
        
            
                
            
        

    


[image: Another Guest Title Splash Page.jpg]


About This Book:

She’s a wet blanket- until Gus lights her fire!

Phil and Maggie are as hot as an erupting volcano at the prospect of a threesome with his buddy Gus. Maggie being the center of attention of her husband and his hunky friend gets her motor running in high gear! Everyone’s all fired up and raring to go… until the knock at the door.

A knock at the door? Are you kidding me? Argh!

It’s Sophie, Maggie’s bestie. She’s puzzled; why’s Maggie acting so… so weird? Both Maggie and Phil are acting pretty strange, in fact. And why does this guy Gus keep staring at her? What’s on his mind?

He’s got just one thing on his mind, and Sophie’s going to find out allll about it! He gets her all to himself and is in for a shock.

Sophie’s got some surprises of her own!

A Note From The Author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life playing, play often and play safe!

Published by Mia Moore

Copyright 2015, Mia Moore

ISBN: 9781927984550

License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

070221docx


Table of Contents

About This Book:

Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Maggie

Chapter 2: Phil

Chapter 3: Gus

Chapter 4: Sophie

Chapter 5: Gus

Chapter 6: Phil

Chapter 7: Maggie

Chapter 8: Gus

Chapter 9: Sophie

Chapter 10: Phil

Chapter 11: Gus

Chapter 12: Sophie

Chapter 13: Gus

Chapter 14: Sophie

Chapter 15: Gus

The End

Mia’s Readers Club

Other Works by Mia Moore:


Chapter 1: Maggie

No. I rolled over, determined to fall back into the dream. In it, I was on my hands and knees, a man poised behind me, his cock grazing over the flesh of my ass, sliding into the groove between my cheeks and down…down to press into my opening. A stranger at a party, a swinger party, where couples lolled on a bed, naked bodies and limbs intertwined, moans, the slapping of flesh—

A hand gripped my shoulder, shaking it, “Wake up, Maggie. It’s almost noon. Gus is in the kitchen making brunch. We let you sleep in, but it’s time to get up.”

I opened my eyes to see Phil smiling down at me. God. How could he look so fresh and bright-eyed after the night we had? I’d be lucky if I’d be able to walk today. I smiled, gazing into dark, laughing eyes, and the quirky, lopsided curl of his lips. Against the white golf shirt, his face was swarthy and smooth, arms even darker with a shroud of fine, black hair dusting them.

I threw the covers back and lowered my eyes to the crotch of his khaki shorts. My leg slid to the side of the bed as my tongue rolled slowly over my lower lip. Already, the bulge in his pants thickened in answer to my erotic invitation.

Soft, seductive words purred from my throat. “Come back to bed. Just a quickie. I had the sexiest dream and I need you.”

“Oh God, Maggie.” He moaned and reached down to fondle my breast, teasing the nipple erect with his thumbnail. “I can’t. It’s not just that Gus is out there with breakfast on the table. You wore me out last night.” He leaned over and kissed my lips, breathing the words into my mouth, “My little sex kitten. I think telling you about Gus, his threesomes and more-somes, got you fired up.”

My hand went behind his neck and I pulled him closer until my lips brushed the folds of his ear, gliding my tongue over the flesh before I whispered, “It got YOU hot, too.”

He pulled back grinning, his face now flushed, whether from his cock, which was now totally hard and tenting the shorts… or was it the prospect of carrying this further; I wasn’t sure.

A thrill of pleasure pulsed in my pussy at the decadence of the night before. I’m sure that Phil had fantasized during our raucous sex—fantasized that we were in some kind of swinger thing—just as I knew that the cock inside me, pounding me mercilessly, hadn’t belonged to my husband. It had been a sizzling, hot fuck and …different.

I sat up and sighed. But that was fantasyland--a safe playtime between Phil and me, our little secret fun. The real world was outside our bedroom door, cooking breakfast, actually. Gus’s experience in this milieu was exciting and interesting but didn’t belong in our world; I mean the real world. Phil and I had a great marriage and the sex was good. True, last night was different, thanks to hearing about Gus, but that was between me and my husband.

“Give me fifteen minutes. I need a shower.” I took the hand he offered and rose to my feet.

“He had his bag packed and was going to leave this morning.” Phil’s mouth was pulled to the side in a sad frown.

Phil’s words stopped me cold.

“What? I hope you told him— ”

His hand rose, palm outward, nodding his head. “Yes. We’re good now. I hope that was okay?”

The sinking stone of disappointment in my limbs when Phil first spoke surprised me. But it was true; I didn’t want Gus to leave…not yet. I gave my head a shake and smiled.

He’d been such a jerk at first that I had hoped to wake up this morning to see him gone. But, after the fiasco of my appearing naked and then him covering me in a bath sheet, preserving my ‘modesty’, I had to admit, I was wrong about him. Gus was a decent guy, close to being a gentleman— never mind the fact that he was handsome as hell.

“Absolutely.” I turned and walked into the ensuite bathroom, calling over my shoulder, “I’m beginning to like him.”

Uh oh. My eyes opened wide and breath caught in my throat. I popped back, holding the doorframe in my fingers, “But don’t let on you’ve told me about his swinging thing.”

Phil gave me a thumbs up signal and left the room, on his way back to the kitchen.

Whew. As I showered I wondered what kind of women Gus did this with. I mean, did he have a type, like preferring blondes or redheads or would any sexy woman do? How did that work?

***

It was actually closer to a half hour later when I ambled into the kitchen. The smell of coffee and bacon overpowered the floral perfume I had splashed onto my breasts and throat. From the way Phil’s eyes widened and Gus’s mouth fell open, the extra care I had taken applying make-up and doing my hair wasn’t wasted. I pretended not to notice the guys’ eyes checking out the low neck, tight T-shirt and the shortness of the matching skirt.

Hell, I’d been fucked like a wanton slut for most of the night by my husband. I felt sexy and I’d be damned if I was going to hide that fact.

“Good morning!” I brushed by Gus, who stood facing me, butt propped against the counter top.

His gaze as I poured a coffee, made my skin tingle. Had Phil told him that I knew about his swinging thing? My cheeks became warm and my hand shook for a second or two before I took a deep breath to compose myself.

“You’re looking pretty good this morning.” He leaned close and inhaled loudly. “Smell pretty good too. What IS that perfume?”

Before I had a chance to reply, Phil spoke, “Tigress by Faberge.” He nuzzled into my neck, a soft growl in his throat.

Once more a shiver of pleasure skittered down my spine and into my pussy. Standing at the counter with Phil behind me, kissing my neck and Gus ogling me on the other side—it felt intimate. I swear, testosterone caressed my skin, and infused my body from the male arousal surrounding me. Both of them, leaning in at me… made me feel… powerful somehow.

“Tigress.” Gus’s breath was warm, a soft caress on my cheek. “It suits you, I think.”

I turned and our eyes met, locked for a few beats, but it seemed longer. He was wearing the same pants, except today I noticed the way they hugged his hips and more specifically the bulge to the right of the zipper. Even with my peripheral vision, I could see the lighter shade of blue outlining his fullness.

The strip of fabric between my legs became damp.

I smiled a ‘thanks’ and walked to the table, giving Phil’s hand a gentle squeeze before I left. When I took a seat at the table, I shifted in my chair to face them, crossing my legs, causing the tan colored denim to ride higher. Again, like the horn dogs guys can be, their gaze shifted to my legs and higher, trying to spy the white triangle of panties. I loved this.

Gus turned and scooped a few pieces of bacon from the paper towel where it had drained, and placed them on a plate. Scrambled eggs sat in a pan on the burner, and he added some to the plate. “So, what’ll we do today? It’s already hot outside.”

Was there some suggestion in the tone of his voice? I watched him turn and saunter over to the table, to set the plate in front of me. “There’s toast already made but if you’d like a fresh slice, I don’t mind. What’s there is probably dried out and hard. Would you like a new piece?”

I swallowed and breath escaped my lungs in a whoosh. Why did he have to say ‘hard’ and ‘piece’? Sure, I’d crossed my legs and flashed some thigh but now, was he taunting me? He’d teased me yesterday, but nothing like this. Or was it me? Yesterday, I’d considered him crude but today…Oh God, my pussy, warm and wet, was weighing in.

“I like it…I mean THEM, hard.” I looked into his eyes and smiled--a closed lipped, suggestive one.

Phil’s head appeared over Gus’s shoulder, his eyes wide, and blinking fast. He’d never seen me act like this, a little flirty and dirty, except with him. To do this with Gus had obviously shocked him; maybe I’d better ease up.

I picked up my fork and began to eat, purposely avoiding any more eye contact with Gus. From the corner of my eye I saw him turn and go back to the counter. Now I had a clear view of Phil’s body and while his face might have looked shocked a moment ago, the bulge in his pants told another story.

He stepped over to me and pressed his erection against my shoulder for a moment. His voice was low when he looked down and spoke, “Do you know what you’re doing? You’re playing with fire here, Maggie.”

Was that a challenge? First Gus with the innuendos and now Phil’s outright threat? No, not a threat. Did he like this and this was his way of spurring me on?

He stepped to the side and took a seat next to me, waiting it seemed, for the next move in this game.

“Since it’s so hot today, I’m going to stay close to the pool.” I looked across the room at Gus, who was once more propped against the counter, that damned bulge in his pants drawing my eye, a look of pure devilment on his face. “Gus, do you need Phil to lend you a bathing suit? I noticed you didn’t have one yesterday.”

His eyes widened and he smirked and dropped his gaze to his bare feet.

Aha! Scored one there.

After a moment or two, his head raised and he grinned, conceding my victory in this silly, sexual dance. “It depends.”

I popped a piece of meat into my mouth, chewing leisurely, basking in my victory. “Depends on what?”

His head dropped and when he looked at me, it was through thick eyelashes, his smirk wider and so damned cute. “On you. Are you going to go naked? I certainly hope so.”

Beside me, Phil muttered under his breath, “Oh my God, please.” He squirmed in his chair.

Oh no. I held my breath, mind racing a mile a minute to find a witty reply. I cleared my throat and spoke, finally. “How do I know you won’t come rushing out to cover me with a bath sheet?” A smile spread my lips, even though it wasn’t all that good as a come-back.

I noticed Gus regard Phil for a moment or two before he answered. “If you’ve got the nerve to go naked, then I promise you, it won’t be a bath sheet on top of you.”

My mouth fell open, only closing when Phil rose and stood behind my chair. I was utterly speechless, while my pussy ached for me to scream, YES! Phil’s hands were on my shoulders and then he lowered one to slip it inside the neck of the T-shirt, inside the lacy bra, to cup my breast. I gasped and covered his hand with my own, panting for air, staring at the half empty plate.

So this was it. My husband’s caress was both his consent and encouragement for this erotic game to continue.


Chapter 2: Phil

The last time I’d felt like this had been when I was fifteen. Oh my God, that was sixteen years ago! I’d come twice as far as the young guy with the perpetual hard-on and now I was right back there.

When Maggie joined us in the kitchen all dolled up, even wearing the perfume for our ‘special’ nights, I knew something was up—and it wasn’t just my damned dick. Gus had homed in on it right away, like a laser guided cruise missile. He probably suspected that I’d told her about his history, the whole swinging thing. Well, of course I would, wouldn’t I? She was my WIFE for God’s sake. You can’t keep something like that from your wife.

Oh fuck it. At least be honest with yourself…You were turned on by what he’d said, turned on at the thought of watching Gus and Maggie. It’s kind of normal for a guy to be turned on watching his wife get fucked by another guy…well, at least according to Gus, it was and he’d know.

Maggie was a wildcat in bed last night. It was obvious she’d been turned on hearing about Gus’s exploits.

I watched her walk across the floor and take a seat at the table. Oh yeah, there was a little extra sway in her hips walking over there and when she sat down and swiveled to face us as she crossed her legs, she’d known what she was doing. How could we stop ourselves from peeking to see if she had any panties, in that flash when her legs parted?

Oh fuck. It was almost a wet dream listening to Gus and her parry back and forth about the toast, the ‘piece’ and ‘hard’. When she answered him, ‘she liked it hard’, I HAD to see her face. Was she serious? Did she really know where all of this would lead if she kept it up? She might think it was only innocent play, but as the old saying goes, ‘if you play with the bull, you’re gonna get the horn’. That would be Gus—a bull, if ever there was one.

It was hard to tell from her face, whether she was teasing or serious. When Gus walked back into the kitchen, there was my opportunity. My cock was like granite and even the soft flesh of her shoulder felt hot as hell, made me leak pre-cum. My God, where was it coming from, after all the action last night?

Her eyes flashed at me after I asked her if she knew what she was doing. Oh God, I knew that look. There’d be no stopping her now, not when a challenge had been issued.

My cock was beginning to be almost painful as I continued to listen to the verbal foreplay.

“Oh my God, yes.” Fuck, it slipped out. Say yes, Maggie. Be naked and…

My heart was in my throat at her smart-ass answer—she was afraid he’d cover her with the bath sheet. She was actually going to do it?

Gus looked at me silently for a minute or two. From the look in his eyes, he needed to double check with me; was I okay with where this was going. I held my breath and nodded, waiting for him to speak.

Holy God! His answer, all but said outright, he’d be fucking her. I looked across at Maggie and saw her gaze silently at her plate. I stood up and moved behind her chair. She wanted this as much as I did, maybe even more. From the way she’d been last night and then this morning, flirting with him…

I slid my hand down from her shoulder to the inside of her bra, filling my hand with her warm breast. If I’d had any doubt that she was hot for this, the hardness of her nipple and her hand on mine, dissolved it.

She stood up and turned to put her arms around my neck. Oh God, I’d never seen her look so beautiful, with the small smile on her full lips and eyes that fairly smoldered with desire. Just like the night before, I saw her anew, as Gus was probably seeing her—a lush, exotic woman with an ache as strong as his, to be fucked.


Chapter 3: Gus

I left them and went into my room. They needed to touch base a final time before we went any farther with this. The last thing I needed, especially with my best friend, was to fuck his wife and then regret it after. It was a good thing that all of this came out this morning before anyone had a drink. As exciting as this was, now was the time for sober second thoughts.

I lifted my shirt over my head and threw it next to the one I’d worn yesterday. Just a final check…lifted my arms high and sniffed the pits. It was cool in the house but better put on some more deodorant for outside. The layer after the shower earlier was already beginning to fade.

The jeans sliding over the thickness of my cock pinched a bit and then let go. Holy fuck, if they change their mind I’m going to have to take some off the top like last night, actually twice last night if the truth be known. I smiled remembering the sounds coming out of their bedroom. What had it been, two or probably more like three times they’d gone at it?

There was no way Phil had kept his mouth shut to Maggie. Not from the way she’d been acting this morning. No. She knew.

A smile spread over my face. Tigress. It was nice, her perfume. She’d been like a cat all right, a cat in heat. She’d done everything but rub herself against my leg. I looked at the door for a few moments. What were they doing? Was everything still on?

As if he could read my mind, there was a tap at the door and Phil’s voice. “Pool’s open Buddy! Pitter patter as they say.”

I grabbed the towel I’d left earlier from the shower this morning and wrapped it around my waist. Sure, it sounded like they were still up for this but I didn’t get to Special Agent at the Bureau by taking stupid chances. Feeling lighthearted, I grinned as I looked at the tent my dick was making in the towel. More like the boy scout motto really… ‘Be Prepared.’

The hardwood floors were cool on my bare feet as I walked down the hallway and into the kitchen. They’d stacked the breakfast things in the sink but I guess they had more important things pressing than doing dishes. I know I did.

Fuck she’d looked hot in that short skirt and tight T-shirt. They say that more than a handful is a waste but I couldn’t wait to fill my hands and mouth with her breasts. And that little white V of panties when she’d crossed her legs. I could have torn it from her with my teeth it got me so hot. I love those little erotic peeks when women do stuff like that.

The sunlight made my eyes hurt for a few seconds when I stepped out. Holy God, it was hot, hot enough to cook eggs on the sidewalk. The pool sparkling in the rays of the sun looked really inviting, just the thing to cool off and get rid of some of this erection. I mean, I’m not going to jump her right away. No, the build-up’s too much fun to skip.

I flipped the towel onto a chair and took a few steps to dive it. The water was wonderful close to the bottom, cool and quiet.

I never thought Phil would be up for something like this, not since he’d been married anyway. There was a time, the first year in college when he’d been a bit of a player but that had stopped in the second and third year.

Now here he was again, taking a walk on the wild side. I surfaced and spouted water, whipping my head to shake the water from my hair. It was probably MY bad influence on Phil. If so, then he’d thank me afterwards.

I swam back to the other side of the pool and rested my arms on the side, watching the patio door where Maggie would soon appear.

There was movement in the doorway, a hand pushing the screen back and then there she was, totally naked. Oh fuck, my cock sprung to life as if an electric charge had shot through it. She was Venus, Aphrodite, Madam Bovary all rolled into one, every schoolboy’s fantasy. From the slender neck, to her soft, narrow shoulders, breasts high and full…the dark nipples topping her creamy flesh like Hershey Kisses…a slightly rounded tummy despite the inward curve of her waist…the fullness of her hips, no bone rack model, that was for sure. Long, tanned legs and the dark landing strip of her mons--oh God.

Her smile was shy stepping out onto the step, hand holding her hair back from her cheek. She stopped and her head turned back to Phil standing behind her in the doorway. She spun around and went back inside flashing a view of ivory, beautifully perfect buttocks. She must have forgotten something. Not a towel or bathing suit, hopefully.

When she left, Phil appeared, his eyebrows drawn tight together, mouth a thin line. He wore a towel, taking long purposeful strides across the flagstones over to where I waited in the pool. What the hell?


Chapter 4: Sophie

It wasn’t like Maggie to miss the Sunday morning jog through the park. It was an especially long jaunt, past the pond with the family of swans, (she loved taking a breather and watching them preen!) and through the copse of trees where the air was always cooler and rich with the fragrance of old undergrowth. Plus, it was her turn to buy lunch.

I glanced at my watch. Eleven fifteen, she wasn’t coming. Something must have come up but it was weird that she hadn’t called to let me know. Hope nothing was wrong. I jogged as far as the pond but didn’t have the heart to go any further. The heat was oppressive, the air heavy and hard to breathe.

I took my time walking back to the car, the whole day ahead of me in my tiny, one-bedroom apartment. An elderly man being led by a boisterous golden retriever approached, his arm stretched before him, scowling at the creature. Poor guy. Poor dog.

I bent and with my hand extended, palm up, I gave the man a quick glance. “May I pet your dog?” The dog strained to come closer.

“He’s not MY dog. It’s my daughter’s. They’ve gone on vacation and left him with me.” He gave the leash a quick jerk to the side. “Ralph! Enough!”

The dog gave my hand a few sniffs before his pink tongue twirled my fingers licking while his tail swished back and forth. “There’s a good boy, Ralph.” I looked up at the older man and smiled. “You might want to get a head collar for him if they’re away much longer. He won’t pull if he’s wearing that.”

The old fellow was quite perturbed, scowling when he answered, “Yeah? How do you know so much about it? Where’s YOUR dog?”

I stood up straight, looking down into his eyes. For just a second, the familiar look of surprise creased his features before once more his bushy eyebrows drew together. It was always like that when people saw just how tall I was, for a woman that is. “Don’t have one. I see enough in my line of work—Animal Control.”

“You’re the Dog Catcher?” Another wide eyed look of surprise…

My fist clenched as tight as my gut for a moment. I hated that term. More often than not, it was animal rescue I did. “Animal Control. Take my advice; get a head collar before he yanks your arm out of its socket.” I stepped away and continued walking to my car.

The only person who’d never used that term when I told her what I did for a living was Maggie. She understood without me even telling her. Sometimes I felt closer to her than my two sisters, which stood to reason as I never saw too much of them anymore. Yeah, who would have thought? The Anderson girls, spanning the country—Chloe in California and Samantha in Boston. Dad would have been proud of his girls despite the fact that none of us were ever cut out to carry on the farm.

The closest to that life would be me and it was only because I liked animals so much.

I got in the car and cranked the radio when I heard a snippet of ‘Soak up the Sun’. Sheryl Crowe blasted out lyrics (lyrics which didn’t make a whole lot of sense), but gave me an idea. Maybe, I’d do just that today. Check on Maggie to see if everything was okay and if it was, then perhaps I could take a swim in their pool to cool off.

It only took a few minutes to run into the apartment building and grab my bathing suit. After that, I left the city and travelled the back roads to her house. If they weren’t there, it was no big deal. It was a great day for a ride in the country.

***

Uh oh. A red convertible was parked in the driveway behind Maggie’s Honda. They had company. For just a moment I was tempted to stop the car and back on out, but what if they saw my car? They’d think that was kind of weird.

It probably wouldn’t surprise Phil—he considered me weird already. Not that I blamed him, I guess. He was just so smart and good looking. Guys like that have always made me nervous. I got tongue-tied around them and when I DID say something it ended up coming out wrong. Sometimes saying nothing was the best policy.

As I pulled in behind the red car, I noticed the New York plates. Maggie had never mentioned any relatives from New York; it must be friends of theirs. When I stepped from the car, saw the flash of movement in the living room window, it was obvious that I’d made the right call, coming to the door and not backing out onto the road.

I rang the bell and waited for a few minutes until Maggie’s face appeared, opening the door only wide enough for her head to peek around it. She looked distracted, nervous even.

“Hi Maggie. Are you all right?” I took a step closer. Why was she hiding behind the door and where was Phil?

“Fine. I’m fine. Why? What are you doing here?” Her words were clipped and the corner of her eye twitched.

“You missed our Sunday morning run. I was worried and thought I’d come out and see if you were okay. You ARE, aren’t you?” I looked from her face to the slip of terry cloth bathrobe that had eased to the edge of the door.

“I’m fine. You just surprised me. I was just about to go for a swim and sit in the sun. Sorry about missing the run. I should have called.” This time, she managed a small smile before looking to the side.

My stomach was a tight fist in my gut. I didn’t like this. There was something strange about her behavior. Normally she’d be the perfect hostess, welcoming me in, insisting I have a drink with her and Phil— hell, asking me to dinner even. Did it have anything to do with the car in the driveway?

Maybe it was an uninvited guest…the kind who break in, hold you hostage and rape you. Was there someone behind her with a knife or gun at her back? The hair on the back of my neck tingled. I tried to make my voice casual. “Funny, you said swim. Actually, I brought my bathing suit with me. I thought, since it’s such a scorcher, maybe I could have a swim in your pool?”

Her eyes flared even wider in a silent reply. But there was no smile, nor stepping back and opening the door wide for me to come in. Yes, something was going on here.

“Where’s Phil? Do you have company? Hey, aren’t you going to ask me inside?” My smile was forced but if someone was behind her I didn’t want to tip my hand. If she didn’t open that door and let me in, I’d throw my shoulder against it and knock her out of the way of whoever was behind her. I’d had more than a few lessons in martial arts and self defense. I had to, being in enforcement and all.

She closed her eyes for a moment and gave her head a small shake, in that perky way she always did.

My breath eased slowly out. I didn’t know that I’d been holding it. A genuine smile finally crept over her mouth and she stood back, opening the door wide. “Sure. Phil is out back with an old school buddy. Come in. You’re right, it’s hot and of course I’d like you to join us. I’m sorry; the heat must have fried my brain and manners.”

“Great. You sure you don’t mind? I’ll just get my suit from the car.” I left her standing at the door. But did I see her roll her eyes just before I turned? That was okay. I wouldn’t stay long—just a quick swim and then they could enjoy their visit with Phil’s friend.

I grabbed my swim suit and joined her at the door. “So Phil’s friend…is he single? Anyone I’d be interested in? How tall is he?” That was always a biggie, when you’re almost six feet tall, like me.

“His name is Gus and yes, he’s single. He’s not as tall as Phil, maybe six one or two at most. He’s… nice.” She led the way away from the door.

“Thanks Maggie for the vote of confidence!” A deep male voice was followed by the nearly naked body of a man crossing from the kitchen to the hallway. His eyes were sparkling, blue as the sky, above a finely sculpted jaw and nose.

God! I thought Phil was handsome but this guy made him look plain. And his body! I’d only seen guys with builds like that in movies! Arnold Schwarzenegger movies…Sly Stallone even.

When his eyes met mine, the fact that my mouth was still open finally registered. I shut it quickly, smiled and looked away. Holy cow, I could feel his eyes still watching me.

“Hey Sophie. What brings you out our way?” Phil was at the patio door and he wasn’t smiling when he looked at me. In fact he looked a little annoyed.

That confirmed it. Now I knew he didn’t like me.

“Gus, this is my friend Sophie. We usually run in the park together on Sunday and I completely forgot about it—”

“Imagine that…” just a soft mutter as he strode over to shake my hand.

Oh God, the towel did almost nothing to hide the bulge of his crotch. His cock even wiggled a bit when he walked over. A sharp gasp left my lips before my eyes flew to his face, the muscular shoulders and the fine brown hair covering the swell of firm pectorals…anywhere above that damned towel.

My hand felt small in his when he gripped it, a tight grip that he held for a fraction longer than normal. “I’m Gus Miller. Pleased to meet you, Sophie.” His eyes dropped to where I held the orange bathing suit in my hand. “You’ll join us for a swim? It’s a great day for that.” He looked at Maggie, a small smile on his lips and eyes once more full of fun. “The more the merrier, wouldn’t you say, Maggie?”

Once more her eyes widened above cheeks that were becoming rosy. “Ah…yes. Yes, I’m glad Sophie wants to join us for a…a swim.”

“Sophie, the main bathroom’s free if you want to change. What can I get you to drink? We have beer, vodka, wine…name your poison.” Phil’s voice this time was warmer, and he even managed a smile.

“Thanks Phil. I’ll have a glass of wine. Just one. I haven’t had lunch yet.”

Maggie’s hand rose to my arm, pulling me after her, leading the way to the bathroom. “I’m sorry Sophie. I’ll make you a sandwich since it’s my fault you missed lunch. Shit, it was my turn to buy.” She opened the door and extended her arm, ushering me inside. “I’ll get changed into my suit and meet you outside.”

When the door closed, there was silence, broken only once or twice by what sounded like fast, hushed rumbles of speech, whispers even. My stomach became tight again as I strained to listen close to the door, slipping my clothes off.

This was really weird--first Maggie at the door, then annoyance in Phil’s voice when he asked why I was here. Actually THAT was kind of rude. The only person who’d seemed glad to see me was a stranger—Gus. What were they saying out there?

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath as I folded my clothes and set them next to the tub. It was like I’d interrupted something. But they were just sitting around, about to go for a swim and lounge by the pool. What was the big deal with that? You’d think Maggie would be glad to have a friend to talk to, especially if the guys started reminiscing.

I slipped the bottoms of my bathing suit on and then tied the straps of the bikini top around my neck. I was glad this was on top of the one piece suit in my dresser. Normally, that would have been my first choice, but today the orange seemed to match my earlier mood. And with this great looking, single guy out there…well, who knew?

Maybe I was just imagining the annoyance and surprise in Maggie and Phil. I just caught them off guard; that was it. And with Phil being Phil, all organized and such, it kind of made sense.


Chapter 5: Gus

It was a good thing I’d brought the towel to the pool. With Maggie’s friend showing up right out of the blue, there was no way I’d want to embarrass either of them, naked as a jaybird, scampering through the house to get my swim suit.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen Phil so pissed. When he told me she was here, his jaw worked so hard, I thought he’d break a tooth.

I led the way through the kitchen door, both of us wearing towel coverings and almost stopped short in my tracks when I saw her. I wasn’t prepared for the pale, ethereal beauty that stood towering above Maggie. Holy cow! She had to be six feet tall. Phil had referred to her as an Amazon, but he was sooo wrong.

Yes, she had the height but her body was lithe…slim, toned arms, a hint of cleavage in the scoop neck of her tank top, washboard flat tummy and rounded hips, the only thing that could prevent her from being a model. But it was her smile, the way her cheeks seemed to cup, devilish full lips. It was like she had a secret or maybe she’d guessed what she’d interrupted and was smirking about it. A smartass… just like me.

When she turned away in an almost shy gesture, something deep inside of me responded. I wanted to hold her, smooth her golden curls with my hand and kiss her forehead—tame the imp that danced under the surface.

Just that small, innocent gesture, the smile and averting her eyes... My heart melted into a puddle at my feet.

Walking towards her, my hand extended, the other holding the towel securely in place lest it slip and I embarrass her, I’d never felt so much of a man. This was a woman to cherish and protect. Hey, with my background, I’d be pretty good at the protecting part. She was just so…so different from other women I’d met.

“Sophie…pleased to meet you.” I couldn’t stop smiling, gazing into her gray eyes—eyes that twinkled, beneath long pale, lashes. Her grip was firm, which surprised me coming from such a slender woman.

I couldn’t prevent the quip I made to Maggie. I almost laughed out loud when I said ‘the more the merrier’. The look of shock on her face was so worth it.

I watched Sophie follow Maggie down the hall to the bathroom to change, while Phil walked to my side and whispered in my ear, “See what I mean? I think she’s got the hots for Maggie. Guess she didn’t like her girlfriend standing her up.”

The muscles in the back of my neck bunched when I spun around to face him. “Has she ever DONE anything to Maggie? Made a pass, tried to kiss her or— ”

“No. I’m sure Maggie’d tell me if she had. It’s just that…” His eyebrows formed a straight line over his eyes watching her disappear inside the bathroom.

A grin spread over my face, feeling lighter at his words. Not that I’d been worried, but...“You’re wrong. She’s not gay. Maybe shy, but definitely not gay.”

Maggie walked over to us, her voice a whisper, “What are you two up to?” Without waiting for an answer, she turned and cast a look at the bathroom before continuing. “Bad timing or...maybe we were playing with fire. Maybe we shouldn’t—”

Phil’s hand flashed out to grip her arm. “What? You mean just because Sophie shows up unannounced you want to forget…ah…everything?” He looked like he’d lost his best friend staring at her.

I inserted my head between them, looked from one to the other. “Maybe this is a good thing. At least it’ll give you time to really be sure you want this. Sober second thought. Hell, I’m here for the week if you still want to—”

“Well, I’m game. But it’s up to Maggie, of course.” He reached for her hand and squeezed it. “Anything you want Babe. I’m never going to push you.”

She looked at the floor making it hard to tell what she was thinking.

I gave Phil’s shoulder a pat and continued to the guest bedroom for my bathing trunks. Let them sort it out between themselves. Sure, I’d do a threesome with them in a heartbeat but that would be later. Right now, I wanted to get to know Sophie. There was something about her….


Chapter 6: Phil

Sober second thought. Maybe Gus was right. Maggie and I could still have great sex fantasizing about it without actually DOING it. Sure, it was okay for Gus; he was the swinging (literally) bachelor. But when you’re married, it’s not so simple. And then there was the relationship…Could we still be friends afterwards, if we did ‘it’?

If only Sophie hadn’t showed up. Gus was wrong about her. She ‘liked’ Maggie. That’s why she came out today and ruined everything in the process. Oh well. Maybe she wouldn’t stay too long.

I couldn’t help the scowl that crossed my face as I walked by the bathroom where she was changing.

After the soft, liberating feel of the towel and the prospect of what might have happened, the swim trunks I slipped into felt tight--despite the fact that they were actually a loose, boxer style. I stepped through the patio door, onto the warm flagstones just in time to see Gus emerge from the kitchen. I had to smile at the bathing suit he wore. It figured he’d wear a Speedo, revealing even the rim under the head of his cock. Maybe that’d be enough to get Maggie warmed up to the idea again, after Sophie left.

He carried a tray with a bottle of wine, glasses and a sandwich, set it down on the table and turned to face me. “Wine okay for you little Buddy, or would you like a beer?”

I smiled despite the way my arm muscle clenched tight. “If you call me little buddy one more time, I swear I’m going to slug you one. No, wine’s okay.”

Oh God, it was hot. I kept walking past the table and dove into the pool. The flagstones and temperature wasn’t the only thing hot. I needed to cool down and get through the next hour or so.

I surfaced and turned to swim back only to see Sophie emerge from the kitchen door. She would have been hard to miss in the orange bikini and legs that seemed to go all the way up to her chin. Actually, when she was out of the sweats and jogging gear, she wasn’t half bad to look at. Okay, she didn’t have Maggie’s curves but she wasn’t flat-chested by any means. For such an avid runner, her hips and ass were fuller than you would expect, full but very firm, no jiggle there when she walked.

She smiled at Gus and walked past him to the edge of the pool. “How’s the water?”

God, she hardly ever initiated a conversation with me. Usually, the best I got from her were ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answers. “It’s great. C’mon in.”

There was another small smile before she dove in and surfaced next to where I stood. Her hands squeegee’d water from her face and hair and she stood up. Oh my God. When she dove in, the cup of her bathing suit had slipped to the side, exposing part of her nipple.

I looked away but my eyes were drawn back to the sight, taking it in with my peripheral vision while looking into her eyes. Just a shade darker than her skin, pinkish, beige pebbles with a top hat, hard nipple. Thank God the water covered my lower half, hiding the chubby in my swimsuit.

My face became warm and my mouth fell when she turned and swam back. Hell, the sight of a nipple got me hard? What was I some teenager? Fuck. It had to be all the stuff that’d happened that morning, getting me so horny.

Maggie appeared in the doorway of our bedroom, but unlike earlier, she was wearing a string bikini, instead of just a smile. I glanced to where Sophie was climbing up out of the pool, and then to Gus, his eyes taking in what I had just witnessed. Maybe Maggie would notice and tell Sophie about the wardrobe malfunction.

Sophie took the glass of wine that Gus held out and sat down at the table. It wasn’t Maggie but Gus who handed a towel to her and patted his chest with eyebrows raised high. “The water’s pretty cold isn’t it?” He grinned and then took a seat next to her.

When I got to the table her cheeks were scarlet, mouth sipping the wine greedily.

“Don’t let us stop you. Please have lunch. We ate a late breakfast.” I wasn’t surprised that she avoided looking at me when I spoke.

When I sat down, Maggie took the chair next to me, across from Sophie and Gus. She looked at Sophie and asked, “How was the run today? Anyone in the park or was it too hot?”

Sophie finished chewing a bite of her sandwich and placed her hand over her mouth, tilting her chin down as she swallowed. It was hard to tell if the nipple flash or being the centre of attention caused her to flush deeper.

“Just an old guy and a retriever. Not many people, but the swans were out.” She took another sip of wine and looked away.

“I like to run. Maybe I could join you sometime? You could show me the park. I’m new to Black Rapids.” Gus leaned forward, close to Sophie, a small smile playing at his lips.

Oh my God. He was hitting on Sophie? He was barking up the wrong tree with that one.

“Sure. I’d be happy to show you the sights.” Her head tilted to the side, gazing back at him, positively glowing.

“I think he’s already seen some of your sights.”I spoke low, head bowed talking to the table but the flash of Gus’s eyes showed me he’d heard it. Maggie delivered a sharp kick to my shin and my stomach sunk seeing the new shade of red appear in Sophie’s cheeks.

They were right. I was being a jerk, being mean because she’d ruined what could have been a fun afternoon. I plastered a grin on my face and turned to look at her. “Sophie, Gus took at job at an accounting firm here in the city. I’m sure he’d really appreciate you taking the time to show him around. I mean, you know every nook and cranny in this town. What with your job, and all.” There, since he seemed so interested in her, I’d help set them up.

“Why? What do you do Sophie?” Gus took the bait, exactly as planned.

“I’m in Animal Control. Although most times it’s more like people control. Honestly, some people don’t deserve a pet.” Her face became serious and she looked at her lap.

Gus put his hand on her arm. It looked so fragile in his big, heavy paw. “You’ve got that right. Ever had anything to do with the FBI with profiling? I mean, many serial killers start with animals.”

Her eyes became big as Frisbees and she leaned in so close I thought she was going to kiss him.

“It’s amazing that you’d ask that! I had a call last week from someone there. How would you even guess that? Most people wouldn’t.”

If Gus had tried to score points with Sophie, he couldn’t have planned a better thing to say. For the first time since I’d met her, she seemed to loosen up, become animated.

Maggie flashed a warm smile at me and I took her hand. “We’re going to go in and get some snacks. We’ll be right back.” I led her away, ignoring the puzzled look in her eye.


Chapter 7: Maggie

What was up with Phil? First he was a jerk and then he’s nice to Sophie and then he wants me in the kitchen to help make snacks? My head jerked up as I followed him. That was it. He wanted to give Sophie and Gus space to get to know one another. That was kind. Maybe he was warming up to Sophie. For SURE Gus was.

As soon as I stepped inside, he grabbed my hand, spun me around and pressed my tummy into the cool surface of the countertop. His mouth was on my neck, kissing and nibbling, while his hand slipped across my tummy and inside the bottoms of my bikini. The bulge of his cock rubbed across the cheeks of my ass.

“Fuck Maggie, I need you.” The whispered words shot a shiver of excitement through to my core. His hand was on my clit, stroking it softly, while his other hand fumbled next to my ass.

Oh God, I needed this too but Sophie and Gus weren’t even twenty feet away. What if she came in for more wine, or water or something? “We can’t. Not here.” Even as I whispered the words my ass pushed back into him and my leg shifted to the side, spreading myself open.

“We can see if they get up. Honest, I’ll stop if they do…” His lips on my skin, words hot and insistent, caressing…it was too much.

I moaned my need for him. “Oh yeah. Fuck me, baby.” Breathy whispers slipped through my lips. I pushed the bathing suit down and it fell to the floor. Straining up onto my tiptoes, I quivered, making my pussy a willing target.

Outside, Gus and Sophie sat close facing each other, chatting and laughing. There was no need to worry that they’d miss us. They were having too good a time.

“Uhhhhh…” Oh yeah, his cock sliding in felt so good…sliding easily into my wet, slippery hole. His finger played with my clit, rolling over it, stroking my passion higher. Oh fuck, it was good. I needed this so much.

“Look at them out there. Too bad Sophie wouldn’t take her bathing suit off. He’d like to fuck her. She’d like him to fuck her.” Phil whispered, pushing deep inside, and slowly pulled out, till just the tip of his cock pressed my opening.

“You saw her nipple, didn’t you? I saw it too. I’d like it if she took the top off. You’d like it too, wouldn’t you?” I whispered, squeezing my muscles tight as he slammed into me again. His breath became faster, his next words guttural.

“Oh fuck, yeah. I bet she’d like to lick your sweet pussy.” A deep thrust, deliciously hard filled me, rocked from side to side, reaching for more, sending new thrills through my cunt.

Oh God, a picture of Sophie outside, her body naked flashed in my mind, made more vivid watching her bend forward and touch Gus’s hand. This was wicked, fucking so close to where our friends sat, unaware. We were like conspirators; it brought us even closer, sharing this secret. I was emboldened by the passion…

“I’d like to do that to her. Hold and maul her tits, lick her pussy till she screamed.” It was the first time I’d ever revealed my secret fantasy. But after what had happened last night, knowing he wanted to watch Phil do me…Oh fuck, we had entered a new realm of love making. Screw that, a new style of fucking!

“What?” He held his body still, his cock halfway inside. “You’d like to do that?”

“Oh God, yes. She’s beautiful. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t want to fuck her if you had the chance.” Had I gone too far? I hardly dared to breathe. But even so, watching her, the flirty smile with those oh so kissable lips made me drool. Lucky Gus. It was obvious she was attracted to him. He’d be fucking her before the week was through.

“Oh God, Maggie that’s so hot. All this time I thought she’d like to fuck you, turns out it’s YOU who wants it. Oh Jesus, what I wouldn’t give to see that.” He groaned the words into me, thrusting deeper, grinding into my cunt.

“Ohhhh…” Sweet lust filled me…his words…his cock…It was dirty and wild, fucking there like animals. I was close to coming, riding the wave of decadent pleasure. My eyes glazed watching Maggie and Gus, picturing them here with us…in us. Her body spread naked, Venus on an oyster shell, pussy lips spread to flaunt her burgundy vulva, slick and pulsing, nestling the bud of her pleasure...Gus, behind me fucking my cunt, Sophie’s lips locked on Phil….

“OH GOD!” It was a scream that erupted in my throat, even as Phil’s cock filled me with his passion, his lust.

Gus and Sophie looked to the kitchen door. He placed his hand on her arm, motioning for her to stay put, and rose to his feet. I watched him approach, not caring that he’d see us—WANTING him to see us.


Chapter 8: Gus

My cock leapt to attention even as my mouth gaped, watching Phil strain deep into Maggie “Oh my. What have we here? You devils. You couldn’t wait, huh?”

“Oh fuck, no.” Maggie blinked slowly, soft cat eyes beginning to focus, and smiled a totally lewd smile.

I glanced behind me at Sophie, still sitting primly at the table. For the first time, I wished she wasn’t there. No, if not for her, it would probably be me pulling my cock out of Maggie right then. Phil could have sloppy seconds.

“Maggie’d like to go down on Sophie. Oh fuck, that’s hot. I was wrong, Gus.” Phil stepped back, grinning from ear to ear, and pulled his bathing suit over his cock. There’d been just a glimpse of it, glistening and dark.

“Oh shit. Stop.” It was all I could do to keep myself from shoving him out of the way and ramming my rod deep inside. Her bare ass was just so beautifully curved and pussy so deliciously spread, just waiting for me. Three pearls of Phil’s jizz were rolling down her thigh.

Movement outside caught my eye and I leaned over to yell out the open door, shielding the erection popping out the side of the Speedo. God, of all the days to wear this. “We’ll just be a minute. Stay where you are.”

The last few words came out as a high pitched squeak, almost a squeal when Maggie’s hand reached down, fishing into my suit and grabbed me. Her finger circled the head, dipping into the slit to spread the pre-cum. Oh fuck. I couldn’t. Damn it, I wanted to, but not now.

I looked back to Sophie whose head was tilted, face frowning in the direction of the kitchen. I’d finally met a woman I liked, could actually fall for and my best friend’s wife was acting like a bitch in heat, taunting me.

“Look, grab some cheese and crackers and get out there, Phil. At least you’ve got your rocks off and don’t have the flagpole in your pants that I’ve got.” My lips were a tight line barking out the order, trying to bring him back down to earth.

I grabbed Maggie’s hand and pulled it away, gripping it tightly, while I scowled at her. “Stop it. That’s your good friend out there and you’ve got to look after her.”

She smiled and rolled her tongue over her lower lip, causing a fresh jolt of pleasure to flare in my dick. Oh God, I could picture what she was thinking. “Not THAT way! Well, not NOW at least. Git!” I gave her ass a resounding slap as Phil brushed by me, on his way with a box of crackers.

“For God’s sake, cover yourself and bring some cheese out there. I have to calm down, maybe change into some loose shorts.” I tried to poke my dick back into the swimsuit and raced down to the guest room before she could tease me any further.

What was with those two? You’d think they were barn cats not respectable people, married for six years. I closed the door and slipped the tight, nylon suit off. Oh God, my cock was hard as granite. Baseball. Think baseball.

After rummaging in my bag I found a pair of loose swim trunks. My cock was still thick but not standing like a soldier at attention anymore. I didn’t want Sophie to suspect our hanky-panky in the kitchen and leave in a huff or anything. No, she was worth getting to know better.

I’d deal with Maggie and Phil later. At least one thing was clear in this cluster fuck; they were both A-OK with a threesome.


Chapter 9: Sophie

What the heck was going on in there? Phil appeared in the doorway carrying a box of something in his hand. As he got closer, his gaze seemed to roam from the top of my bathing suit to my crotch, lingering there for a few beats. He looked weird, neither smiling nor scowling. What was this all about?

I adjusted the towel that was draped over my shoulders to cover more of my chest and lap.

He set the box on the table and I did a double take. A box of assorted crackers? They’d been in the kitchen for almost fifteen minutes and that was the best he could come up with? Not even arranged on a plate? This was so unlike Phil. He was more about appearances. Hell, a Japanese gardener couldn’t have done a better job on the pool and grounds.

“Phil, are you all right?” I leaned forward to look around him, towards the kitchen door. Where were Maggie and Gus? I didn’t know how much more I could take of Phil’s ogling me. It was starting to make me uncomfortable. I’d even prefer the way he was before, a bit aloof and indifferent.

“Peachy.” A smile appeared on his lips and his chin dropped closer to his neck.

But it was his eyes fixed on my lips, it seemed, that caught my attention. I’d seen that kind of look before and it was usually when some Hollywood actor was about to kiss the starlet.

“I like orange. The color catches a man’s— ” He looked over his shoulder for a second, towards the kitchen, and then back to me, “…or a woman’s eye.” His dark eyes held mine.

I squinted a little, leaning forward to check the iris of his eyes. Was he on drugs? Even his movements were slow, and tranquil.

A small gasp left my lips and I looked once more behind him. Oh my God. Maggie and Phil were doing cocaine or something. Had Gus got them on to this? He’d seemed nice but he’d come from New York. God only knew what went on in the big city. But he was an accountant. Not the sort of flashy job you’d normally associate with drug addict.

Oh thank God. I breathed a sigh of relief when Maggie appeared in the doorway. At least she’d had the presence of mind to use a plate for the cheese she was carrying, a fresh bottle of wine in her other hand. She walked slowly, but she wasn’t staggering.

“Sorry to take so long, Sophie.” She set the plate on the table and turned to Phil, a small smile on her lips before she spoke. “We had a hard—“ giggled and her hand covered her mouth for a second, “…time finding the CRACKers” At the last comment she bent over, laughing, slapping her thigh even.

A loud snort burst out of Phil and he put his arm over her back, joining her in the joke.

That did it. They were definitely high. High as kites. I sighed, every fiber of my being wanting to get the hell out of there but…What if they hurt themselves? They could fall down, knock themselves out and…oh no. they could drown in the pool. I couldn’t let them do that! I’m in enforcement, trained to deal with drug use…Okay, maybe the drugs would be in a dog or cat, but the principle was the same.

“Can I get anyone anything before I come out?” Gus appeared in the kitchen doorway.

“Come out? Oh my God, that’s too much!” Once more Maggie and Phil broke out laughing, her arm tapping his repeatedly, tears almost running down her cheeks.

Gus left the doorway and walked towards the table. He’d changed his bathing suit? What was wrong with the one he’d been wearing? I’d kind of liked it. It didn’t leave much to the imagination, true, but he’d filled it out rather nicely.

His eyes narrowed in a questioning way above his smile. His hands raised, open handed in the air, looking at me. Oh. He thought Maggie and Phil were acting kind of weird, too? I shrugged my shoulders in answer.

“Okay you two. Get a grip—”

Maggie’s eyes flew open, about to start another gale of laughter but Gus raised his finger in front of her face.

“Cut it out. Be serious for a minute, will you?” He sat down across from me shaking his head back and forth. “Would you like some more wine, Sophie? I brought a fresh bottle…” His blue eyes twinkled, suppressing a grin.

Was this some sort of private joke? Were Maggie and Phil somehow laughing at me? They’d never be so mean normally. It had to be the drugs. Gus seemed normal enough, but he was probably used to cocaine. It would probably take a lot of it to get him as far gone as Maggie and Phil, especially considering his body mass.

“No thanks. I’m good.” There was no way I was having any more wine. Maybe the drugs were in it. Someone had to stay sober enough to look after things.

“All right then. How ‘bout we go for a swim? Leave these two Looney birds to their own devices.” Gus rose and took my hand.

It seemed he wasn’t taking no for an answer. His touch sent a tingle of warmth through my body. I glanced at Maggie and Phil, only smiling now as they took a seat close together. “Are you guys okay?” I pulled Gus’s arm, making him halt, peering at Maggie and Phil.

Her hand rose and gestured for us to continue to the pool. “We’re just a little giddy from the sun and the wine. Go on. Dive in.” Her eyes shifted to Phil, eyebrow lifting for a second above an impish smile. She leaned closer to him and put her hand on his thigh, HIGH on his thigh.

There was no mistaking the look she’d given him or the seduction of her hand drifting up, almost on his crotch. This wasn’t cocaine; it was that date rape drug. It HAD to be. In all the times I’d visited Maggie and Phil, they’d never acted like this, giggling like teenage girls, flirting with each other and they couldn’t keep their hands off one another. Oh my. It would sure explain why Phil had been ogling my tits earlier.

My neck became hot and my eyes flew open wide as I turned to Gus. Oh my God. THAT was why they’d been so long getting the cheese and crackers! They’d been off fucking in the house somewhere!

I thought of the box of crackers and the cheese cut up in bite sized pieces. Did they wash their hands?

“You look like you could use the cold water. You’re as red as a strawberry.”Gus stopped at the edge of the pool regarding me, standing still beside him. His smile, which before had seemed so kind now looked like the leer of the big, bad wolf. He had to KNOW what Maggie and Phil had been up to in the house. He’d gone in.

My head jerked back for a second as the realization hit. THAT was why he’d changed his bathing suit to this loose plaid one. It looked more like shorts than a bathing suit. He’d seen them and gotten turned on. I risked a sideways glance at his crotch. Was he still turned on?

There was a bulge. A thrill shot through my core thinking of him excited, standing so close that the hem of his shorts brushed my thigh.

I glanced behind me one more time, to check on Maggie and Phil. They were sitting almost as one; their cheeks touching, speaking softly to each other, smiling, their eyes watching us. Why did the image of two vultures flash into my mind? Were they waiting for Gus to make a pass at me? Hoping for it? Crazed in the lust of the drug, all they could think about was sex?

My eyes flashed up to Gus, standing patiently waiting, still smiling across at me. I pulled away from his hand and dove into the pool. I needed to clear my head and cool the part of me that pulsed from all this…this sex, going on all around me.

I felt the splash of Gus, the water shuffling me to the side when he dove in. Near the bottom, the water was cooler and that’s where I’d stay as long as my breath held out. My body twirled and I saw Gus in front of me, his arms waving slowly in the water before his hand reached out for me. I almost gasped when his fingers slipped inside the cup of my bikini top. But no. He tugged the fabric up to cover me. This damned swim suit! Note to self, never dive into a pool wearing this top. You’d think I would have remembered from the first time. Once more, Gus had covered for me.

Oh God. The cold water did nothing to lower the temperature of my face. I swam to the surface, propelled by my legs, scissoring. I had to escape this while I still could. His finger had grazed my nipple and I had wanted it to stay there. This couldn’t be happening with a man I’d just met. I wasn’t THAT kind of girl.

I inhaled deeply, my eyes blinking water droplets away, hands reaching to brush my hair back. Who was I kidding? How often had I watched porn, naked but safe in the security of my apartment, thrusting my rabbit vibrator deep inside, fantasizing that it was a real man’s cock, my clit being burred by a woman’s tongue? Had Gus sensed that? Was I giving off pheromones, like a bitch in heat?


Chapter 10: Phil

Oooo. There she is.” Maggie’s voice purred in my ear. Her hand rubbed my cock through the fabric of the swim suit.

Sophie had just surfaced with her back to us. When she turned to face us, there was a sinking feeling in my gut. I didn’t need to hear Maggie’s next words, “Oh, too bad.” She felt the same way. The halter tops cups were securely in place, covering all of her boobs.

I took a large swallow of the wine, still gazing at Sophie. Who would ever have guessed I’d find her this sexy? Sure she was pretty, but sexy? Of course, it was Maggie’s doing. If she hadn’t admitted her lesbian fantasy I probably never would have seen it. And why had the thought of Sophie hitting on Maggie bugged me so much before today?

Gus’s head popped up, shaking from side to side, getting the water from his eyes and ears. It was Gus who’d done it. He’d opened this whole Pandora’s box, telling me about his sex life, letting me know he’d considered a threesome with Maggie and me. Now all I could think of was sex.

My hand toyed with the clasp on the back of Maggie’s bathing suit top. If I could be more sure of Sophie’s reaction I would undo it. I’m sure she would like it, seeing Maggie’s tits, but it was probably too soon.

I finished the glass of wine and reached for Gus and Sophie’s, to top them up. I’d only had four glasses of wine but I could feel it. Was it the sun or Maggie’s hand on my dick? Maybe, if Sophie had a few more glasses she’d loosen up. I glanced across at her but as usual she was looking to the side. Were they going to stay in the pool all day?

I could walk over and hand the wine to them if not for this raging hard-on that Maggie’d given me. Oh, what the fuck! I stood up, scooped the glasses in my hands and stepped away from the table. Oh my. I didn’t need to look down to see that my bathing suit looked like a snake had taken refuge there--a large python, reared and ready to strike.

“Here, you two. You’re a bit behind Maggie and me. Have a drink and relax.” I smiled at Gus and saw the look of surprise in his eyes. That’s right. YOU started this little buddy.

“I’m not sure I should. Actually I should get going soon.” Sophie walked to the edge of the pool, still looking off to the side.

She looked up at me, and her eyes became marbles, her hand reaching up, stopping in mid air. She looked away quickly, towards Maggie at the table. Was she wondering if Maggie had seen? If Maggie knew I was waltzing around with a polish sausage in my pants? I smiled down at her, willing her to look at me. Damned right Maggie knew. She’d put it there, along with thoughts of you, my dear.

She took the glass and set it on the concrete bordering the pool, looking at the contents for a few moments before she turned and popped up, rested her backside on the edge of the hard, grey surface.

Gus moved slowly through the water and grabbed the glass from my hand, sloshing a bit into the water. His blue eyes scowled up at me before he took a seat next to her.

My face flushed and it wasn’t the sun causing it. Oh no. I had pushed the envelope too far, parading around with my cock leading the way like a band master. Gus was usually the wild one and it was ME corralling him. At the thought, that the tables had turned so quickly, I spun around and walked back to Maggie.

As I sat down next to her, I saw Gus say something to Sophie and laugh. She joined him and then took a long sip of the drink. Whatever he’d said, he’d smoothed the water from my faux pas. Imagine, Gus cleaning up my mess.

Maggie seemed to catch my mood and moved her chair a little to the side. She excused herself and went into the house. Oh God, we’d acted like silly kids. How would I ever be able to face Sophie again after the hard-on incident?

Sophie stood up and carried her empty wine glass to the table. Her face was flushed but she looked straight into my eyes. I gulped, surprised to have her look at me head on, no averting of her gaze this time.

“Things under control here, Phil?” Her eyes glinted above the smirk on her lips.

My chin dipped to my chest. “Ah…I…ah…I’m sorry—“

“Don’t be. It’s okay. Maybe you should—“

“Sophie! It’s work calling on your cell phone. They need to speak to you.” Maggie appeared holding a small black cell phone, holding it out to Sophie.

She grabbed it out of Maggie’s hand and walked a few paces away, speaking quietly, ‘uh huh, yes.” The look on her face was sour, pissed off even, from the set of her grim lips.

Maggie and I exchanged a glance, both of us feeling a bit sheepish now. Gus didn’t take his eyes off Sophie.

She turned and looking past Gus to Maggie, “I’ve gotta go. There’s an incident with a German Sheppard on Glenforth Avenue. The neighbor called it in.” She spun around and raced back into the house, taking the distance in long strides.

Gus turned to us, an excited look in his face, eyebrows high. “I’m going with her. Who knows it might be fun?” He started to race to the house but then stopped and turned once more, his grin wider than ever. “Don’t hold dinner if I’m not back.” He glanced at the house and back to us. “Actually, don’t wait up.” With that he was off and running into the kitchen.

My head dipped to one side turning to Maggie. “That’s the last we’ll see of him today. He’d definitely warm for her form.”

Maggie took a step and eased her ass down into my lap. Her arms circled my neck and she grinned into my eyes. “Aren’t we all.”


Chapter 11: Gus

I banged on the bathroom door where she was changing. “I’m coming with you. Consider it a ride along. Don’t leave without me if you get dressed first.”

“A what?” Her voice was slightly muffled by the wooden door.

“Never mind. Just wait for me.” I crossed to the guest room and stripped the damp shorts off, to join the Speedo on the floor. I grabbed a T shirt from my bag and once more donned the stained jeans. I dug to the bottom of my bag and grabbed my ID and gun out of the false bottom. I slipped the small Beretta onto my ankle and pulled my pants cuff over it. If we were going to do something even close to official, I wasn’t going out there naked. I tucked my ID holder in my back pocket by my wallet.

The door in the bathroom opened and I ran to catch up with her. Now that I’d met her, I wasn’t letting her slip through my fingers that easily. Besides, it’d be fun to see her in action.

She sprinted down the hallway in front of me.

“Wait up.” I just had time to scamper back into the bedroom and grab my sneakers before she answered.

“I don’t think that’s such a good—“

“Nonsense! I WANT to. I promise I won’t get in your way or anything.” I joined her at the door and put my arm over her shoulder, leaning in, close to her face. “What do I call you? Sergeant Sophie? Officer Sophie?”

She pulled a face and poked me in the ribs, letting out a snort, totally un-ladylike and totally cute. It was hard to resist the urge to kiss her cheek. Her arm pushed mine away and she darted ahead, all business now.

“Okay. But stay back. If this dog is rabid or anything I wouldn’t want you to get bit. It’s better to let a professional handle this.” She opened the door of her car, a sensible Subaru station wagon with the back end sealed off by wire mesh netting.

Oh my God. If she only knew. A German Sheppard was chump change to some of the thugs I’d come across. Sure they could give you a nasty bite but what was that to staring down the barrel of a gun? I got in the passenger seat and slammed the door shut.

At her quick look, the grimace on her face, I muttered an apology. “Sorry. Guess in the excitement, I got carried away. She smiled and gave her head a small shake before turning, arm on the back of my seat, watching as she backed the car out of the driveway.

I gazed at her profile, the upturned nose, high cheekbones and deep set eyes with the droopy eyelids. God, she was beautiful and she had no idea of that fact.

When we were on the main road, I asked her questions about her job. It was a subject she warmed up to, easily relating stories. I listened as we drove, enchanted by the throaty, huskiness of her voice. I could have driven all day, listening to her.

***

She parked at the curb in front of a low bungalow, badly in need of a lick of paint. The neighborhood had also seen better days, originally working class but now the refuge of welfare recipients and drug dealers. The hackles on the back of my neck rose as I got out of the car and watched her lift the rear wagon door. When she reached in, I hoped it was for a gun, firing if not bullets, then tranquilizers at least.

She slammed the lid and in her hand was a two foot metal pole with a wire loop hanging from the end. That was it? No gun?

A middle aged woman came out of the house next door and ran along a cracked concrete walkway, stopping at the sidewalk, in front of us. “Hurry. I hate the dog but he doesn’t deserve this!”

Sophie put her hand on the woman’s arm, her expression calm and serious. “What’s going on? The dog’s in the backyard, right? It’s alive?”

The woman’s eyes bulged above puffy red cheeks. She pulled her arm away and pointed to her neighbor’s house. “He’s drunk and the poor brute’s been left out in the sun, tangled up so much in the chain that he can’t get up. Not there’s any water in its bowl, I’m sure.”

Sophie sprinted to the alleyway between the two houses, her tanned, impossibly long legs moving fast, like a gazelle. I raced to catch up, in case the ‘he’ was hanging around and not wishing any company, especially of the official kind.

She passed by the house and in the backyard was a large black and tan dog, on its side, tongue lolling out. Whatever energy it still had, it used to stagger to its feet and snarl at her. She held the stick out, approaching slow and cooing “There boy. It’s okay now. All okay.”

A lumbering mountain of a man appeared from the side of the house, following the expanse of his beer gut, staggering towards her. “Who the fuck are you? Get the fuck outta here, cunt.”

When she ignored him, he made a lunge but it was too late. My arms were around that jelly belly, my legs still running, knocking both of us to the ground, amid a heap of litter. “Ooof.” A waft of arid beer filled my nostrils when I landed on him.

His arms flailed on my back. “Get the fuck off me, ya fag. Get outta— ” I grabbed his wrist and yanked it hard to meet the wing of his shoulder blade. I’d managed to roll him and now pinned him to the ground, my knee on the small of his back, his arm twisted up, almost hard enough to leave its socket.

“Be quiet and you won’t get hurt.” The words were a low growl in my throat.

I looked over to Sophie. She had the noose around the dog’s neck. Her arm jerked back and forth holding the dog which was making a half hearted attempt to be free. She squatted, bent at the waist and unhooked the chain from the post where it was secured. There WAS a silver water dish, but it was empty and yards away from where the dog could reach, even if it HAD any water. I didn’t need a vet’s certificate to know that the animal was dehydrated, probably close to death in this heat.

She had the animal now, walking slowly, still cooing to it.

For good measure I gave the drunk’s arm one extra push, and smiled when he yelped in pain.

“I’m taking this dog away to get help for it. What’s its name?” She spoke through teeth gritted tightly together.

“Bowzer.” It was the woman who had made the complaint, now standing with a satisfied smirk on her face.

Two uniformed officers strode by her and walked up to Sophie. The younger one was tall and a little on the thin side. It was he who spoke to her, while the other one sauntered over to where I was.

“Never fails, huh Soph? Fourth of July weekend and the animals come out. Think he’ll be okay?” He jerked his head to where the dog just stood, panting.

She looked at the neighbor woman, ignoring the officer. “Can you fill the dish with some water? I don’t want to put him in the car until he’s had a little water.”

I looked up into the older officer’s face, took in the stern, no nonsense expression. Meanwhile under me, the drunken dog owner began to flail. “Officer, help me. He and this bitch broke in and knocked me down. I think he broke my arm.”

The policeman jerked his head, signaling for me to release him. “I’ve got this. Did you hurt him?”

I got to my feet and brushed my shorts off. The skin on my kneecap was bloody where I’d hit the ground.

“He was going for Sophie from behind. If I hadn’t been here, he may have tackled her. Where the hell have YOU two been?” The muscles in my neck balled into a knot. “She could have been hurt.”

The drunk lumbered to his feet, the cop glancing at him a few times before focusing his attention on me, giving me the evil eye. “And YOU are?” His voice held suspicion and a trace of menace. I guessed the heat was making all of us a little hot under the collar.

I slipped my ID from the back pocket of my shorts and flipped it open. “Special Agent Gus Miller, FBI. I’m a friend of Sophie’s. From the corner of my eye I saw her head swivel towards me.

“Gus?” Her voice was small.

The woman had returned with the water bowl and the dog took a few feeble laps of it. The older officer next to me, muttered, “A little out of your jurisdiction, aren’t you?” He snorted and turned to the drunk.

I took a few steps towards Sophie and took her free arm by the elbow. “C’mon. Let’s get this dog some help.”

“You’re FBI?” Her eyes were as wide as her gaping mouth.

I nodded.

“FB freaking I?” She shook her head but smiled.

She kept giving me sidelong glances on the way back to her car. I opened the rear door but the dog didn’t have the strength to hop in. It was pretty docile now, only a small curl of its lip when I moved to lift it. Together, Sophie and I got Bowzer into the car and sped away to the Emergency Vet.


Chapter 12: Sophie

It was almost six o’clock when we finished at the vet’s and I’d written my report. Gus was patient, even going so far as to get coffee while I sat in the office working. There weren’t many people around, with the holiday weekend and all.

I shook my head, pen poised over the report form at what he’d said. An FBI agent? Oh my God, this was too good to be true. It made perfect sense--a lot more believable than him being an ACCOUNTANT. He’d been so brave, getting all HE-MAN with the drunk. True, I could have handled him and the boys in blue were on the scene before too long, but it might have been too late for Bowzer.

I smiled, felt light headed even, recalling the way Gus’s arm muscles had rippled, hard and smooth restraining the drunk. That deserved a dinner at the very least. A thrill shot between my legs at the thought of how I’d really like to repay him. There was no way I’d drive him back to Maggie’s place. I squeezed my legs together, increasing the pleasure, picturing him naked on my bed.

“You just about done?” His voice was soft and low, coming from behind me.

A hand on my shoulder, the gentle squeeze, made my knees weak.

“Just need to sign it and then we can go.” I finished and turned to look up at him standing behind me. “How about I treat us to dinner?” I grinned and couldn’t resist, “What do I call you? Sergeant? Officer? Agent Miller ?” My voice trailed off as he held my gaze.

“Call me handsome. Call me darlin’, just don’t call me late for dinner.” He pinched my cheek and smiled down at me. His hand softened, still resting on my face and he gazed at my lips, bending over, coming closer…

My lips parted and I breathed into him when he kissed me. Oh God. Eyes closed inhaling the scent of him, that guy sweat under the deodorant. The gentle touch of his lips sent warm shivers racing through my body, to settle in the moistness between my legs.


He broke off the kiss and eased back a bit, our gazes locked. There were flecks of green in the blue of his eyes and a dimple in his chin that I hadn’t noticed before. Call him handsome? That would be an understatement.

He smiled brightly, breaking the spell of the moment. “So what’ll it be Sophie? Steak, surf and turf? Just what is my help this afternoon, worth to you?”

I stood up and took his hand leading him out of the office. “I was thinking pizza.” I turned and gave him my most naughty smile. “We’ll have it delivered and eat it in bed.”

His eyes widened and he gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “Now that’s an offer I can’t refuse.”

***

Twenty minutes later, I opened the door to my apartment and scanned the living room quickly. No, it was nice and tidy, no panties or socks lying around.

He stepped in behind me, closed the door and immediately I was in his arms. Our lips pressed hard, his tongue exploring my mouth, mine dancing with his, breath fast and hot hissing through our nostrils. His hands were on the buttons of my shirt, fingers flying to undo them, while my hands tugged at the bottom of his shirt, pulling it up to his chest. Oh God, my pussy ached wanting him so much. It had been waaaay too long since I’d been with a man, and never a man like this.

We only broke the kiss when he helped me with the shirt, sliding it over his head and tossing it on the floor. The skin on his back was like satin, covering muscles that were steel cables. I reached for the waist band of his jeans but his hands pushed mine back, tearing the shirt from my arms.

Oh yes! My hands once more went to the snap and zipper, tugging it open, pushing the rough fabric down. My bra hung loosely from my shoulders, unclasped by his frantic fingers. His hands were on my breasts, rolling them, squeezing, teasing the nipples and sending fresh thrills of pleasure straight to my clit.

His hands left my breasts, pulled at the button of my shorts so hard, it pinged onto the floor.

“Ohhh…” My hand closed around the thick hard shaft, tugged it upward, completely freeing it from the jeans. It was long, the bulbous head of it slippery under my fingers. “Oh God,” I murmured against the skin of his neck. I wanted that inside me, pushing deep.

When my shorts, (panties scrunched inside them), dropped to my ankles I stepped out of them, and slid my sneakers off. He pushed me with his body until my back was against the door, hands still clutching and massaging his turgid shaft. My leg was scooped up till my calf rested at his waist, his cock pressing into my pussy lips, spreading them apart to my opening.

Oh God, I needed it, now! My pelvis tilted up, muscles straining to get it inside, my hands cupping the hard, clenched muscles of his ass.

“Uhhhh….” He thrust deep and hard, lifting and pressing me into the door.

His hand went under my ass, fingers spread digging into my flesh, while his other hand lifted my leg that had been supporting me.

Oh yes! With legs scissored around his waist, his cock pulling out and then pummeling my cunt once more, it was deeper than any man had ever reached, bruising my cervix in a delicious pain. I’d never been fucked like this, our hands clutching each other, pressed into the door, rutting like animals lost in lust.

He was strong. My arms were around his neck, holding some of my weight on his broad shoulders. Each thrust shot fresh quivers of pleasure throughout my body, passing from my clit and spreading out to my fingertips.

“Fuck, you’re tight! You feel good.” His words rumbled on my skin, and into my ear, his groin rocking back and forth against my clit, burying his cock to new depths. There was only his cock filling my cunt, each thrust hard, becoming faster and faster till his cock was like a jackhammer. My nails dug into his back as the first wave of lust claimed me…Legs quivering, clutching him tight…

“I need you…don’t stop…” My passion spilled forth from my lips, teeth pressed against his neck, crying my need. He strained up, pushing his shaft, pulsing his orgasm deep inside. The hot fullness of his release caused another orgasm to quiver through me. We grasped and clutched each other’s body, straining deeper, lost in pleasure.

For a few minutes we stayed that way, hearts pounding fast and furious, panting until our breathing evened out. A trickle of sweat left his forehead and trailed down his face, onto my neck. His mouth sought mine and we kissed, long and sweet, returning to reality, the room, and the sounds of traffic outside.

I’d never had a man treat me like this--holding me up against the wall like I was light as a feather in his arms. He was only a few inches taller than me, despite the fact that he was probably sixty or seventy pounds heavier.

I eased my leg away until my foot was once more on the floor. Still, my other leg cupped his ass, reluctant to leave the moment. But the passion had been spent, at least for now anyway. I felt his limp cock slide out of the slipperiness, the wet remnant of lust.

“Sophie. That was wonderful.” He breathed the words against my lips.

“Yes. But your back must be breaking, holding me like this.” I slid my leg down against his hip, and over the bunched jeans resting high on his thigh.

He kissed my lips, my chin and burrowed into the hollow of my neck with his mouth, muttering, “I could hold you forever, baby. You smell so good.”

The aroma of our lovemaking, mixed with sweat wafted into my nostrils. It was like a forest, lush and pungent. My head fell to the side, giving my throat and neck over to his caresses. I could have stayed that way for quite a bit longer if the hunger pain growling in his stomach hadn’t sounded.

“I promised you pizza.” I smiled and held his head, lifted his face to kiss his lips.

“Pizza, for sure but I’M buying. After this, I feel I owe you.” He tugged at his jeans pulling them over his manhood, but he returned my smile.

“If I let you buy after that comment, what would it make me? Your whore? I’m not sure I like the sound of that.” I stepped away and reached for my shorts to get my cell phone. I flashed a grin at him. “A pizza would be waaay too cheap.”

He chuckled and bent next to me to retrieve his shirt. “You’re right. What just happened…well, I couldn’t put a price on it.” His finger stroked my cheek and his eyes bored into mine. “You’re beautiful Sophie.”

My neck became hot and I covered his finger with my hand, looking down at my cell phone. I’d always considered myself not bad looking, but beautiful? The way he’d said it was totally sincere. When I glanced up into his face, he was still watching me, his eyes kind of dreamy.

“You’re not hard to look at either…Mr. FBI.”

His face changed, now looking perplexed and kind of sheepish. He looked at the floor and scratched the back of his head. “About that. You can’t tell anyone. Not Maggie or anyone. We’ve been setting this up for months and this is the last part—the undercover part.”

I raised my head, back ramrod stiff while the muscle in my neck became tighter and tighter. My mouth opened to set him straight, but before anything came out, I closed it again. After all, how well did he know me? To him I must be very low on the enforcement scale, not even registering. I forced a smile and touched his arm. “Don’t worry. Even though Maggie’s my best friend, your secret’s safe.”

Maggie. And the way that she and Phil had been acting today? My lips pulled to the side, brow furrowed looking into his eyes. He was FBI so obviously Maggie and Phil weren’t on drugs. “It was really strange today at Maggie’s. I’ve never seen her and Phil act so…so…I don’t know…so flirty with each other. And Phil! My God, he had an erection when he handed me the wine! How much had they been drinking?”

I watched him closely. I was fishing and he probably would catch on to that, him being FBI and all, but he MUST have seen them in the house, caught them fucking like rabbits.

For just a glimmer of a second his eyes flickered to the left. Aha! I was right. He took a deep breath and smiled. “Yes. Maybe a little intoxicated. It’s been a while since I’ve seen them. Obviously the spark in their marriage is burning bright.”

He grinned and continued, “What about that pizza? I’m starved.”

I scowled and hit the button on my phone, programmed for my favorite pizza joint. “Spark? It was more like an inferno of lust. Why do I have the feeling that there’s more you’re not telling me?” I shot him a look and placed the order.

From the way his eyebrows shot up before he turned away, there was a lot more going on here. If he wouldn’t say, maybe I’d have to ask Maggie.


Chapter 13: Gus

I turned away, unable to face the suspicion in her eyes. Sophie was not only beautiful, she was smart. My chin dropped to my chest, listening to her on the phone. This was not the right way to start a relationship…

A relationship? I gasped. A smile spread on my lips and my heart skipped a beat. Yes. There was a quality about her that I’d never experienced in other women—an innocence and sensuality, vulnerability threaded through the confident, beautiful woman. I’d never felt that kind of passion with anyone else. We were hardly in the door before we were tearing each other’s clothes off.

No, the smirking, smartass bad boy was more my style. Women usually ate that up with a spoon. But earlier, it was honest lust. We both needed it.

Oh God, who was I to think of honesty in the same breath as Sophie? But I couldn’t tell her about Phil and Maggie and my part in it. If she knew my background, the threesomes and more-somes, she might throw me out. My stomach fell to the floor at the thought of never seeing her.

Her arms went around me and she whispered in my ear. “The pizza won’t be here for forty minutes. How about we take a shower? Together?”

I turned and kissed her again, my tongue softly insistent against hers. Her mouth was sweet, lips full and lush like cherries. That was all it took for my cock to once more thicken and rub into the downy softness of her mons.

She broke the kiss and smiled, that devilish smirk that made me want to devour it with my mouth. Her fingertips held my hand lightly, leading the way to the bathroom. Thank God the bath tub was over-sized. She turned the water on and bent over to test the temperature.

The cheeks of her ass were perfectly rounded, high and firm alabaster globes. They were luscious and I couldn’t stop my hand from lightly skimming the surface, feeling the softness of her skin. Once more, she turned to face me, the smile of a seductress, full of endless promise. Her grey eyes were hooded looking into mine, her hand reaching once more for my shaft.

“Mmm…hard again. I’ll have to take care of that.” Her fingers drifted along the length of it, from the base to the head and left me hanging when she stepped into the tub.

The warm water cascaded onto her head, hair wet and clinging to her high cheekbones and the hollows under them. She blinked water from her eyes and smiled reaching her hand to the soap dispenser, filling the palms of her hands with the creamy, white liquid. That smile, so inviting yet taunting…hands now rolling over her body and down between her legs. I watched her hands skim by the thin strip of blonde pubic hair, fingers sliding into her woman folds. The slow, sensuous movements, her lips parted, panting a soft breath of air was one of the most erotic sights I’d ever seen.

Who was this girl-woman, so innocent yet provocative?

I stepped in and reached behind her to grasp the hand held shower head. I placed it over her mons, watching the suds drip from her pelvis before lowering it farther and placing it against her pussy. Her head eased to the side, lips open and eyes closed as I caressed her with the warm jet of water.

The fingers of my other hand pressed into her pussy lips, opening them.

“Oh God…” She raised her leg and placed her foot on the side of the tub, arching her pelvis towards me.

It was an invitation I couldn’t refuse. I dropped to my knees before this wet goddess, my mouth replacing the head of the shower. A smell of vanilla, the soap scent, mixed with her feminine musk and filled my nostrils, with a heady, intoxicating aroma. The bud of her clit, nestled in satin folds of burgundy tissue was firm against my tongue.

“Don’t stop. Yes, right there.” Her moans filled my ears and her fingers streaked through my hair, becoming a fist holding my head harder onto her.

My fingers opened, dropping the shower head, and I reached for her ass, dug my fingers into the crevice between her cheeks. The rim of her anus tightened when my finger toyed there.

A thrill of lust filled my cock as I pictured claiming that spot. I pulled at her, pressing just the ball of my finger into her.

“Oh!” She cried and squirmed to the side, away from me.

It only served to increase my desire for her, but I let it go, my finger now seeking her opening, sliding into her cunt. There’d come a time when she’d want me to fuck her ass, but not yet.

My fingers pumped into her hot flesh, spreading her, feeling the wetness inside…wetness from our lust earlier but also her fresh desire. The sounds from her throat were soft, pleading mewls for more.

My tongue flicked over the tip of her clit, teasing it in the soft contact. She groaned and pulled me harder into her pussy, and ground her clit against my mouth.

“Harder, don’t stop.” Her voice was urgent, matching the small thrusts of her pelvis.

Oh God, I could have licked and adored her pussy for hours, it was so hot and beautiful. Her hand clenched and unclenched on my head, pulling my hair, lost in her orgasm. My tongue whirred hard across her bud of pleasure, my fingers pumping in and out of her, curling to find the G spot. Waves of slippery wetness found my fingers with each peak of her lust.

Both of her hands on my head pushed me back and I looked up at her face. Her eyes were mere slits, lips loose, panting from the intensity of the orgasm. The abject pleasure on her face caused my dick to ooze a trickle of pre-cum, a jolt of pleasure flooding into it anew.

I kissed her mons and rose to my feet, my arms circling her body as she relaxed into me. We held each other silently, the water from the shower head pulsing on our feet.

She planted small kisses on my neck, trailing her lips to my ear where she breathed her next words. “Gus. Where’d you learn to do that so well? I may never let you leave.”

I held her face, my hands on her cheeks and gazed into her eyes. “I may never try. Sophie, you have no idea how beautiful you are.”

This time she didn’t look away at the compliment. Her smile was once more wanton and wicked as she lowered in the tub to kneel before me. Her chin dropped and I could almost feel her gaze on my cock.

“It’s so big.” Her fingers circled the head while her other hand scooped the shower head from next to my foot.

Warm water sprayed into my groin, over my balls and ended with a gush on the inflamed flesh of my rod. The tip of her tongue rolled over her lower lips as she glanced up at me. It was driving me crazy having her mouth so close to my shaft.

She filled her hands with soap and rubbed it into me, my balls as firm and ridged as walnuts, from there rolling around my shaft till she reached the thick purple head of it. Her finger rolled into the slit and teased more slipperiness from me.

“Oooo. I like that.” She cooed and smiled, talking to the head of my cock. “Now to rinse this big old monster.”

Warm water flowed over me, dripping in a steady stream from the tip of it. She leaned forward slowly, her open lips less than an inch away. I exhaled loudly when her tongue darted forward, licking the tip like it was an ice cream cone.

“You taste good.” Her hand rolled up and down and she threw a glance at my face before once more, swirling her tongue over the thick head.

Her other hand cupped my balls, squeezing them softly with a rhythm, like the pulse of my blood pounding through my veins. Her fingers there glided back, pressed into the perineum shooting fresh pleasure to the head of my shaft. Oh God, the little vixen knew what she was doing.

My lips parted as she continued her exploration, fingers wet and still slippery with soap gliding between the cheeks of my ass. Oh Jesus! Her hot mouth took my cock inside just as her finger pressed into my asshole. Up and down my shaft, almost to the base, her eyes tearing up—each time she took it in, while her finger pressed into my anus. How much more could I take of this pleasure?

“Oh yeah, Sophie. Keep doing that baby.” My lips were loose watching her almost deep throat my cock, every fiber of my being focused on the sensations her mouth and finger gave me.

“Oh…” The word slipped out of my mouth just like my cock slipping out of hers. She bent and strained her tongue and lips under my cock to lick my balls. Oh my God, I loved that.

My fingers played in her hair, as I closed my eyes to the exquisite waves of pleasure flooding through my body.

When she once more took my cock into her mouth, my hips responded, rocking gently into her. The hot wetness of her mouth, tongue flicking the underside of my shaft…”Oh God! Suck it!” It was a growl that rose from my throat.

Waves of lust gushed from my cock deep into her mouth and throat. Some dribbled from the corner of her lips, running in a thick, white stream down to her chin. It was erotic and hot as hell watching as my body surrendered to her touch. Lost in her touch.

I jerked away when her tongue became too much—a thin thread of cum still connecting her lips to my shaft.

She looked up at me and swallowed hard, gave me a lewd, satisfied grin. Her fingers left my shaft and bottom to grasp my hands. I helped her to her feet, aching to kiss those rosebud lips, taste our mutual pleasure.

Her hands left mine and she held my head close to her face. “My big, strong FBI hero. I want to do that again and again. Will you stay the night?”

My thudding heart leapt to my throat. Stay the night? I could stay a lifetime with a woman like Sophie. “When you put it like that, it’s an offer I can’t refuse.”


Chapter 14: Sophie

It was late that evening and we lay close together, the sheets tangled at our feet. Pizza had been eaten in bed, along with a session of sixty nine. It was like I’d known Gus all my life; he was sweet and easy to talk to. Plus, he was a sexual bull.

“That thing you did in the shower…playing with my asshole. I’ve seen it in porn movies but—”

“YOU watch porn movies? SOPHIE! I never would have guessed.” He sat up in bed staring at me but his lips twitched, suppressing a grin.

My hand flew out and landed a light punch on his arm. “I’m not a nun you know. Sure, I watch porn movies.” Some of the things I’d seen in them were pretty hot. I was a liberated woman, not some naïve waif. There hadn’t been many boyfriends—actually only one semi serious one but he’d left for a hot little chicklet where he worked. I just hadn’t met the right guy yet. Was Gus the right guy?

“You’ve never done anal. I could tell.” He lay back down and folded me into his arms. “It’s got to be done right or it’s painful. We’ll do it someday when you’re ready.”

“You’ve had a lot of experience with women.” My fingers absently toyed with the hair on his chest. “I wish I had.”

His head jerked to the side and he started to sit up, staring at me.

Oh God. I could feel my face grow hot and red, even in the low lighting. “I mean experience in general, not specifically with women.”

His eyebrows pulled together before he asked. “No bi fantasies or naughty school girl play? I thought that was fairly common in women.”

My heart stopped for a second, falling into my gut. Had he guessed? Did I give out some kind of weird radar? I took a breath, paused before answering. So what if I did? There was nothing wrong with that. He’d said it himself. It was fairly common and I was a liberated woman. So there.

“No naughty stuff in school. But of course it happens all the time in porn. There’s always a big girl on girl scene which gets the guys pretty hot.” My voice became whispery when I added, “It’s hot for girls too…watching it. I’ve always wondered…”

The way he looked at me, his face showing no expression, also made me wonder. Was he shocked? Did it turn him on? The conversation was casual and I’d never felt this at ease talking to another person—especially a guy as hot as Gus, but, had I gone too far? But he hadn’t denied his experience with lots of women. Surely, he’d come across it lots of times.

I took a breath and lifted my chin high. “What are you thinking?”

Once more the shift of his eyes to the left, his mouth opening to answer and then shutting it tight.

What was he about to say? What was he avoiding? If we were ever to get really close, we had to be truthful with one another.

I sighed. It was decision time at the OK corral.

“I’ve had fantasies, even masturbated watching a group sex scene.” I played with the hair on his chest again, avoided looking into his eyes. “I’ve wondered what it would be like to be with a woman…be fucked by lots of men.”

I looked up at his face, trying to read his expression. Gus would make a really good poker player.

What the hell, why not? “You only live once. Someday I’m going to try it.”

His head tilted but his eyes looked straight into mine. “You’re serious? You’d actually want to do that?”

God I wished he’d smile, frown or give some indication of what he was thinking!

“Yeah. Y’know, I’ve never told anyone about this. You’re the first. But there’s something about you that makes me feel at ease. I trust you.”

He actually smiled.

Warmth spread through my chest. I was pretty sure I knew the answer but I needed to hear it. “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?”

His eyes popped open wide and he grinned. “Farthest thing from it, actually. I admit, I’m surprised though.”

There was a fluttery feeling in my stomach and I grabbed his hand. “We could do it together. I mean go to a club or meet other people who are into this. I’d feel better if you were at my side. I mean, I WANT to do it but it’s still kind of scary.”

Say yes, oh please, say yes. I watched the grin fade from his mouth and his eyes drop to my hand.

My shoulders slumped and my lips pulled to the side. Oh no, my mouth had been in motion before the brain was in gear. He wasn’t interested in doing this with me.

“Sophie, I’ve had some experience with this, group sex I mean. Part of me is jumping for joy that I’ve found a woman I care about who is interested in swinging. That’s what it is y’know.”

His face lifted and I felt the intensity of his gaze. “Another part, wants you to be with me...only me. At least for a while, anyway.” Looking down again, he stroked the back of my hand lightly with his fingers. “But this is important to you. If…no, it’s really, WHEN, you try this, I’d like to be with you.”

I gulped air and held it watching him, unable to trust my voice in my excitement.

“Just one thing I ask. Let’s sleep on it. If you still feel the same way in the morning, we set the wheels in motion.”


Chapter 15: Gus

The morning sun and the sound of birds outside pulled me reluctantly to consciousness. It was comfy in her bed, our bodies tucked in to each other, spooned with my arm draped over her hip. We fit, like we’d been this way for years instead of just a night.

If anyone had ever told me that I’d fall for a woman at first sight, I’d have said they were off their meds. Love at first sight didn’t happen. That was just a silly thing in schmaltzy romance novels, not real life. But here I was, Gus Miller, falling in love with a woman I’d just met. Sophie.

So sweet, so beautiful, so sexy. Everything was So—phie. I gazed at the back of her head, the blond curly hair in such delightful disarray. Her neck and shoulder, slender but firm, graceful in a totally feminine way.

I sighed and frowned thinking of how we’d ended the night. There wasn’t any doubt that she’d still want to pursue the swinger lifestyle.

I gave my head a little shake and closed my eyes for a moment. What a hypocrite I was. I’d always had fun in the lifestyle, had even thought about a threesome with my best friend and his wife, and now here I was, reluctant to get into it with Sophie.

Was it jealousy? I tried to picture her with another guy. Shit, it must be because Phil had been next to her with a raging hard-on yesterday. It was HIS face on the guy fucking her, in my head.

My fingers threaded through my hair, watching Sophie sleep. It wasn’t jealousy.

What then? Was it because I was serious about her, that she was marriage material? Hell, the women in the lifestyle were married, for fuck’s sake. Their husband’s cherished and respected them but they were okay with their wives fucking all kinds of guys…as long as they were there to watch, of course.

She rolled over and stretched, her long legs and arms above her head pulling her body awake, while a smile spread on her face. I leaned over and kissed the tip of her upturned nose. “Good morning.”

“Hey. How’d you sleep? Did I kick you or hog the bed?” She turned to lie on her side facing me.

She looked great, even with the bed head. I couldn’t resist teasing her. “You snore but that’s okay. So do I.”

Her face broke out into a grin, that playful, impish grin, and her fingers skimmed the hair on my chest. “I’ve slept on it and I still want to try it. What do we do now? You said you’ve had some experience.”

I pursed my lips and let out a puff of air. This was it, then. “Well, we can start by meeting another couple, if you like. There’re probably lots of people in the area who do this.”

Her mouth fell open and she stared at me in horror. “I can’t do this HERE! Sure it’s a big city but I’m a government employee. People see me every day. They look up to me, respect me even!”

It was hard and I had to bite the inside of my mouth to keep the chuckle inside. She was in animal control for God’s sake, not the fucking FBI like me! “Okay. Not here. But, consider that anyone you meet is also putting themselves out there too. Confidentiality is taken pretty seriously in the lifestyle. It’s not as bad as gays once had it, but it’s still, for most people, best kept under wraps.” My head dipped and I scowled a question at her. “You sure, you really want to do this?”

“Yes!” She sighed and propped her torso on her elbow. “You’re right. If I’m okay with this, I shouldn’t be so hung up on keeping my identity well hidden.” She looked down at the bed sheet for a moment and her eyes were large grey pools when she looked at me again. “What about you? Are YOU okay with doing this with me?”

Ah….That was the sixty-four dollar question. I touched her cheek with my fingers, looking into her eyes. “I want to be with you. This is something you want right now, so yes I’m okay with it.” I smiled and kissed the top of her head. “Let’s get started then. Where’s your computer or laptop?”

Her mouth dropped open once more and her eyes became narrow slits. “That was fast!”

My mouth went dry and my stomach tightened into a knot. “WHAT? You just said you—“

“You didn’t have to agree so quickly. Maybe you just like the idea of fucking other women, lots of—”

As she spoke, I blinked hard and leaned closer. “HOLD ON! YOU were the one who started this.” At the hurt that appeared in her eyes, I softened. “Look, I’m doing this to be with you, not to get my dick wet with other women. YOU.”

Her mouth pulled to the side and she was total innocence looking at me. “Is that true?”

I rolled my eyes and took her into my arms, smoothing her ruffled hair with my hand. “You said last night you trusted me. You’ll have to trust me on this too.”

She pulled back and once more the impish grin was on her face, her eyes sparkling. “I’ll get my laptop for you and then I’ll make coffee.” She sat up and swung her long tanned legs out of bed, bounding to her feet. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this and not even a coffee under my belt.”

As she walked out of the room, I admired the sway of her ass. There was no way our faces would show in the profile on line but who needed them anyway? A pic of that splendid derriere would entice a eunuch.

She scampered back to the bed with her notebook computer in hand. When she placed it on the bed, I admired the front view as well. It would be hard to say which would be a bigger draw. Her ass or those beautiful breasts topped with cone shape, rosy nipples.

“My password is ‘Shakespeare’, capital ‘S’ the rest small letters. Don’t forget the ‘e’. Most people forget that.”

“Shakespeare?”

“Yeah. I was probably the only kid in high school who actually liked reading his plays. I named my dog Shakespeare too.” She turned, walked out of the room, and popped her head back around the door frame. “By the way, would you like to stay with me while you look for an apartment? It would be easier for you, being in the city instead of out in the boonies with Maggie and Phil.” She flashed a big grin. “Besides, I like having you around.”

My body felt like it was floating in the air and the huge grin on my face was my answer.

It would have been nice to visit with Phil some more but I could see him anytime. Right then, the prospect of being with Sophie filled me with joy.

The End
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