one, right?”

“Lifestyle?” Her voice became a squeak.

“Hold on a second, hon.” Sophie gently leaned in. “You know what I mean, don’t you?” Watching Elena’s eyes and not seeing any comprehension there, she said. “Uh-oh…”

“Uh oh?”

Sophia’s face collapsed into a giggle. “I’m sorry! I’m not laughing at you, but this is too much!” She adjusted her posture at the table and clasped her hands together on its edge. “You really don’t know where you are, do you?”

Oh shit! Elena gritted her teeth together in a smile that was really a grimace. “In a dance club? Right? A dance club?”

Sophie sighed, closed her eyes and dropped her head. “No. This isn’t just a dance club.”

Elena’s voice squeaked again. The clothes, the looks from the other patrons. The crack about the uterus… “Uh oh… Not just a dance club?”

“It’s a Lifestyle club.”

“Lifestyle? Which Lifestyle?”

“Not the Amish lifestyle, I guarantee you that. Swing Lifestyle.”

Oh boy… “And you’re not talking about golf swing or playground swing, are you?” Seeing Sophie shake her head no, she asked, “You’re talking about playing with my boobs.” Sophie nodded. “As in sex? With me?”

Sophie smiled weakly. “And your husband too…”

Oh boy.


Chapter 7 

I can see clearly now the rain is gone

I can see all obstacles in my way

Gone are the dark clouds that had me blind

It’s gonna be a bright (bright)

Bright sunshiny day

—Jimmy Cliff, I Can See Clearly Now

Finally the bartender handed the drinks to Matt. Given that the bar was so busy, he’d ordered four drinks, all doubles that he now had to cram together between his two hands, trying to thread his way through the crowd over to where Elena sat. What a place! It was filled with people who really took their clubbing seriously, dressed to the nine’s in sexy dresses, all having a good time.

He caught sight of Elena and his head jerked back for a moment. Who was the woman sitting across from her? For just a moment his eyebrows drew together and he sighed. This was supposed to be a romantic evening for just the two of them as a couple, not chatting up people they’d never see again. Still, the woman was really pretty and Elena... Oh my God! She looked like she’d seen a ghost or something. 

He set the drinks on the table, glancing at the other woman and back at Elena. “It was so busy at the bar that I got us two drinks each.” He grinned but Elena’s face remained blank and she never said a word.

The other woman extended her hand and smiled. “Hi, I’m Sophia. My husband’s gone to the bar just now. I’m sorry, it was so busy, and we thought well...your wife’s so pretty and well...”

He took her hand, feeling his spidey sense red line as he took in the woman’s words, plus the dazed look on Elena’s face. “I’m Matt. What does the fact that Elena is good looking have to do with anything? It is busy here, but...I’m not following you.” There was no smile on his face now.

Elena turned to face him, her eyes blank. “It’s a swinger’s club, Matt. You brought me to a swinger’s club.” She picked up the vodka tonic and drained half of it in one swallow.

“It’s a what?”

“A swingers club, Matt.”

“A swinger’s club?”

She let out a sigh. “As in a people having sex club, isn’t that right?” She looked over to the other woman who gave a small shrug and nod.

“What?” It was his turn to almost drain his drink, grasping for some kind of response.

Before he got it to his lips, Elena put her hand on top of his. “I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore Toto,” she said, her eyes wide.

He drained the glass and looked at her wild eyed. “Kansas! What are you talking about! We’re from Black Rapids!” She had just said ‘you brought me here’. He put his glass down on the table. “Elena, it’s not my fault! Beau told me we should come here!” He was a dead man, plain and simple.

“Look you want to get outta here, honey? Honest to God, I really didn’t—” he stopped when she held her hand up like a traffic cop.

“You honestly, really didn’t know?”

“No! Are you kidding! You’d kill me!” Oh shit—he was going to die in New York City. He held her gaze, silently pleading to be believed. And for mercy if she didn’t believe him. Maybe she’d make it a quick and painless death. “You gotta believe me!”

Still holding her hand up, Elena’s head swivelled from one side of the dance area to another before returning her gaze to him. She put her hand down and slowly nodded. “I think I do; if I thought this was some kind of a set up, I would kill you.”

“I know! That’s what I’m trying to say!” He held his hands out palms up. “Look; let’s go. I’ll have it out with Beau back at the hotel.”

Sophia leaned over the table looking from Matt to Elena. “Look, no harm no foul, okay? If you aren’t into this, that’s cool. Lots of people come to the club and never play. It’s just a sexy place to be for them. It spices up things...” her voice faded as she looked from Elena to Matt and back again.

He cocked his head at Sophia and wiped his mouth. What the hell was she doing at their table anyway? The realization hit him in the face like a punch from Rocky. Holy God, she and her husband were trying to pick up Elena? Oh my God!

His brain went into overload as his head swivelled from his wife to this other woman. Elena had looked totally hot in her skirt, blouse and blazer back at the hotel, but now, she almost looked like a schoolteacher sitting next to Sophia who was porn star hot in that little red dress and those oh-so-high heeled fuck me shoes. His eyes drank in Sophia’s legs, focusing on how that muscle on her thigh flexed when she adjusted her position in the chair. And she had been hitting on his wife?

Oh my Gaaaawd!

Stop it dude!

But it was the truth! He didn’t know if he was going to crap his pants in fear of Elena’s wrath or pop a hard on thinking of these two women going at it.

He looked at Elena; she was pretty calm; and that frightened him. She was just being polite in public, but when she got him alone he was going to be dead. She felt his eyes on her and tilted her head up at him, her face a blank. He had one last chance, so he sputtered:

“You want to come honey? Shit! I mean go! You want to go now?” His voice hadn’t cracked like that since he was twelve years old.

She gave her head a small shake. “No, we’re staying.”

“What?” His ears began buzzing and his knees got weak. He grasped the edge of the table.

“Why do I have to keep repeating myself? Let’s check this place out a little bit.”

He stared at his wife stupefied. All he could do was open and close his mouth.

Sophie patted Elena’s hand. “Hey, I’m sorry if we came on too strong. Actually, when Chris and I first saw you, we thought you were a Unicorn. And now...” She looked down at the table. “Well, you didn’t even know it was a couples club.”

Elena looked over at Sophia. “That’s the second time I heard that term ‘Unicorn’. Someone else thought that was what I was.” Again, her face was a blank slate, unreadable.

Sophia laughed. “It’s a fantasy for lots of us. Meeting the single woman who’s out for a good time with couples. It’s no wonder that someone else hit on you before me. You’re a beautiful woman.”

“Thanks, I think...?” Elena’s voice was soft and her face grew pinker looking down into her drink.  She looked over and at Matt.

“For real?” he said. “You don’t mind hanging out here?”

“No, I’m good.” Turning back to Sophia, she added, “As long as we don’t have to do anything with anybody...”

“No thanks means No,” she replied with a smile.

Elena smiled. “And the uterus really does rule, huh?”

“Yeah, the women pretty much make all the decisions in the lifestyle when it comes to who plays with who.” She cocked her head at Matt. “Your husband’s probably like most guys—randy and virile. He needs a smart wife to keep him in check.”

“You’ve only just met him and you know him so well!” The two women laughed.

Matt was silent watching their exchange. Elena turned to him and said, “It’s a strange city, no one knows us, so there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. The music is good and we both like to dance, I think I’m okay with staying, at least for a little while.”

Matt nodded his head and looked at his wife with love and admiration. A lot of other wives probably would have stormed out but not Elena. She had guts. Plus she was probably as curious as he was.

A man who looked to be in his late forties but carrying himself in a smooth athletic way approached the table with a couple of drinks. Sophia put her hand on his arm and turned to Matt and Elena. “Chris, this is Elena’s husband Matt.”

He set the drinks down and reached for Matt’s hand, gripping it firmly in his handshake. Before he had a chance to say the usual pleasantries like ‘nice to meet you’ Sophia pulled on his arm, reaching up to speak softly in his ear.

Chris’s eyes ping-ponged from Elena to Matt and he nodded his head. He sat down between the two women and his fingers drummed on the table. “Well...” He looked over at Matt. “I hope you have a good time tonight, even if this isn’t what you had expected.”

He took a long sip of his drink and then exhaled loudly. “I remember my first time coming to a club.” He smiled looking from Elena to Matt and then settled his gaze on Sophia. “Remember sweetie? We were both so nervous, thinking everyone was hitting on us, even though they were just being nice and having a good time.”

She laughed and nodded her head, running her hand up his arm. “Yeah. Even the women were checking me out. I didn’t know what to do, where to look.” She turned to Elena. “Just be friendly and if anyone asks you to do anything you don’t want to, just say no thanks. Believe me, people show respect here.” She leaned closer to Elena and spoke softly, “This is weird I know, but I feel less jealous here than when we go to a straight club and women give Chris the eye. At least here I know, that the woman is happily married and looking for some fun, not an affair.”

Matt thought back to the scene at Brandie’s where they’d both been jealous and pissed off with each other. So, Sophia wasn’t threatened by some woman wanting to fuck her husband? Elena would be fit to be tied if that was the case. And glancing over at the older, yet handsome man, he wasn’t sure he’d like the idea of this guy making out with Elena. To each their own.

That was probably why Beau had said have an open mind. That bastard had probably known about this club and got the wrong idea. He’d have something to say to him the next day...or maybe not, Depended on how the evening went.

Elena finished her drink and reached for the second one. Oh Boy. She’d better slow down if she was going to last the night. But after finding out what this place actually was, how could he blame her?

He looked across the table at Chris. “So, how did you two get into this kind of thing?”

Chris laughed. It was deep and infectious and the look on his face was friendly. “Is that another way of saying ‘What’s a nice couple like you doing in a place like this?’”

Sophia gave his arm a soft swat and looked at Matt, answering the question. “We were experimenting, trying different things out to spice up our sex life. We tried BDSM but it really wasn’t our thing. Some of it is interesting but we’re not into pain, just pleasure. Plus the people there were way too serious for us. It works for them but not us.”

Elena sat forward. “I read a book about that. Interesting but can’t see the point of all that beating and power tripping. So you’ve been doing this a while. Don’t you ever get jealous? I don’t think I could do that.”

Matt looked over at his wife. The double vodka had relaxed her just enough that she wasn’t nervous about asking questions.

Chris’s face was serious, his eyes intent when he fielded that question. “This isn’t something a couple does without talking everything out. You have to be totally dialled in to each other, and respect any, and I mean ANY negative feelings. If Sophia said, ‘let’s go home’. I wouldn’t question her or try to dissuade her, I’d just go.” He brushed his hands together, emphasizing the point.

Sophia laughed and it was like the tinkling of bells. “Actually in this milieu, the women call the shots. I love that.”

Matt sat back, watching Sophia and Chris. The way they were talking, so casual and matter of fact, they could be explaining the rules of a card game.

He looked around at the dance floor where a few more couples had joined the ladies already there. Movement near the back of the floor caught his eyes. A platinum blonde woman in a black bra and mini-skirt was twirling on a gleaming brass pole, the platform under her feet elevated about a foot above the wooden floor. Holy shit! He’d seen strippers of course, and that was definitely a stripper pole.

The woman now wrapped her legs around the pole, falling back at the waist, her long silvery hair swishing the floor behind her. Another woman, a petite Asian joined her, holding the pole in one hand, while extending a fishnet stockinged leg high and to the side. The women were really into treating the long pole as a phallic symbol, rubbing their bodies along it like cats in heat. He blinked a couple of times, hardly believing that he was actually here, at a swinger’s club. 

At Elena’s hand on his leg, Matt turned in time to see Sophia and Chris stand up and make their way to the dance floor. Great. Now he could talk to his wife and take her temperature on being there. “What do you think? Are you still okay with staying for a while?”

From the flush in her cheeks and her smile it was obvious that the vodka was catching up with her. She leaned closer, “Totally. I can’t believe we’re at a club like this. Just don’t get any ideas about fucking anyone else and we’ll be fine. It sure explains the way women are dressed.”

That was the truth. “Don’t worry, we stick together like glue tonight.” He squeezed her hand and nodded his head to the side. “Let’s dance.” Her eyes lit up and she slid from the stool to her feet.

They got to the floor just as one song was ending, and a roar from the crowd exploded at the opening chords of the next number; one he wasn’t familiar with. Judging from the rush of people to the floor, it was a popular one with the crowd. He’d never heard it before, but the primal, basic beat and the almost tinny vocal track was mesmerizing.

Every single person in the bar, the ones on the dance floor, the people standing and sitting around the edge, even the people lined up at the bar all roared out in one voice when the chorus came:

I WANT TO FUCK YOU LIKE AN ANIMAL!

I WANT TO FEEL YOU FROM THE INNN…SIDE!

Whoa… talk about plain speaking soundtrack! He looked into Elena’s eyes.

She licked her lips and he got an instant chubs.

A young woman in a short leather skirt and bustier, dancing next to him turned and thrust her ass into her partner’s groin, bending at the waist while the guy held her hips, jerking his crotch against her butt. He could feel his own cock get thicker watching them pantomime fucking while moving in time to the beat.  And they weren’t the only ones making sexual overtures to the music. It was like a mating call, that song.

He looked to the side where Elena was watching a couple of women, kissing, their hands roaming freely over each other’s bodies from boobs to ass while their partners danced near them, their gaze never wavering from the lesbo scene. Oh fuck! This was unbelievably hot.

When the song ended, Elena laughed and grabbed his hand, leading him back to the table. The DJ, who was stationed above the crowd off to the corner of the room, made an announcement that got whoops and yells from the crowd. It was hard to understand what he had said, but it sure got the crowd even more fired up.

Sophia and Chris were at the table, big grins on their faces watching the dance floor.

Elena took her seat and leaned over the table to be heard above the din. “What’s happening?”

Sophia looked over at her and laughed. “Body shots! One of the bartenders pours booze on whoever volunteers and people lick it off. It’s wild!”

Matt’s eyes were like marbles watching the line-up of people and a vinyl covered gurney being wheeled onto the dance floor. The bartender raised the bottle high and a woman wearing only a G string seemed to come out of nowhere. Her long dark hair swayed from side to side as she scampered over to the table and hopped on. Oh my God, she was totally naked up top, her tea cup sized breasts pert as she lay back.

The crowd of people chanted “Body shot, body shot,” while the bar tender raised the bottle over her and poured liquid over her chest and down to where the G string started. He held up his other hand, motioning with five fingers, the number of people in the line who could come over. Immediately, three women in skimpy dresses and a couple of guys, their shirts splayed open raced over. They took positions on each side of her and dipped their heads, licking the tequila from her body.

It was crazy, the way the crowd cheered and the music soared in the background adding to the noise.

Matt couldn’t help but laugh, caught up in the fun of the spectre. He took a long sip of his drink and glanced over to Elena. She was absolutely mesmerized by the sight on the dance floor.

The young woman’s hands drifted on the heads of the people cleaning her with their tongues. Oh my God. What would that feel like to be centre stage and the focus of so much sexual energy? This place was incredible. 

Elena’s hand was warm on his leg watching the woman get up, to be immediately replaced by a bare-chested thirty something year old guy. He was clean shaven, even to the nakedness of his torso, grinning as he stretched out on the cushioned gurney. This time it was only girls who answered the bar tender’s call for volunteers to lap the liquor off. So, bi-sexuality only applied to women at this club?

He was good with that, if that was the case.

Matt’s head turned at the movement beside him, the platinum pole dancer appearing, leaning down to kiss Sophia’s lips. Behind her, a sandy haired man hovered, reaching across to shake Chris’s hand. When the pole dancer woman pulled back and smiled at him, Matt had a hard time looking into her eyes and avoiding the plush swell of her breasts barely covered in the lacy black bra.

Sophia rose to her feet and whispered something in her girlfriend’s ear. The woman’s eyebrows rose and she nodded a few times. Sophia then sat back down and turned to Matt and Elena. “Eva, this is Matt and Elena.” She turned slightly when Eva’s husband leaned over to kiss her cheek. “And this is Frank, Eva’s husband.”

Elena reached across and shook Eva’s hand. “It’s appropriate I guess, you being here. Eva being in Eden.” She giggled and then took Frank’s hand. “Nice to meetcha.”

No more double vodka’s for Elena. She was definitely feeling the effects, her words a little slurred. 

Eva stood close to him, so close he could feel her body heat and smell the sweet perfume rising from her breasts. He glimpsed sideways while she was taking to Sophia. If they were at a beach or swimming pool he wouldn’t think anything of the fact that she wore a bra, but here, in a dance club it was alluring as hell, especially with the leather mini skirt. Elena’s eyes were wide but she was still smiling watching the new couple.

She leaned across the table speaking to Sophia and Eva. “So, the four of you...” She smiled and paused before continuing, her hands rotating at the end of her wrists. “You...you know?” Even in the low lighting of the bar, her cheeks colored.

Eva’s fingers stroked Sophia’s shoulder and she pulled the dark haired woman closer until her head rested on the side of her breast. “We play together, if that’s what you mean.”

As if to underscore this, Sophia turned her head and nuzzled Eva’s breasts.

Holy fuck! If that’s playing, he couldn’t wait to see them get serious! This was almost too much, especially when Eva’s hip brushed his thigh standing so close. And their husbands smiled softly watching their wives, giving approval with slight nods. Matt squirmed on the stool, easing closer to Elena. The jolt of pleasure in his cock was now constrained by the crease of tight fabric, bordering on uncomfortable.

Elena’s eyes were so big they were almost popping out to her cheekbones. It might be a good idea to get her away from the table for a little while. It probably was for him too. They needed to catch their breath.

And Elena wasn’t going to kill him! Yay!

“Let’s dance, Elena.” He rose and took her hand, leading her to the dance floor. It was funny. It wasn’t as crowded anymore. Even on the dance floor, only four couples swayed seductively to the music.

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. Not a quick peck, but a long slow kiss, his tongue caressing hers. Their bodies were pressed tightly together, his groin pushing into her tummy. His hands cupped her ass, kneading the flesh in his palms as they moved. Compared to the antics of the other couples on the floor it was tame, but it was something they’d never done in public. Whether it was the vodka or the lusty atmosphere, it didn’t matter. It was wicked fun. Elena moaned her approval.

He glanced over her shoulder and saw Eva and Frank pull up chairs, joining their table.  He smiled and felt another tingle of pleasure fill his cock. There was no way, he and Elena would join the others sexually but it was fun to be near them—find out how the other half lived. Hell, they might never have this chance again.

When they turned in time to the music, Elena rose on her toes to whisper in his ear. “Looks like Eva and Frank are joining us.”

Matt pulled her closer and murmured, “Is that okay with you? We can try to find someplace else to sit if you’d like.” Much as he liked the idea of Eva sitting next to him, if Elena wanted to pull the pin, he’d do it. Had she seen him ogle Eva’s breasts?

She laughed and shook her head. “No. I’m fine. It’s just so crazy being here. Not exactly something I’d share with my BFF though.” She reached up and kissed his lips slowly. “Let’s go back and see what they’re talking about.”

Matt noticed Eva and Sophia getting up and sauntering over to the dance floor. “Not yet.” He jerked his head to the side, indicating the two women. If what they’d done at the table was any sort of warm-up, there was no way he wanted to miss them on the dance floor.


Chapter 8

I kissed a girl and I liked it

The taste of her cherry chapstick

I kissed a girl just to try it

I hope my boyfriend don’t mind

It felt so wrong

It felt so right

Don’t mean I’m in love tonight

I kissed a girl and I liked it (I liked it)

—Katy Perry, I Kissed a Girl

At Matt’s words, Elena turned to watch Eva and Sophia walk onto the dance floor. Another slow song filled the air and the two women moved close together, their arms around each other’s bodies. Elena made no attempt to hide the fact that she was watching them closely. Hell, in that place, it would be weird to NOT look.

Eva’s back was to Elena, her long platinum hair shimmering in the colored prisms of light from the glass ball overhead, flowing over the band of her bra. Her flesh was smooth and taut above the waistband of the black skirt, the edge of hem barely covering the fullness of her ass, revealing the under creases, like the curve of a smile. Her legs were bare, ending in the spiked heels.

They had their hands on each other’s waists, gliding them up and down the sides of their hips as they swayed and thrust in time to the music. The way they moved together was soft and sultry; they were seducing each other as their hands skimmed lightly over flesh. Elena barely breathed watching them, feeling a warmth in her pussy.

This was the second time tonight she’d felt that, being aroused by another woman. Her face became warm and she looked away for a few moments. She’d never had sexual feelings for other women. What was going on tonight? It had to be the uninhibited sexual atmosphere of the place. It would even get to a monk!

When she turned to watch them again, the breath caught in her chest. Sophia’s hands had lifted from Eva’s hips and now cupped the blonde woman’s breasts, her eyes staring down at her partner’s chest. Slowly she kissed Eva’s neck and kept lowering her face until her lips skimmed the swell of Eva’s breast above the lacy edge of the bra.

There was clench of arousal between Elena’s legs when Sophia pushed the cup of the bra down and took the other woman’s nipple in her mouth. From the thickness of Matt’s cock pressing into her stomach, it was obvious he was watching too.

Her knees became weak and she faltered in her step when Sophia’s hand slipped under Eva’s skirt. From the way her wrist moved, she was masturbating Eva right there on the dance floor! Elena’s mouth dropped when Eva looked over and their eyes met. With slow deliberate seduction, Eva’s tongue rolled over her lips, all the while maintaining eye contact with Elena.

Elena’s heart raced in her chest and her face was a burning ember watching the two women, but she couldn’t look away. Thank God Matt was holding her tight or she would have stumbled when Eva’s bra slid down, baring her chest for all the world to see. Her breasts were fleshy and full, topped with stiff nipples, the color of milk-chocolate. Matt was no longer moving, the two of them just swaying slightly watching the women fondle one another.

When the song ended, Eva made no move to pull her bra up but in a flash of her hands removed it completely. Elena gulped when Eva smiled at her and led Sophia off the dance floor. Oh my God, they would have to sit at the table with a topless Eva and...and...Oh my God. It was crazy! Was this even happening?

She took Matt’s hand and this time it was she who led the way back to the table. But instead of letting her husband—he was after all a red blooded male!—sit next to Eva, she took that seat. On the other side Sophia was still caressing Eva, softly rubbing her thigh.

Chris and Frank grinned at each other and took a long sip of their drinks. Holy shit. They were totally okay with this. Frank even looked proud of his wife sitting there topless. Matt would kill her if she even thought of doing that.

Wouldn’t he?

It dawned on her— she didn’t really know. She thought she did… but did she really? Watching Matt steal glances at Eva made her unsure.

Sophia leaned over the table and looked at Elena and Matt. “A lot of people are playing in the back area now. Actually, we’re probably going to go back there soon.”

Elena’s gaze took in the two husbands and Sophia. “The back area?” Her voice came out as a squeak. She cleared her throat and repeated the question. THAT had to be where all of this was leading. The orgy in the back.

“We also call it the playroom, Elena!” Chris laughed and put his arm around his wife. “You’re free to check it out. There’s no obligation to partake, and it’s pretty hot watching. That’s all we did when we first came to the club.”  

“I’m ready if you are.” It was Eva, getting to her feet and polishing off her drink.

Without waiting for anyone to agree, she walked away from the table. Immediately, the other three rose. But before she left, Sophia leaned over the table and smiled at Elena and Matt. “It was nice meeting you. I hope one day, we’ll see you here again.” She slid a card across the table at Elena.

Elena nodded and picked it up. Their full names and phone number met her eyes. She glanced at Matt who was gazing at the three people following Eva down the corridor next to the dance floor and then through an archway. That was where everything happened.

Back there.

In the ‘Play Room’.

Elena turned to look at Matt. From the look on his face, he was only waiting for her to say yes. They’d come to this club not knowing what it was but now that they were here, in another city...Her gut tightened at the thought. Who would know? It would just be her and Matt. From the eagerness in his eyes, he was as curious as she was. 

Matt reached for her hand and held it. “What are you thinking?”


Chapter 9

Breaking all the rules when we get together

Anything at all, are you ready to do

Breaking all the rules we can run away

Just me and you, oh, oh, oh

— Breaking All the Rules, She Moves

Matt could tell by the look in his wife’s eyes that she was sitting on the fence. Just the slightest of nudges and she’d be willing to follow the others into the back to see the action. There was no way they’d participate but hell, now that they were there, they’d be silly not to see everything.

He stood up and looked down at her. “C’mon Babe. You know you want to.” As for him, he’d been thick so many times since they’d got there, it felt like his underwear was sticking to him from all the drizzle. And if he wasn’t mistaken, Elena was feeling it too!

Her eyes twinkled and a small smile twitched in the corners of her lips as she rose to her feet. “Just a quick peek couldn’t hurt.”

Her hand was hot and moist in his as he led the way down the space next to the dance floor. The archway before them was a door to another dimension, where anything could happen. Normally he’d be embarrassed to be hard in public; but here it was totally cool. He led the way, following the compass of his cock.

When he stepped through the archway there was a narrow corridor ahead of them, with the bathrooms. They walked past and through another door to an area lined with metal lockers and low wooden benches. Pristine white towels were draped on the benches at intervals. There was only one more door to go through. He turned to look back at Elena.

“You ready?”

“Yes. Scared to death, but yes!”

He snorted. “You sound like a turned on virgin!” She swatted at him playfully.

“Oh, and you’re not nervous, Matt?”

He snorted again. “You kidding? I’m every bit as antsy as you are!”

“Then let’s go before we lose our nerve.”

He squeezed her hand and they entered. The lighting was low and the air filled with the sounds of lovemaking—soft slapping of flesh on flesh, and murmurs of pleasure. He stopped and gazed around, waiting for his eyes to adjust. 

It was a large room, bordered on three sides with beds and curtained closures. In the center was a low king sized platform where two couples were entangled. Two couples were side by side making love. The two women were laying on their backs, halfway turned to each other, kissing deeply. Their legs were clamped around their partners who were thrusting in and out of them with a steady, relentless rhythm.

Holy fuck! It was totally awesome. They were only a few feet away from Elena and him, so close that you could almost reach out and touch them. It was like stepping onto the set of a porn flick but better because these were real life people, not actors and actresses posing and acting the part.

The couples were probably in their thirties or forties, the women with a little extra steerage and the abs of the men were way past a six pack. But the way they kissed, the guys’ eyes softly hooded as they thrust into their partners, watching the women caress was totally hot. Matt glanced at Elena and smiled seeing her lips part and eyes widen as she took in the tableau before them.

Matt squeezed her hand and led the way past the bed, suddenly conscious that they were openly gaping at the sexual scene. But if they hadn’t wanted to be watched why hadn’t they gone to one of the side areas?

To their left was the startling white hair of a woman who could only be Eva, her back to Matt and Elena. She was squatted down, straddling a man’s legs, and from the way she moved up and down, it was apparent that she was breakin’ eight on his cock. When Matt stepped closer Chris’s face showed he was the bronco with no wish to throw his sexy rider.

Next to them, Frank was sprawled on his back while Sophia’s head covered his crotch. It was mind blowing that the two couples they’d had drinks with were having sex with each other’s partners, so open and free. Frank’s gaze lifted from Sophia and his eyes met Matt’s. From the smile on his lips, Matt could tell that he had no problem with them watching the action. A thrill of pleasure tingled in Matt’s cock watching Sophia suck Frank, her mouth wide, bobbing up and down, while her naked ass was lifted in the air, so ready to be filled.

Holy fuck, this was hot. His cock had become so hard that it was making his pulse pound in his ears. He pulled Elena in front of him so that her back and ass tucked into his body, watching the action on the bed. She must have felt it too, rubbing her ass against his throbbing meat, her breath ragged.

He almost lost it when Sophia rose and swung her leg over Frank, facing Matt and Elena. Her dark locks fell over her shoulders as she fisted Frank’s cock, aiming it into her opening and lowering onto it, impaling herself on his shaft. The flesh of her breasts undulated with each rise and fall of her hips, their sway adding to the intensity of each rolling motion. She bit her lower lip in pleasure when Frank’s hand came around her waist, his fingers stroking the top of her pussy. She leaned her head forward to watch his fingers play and cock stroke in and out of her; her eyes taking on an almost drunken intensity.

Elena sighed and squirmed against him, pressing harder onto his shaft. She began to roll her hips, nuzzling his shaft into the crack of her ass. He circled her with his arms and began to grind firmly into her flesh. Sophie raised her head and focused on them; her mouth curved into a depraved, wicked smile as she watched them watch her get well and truly fucked.

The sounds of pleasure, moans and sighs were definitely getting to Elena as well as Matt. He looked around, anywhere there might be a vacant bed. Spotting one nearby, he pulled Elena to it. She scrambled onto the soft surface and rolled over onto her back. He placed his knee on the edge of the bed and pulled the curtain shut. Their agreement to ‘not do anything’ had been brushed away by the raw desire that had enveloped each of them. 

Elena lifted her ass and tore her panties off, watching his hands loosen his belt and undo his fly. She licked her lips when his cock bobbed heavy and free. Her tongue continued to slide over her lips as she spread her legs wide, opening herself. Oh God, he wanted her, his cock oozing pre-cum, yearning to fuck and get release. Her hips rocked up and down in small thrusts, a cunt aching for cock to fill her. 

With shaking fingers, he held his cock, as he clambered forward between her splayed thighs. Resting it against her opening, he fell forward. Her cunt was hot and slippery on his shaft. He thrust his hips, pounding his rod deep inside, lost in the rut, male claiming female. She too was animal heat, her fingers clawing at his back, the other hand sneaking between their groins to tease her hot button of lust, hips jerking upward at each hard thrust to claim it deep into her belly.

“Fuck! Yeah, yeah..!” His eyes squeezed shut... the first spurt of joy, electric and hot shooting deep. He gulped air and jerked forward again, the only consciousness of being—his cock, thick and pulsing hotness...lost in ecstasy...delirious lust. Again....Again...

A gush of fast breath burst from parted lips, and he gasped again, opening his eyes to adore her. His wife, his mate. “Oh God, baby.” The words were whispered into her neck.

“Fuck Matt.” Her fingers were soft and light on his back. She turned her head and whispered into his ear. “That was so fucking intense.” She sighed and there was a low murmur in her throat, a purr of spent pleasure.

For a few minutes they just laid in each other’s arms, their hearts slowing to a normal rhythm, listening to the sounds of pleasure surrounding them. He kissed her gently and rolled onto his side, his belt buckle tinkling. He hadn’t felt the kind of urgency to fuck her since they’d first dated. It was kind of like being a teenager again, a walking hard-on who could fuck at the drop of a hat...he smiled...or the drop of panties. What the hell was that all about? THIS PLACE!  Hell yes.

She giggled and then whispered into his ear. “We’re coming here again. Forget Florida, I’ll take Eden.”


Chapter 10

She said “Sex me up

And I’ll sex you down

Whatever you want

Is my Command

—Datarock  Sex Me Up

Elena held Matt’s hand in the cab, driving back to the hotel. She was still in a daze at how horny she was after watching people having sex in the club. If Matt hadn’t dragged her off to the bed when he did, she was sure she would have raped him—she wanted sex that much! It had been a long time since she’d felt that kind of hunger. Sex was usually good but that was fucking raw. Scary good. Her pussy was still tingling for more.

When they entered the hotel room, she scrambled out of her coat and dress, kicking her heels off. When she turned, Matt was doing the same, his eyes wandering over her body like he’d never seen her naked before. It was like that for her as well. His cock, which she’d sucked fucked and adored for years was like a new toy at Christmas. She couldn’t take her eyes off it, especially now that it was dark and sooo thick!

She stepped towards him, closing her fingers around his shaft, gently pulling him along as she walked backwards to the side of the bed. His hands cupped her breasts, kneading hard the flesh in his palm, his fingers pinching and pulling at her nipples, causing fresh quivers of lust to tickle warmly in her clit.

The room was softly lit from the streetlights outside, giving it the same ambiance present in the room at the club. Don’t say anything. It was a plea in her mind that on some level he must have intuited. He stayed silent, his face dark, eyes hungry. A fantasy born from the depths of lust at Eden, two strangers coming together to fuck.

His hands pushed her back and down onto the bed before lifting her and throwing her higher on the cushioned surface. He placed his knee on the bed, brushing the inside of her thigh, his gaze focused on her pussy. She rose, propping herself up on an elbow, her other hand reaching out to grasp his shaft. But again he pushed her, until she was forced back, laying sprawled on the bed. His dominance and control released something deep inside her mind... a decadent, delicious, surrender.

He was now crouched between her legs and edging closer, until the satin firmness of his cock slid over her clit. Her arms rose and rested on the bedspread above her head, open like Venus on a half shell to him, this stranger.

At the thrill of pleasure in her clit, his cock vibrating and softly teasing, she sighed. Her eyes closed, obliterating everything but the pleasant sensation sparking in her clit, the muscles in her cunt tightening, yearning for more. A picture of Sophia laying back on Frank, impaled on his cock flitted through her mind, made her ass tighten, rocking her pussy higher. A low moan, a cry for more rumbled in her throat, but still he toyed with her.

He shoved his cock lower to her opening and she thrust her hips, her body begging to be filled, to be fucked but he slid it higher again. The bastard was playing with her, making her legs quiver, her cunt wet with longing. Her hips rocked up and down, her body ravenous for his cock to fuck her...

“Unh...” It escaped her lips, his cock now deep inside, punching her cervix with pain and pleasure. Pain shot through her hips and ass in the hard grip of his fingers, holding her firmly, her cunt a soft wet target for his shaft.

With each pounding thrust the wiry hair of his pubic bone scraped the sensitive nub of her flesh, driving her wild with its teasing pleasure. Unlike the hot urgency of earlier at the club, this time she wanted it to last...to be fucked and fucked until she couldn’t take it anymore. The hard club inside her hole filled and stretched her in wicked new ways. This stranger fucking her blind, his fingers digging into her flesh, claiming his pleasure in her body, making her moan and cry for more.

His hand clamped onto her breast, fingers digging in. Her head flew back at the sharp pain and she gasped. He yanked his hand away; having ratcheted her senses up to an even higher level. The pleasure flowing through her hips intensified from hot slipperiness to a molten flow.  Her body was on fire, craving more, craving harder, craving faster. Her legs curled over his backside, gripping and pulling him deeper into her. Her teeth clenched and relaxed in perfect timing with the spasms in her cunt... those muscles hotly consuming, devouring his cock.... “Oh fuck me...” hissed through her teeth... the first wave of lust gushing slippery over him.

His thrusts became fast, an industrial piston hammering into her, riding the tsunami of pleasure where they joined. The hot incense of their passion filled her nostrils, hips humping up to meet his. Her legs shook, muscles tight and straining as another wave of bliss claimed her soul. She reached for him, her hand slithering around to fondle and cup the tight sack of his balls. With a grunt, he jerked hard high into her, one final thrust shooting his load deep in the slick velvet of her cunt.

His head dropped forward and he sucked in a lungful of air, before smiling looking down at her. “Fuck woman! You’re killin’ me!” He gave a short laugh and eased back, releasing the combined warmth of their lust over her pussy lip and into the hollow where her thigh began.

She snorted and then with a gusty, deep throated laugh, she hugged his body to hers. “Hey Matt...what did you expect? Take me to a swinger’s club and...and...”

“I know. I don’t know whether to kill Beau or kiss him.” He rolled off and lay beside her.

“Do you think he thought we were swingers’ looking for some action?” She rose to prop her upper body on her elbow and grinned at him, her blue eyes twinkling in the low light.

“I don’t know, but you know what?” He reached to caress her cheek.

“What?”

“I think we’ve got to think seriously about going again. I mean...even if all we ever do is this, fuck each other like minx, I’m good.”  His smile was warm, looking intently into her eyes.

“I’m still gob-smacked about all this. I mean, of course I’ve heard of swingers but to actually go to a club where they’re fucking each other and...and...the dancing, the clothes.”

“Or lack thereof.” He chuckled and rose to his feet, tugging at the covers of the bed.

“Next time, I’m wearing something really sexy.” She knee walked up the bed and snuggled under the covers next to him.

He pulled her close to him and caressed her back with his fingers. “Next time? So, you’re really okay with doing this again?”

She pulled back and looked at him. “Aren’t you?”

He grinned and shook his head. “Hey! You heard Sophia. In this game, the women call the shots. If you want to go, I guess I’ll take one for the team.”

The smile left her face and her lips were tight, raising her hand to sock him on the arm. He grabbed her and the two of them hugged, laughing for a few moments.

“You’re such a martyr.” She turned her head and looked up into his eyes once more. “Seriously though...remember what Chris said? We have to be totally onside with each other going there. I know I’m not ready to see you fuck another woman. Maybe I won’t ever be ready.”

When he didn’t answer her, she pulled back and shook his shoulder with her hand. “Hello? Now is not the time to clam up. I need to know what you’re thinking.”

He sighed and turned to her. “I’m conflicted. About you with another guy, I mean. On the one hand, I think it would kill me to see that but on the other...picturing you with some guy we don’t know, some faceless stranger fucking your ass off...” He took a deep breath. “Well...it’s hot.” He took her hand and pulled it to his crotch.

OhmyGod! After getting off twice in the space of as many hours and he was getting hard again? He sure wasn’t lying about what he’d said.

He rubbed his fingers on top of her hand and said quietly “Actually, I think to start, seeing you with another woman would be fine.”

Her eyes went wide staring at him. “Fine? It would be fine with you to start? Do I have any say in this?”

He sat up and placed his hand on her shoulder, rubbing it softly. “Of course you do! I guess I’m being too honest here. It’s a male fantasy, you know that. There’s always girl on girl in porn flicks.” He turned his head and looked her straight in the eye. But listen—if you don’t want to, that’s okay.”

She sighed and looked down at the covers for a moment. “Okay. Since we’re being honest...when Sophia and Eva were dancing, kissing and fondling each other, it was hot for me too.” She looked up into his eyes. “I’ve never thought of being with another woman. Actually I was surprised at how turned I was.”

She settled down into the bed again and snuggled close to his body. If she was going to try it, it would have to be with someone like Eva or Sophia. Someplace way away from home where no one would ever know her. After ten minutes or so, she drifted off to sleep, to thrash and turn in her dreams of Eva.


Chapter 11

Every man has a place

In his heart there’s a space

And the world can’t erase his fantasies

Take a ride in the sky

On our ship, fantasize

All your dreams will come true right away

--Earth, Wind and Fire, Fantasies

Driving home the next day, Matt shifted in the seat every so often. Not that he was complaining. What guy pushing forty would complain that his dick was sore from fucking like a tomcat for the last twenty-four hours? And to think it had been his wife of fourteen years that he’d done it with. He’d woke half-way through the night and they’d had another go at it and then again first thing in the morning. It was a good thing they were due home that day or they’d probably still be in bed, fucking again.

Elena sat as close to him as her seat belt would allow, casually resting her hand on his thigh. “I can see why people go to places like that. Look at how pumped we were, even though we’ve been married so long. It’s a shot of adrenaline in the sex drive.”

“So, just to be clear...you really want to go again?” He glanced over at her and smiled before turning back to the road.

She nodded and grinned at him. “Absolutely. Even if it’s just us, dressing sexy, dirty dancing and then just us together in the play area, I’m totally good with that.” She looked down at her lap and she toyed with a hangnail on her finger, looking so shy all of a sudden. Even her cheeks flushed pink. “Maybe I’ll try dancing with Sophia.” She looked up and smiled. “I have their email and phone number, you know.”

He looked over at her quickly and his lips parted. Holy fuck. She really was serious about this. And Sophia. Oh boy. He’d give his left nut to be able to see Elena and Sophia get it on. It put a whole new spin on Paul McCartney’s song ‘Ebony and Ivory’ with Elena’s fair skin, blonde hair and Sophia being a dusky Latino type with soft brunette curls. “We should send them an email. If we’re going back at that club, I’d like to hook up with them.”

When he saw her head swivel quickly around to watch him, he added, “Not hook up as in fuck them, but you know...have a drink together and chat.”

She nodded and for the next few miles she was quiet. He was going to leave all contact with Sophia and Chris up to Elena. In fact, much as he wanted to go to that club again, he was going to leave that up to her as well. This kind of thing was like playing with dynamite. One wrong move and it could blow up in your face.

He shook his head and grinned thinking of Beau that morning when they’d checked out. That son of a bitch. Beau had been expecting some kind of story, pulling him aside out of earshot of the other desk clerks. But there was no way he’d ever get into that with Beau. ‘Beau Knows’ huh? Beau already knew too much. Did Beau take his wife there? Probably.

At the exit for Black Rapids up ahead, he turned on the signal light and merged into the exit lane. It was such a sleepy Ohio city that probably stuff like swinger’s clubs were unheard of. No. If they were going to do this again, they’d have to go to the big city.

He looked over at Elena and smiled. Seeing her pensive look, her mind a million miles away, he thought once more what a lucky guy he was. Not only was she smart and pretty as hell, she was open minded. He couldn’t imagine any of their friends’ wives being so receptive to going to a club like that.

Certainly not Gwen, Dave’s wife. Sure she was a cute red head with a killer body but she was reserved. Even at the beach, she was modest in a one piece bathing suit that his mother could have sported. She was kind of stoop shouldered as well. It was probably a hangover from when she was a teenager, shielding the massive boobs from being gawked at.

Once more he glanced at Elena waiting for a break in the traffic to turn right onto the road home. Elena always dressed to impress, in the latest styles that were always flattering to her figure. Even at that club, where most of the women were wearing sexy, scanty clothes, Elena in her more conservative outfit had turned heads. She had curves in all the right places, that was for sure.

Ten minutes later he wheeled the truck into the double driveway in front of their two story brick home. The solar lights lining the walkway cast a golden glow from the shrubs they were tucked next to, a reminder of how short the daylight hours were becoming. Another month and it would be Christmas. He turned the engine off and turned to Elena. “You go on in. I’ll get the luggage.”

When he entered the house and set the luggage down on the tiled floor, Aria was walking down the circular staircase. “Hi Dad. How was New York?”

He shrugged the leather jacket off and hung it up in the closet next to him. “Busy. Fun.” He hugged her shoulder and kissed the top of her head as he walked by. “Did you have fun with your grandparents?”

“Yeah. I guess. Grandma taught me how to knit. I helped her make lasagne today.” Her voice drifted over his shoulder as he walked down the hallway to the kitchen. “Oh yeah, Walker had a girl over to watch a movie last night...downstairs...in the rec room...just the two of them.”   

Matt turned to face his daughter. She had dark hair just like his, and that same quirky grin that had always got him into so much trouble in high school. Much as he liked to know what was going on when he wasn’t around, he didn’t like how happy Aria was, taking trying to get Walker into trouble.  “That’s nice. What’d you do? Sit on the stairs and spy on them?”

“Next time you go away, can she stay over at Grandma’s? I can handle the place by myself. Plus, Grandpa’s so deaf you can’t hear yourself think when he watches TV.” Walker emerged from the kitchen holding an apple in his hand. He shoved past Aria, knocking her shoulder on the way by.

Elena appeared in the doorway and the smile she flashed him belied the sarcastic tone. “Home sweet home.” She looked at Aria. “Thanks for helping Mom with the lasagne. It looks pretty good.” She stepped towards Aria and placed her arm over her shoulder, leading her into the family room. “Now what’s this about your brother having a girlfriend?”

Walker shot his father a look, rolling his eyes before going up the stairs.

Matt’s gut tightened and he sighed. He’d known this day was coming, when the kids would start noticing the opposite sex, but twelve seemed too young. Maybe there was something to the thing he’d read about growth hormones in milk. When he was twelve he’d been all about sports, hockey, baseball, you name it, he played it. He’d never noticed girls until he was fifteen. He poured a tall glass of water and chugged it.

Aria’s voice could be heard from the other room. “Yeah. They were sitting really close and he had his arm around her. Grandma had gone up to bed and Grandpa was asleep watching TV. I don’t see how he’s allowed to have friends over when you’re away and I’m not. He’s only two years older than me. It’s not fair.”

Matt set the glass in the dishwasher and stood looking out the patio door leading to the backyard. A pile of leaves had fallen over the weekend. Maybe he’d get Walker to help rake them tomorrow evening. He could have a talk with his son, make sure he wasn’t getting ahead of himself with girls.

He shook his head. Crazy. After the weekend he’d had with Elena and now having to have that talk with his son. But the kid had inherited Elena’s looks with the big baby blue eyes and long eyelashes. His hair was on the longish side but it was the envy of his sister, golden with a slight wave. No doubt about it. The girls would be all over that boy like white on rice.

Better safe than sorry. He wandered into the family room and turned the TV on.


Chapter 12

If I only had one wish

Love would always be like this

Wishin’ on the stars above

Forbidden love

If I only had one dream

This would be more than it seems

Forbidden love (Forbidden love)

--Madonna, Forbidden Love

Elena settled into bed and took the laptop off the night stand, setting it on her lap. The sound of the shower and Matt’s off key voice singing drifted in from their en-suite bathroom.  She listened for a moment and then a soft chuckle erupted in her throat. There was just something totally wrong about a man singing that Madonna song, ‘Poppa Don’t Preach’. He was probably still thinking of Walker having a girl over on the weekend. He was getting way ahead of himself on that one.

She smiled and booted up the computer. Now that they were alone again, she was free to indulge her curiosity. Thank goodness for the internet. She could find everything there was to know about swingers. She typed in the search term ‘swinger sex’ and her head fell back against the head board at the number of hits that filled the screen. Videos? She clicked the link.

Holy fuck! Her jaw dropped at the pictures of naked men and women, amateurs with video links for each one. This was really popular and really out there in Germany! She looked across the room at the closed bedroom door. The kids were in bed and they never came in without knocking. Still....She hit the volume icon and turned it down low. She didn’t need to hear that. Plus it was probably in a foreign language so who cared?

Her finger shook a little as she hit the link opening the first video. It showed a group of six naked people, the women attractive and friendly with a few extra pounds, not fat, more like voluptuous. The guys were about the same, in their forties, some bald, some with a slight paunch but all with healthy sized cocks. It looked like they were in a hotel room or someone’s bedroom, all of them sharing a huge bed.

Her eyes were wide watching one of the women, with long dark hair; sprawl out on her back, legs wide revealing a clean shaven pussy, the lips glistening darkly. Another fair haired woman appeared and knelt on the floor, placing her fingers on the supine woman and spreading her pussy apart. The camera angle changed so that it was a side view of the blonde’s head lowering and her tongue extending to lick the other woman’s clit. Two of the guys knelt next to them, their hands caressing the women’s breasts.

At the warm tug in her pussy, Elena squeezed her legs together, giving in to the pleasure of her kegels tightening. The blonde woman inserted her fingers in the smooth puffy lips and thrust in and out, all the while lapping the brunette’s clit like a kitten at a bowl of cream. Oh fuck. Another tingle of pleasure filled her clit and she could feel herself becoming wet.

Now, one of the men rose and knee walked closer to the brunette’s head, holding his thick shaft in his fist, offering it for the woman to suck. The woman smiled and propped up on one elbow and took him deep into her throat, the other woman still at her pussy, slurping and playing with the budlike clit with her tongue.

Elena jumped when the bed next to her depressed and Matt slid in beside her.

“Mmm...I was hoping you’d do this. It’s pretty hot, isn’t it?”  He pushed the laptop to the side, so that it rested on one knee, while pulling her other knee towards him. He rolled over so that he was on his side, looking at the screen, his head at her elbow.

Oh God. This was naughty—the two of them watching real people having sex at an orgy. She sighed and her eyes closed for a moment when his finger gently stroked her pussy, probing inside to tease her clit. He knew exactly the way she liked to be touched, rubbing the underside of her nub, sending jolts of lust through her.

“Look at that woman’s tongue, licking that clit. It could almost be your clit, couldn’t it?” His whispered words, finger softly tormenting her nub, made her heart thud faster. He dipped his finger lower into the slippery wetness at her opening and returned to her hot spot once more. Faster and faster his finger vibrated her clit, sending fresh waves of lust through her cunt.

All the while the blonde on the screen licked and sucked the woman under her with a vengeance, bobbing her head, her tongue flying. Elena’s leg spread wider apart and Matt shifted and ducked under the covers. The hotness of his tongue on her...finger fucking and stretching her wider...OH FUCK!

The first shudder of ecstasy shot through her.  Hips rocking up and down...her hand pushing the back of his head harder onto her pussy.... Another wave of lust claimed her...eyes soft watching the two women... Her clit sucked into his mouth, tongue a whir...Oh God...She shuddered, her chest arching forward, caught in the throes of ecstasy.

Her hand pushed at his forehead. It was too much...the sensation was starting to border on pain now.

He moved to the side and his head appeared above the covers, his mouth slick and shiny from her juices. She gulped air, still panting to catch her breath. It had been so fast, so intense that it was surprising.   

She leaned over and kissed him, tasting the tingle of her orgasm on his tongue. She pulled back and looked into his eyes, a smile on her lips. “Now you.”

Matt reached over and shut the laptop, setting it on the table beside her. He held her shoulder and shook his head. “No. Tomorrow, but not tonight. You’ve just about wore the skin off it.” He pulled her into his arms and they snuggled close.

“That was nice. Think you could actually do that? Make out with a woman?” He rubbed her back, his voice a rumble against her cheek.

She was silent for a few moments, still coming down from the high where she’d been. When he’d been eating her out, for a few seconds she’d imagined she was the woman in the video, another woman licking her. That thought had been so decadent, it had been the final straw in putting her over the edge. The orgasm had been fast and furious, claiming her body and soul. It would be hot to have a woman lick her clit and finger her, but could she do the same to another woman? It would probably be expected.

“Yeah, if it were a woman doing it to me. I can see me fondling another woman’s boobs, touching her pussy but, going down on her? I’m not sure about that.”

He hugged her tight and kissed the top of her head. “If it were Eva or Sophia? Maybe then?”

She pictured Sophia, her back laying on Frank’s chest, her pussy spread wide with his cock deep inside her. The paler nub of her clit had been visible for a few moments. The woman was so fucking sexy, that with her, it might be possible. She pulled back and smiled at Matt. “It would have to be one of them, I think.”

“Mmm...Maybe you should send her an email.”  

She lay back down, settling into his arms. Maybe she would.


Chapter 13

Tell me what you want to hear

Something that will light those ears

Sick of all the insincere

So I’m gonna give all my secrets away

--OneRepublic,  Secrets

The next day, Matt managed to dodge Dave at work until quitting time. They’d been friends for eight years, ever since he’d taken the job with Warner’s Roofing. It wasn’t that he didn’t like him but he could be nosy. Matt was a terrible liar and Dave would definitely know something had happened on the weekend in the Big Apple.

On the way to the truck, his back stiffened when he heard Dave call out.

“Matt! Wait up!” The lumbering, stout body of his friend appeared at his side. His ham-like fist play punched Matt’s shoulder and Dave’s eyes crinkled in a smile. “So how was the weekend? You and Elena have fun?” He looked to the side and then leaned in to speak like a co-conspirator. “Nothing like hotel sex, is there? Especially with the X-rated movies and all.”

Matt sighed, smiling at his friend. “Is that all you think about? Elena and I took a bus tour of the city.” He reached for the handle of the truck’s door and turned his head. He had to shut this down right away and get the hell home. “It was relaxing, okay?”

“Come on. It’s Davey you’re talkin’ to. I’m sure you did more than just tour around. I remember the last time Gwen and I got away. She couldn’t walk straight for a week.” Dave leaned his back on the fender of the truck, grinning at Matt.

Matt shook his head and laughed. Sometimes the truth could be stranger than fiction. “We went to a swinger’s club and had wild monkey sex in an orgy. My dick’s so raw, it hurts to pee. How’s that?”

“Fuck off. Always the smart ass. Okay. Be like that. It’s the last time I’ll let you in on my love life.” Dave pushed himself off the truck and walked away, his shoulder slumped, shaking his head.

“Promise?” Matt laughed and got into the truck. Twenty minutes later he drove into the driveway of his home.

***

Elena stood outside the large plate glass window looking at the display. Her eyes narrowed and she could feel a gnawing worry in the pit of her stomach. With the economy the way it was, just really getting going again after the recession, the store needed some sparkle in the display to entice women to come in and open their wallets. The mannequins in the smart pencil skirts or slacks and mohair sweaters wasn’t going to do it. Sure Christmas presents were one thing but what about after, on New Year’s Eve?

She walked back inside and approached Amanda.  “I’d like to punch up the display. We can keep two of the mannequins the way they’re dressed but the other two....I think they have to be glitzy with a little sass, with a New Year’s theme.”

Amanda’s head pulled back watching her boss with eyebrows high. “Are you serious? This doesn’t sound like you. You usually cater more to the career woman’s wardrobe.”

Elena gazed at her friend and employee. Amanda had worked there for three years and they’d become friends even though there was at least eight years gap in their ages. Tall, and model thin, Amanda in her mid twenties pushed the envelope when it came to what she wore to work and even in her outlook. Of course she bought her work clothes at the store, she’d have to be a fool to take a pass on the deep discounts but she could take a simple black dress and accessorize it with outlandish scarves and jewellery and it always worked. It was why, when it came to designing the window display, Amanda was always in charge.

“I know. But I think we need to ramp up the sex appeal. Maybe next to the evening gown we display a model in sexy lingerie? Kind of a before and hopefully after...” Elena smiled and felt her face grow warm. The clothes the women at the club had worn had affected her more than she had realized maybe; but hell...why not? And if there could be just a hint that there was something... happening? between the two models, that might jar a woman’s curiosity enough that they’d come in the store, if only on some subliminal level.

Amanda’s dark eyes narrowed and her hand lifted to fluff long, glossy dark hair. Her manicured nails matched the color of full magenta colored lips, her high cheekbones accentuated by the blush of her cheeks. Yeah. No doubt about it. Amanda missed her calling. She should have been a model.

“Let’s try something a little avant-garde for a week or so and see how it goes. Are you giving me free rein with this?” Amanda looked down at her boss and the corners of her mouth curled up.

For a moment Elena was caught off kilter watching the devilry in her friend’s eyes and the twitch of her lips. For the first time she saw her sexually, not just as a friend and co-worker but noticing the cat-like slant of her eyes, the fullness of her lips and luxuriant hair falling over her slender shoulders. She pictured kissing Amanda, running her hands through the silken locks of hair.

She blinked a couple of times and looked down at the counter which they were standing behind. “Sorry, brain fart I guess. Sure. Do your magic and I’ll let you know if you’ve gone too far.” She turned and walked to the back of the store into the small office.

Oh God. She’d better get a grip on herself. Imagine, having sexual thoughts about her friend! It was that damned video last night.


Chapter 14

Gonna find my baby, gonna hold her tight

Gonna grab some afternoon delight

My motto’s always been ‘when it’s right, it’s right’

Why wait until the middle of a cold dark night?

When everything’s a little clearer in the light of day

And we know the night is always gonna be there any way

--Starland Vocal Band, Afternoon Delight

It was the weekend once more and Matt and Elena had the house to themselves. Walker had gone to the movies with his...ahem...friend and Aria was at her friend’s house for a sleep-over. After Matt dropped his daughter off, he parked the truck in the garage. If any of their friends or family drove up to the house, they’d think no one was home. Matt had plans with a capital ‘P’. 

When he walked in from the garage, Elena was nowhere in sight. He shrugged his leather jacket off and removed his shoes before bounding up the winding stair, taking two at a time. A spicy scent filled the air in the hallway outside the closed master bedroom. He opened the door and stepped inside the dimly lit room. The heavy burgundy curtains had been drawn closed and the twinkling glow of candles set about the room, cast a warm glow. He looked about but there was still no sign of his wife.

“Elena?” He unbuttoned the denim shirt and slipped it off, tossing it onto the chair beside the window.

“One minute.” Her voice was musical coming through the closed door of the en-suite bath.

He smiled and pushed the blue jeans off before sitting on the bed and doing the same to his socks. There was a pleasant tingling in his cock when he shifted on the bed, to sit with his back propped up in the multitude of pillows. The laptop was open on her bedside table. Oh boy. They were going to watch some more of the swinger videos that got them totally pumped.

The bathroom door opened slowly and his shaft pulsed into a full blown hard-on at the sight. His eyes widened, mirroring the smile on his lips. He’d never seen her look this hot, a total sex kitten in the garter belt, dark stockings, heels and black demi-cup bra. Her hips swayed from side to side, her legs sauntering slowly, the light flesh above the tops of the stockings smooth and enticing.

Oh my God! But that wasn’t everything! She’d shaved her pussy, exposing two swollen, inviting lips. And her tits, thrust forward, while her hands were behind her back. The flesh seemed to burst above the low half cup, which did nothing to cover her rosy, puckered nipples. Her abdomen was flat, emphasizing the size of her breasts above, while a small mound of tummy was encircled in the dark lace of the garter belt.

When she stood next to the bed, she glanced down at him and licked her lips, eyeing his cock. Holy fuck. She normally only wore a trace of make-up but now, she’d really went to town; her eyes were dark with mascara and her eyelashes were thick and long, while her lips were a lush, candy-apple. It was a new persona she had created; an alluring temptress.

She touched the mouse pad and the screen came to life, filled with naked couples in a large bedroom, the sounds of their pleasure drifting in the air. She turned the volume up; sighs, grunts and low moans filled the air in the room.

She reached over into the drawer of the night table and withdrew a huge rubbery looking cock, the flesh color and ridged column on the underside very life-like. There was a small protrusion sticking out towards the bottom with two small flaps of silicone at its end. Holding the vibrator up by the base, she looked to him sideways and rested it against her cheek with a devious smile. It was a longer and thicker cock than his own but for some reason that wasn’t threatening. It just added to the illusion that somehow they were part of the scene on the screen.

She turned to face him and lifted her leg until her high heeled foot rested on the bed next to him. With tantalizing, slow deliberation, her knee pulled back, exposing her naked pussy, the darker folds of her skin and the slight protrusion of her clit.

Matt’s breath hitched in his throat while his hand slid over his thigh to grip his cock softly, rolling up and down as his gaze never wavered from her cunt. This was different--even stroking himself watching her was something they’d never done before.

Her finger clicked a button on the base and the cock began to swivel in a small circle, The two silicone flaps began to vibrate with blur. With a dream-like, slow move, she caressed her nipples with it, watching herself while her tongue slid over her lower lip. Down...lower...the thick knob of the cock covered her clit while she gazed with longing at his. It was only for a few moments but felt like an hour, watching her lascivious tease, desperate to touch her, feel her mouth on his shaft.  

She lifted the cock from her pussy and then eased down onto the bed, laying on her side with her hip next to his. Again she licked her lips and her other hand reached for his cock, putting her fingers over his own. Their eyes met and he slithered lower on the bed, until his face was close to her mons.

Oh God! This was something that they didn’t do near enough for his liking—sixty-nine. He glanced at the screen where a woman was getting eaten out while she gave head to another guy. Matt reached for the dildo in Elena’s hand and took it. Her pussy was slick and slippery under his fingers; he parted her lips and placed the head of the dildo against her opening.

Hot wetness closed over his knob, the drop of pre-cum teased and probed from the slit by her tongue before swirling in a white hot rush of lust over the head. Fuck, when she did that, it was all he could do to not thrust deep into her and lose himself in the rush of pleasure.

He pushed steadily on the dildo until only the hard plastic handle and the vibrating flaps were outside. Her flesh was stretched taut, closing around the shaft, taking it inside. It could have been any guy’s cock, fucking this hungry cunt before him. He edged closer, extending his tongue to lick the small protrusion, her clit.

The velvet warmth of her tongue flicking the underside of his own cock, inching ever downward so that the head brushed against the opening of her throat...her fingers lightly massaging his balls...oh fuck, it felt good. He pressed his lips against her pussy, sucking her clit into his mouth, whirring it with his tongue. She moaned and rocked into him, a sensation that rumbled in his cock.

He wanted to claim all of her, the same way she claimed him. His other hand skimmed over the cheek of her ass and dove into the crevice, searching, probing at the firm rim of her asshole. The tightness there incensed his lust to a new level. Little by little he pushed deeper, his other hand holding the dildo hard pushing all of it inside her cunt.

At her fingers lowering to press and caress the spot behind his balls he paused for a moment, caught up in the raw pleasure. The sounds of the people on the screen added to the eroticism. For a moment it was as if he was back at Eden, eating pussy while someone, anyone was sucking him off.

He pushed forward deeper into her ass until his finger was buried to the knuckle, his tongue still teasing her clit. From the way she moved, her hips rocking, soft moans coming from her throat, she was close. He forced himself to focus on her, to make her come, pushing the dildo in and out while he finger fucked her ass, suckled her clit like it was a candy.

Her hands on his cock and perineum ceased to move, her mouth eased off his cock while her hips took on a life of their own...her cunt wet and slippery, drooling onto his hand.

“Don’t stop! Keep fucking me... just...like...that....” Her words were a guttural command, legs trembling, lost in decadent lust. Still he licked and sucked and fucked and probed, mastering her body. Oh fuck, he loved her. Loved the taste, the musky woman smell, her wet silky flesh. Her legs stiffened one last time and then grew slack, her hips twisting away from the caress of his tongue.

“Oh fuck...” She was gasping, panting for air, her body now soft and supple.

He slid his tongue over the inside of her thigh and kissed it with a loud smack. On the screen, a dark haired woman was sitting on the thick torso of a man, his chest dark and hair matted, her hands and mouth filled with a circle of cocks, while she rode, impaled on the man beneath her. Fuck. That was hot. He thrust gently against Elena’s cheek, his wet cock sliding over her lips.

Immediately she responded, taking him in her hand, guiding his knob into her mouth. All the while the dildo and finger was still inside her, adding to the earthy thrill. His eyes closed for a moment as her satin lips slid lower on his shaft, her nose pushing into his groin. The pleasure of her fingers once more on his balls and the flesh behind, her hot breath caressing his skin...oh fuck, fuck, fuck, so good.

The woman on the screen smiled when the guy before her shot cum all over her mouth and chin, her hands still jerking off the other two guys while the white semen oozed down her face. She wore a smile of victory. Fuck it was hot.

He pumped his cock harder into her throat, feeling the tightness of her mouth pressing his cock. He sucked in air when his first spurt jetted out. Easing back and once more, now fucking her mouth, the second ricocheted against her flesh...blinding white hot lust... “Oh FUCK!” It came out a grunting gasp, the last of his pleasure spilling forth.

His eyes closed and he gulped air for a moment as she eased back, freeing his cock. Her hand slid over her tummy and fingers closed over hers, pulling the dildo out and then pushing his other hand away. She sat up and looked down at him, a soft smile on her lips. “I love you Matt.” She bent over and kissed his neck. “Let’s go take a shower together.”

She stood up and closed the laptop before sauntering slowly to the bathroom. The cheeks of her ass with the crease like a smiley face seemed to tease and taunt him, even though he’d just blown a load. God she was a hot woman. He was a lucky man.

***

When they emerged from the bathroom, they threw on sweat pants and fleece shirts and sat facing each other on the bed, both of them wearing soft relaxed smiles.

“I think I’m ready to dip my toe in. What about you?” Elena caressed his thigh and looked up at him through thick dark lashes.

“You’re absolutely sure? Remember what Chris said, we’ve got to be on the same page with this.” He reached over and tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear. They’d been fired up all week watching the swinger videos but actually doing it was another story. He was okay with it but Elena? He loved her too much to ever have anything like this come between them.

She reached for the laptop and shifted on the bed so that she was sitting next to him, the laptop visible to both. “Let’s send them an email. That’s a start I’d say.” She opened up her email and brought up a blank message and began to type:

DEAR ‘YODA’, AKA SOPHIA AND CHRIS ,

REMEMBER US? WE SAT WITH YOU LAST WEEK AT EDEN, THE NEWBIES WHO CAME TO THE CLUB NOT KNOWING WHAT IT WAS.

WE’RE INTERESTED IN GOING TO THE CLUB AGAIN. EVER SINCE THAT NIGHT, WE’VE BEEN FUCKING LIKE RABBITS, EVEN WATCHING SWINGER PORN.

ACTUALLY, YOU PROBABLY SAW US AT THE CLUB SNEAKING OFF TO A PRIVATE BED, SO TURNED ON WE COULDN’T WAIT TO GET BACK TO THE HOTEL AFTER SEEING THE FOUR OF YOU MAKING OUT. LOL.

WE WERE HOPING TO GET AWAY AFTER CHRISTMAS. GO TO THE CLUB FOR NEW YEAR’S EVE. WE’RE NOT SURE WE’D HAVE THE NERVE TO ACTUALLY ‘PLAY’ WITH ANYONE ELSE BUT WE’D LIKE TO BE THERE, FOR THE SEXY ATMOSPHERE AND DANCING IF NOTHING ELSE.

I WANT TO BE HONEST. I’M TEMPTED TO TRY A BI EXPERIENCE. IT SEEMS LIKE A GOOD STARTING POINT. AND TO BE TRUTHFUL, I’VE FANTASIZED ABOUT YOU AND EVA. IS THAT TOO HONEST? I’M FLOUNDERING A BIT HERE AND MATT, SITTING BESIDE ME AS I WRITE IS NO HELP. HE’S GETTING HARD AT THE THOUGHT.

PLEASE WRITE US BACK AND TELL US WHAT YOU THINK.

HOPEFULLY YOURS,

ELENA AND MATT

“That sounds great. Honest and promising. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see. We probably won’t hear back from them until tomorrow.” Matt got up and retrieved Elena’s purse from the floor. He fished inside and handed her the card they had gotten from Sophia and handed it to her.

Elena took a deep breath and proceeded to type the email address. She grinned at him and then clicked the ‘send’ icon.

“We’d better get up and start dinner. Walker will be back from the movies soon.” She clapped the laptop shut and set it on the night stand.


Chapter 15

Who’s watching me?

I don’t know anymore

Are the neighbours watching?

Who’s watching?

—Rockwell, Watching me

Later that night, Elena finished in the bathroom and walked into the bedroom. Matt was already in bed with the laptop open resting on his knees. He looked up at her and grinned. “Guess what?”

She paused mid-step and her eyes lit up wide. From the look on his face it could only mean one thing! “They got back to us?”

“Did they ever! This is one email you’d better put in a private folder. X-rated for sure.” He threw back the covers so that she could climb in next to him.

She snuggled close watching the screen and feeling a sharp gasp for air at the sight. Holy cow! They sure weren’t shy. Sophia was sprawled across a red bedspread: she wore a smile and practically nothing else.

She wore a red Santa hat and the dark hair below flowed over the bed, while her arms were crossed above her head. Her breasts were full, the nipples puckered and erect above a flat stomach and narrow waist. She wasn’t completely immodest the way her legs were crossed, and her mons was covered by a gold bell ornament.

“Look at the inscription! Ring her bell?  Oh my God, she’s crazy. Crazy fun.” Matt turned to her and continued. “Are you ready for the video link or do you want to read the rest of the email first?”

“Video link?”

“Yeah, she attached a video to the email.”

“Have you watched already?”

He shook his head. “Nope; we’ll watch it together. Read the email, then we’ll be both up to speed.”

Elena’s mouth was wide, barely containing the laugh that bubbled in her chest. This was incredible! She had the feeling that the video was going to be pretty hot. “Yeah, save the best for last.” She snuggled closer to her husband.

MERRY CHRISTMAS MATT AND ELENA!

I’M LOOKING FORWARD TO ELENA RINGING MY BELL AND I’D SURE LIKE TO TINKLE HERS. LOL CHRIS TOO...BUT THAT’S FOR A LATER TIME, I’M SURE.

HOW COULD WE FORGET YOU? ARE YOU KIDDING? AND YES, WE SAW YOU SNEAK OFF AND GET IT ON. I TOLD CHRIS, WE’D BE HEARING FROM YOU. THAT BET COST HIM. AS I WRITE HE’S EATING MY PUSSY, NOT THAT IT’S A LOSS FOR HIM. LOL

WE’D LOVE TO SEE YOU AT THE CLUB AT NEW YEAR’S. CHRIS HAS MADE THE BOOKING. IT’S A LITTLE MORE EXPENSIVE BUT THEY SERVE A BUFFET LATER IN THE EVENING. AND WE PROMISE TO RESPECT YOUR LIMITS. EVA AND FRANK WILL SIT WITH US. GLAD YOU LIKE THEM. THEY’RE A TON OF FUN.

YOU’RE WELCOME TO SPEND THE NIGHT AT OUR HOUSE. THERE’S JUST US. OUR SON WILL BE BACK AT COLLEGE AND OUR DAUGHTER AND HER FAMILY LIVE IN ANOTHER CITY. DON’T WORRY, WE WON’T MAKE YOU SLEEP WITH US. LOL WELL, ONLY IF YOU WANT TO....

EVA AND I ARE GOING SHOPPING FOR OUR DRESSES THIS WEEK. I’LL SEND YOU PICS, ELENA.

I HOPE YOU ENJOY THE VIDEO. EVA AND FRANK WERE WITH US IN HEDONISM AND DON’T MIND IF WE SHARE WITH YOU.

CAN’T WAIT TO SEE YOU TWO!

HUGS, KISSES, FONDLING, ORGASMS ETC,

SOPHIA AND CHRIS

P.S. IF YOU AREN’T TOO SHY, WE’D LOVE TO SEE SOME NAUGHTY PICS OF YOU. OUR HOT TODDY ON A COLD WINTER’S NIGHT, SO TO SPEAK.

Matt turned to her and laughed shaking his head. “Oh my God, the way she writes, it’s like we’ve known them forever!”

Elena felt like her chest was ready to burst. This was unbelievable! They were so kind to offer their place to stay...but for this time, probably not. “Look, I know a trip to New York City isn’t cheap but we can’t stay at their place....not yet. Why don’t we make this our Christmas present to each other? I don’t need another sweater or piece of jewellery and you certainly don’t need any tools or boy toys.”

Matt pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. “You’re my toy. The best toy ever and speaking of ringing ding a lings....” He pulled her hand onto his crotch.

Oh my God. He was getting a chubby from all of this. She grinned and gave him a squeeze. He had it wrong. He was her boy toy. “Let’s open that video. I can’t wait to see it.”

He adjusted the volume down before clicking the icon.

The scene opened showing a broad sidewalk bordered by lush green vegetation. There was a jiggling as the door to a hotel room came into sight, like whoever was filming was doing it walking. The door opened and inside the room the light was dimmer. As the camera and film maker advanced into the large bedroom, more brightly lit, Sophia, Chris and Eva, naked bodies entwined, filled the screen. Well that explained who the film maker was—Frank.

Sophia sat in the middle of the flowered bedspread, one leg bent at the knee while the other sprawled straight and wide, her arms around Eva kissing her. Chris knelt on the bed behind Eva, holding her opulent breasts in his hand while kissing her neck. Eva was sandwiched between the couple, the focus of their attention, while her husband walked around the bed, filming the scene from different angles.

Elena’s gaze was soft and she squirmed lower on the bed. Watching the two women’s ardour caused a tingle in Elena’s pussy. Eva was like a silver haired angel between the deeply tanned couple, her breasts rolling in Chris’s grasp. She eased back from Sophia and turned to Chris, kissing him while her hand slid up his thigh, fingers curling around a cock that was like a flagpole, stiff and pointing straight up.

Sitting beside her, Matt’s eyes were wide and his lips parted gazing at the threesome. There was no doubt if she slipped her hand under the laptop, he’d be hard as a rock. But that would have to wait. Right now, she wanted to see the video, especially considering she actually knew the people in it.

Chris was leaning to the side, kissing Eva while settling her so that she lay on her back. Sophia flashed a smile at the camera and then turned to Eva, pulling her leg to the side, exposing Eva’s smooth pussy lips. The camera zoomed in on that area for a few moments, so that the silky burgundy skin in her inner lips and the lighter color of her clit filled the screen. It was the closest Elena had ever been to another woman’s pussy. What would it be like to run her tongue over that sensual bud? Could she do that? At the warm flutter in her clit, she knew she’d like to try.

The camera panned out to reveal Eva, propped on her elbow sucking Chris’s cock to beat the band. Wow! He was no light weight when it came to the size of his cock, thick and long as a kielbasa that she was gobbling right down to his nuts. His fingers threaded through her light blonde hair and his head turned to grin at the camera.

Sophia wasted no time in kneeling on the floor between Eva’s legs and separating the plump lips of the other woman’s pussy with her fingers. The view shifted so that the main focus was on Sophia’s tongue, extended and swirling over Eva’s clit. At the same time, she had several fingers up inside the woman, almost fisting her twat.

Oh God...Elena’s kegels squeezed, adding to the pleasure flooding through her body. Matt must have noticed her change in breathing because he placed the laptop on her other side and pulled her close, so that they spooned while watching the screen. He lifted her upper leg and thrust his hips forward. She purred loving the hotness of his cock sliding over her sensitive bud. When he pulled back, there was pressure as his fingers guided his rod into her slick cunt. Oh God. How deliciously decadent; being fucked while watching porn.

The scene on the screen was steadier now, taking in all of the bed and then Frank stepped into the scene. He must have set the camera down on a tripod or something. He stood behind Sophia, and placed his hands under her tummy, signally for her to rise. She turned her head, smiled at him and stood up, only to bend at the waist once more and go back to adoring Eva’s pussy with her mouth.

Frank held his thick shaft, the mushroom-like knob straining above his fingers, probing between the cheeks of Sophia’s ass. The profile of his body, showed broad shoulders and the slight swell of his belly above muscular thighs and a tight ass. He looked down at Sophia’s butt, pulling her cheek while guiding his cock into her cunt.

Her breasts hung and jostled up and down when Frank thrust into her, a move that Eva with Sophia’s tongue licking her clit must have felt.  

It was a daisy chain of naked, voluptuous women and well hung guys, connected by their mouths and cocks, total delightful debauchery. Elena’s breath was ragged watching them, her own pussy full of Matt’s manhood. The glistening of Chris’s thick shaft each time Eva’s mouth eased away, revealing a thick pulpy head caused a fresh jolt of pleasure to flood through her pussy. That cock pounding deep into her...oh God, that would be nice. 

The women with their smooth bodies, breasts heavy, nipples dark and firm, pussies spread and filled with cock or fingers...Fuck, if she were a man she’d want to fuck them. For sure, Matt was picturing it, his cock hard and grinding slowly into her cunt. She tried to picture her husband kneeling before Eva, her mouth on his cock sucking him off. It was a hot but...

Eva’s mouth fell away from Chris and her face scrunched tight, looking down at Sophia between her legs. Soft moans and whimpers filled the air and her hand reached to rub Sophia’s head. Her orgasm went on for a few moments, amping up everyone else on the screen. Chris stroked his cock, totally uninhibited in his response to Eva.

Matt pumped harder and faster into her, his fingers teasing her clit. Oh fuck. She was close. She bucked back against him. driving him harder and deeper into her cunt, clamping her muscles tight on his shaft.  It started as a quick burst of lust...

“Oh yeah...harder...oh fuck...” The ecstasy kept building...higher...her hand fisting the bed sheet...tits bouncing up and down with each hard thrust.

“Yeah baby...that’s it....OH FUCK!” Matt sucked in air, his body became stiff...

Elena’s legs trembled from the force of her orgasm...Still jolting through her body but softer now.

She closed her eyes for a moment and a rush of air left her parted lips. The sounds of the other three people, their moans, the slapping of flesh against flesh brought a smile to her lips. They may not be physically with their swinger friends, but she and Matt sure were mentally. Holy fuck, that had been hot.

Matt’s lips were on her neck and ear. “I think we’re going to like this Christmas present to each other, this year.” A small chuckle left his throat and he fell back against his pillow, his softened dick slipping out and trailing a line of cum over her thigh.

She grinned and closed the lid of the laptop, seeing that the video had ended as well. After setting it on her night stand, she rolled over and snuggled into him. “I tried to picture you with those two women.”

Matt stayed silent, his body still as stone.

She rose to look into his eyes, her fingers toying with his chest hair. “I might be okay with you and Sophia but I’m not sure about Eva.”

His eyebrows drew together and he stroked her hair. “Elena, remember what we read this week. Baby steps. Just a little at a time until we’re ready. And if we’re never ready, that’s cool too. I wouldn’t want to do anything that would hurt you.” He grinned. “However much I want to fuck Sophia.”

Her lips drew tight together and she gave a sharp tug to the hair between her fingers.

“Ow! What the hell?” His hand clamped over hers and he pulled away.

“That’s for admitting it, smartass!” She smiled and nestled against him once more. “Baby steps. For now.”


Chapter 16

Come on, vogue

Let your body move to the music (move to the music)

Hey, hey, hey,

Come on, vogue

Let your body go with the flow (go with the flow)

You know you can do it

—Madonna, Vogue

The following evening, Matt helped Elena clear the table and load the dishwasher. The kids were gone with her parents to the mall to shop for Christmas presents and they had the house to themselves for a few hours. He put the last dish into the machine and then scooped her into his arms.

“What do you think about sending Sophia and Chris an email tonight?” He nuzzled into her neck, his mouth pressing into that spot she loved, sending shivers down her spine.

“I know. They’re still waiting for the naughty pics. But I think they understand it isn’t easy when you have kids at home. At least that’s what it sounded like in their last email.” She let her hands drift over his back, relishing the feel of his muscles and the warmth of his body.

He grasped her hands in his and smiled looking into her eyes.”How about you wear the garter belt and stockings with that little black bra. I’ll get the camera and a couple glasses of wine and be right with you.”

She took a deep breath, her eyes glinting with excitement, smiling at him. “Ooo...I’m about to be a porn model. How dirty are we going to make this? Should I wear panties?” She jerked up, almost bouncing on her toes. “What about you?” Her fingers left his and she slid them down to fondle his crotch. “Is Mr. Johnson making an appearance?”

Matt’s eyebrows drew together and he turned his head looking away for a few moments. “I hadn’t thought of that...but sure. I guess that would be expected wouldn’t it?” He turned back to her and smiled. “But you’ve got to go first if we want to have him standing at attention.”

Elena’s chest was full and there was a flutter of excitement in her tummy when she turned to leave the kitchen. “Ow!” The sound of his hand slapping her bottom followed the sharp pain.

“Chop chop! We’ve only got a few hours for this.”

There was a wide grin on her face when she turned to face him. “Hey! This isn’t Fifty Shades is it?” She laughed, continuing down the hall and scampered up the stairs.

They’d never done this before, taken sexy pictures that they’d send to people who were almost strangers. It scared the hell out of her, and at the same time was arousing as hell!

She raced into her bedroom and stripped off her clothes. The sexy lingerie was tucked in a box all the way back on the top shelf of her closet. She rose high on her toes, fingers clawing the lid and pulling it forward.

She set it on her bureau and glanced at her reflection in the mirror, trying to envision herself as Sophia and Chris would see her. Her hands cupped the underside of her breasts, lifting them a little higher. There was a slight sag there, but what could you expect after two kids and the laws of gravity? She didn’t have the rack that Eva did but she wasn’t exactly small either. As Matt had always said ‘more than a handful is a waste’. He’d also always loved her nipples, ‘small dark top hats’, he called them. 

Thanks to the running that she did a few times a week, her tummy and hips were trim, and she had great legs. She turned to the side eyeing her butt. With the high curve, she was definitely a bubble butt, something that was really hot with a garter belt. Hell, Matt wasn’t the only guy who’d she caught eyeing her ass. It happened all the time when she walked home.

She turned at the sound of his footsteps on the stairs. When he stepped into the room, two glasses of wine in his hands, the Nikon camera slung over his neck, she grinned. “I’m glad you thought of wine. I think I’ll feel more relaxed posing with a glass or two in me.”

His head pulled back and he affected a snooty voice, “Call me Oliver Stone or Scorsese...these aren’t just for drinking baby, these are props.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Make yours a prop. I’m drinking mine.” She drained half a glass before taking the garter belt out of the box and putting it around her hips.

The bedside lamps cast a warm golden glow in the room when he turned off the overhead fixture. She fumbled a bit with the hooks of the garter belt but finally got it. Next the bra and stocking. She sat on the bed, rolling the silk up her legs and looked over at her husband. He had stripped his shirt off and was walking around the room, eyeing different angles and lighting, taking the odd sip of wine.

She dodged into her closet and took the high heeled shoes from her shoe bag. When she returned to the bedroom she stood in the centre, next to the bed, striking a vogue pose, her head turned looking at him over her shoulder. “How’s this?”

His eyes widened and he grinned. “Wow! That’s sexy! You could be on the cover of Maxim!” He set the wine down and lifted the camera, aiming the lens at her while moving to the side to get a better angle. “Honestly Elena, in that outfit, your legs look so long... and how just the underside of your ass cheek showing...” There were a series of flashes before he lowered the camera. “Oh man... my wife is industrial strength hawt!”

The first pose had been playful, acting a silly part but she stood for a moment considering the next one. She turned to face him, straight on, lifted her hands to her hair, pushing it up as a seductive smile formed on her lips. Her hip thrust to the side as she shifted her weight, once more vamping.  She’d always wondered what it would be like to be a model, never guessing that one day she’d be posing like that. Channelling her inner Jennifer Lopez, every gesture and mannerism oozed an air of sensuality. She wanted to fuck, and was showing it.

Matt laughed and once more aimed the camera lens at her. “You’re such a natural at this. The camera loves you Elena. Just keep moving and I’ll keep clicking.”

She moved slowly, holding a pose for a few moments before once more changing position. Her pussy tingled knowing she was wantonly porn star hot. She’d been nice all her life; nice was overrated. She leaned over, placing her elbows on the bed, looking over her shoulder at the camera. There was coolness on her pussy lips when she bent over, her ass high and exposed to the camera. She knew this was a hot pose from the bulge in Matt’s crotch.  

There was a soft smile on her lips when she moved onto the bed and laid down on her back. Oh my. There was a thrilling fullness in her pussy lying there, with her knee bent and falling to the side, exposing the bareness between her legs.

“You look oh so fuckable. Sophia and Chris are going to love you.” Matt stood at the foot of the bed clicking and moving closer.

“I think it’s time that we switched roles.” She sat up and reached for his waist, flipping the button and lowering the zipper slowly. His cock popped out, hanging thick and heavy in her palm.

She glanced up and saw the camera pointing down, taking a picture of it. Oh God. She could hardly wait to see these!

She stood up and placed the strap of the camera around her neck. “Let’s finish our glass of wine before we start doing you.”

Matt nodded and slid his pants and shorts down in one full sweep. Elena turned and walked across the room, picking up the glasses of wine. She handed his to him and took a long sip before speaking. “If Sophia is anything like me, and I think she is, she’ll like some shots of you standing with your back to the camera. There’s something incredibly sexy about the line of a man’s back, the muscles there above a firm ass. And then there’s that hollow in the cheek of your ass, that drives me crazy.”

She stepped closer and her fingers closed around his cock. “This is a given. For sure she’ll like to see that but it’s the other stuff too, that she’ll like. And a man holding his cock, slowly stroking it is hot too.”

“Holy fuck! I thought I was being creative, planning these shots...You’ve left me in the dust Elena. I seriously think you missed your calling.” Matt gulped the wine and set the glass on the night stand.

She grinned and lifted the camera higher, checking the light level in the frame. “Go over and stand in front of the drapes, your back to me.”

He walked across the room and stood in the centre of the curtained window. His hand rose and he slipped the curtain aside, just a fraction, like he was peeking outside. Oh fuck, it was hot, just the way she’d thought it would be. He could have been Adonis, the way the light played on his back, defining his muscles.

He shifted so that he was three quarters to the camera. Her breath caught in her throat looking at him. It was perfect! His ass was hard, the hollow pronounced in the light...so masculine. “Did I ever tell you, you’re jacked?”

His head turned and he grinned. “Not often enough.”

“Turn a little bit more so that I see your profile...” She stepped a few feet closer. “...and that gorgeous shlong.” She clicked a few shots. “Oh yeah baby, that’s nice.” The camera lens showed the thickness of his thigh, his cock jutting out almost fully horizontal.

She moved in closer and pressed a button to zoom the lens. The frame showed his body from his navel down to the mid-point of his thigh, the central focus being his shaft, thrusting out from the nest of coarse dark hair at the base. The skin was dark and smooth, the ridge at the underside showing faintly while, the knob was fleshy, a thick helmet topping eight inches of shaft. Even with the camera the thickness and length could be seen. “Oh yeah. Sophia will be drooling when she sees that.” 

She stepped back and raised her hand, beckoning him over to the bed. “Now, we’re going to get down and dirty, less artistic. Put your foot on the bed and angle your body so that you face me.”

Matt followed her and did what she instructed. He stood for a moment, looking a little confused.

“Play with it. Pretend that you’re getting it ready for Sophia to suck. Think of her sucking you off.” Oh God. Saying that...It was dirty and sexy to her own ears. She could feel her pussy get wetter and her clit ache for more.

Matt’s hand slowly stroked his shaft, twisting his wrist with each upward stroke. The look in his eyes, heavy lidded and sultry showed that he was close to orgasm. Hell why not? That would really be sexy.

She continued clicking, aiming the camera at his cock, all the while her words continued. “That’s it baby. Show me. Sophia is gonna love giving you head. Taking that thick cock deep in her throat, licking your balls, sucking you.”

Matt’s hand had sped up with her words and his grip tightened. Even his hips were rocking back and forth. A pearl of pre-cum oozed from the slit and was quickly spread by the side of his fist. This was so hot! She could count on one hand the number of times she’d ever seen him do this.

A spurt of cum shot out, catching her on the thigh. She kept clicking the camera. The second surge ran over his hand, glistening on his cock as he continued to stroke. She zoomed out to catch the expression on his face, his eyes squeezed shut, while his lips were loose, panting for air. Oh God. This was perfect! Not only that but it made her hot too. She zoomed in again on his cock, caught the last drizzle of cum seeping out. His eyes opened and he smiled at her.

“You’re wearing me out woman.” He gasped and took a few more deep breaths.

“Oh God. I can’t wait for you to see this but I’ve got another idea.” She took a step towards the bed and sat on the edge, spreading her legs wide. “Eat me out. I’m going to video it.”  She smiled at him and when he knelt on the floor before her, she ran her fingers through his hair. “That is...until I can’t hold the camera steady.”

Matt’s fingers spread her labia and he leaned closer, the tip of his tongue resting on his lower lip. His desire for her pussy, on his mouth was obvious in the heated look on his face. She clicked the camera, recording every movement as he licked and toyed with her clit. Too soon, the jolts shooting through her pussy was too much. She set the camera aside and lay back, rocking her cunt up and down on his mouth.

She spread her legs wider still, tilting her pelvic bone as high as possible to afford his mouth, tongue and fingers as much access as she could. Her eyes closed and she gave herself over to his touch...his fingers pumping into her, curling up to rub the G spot. It felt like she had to pee but she knew this was part of it. To ride past that urge and let go...give in to the sensation deep inside, while her clit was suckled and licked.

Every nerve cell in her body came alive under his touch. Her hands rose and she rubbed her nipples between her thumb and forefinger, adding fuel to the fire in her cunt.  It was building, lust and pleasure spreading out from her core, her toes curling inside her heels. Her hips rocked up and down, pushing against his mouth.

Oh God, so close now...the only sensation in the world was the pleasure in her pussy. Her hand fell to grasp his hair, she formed a fist in it and pulled his mouth and tongue harder on her clit. “Suck me. Oh yeah baby, just like that....don’t stop...”

“Oh...oh..!” Her eyes squeezed tight, mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy...wave after wave of pleasure spreading out from her core to her very fingertips. It consumed her. There was nothing in the world except this glorious feeling in her pussy...her cunt. On and on. Wave after wave of pleasure.

She sighed a gust of air and her hips fell back to the surface of the bed. “Oh fuck me. That was good.”

He lifted his head and smiled at her, his lips and cheeks gleaming from the slickness of her cum. “Can’t fuck you. I told you. You’re killing me woman.”

As he rose and bent to kiss her, she clung to him. “But what a way to go!”


Chapter 17

Let’s give ‘em somethin’ to talk about

(Something to talk about)

A little mystery to figure out

(something to talk about)

Let’s give ‘em somethin’ to talk about

How about love?

—Bonnie Raitt, Somethin’ To talk About

It was the week before Christmas, Matt’s boss, Robin Grey, was hosting a party for his employees. Matt and Elena stood at the front door of the two story Tudor styled home, a light sprinkling of snow dusting their heads and shoulders.

“Thank goodness. A white Christmas.” Elena forced a smile waiting for Mr. Grey to answer the door. This was hopefully the last of the holiday parties, a fact that she felt in her weary bones. They’d stay the obligatory ninety minutes and then home to a hot bath and early night.

Matt glanced over at her and smiled. “Might make the roads a bit slippery but yeah, it’s nice.”

The door opened and Robin filled the frame, his white teeth gleaming, a break in the heavy dark beard, while his eyes were narrow with laughter and too much alcohol. His belly protruded before him, the ninth stage of pregnancy from too much hops and barley, yet like most men, his hips were narrow. He probably still boasted that he could fit into pants that he’d worn as a teenager.

“Matt! Elena! Merry Christmas! Come in.” He stepped back, extending his arm and giving a short bow.

“Hey Robin. Sorry we’re late. Elena had to stay until the store was closed.”

Matt’s words drifted over her shoulder as she stepped in. Immediately Robin’s beefy arms pulled her into a hug, and her nostrils filled with the aroma of beer and English Leather. “Merry Christmas Robin. It’s good to see you again.” She gave his cheek a kiss, aiming for the bare spot above the furry growth.

Robin’s wife Mary appeared at his side and smiled taking Elena’s coat. She was bird-like, the collar bones under her thin neck pronounced in the blue dress. “So nice to see you and Matt. Merry Christmas.” She turned and strained forward to kiss Matt’s cheek and then took his coat from him.

“Come on and I’ll get you two a drink.” Robin led the way across the room, threading through small clusters of people laughing and chatting. Christmas music was layered on top of the hub bub of conversation.

Elena brushed by Dave and Gwen, grasping the younger woman’s hand and mouthing ‘We’ll be right back’ before she stepped up to the make-shift bar in the corner of the room. Even though she’d been to many of these Christmas parties, the only people they saw outside of there, were Dave and Gwen. Thank goodness, they were there.

“Name your poison? Wine, beer, eggnog, whatever liquor...” Robin grinned at her, his blue eyes twinkling and bloodshot.

“Eggnog, please.” Elena flashed a warm smile and watched as he ladled out a glass cup of the creamy liquid.

“Beer for me. Thanks.” Matt’s arm brushed hers when he stepped closer. “The place looks great Robin. Beautiful tree.”

Elena glanced to the front window where a tall spruce was decked out with twinkling colored lights, bows and sliver ornaments. It had to be seven feet tall, but in a room that size, it wasn’t overpowering. She took the glass from Robin and took a small sip. The alcohol tingled on her tongue and was warm going down her throat. He’d really poured the rum to it.

After handing Matt the beer, he spoke, “Mary and I are leaving for Jamaica in a couple of days. We’ve never done Christmas in the Caribbean but we’re looking forward to it.” He looked past Elena’s shoulder and nodded. “Sorry. You’ll have to excuse me. I think Mary needs my help in the kitchen.”

He smiled and left them standing at the bar. Elena tapped Matt’s arm and nodded to the side, indicating Gwen and Dave. She wandered over and inserted herself into the small group of people. Gwen looked relieved to see her, her lips twitching in a smile.

“All set for Christmas?” Elena turned to gaze into her friend’s wide green eyes. Her face was round with a smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose. With her cropped curly red hair and her short height, the young woman could have been a Santa Elf, especially in the green dress.

Gwen nodded and took a long sip of her wine. “How about you? It must be really crazy in the store.”

Before she had a chance to speak, Dave spoke up, grinning at Matt. “So any big plans for New Year’s Eve? Maybe we can get together and play some cards, watch the ball drop in Times Square.”

Elena’s mouth clamped shut and she eyed her husband.

“We’re going away for New Year’s. Actually, we’ll be in New York City. Too bad, that would have been fun getting together with you guys.” He shot a smile to Elena and then looked from Dave to Gwen.

“My God, getting a hotel in New York must have cost a fortune.” Dave’s eyes were wide and he shook his head. He rocked back and forth on his heels and toes and looked down at the floor for a moment.

“Not really. It’s not downtown....more like Brooklyn.” Matt’s eyebrows drew together but he maintained his smile.

“Oh yeah? How about if Gwen and I go with you? We didn’t have anything on and that could be fun.”

Elena’s stomach clamped into a vice watching her husband and then seeing the smile flare on Gwen’s face.

“I’m afraid we just snuck in under the wire. Every hotel was booked but there was a last minute cancellation and they emailed us.” Matt’s smile had faded and his eyes flitted off to the left.

Her shoulders sagged. He was such a bad liar. “Maybe we’ll get together early in the New Year. Too bad, we hadn’t known you were interested. It would have been fun. The hotel is really nice. We stayed there the last time we were in New York. If we hadn’t made friends with the guy at the front desk, I don’t think we would have got in.”

Her mouth clamped shut again and she took a sip of the eggnog. Maybe she was laying it on too thick....

Dave nudged Matt’s arm with his elbow and he grinned, the folds of his chin close to his chest. “Probably going to that swinger club again and doing the whole orgy thing, eh Matt?”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide and the liquid took a detour down her windpipe. She started to cough, feeling her cheeks glow like burning embers and her eyes water. What the fuck? Matt had told him? The guy was like an Irish washerwoman, gossiping and making innuendos. She liked Dave but that didn’t mean, she’d tell him anything like that!

“What? Dave!” Gwen spoke up. Her cheeks were almost as scarlet as Elena’s.

“Hey! I’m not making this up. That’s what Mat told me they did the last trip to the Big Apple.” He started to laugh and gave Matt a look, one upping him.

Meanwhile Matt’s jaw had dropped and his eyes flitted over the group of people. Finally he forced a laugh and spoke, “Jeeze Dave. Tell the world why don’t you? I guess sarcasm is lost on you, eh buddy?”

Elena looked at Dave watching Matt. There was a peculiar glint in his narrow eyes and his smile dropped. Oh shit.

She turned to Gwen and shook her head, making a show of the roll of her eyes. “Yes, it’s crazy busy at the store. I’ve been working fourteen hours a day with the Christmas rush. Now with the snow, it’ll get even crazier.”

Gwen smiled and nodded. She started to tell Elena of their plans for Christmas the visits to relatives and such. But Elena’s mind was fixed on later. On the drive home. she was going to kill that crazy husband of hers.


Chapter 18

The best thing about being a woman

Is the prerogative to have a little fun!

—Shania Twain, Man I Feel Like a Woman

Elena waited to the very last minute at the end of the day to bring the dress to the counter and ask Amanda to ring it through. Mila was at the front door of the store, locking up after the last customer left. It was bad enough that Amanda might wonder at her buying suck a sexy dress, let alone Mila and her comments. It was the first time Elena disliked the store policy that staff purchases required another staff member to ring it in and initial the sale.

She pushed the fire engine red sequinned dress across the counter and tried her best to look casual. Usually the clothes she bought were more conservative, more suited for work or refined casual, nothing like the glittering scrap of cloth on the counter.

Amanda picked it up and did a once over with wide eyes. “Wow. This is more my style than yours. Your New Year’s Eve dress, I take it? I’d love to be going to that party. “

Elena could feel her cheeks become warm and she shrugged. “Well, it is New York City and I don’t want to be the country mouse.”

Amanda laughed and folded the dress, setting it on the counter. “So what is Matt wearing? Hopefully a tux...” Her eyes flashed over at Elena and she smiled. “You two will look like something out of a James Bond movie. What is this place you’re going to?”

Elena could hear Mila walking back to the counter and she grabbed a bag to set the dress inside. “It’s a party at the hotel. They’ve got a band for dancing and a buffet at midnight.” She smiled over at her friend. “I thought it’d be nice to get dolled up and go out for New Year’s. Christmas is about the kids but New Years is for adults.”  Just hurry up and ring it through. For once she regretted her frugal nature, tempted by the staff discount, rather than buying at another store, where she wouldn’t be known.

“Like I said. It sure beats the house party I’m going to.” She sniffed and her lips pulled to the side.

“What’s that?” Mila came in on the tail end of the conversation. “You’re going out for New Years Elena? Where to?” She started to peek inside the bag, but Elena pulled it away sharply.

God, there was no privacy to be had in the store. She slipped her bank card into the small machine that Amanda slid closer. “Matt and I are going to New York. There’s a big party at the hotel and we’re celebrating the New Year in style.” She punched in the code, watching the screen change.

Like Amanda, Mila was in her mid twenties but she was the total opposite of her otherwise. Whereas Amanda was tall, with a lithe model’s body, Mila was from the Philippines, short and curvy with ruby full lips and almond shaped eyes. She was also a bit of a player, making no bones about the fact that her bed was a revolving door for men and women.

She nudged Elena with her shoulder, standing so close that Elena could feel the heat of her body and smell the savoury perfume.

“Have fun and don’t do anything, I wouldn’t do.”

Amanda’s eyes met Elena’s and she smiled. “Well, that leaves it pretty much wide open, unless you’re going to an orgy or something.”

Elena’s hand faltered for a moment, passing the machine back to her friend. My God. Was she wearing a sign on her back or something? First Dave making that crack at the staff party and now Amanda?

“Very funny.” Mila’s eyes narrowed and there was a small smile on her lips. “What makes you think I haven’t done that? Turns out, Brad and I are away for New Years Eve too. It was my Christmas surprise.”

“You’re back together again? Thought it was really over this time.” Amanda gave the printed receipt to Elena and her eyebrows drew together watching Mila.

The smaller woman’s hand waved in the air and she closed her eyes for a second. “It is and it isn’t. It’s just shits and giggles and the sex is awesome.”

Elena’s stomach twisted in a knot as she silently listened. Now she knew why Mila had asked for the afternoon off on New Year’s Eve. And she hadn’t said where she was going. It could be anywhere. But the fact that it had followed the crack about going to an orgy was unsettling.

Before she had a chance to ask Mila, the young woman left the counter to duck into the back room for her coat. Her voice rang through the air “Good night. Happy New Year Elena!’ A thud of the back door closing behind her, followed.

Amanda shook her head, and smiled as she left the cash register. “First you, then Mila...all going out leaving poor old me behind in Black Rapids.”

Elena walked beside her friend to the back of the store. “Thanks Amanda. If you weren’t looking after the store tomorrow, I probably couldn’t go. Next year. It’ll be your turn, maybe.”

Still, some of the excitement of going to Eden with Matt, meeting their new friends had faded. To be replaced by anxiety.

What if Mila was there?


Chapter 19

The lady in red is dancing with me cheek to cheek

There’s nobody here, it’s just you and me, it’s where I wanna be

But I hardly know this beauty by my side

I’ll never forget the way you look tonight

—Chris de Burgh, Lady in Red

When Matt followed Elena into the hotel he smiled seeing Beau behind the front desk. If not for Beau, they would never have gone to a swinger’s club, never have known how much fun it could be. Beau must have sensed his gaze because he looked up and grinned watching them walk over to the desk.

“Matt! Elena! How are you?” He extended his hand and shook Matt’s in a firm and warm grip. “Nice to see you again.”

Matt set the suitcase down and tapped the worn wooden counter. “Thanks for letting us know about that cancellation. I had no idea New Year’s booked up so fast.”

“Yes, thanks Beau.” Elena took her leather gloves off and smiled at the older man.

“I even got the same room for you, with a little juggling of course. Going dancing tonight?” Beau turned to the computer screen but not before he flashed a look at Matt.

Matt could only smile, while Elena’s cheeks became pinker. “For sure. Ringing the New Year in, in style.” He slipped his credit card from his wallet and handed it to Beau. They’d made good time on the drive, with good roads and little traffic. But still, it’d be nice to send Sophia and Chris a text and then have a nap before they went out.

Beau finished with their booking and handed Matt an envelope with their room card. “Four oh four. “ He flashed a wide grin and winked his eye. “Have a wonderful time and if I don’t see you before you leave, have a happy New Year.”

Elena turned to walk to the elevator while Matt plucked a ten dollar bill from his wallet and slid it under his palm across the desk to Beau. “Have a Happy New Year yourself.”

As they rode the elevator to their floor, Elena’s cell phone dinged with a text message. She pulled it from her purse and held it so that they could both read it.

LET US KNOW WHEN YOU ARRIVE. WE’LL SWING BY THE HOTEL AND PICK YOU UP.

SOPHIA

Elena turned and smiled up at him. “That was nice. I hope they’re not put out with us not staying at their house.”

The elevator bell rang and the doors slid open. He picked up their bag and smiled at her, gesturing with his hand for her to go ahead. “I don’t think so. Much as it will be fun seeing them again, I’m not sure I’d want to make that kind of a commitment, not at this point.” He laughed as he walked down the hallway, his feet silent in the plush carpeting. “After all the emails and exchanging photos, it may sound strange, but I’m a little nervous about seeing them again.”

He slid the card into the reader beside the door to their room and opened it for her to go ahead. Her eyes narrowed as she passed him. “I know what you mean. It was all fun and games sending dirty pictures and emails but now we’re here. It’s exciting and a little bit scary.”

He took her coat and hung it up beside his own. When he turned he stepped into her and folded her into his arms. “Remember, we set our limits. If either of us has second thoughts about joining them in the playroom, we stop. Agreed?” She felt so good, her body warm snuggled against his. This was the most important thing right then. The two of them communicating and still so very much in love. “If all we do is dance, I’m good.”

She pulled back and grinned. “I can’t wait to see some of the get ups. Considering its New Years, it should be something else. I can’t wait to show you what I’m wearing. But I should send Sophia a message first.”

He smiled, picturing Sophia and Chris, such a fun and sexy couple. How would the evening turn out? They’d come a long way since going to the club but now that they knew what they were getting into, actually going and possibly getting down and dirty with these people, he couldn’t help the nervous excitement that filled his body. He was like a virgin bride on her wedding night. You know it's coming, and you can’t wait but you’re still nervous.

Elena sat on the corner of the bed holding her cell phone thumbs flying on the keypad:

SOPHIA:

WE’RE HERE NOW AND PLANNING TO REST UP A BIT FOR TONIGHT. HOW DOES 9:00 SOUND FOR US TO LEAVE? CAN’T WAIT TO SEE YOU AND CHRIS.

Matt sat down beside her and waited for the return message. In all the emailing back and forth Eva and Frank had never joined in. It was kind of like Sophia and Chris had taken him and Elena under their wing as they got into this lifestyle. If that was the case, then he was perfectly fine with it. Eva and Frank looked like they were fun, at least the video of their trip to hedonism sure looked like it. They’d get to know them better tonight.

There was a tug low in his stomach at the thought. Yeah, getting to know them in that milieu sure would be exciting.

***

Matt looked at his watch and shook his head. It was ten minutes before nine o’clock. “Elena? Are you just about ready? “

In reply the bathroom door opened and she appeared before him. His eyes opened wide and he smiled stepping forward to circle around her. Holy cow, she was a vision in the glittering red dress, cut low in a ‘V’ that ended just above her midriff, barely containing the plush mounds of her breasts. The light caught her movement, creating flashes of sparkles over the curve of her hip. Her spike heels set off her bare legs perfectly.

She reached for his necktie and straightened it, the scent that rose from her neck and shoulders, a blend of fresh apples and cinnamon infused his senses, while the beauty of her face, took his breath away. Her blue eyes were soft, framed with long lashes above cheekbones finely sculpted .

“There.” Her eyes flashed up at him and she smiled. “You look handsome.”

His hand closed over hers and he leaned closer, planting a kiss on her cheek. “Look who’s talking, You’re absolutely gorgeous.”

He walked to the entranceway and pulled her coat from the hanger, holding it while she slipped her arms into the sleeves. “Do you think we need some sort of signal if things get out of hand and one of us isn’t comfortable? It might be better than just blurting it out.”

Elena looked at him and her smile dropped. “Yeah. Maybe. What about if I ask you for a screwdriver or a Bloody Mary?”

He took his own coat from the rack and slipped it on. “Screwdriver. I don’t like the connotations of Bloody Mary.”  He saw her grin at him and knew what she was thinking. Her cycle was right in sync, along with everything else.

When they walked out of the hotel and stood under the bright red awning, a black SUV was parked at the curb. The driver’s door opened and Chris stepped out. “Matt! Elena. Right on time.”

“Hi guys!” Matt stepped forward to open the back door for Elena to climb in. She slid to the far side making room for him beside her. Meanwhile Sophia had turned watching them, with a wide smile on her face. Her dark hair was piled in loose curls on her head, while diamond earrings dangled above the collar of her coat.

“How are you doing? Did you get a nap in this afternoon? Chris and I had a little lay down. It was hard to keep our hands off each other thinking of tonight and seeing you two again.” Her laugh that followed was like the tinkling of bells.

“Us too! But we wanted to save it for tonight.” Elena slipped her hand over and squeezed his.

His chest was light, as he leaned forward watching Chris and Sophia. It was hard to believe the night had finally arrived and they were talking so casually about what was about, or hopefully about, to happen later.

“Eva and Frank are already at the club. They went a little early to save a table for us. New Year’s is pretty busy at Eden. It’s a masquerade theme. There’ll be decorative masks for us there.” Sophia looked over at Chris as he wheeled the vehicle out into traffic.

“Masks? Are you serious? That’s going to be fun. If I’d known I’d have bought one to go with my dress.” Elena leaned forward and her words were rushed through smiling lips.

Chris turned slightly and spoke over his shoulder keeping his eyes on the traffic before him. “There’s something liberating about wearing a mask. There’ll be people, well mostly women, who’ll only be wearing a mask on the dance floor, later in the evening. Although most people don’t begin to party in the back until after the ball drops at midnight.”

Matt leaned forward. “When you say ‘only be wearing a mask’, you mean nothing else?”

Chris and Sophia burst out laughing. “Well... the girls will probably keep their dancing shoes on!” Sophie said.

Matt’s tummy began to flutter picturing that scene, naked or scantily clad women in sexy masks, dancing and grinding to the music. And he thought the women were decadent the last time! Looking over to Elena, he squeezed her hand and returned her wicked grin with one of his own.


Chapter 20

Hit me you can’t hurt me suck my kiss

Kiss me please pervert me stick with this

Is she talking dirty

Give to me sweet sacred bliss

Your mouth was made to suck my kiss

—Red Hot Chili Peppers, Suck My Kiss

Elena followed Sophia over to the coat rack while Matt and Chris looked after the payment at the front desk. When the other woman took her coat off, Elena took it all in from head to toe. Whoa! Even though she’d seen a picture of the shimmering silver dress, seeing it drape over Sophia was amazing. It was low cut, clinging to the swell of her breasts while the skirt hugged her hips like a lover, the scalloped hem ending just below her crotch.  The silver color accentuated her tanned skin and dark hair.

“Wow! That’s one beautiful dress.” Elena slipped her coat off, still mesmerized by the seductive appeal of Sophia’s outfit.

Meanwhile Sophia wasted no time in appraising Elena’s dress. The back of her fingers lightly caressed the curve of her bustling; her voice was a soft purr, gazing at Elena. “Very nice.”

Elena’s breath caught in her throat at the other woman’s touch. It was electric, creating a jolt of pleasure to shoot through her tummy, down to the already soft moistness of her pussy. The fantasies she’d had about kissing another woman, exploring her body were about to happen tonight. And for it to be with a woman so beautiful and bewitching was amazing.

Sophia smiled and led the way to the entrance where a young man in a tuxedo sat behind a table. An assortment of feathered, jeweled masks lay next to plain black ones. Elena selected a red one, with feathers arching up at the sides. She slipped it over her head and took a black one for Matt.

Watching the people in the room beyond the archway, in their glittering, beguiling costumes and colorful masks sparked a thrill of anticipation that swept over her, and stayed. Getting dolled up for New Year’s was always fun but this atmosphere of ribald celebration was downright exciting.

Sophia touched her arm and leaned in to be heard above the laughter and music drifting in from the other room. “I’m going ahead to find Eva and Frank. See you in there.”

Elena watched the other woman walk away, her gaze following the line of her spine, until it met the silver fabric clasping the round orbs of her ass, ending a few inches lower where shimmering thighs flashed. No doubt about it, Sophia was gorgeous from head to toe. Elena smiled. The mask covering part of her face was liberating in the anonymity it gave, but it was more than that. Only at a place like Eden, would a woman be absolutely free to ogle and admire another woman’s ass. The petty envy and comparison to her own assets present in a straight club, never entered her mind at Eden. That too, was liberating.

Chris and Matt appeared by her side, wearing wide smiles, their eyes taking everything in.

“Red is definitely your color.” Chris put his hand on her shoulder and leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Totally hot, Elena.”

His whispered words, warm in her ear caused a delicious shiver to skitter up her spine. “Thank you. You’re pretty handsome yourself in that tux.” She glanced over at Matt to gauge his reaction.  There was only pride in his eyes, his chin held high. Even though he was dressed in just a suit, not a tux like some of the other men, with his body and athletic good looks, he turned heads.

Chris turned to her husband. “I was going to get a magnum of champagne for the table, or would you prefer something else to drink?”

Matt glanced over at her and she nodded . “That sounds great. Do you need any help with getting that?”

Chris grinned. “You two find the others and get settled. I’ve got this covered.” He stepped away, slipping through the throng of people standing near the bar.

Matt leaned closer and whispered close to her ear. “Ready?” He took her hand in his and led the way, much more practiced with his six feet two body at separating the crowd and spying their table.

Just like during the first time she’d been there, men and women openly eyed her as she skimmed by them. But this time, she smiled and reciprocated, looking forward to seeing them later on the dance floor and possibly the play room. One couple, their skin ebony, flashed wide smiles. He was even taller than Matt and from the way he was built; he looked like he could have been a football player, with the wide shoulders and thick neck. What would being with a black guy be like? Were the rumors true, once you went black...?

“There you are!” Sophia patted the chair next to her, signaling for Elena to sit next to her.

Frank rose and leaned over the table to shake her hand, while Eva smiled up at her from her place on Sophia’s other side. Elena shook Frank’s hand and then smiled down at the silver haired beauty. “Hi.”

Eva leaned across Sophia and her eyes drank in Elena’s dress. “I was so happy when Sophia told us you and Matt were coming tonight. It sounds like you’ve come a long way from your first accidental encounter of the lifestyle.”

Sophia put her hand over Elena’s and she squeezed. “I hope you don’t mind. I told Eva about our emails and your curiosity.” She flashed a smile at her friend.

Elena’s face flushed warmly and she shook her head from side to side. Of course they would have talked. They were friends after all and it was plain that Eva knew about her bi sexual curiosity, the way her eyes kept dropping to her chest and cleavage. It might have been easier if she’d had a glass of champagne to ease her into this conversation though.

Frank cleared his throat and stood up. “Would you like to dance Sophia?” He wasn’t as tall as Matt or Chris but his tuxedo tugged across a muscular chest and shoulders as wide as any hockey player. His ruddy face was lined with laugh lines, blue eyes crinkled in the corners, grinning and reaching for Sophia’s hand.

They were quite a contrast, his complexion fair, while hers was a rich olive, her dark hair thick and glossy. Movement beside her made Elena turn to face Eva who had slid into the chair that Sophia left empty.

Now that she was next to her, Elena could see the dark dress, the fine opaque netting dissecting her breasts, slithering down over her tummy and then cutting sharply to the side to reveal the curve of her bare hip underneath. The velvet dress, with the cutaway netting and naked skin below was provocative, yet elegant.

Eva’s hand rested on Elena’s thigh when she leaned close. Her light blue eyes seemed to glitter behind the dark jewelled mask. “I remember my first bi scene. It was with Sophia.”

The hotness of Eva’s hand on her thigh distracted her for a moment, but the words tugged low in her stomach. She barely dared to breathe; her lips parted gazing into Eva’s eyes. This was actually happening! Discussing a sexual experience like it was the first time waterskiing or playing golf! Would she ever get used to that, the casualness of it?

Matt slid into the seat next to her, setting six fluted glasses on the table while Chris poured the bubbly. Elena breathed a small sigh of relief. She wanted to talk more to Eva but needed some liquid courage first. She picked up the glass, feeling the tingling of the effervescent in her nostrils and tasting the smooth cold wine.

Matt leaned over and smiled at Eva. “Hi Eva. You look nice. Think you’ll treat us to a pole dance tonight?”

As Elena sipped at her glass it occurred to her that she wasn’t jealous Matt had paid Eva a sexy compliment. The only emotion had been an eager curiosity to hear her answer. She hoped the platinum haired temptress would say yes. It had been sexy and new, the first time she’d seen her do that.

Eva gazed at her, sliding her hand higher on Elena’s thigh before she answered. “Only if your wife will join me.”

The wine seemed to go down the wrong pipe and Elena coughed, setting it down quickly to cover her mouth. Pole dance? She grinned at Eva and shook her head. “I’ve never done that before. I don’t know how.”

Eva’s eyebrows bobbed and her smile was slow and seductive. “There’s a lot of things you haven’t done. This is just the first. Come on. No time like the present.”

Elena’s eyes flashed wide looking from Matt to Chris to Eva. From their smiles, nodding their heads in encouragement, there was no way she could dodge this one. She glanced over at the dance floor which was filled with couples, their swaying bodies moving against one another. The stripper pole gleamed in the myriad of small colored lights cast over the area from the glass ball above.

“Why not?” She stood up and grinned and Matt before threading through the tables and the scores of people standing at the edge of the dance floor, watching.

As she neared the brass pole, a hand skimmed across her back and down her arm to grasp her fingers, pulling her onto the step surrounding the pole. Eva’s mane of blonde hair swept back as Eva’s other hand circled the pole and she looped to the side.

Elena’s eyes were bright with laughter as she stepped up, the only thing separating her from Eva was the shining pole. It was warm under her hand, her fingers spread wide gripping it, her tiny footsteps circling the floor mimicking Eva. The other woman nodded and her smile was wide, leading the movements. The music pulsed through Elena’s body and the crowd on the dance floor faded into a blur, and her eyes locked with Eva’s.

Eva’s other hand reached as her body moved forward to hug the pole, her leg curled around it. Elena felt herself pulled into Eva, the other woman’s gaze fixed on her lips like a magnet drawing her closer...the gentle touch of their mouths meeting...oh fuck, it was hot and sensual. Elena’s hands cupped Eva’s cheeks, so soft and smooth like her own.  The tiny tip of Eva’s tongue slid over her bottom lips and then was gone.

It was as if someone tapped her libido with a cattle prod.

The jolt of pleasure of the kiss took Elena by surprise. Her eyes grew wide, gazing at Eva’s smile and the way she fell back, swaying from the pole, hair wild and free falling behind her. It was infectious, this uninhibited dance, swaying and swirling around the pole. Elena turned so that her back rested on the hard metal, her arms high and hands gripping the pole. Slowly she lowered, all the while her hips swaying from side to side along the length of the erect shaft. The bass notes from the song playing drove through her; its throbbing rhythm lifting her senses to new heights as she worked the pole.

When Eva’s hands cupped her breasts, her body also low behind her, her eyes slowly closed, relishing the sensation, the warmth of fingers kneading and pulling. At the tug of Eva’s hands, with an easy dreamy movement, her hips still caressing the pole, Elena rose higher. Her eyes opened and she smiled seeing Sophia and Frank swaying to the music, their gaze riveted to the pole dance. The suggestiveness of the dance, the smiling approval of the people watching, was intoxicating.

With slow feline grace, she turned to face Eva, and tilted to the side to kiss the other woman’s neck, the flesh soft and warm, the scent of pears with an undertone of musk infusing her nostrils. Her hands skimmed down Eva’s velvet back and cupped her ass. Oh God. She had never touched another woman like this! It was shameless and forbidden pleasure that the people watching silently applauded with approval in their gaze.

Eva’s fingers laced through her hair and lifted her face. When their eyes met, with a smoky voice she said, “I can’t wait to lick your pussy.”


Chapter 21

I want to fuck you like an animal

I want to feel you from the inside

I want to fuck you like an animal

My whole existence is flawed

You get me closer to god

—Nine Inch Nails, Fuck You Like An Animal

Matt turned in his chair watching Elena and Eva across the crowded floor. Holy fuck, the way Elena moved, you’d think she’d done this a hundred times! She was syncing her every movement to Eva’s. His mouth fell open when Elena and Eva kissed. There was thickness in his cock, pulling the fabric of his pants tight. He shifted in the chair to ease the pressure.

Chris chuckled and leaned closer, to be heard above the music. “Sophia’s going to be pissed. She wanted to be the one to bust Elena’s girl cherry.”

Mat spun to face him.

Chris jerked back and the smile faded from his lips. “I mean if, you and Elena want that. No rush, baby steps and all that.” He turned to watch the action on the pole. “But it sure looks like Elena is enjoying this.”

Matt turned once more and his breath caught in his throat. Elena was caressing the other woman, even kissing her neck. Yes. She sure looked like she was eager to try this ‘bi’ thing. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the pole. He sighed when the song ended and the women stepped away, walking hand in hand back to the table.

But it was Frank and Sophia who got there first. Sophia laughed and took a seat next to him, her hand rubbing his thigh. “I take it you liked watching that?” Her chin dropped and she looked up at him, her eyelashes fluttering.

“Are you kidding? Wow! That’s hot.” Her hand on his thigh was also hot. Just a couple inches from where it would be nice to have it.

Frank sat next to Chris and leaned over the table to shake his head slowly at Sophia. “Are you corrupting this poor boy?”

Matt’s eyes flashed wide when her hand slowly rose and cupped the bulge in his pants. His cock pulsed in response to her caress and then he slowly exhaled when she lifted her hand away. He glanced at Chris and saw the twinkling of his eye, smiling at his wife.

“Don’t be naughty Sophia. I don’t believe you had Matt’s permission. I know what you did.”

Matt looked from one to the other, unsure of what to say. She hadn’t asked but he sure as hell hadn’t minded. “I’m good!” he said, proud his voice hadn’t cracked.

Eva slipped by him and took her seat next to her friend and he could feel Elena’s hand skim his shoulder taking a seat next to him. He smiled at her, noticing the flush of her cheeks, how bright her eyes were casting furtive glances at Eva. He leaned close and kissed her cheek before whispering into her ear. “You two on the stripper pole was so fucking hot!”

She smiled and nodded before lifting her glass and draining half of it in one swallow. He’d known her too long not to know that look on her face. She was probably wet as hell and eager for more of that action.

When she set the glass down, Chris picked up the bottle to top it up again. Her gaze shifted to Chris and her smile was shy. “Liquid courage, bring it on.”

He laughed and winked at her. “You’re a natural on the pole. I can’t believe you’ve never done that before.”

Eva leaned over, her hands cupping the glass of champagne. “She sure surprised me. I’m waiting for the dress to come off and see her really do a number at the pole.”

“Speaking of which...” Sophia’s head jerked to the side, indicating the dance floor.

Matt turned to follow her gaze. Hole-Lee SHIIIIT! A woman in a dark mask, her copper hair swooping to the side swung around the pole, breasts and body bare except for a black G string.  She turned and the pole dissected her body, breasts heavy and full on either side while her legs were curled around it, gripping it tight to her pussy. Slowly she lowered, rocking her pelvis against it, totally treating it like a giant phallus.

On the dance floor, it wasn’t only couples dancing together, but threesomes and more-somes, swaying seductively, hands wandering over bodies, while sharing sensuous kisses. He grinned and shook his head slightly, in a state of blissful disbelief. And this was only the warm-up!

When the song changed, there was a chorus of shouting and people rushing to the dance floor. His mouth dropped and he caught a few of the lyrics of the ‘Closer’, everyone yelling out the chorus ‘I Want to fuck you like an animal’. Oh my God, what was it? The anthem of this place?

“C’mon!” Sophia and Chris were already on their feet, beckoning for he and Elena to join them on the dance floor.

Elena popped to her feet and he held her hand threading a way over. There was a little room at the edge, next to Sophia and Chris. When the popular chorus sounded again, Sophia was spooned with Chris, her backside pressed into his groin while his pelvis did a bump and grind into her. Actually everyone was doing a variation on the move.

He twirled Elena and held her against him body, his hands roaming at will on her torso, from her breasts to her ass. She was really getting into it as well, lifting her hands and fluffing her hair, while shimmying her breasts and ending with a roll of her hips. If the alcohol was intoxicating, the charged atmosphere was doubly so, releasing any inhibitions.

Sophia appeared on the other side of Elena, Chris’s face and smile over her shoulder. She draped her arms on top of Elena’s and moved slowly forward, her eyes focused on his wife’s lips. Elena was sandwiched between them, and Sophia’s hands skimmed over his arms as she kissed her. Oh my God. His gaze lifted and his eyes met Chris’s. He smiled and caressed Sophia’s back and ass while the women kissed.

Elena made no move to stop it but instead let her hands roam over Sophia’s shoulders and neck. It was plain that this was something that was not only desired but was inevitable...totally cool with him. Wow. He could feel the tug in his belly, his cock responding to the lascivious behaviour of his wife. His Elena. Fuck! His chest expanded with love and pride watching her.

The song ended and another slower one started. He watched a lot of the younger people drift back to their tables but still Elena and the tanned beauty kissed. When they broke off, Sophia whispered something into his wife’s ear, still holding her close. Elena smiled and nodded.

The next thing he knew, Sophia stepped into him, her arms high on his shoulders. Of course at parties and weddings he’d danced with friends’ wives but here...in the bawdy atmosphere, it would be totally different from that. No wonder, Sophia wanted to clear it with Elena before they switched partners.

She was a couple inches shorter than his wife, but her body was soft and cuddly, her breasts pressing against his chest, while her stomach caressed his cock.

She looked up at him and smiled, her eyes soft and sultry. “Having a good time?”

His hands rested low on her back and he slid them gently up and down feeling the swell where her curvy ass began. “I’m smoked. This is totally awesome.”

He glanced to the side where Elena danced with Chris. Like them, she was tucked tight to the older man’s body and their faces were close enough that they were almost kissing, speaking together, a smile on her face. His eyebrows drew together and his lips fell open. If this was anywhere but here, he might have been jealous but...funny thing was...he wasn’t.

She must have felt his eyes on her, because her head turned and their eyes locked. It was like Chris had advised—baby steps and checking in with each other, taking each other’s temperatures.

From the soft smile and relaxed easy look in her eyes, it looked like she was completely comfortable with this. It was small, just a slight nod of her head before turning back to Chris. This time, she strained up and her lips met his, no deep throated kiss, just a brush of their lips. His eyes narrowed for a moment and he inhaled slowly.

Hmm...Still no jealousy. If anything, it was nice. Elena was nice. Chris was nice. Why the hell shouldn’t she kiss him?  Elena liked Chris, but she loved her husband.

Sophia’s fingers played on the nape of his neck and he lowered his head to gaze into her eyes. His hands drifted lower over the supple flesh of her ass. This was all she needed. Her hands tugged at his neck, pulling his face lower and her lips met his. Her body was soft and warm in his arms, incredibly sexy and open to his caresses. And there on the dance floor, it was so right.

Her hips rolled from side to side, massaging her tummy over his cock. That was all it took. Her sultry seduction had his shaft hard and he flexed his hips, pressing it firmly into her body.

Her lips left his and she murmured her breath hot on the folds of his ear. “I can’t wait to fuck you.” Her breath was faster and its hotness on his skin sent a rush of lust straight to his cock.

He glanced over at Elena. Oh fuck. Chris’s hands cupped the underside of her ass, the dress lifted to show creamy smooth flesh above the top of her stocking. It was incredibly erotic, watching his wife being fondled by the handsome older man.

And Sophia. Oh my Lord. She had to be eight years older but damned if that didn’t make it even more irresistible. His fingers dug into the orbs of her ass and his other hand slithered between them, up to cup her breast. It was like he was a teenager again, alone with his first girlfriend on his parents sofa, the only thing separating them was the thinnest of fabric—his cock ready to dive deep into her depths while feeling her up.

The song ended and his breath came out in a whoosh. Fuck.

Sophia pulled his head down once more and her words were a fast rush. “I meant what I said, but you and Elena have to be okay with it. We’ll never push you but it doesn’t mean I don’t want to fuck you so bad I want to scream.”

When she pulled away, their eyes met and he grinned at her. “Ditto.”

She stepped back and her hand slid over Elena’s shoulder as she sidled up to her husband.

Elena turned to him and took his hand. They stood on the dance floor watching Sophia and Chris walk back to the table. Another slow song started which was just perfect. Now they could talk...see how much farther they wanted to take this.


Chapter 22

Don't say a word my virgin child

Just let your inhibitions run wild

The secret is about to unfold

Upstairs before the night's too old

—Rob Stewart, Tonight’s the Night

His arms went around her waist and they snuggled close swaying to the music. She could feel his cock still thick after dancing with Sophia. Not that she blamed him. Hell, when Sophia had kissed her and they’d been pressed close together, she’d gotten even wetter than when she’d been on the stripper pole. Add Chris to the equation, his hands caressing her ass, and all she could think about was how much she wanted his fingers inside her cunt.

She looked up at Matt, “You’re okay with everything so far?”

He nodded. “Absolutely. You?” His eyes were narrow, straining to see the truth in her face.

“Oh my God, yes. I can’t believe this place. I’ve never felt this horny or had this much fun doing it in public before.” She smiled and looked away for a moment before once more looking up at him. “I saw you with Sophia. At first I was taken back but then I was fine.”

She shook her head. “No. I was more than fine. It was hot. I don’t think I would mind getting together with them later.” She sighed and her smile faded. “I’m not sure about you and Eva but Sophia is cool.”

She stifled a giggle at how wide Matt’s eyes had grown and the grin on his face. After emailing Sophia and Chris, sharing photos, a friendship had formed. Eva and Frank were nice, sexy as hell but...she wasn’t sure about Matt being with Eva. Was it the fact that Sophia and Chris were older? Sure. That had something to do with it. But Eva was flaming hot. Maybe she’d spoil Matt with how hot she was and he wouldn’t feel the same about his wife after that.

“Look. We don’t have to do anything.” His eyes closed for a moment and then his lips formed a small smile. “That’s not true. I’d really like to see you and Sophia together. When you kissed earlier, it was smokin’ hot.”

Her pussy took on a life of its own and pulsed at her remembering Sophia’s embrace, her curvy body pressed against hers. She nodded, feeling her cheeks grow hot with the sheer pleasure of anticipation. Matt’s head dropped and he kissed her lips, his tongue meeting hers while he pressed his groin into her tummy. Oh yeah. He wasn’t lying about that—how turned on seeing the girl on girl.

She pulled back and her teeth rested on her lower lip. How could this play out? What about Eva and Frank? Would they be hurt or angry about being rejected? She sighed and rested her cheek against Matt’s chest. She liked them but there was no way she was ready to do anything sexually with them.

Oh God. Listen to her. She was deliberating on having sex with another couple and how to reject a second one so that they wouldn’t be hurt.  What kind of a woman, or a wife was she becoming?

She smiled to herself: a hedonistic, fun loving one.

Once more she pulled back and spoke, looking up into Matt’s eyes. “How do we arrange this? I mean, just get together with Sophia and Chris? And are you okay with me fucking him?”

Matt’s eyebrows rose and he closed his eyes. A wide smile formed on his lips and he spoke. “I think so. Sure! Did I just die and go to heaven? Don’t worry about Frank and Eva. They probably know other people here to get together with.”

“I know! I’ll talk to Sophia. She’ll know how this is done. She knows Eva, they’re friends.” She smiled and kissed his cheek. “I like this. The women making the decisions.” Her stomach was tingling with the excitement of it all. This was actually going to happen? Oh God! This was actually going to happen!

“Okay boss.” He took her by the hand and led the way back to the table.

Elena’s eyes narrowed seeing Sophia and Eva sitting close together, while Frank and Chris seemed to be sharing a joke, laughing and having a good time.  Her smile faded. Maybe she was being unfair and managing this would be impossible.

She took a seat at Sophia’s side and smiled glancing over at Eva.

“Another twenty minutes till midnight.  Frank and I are going into the play area to save a spot. It’ll be busy after the ball drops.” Eva looked at Sophia and squeezed her hand. “We’ll see you back there.” She rose and skimmed by her friend, sliding her hand along Elena’s cheek. She leaned over and whispered in her ear. “Can you go to the bathroom with me?”

Elena’s mouth went suddenly dry and her eyes were wide looking up into Eva’s. What was up? She nodded and rose to her feet.

When Sophia rose as well, she sighed with relief. This was probably how things went. The women, knowing their partners’ limits and setting them out with the other gals. At the bathroom door, there was a small line-up.

Eva turned and rested her hand on Elena’s arm. “Let’s duck into this room for a minute.”

She led the way through an archway, to a small area with a few chairs and a sofa. She took a seat and patted the cushion next to her, smiling at Elena.

Oh God. Here it comes. Elena forced a smile and sat down.

“Sophia and I were talking back at the table.” Eva placed her hand high on Elena’s thigh, her fingers softly rolling over her silken leg. “We’d really like to get it on with you, Elena. You and Matt don’t have to swap partners or anything. It would just be the three of us gals for that part.”

Sophia stepped closer and her hand pulled a lock of hair from Elena’s cheek. “I kind of got the impression that you’d like that too. Believe me, Eva and I almost arm wrestled for the chance to bust your girl cherry. But since we’re good friends, we decided to share. How does that sound? Are you okay with it?”

So this was what ‘conflicted’ really felt like. On the one hand she was practically salivating at the chance of this actually happening, and for it to be with two women as gorgeous as Eva and Sophia....well that was a fantasy come true.

But what about the other part? She could agree and just leave the partner swapping out of it. But what about Matt?

“Oh God. I’m so wet at the thought of this. Matt is totally on side of course.” She looked down at her lap while Eva shifted closer, her fingers sliding down into her inner thigh. “Sex with the guys...”

Eva’s head jerked up and she smiled at Sophia. “Yes?” It came out a yearning purr.

Elena sighed and she looked into Eva’s eyes. “You’re too...” She took a deep breath watching Eva’s eyebrows draw together.

“You’re not comfortable with Matt fucking Eva.” Sophia’s forefinger went under Elena’s chin and she tilted her head up so that Elena met her gaze.

She didn’t have to answer. Sophia nodded and then huffed a fast sigh. “It’s because, you kind of know Chris and me, right? And the fact we’re older doesn’t hurt, right?”

Elena’s head turned to face Eva and her words were fast. “Yeah. This is a big step for us. I can’t wait to get next to you but I’m not comfortable—”

Eva leaned forward and kissed her lips, silencing the rest of her words. She pulled back and smiled. “I get it. Don’t worry. Sophia and Chris were our first. I think it’s fitting they should be yours. If a couple as hot as you and your husband had approached us the first time, I’m sure I would have felt uncomfortable too.” She smiled. “Hell, Elena! I totally get it. You might not realize it right now, but you know, it might be hard for me seeing you with my husband. When we get to know you better...well who knows?”

She stood up and looked through the archway. As the line-up had evaporated, she walked over to the ladies room.

Sophia took a seat next to her on the sofa. “Don’t worry about Eva and Frank. They are totally cool with this.” She took Elena’s hands in hers and leaned closer. “In this lifestyle, you do what works for you and your husband, as a couple. You’re comfortable with me and Chris, but not Eva and Frank. She knows it’s nothing personal. It’s just the way it is...for now.”

She looked over at the bathroom door. “Believe me when you’re ready, you’ll enjoy them.” She rose to her feet and tugged at Elena’s hand. “Let’s hit the bathroom and go back to the table. We don’t want to miss the New Year’s toast!”


Chapter 23

Come into my arms

Let me know the wonder of all of you

And baby, I want you now, now

Oh now, oh now, and hold on fast

Could this be the magic at last

—Donna Summer, Could It Be Magic

“You go ahead. We’ll be there in a few minutes.” Matt smiled at Sophia and Chris and turned to his wife. It was probably not necessary but one last check to make sure she hadn’t changed her mind wouldn’t hurt. Since she’d returned from the ladies room, she had been quiet, downing a couple of glasses of champagne.

“No second thoughts? It’s not too late you know.”

She smiled and leaned over to kiss his lips. “We’re good. But I appreciate you asking again.” She looked down at the table for a moment. “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t.” Her lips twitched in a smile. “Nervous, but wild horses couldn’t keep me away.”

There were still a dozen or so couples in the main bar area, some dancing, some still at tables or sprawled necking on sofas. Elena took a deep breath and stood up, her eyes already at the back of the room where the entrance to the washrooms and play area was. “Ready?”

Matt bounced to his feet so fast his chair almost fell over. His heart was galloping in a chest full and light. This was it. The moment they’d fantasized about was just through the door ahead of them.  It was as if his feet barely touched the floor.

The lighting was dimmer in the long room lined with lockers and benches. Sophia and Chris had wasted no time in shedding their clothes and getting into the play room. Matt sipped his jacket off and found an empty one. He slipped it onto the hook and beckoned to Elena to join him there.

She shimmied out of the red frock and stood porn star hot in silky thigh high stockings, a G string and lacy bra. He smiled down at her when she stepped close to him and unzipped his fly and flipped the button on his trousers.  His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, while hers pushed at his pants, releasing his cock from the damp constraining cloth. His breath was ragged feeling her fingers curl around his shaft, but he placed his hands over hers, stopping her.

“Oh God, let me get my shoes off will you? This is...” He chuckled and shook his head, “...difficult. After a night like tonight.”

She smiled and sat down on the bench to slip her shoes and stockings off. Next the bra and panties were whisked away.

He set his shoes in the bottom of the locker and watched as his wife spread the white towel that had been laying on the bench, and wrapped it around her body. Oh God, his movements were faster getting the rest of his clothes off, put away and wrapping the towel over his hips.

Their eyes met for a moment before he stepped over to the door and held it for her to enter. They walked slowly, with small steps into the centre of the room as their eyes became adjusted to the lower lighting.

The central bed was occupied with three people this time, two women and a guy. Judging by the age of two of the set, the blonde haired woman and dark haired man, mid forties, they appeared to be a couple, while the other woman was probably thirty, with short pixie -like dark hair and an athletic lean body.

Matt stood still for a moment watching them. The man was on his knees behind the slender woman’s ass, grinding his cock deep into her while she was leaned over to lick between the wide spread legs of his wife. Each thrust pushed her mouth harder onto the other woman’s pussy and caused her pendulous tits to rock up and down.

Holy fuck it was hot watching them! He could tell they were all close to coming from the sound of their moans and the slapping of flesh against flesh. Matt’s cock was at full mast now, tenting the front of the towel.

Elena reached for his hand and tugged, jerking her head to the back wall of the room. Eva and Sophia lifted their hands and waved, beckoning them over. They sat together on a king sized white spread, while Frank and Chris sat on each side of them. Matt’s eyes were drawn to Eva and Sophia’s naked bodies, the ivory hue of Eva’s breasts next to the almond shade of Sophia’s skin, her apple sized breasts topped with dark chocolate tips.

When they were close enough Matt could see their eyes focused on Elena, but Sophia glanced up into his face and smiled, reminding him of her words on the dance floor. Seeing her naked body, the curve of her ass, legs casually parted to reveal a smooth dark mound and the beginning of her pussy...oh God, she wasn’t the only one lusting to be fucked.

Elena’s hand left his and she stepped between the other two women, her arms circling their heads. Immediately their hands slipped along her waist and back, while she bent lower to kiss Sophia. It was a long, slow kiss, and when Matt stepped closer and to the side, Eva’s head could be seen at Elena’s breast, her tongue circling the nipple alternating with lips closing over it.

He glanced at Chris and Frank for a moment and then his fingers plucked the ends of the towel loose, to be naked like them. Their eyes never left the women, even as both men rose from the bed to take a place next to him, their cocks as heavy and thick as Matt’s own.  Their breathing was faster and more raspy, each of them caught up in lustful voyeurism, watching their women make love. Matt smiled but remained silent. It gave new meaning to male bonding. Keep your deer hunting. He’d stick with group sex.

Eva pulled back and rose a little to shift up to the top of the bed, making room for Elena to lay flat on her back, next to Sophia. It was hard to know where to look. Eva was sexy as hell, the smooth line of her back spreading to the firm orbs of her ass, with just a flash of plump pussy before she lay on her side next to Elena.

Sophia now took her turn at Elena’s breast, her hand kneading the flesh while her tongue flicked across the firm protruding nipple. All the while, her other hand skimmed lightly over his wife’s stomach, ending with her fingers on Elena’s pussy. When she pulled Elena’s on thigh, opening her more to her touch, his eyes were filled with a vision he’d seen many times--the full pussy lips, soft dark folds of skin that glistened in the low lighting.

Matt could feel his cock pulse and a drop of pre-cum ooze from his cock, watching Sophia’s fingers slip through the dark furrow. Frank and Chris were standing so close to him, he could feel their body heat, smell their cologne and hear their breathing as they watched his wife’s pussy. Instead of feeling jealous or threatened, he was surprised at the warmth in his chest. Elena was perfect, a wanton gorgeous woman that no doubt his companions were dying to fuck. He risked a sideways glimpse of Chris, saw the thickness at the base of his cock, tapering to a pointed knob, like a spear. Yeah. His pounding heart echoed the thrill of picturing it pounding deep into Elena’s cunt.

Sophia rose up to her knees and turned leaning over Elena’s tummy, her hanging breasts brushing his wife’s midriff before pressing there while her face dipped lower to kiss Elena’s mons. She parted the plump pussy lips and for a fraction of a second the small pearl of ecstasy flashed before being covered with Sophia’s dark, flicking tongue.

From the soft sigh and rocking of Elena’s hips up and down against Sophia’s mouth, the touch of her tongue was driving his wife crazy with pleasure. From the movement of Sophia’s fingers, the back of her hand jerking back and forth, Elena was getting finger fucked to beat the band and loving it. Jesus, this was fucking hot to watch. Matt’s cock was so hard, his balls so tight, it was painful in a delicious way.

Eva broke off the kiss and rose to her knees, leaning across Elena to fondle Sophia’s ass with her hands. Elena’s face could no longer be seen but her hand skimmed over Eva’s thigh and lowered to finger Eva’s pussy.

Oh fuck. This was the first time she’d ever touched a woman! It was one of the most erotic things Matt had ever seen—his wife playing with a gorgeous woman’s twat while another dark haired beauty was sucking and fucking her cunt. His cock felt like a tap had been turned on, as another drip of slippery pre-cum slid from his slit. There was no way he’d be able to watch much more before he’d have to join them.

At Chris’s nudge on his arm he turned his head to face him.  His dark eyes flicked to the bed and he jerked his head, indicating Sophia. Oh my God. She had moved from Elena’s pussy and was now propped up by her arms, her tongue rolling over her lips while, she eyed his cock. He didn’t have to be asked twice, that was for sure. He stepped by Chris and was next to the bed, his thigh grazing against Elena’s, stopping by Sophia’s shoulder.

Reaching up with one hand, her fingertip played in the slit and then slowly spread the slippery cum over his knob. Her eyes were halfway closed while her lips were parted and coming closer.

“Ohgod.” His entire cock spasmed when her tongue rolled over his knob. His hand reached to her hair, lifting it away, so that he could see all of her mouth closing over his shaft, sliding lower, a molten cavern of velvet clinging to his flesh.

At Elena’s grunt of pleasure and movement beside him, he glanced over to see Chris between his wife’s thighs, his fingers spread and lifting her ass higher onto his cock. FUCK! Chris’ cock glistened with Elena’s cream as it stroked her pussy. Watching the older man, the strength of his arms, his thighs thick and muscular, pounding his shaft deep inside Elena while getting expert head from Sophia was a fantasy come true. 

His head fell back and he hissed fast air between clenched teeth. He couldn’t do this much longer, not with her tongue and lips sucking the underside of his cock--not without blowing a load and ending this way too soon. Grasping her by the hair he pulled her head back. Her eyes were wide and full of questions when he looked down at her.

His other hand cupped her cheek. “No. Not like this. I got to fuck you.”

A wide grin flashed on her mouth and she clapped her hands together. “Oh goody!” She fell to the side and flipped around so that her ass was before him. His gaze rose to the top of the bed, where Frank loomed above Eva’s ass, his hands holding the sides of her hips while he thrust deep into her.

He gripped the base of his cock, aiming it between Sophia’s ass cheeks, sliding lower till the slipperiness of her cunt claimed him. Slowly, relishing every inch of her tight hole, until his balls pressed into the slippery slit. He slid in and out, feeling her hot flesh grip his meat while all around him, naked bodies fucked and kissed, licked and stroked. The sight of all this, the soft moans of arousal, the musky smell of sex infused all his senses. He became lost in this sea of unsurpassed pleasure.

Sophia’s ass pushed back against him, matching every thrust, the kiss with Eva abandoned as her body succumbed to the pleasure in her cunt. Her muscles clamped tight, thighs trembling, hips rocking like a piston.

“Oh yeah....yeah....don’t stop baby,” she groaned. His cock was rock hard; he was balancing on the cusp of shooting a hot load deep inside her, his balls hard against her pussy. 

Her hand shot down and fingernails scraped the ridges of his balls.

That did it! He was flung over the edge. “Oh Jesus...!” His entire existence collapsed into the first glop of cum bursting down the length of his cock, shooting from its tip up inside Sophia’s pussy. In his mind’s eye he saw his seed dripping down her pussy walls as he thrust in again. His ass clenched, the muscles like ropes of iron. His hips jerked deeper still as another spasm of cum pulsed from his cock.

The sounds of Elena and Sophia’s cries of pleasure drifted in his ears, amping up the final wave that shot from the root of his essence.

He gasped and felt her body soften under him...her fingers falling away from his groin. Ohmygod. Ohmygod. Ohmygod!  His whole body started humming from the sheer pleasure of it all, his gaze falling over the others as they fell into bliss.

Sophia fell forward, leaving a trail of slippery cum on her thigh, his cock now softening. She rolled over onto her back, lying next to Elena. The sight of the two women, and Eva above them was a picture of beautiful, spent bliss. They looked like three satiated cats as they undulated on the bed.

Chris slapped his shoulder lightly and then sat on the bed next to Elena and Eva, Frank on her other side. “Welcome to the Lifestyle. What do you think?” His eyes were crinkled and a smile played on his lips.

Before Matt had a chance to answer, Elena spoke. “Please Sir, I want some more.”


Chapter 24

And we all had a real good time

Somebody told me I was out of my mind

And we all had a real good time

I couldn't stop myself from feelin' fine

--Edgar Winter Group, We All Had a Real Good Time

Elena smiled, locking eyes with Matt. It was plain from the look in his eyes that he was as smoked by everything that had just happened as she was.

Chris chuckled. “Not for a little while, my dear. When you get to be my age, you trade quantity for quality.” He leaned over her body and kissed Sophia. “Happy New Year, babe.”

Beside her, Eva had shifted to sit with her back against her husband’s tummy, his arms casually draped around her body. The love that their new friends showed their spouses was palpable, filling Elena’s chest with warmth. When Chris sat up again, she turned to face Sophia.  “That was awesome.”

Eva’s hand skimmed lightly over her head and when she turned, her eyes were sparkling in the low light. “And you were worried about Frank and me, that we’d feel left out. Believe me, being next to you and being part of this was more than enough.”

The friendliness in her eyes and kindness of her words touched Elena’s heart. Behind Eva, Frank’s smile was warm. Elena sat up and tucked her legs under her, making room on the bed for Matt.

She leaned close to Eva and kissed her cheek. “Now that I’m here, and having experienced this, I get it.” She fluttered her hands. “It’s hard to take it all in... but...” she reached out and took Matt’s hand. “And even harder to put it into words... but I’m so glad we did this!” She looked back to Frank and Eva. “You guys really were okay with how I needed it to go!”

“Exactly.” Frank’s deep voice was low and hushed. “It was enough for us to be next to all of you.” He grinned and he reached to stroke Elena’s head. “I have to admit that seeing newbies get into this is a kick as well.”

Matt let out a soft chuckle. “I think I can speak for Elena as well as me, that it won’t be the last time.”

Sophia rose and her arm went around Matt, leaning in to kiss his cheek. “I sure hope not.”

It was Chris, who rose first from the bed and leaned over to whisper, “On that note, maybe we should get up and go back to the bar. Give other people a chance to come in here. We can talk about the next time over some drinks.”

Elena sighed and turned to Eva. “Next time, I won’t be as insecure, no restrictions as far as you’re concerned.” She leaned in and kissed Eva, just the faintest of brushes of her lips against the other woman’s. “Being with you and Sophia was awesome. Why shouldn’t Matt enjoy it too?”

Eva’s eyes danced. “I can’t wait.”

***

Ten minutes later, they were back at the table, the music in the bar still playing but only two couples were dancing. People had either left or were still enjoying the play rooms.

Matt and Frank had gone to the bar to get a round of drinks, and Elena watched as the handsome young bartender served them. All of the staff working were attractive. It was almost a requisite of being hired. Even so, the people who’d she seen earlier, the patrons were an eclectic mix of ages. body sizes and races.

She smiled seeing Matt’s hands curl around three glasses of wine, balancing them as he walked back to the table. Like the other men, his shirt was open collared and his tie loose. His eyes twinkled when their eyes met and he returned her smile before setting the drinks down.

“Now that you’re back, let’s talk about when we can do this again.” Chris took two glasses and set one before Sophia and Elena.

Elena leaned forward, looking around the table at her new friends. She couldn’t wait to do this again!

Eva grinned, her candy apple lips wide. “Valentine’s Day is great at the club. Lots of red corsets and lace.” She picked up the glass and took a sip, her gaze flitting between Chris and Sophia.

Sophia’s eyes rolled and her shoulders slumped. “Six more weeks...” Her voice trailed off.

Matt’s hand drifted to Elena’s thigh and he gave a little squeeze. She didn’t need him to say it. It was hard to get away for a weekend like this and then there was the expense. Sure they weren’t going on a southern vacation this year, but still...

Frank cleared his throat and leaned his massive chest over the table. “Why does it have to be here?” His eyebrows shot up above deep blue eyes. “I like to keep this place kind of special, only come...” He grinned and his eyes flitted over the table, “No pun intended... only come for special events, keep it kind of special you know? How about if we got together at our place? We’ve got plenty of room and a hot tub...”

Sophia’s eyes lit up and she reached across the table to pat Frank’s hand. “Great idea.” She turned to Elena and Matt. “We’ve been to their house and it’s huge.”

Eva’s head jerked up and she squirmed in her seat barely able to contain herself. “Absolutely! We’ll have dinner, play, hot tub and play some more.” She fished in her purse and took a small pink notebook out. “We could do it the weekend of the 16th or 30th.” She smiled looking from Sophia to Elena.

“Either works for us.” Sophia laughed. “We’re not that busy that I need to consult my calendar.”

Elena looked over at Matt. He was grinning and nodding his head, totally on-side with it. It solved the money issue but it’d be better not to abuse the freedom that her parent’s babysitting allowed them. She turned to Eva. “How about the 30th? It’s going to be crazy busy at work the first part of the month and then there’s childcare, so the 30th would be wonderful.”

Chris held the glass of wine before his chest and laughed. “Oh boy. I remember those days. When the kids leave to go to university, it’s a whole new freedom!”

Sophia let out a snort. “Except for the cost of tuition!”

Elena laughed and squeezed Matt’s hand. This was wonderful. Their new friends were just like them with cares and money concerns. But there was an added element in this friendship, something totally open and warm because of the intimacy shared. “I’ll be counting the days. You’ll have to let us know what we can bring.”

Eva turned her smile seductive gazing at both of them. “Just your naked horny selves.”


Chapter 25

Baby the minute I feel your energy

The vibe’s just taken over me

Start feelin’ so crazy babe

Lately, I feel the funk coming over me

I don’t know what’s gotten into me

The rythm’s got me feelin’ so crazy babe

--Beyonce, Naughty Girl

There was a spring in Elena’s step when she walked into the store the following Monday. Of course Amanda picked up on it right away.

“Hey girlfriend! Happy New Year.” She leaned her bum against the glass counter top, folding her arms across her chest while a puzzled look flashed in her eyes and warm smile. “How was the Big Apple? You look pretty refreshed.”

Elena stopped and loosened the buttons on her wool coat. She had to hide the smile that twitched in the corners of her lips, thinking, ‘if you only knew Amanda’. She looked up at her friend and nodded. “It was good. Matt and I had a great time in the glitz and glitter.”

Mila, coming into the main area from the back office was humming a tune and stopped when she saw Elena. “Happy New Year to you too!” When she sauntered over with hips swaying from side to side.

When she stood next to Amanda, her hand rose to fluff the dark hair over her shoulder. For a moment Elena thought of Sophia, the same swarthy skin and dark almond eyes above full lips. With the tight skirt hugging round hips and low neck top where a line of cleavage teased above full breasts, Elena felt her cheeks flush warmly. Of course she’d always noticed that Mila had a great body, but today, there was something novel in the way she saw her. Something raw and sexual, like a man would gaze on her.

She smiled and looked into Mila’s eyes. “Happy New Year to you too. Did you have fun in New York?”

Mila’s head fell to the side and the smile vanished from her lips. “We didn’t end up going. The car broke down and we took a pass.” She grinned looking at Amanda. “We ended up crashing Amanda’s night.” Her arm circled Amanda’s waist and she hugged her for a moment, smiling up at her. “It was fun though, wasn’t it?”

Now it was Amanda’s turn to flush pink. Her smile was close lipped and her eyes wandered over the petite, exotic woman beside her. “Yeah. Sure beat watching movies with my cat.”

“Great.” Elena walked to the back of the store to hang up her coat and remove her boots. There was something going on there between the two of them. Or was she just being sensitive now that she had indulged her bi-sexual fantasy with Sophia and Eva? Oh God. Four more weeks until she’d see them again to relive it. How was she going to manage?

One thing she knew. Whatever had gone on between Amanda and Mila, and she was pretty sure that it’d been sexual, she had to keep her work life, even her regular life in Black Rapids separate from the crazy fun she’d discovered at Eden.

As she went to the sales floor to take down the party dresses and make room for the new stock of red, valentine wear, she wondered if she and Matt were the only couple in Black Rapids to partake in the swinging lifestyle. It was a small town, only forty thousand people or so. Probably they were.

The front door opened and a blonde haired woman wearing a silver fox fur coat sashayed over to the rack of clothes. Even though it was Monday morning, the woman carried herself with an air of confidence, her hair and make-up absolutely immaculate, that it was hard not to take notice. As she sidled up next to Elena, her fingers flying through the racks of hangers, she exuded a sultry aura that grabbed Elena’s attention.

Elena turned and smiled. “May I help you find something?”

The woman flashed aqua blue eyes above sculpted cheekbones and a wide smile. “I hope so. I’m looking for a dress for Valentine’s. Something low cut and totally sexy for a party I’m giving.” She winked her eye and gave Elena the once over. “Do you carry corsets?”

Elena’s mouth went dry and her eyes widened. Corsets? That’s what Eva had said about the club at Valentine’s. Could this woman be getting ready for some kind of swinger party? She decided to go out on a limb. “I’ve ordered a shipment that will be here later in the week. Your husband likes corsets does he?”

The woman’s laugh was like the tinkling of bells before she answered. “Him and the rest of the guests.” She looked away for a moment and then her smile was wider still. “There’s nothing quite as sexy as a bustier or corset with dark stockings.” Once more her gaze slowly dropped and gave Elena’s body the once over. “You’d look great in a corset. You must own a dozen, working here.”

Elena glanced over at Amanda and Mila who were laughing, their heads close together as they stood next to the counter. She felt her hands get clammy. In a good way. She turned back to the gorgeous blond woman. “Actually, I don’t. But I’ve been told that it’s almost a uniform at—”

“Certain parties, or certain kinds of clubs?” The woman’s fingers halted and she peered into Elena’s eyes.

Elena’s eyes were wide and her lips fell open. Oh my God. “Ummm... couples clubs?”

The woman nodded slowly. “Yes... sometimes they’re called that... or even ‘adult clubs’...” She tilted her head at Elena and dropped her voice. “I like the term ‘Lifestyle Club’. Do you?”

Elena chewed her lower lip as she gave the woman a once over in the same slow, intent manner she had just been examined. “Yes, that works for me. I’ve had some wonderful times at one in New York City on New Year’s Eve.” She kept her voice low so the girls at the cash counter couldn’t overhear.

The customer’s eyes sparkled and her smile became friendly. “Oh really? Which one?”

“Eden.”

“In Brooklyn? Just over the bridge? I love Eden!”

Elena nodded, wondering if this woman was undressing her in her mind’s eye; she was making no bones about checking her body out, that was for sure. Keeping her voice low, she said with just a slight tremor in her voice, “Do you live in Black Rapids?” She couldn’t believe it! Was she hitting on this woman? Or was she being hit on? Either way, she didn’t care who was doing what to whom.

“All my life. Actually, I may have sold you your house. You look kind of familiar. I’m Sylvia.”  She glanced over at the counter now too, and kept her own voice down. “My husband Bryon and I like to entertain. You know, parties like you’d find at Eden’s.”

Elena was hardly able to breathe, her heart pounding hard in her chest, gazing into the other woman’s eyes. What were the chances of meeting someone in the lifestyle right there in Black Rapids and after wondering about it a few moments before? She nodded her head. “New Year’s Eve was our first time...” She shook her head and looked down at the floor, now stammering, “that’s not right. We were there last month but we didn’t know what it was. We kind of stumbled upon it.”

She shifted so that her face was only inches away. Her voice was a soft purr. “But you liked it. Enough that you went back for New Year’s Eve. I bet that was fun.”

Elena grinned. “Totally.” She took a breath and continued. Might as well be hung for a sheep as well as a lamb. “Do you go there often?”

The woman laughed again. “Not often enough for my liking. But Bryon doesn’t like long distance driving in the winter. We compensate with parties at home. Maybe you and your husband will join us sometime.”

This was incredible. “How about if I call you when the corsets arrive?”

She opened her leather handbag and smooth as silk, slipped a business card into Elena’s hand. “Better yet. Why don’t you and your husband come over for drinks next Saturday night? If the corsets are in stock, you could bring some along in a size ten. We could try them on in the comfort of my home. That could be fun.”

The notes of a fast paced ring tone played and she reached into her purse and frowned looking at the face of her cell phone. “Darn. I’d love to stay and chat Elena, but I’ve got to meet a client in ten minutes.”

Elena’s head jerked up and her eyebrows drew together. “How’d you know my name?”

Sylvia smiled and her finger slid over the name tag on above Elena’s breast, and down. There was a tug low in Elena’s tummy at the light touch on her nipple.

“My name’s Sylvia. Call me.” Sylvia slipped her phone back into her purse and turned to leave the store.

Elena watched silently, a smile curling her lips. Oh my God. She could hardly wait to tell Matt. Now that they’d been introduced to this lifestyle, it was popping up all over, even in sleepy little Black Rapids.

She rifled through the dresses on the rack and held a low cut sequinned frock against her body, feeling suddenly sexy and vibrating with happiness.

And it had all started with that accidental evening at Eden’s.
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