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About this book:

From Best Selling Author Mia Moore.

They each find out a secret that changes their lives forever…

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…

THEIR FIRST TIME: Annette goes to her High School reunion and learns some fascinatingly filthy facts about her old buddies

THEIR STEAMY NEW FRIENDS: Sasha discovers that Cindy, her personal trainer at the gym has a freaky side.

SULTRY SWINGERS: Chloe snoops in her BFF’s cell phone and gets the shock of her life.

In each book, when their husbands find out, things really heat up.

THEIR FIRST TIME:

[image: Their First Time Cover for upload (Medium).jpg]On the weekend of her school reunion, reconnecting with her 'bestie' Stacey, Annette and Craig make A shocking discovery! Stacey and her husband Jeff, are swingers? OMG!

After the initial surprise, Annette and Craig are curious...then titillated...then...OMG!

It's a hot wicked swinger's weekend, where Annette explores her bi-sexuality, and discovers the joys of threesomes and foursomes. Craig is totally turned on watching Annette with another guy, even if the other guy is Jeff, the heart throb she used to crush on.

Wild lascivious Stacey has more plans for the four of them! Instead of the school reunion dance, they'll visit a club. Not your regular dance club though…

THEIR STEAMY NEW FRIENDS

[image: Steamy New Friends.jpg]Sick and tired of big city life, Sasha and Alex have moved to the small town of Castelry, right by the ocean. Clean air, tidy streets and friendly people made it a no-brainer for this couple in their late ‘30’s.

When they join the fitness center in town, things begin to steam up. Sasha’s personal trainer is Cindy; she’s got a perfect body and an outgoing personality. In no time at all Cindy’s husband Jerrold buddies up with Alex, and the two couples go out for drinks.

Maybe it was being pumped up from the gym. Maybe it was something in the drinks, but laughter and banter between the couples becomes more open. And a lot more risqué. What starts out as a budding warm friendship quickly grows into something hotter. A lot hotter. Yummy yummy hotter.

What a friendly little town indeed!

SULTRY SWINGERS

Snooping on her best friend enflames Chloe’s own hungers…

[image: Sultry Swingers Cover for Publication (Large).jpg]Grace has a secret… she and her wonderful husband Jason frequent a swingers club!

By accident (well, almost by accident) Grace’s best friend Chloe finds out.

Chloe is shocked! Shocked! Until the surprise wears off… then she starts to wonder. What would it be like to be a swinger? Her wondering becomes a fantasy. But how do you draw the line between fantasy and reality? Or do you really want to? After all, you can’t taste a fantasy. You can’t smell a fantasy… You can’t feel warm, damp, fleshy slickness if it’s only a fantasy…

When a fantasy becomes real, it comes… to life! Again and again!
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Their First Time:

A Swingers Lusty Reunion Weekend!

A Hotwife Sharing Ménage
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Chapter 1
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Annette noticed the pop up message appear in the bottom corner of her laptop screen but chose to ignore it. It was almost eleven o’clock and the presentation for tomorrow’s meeting needed one more run-through before she could answer emails or look at any social sites. She clicked on the Powerpoint starting slide and sat back in the plush leather chair, watching it with narrowed eyes.

That bitch Miranda would be at the meeting and if there was one thing, one item that was off in the presentation, the figures or conclusions, she’d be sure to point it out. Ever since Martin announced his retirement plans, the competition for his job had become fierce. She’d worked too many years at the bank to miss this opportunity. She sighed. It might be her last with the onslaught of fresh talent graduating from college.

“Are you coming to bed soon? You’ve been at that all evening. Surely to God, it’s perfect by now.” Craig gave her shoulder a squeeze before turning to leave their small home office.

It was meant to be encouraging. She knew that on a rational level but he’d hit a nerve instead. That damned British casual aloofness that she’d once found so alluring was now just condescending and cold. The fact that they hadn’t had sex in three months wasn’t helping either. It was a wonder they still shared the same bed.

Fuck it! She turned the presentation off and clicked on the icon bringing her to Facebook. With Michael away at college it was one way to stay in touch, or at the very least, see what her son was up to. Her eyes widened seeing the chat message icon flashing.

Oh my God. Stacey Williams? She hadn’t heard from Stacey in almost twenty years! Hard to believe that at one time they’d been best friends, an inseparable duo. But their lives had taken totally different paths after high school. She clicked on the icon opening the chat window.

‘Is this the Annette Horton who went to Jefferson High in Black Rapids? If not, sorry to bother you.’

Annette grinned, leaning forward to get a better look at the picture of Stacey that showed next to her name. She looked like she’d put on a few pounds but other than that, the quirky lopsided smile was the same.

‘Stacey? OMG! It’s been so long! Yes. It’s me. How are you?’

Her eyes lit up, watching and waiting for Stacey to reply. This was so random and totally awesome.

‘Great! Are you going to the reunion? I can’t wait to see you and play catch up.’

Annette sat back and blinked a couple times slowly. Reunion? This was the first she’d heard of any reunion.

‘You mean Jefferson High?’

Twenty years and two states over from Ohio. No wonder she hadn’t received any invitation or notice.

‘Yeah. Jeff and I will be there. Did you ever marry? Any kids?’




Jeff. He was the reason she and Stacey had drifted apart that final year of high school. Was he still as gorgeous as he’d been in school? Every girl’s panties got wet whenever Jeff, the captain of the football team smiled at them. Annette had been one of that group of girls who had to rinse out their underwear at night.

It was odd that he’d picked Stacey over any of the cheerleaders who threw themselves at him. Stacey was the quiet, bookish one whereas Annette had been the life of the party, the girl every guy but Jeff had asked out. It had hurt when he asked Stacey to the prom and not her.

Her head listed to the side remembering those days. She took a deep breath and a smiled wistfully. There was always a silver lining... Jeff’s rejection was also a turning point where she buckled down in school and improved her grades enough to get accepted at an Ivy League school. If not for that, she would never have met Craig or got the great job at the bank.

‘When is the reunion? I’ll have to check to see if Craig and I can make it. Yes. I have one son, who’s attending Caltech.’

She pictured Michael, the ice blue eyes and thick dark lashes framing them in a classically handsome face. He’d inherited her looks and Craig’s brains, thank God.

‘June 17 and 18th. There’s a dance and events planned all weekend long. They’ve even got the River Inn on-side, giving a big discount for out of towners. We’re staying there. Would you like me to book a room for you and your husband? I’m so excited to be seeing you again!’

Her stomach tightened as the words appeared on the screen. On one hand it would be great seeing Stacey and everyone but...

She took a deep breath and sighed. It wasn’t seeing Jeff. That wasn’t it. Too much time had passed for old feelings to have any relevance. Right? Hopefully, that would be the case.

It was Craig. Maybe if things were better with her husband, she’d be more interested in going. He probably wouldn’t want to go anyway, not to some parochial backwater school reunion. She could almost hear his words in her head.

Actually, it would be more fun if he didn’t go. She would downplay the reunion, make it sound really dull. It wasn’t just that he wouldn’t know anyone at the reunion but there would be the cultural clash with his English background and of course...the age difference. Being around people in their early forties was bound to make him feel even older still. A ten year difference could feel like a generation. He’d probably relish a weekend alone, anyway.

Her fingers flew typing a reply to Stacey.

‘I’ll make the reservation and check the schedule on line. They must have something posted on the internet. My email is a.bannister@yoohoo.com. Write me and we’ll get the details figured out. I’m glad you contacted me. It’s been too long.’

She closed up the laptop and stood to her feet, already feeling the familiar lead in her muscles walking up the stairs to their bedroom. How much longer would they go on like this before one of them found someone else? Neither of them was happy and they were going through the motions for the sake of their son.

Well, this was something different. It might be the beginning of something she’d been too chicken to bring up with Craig, a separate vacation. It was only a weekend but it could be the break through to suggesting a week in Paris, by herself. It had been a dream that she’d nurtured for as long as she could remember and he had no interest in going. Probably that traditional British disdain for the French.

Little did Annette know how prophetic her thoughts were as she trudged up the stairs. The high school reunion would be the beginning of something...but nothing in her wildest dreams, she would ever think possible.


Chapter 2
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Craig wheeled the car over to the vacant spot at the curb that had just opened in front of Citizens’ Bank. He smiled turning to Annette and watching her gather her purse and briefcase.

“See? A perfect parking spot for the third time this week. It’s prescient. Things will go well with your presentation, you’ll see.”

She rolled her eyes and huffed a shuddering sigh. “Easy for you to say, when you work for yourself. You don’t have a bunch of cut throats competing for the same job, willing to do anything to get ahead.”

Her hand was on the door handle when he spoke, stopping her in her tracks.

“Why do you want that job so much? You enjoy what you do now. If you got the Director’s job you would inherit a whole set of headaches you really don’t need. Supervising twice as many people, answering to a Veep you despise. Seriously, Annette...I make more than enough money to maintain our lifestyle. Relax a bit and smell the roses.”

Her jaw tightened when she looked over at him. Was he once more lording it over her that his job in the investment firm, a firm that he’d started for God’s sake, netted them three times the income that she brought in? They had graduated from the same program in university but he’d been the entrepreneur, taking chances while she’d chosen the safer route at the bank. But she’d been the main bread winner for the first five years of their marriage, a fact that he conveniently forgot most of the time.

Looking him straight in the eye, she said, “How can you be so dismissive of my dreams? I’ve wanted this job since I started at the bank. It’s not just the money, you know.” Her eyes narrowed watching him.

He was still a handsome man. The crow’s feet at the edges of his eyes and the laugh lines ordering his mouth just made his face more interesting. That was another thing that wasn’t fair. A man could get older and look more distinguished but for a woman...she only looked old and… and…used up. The clock was ticking even though she was only forty-two. Being perceived as young and attractive were also assets in being considered for this job.

He sat back in the seat and looked out into the side mirror. “Fine. Knock ‘em dead, Annette, he said in a flat voice. When he turned to face her again, there was a sad look on his face, his dark eyes not quite meeting hers.

For some reason a bolt of fear shot through her gut, making the coffee and bagel she had for breakfast feel like a lump of lead. It hit her all of a sudden. He was every bit as unhappy as she was. He’d just made a weak attempt at connecting but somehow, every time they reached out to one another over the last year, their fingers just grazed each other and slipped away.

“Thanks.” She opened the car door and swung her legs out, rising gracefully to her feet. A couple of young executives in expensive suits walking by, turned and gave her the once over with their eyes. Well, it could have been her they were looking at in the tailored red jacket and skirt; but she knew more probably it was the silver Beamer.

“See you tonight.” Craig’s words were cut off when she shut the door, her heels clacking the sidewalk as she walked to the front entrance of the towering glass structure.

She didn’t have time to think about Craig and the mess of their marriage. That could keep until later. For right then she needed to focus on the presentation and the meeting, anticipating questions from her boss and that bitch, Miranda.

***

The drive to his office downtown in the high powered financial district of the city passed in the wink of an eye. Craig was still re-living the scene with Annette in his mind. God! She still looked the same, every bit as alluring as when they’d started going out in university. She jogged, had a personal trainer and had the best creams and make-up that money could buy. He’d noticed the two young financial wolves checking her out when she got out of the car. He thought at first they were admiring his Beamer, but when they watched Annette from behind as she went through the entrance he clued in, and felt rather smug. Those fellows were in their 30’s!

But she wasn’t the same person inside; not anymore. Where there was once warmth, empathy, humour and affection, now what was left was a tight, small minded and controlling bitch. Yes, bitch. Much as he hated to admit it, that’s what she was lately. She’d always been competitive but now she was obsessed with getting ahead, even competing with him. They’d once been a team, a partnership and now they were adversaries.

How much more he could take? Or, more accurately...how much more that he wanted to.

He parked the car in the underground lot and got out, hitting the fob and being instantly rewarded with the cheerful chirp of the doors locking. The lot was almost full. It was one of the perks of being a partner, the fact that he could arrive late in the morning, if you could call eight thirty being late. 

When he walked through the wide double doors of the penthouse suite, the receptionist Gail was there to meet him. This morning, instead of the bubbly greeting handing him the newspaper, she was owl eyed and nervous.

“Mr. Bannister. Have you heard the news?” From the way she clutched her hands, rolling her manicured fingers over each other, the news couldn’t be good.

“What news?”

“It’s Mr. Parcher, Sir. His wife called this morning. He’s had a heart attack. He’s in intensive care at Mount Sinai.” Her words were rushed, staring intently up at him.

“Oh my God.” It was like being kicked in the gut. Anthony was five years younger than him and in peak physical condition. If this had happened to Gerald the other partner, he might have understood. The guy lived on steak and never did any exercise aside from golf, if you could call that exercise! But Anthony!

“His wife said she’ll call us with updates. They were prepping him for surgery an hour ago.”

“Is Gerald in yet? Does he know?” There were contingency plans in case any of the partners had health issues or God forbid died, but still, it would be good to talk to the remaining partner.

“He’s with Matthew and the Samson people. They couldn’t re-schedule the meeting, not on such short notice, given that they’re here from Huston.” She turned and walked back to take a seat at her desk.

Craig sighed. “If Eve calls, put her through to me at once. Oh God...poor Anthony.” He walked in a daze down the hall to his office, a corner suite with a wall of glass overlooking the city. He set the briefcase on the desk and wandered over to the window, gazing out at the vista of cityscape and a view of the Hudson.

Anthony and he had lunch yesterday for heaven’s sake. This couldn’t be happening. The man watched what he ate and exercised, even if he did take on the bulk of the work in promotion and advertising. But that was to be expected. Gerald and he had founded the firm and Anthony was the junior partner. What if...

No! He couldn’t think about that! He clasped his hands behind his back, rocking back and forth from heel to toe. Anthony would pull through. That was all there was to it!

There was a knock at his door and he turned to see Eleanor, his assistant. As usual, she was immaculately turned out, from the crisp navy business suit, and white blouse to her pixie hair style, not a lock out of place. The only concession to femininity and sex appeal was in the tight pencil skirt that hugged every curve and of course, the impossibly high heels.

“You heard about Anthony?” Her voice was husky and low, watching him over demi-glasses perched on the end of her nose, setting a file on his desk.

He walked over and pulled the chair out to take a seat. “Yes. Quite shocking. Do you think—?”

“Already taken care of. The flowers will be there when he wakes up. He will wake up and be fine.” She rounded the desk and leaned her butt against it, looking down into his eyes. Her hand rose and rested on his shoulder. “Please don’t worry about this, Craig. Think positive.”

It was the first time that Eleanor had ever touched him! It felt warm and nice...but, he didn’t know whether to be more shocked by that or Anthony’s heart attack. Sure, they’d brushed shoulders sitting close together, poring over figures of reports and once or twice their fingers brushed when she handed him a coffee or file...but that was the extent of it. And perching at the desk, almost sitting on it, was totally out of the blue, surprisingly familiar.  The scent of her perfume, sharp and sweet but not cloying drifted into his nostrils.

His mouth went dry and he had a hard time keeping his eyes focused on hers. There was a soft freshness in her skin, ruby red lips curled in the corners in an encouraging smile. Her green eyes were round fringed with long thick lashes and her gaze was warm. It was the way that Annette had looked at him so long ago—interested and caring.

“I’ve cancelled all your meetings today. I thought with Anthony and all, it would be hard to give anything your full attention.” She patted his shoulder and leaned down, closer to him. “We both know that anything less than perfect is not your style, Craig.”

“Thanks Eleanor. I have to admit this has thrown me for a loop.” When she leaned closer, his heart speeded up and for a moment he worried about his own health.

She eased away from the desk and took a step behind him, her hand still claiming ownership of his shoulder. “I can tell.” Her fingers squeezed tighter and she sighed, a long breathy rush of honeyed air. “Your shoulder and neck muscles are like steel cables.”

She stood behind him and her other hand rose to grip his shoulder. He could feel the soft warmth of her midriff brushing the back of his scalp as her fingers kneaded deep into his flesh. The breath caught in his throat while she massaged his shoulders, and he went still as a statue hardly daring to move. This was unexpected and totally unorthodox for Eleanor to do this! But damned, if it didn’t feel good.

“I’ve asked Gail to hold all calls except for Anthony’s wife.” Her fingers continued to roll into his muscles, moving higher to the curve where his shoulder met his neck.

He glanced over at the closed door, all too aware of the intimacy of the darkly panelled office, her body so close to his. If her intention was to take his mind off Anthony, she was doing a bang up job of it! Oh God....why had he thought ‘bang’? There was a stirring in his groin he hadn’t felt in a while. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. It felt really good.

The blaring of the phone on his desk spiked through his body and he jerked away from Eleanor’s grasp. He grabbed the receiver and held it to his ear with hands that trembled slightly.

“Yes?”

“It’s Mrs. Parcher, Sir.”

“Thanks. Put her through, please.” He sensed rather than saw Eleanor slink from behind his chair and stand at the side of his desk looking down.

“Craig? It’s Eve Parcher. Anthony is out of surgery. They had to do a double bypass but the prognosis is good.” She sounded relieved and tired.

“Thank God, Eve, that’s bloody good news.” He glanced up at Eleanor and nodded, noticing the slow smile that blossomed on her lips.

“I shudder to think if this had happened later, on his way in to work, driving...”

Craig closed his eyes and sighed. Yes. It could have been so much worse. He startled when Eleanor’s hand once more rose to settle on his shoulder again. “Yes. Thank God for small mercies.”

His eyes met Eleanor’s and there was something...something he had never seen there before. Almost a seductive quality in the set of her mouth and softness of her gaze. His heart once more pounded in his ears and he knew he had to get off the phone before anything more happened. This wasn’t right, even if it was flattering.

“I’ll stop by tomorrow to see him. You take care, Eve. Bye.” He hung up the phone and turned slightly in his chair staring up at Eleanor. His hand closed over hers and he gave it a little squeeze before lifting it away from his body.

This was awkward and for a moment he resented her taking such liberty with their relationship. He was married and she knew that! He’d never once screwed around on Annette as Eleanor was well aware of. Office gossip and all that.

“Well...that’s that. Anthony is going to be fine. You were right. Now, to get back to work...” He smiled and turned back to his desk, picking up the file that she had left there. He couldn’t see the name on the tab or any of the papers inside. He was too busy, wondering what she was going to do next. Hopefully, she’d take the hint and leave.

“Great. You’ll be okay now?” She stepped away and looked down at him from a safe distance a couple of feet away. Two pink spots burned her cheeks and her gaze lowered to the floor. “I hope you don’t mind my massaging your shoulders. It’s probably because of this course that I’ve been taking—a mid-eastern thing on shiatsu and massage.” She risked a peek at him and there was a sheepish grin on her lips. “You looked stressed and I thought I’d give it a shot, to try to help.”

His eyes were like marbles bulging, almost on his cheeks watching her. Massage? Who was she practising on besides him? She’d divorced her husband six months ago and he’d never heard any scuttlebutt about her dating and she hadn’t mentioned it, that was for sure. Surely, if she were seeing anyone, she would have dropped a name in the course of conversation.

“No! No. It’s fine. It actually felt kind of nice but I’m not sure that...well...” He could feel the tension tighten his neck into hard ropes again. His body and his head were at total odds with this thing. Rationally there was no way this could ever happen again...but that wasn’t to say he wasn’t tempted.

“Yes. Sorry. You’re right. It was un-professional of me. It won’t happen again.” Her smile was small and shy before she turned and hurried out of the room.

Craig’s eyes followed her movements, especially the curve of her arse that the tight skirt and high heels accentuated. When the door closed, his hands cupped the sides of his head and he hunched over the file before him.

What the hell was happening to him? He was married to Annette and shouldn’t be ogling other women’s asses, enjoying the touch of their hands....and the damn blasted ERECTION!

Oh God.


Chapter 3
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Annette had her own troubles that day, as well...

She thought she’d had the most up to date data for the quarterly report on the investment portfolio that she managed, the bond and treasury bills. The income was only down from projections by a half a percent for the last quarter, something that the directors and upper management could live with.

When she’d finished her presentation, Miranda had produced a report—photocopies for everyone!—that showed a decline in the earnings, contradicting almost everything Annette had presented.

Annette had turned as red as the power suit she’d worn that day. It was humiliating watching Miranda, her baby blue eyes twinkling below the bleached blonde, blowsy hair, being complimented by the head honchos for catching the latest trend. Mr. Hatch had cast a stern eye at Annette as she left the meeting, while clasping Miranda’s arm to stay her for a little after meeting chat.

Grrrr... She tried to keep her face neutral despite the tightness of her chest and quick jerky steps of her feet, scurrying away. In the safety of her office with the door closed behind her, the tears flowed. In the normal course of events, the cut off period for the data presented was the end of March, the first quarter. How was she to know that Miranda would be able to access information for the past three weeks and use it against her? This was a new way of doing things, but hey! Cut throat was the new normal.

She might as well kiss that promotion goodbye right there and then.

There was a soft tap at her door and Martin’s smiling face beamed from the crack between the edge of the door and the wall. “Got a minute?”

She forced a smile and took a deep breath, trying to project confidence to her boss. But Martin was more than just her boss. He was her friend. He had mentored her up from a junior position all the way to manager of the bond portfolio.

He stepped into her office and took a seat across from her, a warm smile on his face under the mop of unruly silver curls. “Are you okay?”

“Sure.” Her eyes closed and the smile fell from her face in light of the closeness of their relationship. He was almost like a father to her. “No. I’m not okay. That was evil. Underhanded and I hate that fucking bitch.” The tears welled in her eyes once more.

Martin leaned forward and he tapped her hand. “For what it’s worth, I checked her figures. Projecting out three months based on her limited data is risky. I think it’ll come back and bite her on the ass. Miranda isn’t as thorough as you, Annette.”

She sighed and some of the tension drifted from her body. It was good to hear Martin say this, even if it was probably too late. The CEO had stayed to chat with Miranda after the meeting and his was the deciding vote in selecting Martin’s replacement. She stifled a giggle. “I can’t even accuse her of sleeping with him to get the job. She’d be more likely to sleep with his wife.” She grinned and added quickly, “Not that there’s anything wrong with that!”

“Of course not!” He rolled his eyes at the familiar joke.

“Annette.” His expression became serious and his grey eyes bored into hers. “I only say this because we are friends...but I think you’re trying too hard. You need a vacation. When was the last time you took time off?”

For some reason Stacey’s face popped into her head, recalling the chat that they’d had the night before. It wouldn’t be a real vacation going away for the weekend to see her and all the old gang but the high school reunion would be a nice break,.

She looked down at the desk for a moment before she answered Martin. “I can’t remember.”

“Then that’s too long.” Again he tapped her hand. “Sometimes getting away can bring a fresh perspective and be beneficial in the long run. I think you’re going to get my job, although God knows why you’d want it.” He shook his head and looked away. “It’s a huge hassle dealing with so many staff, each with their own problems and agendas.”

For a moment her cheeks flared warmly wondering if she was just one more hassle on his list but then she dismissed it. No. They’d been friends a long time and usually it was Martin who knocked on her door.

“Actually, an old friend contacted me last night. She wants me to go to our high school reunion. It’s only for a weekend—”

He slapped the desk startling her and she jumped. “Good! Go, by all means! You and Craig have fun and take the following week off. Sight see, sleep in, go out to expensive dinners.” He rose to his feet. “That’s an order, Annette.”

When he got to the door he turned and winked at her. “Don’t worry about the promotion. I still have some pull around here, y’know.” With that he was gone.

She sat and smiled, shaking her head from side to side. If only it was that easy. What would he think if he knew she was planning on going to the reunion without Craig? Kicking up her heels with the old gang.

Not to mention contemplating a separate vacation in Paris? She was going to have to talk to Craig tonight about the reunion.


Chapter 4
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Annette watched Craig over the rim of her wine glass. Was this the right time to bring up the reunion seeing how shook up he was about Anthony Parcher? Even though Anthony was going to be alright, the news of someone so much younger having a heart attack had to hit Craig hard. It was probably also part of the reason that he’d made light of her meeting today and the disaster it had turned out to be. Part of the reason...but not all.

He took one final bite of the chocolate cheesecake and pushed it away. A few crumbs lingered in the corner of his lips next to the trimmed goatee. With a flourish of his napkin he dabbed them away and smiled over at her. “Going to have to cut down on rich desserts my dear, after what happened to Parcher.”

“Absolutely.” She set the glass down and her finger rolled over the edge absently, purposely not meeting his eye and assuming a casual expression. “You’ll never guess who I heard from last night. An old girlfriend from high school. Apparently there’s a reunion in a couple of weeks...the twenty fifth or something.”

He sat back in the chair and folded his hands over a tummy that was still taut and flat. “Oh?”

She glanced over at him and smiled. “Yes. You remember I told you about Stacey, don’t you? She and I were inseparable from junior to senior high. They say oil and water don’t mix but for us, that wasn’t the case.” Her hand tightened on the glass. Damn it. She was babbling, revealing how nervous she was. Craig wasn’t stupid. If she wasn’t careful he’d see through her in a heartbeat.

“Yet, you haven’t seen or heard from her in all these years? It’s what...twenty five years?” His brown eyes skewered her with their dark intensity and there was a faint smile on his lips.

She took a quick sip of wine finishing the glass and held her hand out for a refill in front of him. “The last time I saw Stacey was at her baby shower. She married the high school jock after getting pregnant in our final year. I was at university and took a bus to visit her and Jeff in Springfield.” She watched him top up her glass and nodded when it was half full. “That’s where they still live.”

His head tilted to the side. “So do you want to go? Should we schedule some time off for it? You still have some cousins living in Black Rapids, don’t you? Maybe we can visit them as well, while we’re there.”

Annette forced a smile and shook her head. This was NOT going the way she wanted. Why on earth would Craig want to visit a rinky dink city in Ohio to go to a boring high school reunion? “I’m not sure I want to go. It’s been such a long time and so much has happened in our lives. What on earth will we ever talk about with them? They live provincial lives whereas we’re in the Big Apple.” She flashed a warm smile at him. “And for you? Oh my God, I can’t imagine how bored you’d be.”

There was an odd look in Craig’s eyes when he rose and stood behind her chair. His fingers rested on her shoulders and he rubbed her muscles. “It could be fun, though. We haven’t got away together for a holiday in a couple of years. The last time was Costa Rica, remember that? But Michael was with us so I’m not sure that it counts as a ‘together’ vacation.”

Annette’s gaze flitted over the table, not really registering the almost empty bottle of wine, the dessert plates with the half eaten cheesecake or the linen napkins rumpled next to them. What the hell? They barely even kissed goodnight lately and he was giving her shoulders a massage?

Anthony Parcher’s heart attack had given him more of a shake emotionally than she would have ever thought possible. There was a sweet longing in his voice that she hadn’t heard in a very long time. What was he up to? This wasn’t at all the way she’d thought it would go.

She was scrambling for words, trying to figure out her next move. “It was a wonderful vacation though—just the three of us. It was probably the last time we’ll ever do anything like that as a family. Remember when Michael saw the sloth at the reserve?”

“It was fun but it’s time for us now. Michael’s got his own life and we have to think about us.” His fingers probed the knot of muscle in the back of her neck, just under her head.

For a moment, the muscle loosening made her melt. Her eyes drifted shut as he continued to rub her neck. The tension of the last few weeks, since she’d learned that Martin’s job would be opening up began to dissipate like smoke. “Mmm...” A soft moan rumbled from her throat.

“There’s something I need to tell you.” His voice was low and soft, still massaging her neck.

“Yeees?” She rolled her shoulder and shifted so that his fingers hit another tight area in her neck. This was nice, a quiet loving moment that hadn’t been there in such a long time. She had no idea how much she’d missed this...Craig touching her.

His hands stopped and lightly rested on her shoulders. “Today, at the office, when we heard about Anthony, Eleanor gave my shoulders a massage.” He sighed. “It made me uncomfortable. It was almost like cheating on you and I need you to know that I put a stop—”

“What?” She jerked forward and spun around to face him. “Eleanor massaged your neck...out of the blue? What the hell?” Eleanor was ten years younger than she was and that made her twenty years younger than Craig! And she’d gone through a divorce last year! A young hotsy totsy looking to fuck her boss? Maybe she thought that Anthony was going to croak and she’d get his position!

All of this went through her mind in the blink of an eye watching him. But the look on his face was one of shock, not guilt.

And for the first time in a long time, she saw him with fresh eyes. Craig was fifty-two yet looked years younger because he was in such good shape. The lines on his face and the few grey hairs at his temple didn’t make him look old, but rather lent to the distinguished aura. On his six foot frame the mop of hair was still dark and full, edging over his collar in a devilish manner. He might be wearing a Brooks Brothers suit but he’d look equally dashing in khakis and a T shirt.

“Annette! If there was anything going on between us, would I have even mentioned this? It’s because I love—”

“Then why the massage? What were you doing just now, trying to recreate the moment in your office? Were you picturing Eleanor? That fucking bitch! I want you to fire her!” Her blood pressure was sky high, her pulse pounding in her ears as she glared at him. She got to her feet so fast the chair toppled backward but his hand shot out to catch it.

She stormed out of the dining room and went into the kitchen, Craig following on her heels.

“Wait! Annette! Can’t we talk about this like adults? You know I can’t fire Eleanor for this. Be reasonable.”

But Annette was ramming pots and pans into the dishwasher, purposely ignoring him. He could fire Eleanor if he wanted to. He just didn’t want to, that was all there was to it!

It wouldn’t have been so bad if he’d just come out and told her but the fact that he was giving her a massage—the same way that Eleanor had given him one!—that was insult added to injury.

He grabbed her arm and spun her around to face him, his eyes blazing, meeting her ice cold glare. “Stop it. We need to discuss this, Annette.”

She took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders while twisting to shake his hands off her arms. But he was a lot taller and outweighed her by seventy pounds. “There’s nothing to discuss. You get rid of her or...or...”

“Or what? You’ll leave me?” His hands loosened and he jerked them back as if he’d touched a hot stove element. “Guess what? You left me a long time ago. This thing...this so called marriage is a sham! We walk around each other like polite strangers. Life is too short for this shit.” He turned around and stormed out of the room.

She could hear his footsteps in the hallway and her breathe caught in her throat. He couldn’t leave just like that! She spun around and raced to the front door. “Where are you going?”

“Out.”

His word was an ice pick that stabbed through the frozen veneer of her heart. For the second time that day, her eyes welled with tears. Damn! She didn’t want to cry...didn’t want to appear weak but... Her hands rose to cover her face and she turned away.

At the touch of his hand on her shoulder she broke down in sobs. How had things ever gotten this bad between them? He was ready to leave and who could blame him. There was a time long ago that they’d laughed about another woman flirting with him, so content and assured of each other’s love. But now...

“Annette?” His voice was a whisper while he folded her into his arms. “I still love you, you know.”

She sniffed and snuggled closer, his aftershave and cologne infusing her senses with warmth and something that she hadn’t felt in a while—longing. Her lips brushed his neck when she softly spoke, “I love you too.” She pulled back and gazed at him with tear filled eyes. “What happened to us, Craig? We used to laugh and have fun.”

His hand rubbed her back. “We used to do things together. Now, all we do is work and run this house. We need to get away and reconnect.”

A small smirk flashed in her eyes and on her lips. “We have to get away for that?” Her hands gripped the front of his shirt and she pulled him closer still, rising on her tiptoes to kiss his lips, just the faintest of touches while she whispered, “Let’s go to bed.”


Chapter 5
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Craig gazed down into Annette’s eyes, barely able to comprehend what she’d just said. He’d been so close to just walking out the door, giving up on everything, but hoping against hope that she’d stop him. And she had.

With the glistening wetness in her long lashes, the pale blue of her eyes underneath was startling. She was more like the sweet and sexy woman that he’d fallen for so long ago in university. His hands cupped her cheeks and he held her close, kissing her lips gently at first. The swell of her breasts pressed into his chest and her perfumed warmth infused his senses, making his hand circle her body to pull her closer, the kiss becoming deep and passionate.

She pulled away and her cheeks were glowing with a pink flush, her eyes soft and inviting. “Let’s go upstairs.” She reached for his hand and led the way to the winding staircase.

For the second time that day his cock was stiff, watching the sway of her hips below the narrow waistband of her skirt as she walked ahead of him. Her dark mane of hair swept over her shoulder when she turned and smiled up at him.

“You go ahead. I’ll be with you in a few moments.” She scampered down the hall and disappeared in the bathroom.

He stepped into the bedroom and stood gazing at the bed as he slipped the buttons of his shirt open. It had been months since they’d had sex and even then it had been perfunctory at best, a quick release before falling asleep. But this...it was only eight-thirty and they were making a thing out of it.

They’d inched closer to the precipice, almost falling over into the no man’s land where divorce was the next step. It had scared the hell out of both of them. He slipped the shirt off and in a flash his pants and socks were off.

When her footsteps sounded behind him he turned. Annette was naked, a small smile curling her lips as she stepped by and pulled the comforter back. Her breasts jiggled slightly when she bent and sank down onto the crisp white sheets, laying flat on her back with her legs parted slightly.

His stomach did a quick tumble gazing at her body and the wanton look in her eyes. “My God, you’re beautiful.” And it was true. The smooth alabaster tone of her skin was broken only by the chocolate puckered nipples, the tips erect and protruding slightly. The dark silken threads of her pubic hair was like an arrow leading his gaze lower still, causing his cock to become harder still.

He walked around the foot of the bed to his side and laid on his side next to her, taking her into his arms and kissing her lips and neck. Her fingers threaded through his hair and she sighed when he took her nipple into his mouth. Her skin was sweet satin under his hands and the feel of her hands on his neck, the urgency in her breath made his cock pulse a thread of pre-cum as it nestled against her thigh.

When her fingers curled around it, pulling the skin gently up and down, his eyes closed and his breath was ragged at the hot pleasure in his cock.

“I bet Eleanor wanted this.” Her voice was breathy and low while she squeezed his shaft and ran her finger over the slit.

For a moment he stopped dead, his tongue ceased its rolling flick over her nipple. What the hell was she doing bringing that up for? This was make-up sex, no place for any of the harsh words spoken earlier in their fight. 

Her hand was working faster, pulling at his cock in a way that she knew he loved, with the little twist of her wrist on the upstroke. “She probably wanted to suck it.”

Jesus! The way she was acting was like she was getting hornier at the thought of Eleanor wanting him. This was totally weird when they’d just fought about that!  He pulled back and looked down into her eyes, trying to read what was going on in her head.

Her eyes were narrow and soft, lips parted with just the tip of her tongue peeking out before she shifted downwards on the bed. Her ruby lips grazed the thick helmet of his cock when she whispered, “Yeah, I bet she wanted this.”

Her tongue swirled over his knob and she moaned, her hand gripping and rubbing it with gentle earnest. Oh fuck, it felt awesome, so hot and...and...decadent. For a moment his eyes closed and in his mind it was Eleanor sucking his cock, her tongue hot and slippery. At her next words he groaned with lust.

“Oh yeah. Such a big and hard cock. Eleanor wants this fucking her hot little cunt, I’m sure.”

Her tongue slicked over the pulsing hard column on the underside of his cock. The sounds of her sucking and wet slurping on his flesh, coupled with the filthy words she whispered was driving him insane with lust. The ‘why’ question in his brain was drowned out by the racing of his blood, his heart pounding hard and fast.

She took him into her mouth, inching down a little at a time until her nose pressed into his pubic bone. A tear dribbled from her eye to her cheekbone, and down to the hollow of her cheek where she sucked at his shaft.

Fuck! The sensation along with the image in his mind was incredible. He gazed at her as she slowly released him and then rose to swing her knee over his hips and straddle him. Her hand gripped his shaft and pulled it to her slit.

He didn’t have to see to know how wet she was, the knob sliding with ease against her clit. All the while she looked down where they joined, his cock rubbing against her hot little button of lust.

“Oh fuck, this is nice. No wonder Eleanor wants this. You’ve got such a big dick.” She glanced up at him and her top teeth bit into her bottom lip, her eyes full of longing. “Did you want to fuck her?”

For a moment his cock felt dead, deflated. How could he answer that? If he said yes, she might be pissed even though this was her game. If he said no, it would negate whatever fantasy she was tripping on.

His hands gripped her hips, the fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pulled her back and onto his shaft. It was hot and tight sliding into her slippery wetness. He pulled and pushed at her hips, making her ride his cock like a rocking horse.

She sucked in a breath of air through teeth gritted tight together, and her hand flew to her pelvis, the finger rubbing her clit with a fast fury. “Oh fuck, yeah. That’s it. Harder! Fuck me harder!”

His leg muscles tightened and he tumbled her over, till he was above her, never breaking contact of his cock deep inside her slick hole. She clung to him with her legs and her hand, her other hand vibrating her hot spot, all the while his hips worked like a jack hammer, driving deeper and deeper.

Oh fuck! The sensation in his cock was amazing! Hotter and wetter than ever before. They were animals, clawing and scrambling in their need for release. Riding the waves of ecstasy, higher and higher.

“DON’T STOP! RIGHT THERE! I’M COMING!!!!” Annette actually screamed, clawing at his back with her red talons.

It was the final straw, breaking the back of his release. He shoved deep into her. “Fuck! Oh yeah!” A jettison of thick hot cum shot from his cock, reverberating deep in every muscle and atom in his body. Another! Oh God! His legs trembled from the strain of the orgasm, squeezing every dollop of lust from his very core. Again. And yet again. It went on and on.

With one final shuddering thrust, the last spurt of cum left his body. He heaved a fast gush of air and his eyes closed slowly for a moment. Oh sweet mother of mercy, he was done.

At her soft giggle, his eyes opened and he smiled down at her. “Fuck! What have you done to me woman?” He lowered and kissed her lips before nuzzling close to her ear. “What was that all about? The Eleanor thing?”

He felt as well as heard her breathy voice. “I don’t know. It just got into me somehow. The thought of you fucking her. It made me kind of jealous and...well...horny as hell.”

He pulled back and looked into her eyes, already feeling his dick going limp. “Well, whatever works, as they say but, just so you know...I’d never actually do that. You’re all the woman I can handle. Or even want to handle.”

His cock slipped out and lay limp nestled against her pussy. It was nice, just laying there like that, slowly coming back down to earth.  Her hands rolled over his back and down to cup his ass cheeks.

“I love you, Craig. I’m glad we did this.” She gave his ass a little swat. “I’m even glad that we had the fight, if it ended up with us doing this. It’s the best sex we’ve had in a long time.”

He laughed and rolled off to lay beside her, his hand massaging her breast and finger teasing her nipple. “So all I have to do is tell you about other women hitting on me and you get all hot and bothered and we end up fucking like rabbits? Is that what you’re telling me?”

This time, the swat on the side of his ass she gave him was a lot harder but ended with her stroking his hip absently. “I don’t know about that. But it was odd, how horny it made me, all right.” She was silent for a moment and then spoke again. “Maybe it was the thought that you might leave that added to it. Maybe I saw you the way Eleanor sees you and I realized how much I didn’t want to lose you. Does that make sense?”

“I don’t know. All I know is that I love you and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you happy and in love with me. If this is something that gets you hot, what does it hurt? I won’t ever do it...I mean have an affair with her but—”

“That’s good to know. I mean this is in the fantasy realm right now. If you acted on it, then we’d probably end up divorced.” Annette sat up and her face was perplexed looking down. “I don’t get it at all.”




Craig grinned and tucked a stray hair behind her ear. “Me neither. The human brain is weird and wonderful.” They’d have to leave it like that, for now. But one thing he intended on doing was some more reading on this. Was this a healthy thing for them to be doing, part of normal sexual experimentation or was this a path leading to disaster?


Chapter 6
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Annette snuggled into Craig’s body, resting her cheek on his chest. The room was dark now adding to the gentle intimacy of the moment. Her mind was going ninety miles an hour trying to figure out why the thought of Craig fucking Eleanor had turned her into a total sexual animal. There had been times that she’d talked dirty in the bedroom but what had just happened was way out there, compared to that.

Maybe it was like that line in the Madonna song, Forbidden Love - ‘Rejection is the greatest aphrodisiac’. She’d never understood that lyric until now.

One thing she was sure of though, was that the connection they felt to each other, right then and before when they were making love was something she didn’t want to lose. When she considered the day that she’d had, the horror of the meeting, it paled in comparison to losing Craig.

Her fingers threaded through the mat of fine hair on his chest, feeling the beat of his heart under her fingertips. He really loved her and had tried to be honest about what Eleanor had done. Even if he had been tempted, and he was a red blooded male after all, he had felt the need to come clean with his wife about what had happened. How many guys would actually do that as opposed to acting on another woman’s flirty behaviour, especially one as pretty and young as Eleanor.

“Are you serious about wanting to go to my high school reunion? It could be as boring as watching paint dry, you know? You won’t know anyone and I’ll be catching up with Stacey and Jeff...” This time when she brought up the reunion, she felt trepidation but it was due to the fact that she now wanted him to go.

“Absolutely! It’ll be fun to see where you went to school, meet the people you hung around with. The only thing I ask is that we combine the trip with some time off. Maybe do some touring around the country with no set schedule. We both need a break.” He kissed the top of her head and shifted over to turn the bedside lamp on and get out of the bed.

“Where are you going?” She watched him cross the room and smile before disappearing out the door.

“It’s a surprise. I’ll be right back.” His words drifted from the hallway, followed by the light padding of his footsteps down the stairs.

She huffed a sigh and smiled, enjoying the warm heaviness of her muscles from the bout of raucous sex. A surprise? Whatever it was, as long as she didn’t have to get up and they’d end up snuggled again, she wouldn’t mind.




After a few minutes Craig appeared in the doorway again, carrying a couple glasses and a fresh bottle of wine, a slender dark blue book tucked under his arm. He set the bottle down and handed her the book. Oh my God! She grinned and opened her high school year book, thumbing to the Graduating Class of 1993.

Craig settled next to her and handed her a glass of wine.

She closed her eyes and shook her head seeing her old high school grad picture, her hair long with wispy dark bangs almost hiding her eyes. The expression on her face was serious yet containing all the optimism of youth.

“Wow! You were a knock out.” At the elbow in his ribs he corrected his statement, “Still are. Actually you look even better today. Where’s Stacey?” He took a sip of his wine while she thumbed to the next page.

Her finger rested under Stacey’s picture and she couldn’t help the grin that spread her lips. Oh my God. Stacey’s long blond, wavy locks seemed to dwarf her fine facial features, except her wide blue eyes that stared out. Even in the photo, she seemed shy and nervous; a characteristic that was markedly different from Annette’s outgoing bubblieness. But that was the way it had always been with the two of them, opposites yet close as peas in a pod.

“Stacey was always the fragile china doll in school. She never really knew how pretty she was. If she had wanted, she could have been the home coming queen or head cheerleader but she was shy.” Still, Stacey had managed to snag the most ripped guy on the football team, Jeff.

Her finger slid down the page to Jeff’s photo and the grin fell from her lips. He was the all American jock football hero with the comma of hair casually brushing a broad smooth forehead. His eyebrows were thick and dark over eyes that twinkled in a mischievous way, matching the small smirk on his lips. The guy was gorgeous back then...what would he be like today? She huffed a sigh. Hopefully he had a beer belly and was bald. It wasn’t fair to be so good looking all your life.

“This is Jeff, the guy she married.”

“Whoa. He looks like the class player.” Craig chuckled. “He knocked her up, right?”




“Yeah. But they’re still together so that counts for something.” Annette took a sip of wine, while Craig slid the book away from her lap and stated rifling through the pages.

“There you are again! Nice cheerleader outfit, so sexy. Do you still have it? Maybe we can—”  He turned and snuggled into her neck, letting out a low growl as he kissed and licked at her ear lobe.

She giggled and pushed his head away. “It would never fit now. I was pretty skinny back then.”




He turned back to the book and came to a series of pictures of couples at the prom dance. “Where are you?”

She leaned forward and her eyes scanned the page. When she came to the photo of her and Sean, caught unawares as they entered the large gymnasium, she grimaced. She’d held out till the last minute waiting for Jeff to ask her and when he asked Stacey instead, she’d hastily accepted Sean Fowler’s request.

Even though the guy was almost as good looking as Jeff, he was on the sleazy side. He’d already been drinking when he picked her up at her house and her Dad had just about nixed the date. In retrospect she wished he had.

“There I am. With Sean foul mouth. He was a creep. I left halfway through the dance.”

“Hmmm...wonder if he’ll be at your reunion.” Craig squeezed her hand and leaned over to kiss her forehead. “So, the forty dollar question...which one of these guys did you lose your virginity to? Should I be looking over my shoulder at the reunion?”

She giggled and took a sip of wine again. “He’s not in this book. His family was in the military and he transferred the year before graduation. It broke my heart for a while. We wrote to each other but eventually, we both moved on with our lives. So no, you don’t have to worry about former boyfriends.” She wouldn’t mention the crush she had on Jeff. That was ancient history. 


Chapter 7

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

At the same time that Annette and Craig were tripping down Annette’s memory lane, Stacey and Jeff were enjoying an evening of raucous sex, except not with each other. They were at their best friends’ house, part of a group of eight people in various stages of undress.

Stacey was no longer the shy, meek minded young woman that she’d been in high school. Two children later and managing the office of her husband’s plumbing and heating business had beaten any reticent shyness out of her. She was still gorgeous, with bouncy blonde hair and eyes so blue they were like dark pools that men and women alike, longed to drown in. No longer did she wear clothes that hid her body but rather her dresses were tight, highlighting every curve of her lush figure. When she walked into a room, heads turned.

At the moment when Annette’s finger was pointing her picture out to Craig, Stacey was on her elbows and knees, her succulent ass high in the air getting good and truly fucked by Ron Jefferson, one of their swinger friends.

Jeff stood off to the side watching his wife, her skin porcelain and pure white, a sharp contrast to the velvet blackness of Ron, his thighs muscular, dark steel, pounding a cock almost as thick around as his wrist into his delicate wife’s pussy.

His eyes closed for a moment before he looked down into the almond shaped eyes of Maya, the hot little Malaysian chick who had joined the group just that night.

She had been angling all night to suck his cock, sidling up to him like a cat in heat. When Stacey gave him the go ahead, he couldn’t get out of his clothes fast enough. His hands threaded through her hair and he held her head, pulling her deeper onto his shaft with each downward stroke. Her eyes watered but it was clear she loved every minute of it, her fingers massaging his balls.

From the corner of his eyes he saw Dani slide over on the cushioned vinyl mat, so that she was next to Stacey, leaning in to kiss her lips. Dani was kind of an older version of his wife, the same blonde hair and curvy body with big, bouncy boobs. The saying, that girl on girl was really a narcissist expression, was certainly true when the two of them got together.

Dani broke off the kiss and shifted to lay on the mat before Stacey, spreading her legs for Stacey’s tongue. He smiled knowing this was one of Stacey’s favourite things in the swinging lifestyle—to get fucked by a big black cock while she kissed and licked a gorgeous woman’s pussy. And Ron was not minding the action either from the look on his face, his lips slack and eyes soft slits of dark chocolate.

“Oh yeah, that’s it. Fuck me harder.” Stacey turned and grinned at Ron before lowering to tease Dani’s clit with her whirring tongue.

Oh God, the sight of her wanton lust, was almost enough to put him over the edge, blowing a load into Maya’s throat. But...not yet. He pulled Maya’s head back, his cock gliding ever so slowly from the hot wetness of her mouth. He needed to cool it for a while. He lowered to his knees and kissing her lips, he held her, guiding her body back until she was flat on the mat next to Stacey and Ron.

Maya’s body was tawny and lush, from her rouged red nipples topping melon sized breasts to the swell of her hips curving from a narrow waist. Her pussy lips were full and parted slightly with a gold ring piercing the left side, right next to her clit that protruded slightly from the burgundy folds of her skin, like a miniature cock.

Jeff’s arms snaked under Maya’s thighs, lifting her hips and ass slightly, so that she was splayed like a feast awaiting his mouth. The musky scent of her arousal drifted into his nostrils as he lowered further incensing his lust to claim and suck her clit, use all of his fingers to fuck her cunt. His tongue swirled over her hot bud, tasting the sweet saltiness, sucking it between his lips while her tight slickness closed harder on his fingers. There was a soft shudder of her thighs and her pelvis bucked up, pressing her pussy harder onto his mouth.

Oh yeah, this was a moment he loved. When with the flick of his tongue, he could make a woman scream with pleasure. Beside him, the slapping of Ron’s balls against Stacey’s pussy became faster and the soft whimpers and moans louder. When someone’s hand curled around his cock, rolling up and down, he paused for a moment and a lusty sigh shuddered in his chest.

Fuck. This was heaven. Eight people naked, fucking and sucking each other, their hands wandering to caress whatever and whoever. He had no idea who’s hand was jerking him off and that just made it even better, more decadent and free.

His fingers curled to probe Maya’s G spot, and he smiled feeling the pulpy mass of flesh under her pubic bone. He could tell she liked it from the low moan and the gush of wetness that flooded over his fingers. She was close...so close. With her clit firmly held between his lips, he worked her over with his tongue, flicking and licking like there was no tomorrow.

Her thighs squeezed shut, clamping his head between the firm muscles, squirming and humping up and down as the orgasm claimed her. His mouth and chin were dripping wet from her orgasm but still he suckled her clit, almost fisting her now, inserting his thumb as well as all of his fingers.

Her fingernails slaked his back and shoulders, out of control and lost in lust. It was awesome.

The hand that was stroking his cock was joined by another, their fingers massaging his balls as well as his anus. Oh God. His mouth opened and his tongue became still, surrendering everything to the hot pleasure in his cock and ass. Maya’s legs loosened but still he fell into her, his cheeks pressed against her pussy, when the first jolt of lust shot from his cock. The hands moved faster up and down his shaft, milking every bit of cum from his cock. Another jolt and still another. The hot pressure on his perineum made the final pulse explode from him, making his legs tremble, his anus tighten on the finger pressing in.

Oh fuck. He gasped and pulled away, rolling higher onto Maya, so that his lips pressed into the soft mound of her tummy.

At the gentle stroke of fingertips on his cheek, he looked up to see Stacey smiling down at him. She leaned over and kissed the top of his head, murmuring, “Oh God, I love you. That was so hot watching you.” 

He grinned and with trembling arms he rose and twisted to see who had done the honours to his cock. Fuck, it was Phoebe and Barry, both of them smiling softly at him.  He turned to kiss Phoebe and then clap Barry on the shoulder. “Jesus, that was nice.”

He took the damp cloth that Phoebe handed to him and wiped the thick cum dripping down onto his thigh. On the far side of the mat, Claire, Barry’s wife was entwined in a sixty nine with Lacey. Lacey and Maya were new to the group, two women about ten years younger who enjoyed the swinger lifestyle. They could get all the sex they could handle without the entanglements and drama of a relationship. It worked for them and it was really working for everyone else in the group. Unicorns were rare and to have two of them was a real bonus for men and women alike.

“So you’re going to miss the party at our place next week?” Barry rose and wandered over to the bar, bringing back a couple of beers for Jeff and himself. “We’re christening the hot tub. You don’t want to miss that.” His tone was jovial but persuasive.

Stacey appeared beside Jeff and shook her head. “Sorry Barry, but we’re still not going to be able to make it. We’re going to our high school reunion in Black Rapids.”

Barry shook his head and took a long sip of his beer. Maya slid over on the mat and nestled into his arm, looking with flirty longing at Jeff.

For a moment Jeff was tempted to try to talk Stacey out of the reunion. But from the set of her jaw and determined look in her eyes, that would be like trying to move a mountain.

“I’m looking forward to seeing the gang and especially, Annette. I haven’t seen her for more than twenty years.” She leaned over and kissed Jeff’s cheek. “It’ll be fun, you’ll see. Maybe not as much fun as this but...”

A picture of Annette flashed in Jeff’s mind. She’d been a knockout in high school and if Stacey had turned him down for the prom, for sure he would have asked her. The last he’d seen her had been when she showed up for the baby shower. She’d changed in that last year of school, getting serious and going on to university. She was probably a tight assed corporate type now.

Oh well, Stacey wanted desperately to go to the reunion and it could be fun. Besides, it was only one weekend.


Chapter 8
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The reunion...

Craig rarely got to push the speedometer past sixty so it was a blast to take to the open road with the Beemer. The car handled like a dream as they sped over the George Washington Bridge, out of New York City.

A few hours later, the only signs of civilization were the distant farms and other vehicles racing along beside them.

Annette’s hair fluttered in the breeze of the open window beside her, a ray of sunshine glinting off the dark sunglasses perched on her thin, straight nose. The day was a warm one, but after a chilly spring and icy winter, there was no way either of them wanted to put on the air conditioning, especially now that they were out of the smog of the city.

In the pale yellow linen dress her olive toned skin and chestnut hair made her look a trifle Mediterranean and exotic. Her smile was bright and she seemed to quiver with the excitement of their trip. “I’m really looking forward to seeing Stacey. From her emails, it sounds like she and Jeff have done pretty well for themselves with his plumbing and heating business. They’re always taking vacations, either going to Jamaica or going on cruises.”

“That’s what we should do.” He reached over and softly caressed her bare thigh, below where her skirt had ridden up. Her skin was warm and supple, the firm muscle curving slightly under his fingertips. Her long legs were one of her best features and it was great to see her in a dress, even though they were on vacation.

“I’m not sure about doing the cruise thing. I think I’d rather visit different places and explore a bit.” She shifted in the seat so that her knees were closer to the centre console. In the process, her dress slid higher and his fingers rested on the hot moistness of her inner thigh, mere inches below her crotch.

He couldn’t see her eyes behind the dark glasses but her lips curled in a small smile. The way she’d moved...and her words ‘explore a bit’...was that a subtle invitation for sex again? Since the blow up the previous week things had been awesome between them. They’d had more sex in that one week than they’d had in the previous six months.

And the really odd thing about it was her fixation on Eleanor hitting on him. The thought of his young assistant wanting to fuck him, made Annette wild and wet. He didn’t quite understand it but he’d sure as hell loved whatever horny chord it struck in his wife.

He turned to watch the road but his hand inched slowly higher on her thigh until they could go no further, halted by the fullness of her legs meeting. “Yeah, visiting different places in the Caribbean is more my thing as well. This is a good trial run for taking time off from the office. Eleanor was more than happy to step up and do the meetings. She said she’d be in touch by email to keep me in the loop for the upcoming week.”

Annette’s hand rose to slide the glasses lower and look at him, her eyes soft and narrow. “Oh, I just bet she will.” Her other hand reached to the side lever of her seat and the moulded back support dropped to rest on the back seat. She laid back and tugged at the hem of her dress, pulling it higher.

For a moment, only the lace edging of her panties showed before she stretched her legs out, and her knees parted. Her fingers closed over his and she pulled his hand higher until his fingertips felt the steamy strip of lace covering her pussy.

He shifted slightly at the sudden pressure in his groin, his cock thick and pushing against his trousers. Talk about distracted driving! But the fact that he had to divide his attention between steering the car (thank God for cruise control!) and playing with Annette’s pussy added to the naughty eroticism.         

They passed a road sign that read ‘Black Rapids 73 miles’. They still had an hour of driving before they’d arrive in Black Rapids and be able to check into the hotel. From the way Annette was squirming under his hand, her hips rocking up and down, she was in the mood right now, not an hour from now. If it got too much for him, he could look for a rest stop.

His finger pushed the strip of lace to the side, exposing her pussy lips that were already full and parted slightly.

She moaned and her hand rose to rest on her breast, cupping and squeezing the fullness there. The dark glasses were still covering her eyes but her top teeth bit gently into her bottom lip as she inhaled a long ragged breath.

He smiled and decided to amp things up for her, take a chance that it wouldn’t have the opposite effect. “Is this what you think Eleanor fantasizes about? Riding in my car getting fingered by me?” He waited for a moment, his breath hitched in his chest wondering if it was having the desired effect.

When her hips arched her pussy higher and she moaned once more, he knew that he’d scored a point. His finger slid softly along her furrow, dipping lower and lower until it was at her opening. He pressed inside, coating his finger up to the knuckle with her hot slickness. Slowly he pulled it out and slid it upwards through her moist, silken folds until he touched her clit, the protruding bud hard to miss.

“Oh God...” She sucked in a gasp of air, wiggling her hips higher, pushing harder against his finger.

He could feel a pulse of lust in his shaft and the warmth of pre-cum oozing out the tip. This was fucking hot, driving down the highway while driving his woman crazy with his finger. But he wanted more. “Take your panties off.”

He risked a few peeks from watching the highway to see her ass rise a few inches from the seat and her hands shove the scant piece of cloth down her thighs and off. She settled back and this time her legs were even farther apart, with her right high heeled shoe resting on the outside edge of the dashboard next to the door. The dark silken hair on her mons was trimmed to just a thin line centered above smoothly shaven lips, the purple folds of skin glistening in her lusty desire.

To see Annette like this, her dress bunched around her waist, bare from her naval on down, out in public where drivers of tractor trailer or other large vehicles could see her was a lascivious sight that he’d never thought possible. Surely she must know that other men might be able to see her? But it was obvious she didn’t care.

Oh God, his cock was oozing more cum, getting harder and hornier at the thought of her laying there so exposed.

Ahead of them was a transport truck...should he?

His foot shifted over and he pressed the accelerator, all the while his fingers rolled over Annette’s clit, dipping down into her honey pot to pull more slipperiness out.

“Oh yeah, right there...please, just keep doing that.” She was wet and moaning like a cat in heat.

He couldn’t wait to get to the hotel and fuck her ass off but there was one thing he wanted first...

The car was edging closer to the transport. He steered it into the passing lane and pulled up alongside the transport, maintaining a steady speed.  From the angle of his seat in the car it was impossible to see across and up into the cab of the truck, so he’d just have to imagine the look of shock and then arousal on the guy’s face.

He kept his eyes on the road, trying to focus on his driving while his hand was on autopilot playing with Annette’s pussy. From the sounds in her throat and the way she was bucking and writhing she was close.

“Oh God! Fuck! Don’t stop! YEEEEESSSS!”

Her slippery wetness coated his fingers and palm when she grabbed his hand, pulling it tight against her pussy. Her torso tensed and she arched higher as wave after wave of pleasure flooded through her body.

A warm feeling filled his chest knowing that she was there, at the pinnacle of ecstasy, and he’d caused it.

At the sharp blast of the truck’s air horn he jerked and turned to see Annette staring up at the truck.

Her mouth was wide open in shock when she turned to stare at Craig. “Oh my God! He’s watching us!”

He grinned and pressed the horn before accelerating more to pass the transport. “Yes Ma’am! You probably made his day.”

When he was past the truck and once more in the driving lane, he turned to look at Annette, trying to gauge her thoughts. But the fact that she hadn’t yelled at him or hit him counted for something. “The guy’s probably going to pull over at the next rest stop and jerk off after seeing that.”

The look on her face was one of wonder and surprise, still not saying a word.

“You didn’t mind that, did you? Because I sure as hell liked it. The thought of some guy leering, getting totally turned on and wanting to fuck you...” He reached over and pulled her hand onto his crotch. “See?”

She blinked a couple times and then shook her head. “You know? It’s not that different from my Eleanor thing.”

Holy shit! She was right. He’d never thought of Annette getting fucked by another guy but...as long as it wasn’t her going out and having an affair....well, it might be hot as hell to watch.

When she turned and unsnapped his pants and lowered the zipper, he put the turn signal on and pulled into the rest stop he spied up ahead. Her fingers pushed his trousers open and scooped his turgid shaft from the tight folds of fabric.

He lifted the lever to slide the seat as far back as possible and sat back, watching her turn and lower her head until her lips glazed his knob, the tip of her tongue teasing more cum from his slit. This was shaping up to be a wonderful vacation.


Chapter 9
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Stacey lay back on the lounge chair next to the pool, watching Jeff walk away. The sun was high and beating down on her skin despite the layer of sunscreen that she’d slathered over her face and neck. It was great to be one of the first people at the hotel. From this spot, she could see everyone arriving, since the pool was in the centre of the block of rooms and nothing or no one would get by unnoticed.




It hadn’t been tough to talk Jeff into cutting out early. Fridays were usually half days for him anyway. Actually, they’d talked about the reunion most of the week, getting the old yearbook out and reliving old memories. He was as anxious to see their old classmates as she was.

The one thing that was different now was that she was no longer the shy wallflower that she’d been in high school. In retrospect she’d never realized how attractive she was but that was probably due to being Annette’s bestie. She’d always been over-shadowed by Annette, the head cheerleader, life of the party and the most popular girl in her class. Annette had oozed self confidence and fun whereas she had been the bookworm and the one volunteering to serve at all the dance canteens rather than get down on the dance floor.

And to think that Jeff had been attracted to her, seen through the reserved shell to the real Stacey underneath. Maybe because she was the only girl in their class that had never bothered flirting with him—too shy and tongue tied whenever he was around—that he’d seen her as a kind of challenge? She grinned and pushed the sunglasses farther up her nose, admiring the muscles in his back and shoulders. Even the cotton he was wearing couldn’t hide the fact that he was ripped, his long legs still lean and muscular. He was as great looking as he was in high school, despite the years that had passed.

At the sound of voices to her left she turned to see a man and his wife dragging a suitcase and stopping at a room on the ground level. She sat up and pulled the sunglasses lower to get a better look. The woman had shoulder length dark hair, her smile wide below a set of dark sunglasses, gazing up at her husband.

Stacey’s mouth fell open and she rose from the chair, her heart racing. “Annette?”

The woman turned and lifted the glasses from her face and the look of surprise mirrored Stacey’s. “Oh my God! Stacey! Is that you?” She placed her hand on her husband’s arm and murmured something before striding across the patio area to where Stacey stood.

For a moment the old shyness seized Stacey’s chest and she stood frozen to the spot. Annette looked wonderful, her petite and trim body moving with the easy grace of a jungle cat, her chin held high. Her manicured nails flashed a cherry red as long delicate fingers opened the gate to the chain link fence and she scampered over.

Stacey’s arms circled Annette and she hugged her close for a few moments both of them talking at once.  

“Oh my God! You look great!”

“You haven’t changed a bit! I would have recognized you anywhere!”

Their hands still gripped each other’s shoulders when they pulled back to check each other out from toe to the tops of their heads. For a few seconds Stacey was very conscious of the fact that she was in a bikini and Annette’s linen dress was designer expensive.

“It has been too long since I’ve seen you. Oh my God the last time was when you were pregnant. And now, two kids? In college?” Annette icy blue eyes sparkled and still she held Stacey with her hands, seemingly reluctant to break the bond after so many years apart.

Stacey’s hand rose to thread through her hair and she shook her head. “Oh my God, yes. This is awful that we let this go so long without getting together.” She reached for Annette’s hand, squeezing it tight.”And you? Michael is it? He’s at Caltech? Wow!”

“Yeah. We’re pretty proud of him.” Annette gazed over at the entrance to the hotel lobby and back. “Is Jeff here?”

“He’s gone to get us a drink.” This time it was Stacey who gazed past her friend checking out her husband. “It’s Craig, right? Your husband? I can’t wait to meet him.” From the brief glimpse of him before Annette came over, he was a pretty attractive guy too. Tall, dark and so distinguished looking with the trimmed goatee.

“Yes. Hey! I think I’ll go change into my swimsuit too. We’ve got a couple hours until we go to the school and register and then there’s the dinner and dance.” She hugged Stacey once more. “There’s so much to get caught up on! Have you seen anyone else yet?”

“We’re the first!” She tapped Annette’s shoulder. “Go! Get changed and bring Craig back. Jeff will be back any minute.”

She watched Annette grin and then spin around, hurrying off to join her husband in their room. Aside from a few faint lines on her forehead and framing her eyes, Annette was just as pretty as she’d been in high school. She wasn’t the slender pixie she’d been but had filled out in all the right places. It was obvious she took care of herself, from the gym to expensive beauty salons. Annette had really done well for herself and it showed.

Stacey lowered into the lounge chair and smiled seeing Jeff appear in the hotel doorway carrying two mixed drinks. She took the one he extended and her words burst forth in a rush. “She’s here! Annette and her husband just arrived. They’re getting into their swimsuits and are coming right out. Isn’t that marvellous?”

Jeff’s head jerked back and his eyes opened wider before he took the chair next to her. “How’s she look?”

“Even prettier, if you can believe that!” She took a sip of the drink, tasting mostly mix. That was good. It would be a long day and they had to take it easy. She gazed at Jeff over the rim of the glass, noticing the bob of his eyebrows.

“No! I know what you’re thinking and not everyone is like us Jeff! They’re probably straight as arrows so don’t get any—”

“I’m not! I was thinking of you, babe! You’re the one more likely to put a move on Annette than me! I mean, you were always so close and—”

“Shut up!” She pushed his shoulder but the grin on her lips belied her words. Annette was exactly the type of woman she was attracted to, pretty, confident and with a totally lush body...but they were friends, old friends. That kind of swinging relationship belonged in her other life, her real life, not the one she was revisiting that weekend.

Her lips tightened in a grimace of warning, staring at him. “You’ve got to watch yourself. No flirting or carrying on. Okay?”

He lowered his voice, and then looked past her at the sound of a door opening.”Okay. But if the dance ends up being a total drag, we leave and make our own fun. You’re still okay with that, aren’t you?”

She turned and watched Annette appear, wearing a white lacy cover-up over an ivory one piece swim suit. Even though it wasn’t a bikini, the colour and cut was flattering and sexy. She could have been a model from a magazine. And her husband was no slouch either, with the open colourful Hawaiian shirt and clam diggers. Even though he was older, he was in great shape.

Annette pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and rushed forward when she spotted Jeff. “I can’t believe it! My God Jeff, you look exactly the same. It’s so not fair.” She pushed the gate wide and strode over to hug him.

Stacey noticed Craig’s shy smile as he followed his wife through the gate. He watched Annette and Jeff hug for a moment before turning to extend his hand. “Hi. You must be Stacey. I’ve heard so much about you. I’m Craig.”

Whether it was the British accent or the winsoome grin he gave, trying not to stare at her boobs, she couldn’t resist. Her arms went around his shoulders and she pulled him close for a warm hug. “Handshakes are for business meetings. Come here! So nice to meet you!” He not only looked good but his aftershave was sexy too.

“Oh my. Well...it’s wonderful meeting you too!” He grinned and pulled back, this time unable to hide the glance at her chest.

The bikini hid only the very necessary naughty bits, showing the swell of her boobs and curve of her hip from a trim, tiny waist. She felt a warmth in her chest, pulling her shoulders back and flashing a flirty smile at him. Whereas before she had felt a tad uncomfortable and under-dressed when Annette first appeared, this was something she was eminently familiar with, being the focal point of a guy’s appreciative gaze. Another place...another time and she’d enjoy getting it on with this dude.

Annette stepped back from Jeff and tugged at Craig’s arm, pulling him closer to Jeff. “Craig, this is Jeff, Stacey’s husband.”

Craig and Jeff shook hands, mumbling the usual ‘pleased to meet you’. There was an odd expression on Craig’s face glancing from Jeff to Annette. He didn’t look threatened at all, but rather...strangely interested? If that made any sense?

If there was one thing that Stacey had learned over the years since she’d been in the swinger lifestyle, it was a sixth sense, or as she liked to think of it, a sexth sense. Annette may be the same old Annette but this Craig...there was something sexy and adventurous there. A diamond in the rough. She smiled gazing into his eyes. She could polish that diamond and make it shine, given half a chance.


Chapter 10
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Craig excused himself and wandered from the pool area to the bar inside to get a round of drinks. The three of them were re-living high school stories, interspersed with catching up in their present lives and he doubted whether they’d mind him taking his time at the bar. He downed a quick drink while the bartender was mixing the round to bring back.

He turned and leaned his back against the bar gazing out the window to the pool area. Whoa. That Stacey was nothing like the girl he pictured from what Annette had said. There was nothing shy about how she presented herself in the scant bikini! It was smashing how the tiny flaps of cloth were working overtime to keep her nipples covered, and forget the lush swell of flesh surrounding them.

When she pulled him into her body for a close hug, he was glad that Annette had given him a blow job on the way there. How embarrassing would it have been if he’d gotten an erection meeting Annette’s best friend from high school! That would have gone over like a lead balloon.

His eyes squinted to see Stacey better when she stood up and wandered over to the pool to dip her foot in. She was only a few inches taller than Annette but she was easily twenty pounds heavier, filled out in all the right places, with a Jennifer Lopez type butt, all bubbly and lush.

“She’s pretty prime, huh?”

At the low whistle and deep voice, Craig spun around to face the young beefcake bartender in the white golf shirt, the sleeves of which were tight on bulging muscles. He had the drinks set on the bar and his eyes were focussed on the three people at the pool, specifically Stacey.

“Uh...yeah.  Nice figure all right.” Craig reached in his pocket for his wallet, following the bartender’s gaze. The guy had to be in his late twenties and he was ogling Stacey?

“Are you kidding? The brunette’s not bad either.” He placed his elbows on the bar and leaned closer, his voice almost a whisper. “The blonde’s husband invited me to their room later tonight when I’m finished work.” He chuckled softly and his eyebrows bobbed a few times. “I think they’re into ménage.  I’m game, if you know what I mean.”

Craig stood stock still, his eyes wide watching the handsome blonde man. He swallowed hard and then cleared his throat before glancing down to scoop a fifty from his billfold. What the fuck? Had he heard right? This guy was doing a threesome with Stacey and Jeff? His hand shook slightly handing the money to the bartender.

“Wow! Lucky you, I guess.” Holy shit! Wait till Annette heard this one! She’d never believe it. Craig’s mouth was dry, the words coming out like a croak. It was a weak answer considering the tumult that was happening in his brain and the shot of lust that pulsed in his cock.

The bartender rang the register and grinned when the drawer popped open. “You guess? No guesswork on my part. I’m getting laid. Damned straight!”

Craig looked at the bartender still not believing his eyes or ears. Jeff had set this up? From the shit eating grin on the young bartender’s face, he wasn’t lying. Oh my God. He slapped a fiver on the bar and took the other bills that the guy handed him.

His heart was beating a mile a minute and he was sure that his face was fire engine red from all that he’d heard. Of course he’d heard about ménages and sexual swapping and such but to actually meet anyone who had done it! Impossible. But no...it was happening. Wait till the guy saw him join the others at the pool. He’d sure wonder then, wouldn’t he?




Oh my God! He’d think that THEY were part of that whole swapping and ménage thing! Oh shit.

He picked up the drinks and set them on a tray and smiled at the bartender. “My wife and I are here for her high school reunion. She hasn’t seen these people in over twenty years. Funny how people’s lives just go in totally different directions, eh?”

The bartender’s eyes flashed over to the pool and then to Craig’s face. “Oh.” This time it was his turn to colour pink. “Hey buddy? Don’t say anything about what I just told you. I...uh...probably should have kept my trap shut.”

Craig sighed but felt gratified that he’d got the upper hand, at least for a little while. It was clear who would have the upper hand later that night and he was looking at him. “No problem. Mum’s the word.” He picked up the tray and headed out the door.

Yeah, Mum was definitely the word. Stacey was almost old enough to be the guy’s mother all right, even if she was porn star hot.


Chapter 11
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Annette managed to keep up her end of the conversation talking about her life, their lives, old classmates, all the while kicking herself mentally for the flutter in her tummy every time she looked at Jeff.  Fuck! It wasn’t supposed to be like this!

He was supposed to have a big beer belly and jowls, not look every bit as hot as he had in the tight football uniform, the pants tight, hugging a sweet little ass with that delectable hollow at the side. His eyes were still that shade of green and blue that could change in a heartbeat depending on his mood. The jaw wasn’t jowly but rather, square and firm with a hint of bearded shadow.

When he’d hugged her when they’d said hello, it was just a little longer than was normal between two old friends. Especially so, with his wife and Craig looking on. She knew her cheeks had been almost scarlet when she’d broken off.

When Craig appeared carrying the drinks, she was grateful for the reprieve, smiling up at him as he handed her the glass of wine. He winked at her and then turned to offer drinks to Stacey and Jeff. Hmmm...That was odd. What was with the wink? And he actually looked like he was having a great time meeting them, instead of being bored out of his skull.

He pulled up a chair and sat next to her, grinning across at Stacey and Jeff. His face was flushed and a bead of perspiration trickled down his temple.

“Should you put on a hat Craig? The sun is really hot and—”

“No. No! I’m fine.” He turned to her and once more he winked his eye, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“Annette tells me you’re a partner in an investment firm. Maybe we should get together after this reunion and you can help me with my portfolio.” Jeff picked up his drink and took a long sip.

Stacey leaned forward and tapped his wrist, smiling sweetly up at him. “Although it’s probably me you should get together with, rather than Jeff. I look after the finances in the family.” Her blue eyes were a deep shade of aqua that seemed to sparkle when she gazed at him.

“Get together?” Craig’s smile became wider and two red spots appeared on his cheeks above the goatee. His voice felt strained, kind of high pitched.

Annette’s face tightened looking at him. The sun and heat along with the long drive...not to mention the fact that she’d kind of drained him sexually...it all must be getting to him. Her hand slipped over his shoulder. “I’m going in to get a hat for you, Craig.” She smiled at Jeff and Stacey and was about to get up when his hand clutched her wrist.

“I’m fine. Honest.” He suppressed a chuckle and then turned once more to Stacey. “I’d like to get together with you...to discuss your portfolio and how best I could satisfy your needs.” He looked down and his lips tightened, the outer edge twitching. When he looked over at her again, he grinned. “Is it long term, steady performance you want do you think, or do you usually take advantage of short, fast spikes in the market?”

A slow smile curved Stacey’s lips and her eyes narrowed softly gazing at Craig. Her voice was low and a trifle seductive to Annette’s way of thinking when she answered.

“I’ll take it any way I can get it. As long as the results are satisfactory.”

Annette’s hands rose along with her blood pressure. There was something else going on there and she wasn’t exactly sure what the hell it was. “Enough shop talk. You’ll have to come visit us in New York for the weekend. Craig can fix you up then.”

Jeff leaned forward and his eyes stabbed hers with their dark intensity. “If Craig is fixing Stacey, what will we be doing, Annette?”

She couldn’t help it. There was a tingle between her legs falling into Jeff’s eyes. Even though there was a teasing smirk on his lips, she could feel a sensual undercurrent.

When Craig let out a loud guffaw, she jerked back and turned to look at him. What the fuck was up with him this afternoon? Her cheeks became hot thinking about how turned on he’d been when the truck driver had seen her naked from the waist down, having an orgasm. Was that what this was all about? He wouldn’t mind Jeff watching them have sex? Men were so visual when it came to sex. That had to be it.

She took a deep breath and smiled over at Jeff. “I don’t know. Maybe we could take in a ball game. You still like sports, right?”

“I love ball.” His voice was a soft, seductive purr, his lips soft and so kissable that it was frightening.

Stacey took a deep, loud breath and turned to Jeff, swatting his arm gently with her hand. “Jeff. Stop teasing.” She turned to face Craig and then smiled at Annette. “He’s terrible. The same old horn-dog he was in high school. Don’t pay any attention. He just likes to get a rise out of everyone.”

Craig laughed and shook his head staring at Jeff. “You’re really good at that. Getting a rise out of folks, I mean.” He glanced over at the window of the bar.

Stacey’s head spun to look at the window and then at Craig. Her cheeks became flushed pink compared to the fairness of her forehead and chin. For a moment she said nothing, just flashed a look at Jeff.

“Hey you guys! Don’t drink too much and miss the reunion!”

Annette turned at the loud, male voice yelling across the patio. Oh shit! It was Sean Fowler in a ball cap and plaid shorts, grinning over at them as he unlocked the door to his room. His room was right next door to theirs. Damn it!

She looked over at Stacey and rolled her eyes. “You know what? I was toying with the idea of taking a little nap before we change and go over to the school but now I’m pretty sure, I’m going to do that. You guys don’t mind do you?”

Stacey sighed. “I don’t blame you. Sean is probably still the same asshole he was back then. We’ll cover with him, if you two want to take a break.”

Annette rose to her feet and smiled seeing Craig also rise. The way he’d been acting, it was just as well to lay down for a while out of the heat.


Chapter 12
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Jeff watched Annette and Craig cross the patio and disappear into their room. She still liked him even after all these years and despite being married to the Wall Street mogul. It was flattering but that was as far as it went, even though the banter about a visit to New York City had been kind of enticing.

Stacey turned to him and swatted his arm, her eyes blazing. “You set something up with the bar tender for later didn’t you? I thought we were going to play it by ear...if the dance was boring we’d leave and figure something out, but...” She gritted her teeth and huffed a quick breath. “...you weren’t taking any chances were you? You should have ran it by me first, Jeff. And...I think Craig knows.”

“What? You’re crazy. He doesn’t know anything.” He glanced over his shoulder at the window of the bar, not really sure that the young man had actually been discreet. He remembered being that age and if a couple had asked him to join them in a threesome he probably would have been over the moon excited. He sighed. Yeah. Young ‘Studly’ in there probably had let something slip to Craig. Shit. And now Stacey was pissed.

Stacey shook her head. “That’s not the vibes I picked up and you know...I’m pretty tuned into anything sexy.” She glanced over at the room where Sean was just emerging from. “We’ll talk about this later. Maybe there’s some way of covering up and throwing them off. I’m sure he’s telling Annette all about it right now.”

He rolled his eyes skyward and took a long sip of his drink. It was one of the things that he and Stacey didn’t quite agree on—the big secrecy. What business was it of anyone else, what a happily married couple did sexually? They weren’t hurting anyone and it was their lives! Sometimes it seemed like they were going through what gay guys had to endure twenty years ago, the closet double life.




But still...There was a lump in his gut knowing he should have cleared that with Stacey first—the ménage with the bar tender. It’s just that when he saw the guy, he knew she’d like him and for sure he loved being part of that.

“Hey! Can I get you another drink? I’m on my way to the bar right now.” Sean Fowler stopped half way cross the patio and grinned. “Was that Annette Johnson out here earlier? Where’d she go?”

Jeff jumped to his feet and smiled over at his old classmate. Sean had never been as popular in school even though he was good looking and could be funny at times. He was also a bit on the crude side which put some people off. There was no way he was going to take a chance on the Blabbermouth Bartender saying something to Sean. For sure it would get all over then and Stacey would definitely kill him.

“Let me get it buddy!” Jeff pushed through the gate and strode over to Sean, noticing the beer belly paunch rounding out the golf shirt.

He pulled Sean into a big bear hug and clapped him on the back. “It’s good to see you, Sean. Are you alone? Your wife didn’t want to come?”

Sean pushed his ball cap higher on his forehead and looked at the ground for a moment. “We’re going through a divorce. The fucking bitch left me for a woman, can you believe that?” His lips tightened and he shook his head, his jowls jiggling a little bit in the process.

For a moment Jeff looked at him, feeling sorry for his old team mate. It had to be hard on him to show up there, with a failed marriage under his belt, not to mention how lonely it must be. His face was lined and there were bags under Sean’s eyes. The stress was taking a toll physically it seemed. “That’s rough buddy. What can I get you?” He clapped Sean on the back and managed a small smile.

“Beer. Make it a couple will ya?” He looked over at Stacey and whistled. “Woo Wee! Damn that girl looks fine! You sure lucked out knocking that one up! Maybe I should have tried that with Annette that prom night.”

The muscle in Jeff’s neck knotted and the smile dropped from his lips watching Sean ogle his wife. He’d seen guys do this tons of times but seeing Sean do it felt dirty. And the crack about the pregnancy? Sure it had been unplanned but Sean’s crack crossed a line. Their son Conrad had been conceived that night and he was a hell of a kid!    

“Stacey and I are quite happy. I’m a lucky guy, that’s for sure. She’s quite a lady.” He nudged Sean’s shoulder and their eyes met, his own broadcasting a silent warning.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah...sure. She was always the quiet shy one. It was Annette who got around.” Sean turned and walked over to join Stacey.

His eyes closed slowly and he shook his head a little before continuing over to the bar. Yeah, Sean was still an asshole. No wonder his wife left him. When he opened the door to the bar and looked over at the young ripped bar tender, the guy looked quickly away, becoming focussed on polishing the glass in his hand.

“Hey Brad. Can I get a couple beers and two more Ice Tea?” He sidled up to the bar and leaned his elbow on the smooth dark surface, glancing from the bartender to the poolside, where Sean was releasing Stacey from a hug and pulling a chair closer to hers.

“Uh Jeff? I may have let slip that I’m visiting you and your wife later—”

“Ya think?” Jeff leaned over the bar and his voice was low. “Look kid, it’s not cool to go blabbing about stuff like that.” He watched the dark flush in the bartender’s cheeks and knew he’d scored a point that the young man would remember. “You’re lucky my wife didn’t come in here and cancel.”

Brad’s head jerked up and the look of horrified disappointment almost brought a smile to Jeff’s lips.

“Don’t worry. I covered for you but watch it in the future. Okay?” He reached into his pocket for the credit card and Brad’s fingers closed over his. “No man. This rounds on me. Sorry dude.”

Jeff nodded and he locked eyes with Brad for a moment. Yeah. It would be okay. They’d have a good time with this guy. He picked up the tray and walked out of the bar, watching Sean and Stacey. She had her hand on his arm and was leaning close, nodding her head. Sean was probably crying on her shoulder about his divorce.

When he looked to the left seeing another couple arrive, the short red haired woman waving and pointing to him patting her husband’s arm, he paused. It was hard to tell who they were with the sunglasses and straw hats. The guy was portly, wearing dark pants and a striped red shirt whereas she was in a sundress that hung limply from her slender frame.

“Jeff? It’s Mindy and Dave Jones! Give us ten minutes and we’ll join you guys!” She grinned and took her sunglasses off, peering hard at Jeff and the poolside. “Oh my God! Is that Stacey? And Sean?”

Dave waved and turned to unlock the door, hustling her inside.

Jeff smiled and continued on to the pool. Mindy and Dave Jones. They were nice, had always been a sweet couple in high school even if they were a bit nerdy. And Stacey had said they were on the organizing committee setting the reunion up. Well, that figured.

He handed Craig his beers and then set their drinks down on the small table next to Stacey, purposely pulling his chair closer and edging out Sean. He was staking his claim and making it clear that Sean’s crudeness wasn’t going to be tolerated, especially if it had anything to do with Stacey.


Chapter 13
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Craig watched Annette stand at the window of their room and sneak a peek through the side of the curtain at Sean and Jeff.

“Hmph.” She took a deep breath and inhaled loudly through her nose. “Still an asshole but now he’s got a pot belly.”

He loosened the buttons on his shirt and stretched his arms before placing his hands behind his head, smiling softly as he looked at her. It was definitely a cat and canary feeling going on in his gut...well that and a semi hard on below it.

“Annette?”

She turned and ambled over to the bed, sitting down on the side and smiling at him. “Yeah? Thanks for being a good sport about all this. You kind of like—”

“They’re doing a ménage with the young stud in the bar later tonight.” He grinned and eased forward. “Your friends, Stacey and Jeff.”

Her head jerked back and forehead became lined with puzzlement. “What? What the hell are you talking about?”

Oh this was rich! He sat up and gripped her hand, the grin on his face was ear to ear. “When I went in to get the round of drinks...the bartender, who is like something out of a men’s exercise magazine was bragging about it. Apparently Jeff asked him to their room after they get back from the dance. The young stud was really looking forward to getting freaky with Stacey.”

Annette’s jaw fell open so wide she was in danger of any stray bug flying in. Her eyes closed and she shook her head, laughing. “That’s preposterous. It was probably some idiot fantasizing and pulling your leg. There’s no way—”

“OH YEAH, BABY!” He gripped her shoulders pulling her closer, laughing all the while. “Your shy little bestie is going to get true and royally shagged by a young stud tonight and her husband set it up! Maybe Jeff’s impotent. Maybe when they’re away this is how she gets her jollies. You did say they like to vacation often.”

She shook her head but there was a grin beginning to blossom on her lips. “No. That can’t—”

“Did you not see her come on to me? Sorry but I couldn’t help having some fun out there with them. A get together to tweak their investment portfolio, indeed! The only tweaking she wants is between her legs. And he’s totally on side with it. Amazing!” He could feel his chest swell along with his cock at the thought.

Who would have thought that he’d have all these women coming on to him when he was in his fifties? First Eleanor, massaging his shoulders, flirting! Now Annette’s best friend who could have any guy in the world—even that ripped bartender!—and she was flirting with him! Craig Bannister! Sure he was in fairly good shape, not bad looking but definitely no Brad Pitt.

The smile faded from Annette’s face and her gaze dropped to his crotch, the loose shorts now with quite a high tent. “I can see the idea has some appeal for you.” She stood up and slipped the cover-up off and reached for the strap of her bathing suit.

Oh my God. This woman and her friends and fantasies were going to kill him but what a way to go! He unbuttoned the shirt and tossed it aside, his hands fumbling for the waist of his shorts, all the while watching his wife slide the cream coloured bathing suit lower and lower with languid seduction.

The suit slid past her chest, releasing the perfect firm and supple breasts topped with a dark puckered nipple, the tips sticking out like tiny top hats. With a gentle sway of her hips, each side of the suit pushed lower until it fell down her thighs and calves.

He kicked the pair of shorts off the bed and laid back, his forefingers and thumb shaking his heavy meat, slapping the knob against his taut stomach.

Annette licked her lips eyeing his cock. “Are you going to get together with Stacey? Do some tweaking of her...” She smiled and turned around and with an exaggerated sway of her hips she took a few steps to stand in front of the window. “… Assets?” Bending forward, she placed her elbows on the sill, parting the blinds to look across to the pool.  

Oh my God. The sight of her ass tilted up so that just the slight puffiness of her burgundy pussy lips showed...waiting for him while she spied on her best friend...his heart was hammering hard when he rose to his feet.

He stood behind her, holding his rock hard cock in his fist while looking over her shoulder to where the others still were. There was a bird’s eye view of Stacey sitting across from that new guy, Sean, bending forward slightly so that her breasts threatened to spill out of the tiny bikini. His breath was shallow and fast when he arched his hips forward, rubbing his oozing knob against Annette’s pussy and opening.

Fuck she was dripping wet, as horny as he was watching the others, fantasizing about Stacey. This was incredible how hot it got her thinking of another woman wanting to fuck him. But he could understand after the incident with the truck driver. He pushed inside and then gripped her hips with tight fingers, pulling her back and harder onto him. He gasped at the hot tightness, watching Stacey’s nearly naked body.

For just a moment he allowed himself to picture her there, in front of him, fucking her, instead of Annette. There was a fleeting feeling of guilt before he sighed and pulled back to shove it harder into her slippery depths. It was fucking hot and Annette was into it too. It wasn’t like he was cheating...not if the woman he was actually fucking was his wife. It was just erotic and decadently hot.

“Stacey’s got a great body, doesn’t she? I bet she’d like getting fucked by you.” Her other hand slid down her tummy and her fingers rolled into his balls, massaging them gently, before drifting forward to her clit.

Oh shit. His eyes were soft gazing across the patio to Stacey, her luscious full lips and laughing eyes, the swell of her tits and picturing the way her ass jiggled a little when she walked over to the pool. And Annette was moaning softly, arching back into him, meeting each thrust with a bump and grind of her hips. It was so fucking hot, a delirious excitement.

“Would you like me to fuck her? Is that what you’d like? Be next to us waiting your turn, or would you like to fuck Jeff?” He rocked faster into Annette’s slippery hole, his fingers splayed and separating the cheeks of her ass. He looked down where they joined and for a moment he pictured Jeff being where her was, impaling Annette with his thick cock.

The thought was wild and he could feel the pressure in his cock building, becoming lost in lust.

“Oh Jesus! Harder,” her voice took on a growl. “Hammer that hard cock...faster!” Annette was bucking her hips, tits bouncing fast, jostling the blinds, hand whirring faster than any vibrator on her clit.

She creamed onto him, hot and slippery. It was too much. The sensation of her tightness gripping him in her orgasm, the decadent picture of Jeff and Stacey put him over the edge. He rammed hard and deep into her, shooting a hot load high into her velvet hole. His legs trembled, straining at the immediate pulse of lust that followed. Her fingers scraped and clawed at his balls...moaning in her ecstasy...the two of them shuddering with pent up desire...

There was nothing but her sweet flesh sliding along his shaft, pulling every drop of pleasure from him. “Oh God!” The last jolt of lust just about buckled his knees and he gripped the window sill to steady himself.

Her hand left the blinds and slid behind her to stroke his hip. “Fuck, that was awesome!” She giggled and turned her head, trying to see him. “What the hell is happening with us, Craig? We’re becoming sex fiends.”

He leaned forward and nuzzled the back of her neck, inhaling the sweetness of her perfume, tasting the salty satin of her skin. “I don’t know, but isn’t it great? If we keep this up, I’m going to need Viagra.”

She turned and he felt his shaft slip out, slide against her hip and into her mons. “Maybe not viagra but just a little spice...like this.” Her lips brushed the folds of his ear and her breath was hot and gentle. “How are we going to pretend we don’t know about their threesome or even look them in the eye after this?”

He held her close and chuckled. “It’s our little secret, Annette. But you know...we could have some fun with this, tonight. We know what they’ll be doing later but they don’t know that...”


Chapter 14
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Stacey saw Sean hovering over Annette and Craig’s table, looking like he was angling to land there. She sighed and touched Jeff’s arm, nodding her head over to Annette. “C’mon. It looks like they need rescuing, although she owes me big time for putting up with him earlier. He’s still the uncouth pig he was in high school.”

“Every school has them.” Jeff took her hand leading the way over. “Hi Sean. Hi, you two. Thanks for saving our seats.”

Sean looked disappointed for a moment but then he spied someone else, a single woman drifting through the crowd, a drink in her hand. Stacey looked hard, trying to place her but realized the woman was probably a few years behind them in school and as such would have been invisible to her class.




She took a seat next to Annette and rolled her eyes watching Sean leave. “Smart move on your part to take a nap earlier. Honestly, he was undressing me with his eyes and making lewd comments even though Mindy and Dave were there too.”

Annette and Craig shared a look before she answered. “It’s funny how he never changed but you...you’re no longer the shy girl you were back then.”

Stacey nodded. She’d purposely worn a dress that highlighted every curve and was daringly low in the scooped neck. There was nothing shy and demure about how she looked now. She took in Annette’s royal blue wrap dress that fit her trim body to a ‘T’ without showing too much cleavage or leg. It was pretty but too conservative to be eye catching.  This also was different from the girl Annette had been in high school.

“True. But neither are you. You were always the one who was waaay out there, a party animal. If anyone were to meet us now, they’d think we were the total opposite of the way we were in high school.” She watched Annette’s eyes, trying to see if there was any sign that her friend knew about the threesome set-up that Jeff had arranged with the bartender. It was the perfect opening for Annette to make a comment.

Craig leaned forward and smiled at Stacey and then Jeff. “How about I do the honour of playing bartender and get us some drinks? It’s fun being bartender.” He chuckled and squeezed Annette’s shoulder before leaving the table and threading his way through the crowded room to the bar.

Her breath caught in her throat and she looked at the table for a moment. They KNEW! That remark about it being fun to be a bartender HAD to be because he knew! 

“Craig’s a nice guy. You two are a good fit together. It seems like he’s always got your back watching out...for you, you know.” Jeff’s face was hard to read smiling at Annette. There was some hidden meaning there, especially when Annette’s eyes opened wider and her cheeks flushed.

Stacey waited for Annette to say something and when she didn’t she felt the need to fill the void. “Yes. I like him, Annette. You met in university? But he still has a British accent. It’s kind of sexy...James Bondish.”

Annette took a deep breath and glanced from Stacey to Jeff, aiming her words at him. “It’s funny, you know. None of us wears glasses and yet, we’re in our forties. You’d think at least one of us would have some vision loss...do you wear contacts, Jeff?” She shot a smile at Stacey. “Sorry all this talk of watching, just got me thinking of that odd fact.”

Okay. Stacey’s eyes narrowed for a moment. There definitely was something going on here that she wasn’t privy to. It had gone from the innuendo of the threesome to some kind of voyeuristic thing? What exactly was Jeff up to? What had he seen?

Before she had a chance to explore this line of thought, Craig appeared back at the table carrying the drinks.

He set four glasses down and then proceeded to top them up with the bottle of wine in his other hand. “Sorry. It’s beer or wine only. It’s a gym not a five star restaurant...” He glanced over at Annette and his voice became lower, “...or even a pool bar. You can’t beat the service at the hotel bar.”

Annette scooped up the napkin that was placed next to her place setting and covered her mouth, coughing into in but her eyes were narrow like she was laughing.

“Maybe you’ll join us for a nightcap when we get home tonight. I mean back at the hotel.” Jeff’s face held a soft smirk looking at Annette and Craig. “We can share a cab ride home.” He reached for his glass of wine and grinned taking a small sip.

Annette’s gaze zeroed in on her husband, with that ‘deer in the headlights’ type look.

Stacey nudged Jeff’s leg with the toe of her high heel under the table and he grinned over at her. That bugger! They thought they were playing him but Jeff was better at this game and he had absolutely no shame when it came to sex. Craig and Annette had better watch themselves.

The wait staff who were really high school kids currently enrolled had circulated and were now at their table, setting steaming plates of roast beef and chicken in from of them. Stacey nodded and smiled her thanks and when they left she turned to Annette.

“I was serious today about getting together about the investments. Jeff and I would love to visit New York but we’ll stay at a hotel. We don’t want to put you out and besides hotel sex is always better.”

Craig had been about to take a bite of his beef but his hand paused in mid air, half way to his mouth. Annette’s eyes widened and her mouth clamped shut.

It was rich! For all the time that Annette had been the popular socialite in school, now it was Stacey’s turn to shine and this was an area where she overflowed with confidence.

“I think they know that, sweetie.” Jeff grinned over at her and waggled his eyebrows, glancing at Annette and Craig.

The light bulb went on in Stacey’s brain. So that was it! Jeff must have caught some kind of glimpse of Annette and Craig getting it on when they went back to their room to have a so called ‘nap’. The look on Annette’s face confirmed it but Craig had a good poker face, all calm and neutral.

“That is one benefit of getting away.” Craig smiled and glanced at Annette before continuing. “You two go on cruises and go to Jamaica a lot. At least that’s what Annette mentioned to me earlier. Ever stay near that Hedonism place? You must have heard of it...the Swinger’s resort?” His hand raised the glass of wine in front of his chest and he looked positively gleeful when he added. “Oh my. Maybe I spoke out of turn and you actually stay there.”

Stacey gasped and sat stock still, watching Craig. Fuck! He knew and he was making no bones about it. She glanced at Annette who was also looking a bit shell shocked. Fuck. She knew as well but was horrified that Craig had stepped over the line.

Jeff pushed back from the table and tossed his napkin on the half empty plate before turning and softly smiling at Craig. “Yeah, we have. It’s actually a pretty nice place. You and Annette should try it.”

Annette’s gaze flew to Stacey’s face. Was it true?

Stacey nodded and she took a sip of wine, gazing at her best friend and her husband, Craig. Well, it was out there now. Might as well own it.


Chapter 15
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Jeff did have twenty/twenty eyesight and he’d seen some suspicious movement at the window in Annette’s room earlier that day. He’d sat next to Stacey trying to fend off and neutralize some of Sean’s remarks but the swaying of the blinds in their room had caught his eye. He hadn’t said anything to Stacey because he hadn’t been sure...not until his fishing trip at dinner when Annette had taken the bait, hook, line and sinker.  He wasn’t sure that her cool British husband would have and it was great that he’d offered to get the drinks...again.

But there was no way he was going to sit there and let them get away with their sly innuendos, not at Stacey’s expense. Annette and Craig were neophytes in the sexual arena. They had no clue who they’d chosen to spar with—the Master.

It was child’s play when Craig tried to score the highest point with the crack about Hedonism. Of course, they’d been there, tons of times. The first time had been the turning point in Stacey’s confidence and celebration of her sexuality. Regrets? No way! He felt his chest fill with pride at the look on Stacey’s face, nodding at Annette, letting her know it was true.

And Annette! She looked like she didn’t know whether to wind her watch or run screaming from the room as red as a beet. Even cool, collected Craig looked a bit taken back.

“I meant it when I asked you two for a night cap. Although it wasn’t exactly a round of drinks I was referring to. You know of course about the threesome we have planned with Brad. He’s so jacked, I knew Stacey would love getting pounded by him. But, there’s always room for more, if you want to join us.”

The whole time he was talking, he could barely keep from bursting out laughing watching Annette and Craig. Their faces ran the gamut of shock, looking away for a moment pretending this wasn’t happening to actually glancing over at him, curiosity narrowing their gaze.

Craig cleared his throat and smiled before speaking, “Well...ah...I’m not sure about—”

“How did you get involved with this?” Annette sat forward, placing her hand on Craig’s arm but speaking to Stacey.

Once more he felt a surge of pride watching Stacey coolly answer. “You make it sound like it’s some sort of cult, like Scientology or something.” She laughed and leaned into Annette and Craig. “It was just the way our sex life evolved. A process of small changes. We fantasized, then talked about it...a lot!...and then we went to a club, just to watch at first.”

Annette and Craig looked at each other silently for a moment and then once more she turned to Stacey and spoke, “But, don’t either of you get jealous watching the other one with someone else? I mean fantasizing is one thing but actually doing it? I can’t see—”

“Do you ever play tennis or play bridge with another couple? You usually partner with the other person’s spouse, right? And when Craig and Jane or Mary or whoever score a point and you see how happy he is, doesn’t that make you happy, seeing him happy? The principle’s the same, but yeah, it takes a lot of communication and trust to get there.” Stacey set her napkin next to her plate and shook her head. “It’s not for everyone. Just don’t judge us too much that we’re into it. We’re the same people, just with an adventurous sex life.”

Jeff sighed and looked away for a moment seeing the look on Annette’s face. She was still a little shocked but trying to smile and be casual. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have teased you so much...asking you back to the hotel for well...sex. That was out of line. You’re into your thing, we’re into ours.” He looked around, noticing that many people were getting up and leaving the gymnasium, probably on their way to the dance portion of the evening.

“Look, Stacey and I need to catch up with some other folks. We’ll see you at the dance.” He couldn’t resist a final quip, grinning at Annette. “Save me a dance. But it’s got to be a waltz not a 50’s swing step.” He winked at her and stood, extending his hand for Stacey to join him.


Chapter 16
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Annette’s eyes opened wide when Jeff winked at her and rose to his feet. She watched Stacey join him and the two of them sauntered slowly from the room, smiling and chatting with the odd person they passed.

God. They were so casual about all this...yet it was plain as the nose on your face how nuts they still were about each other.

She turned to Craig and shook her head slightly. “Can you believe that? Stacey and Jeff are Swingers. They think nothing of having sex with God knows who...like it’s some kind of sport, like tennis for heaven’s sake.” She gulped and looked away for a moment. There was a crazy contradiction going on in her body and brain. She was still trying to make sense of the whole thing but her pussy was tingling secretly.

Craig’s face tightened and he sighed long and slow. “No, it’s a lot more than that. The tennis analogy...I’m not sure how good that was. There’s a much deeper communication and understanding of each other than just a match of tennis. And trust...it’s got to be over the top.”

“You have to wonder, if Stacey and Jeff are into this...” She looked around slowly at the other couples still sitting in the gym, “...how many other people are Swingers as well? People with secret sex lives you’d never dream possible, not in a million years.”

His hand closed over hers and he leaned in close, to whisper, “Like us? Look at what’s been happening with us for the last week or so. Ever since Eleanor massaged my shoulders and I told you about it?” He chuckled softly, “I’m happy she did!”

Annette turned to face him. “Let’s not forget the tractor trailer driver thing either. That was something you really liked.” She sat still for a moment, wondering about all that she’d heard as well as their own kinkiness of late. Was this how it started with Stacey and Jeff? A little kinky stuff at first, gradually getting more and more out there?

She took his hand and rose to her feet. “We’d better join the others at the dance. There’s still a ton of people who I’d like to see.” When he stood up, she rose to the tops of her toes and whispered into his ear. “But, we’re not through talking about this...not by a long shot.”

***

Annette and Craig wandered through the throng of people at the outer walls of the cafeteria. They were constantly stopped by old classmates of hers, chatting and laughing as they caught up with each other’s lives, encapsulating the twenty years into ten and fifteen minute segments.

The whole time, Annette was like a hawk keeping an eye out both to avoid Sean and the poor woman who he’d staked claim on, as well as sneaking glimpses at Jeff and Stacey. She was still in a state of wonder at their revelation earlier. A ménage with the bartender was one thing, definitely on the wild side , but participating in orgies with strangers...well that was something else altogether.

A few times, Jeff caught her looking and nodded his head, a small smirky grin on his face. And seeing Stacey...well, she was the life of the party, laughing and pretty free with her hands, touching the arms and shoulders of both men and women. With Cerise Vanderlind, she was especially effusive in her affection, draping her arms over the raven haired, attractive woman and leaning close, their lips almost touching as they laughed and chatted. 

Annette was only half listening to Mindy Jones, her gaze drawn to Stacey with Cerise. When she glanced at Craig, he also was standing transfixed by the pair of women standing at the edge of the group of people.

Her eyes widened, even as she nodded at something or other that Mindy had remarked on. Fuck! That swinging thing...it probably involved some lesbian stuff as well! Stacey was pretty comfortable, practically flirting with Cerise... and of course, with Cerise Vanderlind, anything was possible. She’d been the class slut back then. There wasn’t a guy she hadn’t dated or fucked...or at least that had been the rumour going round. Cerise was nice but she wasn’t a girl you’d hang out with too much.

She turned back to Mindy and excused herself. “I’m sorry, but I’ve got to ask Stacey about something. I’ll catch up with you and Dave later?”

Mindy smiled, nodding her head, already turning to another couple who were wandering by.

Annette hardly breathed, glancing over at them. This high school reunion was like visiting another planet instead of tripping down memory lane. She grabbed Craig’s hand and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Do you think Stacey is bi-sexual as well? I mean, look at her with Cerise.”

His dark eyes were focused on Stacey and he nodded. “Probably. Wow. That’s like every guy’s fantasy watching two women.” He blew a gush of air and his eyebrows bobbed high.

Her head jerked back watching him. If this was his fantasy, he’d never said anything about it until now! She tugged on his hand leading the way over. Surely, she was wrong about this. It had to be that Stacey had too much to drink and was just being exuberant. They’d been best friends all through high school. If Stacey had any bi-sexual tendencies, wouldn’t she have picked up on that?

Annette placed her hand on Cerise’s arm and stepped close to the two women. “Cerise! Oh my God. You haven’t changed a bit!” Cerise’s dark eyes glanced past her, taking in Craig before she smiled down at Annette. Yeah, she hadn’t changed a bit.

“Annette! Wow! Look at you. You look fantastic! Stacey and I were just talking about the last prom, you going with Sean and then ditching him half way through. My God that was a crazy night!” Even though she was supposedly speaking to Annette, her eyes kept wandering over to Craig.

Annette turned and pulled Craig close. “Craig, this is Cerise. Cerise, this is my husband Craig.” She watched the taller woman, smile and grasp Craig’s hand, her grasp lingering a beat too long. Annette took a breath and continued, “Did you ever marry? Are you here alone?”

Stacey spoke up, her hand still on Cerise’s other arm.”She’s here all by herself. She couldn’t talk her husband into coming.” She smiled over at Craig, “You’re the patient one, putting up with all this old high school talk. It must be boring you to tears.”

Annette noticed a twinkle in Stacey’s eye, her words contradicting everything that had happened since Annette and Craig had arrived. Bored? Not by a long shot.

The song that was playing in the background changed and Stacey’s eyes lit up, bouncing on her toes and reaching for Annette. “Oh my God! Remember this song? It used to be like our anthem, we’d play it over and over when we were together.”

Annette turned her head, trying to discern the tune. Her mouth fell open and she grinned. “When I Come Around!”

Stacey grabbed her hand as well as Cerise’s. “C’mon! It’ll be like the old days!” She pulled them along in her wake, threading through the throng until they found an opening on the floor.

Annette laughed watching the other two, their arms high and hips boogying to the beat. It was like dances when she was a junior, before guys got up enough nerve to ask her out. When she became a cheerleader in the last two years, all that had changed.

Stacey and Cerise were really hamming it up, dancing like there was nobody watching but in fact totally aware that they were the centre of attention with the provocative swaying and grinding of their hips and shoulders. She couldn’t help but picture the two of them, taking it to the next level where they’d be gyrating against each other, like they were at some swinger party, where anything was acceptable.

Stacey’s breasts undulated above the neckline of her dress while the length of her thighs flashed in the strobe lighting. Beside her, Cerise’s arms were high over her head and her dark mane of hair was flying side to side above a body poured into a red satin dress.

For the first time, Annette felt dowdy; the hemline of her own dress almost reaching her knees and the curves of her waist and bust camouflaged in folds of fabric. The other two were exotic birds, spreading their plumage while she was struggling to keep up.

When the song ended and Jeff appeared at her side, she smiled up at him, relieved to see him and hear the slow song start up. “You promised me a dance.” His hand gripped hers while his other one snaked around her waist pulling her close.

The tangy aroma of his aftershave drifted into her nostrils and she could feel the heat of his body against her own, his shoulders broad and muscular under her fingers. There was a flutter low in her tummy and for a moment she was tongue tied looking up into his eyes.

She glanced at the large clock, hanging over the stage where the band was playing. It was only a little after eleven. Her cheeks flushed knowing what he’d be going home to...the ménage.

She took a deep breath and smiled. She couldn’t think about that right then, not dancing so close to him. But he must have had some kind of psychic ability...either that or the closeness of their bodies was getting to him too.

His head dipped lower so that his lips grazed the fold of her ear when he spoke. “Are you and Craig almost ready? Stacey and I are still up for sharing—”

She pulled back and her eyes were wide while her heart was thundering in her chest, staring at him.

“A cab, Annette. That’s what I meant. Share a cab. Although...” His eyebrow arched high and a small smirk lifted the corners of his lips, punctuated by dimples on either side.

She felt a touch on her hip and turned to see Stacey smiling at her, in the arms of Craig. His smile was sheepish when he looked over at her but his arms holding Stacey close didn’t loosen, their two torsos pressed tight together. Her jaw tightened for a second and she could feel a flare of jealousy make her face grow warm. But Stacey’s smile was friendly and Annette could see the look of love in her eyes glancing up at Jeff. This was who her best friend had become. If it were Cerise dancing like that with Craig, there might be cause for jealousy, but Stacey? And Craig? He was enjoying it but there was no doubt that this was as far as anything would go.

Still she watched them, Stacey turning and saying something close to Craig’s ear. He grinned and shook his head, while his hand on her back drifted lower.

Jeff’s hot breath stirred the fold of her ear once more. “Stacey is attracted to Craig. She told me earlier that she’d like to melt some of that cool English reserve. She could do it, too.”

Annette’s eyes opened wider, but still she couldn’t tear her gaze away from Craig and Stacey dancing so close together, her half naked boobs pressed into his chest. She could feel the pulse of lust, the wetness in her pussy at Jeff’s words. It didn’t help that Jeff’s hand on the small of her back slid lower to rest on her ass and tug her hips closer...so close she could feel the bulge of his cock against her tummy.

She gulped and her voice was strained when she looked up into his eyes. “Jeff...We can’t—”

His lips pressed into her neck and he nibbled at her ear lobe. “Annette...”

Her name was a caress that was a spark to the slow smouldering burn between her legs. Her eyes slowly closed and her head fell to the side a little, giving his mouth and tongue easy access. It felt so hot,  being kissed like that by a guy she’d had a secret crush on for years. She was attracted to the heat like a moth to a flame. What would it be like to be with him? To have sex with him?

“Oh God. Sorry Annette. I got carried away.”

At his words her eyes flew open and she gasped falling into his gaze, the crinkled skin bordering laughing eyes, the lips full and oh so kissable. Her heart was racing and she found it hard to catch her breath.

“It must have been the song and the wine. I know you and Craig aren’t into this. I shouldn’t have said or done what I just did. Will you accept my apology?” His hand rose up her back to rest between her shoulder blades and he pulled back a little separating their bodies, but still swaying to the beat of the music.

Her stomach dropped and she could feel her knees tremble as their eyes met. What was with the disappointment she felt when he apologized? She turned and saw that Stacey and Craig were walking off the floor, her hand leading him through the clusters of people. That was it? She’d probably never see Jeff after this weekend, never dance with him again or...

“Do you mind if Cerise shares a cab with the four of us? She wants to join Stacey and me for that nightcap.”

Annette nodded numbly and let him take her hand to walk over to where Stacey, Cerise and Craig stood.




Oh my God. Their ménage had become a foursome and Cerise was part of it! She looked over at Cerise, saw her insert herself between Jeff and Stacey and grin like there was no tomorrow.

Shit.

What the hell is going to happen?


Chapter 17
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The van pulled up to the hotel and Craig paid the fare before getting out and waiting for Annette to emerge. All the way there he’d felt a tingle of excitement knowing what Jeff and Stacey were going home to do. He couldn’t help watching Cerise, totally hot and wild in her tight satin dress, the high slit in the side revealing a richly tanned and muscular thigh as she stepped out of the vehicle. When their eyes met, she smiled and winked before sidling up to Stacey.

Annette was trying to look casual, saying goodnight and leaning in to give Stacey a kiss on the cheek before turning to Jeff and Cerise. But Jeff just nodded and took off in the direction of the hotel bar.

Craig took Annette’s hand and they wandered past the pool on their way to their room. The whole scene was surreal, and he couldn’t help shaking his head as he walked to their door. Stacey and Cerise’s laughter drifted across in the still night air as he slipped the key card into the lock.

“Well that was a night we won’t soon forget.” It was the understatement of the year filling the silence that had fallen between him and Annette. What was she thinking? He’d seen Jeff nuzzle her ear and neck on the dance floor. He couldn’t deny that he’d felt a spark of jealousy but there was something else as well. Curiosity?

Bullshit! It was more than curiosity. He wouldn’t have minded seeing more. He could at least be honest with himself, even if talking to Annette about it was more than he was willing to risk. Fantasy and reality—especially with Jeff and Stacey not a hundred feet away actually doing it, having group sex!— were two different things altogether.

“Trust Cerise to hook up with them. She was always on the wild side so this shouldn’t surprise me. But Stacey! I still can’t get over her doing this and probably with Cerise!” She stepped over to the window and pulled the edge of the blinds back, peeking out.




Craig followed her, looking over her shoulder and wrapping his arms around her waist. Annette was agitated but there was also an element of jealousy there. She was actually pissed that Cerise was part of Stacey and Jeff’s sex date. “Does it bother you that it’s Stacey with Cerise or Jeff with Cerise?”

She spun around and her eyes were wide. “What? You think I’m jealous?” Her hands fluttered, waving his question away. “I’m not jealous, let me tell you. It’s their lives. They can do whatever they want and it doesn’t affect us. It just bugs me that Cerise was there and so available.”

She turned around again and resumed her spying, pulling the shade further back to see. Annette was a terrible liar but to give her credit, it was probably something she wasn’t even aware that she felt, or probably more accurately would ever admit to, the fact that she was jealous.

The door to the bar opened and Jeff appeared with Brad, the fly and buff bartender, both of them laughing as they walked to the room across from theirs, behind the pool.

“Holy shit. How old is that guy? He looks like a college kid but he is built, that’s for sure.” Annette’s voice was soft and she cupped her hand to the glass to get a better look.

“He’s probably in his late twenties and yeah, he looks like he’s no stranger to the gym.” Craig leaned over to flip the light off, in case Jeff looked over and saw them spying at the window.

Annette’s hands covered his on her waist and she absently rubbed her finger along his skin. “I’m not jealous, Craig, but I will admit to being curious. How can Stacey just strip down and be ready to fuck a guy she’s never met or even do something with Cerise? And Stacey of all people! She was always the shy one.”

Craig pulled Annette closer and his chin rested on the top of her head watching Jeff and Brad step into the hotel room. Stacey had been anything but shy and reticent when he’d danced with her. She’d been the one angling her lower body tight to his, rolling her hips so that his cock pressed into her tummy. It was difficult to not react to that provocative move. Thinking about it made his shaft thicken, even after having sex a couple times already that day.

“You know...” Annette’s voice was quiet, “we could probably go for a moonlight stroll and just happen to saunter by their room. Who knows what we’ll see? There’s no one around.” Annette’s ass twisted and she pressed back into his cock.

The shot of lust was only superseded by surprise. His hand drifted higher and closed over her breast, squeezing it gently. He whispered into her ear, “We could. Nothing wrong with gazing at the moon and other things.” Fuck! This was more than he’d ever dreamed of. And it was her idea!

“We should take our shoes off. I mean, we don’t want to wake up anyone who may be sleeping with our footsteps.” Annette turned around and her grin was wide under dancing, impish eyes.

“Exactly. We’ll be a quiet as mice.” He toed the leather shoes off and tugged at his socks, smiling up at her. He slipped the key card into his pocket and opened the door.

Outside the crescent moon cast a shimmering light on the surface of the dark pool while amber lights shone above the doors of the line of rooms on each side of the patio. Just a few slats of light showed through the blinds in rooms where the occupants were still awake. Craig led the way around the pool, trying as much as possible to stay concealed in the lengths of shadow.

“Oh my God! I can’t believe we’re doing this!” Annette clung to his hand, whispering excitedly.

“Our little secret. Just a peek into how the other half lives, my dear.” He grinned as they rounded the far end of the pool and stepped closer to the line of rooms. It was just twenty feet away, with the light shining through a break in the blind on each side.

He stepped softly as a Ninja, squeezing her hand and holding a finger up to cross his lips. They clung to the dark side of the building, creeping close to the wall. He looked around at the other side of the courtyard and behind them, feeling his heart beat faster in his chest. Good. There was no one around and most of the rooms close by were dark.

It was only a foot or so away now. He edged out from the wall and peeked inside the narrow slit of window next to the blind in Stacey and Jeff’s room. Oh fuck! His mouth dropped open and his eyes were wide as saucers seeing the two naked women and the guys stepping out of their pants. Cerise’s back was to him, as she knelt on the floor, her head between Stacey’s spread legs.

His cock stood at attention as his eyes roamed over Stacey’s stupendous bare breasts, her lips parted looking down at Cerise eating her out. Annette’s fingers dug into his arm and she eased next to him, on her tip toes to see into the narrow crack of light.

“Holy shit!” she gasped.

He glimpsed at Annette, seeing her eyes as big as dinner plates. The bartender placed his knee on the bed and crept close to Stacey, his fingers threading through her hair when she turned to smile up at him. His hand was on his cock, rolling up and down on the thick shaft, aiming the arrow-like knob close to her lips. There was a flash of Jeff stepping by the other three, obliterating the view for a moment and then he was gone. Whatever he was doing could not be seen in the narrow view the window afforded.

“Oh my God!” Annette’s fingers were like a vice on his arm, her hand trembling in the excitement of spying on the sexy scene.

Craig could feel his cock throb and grow harder still, filled with lust watching the threesome. Stacey’s mouth opened wide and she took the young man’s cock deeper and deeper, her eyes wide looking up into his. All the while Cerise’s head moved slightly, her hair spread in a veil over her back, while she continued to lap Stacey’s pussy like a kitten lapping milk.

The scene started to change, when a rough masculine hand gripped Cerise’s arm, pulling her up and away from Stacey. It had to be Jeff, getting in on the action. And Stacey smiled pulling away from the bartender and laying back on the bed. Oh fuck, this was hot!

“What are you two doing?”

He jumped at the masculine voice booming down along the row of rooms. Beside him, Annette stepped back and almost stumbled in her shock. His heart was going a mile a minute, even faster than what it had been, watching the lascivious scene in the hotel room.

Footsteps sounded and a heavyset man and smaller woman beside him came into view. Fuck! They were busted.

Annette’s head was close to his arm peeking out at the approaching couple. “Sean? Is that you?”

“Annette? What the fuck are you two doing?”

Craig pulled Annette along, scurrying from where they’d been standing peeking into the room. Shit. If that asshole kept talking, Jeff and Stacey might hear them and come out to see what the commotion was!

They scurried over to stand in front of the other couple.”We were just out for a walk, We couldn’t sleep and we needed some air.” His voice was high pitched, even though he was trying to sound innocently casual. Shit! His dick was still tenting his pants.

The other guy’s eyebrows formed a straight line over his eyes, like some thick dark caterpillar. His jaw was set tight and he kept looking curiously at Annette. His partner looked like she was half in the bag, swaying slightly on her feet, her eyes a little unfocussed and lips loose in a clownish grin. 

“Doesn’t look like that to me. Looked more like you two were trying to peek into Jeff and Stacey’s room.” Sean’s eyes rolled and he shook his head. “That’s just sick, Annette.”

“Yeah.” The blonde woman’s eyes lit up and she leaned in closer, almost lurching over but catching herself in time gripping Sean’s arm. “See anything good?”

There were times when the haughty English air came in useful and this was one of those times. Craig’s chin rose and he sniffed. “Don’t be ridiculous.” His hand tightened over Annette’s and he stepped around the burly fellow, pulling Annette along after him. “Good night.” He turned slightly to see they bought it.

Sean was busy holding his swaying friend vertical, walking along the concrete walk way back to their room.

Craig hugged Annette closer. “They probably won’t remember any of this in the morning. They’ve had a fair bit to drink.”  He smiled, still feeling the effects of the orgy they’d witnessed.

“Not likely. I think he still has it in for me for deserting him the night of the prom.” She sighed coming to a halt in front of their door. “Who cares, though? I’m still smoked by everything that happened tonight.”

When he opened the door, she stepped into the cool air conditioned room, already tugging at the zipper on the back of her dress. Her smouldering gaze met his. “Fuck, that was hot.” She slid the shoulders of her dress down, over the swell of her breast and the lacy bra.

His cock was rock hard, straining against the fabric of his pants. “Oh yeah.”
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The crotch of Annette’s panties was damp as she pushed them lower and stepped out. The whole evening had been surreal, a sexual circus where she’d balanced on a tight rope of respectability and decorum. More than a few times she’d pictured slipping off, joining the rollicking tumble, getting wet and dirty with Jeff and Stacey.

Her pussy was so swollen with pent up arousal that there was an actual ache, a longing to be touched and filled up. Her gaze was riveted to Craig’s cock while she stepped closer. Even though she’d seen it a million times over the course of their marriage, the iron thickness, made her quiver. This was what she needed, right then and there.

Her knee rose higher, sliding over his hip and gripping his ass with her calf muscle. Before she could even rise higher, thrusting her pussy onto his flesh, he lifted her. In a flash her legs and arms encircled him, holding him tight, kissing his neck as he carried her to the dresser.

At the support of the hard surface under her ass, her pelvis strained higher, rocking into him. “Fuck me.” It was a breathy command, her lips and tongue frantically claiming his flesh.

“Oh God....” Craig moaned with lust and shoved hard into her.

It was so good...so full and good feeling his iron rod inside her. Annette’s eyes closed for a moment, “Ahhhh...yeah, that’s it...” This position, her weight pressing down on her pelvis, made his cock feel impossibly huge...almost to the point of hurt, but not quite.

For a moment she could picture it being Jeff’s, especially after witnessing the foursome just across the patio. A foursome that was still going on...

“Oh yeah...” The hot jolts of pleasure in her clit from someone...anyone fingering her made her thighs tremble straining wide.

“Oh fuck, you’re tight!” The deep guttural voice against her ear and the fast jackhammer thrusts was just a little different than normal.

Her fingernails clawed into his back. The lust consuming her cunt was white hot and hungry for more. To be devoured, her cunt fucked so deep that she screamed out...”Yeah...fuck it harder.” Her heels dug into the iron muscles in his ass, pulling him tighter up inside her with each thrust.

She was a wild animal, lost in pulsing pleasure...her legs tight and trembling in her effort to stay on the razor edge of hot lust...riding his cock. His balls pushed against her ass and he straightened, his body stiff and hard against her.

Her eyes flew open when he shot hot lust deep inside, his cock pressing into spots that she’d never felt before. Waves of slick, hot cum filled her pussy, mixing with her own juices.

“Jesus! Oh fuck.” Craig’s words were a hiss as the final jet of cum pulsed from his cock, his lips next to her ear.

Her heart raced and she gulped air, feeling the final red hot quiver of lust in her pussy. It had been more intense than she’d expected. Oh fuck, it was wonderful. She huffed a fast breath, falling forward into him. “Oh my God. Holy crap, that was hot.” Her tongue touched the hollow curve of his neck, tasting salt.

“You’re telling me!” His finger slid up and over her tummy, until both of his arms were around her , holding her close. “I’m sure glad I came to your high school reunion!” He pulled back and grinned at her. “And you said it would be boring.”

She shook her head and laughed. “Was I ever wrong! But it might have been if not for Stacey and Jeff.” She took a deep breath, and felt Craig’s cock slip out of her creamy opening.

A warm love filled her chest holding Craig close. This was good, how close she and Craig had become again...like it had once been when they were younger but deeper even. And to think it and started with his assistant flirting with him.

He eased back and helped her off the dresser. “It’ll be hard to pretend we didn’t see them tonight. Stacey and Jeff, I mean. And then there’s Sean...”

Her hand fluttered in dismissal.“Forget him.” Eyes wide now, she said, “But Stacey and Jeff? And Cerise!” She stepped over to the bed and pulled the coverlet back before turning to face Craig again. “Don’t you want to find out more about this? I mean, aside from dying of curiosity about this Swinger thing, you have to admit it got us pretty turned on.”

Craig’s head fell back and there was a look of surprise in his eyes. Well that was good. Better surprise than shock. When he grinned, she knew he was as interested in finding out more...maybe even getting involved...oh my God, had she really just contemplated that? But you only live once, right? And Stacey and Jeff were obviously still in love despite sharing their bodies with other partners.

“Sure.” Craig’s voice was light but the look in his eyes was deadly serious and intense. He walked into the bathroom and called over his shoulder. “You’ll have to set that up though, Annette. My survival instincts tell me that this is something that the woman arranges.”

She got into bed and pulled the covers up over her body, staring at the ceiling for a few minutes. He was absolutely right, of course. Jeff and Stacey had even alluded to that earlier that evening—women take the lead in this. It was where the fantasy—Eleanor hitting on Craig and making her jealous and horny in the process—...she smiled...where fantasy became reality. Really, it was so tricky, only a woman could successfully navigate the dangerous rapids.

She’d have to time it so that she could get Stacey alone and plan something. They had said that their first foray into this had been tame, more of a voyeuristic thing than active swapping. There was a pleasant warm tingling between her legs. Craig and she had covered the voyeuristic earlier, so did that mean they were ready to tackle the next step, whatever the hell it was?    

The bathroom door opened and Craig stepped across the room to climb in next to her. “Do you think they’re still at it over there?” He lay on his side gazing at her while his hand cupped her breast idly playing with her nipple.

She felt a stirring low in her tummy when a picture of the four of them flashed in her mind. She rolled over and snuggled close, feeling the hardness of his cock against her thigh. It was insane but they were like two teenagers ready to go at it again...and so soon after the mind blowing sex just minutes before.

“Probably.” Her fingers closed around his cock and she aimed it higher until the oozing knob was once more pressing her clit, sending fresh jolts of lust through her body.

She smiled and rocked her hips, sliding his cock through her pussy and into her again. She would definitely pursue this with Stacey and Jeff in the morning.
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The next morning, Craig sat next to Annette at the table watching the door of the restaurant, waiting for Stacey and Jeff to show up.

Across from them, Mindy had hardly paused to take a breath telling them about her kids and all of the achievements the kids had accomplished from toilet training years on to college. She had a bad case of verbal diarrhea and Annette and he were just the newest toilet for her to spew into. Dave sat quietly nodding, sipping the last of his coffee, occasionally looking around at the crowded room.

Thank goodness they were almost finished breakfast when Annette and he had wandered in. Ten minutes of that would seem like hours even if he wasn’t anxious as fuck to see Stacey and Jeff again.

Annette kept smiling and nodding, but like him, her gaze kept flickering over to the door.

At last the large glass door opened and Stacey appeared, a large satisfied grin on her face, wearing a short sports skirt and tight pink tank top. Jeff must have said something funny because she turned and gazed up at him, the two of them sharing a laugh. 

It was crazy but his cock got a little thick watching them saunter across the room towards their table. He glanced at Annette and saw the heated look of arousal in her eyes.

Mindy turned and smiled, seeing Stacey and Jeff. “Good morning you two. Or should I say good afternoon? How late did you stay up last night?” Her green eyes glinted watching Stacey glance at Jeff. Mindy’s voice lowered and she continued. “It’s fun getting away for a weekend, isn’t it? I mean sex in a hotel is...well, you know, it’s different!”

Annette’s hand gripped his leg and she squeezed it. A peek from the corner of his eyes showed her lips drawn in between her teeth, suppressing the grin. He looked across at Mindy and Dave, wondering if they knew. Had they been spying on Stacey and Jeff as well?

Dave got to his feet and pulled the chair out for Stacey. “Here. We’re finished and you might as well take our seats.”

Jeff looked across at Annette and him. “You guys have ordered? You don’t mind if we join you, do you?”

“No!” Annette looked down at the table and her cheeks flushed pink when she looked up again and smiled. “I mean yes. We’d like you to join us. I mean sit with us to have breakfast.”

Stacey and Mindy looked over at Annette, puzzlement written all over their faces. Stacey spoke first, “Hey Annette. Are you okay?”

It was understandable. Annette was usually the sophisticated, cool headed one but now, she was a blathering schoolgirl. Craig leaned over the table and answered for his wife. “A late night for us too. You know, strange bed and all that.”

Dave took a step and stood behind Mindy’s chair. “Well dear... If you’re ready—”

Mindy nodded and rose to her feet. “We have a meeting with the reunion committee about the dance and silent auction tonight. We might see you later this afternoon. You’re planning on going to the golf tournament today. Right?”

Craig breathed a sigh of relief watching her rise and bring the ordeal of breakfast to an end. He was about to bow out for both of them on the golf thing, but Jeff spoke first.

“We’ll be there. Stacey and I love golf.” He smiled over at Annette. “You’re going, right? We were hoping to have a foursome with you guys.” Once again, his smile took on the curve of a smirk. Or a leer?

Mindy stepped away and Jeff took the seat she’d vacated at the table. All the while Annette’s fingers were talons digging into Craig’s thigh and his mouth was too dry to cry out from the pain she was causing. Oh my God! A foursome, huh?

Annette cleared her throat and her voice was tremulous anyway, “But what about Cerise and the bartender?”

Stacey who had been turned waving goodbye with a flutter of her fingers at Mindy and Dave, spun around to face Annette. “What? Why would you think Brad and Cerise want to play golf with us?” She leaned over the table and placed her hand over Annette’s, on the one that wasn’t carving into his thigh. 

Annette took a deep breath and sat up straighter in her chair. “Speaking of playing...”

From the corner of his eye, Craig watched Jeff’s head slowly turn to look at Annette, while behind them the door to the restaurant opened, one couple leaving and another couple entering.

Oh fuck! It was Sean and the little blonde woman he’d been with the night before, spotting them and now walking over. Sean was smiling but the woman beside him looked green and sickly, which from how much she’d imbibed the night before, made sense. She was probably hung to the gills.

“Good morning! Mind if we join you?” Sean pulled the two chairs that had just been vacated from the adjacent table, and set them next to Stacey and Jeff at the ends of the table.

No one had a chance to say a word, yea or nay but that didn’t matter to Sean. Craig was beginning to understand why Annette and Stacey didn’t care for the guy.

“Everyone, this is Heidi.” And he extended his hand, “Heidi, this is everyone.”

The poor woman looked around, trying to manage a small smile. Her complexion was pasty and her eyes bloodshot.

Annette spoke up. “I’m Annette. This is my husband Craig and...” Her hand flipped to indicate the other two friends at the table, “...that’s Stacey and her husband Jeff.”

Sean leaned over the table to speak to Stacey and Jeff, “So, these two were spying on you guys last night. Did they tell you? I don’t know what kind of thing or kink they’ve got going on but we caught them outside your window, sneaking around like regular peeping Toms.”

Craig’s eyes felt like big marbles on his cheeks and his gut tightened watching Sean spill the beans. It was no surprise to see Stacey’s head whip around towards them, as well as Jeff’s.

Annette’s nails in Craig’s thigh were doing some serious damage at Sean’s revelation, while she sat still as a statue barely breathing.

Heidi stood up so quickly that the chair she was in tipped over and landed with a crash. Her hand covered her mouth and she mumbled something before racing for the door.

Sean sighed as he watched her leave. “Fuck. That’s the third time this morning she’s had to puke.” He rose slowly. “I’d better go check on her in case she falls in the toilet and drowns.” He tossed the napkin on the table and ambled away.

“Well!” Stacey glanced over her shoulder, “Can’t say I’m sorry he left. That poor girl.” She turned to Annette, her gaze like a laser pinning her friend in place. “What the hell was that all about? Did he really catch you guys spying into our room or was it Sean’s usual BS?”

Craig could feel his neck growing warm and he glanced sideways at Annette. She was a scarlet shade of red as well.

Jeff let out a soft chuckle. “Nope. From the looks of these two, they got caught with their fingers in the cookie jar.” His hand went to his forehead and fingers threaded through his dark hair. “Hell. That explains the whole foursome at golf weirdness.” He shook his head and his dark eyes glinted merrily at Annette. “You weren’t referring to golf were you, Sugar? Did you have something else in mind before Sean showed up? I mean this morning, not last night. Although last night, if you’d just knocked, well, it could have—”

“Enough Jeff.” Stacey tapped his hand. She leaned over the table and her voice was soft. “I think we need to talk. No teasing, just talk about what happened or didn’t happen last night.”

The waitress appeared at that critical moment, carrying mugs and a pot of coffee. “Do you need menus?” She asked as she poured, glancing from Stacey to Jeff.

Jeff sat back and grinned at Annette. “Nope. I’ll take bacon with a couple eggs over easy. My wife likes sausage.” He glanced at Craig and the grin became wider, “...she likes thick sausage if you have it.” He turned back to the waitress, who was watching him with an odd look in her eyes. “...also eggs over easy.”

Even though Craig smiled and was tempted to laugh at Jeff’s innuendo, he wasn’t sure Annette was enjoying the humour. He looked over at Jeff when the waitress left. “Alright mate, we’re busted. We were curious about the bartender and Cerise thing...” His eyebrows pulled together for a moment. “Where is she by the way? Wasn’t she also registered here?”

Stacey laughed and her eyebrows bobbed looking at Annette, “She left with Brad. He’s off today so she probably won’t be able to walk straight. Golf is also not her thing. We might see her tonight at the dance.” 

“But she’s married? Does her husband know what—”

“Yep. They have an open marriage.” Stacey shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “Not for me, but to each their own, right?”

Fuck, if a swinger didn’t get the open marriage thing, how were he and Annette to understand it? But it wasn’t their business anyway. He turned to Stacey and seeing her slight nod, he continued, “Look, let’s not beat around the bush any longer. We did peek in your bedroom window and afterwards...well...the sex we had was amazing. We want to find out more.”

A smile bloomed on Annette’s face. She nodded and placed her hand over Stacey’s. “Yeah. We’re interested.”

Craig could feel his groin start to heat up, at Annette’s words and actions. She’d pretty well come right out and said she wanted to fuck them. Not that he minded, of course.

The waitress arrived with Stacey and Jeff’s breakfasts, ending the conversation for a few minutes. When she left again, Stacey spoke. “Why don’t you play golf with us today? With just the four of us, we can talk and have some fun banging...” She winked at Craig, “...balls.”

Oh fuck, if that wasn’t a come-on he didn’t know what was. He glanced over and his gaze met Jeff’s, smiling as he chewed a piece of bacon. Stacey and Jeff were teasing them but there was also a hot undercurrent of sexual attraction. When Annette squeezed his thigh muscle again, he turned to her. It was almost imperceptible but yet it was there, the small nod of her head.

Golfing. How bloody apropos. He already had a wood in his pants. As hard as iron.
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Just grab your sneakers and meet us at our car. It’s the black Jeep four by four parked near the front of the lot. Hurry, in case Sean and Heidi show up and try to horn in.” Stacey tugged at Jeff’s hand, taking a few strides across the patio on her way to their room.

Annette watched Stacey’s flash of tanned legs, and the gold chain anklet above the tiny sandals. She took Craig’s hand and glanced up at him. “We’re actually going to do this.” She grinned and shook her head. “I can’t believe it.”

“Well, it’s just golf and talking about it. We’re not actually going to be able to—”

“I know! But it’s the first step in this. We’ll find out more and then decide if we really want to go through with it.” Her stomach was doing cartwheels and all kinds of acrobatic flips as she walked quickly to the door of their room. Her words may have sounded cool and rational but her mind and body were tingling with excitement.

As Craig unlocked the door, she glanced down at his crotch, smiling when she noticed the bulge in his pants. She wasn’t the only one excited about the afternoon with Stacey and Jeff.

***

Ten minutes later, leaving the hotel reception and lounge area, they stepped out into the parking lot, feeling the warm sun on their faces. At the wave of Stacey’s hand above the hood of a black jeep, Annette grinned and scampered over.

“I’m driving. Why don’t you ride in the front with me, Craig?” Stacey flashed a flirty smile at Craig as she reached to open the driver’s door.

Annette’s gaze ping ponged between Stacey and Craig before she stepped past him, joining Jeff. For just a moment she’d felt a flash of jealousy but that was soon replaced with the flush of arousal. She’d known with all those flirty looks and winks Stacey had thrown Craig’s way, she was attracted to him and now...she was already making a move on him. Golfing was usually as much fun as watching paint dry but today, it wouldn’t be.

She smiled at Jeff when he held the door open for her and purposely brushed his body with hers as she slipped by him, stepping up to the seat of the jeep. In the brief touch, she’d smelled the sharp woodsy scent of his aftershave, felt the heat of his body and eyes drifting slowly over her breasts. When he shut the door he stood for a beat, their gaze locking through the window.

Her heart beat harder and she could feel her mouth go dry as she waited for him to round the vehicle and join her in the back seat. Stacey flipped her blonde locks back from her shoulder and turned to grin at Annette. It was as if in that look she was giving her old school friend absolute permission to do anything with her husband. With a slight nod of her head, and flash of her eyes to Craig, Annette signalled that she was okay with Stacey’s intentions as well. After all, how far could she go while she was behind the wheel?

Her breath caught in her throat when the other passenger door opened and Jeff climbed in, sitting so close to her that their thighs rested against each other. For a moment all she could think about was the heat from the flesh to flesh contact.

His arm rose and circled her shoulder, his fingers softly stroking her upper arm. His voice was gentle when he spoke. “This is okay, isn’t it Annette? You don’t mind me sitting so close to you, do you?”

Craig turned and looked back at her, his gaze taking in Jeff’s arm over her shoulder and the fact their thighs were touching. The only emotion that she could see on his face was blatant interest, even a trace of encouragement.

“No. It’s nice. Especially...well, you know...” She gazed into his dark eyes, tongue tied for a moment by the warm smile on his lips.

Stacey had turned her head, gazing past them as she backed out of the parking space. She grinned flashing a glance at Annette before turning to drive the vehicle out of the lot and onto the street. From the way her arm was positioned, it seemed like she was resting her hand on Craig’s thigh.

Annette could feel a wave of wetness in her pussy watching Craig edge closer to Stacey and seeing her turn to smile at him. Her breathing or body language must have given her away because Jeff’s other hand lifted to rest on her thigh.

He leaned in so close, his lips brushed her earlobe and the hotness of his breath sent a shiver of lust down her spine and into her pussy. “You want to hear something crazy? I get so turned on when I see Stacey flirting and making out with another guy. Like what she’s probably planning with Craig. I know she wants to fuck him.”

Annette jerked forward for a moment at the jolt of white hot lust that shot straight to her clit. She took a breath and turned to face Jeff, her lips parted and eyes reading his, in total agreement. That was it exactly—what he’d just said and it made her horny as fuck. “I totally get that. When I think of another woman wanting to fuck Craig, well...”




Craig turned his head and his eyes met hers for a moment and then locked with Jeff’s. He had a baffled smile when he spoke. “What is with that? I’m hard as a rock right now...” He smiled over at Stacey, “...of course a lot of that is because of you Stacey, but there’s a big part that’s turned on knowing Jeff is dying to fuck Annette.” He shook his head. “My brain’s scrambled,” he said with a chuckle.

Stacey flashed a grin at him and laughed. “You think it’s bad now? Wait till you actually watch Annette get fucked for real!” Tilting her head to the rear view mirror  and with a slow lick of her lips, gazed at Annette. “Have you ever been with a woman, Annette?”

Oh my God! Annette’s knees trembled a bit and the butterflies in her stomach were fluttering their wings against her clit. This was something that was totally out there in her realm...out there but not off the radar. “No.” Her voice was soft and tremulous.

She looked into the rear view mirror and straight into Stacey’s deep blue eyes. There was a small smile on Stacey’s lips when she spoke. “In this Lifestyle, it’s common with women but men...not so much. I would never press the issue but for what it’s worth, keep an open mind. A woman’s kiss and touch is really, really nice.”

Annette’s face flushed hotly but it had nothing to do with embarrassment. She was curious and more than a little turned on by the thought of lying naked next to Stacey, feeling her touch, exploring her friend’s body. She’d never thought of being with a woman before, but suddenly the idea caught hold like a match to a tinderbox.

“Have you and Craig talked about limits? Anything that you would be uncomfortable doing or seeing the other person doing?”

At Jeff’s deep voice Annette jumped and she looked at him. “Limits? Well no. We just started—”

“I wouldn’t want to see you and Jeff kiss.” Craig’s voice was firm when he turned to look into her eyes.

She blinked a couple times watching him and shook her head slightly. “A kiss? You’d be fine seeing Jeff fuck me...” Oh God, she creamed her panties even more. She took a deep breath, “...maybe eat me out or me suck him....” It was getting really hot in the backseat despite the air conditioning. She struggled to stay focused. “...but a kiss is out of bounds? Is it just me, or does anyone else think that’s weird?”

“Not weird. Sorry. It’s actually kind of common, for a couple starting out. A kiss is intimate and special in a relationship. It’s not unusual for a partner to want that to remain special and not to be shared.” Jeff’s fingers caressed her arm while he looked deep into her eyes, once more sending a thrill of pure lust through her core.

“That’s something you need to respect Annette. If, for whatever reason, Jeff doesn’t want me to be with a particular person or me not wanting him to do some woman, we agree. No questions asked. You have to respect each other above all else or this thing, this sexy adventure can get sour real fast.” Stacey’s eyes met Annette’s in the mirror again.

Annette looked at Craig and understanding seeped into her brain. She loved him desperately and there was no way she ever wanted to hurt him. If it would bug him to see her kiss Jeff, then she wouldn’t, and that was all there was to it. 

“We’re here.” Stacey chirped, wheeling the vehicle onto the driveway of the Black Rapid Country Club.

Annette sat forward and her hand gripped the back of the driver’s seat. “I can’t do this.”

When Craig’s head spun and Jeff’s hand landed softly on her back she laughed and rolled her eyes. “Golf! I mean golf. Can we just go back to the hotel and you guys can come to our room? The hole in one I want isn’t on a green. It’s in that king sized bed back at the hotel.”

Stacey laughed and wheeled the car around the shrubs and flowers of the centre island opposite the entrance to the club. “I wholeheartedly agree!” she said, pulling back onto the road.

Annette sat back and placed her hand on Jeff’s thigh...really high up on his thigh. When his hand drifted up the bare skin of her inner leg, she turned to him and smiled. “Let’s hope the drive back isn’t as long as the drive here.”
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Stacey’s gut had dropped through the seat when Annette had said she couldn’t do this. But when she’d clarified the statement, her heart leapt to her throat. Great! She couldn’t help it if her foot was a little heavier on the accelerator on the ride back to the hotel. She parked the jeep and got out, her eyes scanning the lot for any sign of Sean or his girlfriend. If he was hanging around, she’d personally deck him if he waylaid their plans for the afternoon.

“What do we do? Do we just all walk by the pool and go into our room? What if people see us?” Annette’s gaze was flitting from Stacey to Jeff to Craig.

“There’s nothing wrong with friends visiting each other, having a drink in an air conditioned room? No one will think anything of it.” Craig put his arm over Annette’s shoulder, leading her away from the car and into the lobby of the hotel.

Stacey took Jeff’s hand and smiled up at him, the two of them not having to speak to share the memory of their first time. They’d been nervous thinking everyone who saw them knew, absolutely knew, they were about to have sex with people they’d just met. It hadn’t been true then and it sure wasn’t true now.

“What about Sean? What if he’s...”

Jeff sniffed and squared his shoulders. “Not to worry, Babe. Leave him to me. I’ll give him some song and dance and there’s no way he’ll bother us. He’s probably busy with Heidi anyway. Surely, she’s feeling better now.”

She squeezed his hand and grinned up at him. She could always count on Jeff to look after things. His confident manner and air usually deterred anyone from stepping out of line with them. 

He jerked his head up, indicating Craig and Annette who were walking about ten feet ahead of them. “I can’t wait to see you bust Annette’s girl cherry.”

Her eyes took in the graceful line of Annette’s shoulders and back and the flare of her hip from a tiny waist. The flirty white tennis skirt swished back and forth with the sway of her luscious ass and her legs were shapely and trim above the pristine white sneakers. She’d always been gorgeous and the years had just added to that image.

She nudged Jeff with her shoulder and giggled. “Me neither. There’s something about a first time isn’t there? It’s so naughty and fun breaking in newbies. Waaay better than golf.”

He dropped her hand and gave her a playful swat on the ass, letting his hand linger there for a beat. “That’s why I love you so much! You’re so flexible. You bring new meaning to the term ‘team player.’“

She grabbed his hand and tucked hers into it, walking with a wide smile from the lobby to the patio outside. There was no sign of life at all. No one at the pool and specifically no sign of Sean, thank God.

Jeff stopped dead in his tracks, bringing her to a sharp halt. “Think I should grab a bottle of wine from the bar and bring it to their room? It might loosen things up for them.”

She stopped and looked back at the bar. Annette had been nervous even if she’d been turned on as hell. The wine might help. Jeff was so right, like usual. “Sure. I’ll meet you in their room.”

Stacey turned and continued walking over to where Craig was sliding the room card through the reader, Annette standing with fingers clasped in front of her waiting. Jeff was definitely right about the wine helping. Just enough to take the edge off but not enough to dull the sensation.

The door opened and Craig stood back to let the women enter before him. “Where’s Jeff?”

God the guy was so cute with that British accent and the goatee! Stacey smiled going by him, her fingernail scraping along the front of his crotch. “Gone to get some wine. He won’t be long.”

She stepped closer to Annette and heard the door latch click shut behind her. There was one sure way to put everyone at ease and get things rolling. Stacey’s fingers hooked into the hem of her shirt and she tugged it up and off, tossing it onto the dresser.

Craig had moved to stand next to Annette and now the two of them stood staring at Stacey, specifically her chest. The arousal was once more in their eyes and a bulge had formed in Craig’s crotch. It was gratifying and sexy watching people when she stripped. It never failed to turn her on, too.

Her fingers flicked the front clasp of the bra open and she shimmied her shoulders, jiggling the straps down and off her arms. Of course her boobs jiggled too, and she saw Craig’s Adam’s apple bob in his throat as he swallowed.

She shoved the skirt down, hooking her panties with it, slowly lowering it over her thighs and ending with a small kick, flinging it across the floor. Her shoulders were pulled back and her chin high as she stood naked before them. She felt a sense of power, of her own sexuality, knowing that they were both in a state of pleasant shocked awe of her.

She stepped closer, placing her body between them, her hands raising to cup the back of their necks. After just the faintest nudge of her fingers, Craig lowered and kissed her nipple, before sucking it into his mouth. Stacey’s gaze rose from Craig to Annette’s face and she smiled at the look of raw desire in her friend’s eyes watching her husband.

Stacey’s hand skimmed Annette’s neck, lowering along her chest until her fingertips dipped under the edge of her top. She could see Annette’s chest rise and fall more rapidly, feel her friend’s hot breath falter, while her eyelids closed slightly. The longing and arousal was palpable.

The door opened but still none of them broke what they were doing...Craig massaging her breast with his hand and sucking on her nipple driving darts of pleasure straight to her clit. Annette was still as a bird, poised and eager for more but not to be rushed. Because like a bird, she could also be spooked. No. This was a slow dance of seduction that Stacey excelled at, loving every prolonged caress.

“Oh wow. That is so totally hot. I’m getting the drinks and then I’m getting a front row seat.” Jeff smiled, walking by them and the sound of the bottle popping open and liquid pouring followed.

Stacey’s hand drifted through Craig’s hair and she bent to kiss his head. It was all the signal that Craig needed to rise and look where Stacey looked—into Annette’s eyes. His hand fell from her breast and he joined Jeff, taking a seat at the small table.
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Time stood still for Annette as Stacey had undressed and stepped over to them. Her body tingled and she almost forgot to breathe gazing at her friend’s naked body...so close to both Craig and her that she could feel the heat and arousal.

Stacey’s fingers were an electrifying jolt, drawing her own hand high to softly touch the pebbled button topping her friend’s bare breast. When she saw Craig bend lower to kiss and lick the other breast, Annette could feel her knees falter from the intense excitement of the moment, the two of them sharing Stacey’s sensuous body. There was no jealousy or hurt, only a sense of wonder and hot pleasure.

When the door opened and Jeff brushed by her, the full impact of what they were doing and were about to do caused her heart to beat faster. Yeah, she’d get to fuck Jeff, see Craig doing Stacey, but for now, touching another woman’s naked breast, and aching for more was mind blowing.

Craig rose and walked over to join Jeff, and it was just the two of them now. Annette felt the smouldering gaze of Stacey’s eyes on her, then drift lower, while her fingertips sparked lightly down to her breasts. Never before had she felt another woman’s desire and passion to possess her body...The intensity of her own reaction was surprising. Her eyes fluttered and she gasped, feeling her clit tingle hotly.

Her hand rose and her fingers covered Stacey’s hand, pushing it lower until her breast felt the warm embrace. She gasped a sigh and her eyes closed when Stacey’s fingernails teased her nipple, sending jolts straight to her core.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.” Stacey leaned in and kissed her neck, suckled and licked her skin up to her ear, all the while her fingers continued tantalized her nipple with teasing pleasure. She stood willingly helpless, succumbing to the other woman’s hot desires. Having sex with another woman had never been one of her fantasies but now that it was about to happen, she ached for it.

She looked down when Stacey’s hand left her breast, only to find that her fingers were now opening the buttons of her shirt, pushing the soft cotton fabric away from her shoulders.

“Beautiful.” Stacey’s word was a hot caress that pulsed between her legs.

Annette glanced to the side where Craig sat entranced, watching. Across from him, Jeff sat taking a sip of wine and his eyes locked on her chest. Hunger for more was in their eyes, in their bodies sitting still as cats stalking their prey, loving every second watching.

She pulled her shoulders back and took a long slow breath, feeling the cooler air on her chest. Stacey’s hands cupped her breasts, pulling and kneading the flesh while her tongue darted along the edge of her lips. Annette’s head fell back as she gave herself over to the exquisite, wicked sensations in her body.

Stacey’s hands drifted lower, flipped the button of her skirt open and began to push the fabric down.  Annette shivered. The desire and longing to be naked, to be touched by this luscious woman...to touch her in return was overwhelming.

At the brush of the skirt falling over her calves she stepped out of it, and looked at Stacey, falling into her dark smouldering eyes, willingly falling into the web of lust Stacey wove. Delicate fingers clasped hers, leading her over to the king sized bed. She smiled as she watched the guys rise and start shedding their clothes. Stacey’s knees were on the smooth soft surface edging over to the centre of the bed, and she patted the spot beside her. She lay propped up by her arm, the ivory globes of her breasts falling a little to the side as she adjusted her body, her legs’ casual spread flaunting her smooth shaven pussy.

For just a beat or two, Annette could only stand gazing at Stacey, caught up in the sensuous allure of her friend’s body—the puckered kissable nipples, her small mound of tummy above her swollen pussy lips. Her heart beat hard in her chest and finally, she could take it no more. She lowered onto the bed and bent to take the other woman’s nipple between her lips, rolling her tongue over the firm button.

Her hands rolled over the other woman’s breasts, kneading and grasping her perfumed flesh with a greedy desire that was intoxicating. It was the first time she’d ever touched breasts that weren’t her own. Stacey’s fingers fisting her hair and her sigh of pleasure spurred her on. Her hand skittered down Stacey’s velvet waist to the curve of her hip but her friend’s movement, rising and rolling so that she was half on her, halted her exploration.

“Easy. This is all about you, your first time.” Stacey looked into her eyes and smiled.

Annette’s lips parted and her head fell back onto the pillow, gasping for breath at the implication of Stacey’s words. Yes. Her pussy ached for Stacey’s touch and there would be time to explore the other woman’s body...after. 

From the corner of her eyes she saw Craig and Jeff step closer, standing nude a few feet away, watching...while their hands rolled over their granite hard cocks. It added an element of arousal that made her pulse with pleasure, every cell in her body alive and waiting. She smiled watching them, their thick purple topped knobs emerging rhythmically from their fists with each pump, the slits oozing and glistening.

She gasped a quivering sigh when Stacey’s hand skimmed over her tummy and her fingers softly touched her pussy. Her legs had been parted slightly but at the other woman’s hot touch, Annette rolled her knees outward, spreading and offering her pussy up for more.

“That’s it, Baby. You like this don’t you?” Stacey’s voice was a taunting whisper.

“Yeah.” It came out a yearning sigh.

Stacey’s finger parted her slit and slid slowly down. “Ohhhhh...fuck, that’s nice.” The other woman’s touch was gentle, her finger soft against her clit and the sensitive folds of her pussy. It was unlike any man’s touch there...like her own finger but waaay more lewd.

“Wow. You’re so wet.” Stacey’s words were a soft purr in her ear, while her fingers pressed into her opening.

Annette gasped quickly at the wave of pleasure from Stacey’s fingers filling her, pushing deeper and curling to graze against her G spot. Fuck! The woman knew exactly how to touch her that it made her wild. Annette’s hips began to rock up and down, taking on a life of their own.

Immediately, Stacey’s fingers withdrew from her cunt and she shifted on the bed so that she was poised, kneeling between Annette’s legs.

Annette’s eyes met Stacey’s, saw the flick of her tongue over her lips and her legs quivered. God, it was so hot. Her heart thundered hard and fast, her pussy like a wild fire awaiting Stacey’s tongue. It was lascivious, this hot longing for another woman to satisfy her need. Even with the two men standing next to them, with thick, hard cocks aching to fuck her blind, it was Stacey she wanted right then. She wanted the lustful touch of another woman. 

She held her breath watching Stacey’s head lower, getting closer to her pussy. At the fiery touch of her tongue licking fast over her clit, Annette cried out, “Oh my God, oh fuck, don’t stop!”

Stacey’s hand was inside her, filling and stretching her while her tongue and lips ravished her hot button of lust. The intensity of her mouth and hands made Annette’s eyes flutter and her lips part, gasping for air. She was so close...Her hips and legs quivered under Stacey’s hot assault.

When Jeff stepped closer and Craig knee walked across from the other side, she saw their thick cocks approaching each side of her chest. They rubbed the tip of their cock along her breasts, their hands rolling up and down slowly while they watched Stacey eat her pussy.

It was so fucking hot! She gasped and her eyes opened wide as the first wave of ecstasy claimed her clit...her cunt...”FUCK! Don’t stop!”

Her head was raised, eyes flitting from the two cocks pressed into her tits to Stacy’s gaze above her dark, slippery tongue. Another jolt of lust, like electricity made every muscle in her body quiver with excitement...

“Shit, this is incredible!” Craig’s voice was a hoarse noise in the background as another wave of pleasure filled her pussy, threading out everywhere. At the last spark of ecstasy pulsed in her pussy, her head fell back and she gasped. She could feel Stacey give one final kiss to her clit and her fingers slide out of her cunt, leaving her wet and drained.

Her breath was a fast pant trying to come back down to normal and her hands lifted from the pillowed surface of the bed to stroke the firm buttocks of the guys kneeling on each side of her.

Stacey was on all fours and smiling as she approached the guys. Her hand rose and her fingers closed around Craig’s shaft. “I’ve been aching for this.”

Annette’s lips fell open and she watched with wonder as Stacey and Craig fell to the side, with him landing on top of her.

Oh. My. God. Her husband was about to fuck her best friend.
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Craig was enjoying an experience of simultaneous realities that he had never had before. His top half was filled with wonder that this was actually happening, while below his waist he was a walking erection. When Annette practically exploded in her orgasm it had been a close call for him as well. Not that he didn’t ache to come all over her boobs and see Jeff do the same but...

When Stacey pulled him over onto the side of the king sized bed, he was in heaven. Especially when from the edge of his vision he saw Jeff shift to kneel between Annette’s legs. The two couples were laying side by side but facing opposite ends of the bed. It was so fucking hot! He could sneak peeks at Annette and Jeff while getting it on with Stacey.

He gasped when her fingers coiled around his shaft and she squirmed, pressing her pussy close to his groin.

“Oh God, I need this so bad,” she said as her fingers tugged and pulled at the skin on his shaft, pushing it back and forth and making him gasp at the hot pleasure.

Her eyes were slits, and the tip of her tongue rolled over parted lips as she twisted under him. She pressed his cock onto her clit and then slid it in the slippery furrow to her opening, all the time moaning and squirming her hips.

Oh fuck! She was such a sexy slut, craving his cock...there was no way he’d be able to hold off much longer! He’d never had a woman, especially one he hardly knew, lust for him like that. She was so demanding...It sparked a nerve in him. 

His hands were on hers, pushing them off while he settled back on his haunches. Her ass was supple under his fingers, when he grabbed her and pulled her onto his thighs, so fast and hard that her gorgeous boobs jiggled wantonly. He aimed his cock and shoved into her...his mouth falling open at the hot tightness gripping his flesh.

Watching her face, the eyes flashing wide and her quick gasp of pleasure, just added to the thrilling surge of lust. Her hand shot to her clit and fingers flew over it as he pummelled his shaft deep inside her. Her body rocked up and down, hot and sensuous, as he pounded her deep with his iron cock.

All the while beside him, Annette and Jeff were watching...watching him pound his cock into Stacey’s tight slippery hole. The tendons in Stacey’s neck were tight, straining to keep her head high so she could watch his cock fuck fast and deep, her finger whirring on her clit. From her whimpers he could tell she was close too.

He pulled her hard onto him and hissed through clenched teeth at the first jet of cum shooting out of him. It left him sucking another gulp of air.

“Oh fuck me!” Her head strained even more upward, while clasping his hip with her hand.

A wave of hot slippery wetness flooded over his cock, incensing him even higher. Another shot of hot cum jettisoned from him mixing with hers...the two of them strained, their muscles hard and quivering against each other, lost in their ecstasy. 

It was amazing and erotic as hell! His whole body vibrated, every cell firing as the final jolt of his semen shot deep into Stacey’s slick cunt. OH FUCK, FUCK FUCK! He gasped for breath and jerked forward, eyes spanning wide.

At the touch on his back he looked over at Annette, saw her small smile, the look of wonder in her eyes. Jeff had paused, watching his wife getting royally fucked and loving the sight, even though it was something he must have seen many times.

“Oh wow!” Stacey sighed and her head fell back onto the bed. “I knew fucking you would be great and it sure as hell was.”

He turned to gaze down at her, amazed that even now, having come like a horny teenager he could still feel a resurgence of arousal so quickly. Her body was lush, from the full, dark tipped breasts to the mound of her stomach and swollen pussy lips cupping his cock.

She smiled and shifted under him, in the process letting his cock slip out of her. “I’m getting a glass of wine. Would you like one?” With that, she popped up off the bed and he watched her walk over to the table.

It was so casual, the way she rose. As if they’d just shared a hand of bridge instead of wild monkey sex. It was different to be sure but also, reassuring in some respects. There was no emotional trappings, just bawdy fun. Meanwhile, movement beside him, brought him back to the moment... something he’d fantasized about since the drive to the reunion, the day before.

He sat back to enjoy the show—Annette getting pounded by Jeff.
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Annette could hardly believe what she’d just seen let alone the fact that she wasn’t jealous about it. There was some weird thing happening inside her brain that fantasizing about Craig and another woman only served to make her hot. And now seeing it, laying right next to her husband as he fucked Stacey... Oh man, it was better than the fantasy!

She looked up into Jeff’s dark eyes and then her gaze lowered slowly, over his muscular chest and the dark patch of hair separating firm pecs, a line leading down over washboard abs to his cock. From the state of it, so hard that it curved upward towards his tummy, the knob thick, yet arrow shaped, oozing a pearly drop of pre-cum...Oh yeah. He was sooo ready to fuck her and she was soooo ready to get that inside her.

Craig reached over and his hand closed over her boob, his thumb and forefinger rolling her nipple and sending fresh jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. “Oh my God, this is hot, watching this.”

She could see by the way he was sitting, his cock was already getting thick again. He took the glass of wine from Stacey and she sat next to him. She set her glass on the bedside table and then turned closing her hand over Craig’s cock, jerking it slowly and sensuously. Oh God, watching them was so debauched. They had just had sex! Craig’s thickening cock was sheened with the remnants of their orgasm, and she could see a pearl of come oozing on the outer edge of Stacey’s pussy. And yet, they’re engaging in foreplay!

Before she could say anything, or think anything else, Jeff’s hands slipped under her ass and he lifted her as easily as a rag doll, flipping her over so that she lay on her stomach. It had happened so quickly and easily, his strength firm yet gentle. Her heart beat hard laying there with her ass before him. Oh my God, not that. Not fucked in the ass.

She felt his hands on her waist, his fingers wrapping around and pressing into her tummy when he  lifted her once more so that her ass was high in the air. From this position she couldn’t see what he was doing, only feel the touch of fingers skimming past her thigh and onto her clit.

Oh God! A white hot jolt of lust filled her pussy when his callused fingers stroked her bud. Her hips arched up, an open invitation, “Fuck me, hurry...” Her hips continued to rock up and down, the finger on her clit driving her wild with pleasure.

It happened hard and fast, her cunt filled and stretched. “OH GOD! FUCK ME!” she wailed in surprise and pleasure. Her eyes opened wide at the force of his thrusting meat as his fingers dug deep into the soft pillowed mounds of her ass, pulling and pushing her.

“Fuck yeah, Jeff, fuck her hard. You like that baby, don’t you?” Craig’s words added fuel to the fire burning between her legs.

She felt his hand on her head, his fingers fisting her hair. The vulnerability of being splayed like that...and Craig’s hot dominating lust for more pushed her over the edge. This was so hot and dirty to be used like this, fucked hard, Jeff’s cock like a piston, his balls and thighs slapping her flesh.

Stacey sidled up beside her and reached down between her legs with a wet finger and began to stroke her clit while Jeff continued to rut her from behind. The combined sensation of her pussy being so… so taken was mindbending. She dropped her head onto the mattress, her ears roaring from the overload.

She could only babble and whimper for more as waves of creamy pleasure rolled over her. She was lost in this sexual dream. To be fucked like this....to be the focus...Oh God, another wave of ecstasy made her thighs tremble and her fingers fisted the soft coverlet of the bed. She wanted more. She wanted it to last forever.

Behind her Jeff groaned and there was a sharp intake of breath, his body stiffening and his cock pulsing deep inside her.

“That’s it, baby. Oh yeah, I love it.” Stacey’s fingers whirred as fast as any vibrator on Annette’s clit.

Annette felt all strength leave her body at the last thread of orgasm pulsed though and out of her. Doggy style had NEVER been so good!

Craig’s fingers loosened and now caressed her head. He leaned closer and kissed her ear. “Annette. That was amazing. I love you so much.” There was a tone of wonder in his voice that mirrored her own heart.

Her hips shifted to the side and she could feel Jeff settling her down on the bed, his cock slipping out of her. She rolled over to face Craig, and saw Jeff and Annette kissing. It was an intimate moment between all of them. A moment she’d never dreamed could be like this.

She pulled Craig’s head closer and they kissed, long and deep, revelling in the warm afterglow and wonder of the moment.

Stacey was the first to speak. “I think we’ll definitely be visiting you guys in New York. A little investment advice...a little sex.” She chuckled.

Annette rose and peered past Craig at her best friend from high school. Grinning she quipped, “Fuck that. A LOT of sex.”


Chapter 25
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Jeff rose and wandered to the table to pick up his wine and bring one for Annette. He grinned realizing that she hadn’t needed it after all. She’d been so ready to try this. Actually so had Craig. It was a pleasant bonus to coming to the reunion. He hadn’t dreamed in a million years that they’d hook up with Annette and her husband.

She was sitting between Craig’s legs, her back snuggled into his chest. “Thanks.” Her hand rose to take the wine and her smile was warm when their eyes met.

Stacey patted the bed next to her and he sat down, planting a kiss on her cheek. His chest was light and full sitting next to her. She really was a wildcat when it came to sex. But she was also sensitive and could read signals waaay better than he could. She had directed the play that afternoon much like she usually did— and, as usual, it wound up being totally awesome.

“This is like a dream. I’m still having a hard time believing that we did this with you even though my pussy is telling me it just happened.” Annette shook her head and took a long sip of wine, her other hand toying absently the soft downy hair on Craig’s leg.

“Me too, dear,” said Craig. “That’s exactly, how I feel. I’m gobsmacked too, believe it or not. In a wonderful way of course.”

Stacey leaned over and tapped Craig’s leg playfully. “Who uses words like gobsmacked?” She laughed and sat back, grinning up at Jeff. “I think Craig’s my first Englishman.”

Annette’s mouth fell open and she leaned forward. “How many nationalities have you done? Or should I ask how many guys?”

“One hundred and twelve.” Jeff couldn’t help himself. The opportunity to tease Annette was too tempting.

“What?”

Stacey poked him in the ribs before turning to Annette. “He’d kidding. Four nationalities and God knows how many guys. I don’t keep count...” Her lips drew to the side in a shy smirk, “...well not exactly, but more than thirty.”

“More than thirty one, you mean,” Jeff said, ducking from Stacey’s playful swat.

“Oh my God.” Annette grinned and sat back against Craig again. She turned and grinned up at him. “Did we just land in Oz, my dear?”

“Not Oz. But definitely a place dominated by the big ‘O’.” Jeff laughed and finished the rest of his wine. He looked over at the other couple and his tone became serious. “So, what about tonight? Are we still planning on going to the reunion dance?” If it were up to him, they’d take a pass. It had been fun with Cerise the night before but there was more of a connection to Annette and Craig.

Stacey’s hand rose waving the air excitedly. “How about we go to another dance? There’s an adult club on the outskirts of the city that I read about on line.” She turned to Jeff and continued, “I was going to surprise you if the reunion was a wash.”

He couldn’t stop the grin that spread on his face. Stacey was full of surprises, usually sexy ones. “I’m game!” He turned to Annette and Craig. There was that ‘deer in the headlights’ look on their faces again.

“What’s an adult club?” A look of shocked realization came over Annette’s face. “Do you mean a  Swinger’s club? Is that what you’re saying?” Annette turned to look at Craig and then turned back to Stacey. “I don’t know about that. I’m not sure we’re ready and besides, I don’t have anything to wear.”

Stacey shook her head and grinned. “You’ll have a great time. We don’t have to play with anyone else. We’ll just stay to ourselves...and the dancing...” She popped off the bed and started humming a tune, her hands lifting and piling her hair high while her body was sensuously grinding, mimicking getting fucked. She reached for Annette’s hand and pulled her to her feet.

She spun Annette and stepped close to her backside, her hands rolling over the dark haired woman’s petite body.




Annette grinned and wiggled her ass against Stacey before again spinning to face her. “Okay. You talked me into it. But we’ve got to go shopping first girlfriend! I’m not wearing anything I brought. I’m going to dress the part if we’re going. “

Craig got off the bed and his arms went around Stacey and Annette, giving each of them a kiss on the forehead. For a guy that was probably ten years older than any of them, he was in excellent shape, a flat tummy and hard ass. His cock dangled heavily, banging against his thigh when he had walked over to them.




Jeff sat back and smiled watching the three of them. Not many of the swinger’s groups they were part of did the male bi-sexual thing. It was mostly girl on girl, which everyone loved, but the guys... He’d only done it a few times but it had been wild fun. There was something about Craig that was really appealing. Craig would be a guy that he wouldn’t mind getting down and dirty with.

He got up and ambled over to join the others and his gaze locked with Craig’s. There was something there. A spark maybe...but something that told him Craig wouldn’t be adverse to trying on another guy sexually.

It was a whole different world for Craig and Annette and it was just starting.


Chapter 26
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Stacey plucked a red dress, a silver sheath and another skimpy white lycra one from the rack and held them to Annette. She grinned seeing the look of shock settle on Annette’s pretty features, from the high cheekbones to her pouty kissable lips.

“Any one of these will look fabulous on you. Actually, sometimes people bring a few different changes of clothes to these clubs. The idea is to be sexy above all else.”

Annette blinked a couple of times and then smiled reaching for the dresses. “Okay. You’re the boss. I’ll try them on.” She slung them over her shoulder and sashayed across the small boutique shop to the change room.

The saleswoman stepped closer and began rifling through the dresses as well. Her crimson hair was swept up into a messy pile on the top of her head while her green eyes and silver manicured fingers flew through the rack. “She’s new to this, isn’t she? There another dress here that I think would look great with her figure.”

Stacey smiled, “Yes. We’re going to Club Eros tonight. Actually it’s a first time at that club for us to. We’re from out of town.” She continued going through the clothes rack. Actually, she hadn’t bought anything new in a long time for herself. Jeff and she were making good money. What the hell.

She plucked a electric blue sequined dress from the rod and held it up to her body.

The saleslady turned and her gaze drifted from the short hemline to the low V cut almost to the navel. “Oh my God! That is so you! If I had a rack like yours I’d wear a dress like that every day! Try it on!”

She didn’t have to be told twice! She grinned, noticing Craig and Jeff at the front of the store chatting and laughing while checking out the display of vibrators and sex toys. Hmmm... That could be fun too!

When she got to the change room area, Annette called out, “Stacey? Are you there?”

“Yes. I was just about to try a dress on. What do you need?” She paused outside the stall where Annette was.

The door slowly opened to reveal Annette in the gold sparkly dress, that hugged her like a second skin, revealing every curve from her high breasts to the swell of her ass. Annette’s fingers tugged the dress’s hem lower, trying to cover more of her thighs. The overall effect was sexy but still there was something missing.

Stacey reached out and her hand swatted Annette’s at the hem of the dress. “Stop that. The dress is supposed to just barely cover the cheeks of your ass. Stop acting like you wish it went to your knees. You’ve got great legs and a great ass—own it, girl.”

The sales lady appeared from around the corner, carrying a black dress that was cut away at the hips, where thin spaghetti straps crossed. It was also tiny but the top of it was loose and off the shoulder.

“Try this dear. I think it’ll be more striking than that one. Not that the one you have on is not sexy, but this one! Wow. It’s perfect for you.”

Annette’s eyes glittered looking from Stacey to the saleslady. “Okay.” She grinned and snatched the dress from the older woman, banging the door in her excitement to try it on.

The saleslady nodded and grinned at Stacey before turning away.

Stacey slipped inside the stall and began stripping off the short tennis skirt and top. The afternoon had been waaay better than anything she could have hoped would happen. There had been times when they were younger that she recognized now—she had been attracted to Annette. Who wouldn’t have been? She was vivacious, fun and gorgeous. She’d had a girl crush on Annette. She knew it and as she had just counselled Annette, she herself should ‘own it!’

She slipped the blue frock over her head and tugged it down over her boobs and hips. Oh yeah! She unhooked her bra and managed to slip it off to get the full effect of the dress’s plunging neckline. The point of the V tickled her navel, the vertical cut upward barely covering her breasts. She shrugged her shoulders back and forth trying to see if her boobs would stay inside the dress if she was dancing.

She smiled seeing that only a flash of her nipple showed while the rest of her boob was covered. That was perfect. Just a hint of more to come was a look she cultivated. As for the hem, unlike Annette, she was perfectly comfortable showing the butt crease under her ass, or as Jeff called it, ‘her sexy smile’.

“Ready!”

She heard the door next to her open and stepped outside her own. Her hands went to her mouth and cheeks when she saw Annette. Fuck! She was smoking hot in the tight dress, that showed the ivory tops of her lush breast as well as the sexy swell of her hips. She looked like something out of Victoria’s Secret.

“Perfect!” She winked at Annette who was now taking her advice, with her shoulders thrown back and strutting her stuff in the micro length dress.

Annette’s gaze drifted over Stacey’s body and her mouth fell open. “Wow! That dress is you! You’ve got to get it. Actually, I’ll buy it for you if you don’t!”

The saleslady appeared once more and gave a thumb’s up to each of them. “Your guys are going to cream their jeans when they see you in those dresses.”

Stacey grinned and nudged the woman with her shoulder. “Better not! I’ve got a better place for any creaming than a pair of jeans!”

The woman laughed and her voice became lower. “Those two guys at the front? They’re your husbands, right?”

Stacey nodded, wondering what Jeff was up to now, more corruption of Craig she hoped.

The older woman giggled and leaned in close, her voice almost, but not quite a whisper, “I love The Bullet. Actually, I’ve got one inside right now. When it gets slow in here, I hit the remote to get a little thrill goin’ down there. They’re buying a couple right now.”

“What?” Annette was totally in the dark on this one.

Stacey smiled and put her hand on Annette’s arm. “Don’t worry. You’ll love it.”  


Chapter 27
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Craig turned to face away each time the door opened and someone entered the store. He shook his head and did an eye roll. Why the hell was he embarrassed to be seen in a sex store? It wasn’t like he knew anyone in Black Rapids and besides Jeff was there joking around with him about some of the items. Like the butt plug that could double as an anchor for your boat. Seriously? Someone would find that stimulating? It made haemorrhoids look fun.

“So what do guys normally wear to these clubs? Craig glanced over at Jeff, who was examining some packaged egg shaped thing. He still could hardly believe what had happened that afternoon or the fact that they were going to a swinger’s club.

Jeff shrugged. “Business casual. No jeans and business suits are not required. I’ve seen some guys wear a tuxedo but that’s more for effect, kind of a costume that maybe their woman is into.” He went back to reading the information on the box.

Craig picked a similar looking object from the shelf in front of him. What the heck would this be and why was Jeff so interested? Surely after his years in this swinging thing, being all sexually liberated and all, there wasn’t much he hadn’t seen.

Jeff chuckled and turned to him. “We should buy a couple of these. Stacey and I have never used one but I’ve heard they’re fun. It’ll put an extra thrill for the ladies on the dance floor. I love the fact it’s remote control.”

Craig’s head bobbed down and he took a better look at the object in his hand, the purpose and desired results becoming clearer. A smile lit his face as he pictured Annette with it, and him turning it on whenever he felt like it. This was wild.

Of course, he’d expected dildos and vibrators in the store and he sure as hell hadn’t been disappointed on that score. There were all colours and sizes from small ivory ones to chartreuse wangs that a donkey would be jealous of. Who really could fit that inside them? For sure he never wanted to get lost in the cavity that could accommodate it.

“I’m getting one for Stacey. She’ll love it!” Jeff grinned and kept moseying along down the aisle.

“Well, I’d better get one for Annette, too, I guess.” His footsteps were light walking behind Jeff. When he stepped beside him, he leaned closer and his voice was low. “So, this club? There’s dancing of course...but later in the evening, does it become an open orgy with naked people? What exactly happens?”

Jeff glanced to the back of the store and then looked him in the eye. “First of all, nothing happens that you don’t want, if you know what I mean. There’s respect. No touching other people unless permission is given. That’s kind of the number one rule. Respect.”

“So I don’t have to worry about guys groping Annette or...” He chuckled, “...God forbid, women groping my crotch.”

“You wish!” Jeff grinned and continued. “As for nakedness, it gets wilder with women shedding their clothes and dancing as the evening progresses. It is totally sexy fun for couples.”

Craig’s brow furrowed and he shook his head. “You keep saying couples. If I were a single guy you couldn’t keep me away from someplace like that—women dancing naked and all the sex that’s probably to be had.”

“Uh unh. That’s where you’re wrong. These clubs only allow single guys on certain nights, if at all. Single women! Well, that’s another story. They loooove single women coming to the club. They’re Unicorns, elusive and rare. A lot of couples want to get it on with another woman, in a threesome.” Jeff’s eyebrows bobbed and he grinned.

“Yeah, yeah. You’ve probably done that a million times, I bet. Lucky bastard.” A picture of Brad the bartender flashed in Craig’s mind. “But what about if a couple wanted a guy to join them, like you and Brad last night?”

Jeff laughed and elbowed Craig playfully, “Why? You think you want that? I can put in a word with Brad, if you—”

“Shut up! You know what I mean.” But Craig was picturing that, an evening watching Brad fuck Annette. She’d love that more than the little egg he had in his hand to give her later. Fuck! He’d love it more. 

“Okay. Enough teasing.” Jeff grinned and then continued. “If a couple wants that, they bring a guy but they are responsible for him. He doesn’t get to wander around on his own, ogling women and hitting on them.” He looked to the back of the store again. “What is keeping them? Shit, if this were a guy buying clothes, it’d be bought and paid for and he’d be having a beer at home by now.”

Craig turned and looked where Jeff was looking. He smiled seeing Annette emerge from a doorway, followed closely by Stacey. “Here they come.”

Jeff leaned in and his voice was low. “Again? They couldn’t wait till tonight?”

Craig shook his head and elbowed Jeff. The guy was incorrigible, but funny. Annette was all smiles handing him the black dress. He laid it on the counter and reached for his wallet.

“Aren’t you going to look at the price tag?” Annette asked.

He shook his head. “No. I don’t care. I know we can afford it, and if it’s what you want, then that’s what matters.”

“You’ll love it on me!” She leaned in and kissed his cheek.

Their eyes met and he felt such love for her. It was wonderful to see her like this. Excited as a teenager and so sexy! It was like when they’d first met, not staid and responsible business executives, but lovers once more.

He nuzzled her ear and whispered. “I’ll love seeing you take it off more.” His hand had risen to tweak her breast playfully. He didn’t know why, it had just happened, but she didn’t seem to mind. She winked at him and her cheeks were flushed pink.

God! She was gorgeous! He couldn’t wait to show her off at that swinger’s club. It was going to be fun and sexy as hell.


Chapter 28
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Annette stepped out of the hotel room and looked around. It was almost nine o’clock and they were supposed to meet Stacey and Jeff to ride together to the club. Thank God, she’d been able to catch forty winks after they had dinner and arrived back at the hotel. It had been quite a day all round! She was forty-two, not twenty-two!

There was no one hanging out by the pool or lingering at any of the tables on the patio having a drink, which was A-OK by her. In the skimpy dress, she felt a little too exposed with the warm summer breeze caressing her shoulders and thighs. It would be perfect at the club but out there? In the open space of the hotel? Only if she were a hooker trying to pick up a john.

Craig stepped out and the door shut behind him. He stepped closer to her and put his hand on her waist, leaning in to whisper in her ear. “You are a little minx, making me wait till later. In that dress, you’re smokin’ hot. I want to bend you over and fuck you blind.”

His words sent a thrill through her tummy and down further, teasing her pussy. This was insane how horny she was, even after the crazy sex with Stacey and Jeff. Actually it was probably more because of the crazy sex with Stacey and Jeff. Whatever! It was great!

“Hey Annette!”

She froze, wanting to turn and run at the sound of Sean’s voice. Oh my God! And in this dress too! Of all things to be caught red handed wearing.

Craig switched sides shielding her with his body from Sean and his girlfriend walking closer. “Sorry mate. We’ll have to catch up with you later. We’re late as it is.” He pulled her along with his arm looped through hers.

The high heels the saleslady had talked her into buying were not meant for racing across a concrete patio. She struggled to keep up, hanging onto his arm for dear life.

“Are you going to the dance? Maybe we could share a ride?” Sean was tailing them. “Holy shit, Annette! You guys aren’t going to the reunion dance. Not with her wearing THAT dress. Nice ass! I’d like to get me a little—”

Craig stopped and signalled for her to stay put. He strode back to Sean and Heidi. Uh oh. This was not going to be good.

She watched Craig come to a halt, his body ramrod stiff. “First off, it’s none of your business where Annette and I are going. And second, you don’t speak to my wife like she’s a piece of meat for you to comment on and sample. Got it?”

Even though Sean was a good four inches taller than Craig, he backed up a step.

Heidi spoke up, “He was only kidding.”

Craig didn’t even acknowledge her existence. He spun around and strode quickly over to join her again. It was at that moment that Stacey and Jeff’s door opened and they appeared, their eyes wide looking from Craig to Sean and Heidi.

“Everything all right out here, Craig?” Jeff stepped forward, holding Stacey’s hand.

“Fine, Jeff,” said Sean. We were just going to the dance and these two...well that Limey bastard—”

Sean’s words were cut short when Jeff spoke again. “Cut the crap, Sean!” The look he shot the lumbering goof was pure ice. He turned to Annette and Craig and smiled. “Let’s go, shall we?” 

Annette held onto Craig’s arm tightly but this time, it wasn’t for stability in the heels. Craig had taken control of the situation like he was in a corporate boardroom, not intimidated in the least by the bulky ex-jock. If Jeff hadn’t appeared, Craig would probably have decked the oaf. As for Sean...he deserved it. Again, poor Heidi. She really should ditch him later, much like Annette had done so many years ago at the prom.

***

Annette’s fingers threaded through Craig’s holding them tight when they drove into the club’s parking lot. It was already half filled, the neon sign above the door ‘Club Eros’ in a flourishing handwritten script beckoning a few couples who walked across the dark pavement.

This was it! She couldn’t decide if she was more excited or scared. Her gaze zeroed in on the two couples walking in to the entrance area. The guys were in dark pants and casual but expensive looking sports shirts and the ladies seemed to preen like exotic birds, in their short dresses and stiletto heels. But really, aside from the sexy clothes, they looked like normal everyday people, pretty with make-up that accentuated rather than overwhelmed.

One of them was carting more than a few extra pounds but it wasn’t the first thing that you noticed about her. It was her confidence and carriage. She was beautiful and sexy and she absolutely knew it.

Stacey turned in her seat and smiled at her and then Craig. “Ready? If you’re a bit nervous, that’s okay. Just follow our lead and don’t worry. If you don’t like it, we’ll leave. We can always do a rinse and repeat of this afternoon back at the hotel?”

Annette’s stomach tightened for a moment and she was tempted. She took a deep breath, “Let’s do this. Actually, I’m sure it’ll be fun.” She squeezed Craig’s hand and turned to look into his dark eyes, reassured at once by the casual strength. He’d already demonstrated how well he could handle any problems that might arise.

He opened the door and held her hand while she stepped out. Stacey was waiting a couple steps away, beckoning to join her. She smiled at Craig and then joined her old school friend.

“That’s an amazing dress. Men and women alike are going to be checking you out girlfriend!” Stacey looped her arm through Annette’s.

For a moment she felt like she was a young girl back in high school going to one of her first dances, except that this time it was Stacey who was confidently leading the way.

There was buzzing sensation deep in her pussy that made her footstep falter. It was unexpected and pleasant and then was gone. She turned and looked at Craig, only to see him grin and his hand emerge from his pocket.

That vibrating bullet! He’d asked her to wear it and now she knew why! It’s hard to be nervous when you’re getting turned on.

He stepped closer to her and whispered in her ear, “Like that?”

Her finger trailed along his jaw line over the rough hair of his goatee. She giggled and whispered back, “I’d take a bullet for you any day of the week.”

Stacey tugged at her arm and they walked through the heavy glass door that Jeff held open for them. Music filled the air and before them was a high counter with a thirty something blond haired man and woman.

The woman’s gold earring glittered in the soft lighting when she looked up, welcoming them with a broad smile. Her grey eyes were framed with red framed glasses which she pushed higher on her button nose. “Hi! Welcome to Eros. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here before.” She pulled a couple of forms from under the counter and plopped them down with a flourish.

“If you don’t mind taking a minute to fill this in...and you’ll be all set. Just a formality, along with the fee of sixty dollars.” She finished with a happy sigh.

“You two go ahead and get us a table. Craig and I will take care of this.” Jeff waved them off and Stacey continued out of the room and down a short corridor.

There was a set of stairs which branched out in two directions. Stacey shrugged and led the way to the left. When they reached the top, the music was louder and lights flashed in time to the beat. The lighting was dimmer but as their eyes became accustomed, they noticed an empty table in the far corner.

Annette’s gaze took in the entire room as she followed Stacey, threading through tables where couples sat laughing or openly appraising the two women with their eyes. There was a bar located in the centre of the ballroom sized room, and mostly guys were lined up two deep getting drinks. Next to that area was a wooden dance floor with a hanging mirrored ball casting roving spots of light over the four or five couples dancing.

She took a seat on the barstool height chair and continued looking around taking in the people and their get ups. Most of the women wore tight skimpy dresses much like what she and Stacey were wearing but a few were only in flashy bras and skirts or tight pants. The guys looked like they could have been in any popular club except for the revealing attire of their partners.

“What do you think?” Stacey leaned over and nudged Annette with her shoulder, her eyes never leaving the dance floor and the tables around it.

Annette’s gaze was flitting here and there, much like the pace of her heartbeat. This was incredible, being there with people half naked, flaunting and enticing. The women were definitely dressing to impress; her and Stacey’s outfits were completely appropriate for this place. She paused for a second after getting the third or fourth once over since they walked in. They were from women as well as men. Sure she’d felt their eyes checking her out but it wasn’t in the normal way that women do—assessing and slipping you into some sort of rating or category. No. It was more like the way a guy would check you out; flirty and admiring.

“So far, so good. I’m glad you talked me into this dress. There were a lot of people checking it out on the way over here.” Annette turned when the waitress appeared at their table. At least she thought it was the waitress. The woman wore a German barmaid blouse and skirt except that unlike the original costume, the top barely covered her nipples and was almost see-through anyway, it was so sheer.

Her curly dark hair was piled high on her head, with a few loose tendrils that caressed her neck and shoulders. She smiled and her eyes were friendly when she looked down and set two glasses of wine in front of them. “Compliments of that table over there.”

Annette turned to look where the waitress indicated. A middle aged couple sat there. There was a gleam from the shaven dome of the guy’s head when he nodded and smiled seductively over at them. He was in an expensive looking dark suit while his dusky skinned partner wore a glittering sheath that hugged every inch, and revealed a soft line of cleavage.

Stacey’s hand flew to Annette’s arm and she leaned in giggling. “Oh my God! They must think we’re here alone. They probably want us to join them in the playroom.”

Annette’s eyes were wide as dinner plates taking in the couple now. This was incredible! A couple was making it plain in the way they looked at her and Stacey that they wanted to get together and end up having sex? Her cheeks were warm and there was a pleasant unexpected tingle between her legs watching the attractive couple. She smiled and lifted her glass, toasting a thanks to them.

When Craig and Jeff appeared at the table and took a seat the couple smiled and their heads turned to watch the dance floor.

“You two didn’t waste any time...you could have ordered us a drink.” Craig laughed and squeezed her hand.

She leaned in and told him what had happened, watching his gaze fly to where the couple were sitting.

“Oh my God. I’m not sure I wouldn’t have minded seeing that.” His hand dropped and rested high on her thigh.

She smiled, wondering if she should tell him how it had been flattering and yeah, a little bit of a turn on for her too, but the waitress once more appeared at their table. She watched Craig give the drink order...watched him try to focus on her face for a few beats before his guard dropped and his gaze flickered to her stupendous breasts pressing the negligee-like fabric.

There was a sense of wonder filling her chest with lightness at what was happening. If that were any normal club, if Craig had done that he would have gotten a slap across the face by either the waitress or her. But here, it would be more of an anomaly not to openly admire another person’s physical  attractiveness.

At Stacey’s touch on her arm, she turned and smiled, leaning close to hear what she said over the music playing louder and faster now. “You want to dance? Let’s give the stripper pole a go.”

Annette’s eyes opened wide and her mouth fell open. She hadn’t noticed the pole. Now seeing it and the small platform the idea of dancing on it with another woman— with Stacey! — was a fabulous idea! “Sure!” She gulped a healthy swallow of wine for liquid courage and stood to her feet.

This time when she walked by the tables, she was emboldened enough to look people straight in the eye and smile seductively after she’d checked them out. When she passed the table with the bald guy and his Latin bombshell, their eyes met and locked as if magnetically drawn to each other, for a few moments. Again, there was a surge of tingly warmth low in her stomach. Keeping eye contact, she slowly licked her lips. She had never done anything like that in a club in her life!

Stacey gripped her arm and her whispered words were hot on the fold of Annette’s ear. “I can’t decide if they want to fuck you or me.”

She laughed and turned to whisper back. “Both of us, I think.”

Stacey spotted the pole near the far edge of the dance floor and stepped up on the circular platform that surrounded it. Her manicured hand slid over the smooth polished brass while her other hand extended down to grip Annette’s hand and pull her up.

For a few seconds Annette could only stand there, feeling a bit of stage fright and that all eyes were staring at her and Stacey. But Stacey grinned and stepped close to the pole, letting it rest against her groin and tummy while one leg rose to cup it. Annette’s breath caught in her throat as she realized what Stacey was doing. She was treating the gleaming pole like it was a phallus, teasing it and adoring it with her body.

Annette took a deep breath and mimicked her friend’s actions. She could do this! The hard surface teasing the top of her pussy lit a fire in her belly. She opened her legs wider and rolled her hips, pressing her clit and pussy lips tight to the pole. Oh God! It felt wonderful! From the corner of her eye she could see a few couples slowing in their dance to sway and watch her and Stacey.

Stacey twirled so that she was behind her, her hands roaming seductively over Annette’s body while pumping her pelvis into Annette’s ass, in perfect time to the music. Each thrust sent a thrill through Annette’s pussy, stirring her on for more.

She slid to the other side of the pole and faced Stacey, the two of them caressing each other’s body while worshipping the pole in their suggestive movements. The beat of the song was primal, matching her own thundering heart, her body charged with sexual energy.

The top of Stacey’s dress had shifted and her breast slipped out, so inviting that Annette couldn’t resist. She cupped her fingers under it and leaned down to lick the firm button tip. As her head once more rose, she noticed the Latino gal step up onto the platform to join them, the glitter of her dress catching the lights from the mirrored globe.

Her long red nails traced a path along Annette’s arm, sending shivers of excitement through her body, and the woman’s dark, heavy lidded eyes locked with hers. She gripped the pole with her leg and twirled, letting her body fall back and her long dark hair swish along the floor. From the way she moved, it was evident that she had some experience with the stripper pole.

Annette felt the woman’s hand on the back of her thigh, sliding slowly up as her body rose again. She looked over her shoulder and once more it was an electrical current when their eyes met. The woman’s fingers were just under the swell of her ass, making her tremble with anticipation.

The song ended and Stacey smiled and hopped off the platform, making eye contact with more than a few couples who had paused to admire their dance. The Latino woman grasped Annette’s hand before she could leave. She felt a jolt of excitement when the other woman’s full red lips curled in a seductive smile and she leaned in to whisper, her breath hot and moist in her ear.

“I’m Renata. My husband Mark and I...we are attracted to you and the people at your table. Please...if it’s all right with your husband and your friends, we’d like to join you.” She pulled back and there was a slight flush on her cheeks under the high sculpted cheekbones. Her tawny skin was flawless and her dark eyes glittered under long, thick eyelashes.

Annette was taken back for a moment, tongue tied watching the attractive woman. She was only a little taller than herself but a little more curvy; more like Stacey actually. She glanced past her at the guy—Mark— who was watching the two women closely.

She looked into Renata’s eyes and smiled. “I’m new at all of this. It’s actually my first time at a club. I’ll have to see what my friends say.” She shrugged and then stepped off the platform, every cell in her body tingling as she walked across the dance floor, conscious not only of the other couples swaying seductively in a dance that was more like vertical fucking than actual dancing, but also of the sexy woman who had just kind of propositioned her and everyone at her table.

This was definitely a first! It was also hot as hell.

She winked at Mark who watched her pass his table before gazing once more at his wife behind her.

She sat down and grinned, seeing the curious, expectant looks on Craig’s, as well as Jeff and Stacey’s faces.

“They’d like to join us for a few drinks, and then well...she said they’re attracted to us.” Saying the words, knowing what the implications were made her feel a little dizzy. It was surreal.
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How was it possible to have wicked sex for the last few days, twice actually that afternoon, and still get a chubby sitting there at the swinger’s club? Craig smiled. For a guy pushing fifty-two, he was doing pretty damned good!

Watching Annette and Stacey on the stripper pole was so wild! When the other woman joined them, well it went from wild to red hot. And now, Annette was practically trembling with the news that the other couple wanted to join them.

His eyes looked past her to take in the couple at the other table again. He was probably mid to late forties and looked decent enough, clean shaven even to his head. The woman could be a stand in for Jennifer Lopez with the sultry dark looks and lush body.

He turned to read Stacey and Jeff’s faces, hoping against hope that they were fine with it.




“I’ll go over and talk to them. I’m fine with checking things out over a couple of drinks. If we decide that’s as far as we want to take it, I have no problem letting them know.” Jeff looked over at Stacey and smiled. “I’m better at this part than Stacey, that’s for sure.”

Annette’s and his own interest in meeting the other couple must have shown on their faces because without another word Jeff got to his feet and wandered over to the other table.

“I think they’re really hot for you, Annette.” Stacey murmured as all three of them watched Jeff talking to the other couple.

There was a pulse of pleasure that oozed from his cock at Stacey’s words, and a picture of the bald headed guy banging away at Annette flashed in his mind. Actually, he could see her with two guys! The bald guy between her legs fucking her like a jackhammer while she sucked off another guy...Jeff? Oh my God. He squirmed in his chair, hoping the wet spot on his trousers wouldn’t be too apparent.

He hadn’t the slightest idea what was happening to him, but he wasn’t going to fight it.

Jeff turned and walked back to the table, hiding the thumbs up signal with his body. “It’s all set. Two drinks and then the four of us will confer on the dance floor on whether we want them to join us in the playroom or not.”

Oh my God. As casual and easy as all that? Craig could hardly believe his eyes and ears. The bald guy got to his feet and held his wife’s chair as she rose. Well, that was one good thing about him. He looked like he was a gentleman, at least.

Jeff got up and pulled a couple of chairs over to the table and they all shifted a little to the side to make room for the other couple. The Jennifer Lopez clone took a seat next to him, so that he was now flanked on each side by the Latino lady and on the other side by Stacey.

He knew he was going to live forever, because he was already in Heaven!

Jeff smiled and got the introductions over with before sitting once more.

“We haven’t seen you here before. You’re new to the Lifestyle?” Mark glanced at Jeff but the focus of his gaze rested on Annette and Stacey.

“We’re just visiting Black Rapids. Jeff and I have been doing this for a few years but Annette and Craig are newbies.” Stacey sat back in her chair and smiled, totally at ease with the way the front of the dress gaped open revealing almost her whole breast.

Renata flashed a warm smile at Stacey before turning to Craig, brushing her hand over his thigh. “You’ve never been to a club? Wow. I never would have guessed.” Her sultry exotic eyes roamed over his face and then she glanced at Annette. “Your wife is very beautiful and sexy.”

Craig was having a difficult time with the firmness in his groin from her hand on his thigh and the promise of more in her eyes, especially the promise of more with Annette. A bi-sexual threesome? He gulped a long sip of his vodka tonic to cool down. “So how long have you and Mark been doing this?”

Her fingers toyed with the fabric covering his thigh and she smiled, revealing perfect white teeth, her eyes dancing with laughter. “For five or six years, I guess. We don’t visit clubs all that often. I guess we like to keep the novelty alive as long as we can.”

He could hear the odd word in the conversation that Mark was having with Jeff and Annette and glanced to the side to see Stacey all eyes and ears following what Renata was saying.

Her hand was still hot on his thigh, and it was all he could do to keep his mouth from falling open, when she continued. “ But, I think you’ll find the more usual question is what we’re into, our kink. What really turns us on.”

“I’d like to know that.” At Stacey’s soft voice to his right he sat back and smiled.

Exactly. He couldn’t wait to hear the answer.

She leaned forward and smiled at Stacey, directing her answer. “We like women joining us. When you and Annette arrived, we thought we’d hit the jackpot...two hot and sexy women. Mark likes watching me with other women but usually he ends up joining in at the end. He really likes it when he fucks a woman and watches me lick her at the same time.”

Oh my God. Craig was having a hard time catching his breath hearing Renata’s frank words. This was incredible. She was talking as freely about their sexual desires, their kink, as if she were describing their favourite food. He and Annette had only recently discovered and talked about their fantasies. He was glad that Stacey was holding up her end of this conversation.

“It’s kind of the reverse for us. Jeff likes to see me with another guy or guys.” She smiled and continued, openly flirting now. “Although he gets off on watching me do other women too, especially ones as sexy as you.”

The tip of Renata’s tongue flashed in the corner of her lips and she purred at Stacey, “Would you like to dance again?”

Stacey rose and stepped by him, her perfume lingering in the air as she held Renata’s hand, the two of them like sleek sexy jungle cats on the prowl slinking over to the dance floor. He looked across the table to Annette, saw her also watching them. His hand went into his pocket and hit the remote for the bullet.

The immediate wide flash of her eyes and her small gasp made him smile. Keeping her on the crest, riding the wave of arousal was fun. “Would you like to dance, Annette?

She rose and her steps were slow and mincing as she walked across the floor in front of him. He managed to steer her to an opening beside Stacey and Renata. The song had changed to a slow one but even so the other two women stayed on the dance floor, their arms looped over each other’s hips, their hands resting on the curve of each other’s ass.

Annette held him close, straining upward on her toes to whisper into his ear. “You bugger. If you don’t turn that thing off, I’m going to come right here.” Her voice became huskier, “I want to save that for later, babe.” 

He slipped his hand into his pocket to hit the off button and pulled her body into him, rubbing his hard groin against her tummy. He leaned in and his tongue licked her ear lobe before he whispered. “You’re not the only one in a state, you know.”

She smiled and then her head turned slightly to take in Stacey and Renata’s actions. He felt a throb of lust watching Renata kiss Stacey’s neck while her hand had slipped inside the deep neckline to fondle Stacey’s breast. From the way Stacey smiled and blinked slowly, she wasn’t minding it at all.

His lips brushed Annette’s ear, “That’s what Mark and Renata are into apparently. She’s bi-sexual as hell and he likes to watch...at least until he gets so worked up he joins in.”

Annette turned to look into his eyes, but her face was a blank slate, impossible to read. Would she like to join that? His gut tightened. “I’m okay with you and her but I’m not sure about you getting fucked by him. Jeff was...well he was okay. I kind of know him and...there’s an element of trust there.”

She turned and her gaze was directed back at the table, where they could barely make out Jeff and Mark still talking but watching the dance floor. “I’m fine with that. I’m not sure how we go about setting that limit but...” She turned again and her eyes roamed over Stacey and Renata. “Stacey will know how.”




His cock was like granite watching the two women while he snuggled close to Annette. Stacey’s leg was inserted between Renata’s and the two women were kind of dry humping their pussies against each other’s thighs, all in time to the beat. It was one of the most erotic sights he’d ever seen. And to think that later, Annette would be part of that...

He sighed. As long as Stacey, Jeff and Mark agreed.

Annette’s fingers curled around his cock, driving him wild. He looked around at other couples dancing and saw open sexual caresses and kisses happening as well. It was a highly charged atmosphere, everyone celebrating their sexuality in an open manner. What was ironic was the fact that so far, he hadn’t seen any signs of drama or jealousy. These people were there to get laid and it was a pretty sure bet they would. Maybe that was why there wasn’t the drama that would be present in any other ‘normal’ club.

His hand slipped into his pocket once more and he gave the bullet another go, his arms tightening around Annette when she almost fell into him, sighing. Wow. This was incredible.
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When the song ended and she managed to walk back over to the table, Annette took a seat next to Jeff. He’d been sharing a laugh with Mark but turned to her when she sat down.

“I hope you don’t mind but I told Mark about Craig and I getting the bullet vibrators for you and Stacey. It looked like you were enjoying it on the dance floor.” Jeff grinned. “Now you know what it’s like to be a teenage boy, arousal at the drop of a hat.”

Mark leaned forward and his dark eyes were narrow with laughter. “Or the flip of a switch, eh?” He chuckled. “I have to buy one of those for Renata. It’ll spice up some boring cocktail parties, that’s for sure.”

Annette smiled and looked into Mark’ eyes. His eyebrows were thick and dark, while his eyes were a deep chocolate, the edges lined with laugh lines. With his smooth shaven jaw and head, the confident well spoken manner, he was attractive. Maybe someday they’d both be fine with having sex with him but for now, she was fine with Craig’s wishes.

Renata took a seat next to her husband and leaned in to kiss his cheek, murmuring something close to his ear.

Mark stood up, his dark suit jacket flapping wide and reached for her hand with a wide grin on his face. “If you’ll excuse us, my lovely wife requests the pleasure of a dance.”

Annette watched the two of them slip through the throngs of people seated and standing close to the bar.

Stacey took the seat he vacated and leaned in to talk to Jeff and her, signalling to Craig to join in. “I think that’s their way of letting us come to a decision and hash it out.” She looked around and then her chin rose, “I’m fine with them joining us in the playroom.” She turned to Annette. “How about you?”

Annette’s tummy tightened for a moment and she took a deep breath. “I’m okay with her but I’m not fine with doing anything more...anything physical, I mean with him.” She bit down on her lower lip, “He’s not a bad guy, but I don’t know him well enough.”

Jeff patted her arm gently and she turned to him. “That’s fine Annette. No need to explain. I gather you and Craig talked about this on the dance floor so...”

“But we can still play with her, be next to them? Does that work for you?” Stacey looked at her and then turned to Craig.

“Sure. I guess. If that’s how these things work. Hell! I haven’t even seen a playroom, so how can I comment?” Craig signalled for the waitress ordering another round.

Stacey’s hand flew to her forehead. “Oh my God. How stupid of me. Come on. Jeff, you can take care of the drink order.” She got to her feet and her hands tugged at Annette’s and Craig’s arm. “It’ll only take five minutes or so. Actually I’d like to see the play area myself.”

She led the way across the room and down a set of stairs at the other end. She turned and her voice became lower, “This has got to be the way. There’s no other place it could be.”

Annette’s eyes were wide as she descended the stairs and stepped into a long hallway. Across from her was a set of curtains that were pulled slightly apart. Stacey peeked into the area cordoned off and then stepped inside. Her voice was almost a whisper now and in the background, farther down the hallway the sounds of soft slapping and murmurs of pleasure could be heard. “There’s no one in here, so come on in.”

Annette held Craig’s hand and stepped in after her friend. The area was the size of a typical bedroom with two king sized beds at each end, separated only by a few feet. There were mirrors on all the walls as well as the ceiling and a series of coat hooks flanked the wall where the curtain hung. Her heart beat harder in her chest looking at the white sheets on the beds. Everything was pristine clean for couples to enjoy the soft intimacy of the beds and small space.

Stacey put her finger across her lips and leaned in to whisper, “I know there’re people farther along this hall, making out. We need to be respectful and quiet. If an area is closed with a door or curtain, it’s off limits. But if people are having sex in the open, chances are they like the fact that other people are watching. Probably an exhibitionist thing. There’re lots of those in the Lifestyle.”

Craig chuckled. “Good because I’m totally fine with helping them out, watching.”

Stacey grinned and led the way once more down the hallway that opened up to a much larger room containing a sunken hot tub, a high leather or vinyl clad bed and another series of beds against the wall at various heights. There was a track mounted to the ceiling, like you would see in a hospital for a curtain to close, if the participants wanted.

Annette stepped into the centre of the room and noticed for the first time an adjoining room with the door half closed. There was movement on the bed that she could see, as well as the sounds of a couple making out. She wasn’t exactly sure with the door being open half way if she should continue looking...but, what the hell. If they didn’t want people watching they should have closed the door.

A naked, brunette came into view as she spread out on the bed, arms and legs open wide, while her partner, a fellow with salt and pepper hair planted himself on top of her. They wasted no time in getting back to what they’d been doing, his hips rocking up and down as he fucked her. He must have felt Annette’s eyes on him because he looked over and their eyes met.

He kept pumping slowly and deeply into his partner all the while gazing at Annette. It was an erotic connection that she felt deep in her pussy, like she was adding to the hotness for him just by standing there watching.

When Stacey’s fingers grasped her wrist gently she turned and followed her out of the play area. She glanced back at the room, seeing another door next to a small hallway leading the other way. That door was closed and the sounds of love making could be heard.

When they reached the stairway again, Craig leaned forward and whispered close to her ear. “Wow. I can’t believe this.”

Annette’s body was tingling as she walked up the stairs. It was incredible to think that there was a room devoted to this, people having sex in front of other people, swapping, doing all kinds of crazy wild things. That afternoon had been fun but this was a Disneyland of sexual delight.

Still, along with the excitement there was also a nervousness. Having sex with Jeff and Stacey was one thing...They knew Jeff and Stacey. But Renata and Mark would be there too. She hoped the fresh set of drinks had arrived because a little liquid courage was definitely in order.
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Craig downed the vodka tonic that was waiting at the table and immediately ordered another one. The trip downstairs, actually seeing the ‘playroom’ and people there having sex really hit home. Up until then, the evening and promise of more had held an element of fantasy...but now, the reality was staring him in the face and having an even more erogenous effect in his groin.

Annette sat close to him, her fingers rubbing his thigh softly. “We’re still okay with doing this aren’t we?” Her words were soft when she leaned close to his ear.

He nodded but his eyes searched her face for affirmation that she was completely comfortable. If not, he’d pull the plug and they’d leave, no harm no foul.

She smiled and continued speaking low into his ear. “I can’t believe how turned on I am by all of this.” Her hand slid higher on his thigh and closed over the bulge in his pants, tugging and sending a thrill of lust through his cock.

Mark and Renata stood up and she turned to glance at Stacey and Annette. “We’re going downstairs now. We’ll be in the larger playroom, near the hot tub if you decide to join us.”

Craig sat back and watched them leave. There were still a lot of people in the bar area of the club and on the dance floor. Probably Mark wanted to get the jump on a spot downstairs before it filled up. The thought of it filling up was incredible as images of naked people fucking flitted through his brain. He turned to watch Jeff and Stacey. Had anything changed in the time they’d been downstairs with Stacey? He could have sworn that earlier they’d all been in agreement.  

Jeff waited until after the waitress finished setting Craig’s drink down before he spoke. “I wanted a final touch base with you and Annette before we join Mark and Renata. You know, if you feel any reservations you can just do what Stacey and I did when we first came to a club...just watch. There’s no pressure here from us or even from Mark and Renata. I just wanted to repeat that, now that we’re so close to going downstairs.”

Craig took a long swallow, feeling the cool burn in his throat, the calming effect of the alcohol. Before he had a chance to comment on Jeff’s words, Annette spoke up.

“We’re totally fine with this. Actually we’re looking forward to it even though we’re a little nervous.”

Stacey leaned forward and placed her hand on Annette’s shoulder, her gaze switching between Annette and Craig as she spoke, “Jeff told Mark your limits. Don’t worry. He’s fine with that and will respect them. That isn’t to say that I won’t do anything sexual with him. You may not feel comfortable Annette but I find Mark pretty attractive. And Jeff doesn’t mind.”

Jeff stood up then and smiled, taking Stacey’s hand and helping her to her feet. “We’ll see you down there.”

Craig took a deep breath and polished off the rest of his drink. Now that they were committed, there was no time like the present. It had been an amazing evening so far and he was anxious to get on to the next part.

Annette stood and he popped up beside her, walking hand in hand across the room to the stairs. They passed a conversation pit with leather sofas and a large coffee table, where two couples were sprawled, kissing and...

It was like a kick in his stomach how hard his cock became when he saw the second couple, the raven haired woman’s hand on her partner’s cock, jerking slowly on his flesh while his hand cupped her naked breast. It was a lascivious prelude to what he’d no doubt witness downstairs.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Stacey and Jeff were disappearing into a room that they hadn’t noticed on the tour earlier. Craig followed and saw the line of lockers, and low benches with red folded towels placed every few feet.

Stacey turned and smiled, her fingers already pushing the shoulders of her dress down and over her arms. “I’m glad they have a locker room. One of the employees saw us entering the other room and directed us here.”

It was sweet torture watching Stacey shimmying out of the dress, her ample breasts jiggling with each move of her hips. When the shimmering blue frock slid down her calves, she stepped out revealing black G string panties above shapely tanned thighs, her feet still in the high heels.

She bent and her hand went between her legs, giving a little tug to a pink string. In a flash the bullet was out, no longer shiny and silver but covered with slippery wetness. “There. I don’t think I’ll be needing that.” She placed it inside her panties and set them in the locker.

He unbuttoned his shirt and turned slightly to see Annette reach into a locker and hang her dress on a hook. Her cheeks were flushed above a shy smile as her hands unhooked the lace demi-cup bra. When he hung up his shirt, he could see that Jeff had wasted no time at all, standing naked while he closed their locker. Like himself, his cock was thick, brushing the line of dark hair near his naval.

Oh God, this was such a blasted turn on! He hurried getting his pants and shoes off as fast as he could, grabbing a towel that tented over his iron hard cock. The others also draped towels over their hips, and proceeded out, entering the dim lighting of the hall and then the playroom.

On the high leather bed, much like an examining table in a doctor’s office, a pixie blond woman was positioned half way down, her legs held high by her swarthy skinned partner, while he stood, gazing down at where they joined, his cock sliding in and out slowly. Her fingers pulled and pinched at tiny pinkish nipples and her eyes were slits, her lips parted, moaning her pleasure. Her gaze rose at the sight of Craig staring unabashedly and she smiled.

Oh my God, it was deliciously decadent watching the naked couple fucking so openly...especially so when the woman and he gazed at each other.  

At Jeff’s nudge on his arm he turned and saw them. Near the corner of the room, where a series of large beds were positioned at various heights, Renata and Mark were laying together their arms and legs entwined kissing. Looking at her from behing he was mesmerized by her beautiful ass and puffy pussy lips peeking out.

He noticed Stacey climb onto their bed, kneeling behind Renata and leaning over to kiss the other woman’s neck. Oh my God, it was a sight to behold, the two women now naked, Stacey’s hands drifting over Renata’s arm and down her body.

Annette took a seat on the other bed adjacent and about a foot higher. She tugged at the knot that held her towel in place and let it fall to the side. When Mark shifted, sliding to the edge of the bed leaving it open for the two women, Annette stood up.

Craig stood near the end of the bed next to Jeff, his heart pumping hard in his chest, watching the two women and then Mark’s gaze at Annette. The raw hunger for her body was plain to see as his gaze roamed from her face all the way down to her feet, lingering on her breasts and pussy for a long beat.

Slowly, she lowered to the bed kneeling beside Stacey, who was now kissing Renata, her fingers covering the other woman’s breast, kneading and rolling the dusky flesh. Annette’s movements by contrast were slow and sensual, bordering on tentative...her hand lifting Stacey’s hair from her neck before she lowered and kissed her there.

Craig hardly dared to breathe watching the three naked beautiful women kiss and caress each other. There was a hot longing in his cock at the sexiness of the scene, and he glanced at Mark, suddenly understanding his fantasy...actually more his reality.

When Renata broke away from Stacey’s mouth and lowered her head, her lips leaving a trail of soft kisses down her neck and chest, her hand filled with Stacey’s breast, Craig heard Jeff softly sigh his approval.

Stacey rolled slightly and then lay flat on the bed, her head now turned to kiss Annette, while Renata continued her journey...down...shifting lower still until her head was poised above Stacey’s pussy. She looked up and smiled at Mark before her fingers parted Stacey and her mouth descended.

Craig took a step closer, rounding the end of the bed so that he stood at its side, gazing down at Renata’s face, her tongue extended and flicking over Stacey’s swollen clit.

“Oh fuck, I love watching her do this.” Mark strained higher from his perch, his hand fisting and rolling up and down on his cock. From the length and girth, he had nothing to be shy about in that department.

Stacey broke the kiss from Annette and looked down at Renata, her eyes wide and blinking. “Fuck girl! That’s sweet! Don’t stop.” Her hips began to rollick up and down, pumping her pussy harder into the other woman’s mouth.

Annette’s hand covered Stacey’s breast, pulling and pinching the nipple while also watching Renata.

Whatever the Latino woman was doing was driving Stacey wild.

Annette looked up at Craig and then rose to lay on the other bed. She laid half on her side gazing down at the other two women, spreading her legs and letting her fingers slide down over her tummy to her clit.

His cock oozed pre-cum at the sight and as he was about to step around the bed and climb on behind her, Jeff beat him to it. He watched the younger man sidle up behind her, his dark hand on her ivory toned leg, lifting it higher, separating her while aiming his cock into her opening.

Oh God! Watching the thick, turgid rod enter Annette’s cunt, made his knees tremble. It was so fucking hot, that he stood mesmerized.

Movement to his left caught his eye, when Mark slid across the sheet and joined the two women. Stacey turned and her fingers closed over his shaft, massaging and twisting to take it in her mouth. But Mark and Renata had other plans for her. Renata rose and sat to the side while Mark laid flat, his hands urging Stacey up.

“Get on top and ride it.” Renata smiled and moved once more, this time kneeling between Mark legs.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” Stacey’s eyes lit up when she realized what they wanted. She swung her leg over Mark’s taut abdomen, kneeling poised above him, facing Renata. The two women kissed while Stacey slowly lowered onto Mark’s cock, her hips undulating slowly.




The women came apart and Renata helped Stacey ease back so that her shoulders rested on Mark’s chest.

“Oh my God, your cock feels so good, so big filling my cunt.” 

Renata smiled leaned forward to once more work on Stacey’s clit, although this time it looked like her fingers were also massaging Mark. Each time that Mark legs tensed, driving his cock deep into Stacey, her moans of pleasure filled the air.

Craig almost stumbled on his way over to the bed where Annette was getting fucked by Jeff. It was too much watching everyone. He stood beside it, his cock in his hand rolling slowly up and down his shaft. Annette’s eyes met his and she eased forward to take it into her mouth. As soon as her mouth closed on it, a jolt of pleasure shot through his body.

Her eyes were heavy lidded as she lowered onto his cock...he felt the tip of her nose press into his groin...her fingers massaging the tight ridge that his balls had become. He could see Jeff’s hips move faster, thrusting hard and deep into his wife. Another guy fucking her while she sucked him off.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh hell yeah!.” It came out as a series of grunts, Jeff pounding into Annette, his eyes focused on the bed next to them where Stacey was writhing in ecstasy, whimpering her pleasure.

The surge of cum that shot from his cock was hot and fast. Craig’s eyes flashed wide and he jerked hard into Annette’s mouth, the back of her throat.

Her head pulled back and her body became stiff, trembling when her own orgasm claimed her. Another shot of ecstasy jettisoned form his cock onto her cheek. He gripped his shaft, pulling at his flesh, watching Jeff fuck Annette...

“Ahhhh” Another jolt of lust joined the viscous shot already rolling down her cheek. Oh my God! He jerked forward, feeling the last pulse of cum shoot out. His heart pounded hard and his ears were filled with the sounds of Jeff and Annette’s grunts of pleasure.

The sight of his wife, her eyes almost shut in her lust, his cum thick and white on her cheek while she was being royally pounded by Jeff was incredible. It was a moment he wanted to etch in his mind forever.

Annette fell back onto the bed and her finger rose to touch her cheek, then dart into her mouth and a slow smile appeared. “Wow.”

He took the towel that was beside her and wiped her cheek tenderly, before leaning over to kiss her. “Wow indeed.”

When he looked over her shoulder his eyes met Jeff’s. They smiled and then Jeff eased back, pulling out of Annette. When he rolled to the side, getting off the bed, Annette made room for Craig next to her, the two of them laying quietly tangled.

He smiled hearing the murmurs from the bed below, couples enjoying the soft afterglow.


Chapter 32
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The next afternoon, Annette waved at the black jeep pulling onto the highway from the parking lot. She turned and opened the passenger door of the BMW. “I can’t wait to see them again. How silly that we ever drifted apart after high school.”

She got in the car and slipped her seat belt on, smiling over at Craig. “Actually, that’s not true. I always had a bit of a crush on Jeff and I guess I was a bit jealous of her when they ended up together.”

He paused before turning the key to start the engine. “And now? You fucked the guy twice with my approval. Still crushing on him?”

She reached over and squeezed his thigh, grinning up at him. “No.” She shook her head. “Yes, but only in this context. I’d fuck him again, have sex with both of them but only when you’re there. You, you’re are the one I’m crazy about.”

His hand stroked her hair and he leaned in to kiss her softly. “So where do we go from here?”

She sat quietly for a moment or two thinking. A few weeks ago she’d been almost ready to throw in the towel with Craig. Their sex life had become almost non-existent until that day...that day when Eleanor had made a pass at him. It had opened a whole Pandora’s box of sexual thoughts...revelations and fantasies. They’d become lovers again and grown even closer.

She grinned at him. “We sure as hell don’t go back. We’ve got the rest of the week to explore and have fun. Stacey told me about a club in Cleveland. Why don’t we head there?”

“Sounds good. As long as we’re together, I’d go to the moon and back with you.” He turned the key and backed out of the parking spot, heading out to the open highway.

His hand slipped into his shirt pocket and Annette felt a vibration deep inside her. She adjusted the seat so that she could lay back and totally give in to the pleasure mounting in her pussy. With a wide smile, she turned to him, hoisting her skirt higher, “Remember that trucker on the way here?”

His eyebrows bobbed and he shifted gears, speeding up as he merged onto the thruway.

She grinned, feeling the rays of the sun on her face, the wind in her hair and a deep love for her husband. Thank goodness they had come to the high school reunion. They’d learned a few things. They were closer with the added promise of wonderful adventures. As Stacey had said, ‘Live sexy.’ 

The End

A note from the author:
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Chapter 1
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Alex scanned the bulletin board hanging next to the entrance to the exercise room. There was nothing of interest, just the usual offers of childcare, dog walking and items lost or wanted to buy. He was just killing time anyway waiting for Sasha.

Why the hell did it take women so long to change? It was just a workout outfit; she wasn’t dressing for the Oscars for Christ’s sake.

When the door opened and a hot thirty something blonde in a hot pink sports bra and yoga pants fitting like a second skin ambled by, he nodded and smiled before turning back to the board. But his eyes never left her bubble ass cheeks when she stepped past him and walked over to the stationary bike.

“Hey!”

At the sound of his wife’s voice, he jerked around. Busted. But when he looked down into her pale blue eyes, fringed by thick dark lashes, they were twinkling with laughter.

Her gaze drifted to where the blonde was now pumping the bike’s pedals like an Olympic racer, with head down and blonde locks falling over her ample chest. “I guess that’s one of the perks to being a personal trainer here. As if she needs to work that hard. Hmph.” Sasha sauntered into the room and made her way to the floor mats, stretching her arms behind her butt, warming up.

Alex felt his neck grow warm and he tore his eyes from the blonde, following his wife. “I’m going to do some weights first.”

He stood looking around the gym for a moment. It was a lot smaller than the one they used to belong to, back in Boston. But it was clean, with the latest equipment and the clientele seemed friendly enough. Sure there were the die-hard jocks with the wife beater shirts, highlighting every curve of muscle in their chests and arms...but there were also the so-called ‘normal’ people like him and Sasha. They did this to stay in shape, not groom for the cover of a fitness magazine.

“Okay. I’ll meet up with you later.” Sasha looked over at the blonde who was wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead, and flashing a wide smile to some Adonis walking by. “Maybe I’ll introduce myself and see if I can get some tips on how to get a body like that.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed. “Honestly Sasha, you’re too hard on yourself. Since we’ve been married you’ve put on what? Three pounds?” His eyebrows bobbed and he grinned. “In all the right places, I might add.”

He watched her crouch down and then sprawl flat on the mat, her hands at the side of her head doing crunches. She had an hour glass figure with just a tiny bump of a tummy that he actually found sexy. She began the twisting sit-up’s, pointing her elbow at the opposite knee, making her boobs press together, the flesh surging up to the top of her tight sports top. Her long brown hair in the pony tail swept over her shoulders as cute as any cheerleader in high school. No one would ever guess that in a couple of weeks she was turning the big 4-0.

He tossed the green water bottle from hand to hand as he drifted by the bike and elliptical area, managing just a quick peek at the blonde. Hell, it was hard not to notice her in that glaring outfit and the friendly way she had; she had a smile for everyone.

He rounded the corner to the weights area and walked over to a weight bench. He glanced at the guy on the bench next to him. The blonde haired man nodded and his lips spread in either a grimace or a grin as he strove to extend his leg upward against the weight resting on his ankles.

When he sat down the red faced neighbour let out a loud ‘Whew!” and his feet dropped ending the exercise.

“Fuck, that’s hard!” He grinned showing a mouthful of perfect teeth and his eyes were crinkled at the corners. “You’re new here, aren’t you? I’m Jarrod Wexlor.” He extended his hand, leaning over closer to where Alex sat.

“Alex Benton.” He smiled and shook Jarrod’s hand. “Nice to meet you. Yeah. We just moved here from Boston.”

“Wow! The big city. Castley is a far cry from that! Talk about culture shock.”  He stretched his leg, circling his ankle and looked over at Alex. “What made you want to move here?”

“I’m an investment broker. My firm wanted to penetrate further east and here I am.” Alex smiled and adjusted the weights to a heavier setting. He positioned his feet and began lifting the weight bar. “I actually like the size of Castley. I was ready for a change to a smaller place. No rush hour traffic or big city crime.”

Jarrod stood and plucked the hand towel that was hanging on the bar to wipe his face. “Well, it sure is quiet I guess, compared to what you’re used to. I’ve been here all my life, same as Cindy, my wife.” He looked across the room and then smiled at Alex. “You might have noticed her...She’s a personal trainer here. I think she’s got the pink suit on today.”

Alex paused before starting the next set of reps. He could feel his cheeks get warm and it didn’t have anything to do with the work-out. The blonde bombshell was Jarrod’s wife? He did a once over with his eyes at Jarrod. The guy was pretty fit, and the muscles of his arms stretched the sleeve of his shirt. His thighs were like tree trunks, hard and tanned. And he was good looking in a cute boyish way, with dimples in his cheeks. Yeah. He could see the two of them being married.

“Yeah. I noticed her. Actually, my wife Sasha was going to talk to her about a program.” He snorted. “Sasha’s got this thing about her butt. She thinks she’s carrying too much caboose but really she’s perfect. But you know women!”

“No kidding! Even Cindy’s that way and she’s a pro.  There’s not an ounce of extra baggage and she’s still not satisfied. She’s an exercise fiend. I come in just a couple of times a week and that’s plenty punishment for me.” He laughed and then turned to look at the entrance. He looked away quickly, lowering his voice. “Small towns, right? We do have our share of eccentrics, though. Don’t look now but here come two of the richer ones.”

Of course Alex had to look after that comment! He turned to the side, giving the room a sweep with his gaze but actually zeroing in on the two women who had just entered, heading over to the thigh machine.  One was a petite honey blonde in a leopard skin matching bra and yoga pants. She laughed and leaned into her partner who was a tall willowy redhead with locks shorn so short that it was almost a military crew. Whereas the blonde was Dolly Parton, bubbly and curvy, the red head could have passed for a teenage boy, with a loose tank top that hung almost flat.

“That’s Rozalind Heathcliffe and her friend Josie. Roz is the blonde and Josie or Joe as she’s sometimes called is her...” He made quotation marks with his fingers, “...friend, if you know what I mean.” His gaze wandered over to where Rozalind was just sitting down on the platform and positioning the machine’s padded arms between her knees. Josie stood facing the blonde woman, counting off as she opened and closed her legs, straining against the weight.

Alex sat watching the two women, his own exercise forgotten for a few moments, while Jarrod continued his gossip.

“Roz is loaded. She’s the great granddaughter of Horace Heathcliffe who made a fortune rum running before settling in Castley. She and Josie live in the mansion at the edge of town on the ocean.” Jarrod stepped closer and turned his back to the two women, leaning down and talking out of the side of his mouth. “They swing both ways, if you know what I mean. The gardener at their estate comes in to the store—I own a hardware and farm supply store, by the way—well...he picks up some things from me and he’s let it slip a few times about their wild parties.”

He laughed and nudged Alex’s shoulder with his own. “Let’s just say that the guys who leave the next morning can hardly walk after a romp with those two nymphos.” He sighed softly. “Oh, to be a fly on the wall.” 

“You’re joking. Wild sex parties in Castley! Seriously, I thought they rolled the sidewalks up at night.” Alex looked over at the red head and her face lifted to return his gaze. Her eyes were tilted up in the corners, almond shaped like a cat’s. He’d been wrong about her hair. The one side had a long hank of hair that fell over her forehead, a tribute to her feminine side.

He looked away and began exercising once more. It was interesting to see this side of the new town but it wasn’t getting his work-out finished.

“Hey! Would you and your wife like to go for a drink after we finish? Kind of like us welcoming you to the town?” Jarrod stood with his hands clasping the ends of the towel that was draped over his football player sized neck. Jarrod was one of the friendliest guys Alex had ever met.

“Sure. Maybe. I mean, let me run it by Sasha but I’m sure it will be fine.” Alex grinned up at Jarrod and continued the last set of reps.

“Okay. See you in the change room.” Jarrod wandered off in the direction of where his wife was still pumping furiously at the machine.


Chapter 2
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Sasha finished up on the mats and seeing that the pink personal trainer was winding down on the stationary bike, she wandered over. The woman wiped her face with the white terry towel hanging over the handlebar and smiled, her eyes widening.

“Hi!”

Sasha couldn’t help smiling in return; the women’s smile was infectious. “Hi. I’m Sasha. You’re a personal trainer, right?” She couldn’t help noticing the dark patch of fabric between the woman’s ample breasts and the line of cleavage in the tight top. No wonder, Alex had been checking her out. The woman was stacked and her face was Vogue magazine beautiful.

“Yeah. I’m Cindy Wexlor, the head trainer. Were you interested in a program?” Her gaze wandered down Sasha’s body, already assessing her needs. “It must be more of a cardio workout you want...I mean, you don’t look like you’re going for weight loss.”

Sasha’s face grew warm at the compliment and a grin spread over her face. “Yeah...well...” She pinched the slight mound of flesh covering her tummy.”...this could go.”

Cindy’s leg swung over the bike and she stepped off, placing her hand on Sasha’s shoulder. “That’s nothing to get bent out of shape over. A week or so and that will be history if it bugs you.” She looked up at the clock hanging next to the set of television monitors. “I don’t think we have enough time now. The gym is closing in half an hour. Why don’t we meet sometime this week earlier in the day?”

Sasha noticed a broad-chested blonde man ambling over with a wide lopsided grin. He put his arm over Cindy’s shoulder and leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Just about done, doll?”

Cindy turned and smiled, her eyes lighting up when she looked at the guy. It had to be a boyfriend or her husband, from the look of genuine affection the two of them shared. “Give me ten minutes and I’ll be done.”

“Love ya!”

The guy threw a smile Sasha’s way and then turned to wander over to the water fountain, bending low to take a drink.

Cindy actually blushed when she turned to Sasha, the hue on her cheeks almost a match to the pink of her workout clothes. “That’s my husband, Jarrod. Sorry about that. What was I saying?”

“Setting up a time...I could come tomorrow or the next day in the afternoon if that works for you.” Sasha smiled seeing the look of comprehension clear Cindy’s starry eyes. Wow! It was so nice to see a couple so nuts about one another. Kind of like her and Alex.

“Yeah. Tomorrow at two? That’d be perfect. We’ll work out. I’ll assess your strengths and make some recommendations.”

“Great! See you then!” Sasha ambled over to the elliptical machine and stepped on. For the next twenty minutes she stepped and raced, trying to get that same kind of bubble butt that Cindy had. Her ass was firm but a little lift in that area wouldn’t hurt either.

When she finished she looked up and smiled seeing Alex walk up to her.

“Hey! Want to go for a drink with some people? I just met a guy—actually his wife is that personal trainer you were going to talk to. He asked if we’d like to get together with them for a drink after we finish up.” He stood looking up at her, his smile captivating in his swarthy toned face.

How could she resist when he looked at her that way? Actually, it might be fun. Cindy had been really nice and down to earth despite the fact that she was drop dead gorgeous with an amazing  body. And her husband seemed pretty cool too. “Sure.” She stepped down from the pedals and started walking beside him. “I talked to her—Cindy— about setting up a program. We’re meeting tomorrow at two.”




He shrugged. “Why not! It’s part of the perks of being a member.”

At the door to the women’s change room, he stopped and smiled at her. “It’s just a drink. Don’t take all night, okay? They’ll be closing this place soon anyway.”

“Very funny! I’ll take as long as it takes to be beautiful.” She wrinkled her nose at him and pushed the door open.

“Great. I’ll see you in three seconds.”

“That many?”

She purposely ignored his comeback and headed to her locker. She smiled seeing Cindy at the end of the row, already slipping her sneakers off.

“Hi again! It looks like our hubbies arranged for us all to go for drinks!” Sasha sat down on the bench and untied her sneakers, sneaking a peek over at Cindy.

“Yeah! I heard! That’s great!” Cindy tugged the sports bra high, releasing breasts that bounced for a moment before lifting when her arms reached over her head. Totally uninhibited about standing topless she smiled at Sasha.

Sasha smiled nervously and quickly averted her eyes to the locker. She turned slightly leaning into the locker to slip her own top off. Holy moley! Of course, Cindy did this every day. It made sense that she would be totally natural and open about changing in front of everyone. Sasha tossed her own top into her gym bag.

Being around naked women was always a little awkward for her. It was hard not to look at their bodies. She always kept it to fleeting glances even though... but if she did that...well, they’d probably wonder. It was something that niggled in her own mind, late at night.

It had started in college. At the gym where some of the girls seemed to parade around flaunting themselves while others like herself, just changed close to the open door of the locker. She hadn’t been one of the ones waiting for a private stall but that still didn’t mean she wanted to be an exhibitionist. No, she wasn’t an exhibitionist... but she always stole glances and peeks. Some kind of wannabe voyeur.

Damn it, she felt her cheeks begin to flush warmly. Great. Now she’s blushing like she was still in high school! She was about to turn forty!

The door to the change room opened and a bubbly blonde and a lanky redhead sashayed in, their laughter filling the air, in the otherwise quiet space.

Sasha shimmied out of the tight work-out pants and then reached for the towel to wrap around her body. The blonde and the red head took a spot at the opposite row of lockers, directly behind her. After grabbing her shampoo, she turned and her breath hitched in her throat, seeing the red head openly check her out.

“Hi.” Her green eyes locked with Sasha’s before dropping her gaze once more, to where the towel cloaked Sasha’s body.

Sasha could feel her face grow even warmer. Oh my God. The redhead was checking her out! She’d never had another woman do this before. For a moment she could only stand and stare—a deer in the headlights. What the hell was up with that?

“Hi Josie, Roz. How was your workout?” Cindy stepped next to Sasha, her towel draped over her arm, wearing only a smile. There was something in the tone of her voice, an element of assertiveness. It was like Cindy knew Sasha was out of her element and was coming to her defence?

Sasha couldn’t avoid a quick glance down at Cindy’s naked body. Oh my God! Had she seen that right? Cindy didn’t have any hair down there! She’d shaved it clean as a baby’s butt. Sasha cleared her throat, purposely keeping her focus on the bench. But even so, there was her peripheral vision. She gulped hard.

“It was great.” The red haired woman turned away, facing the locker and toeing her sneakers off.

“Sasha, this is Josie and Rozalind. They’re members here.” Cindy placed her hand on Sasha’s shoulder, and smiled with her chin high in the air. 

Sasha felt like she could fall through the floor any minute and it would be a welcome thing.

The fair haired woman turned her eyes to Sasha and there was a friendly smile on her face. She extended her hand. “Rozalind Heathcliffe. Pleased to meet you, Sasha.”

With a small clearing of her throat, Rozalind looked over to Cindy. “We haven’t received your answer to the R.S.V.P. You and Jarrod are coming to the Halloween bash, aren’t you?” She turned to Sasha and her blue eyes were bright beneath the heavy eyeliner and lashes.”Actually, if you’d like to come as well, you’re more than welcome. It’s a ‘super hero’ theme costume party.” Her hand extended and she lifted a lock of Sasha’s hair. “Your hair’s so black it’s almost blue! You’re a natural for Wonder Woman!”

Sasha took a deep breath and managed a smile. This whole encounter was surreal. “Thanks...I think.”

Cindy grinned. “Yeah. You’re right, Roz.” She winked at Sasha, “I can totally see you as Wonder Woman! I’m not sure what I’m going as yet.” She turned to Roz. “Jarrod and I will be there! Sorry, I didn’t get back to you, I’ve been busy...” She looked at Josie who was slipping her T shirt up and off her head. “How about you, Josie? What are you and Roz dressing up as?”

Josie turned and her green eyes were a little defiant when she spoke. “It’s a surprise.” She leaned into Roz and whispered something into her ear, ending with a quick kiss on her cheek

The buxom blonde’s eyes went wide and she grinned turning to playfully slap Josie on the arm. “You’re so bad! I love it!”

Cindy turned and her words drifted over her shoulder. “C’mon Sasha. We better get a move on. See you later, ladies.”




Sasha murmured a ‘nice to meet you’ and hurried after the young trainer. The whole interchange with the other two woman had been weird and a trifle rude. What was with the two of them whispering like that? She wasn’t sure she wanted any part of their party.

When she got to the shower room, Cindy stopped before stepping into the stall. Her voice was low, and she darted a quick peek behind Sasha to make sure they were alone. “I’ll fill you in on them later. They’re actually not too bad when you get to know them but they’ve got some quirks as you could probably tell.”

Sasha nodded, and scurried into the shower and turning it on full blast. The water beat down on her head...a head that was still trying to make sense of the whirlwind exchange in the locker room. First there was Cindy cavorting around...totally naked and shaved like some porn star and then the other two. Rozalind had seemed nice enough but that Josie was really off putting.

Ten minutes later she stood at the sink, touching up her makeup. Cindy stepped into the room and Sasha’s breathed a sigh of relief seeing that Cindy had donned a bra and panties. Her hair was still dry and she’d piled it high on her head in a loose tangle of curls. Their eyes met in the mirror and Cindy smiled, her eyes holding the contact for a few beats.

When Sasha’s eyebrows drew together, Cindy spoke, “You look so much like a friend of mine from college. You could be her older sister.”

Sasha smiled and finished up, and started running the comb through her dark mane.

“Look, Sasha; about the party and Roz and Josie....Josie can be a bit jealous and possessive of Roz. I think she saw you as some kind of threat. They’ve been together for a few years, living in that old mansion. Rumour has it that they’re pretty promiscuous. Or as Jarrod likes to think, they’re nymphos...but I don’t know about that. I’ve only been to one of their parties although I have to admit, it was pretty risqué...at least for Castley that is.”

Sasha paused mid stroke holding the comb lightly in her hair. So that was what was up with Josie. Of course, neither she nor Cindy had mentioned that she was married. It made sense if Josie thought she was single that she might be a little off kilter.

She smiled and continued doing her hair. “So, you and your husband are actually going to this party? Even though it’s on the wild side?”

Cindy grinned. “Sure. It’s fun to watch the antics. It doesn’t mean we have to get up to anything we don’t want to. You should go too. It’d be a great way to meet people in town. The mansion is something else as well.” She leaned over close to the mirror brushing mascara on her lashes.

Sasha watched her silently for a moment. A costume party? It had been years since she’d gone to a Halloween party and it was one of her favourite nights. If Cindy and her guy were going how bad could it really be? At least they’d know someone there. She’d see what Alex thought.

***

The bar they entered was only a couple blocks from where they lived on the outskirts of the town. It had a band and dance floor next to the horse-shoe shaped bar where a few couples sat chatting and laughing. Jarrod led the way to the back of the room and waited for Cindy to slide into the high backed booth first. Sasha looked up at Alex and then slid in on the opposite side. When Alex settled beside her, the waitress in a white blouse and micro skirt appeared as if out of nowhere.

Jarrod leaned his beefy muscled arms on the table and looked at Sasha and then turned to Alex. “What’ll it be, folks?”

Alex glanced at Sasha and then smiled up at the waitress. “We’ll have two gin and tonics.”

Cindy patted Jarrod’s arm, “I’ll have a white wine spritzer. I haven’t eaten much today so I’d better take it easy.” She looked across the table at Sasha while Jarrod placed their order. “So, have you met any other people in our little town?”

Sasha shook her head. Aside from exchanging pleasantries with people while shopping for groceries and at the gas station, she hadn’t really met anyone. Of course, she didn’t get out too much, not with the deadline ahead of her from the publisher. “Not really. I’d have to say you’re our first even though we’ve been here a while.”

“Well then, I really hope you’ll come to the party at Roz’s. I love Halloween, don’t you? I think it’s my favourite holiday.” The blonde woman grinned and she looked over at Alex. “Your wife met one of the town’s main benefactors. Rozalind Heathcliffe and her partner Josie.”

Jarrod slapped the table and laughed. “Yeah, we saw them doing thigh crunches. Although they probably get a lot of workout time at home, if you get what I mean.” He made an evil grin and smiled at Cindy. “Josie was checking Alex out.” Waggling his eyebrows he finished,  “They go both ways, according to Sam.”

Sasha blushed as the picture of Roz’s thighs pressing the sides of Josie’s head flashed in her mind at Jarrod’s insinuating remark. The thought of it caused a tingle between her own thighs and she squirmed in her seat. She glanced over at Cindy, the line of cleavage in her low top on the peripheral of her gaze. Oh God. This was uncomfortable.

She turned to Alex, trying to dismiss the allure of Cindy. She’d been able to keep these... inclinations in check for years, but the encounter at the locker room had put a crack in her shell. There was such a strong undertone of... Stop it! She cleared her throat and gathered her wits and said to her husband, “So...they asked us to their Halloween bash. Josie thought I should come as Wonder Woman. How about you? You’d make a great Superman with dark curl of hair on your forehead.”

Alex smirked. “You left out my strong jaw, hon.”

“She’s right! Alex, you’d be perfect!” Cindy grinned and then sat back as the waitress set the drinks down.

“Naw. I’ve always thought of myself as more Spiderman...or even Aqua-man. Remember him?” Alex laughed and lifted his glass of gin. “A toast. To the superhero in each of us!” He swiveled his head around the table, “and to new friends!”

They all chinked glasses and took a long swallow.

Jarrod spoke first. “With my blond hair, I’m more the Aqua-man type.” He turned to Cindy. “How about you? Cat woman? You’d be good in that.”

She curled her finger and hissed striking out playfully. She closed her eyes and sighed with a small smile. “Actually, I think I’d like to be Jessica Rabbit. I’ve always liked her character.”

Jarrod gave a grunt. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you as a sultry redhead.”

Sasha glanced over at Alex and smiled seeing the way his jaw dropped. He’d always been a big fan of Roger Rabbit and who in their right mind didn’t think that Jessica Rabbit was super sexy even if she was a ‘toon’? She looked over at Cindy who was pouting her lips in a moue and shimmying her shoulders like the cartoon character she wanted to portray.

Jarrod grinned and lifted his glass, “Works for me! But I’m still going to go as Aqua-man.” He laughed and looked over at Sasha. “I’d look good in tights, don’t you think?”

The expression on his face, with the dimples flashing in his cheeks was hard to resist, even though the question was ridiculous.  She couldn’t help chuckling.”Absolutely! Sure. Men in tights. Got to love that.”




Alex shook his head and smirked. “That’s the only part I’m not too crazy about.  I’ll have to wear a jock strap under the leggings. No way I want to parade my junk around.”

Sasha hadn’t eaten much that day either and with the exercise she was beginning to feel the alcohol. She ran her hand up her husband’s leg and leaned in, purring her comment. “Why not? It’s pretty good junk if you ask me.”

Jarrod smiled down into his drink and then polished it off. He looked at them, his eyes playful. “Oh my. Well, in that case you’ll have a hard—pardon the pun—time not getting roped into going upstairs at that party. From what I hear, that’s where it gets down and dirty.” He raised his hand signalling for another round.

Cindy nudged his shoulder with her own. “That’s just talk. You actually believe Sam’s stories?”

Sasha watched Jarrod shrug and smile. She leaned across the table. “You’re kidding, right?” When nobody spoke, her jaw dropped. “I... I... I heard about parties like this, sure; but to actually know people who’ve gone to them?”

Jarrod leaned forward and his voice became conspiratorial. Keeping his voice low and his eyes darting around the club he whispered, “It’s true! Sam told me that at the last party they asked him to tend the bar on the second floor. There was a regular orgy happening with naked people having sex! Not that I’m a prude...I mean, they’re free to do what they want in their own home, but c’mon...”

Sasha and Alex exchanged looks and then broke out laughing. This was too much! Now they were definitely going to that party.


Chapter 3
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Later that night, Sasha sat in bed with her laptop on her knees. She could hear Alex downstairs turning off the lights and locking up for the night after letting their dog in. She Googled heroine costumes and scanned the images that filled the screen. Wonder Woman was so cliché. If she was going to this party, she wanted something a little more original than that. There was bound to be a dozen Wonder Women.

Finally, her eyes lit up when she saw the picture of Xena: Warrior Princess. Alex could go as Spiderman but she wanted the fierce costume of a sexy fighter. It was Halloween after all, the one day a year you could be something totally out of character.

When Alex strode into the room, she turned the laptop screen so he could see. “There! If we’re going to this party, this is who I want to be.”

He looked at her and grinned settling in beside her in the plush, king sized bed. “Yeah. I can see that. It’s pretty revealing though. You sure you want to go to a party wearing only a short skirt and metal bra? Don’t get me wrong...with your body and hair, you could totally nail that character. You’d have to fight the guys off you. Hell, you may have to fight the hostess off, from the sounds of it.”

The smile dropped from his lips and his eyes were soft and heavy lidded gazing at her. “Xena, Warrior Princess, huh?” He leaned in and kissed her neck, opening his lips to nibble at her flesh.

It sent a jolt of lust straight to her pussy. God! He knew exactly the right spot that made her squirm. She held his head tight to her body, while his hand slithered up from her waist and his fingers closed on her breast.

“I’ve never fucked a woman warrior before.” His knee slid higher between hers, forcing her legs farther apart. His hand left her breast and skimmed over her tummy, his fingers just about to dive between her legs when she grasped it, stopping him.

She could picture the strong sexy woman on the computer screen and it filled her with power. She was that woman. She arched up, pushing Alex down on the bed. “I’ll decide when and if you get to fuck me.”

The look of surprise on his face was soon replaced by a slow smile. It was rare that she took the initiative in lovemaking. If there was any kind of kinky stuff in bed, she preferred him taking control and being dominant. She got a charge out of surrendering to him.

But tonight was different. She swung her leg over his waist and rose up to perch on her knees above him.

His lips parted and the tip of his tongue rolled softly over the side of his mouth as he gazed up at her breasts and then down to the dark triangle at her crotch. All the while, she could feel his cock grazing behind her, between the cheeks of her ass, pressing and then releasing as his hips rose and fell. She reached behind her and her fingers closed around it, rolling up and down. She looked into his eyes, and saw the slight shuddering gasp in his breath at her touch.

“You want to fuck me with that don’t you? Well, you’ve got to earn that right, Spiderman.” Maybe it was the two drinks she had, or maybe the exercise and all the sexy talk at the bar. All she knew was that she was really getting into this game.

“Hmmm...Spiderman has some awesome super powers, Xena. Think you’re any match for the tricks I can pull on you?” The sly smile on his face made her knees turn to jelly for a moment. Fuck! He was so god damned good looking and confident. This was his secret weapon in the bedroom. And after all these years it had yet to get old.

Her eyes narrowed and she took a deep breath, letting it out slowly through pursed lips. “As long as your tricks...” She smiled, “...and tongue involve my pussy, we’ll get along quite nicely.” She knee walked higher so that she peered down above his head. With a firm fast movement, her knee rose and she pulled his arm away, settling her leg next to his ear.

He looked up at her and smiled before his tongue darted out like a serpent, flicking quickly from side to side. Oh my God, her pussy ached for the touch of that on her clit.




She raised the other leg and then had his head between her knees. Jarrod’s words about Josie doing this to Roz flitted through her brain and she felt a rush of pleasure flood through her cunt. She lowered her body until her pussy covered the lower part of Alex’s face.

His tongue parted her slippery lips even farther, sliding in the furrow up and... it rolled slowly over her clit...circling it with a lazy ease, making her gasp at the thrill of warm wetness from it. It felt so god damned good. She sighed and her eyes closed, as she began to pulse her pussy into him.

“Oh yeah. Just like that.” She smiled and looked down at him. “I wonder if Josie is doing just this right now, to Roz?”

He pulled back for a moment and his words were muffled next to her flesh. “I’d like to see that.” His eyes were bright gazing up at her. “Actually I’d like to see her do this to you.” He dove forward again and his tongue was a fast whir on her clit. The pleasure was incredible, his tongue hot and slippery, teasing her to a higher level.

Her eyes closed and for a moment it was Josie’s tongue licking and suckling her clit. The thought was so dirty and decadent, it made her hotter still. And the fact that Alex had said he’d like to see that?

It was something she’d always wondered about—what a woman’s tongue and mouth would feel like licking her pussy. More than one time—hell a bunch of times she’d masturbated about it with the hand held showerhead.

Alex groaned and his hand squirmed in under her ass, his fingers striving upward to her cunt. She tilted her hips allowing him full access. He shoved upward hard, impaling and filling her with his fingers as his tongue continued to ravish her clit. Fuck! It was so good! She was so close, her hips pulsing faster against him.

She clutched his hair in her fists, pulling him hard against her clit, grinding her pussy into his mouth. “Yes! Suck me! Fuck me harder!”

She could feel the sharp jolt of pleasure bordering on pain as he drove all his fingers up inside her, pumping into her with a fast fury. It pushed her higher and she shuddered as one after another wave of lust flooded through her cunt and into her very core. His lips closed around her clit, sucking her swollen bud into his mouth...all the while his tongue teased her to deeper pleasure. His fingers curled upwards against her G Spot.

Oh God. It was almost too much! The pleasure was intense riding the thing razor edge between pain and lust. She moved back but his other and held her firm. There was a low rumble in his throat, a growl as he took her. His hands and tongue were all that mattered as she fell forward, bursting through the final wave. Her hand struck the headboard of the bed and she gasped.

“Fuck! Stop! Oh God.” She gasped for breath and fell to the side, her heart pounding like a jackhammer. She lay sprawled on the bed gasping lungfulls of air. When she caught her breath she looked over at him and smiled. “Oh my God...” Her eyes opened wider and she blew a gush of air, “...that was good.”

He pushed his body up and swung over to kneel between her legs.”It ain’t over yet, Xena! Ol’ Spidey has to get his y’know! Spread ‘em, Princess.”

The play between them with this Halloween shit made her grin. “Oh yeah? Sure it’s Xena you want to fuck and not Jessica Rabbit? I saw you checking Cindy out. Those boobs are real by the way. She sure likes to strut her stuff in the change room. She actually shaves herself down there. Nothing modest about our Jessica Rabbit.” She laughed and squirmed lower on the bed, reaching for his cock and massaging the slippery pre-cum over his knob.

“Whoa! Shaved huh?” He shook his head and there was a crooked smile on his lips when he spoke. “Wonder if they’re doing this?”

“Probably,” she said, squirming lower.

“No, I mean, talking like us...about us? Or maybe it’s just us being crazy perverted, talking about this shit.” His eyes widened. “This is kind of sexy dirty, ya know?”

Now it was Sasha’s turn to pause, her eyebrows tight together. “This party that we’re going to...if it’s true about the wild orgies...ever think you’d like to try that? I mean, you said earlier that seeing Josie go down on me would be hot. For real, would you like that? No fantasy now... the real thing.” Her heart beat faster watching him with earnest curiosity. She was curious, sure...but was he?

His eyes went wide and he looked down where she continued to massage his cock. “Look at me. Just the thought of that and I’m ready to shoot a load. Fuck! Are you kidding? I’d love to see you with another woman! That’s every guy’s fantasy.”

Her cheeks got warm and there was a tingle of lust between her legs despite the mind blowing orgasm she’d just had. Her voice was soft when she spoke. “To be honest, I’ve always wondered what that would be like, being with another woman.” She turned her head and looked away, not wanting to see his face when she continued, “In the change room, it’s kind of weird. I have to consciously look away from other women’s nakedness, especially when they’re stacked like Cindy. I’m afraid I might be a lesbian or at least they’ll think I’m one.”

He leaned over and his hands cupped her face pulling her so that she looked directly at him. “That doesn’t mean you’re gay. You’re curious, that’s all. Hell, it’s just us here, Sasha. We can be honest with one another.” He smiled. “Actually, I think it’s hot.” He bent lower and kissed her lips softly. “I can’t believe we’re talking about this! This is so fucking hot!”

She arched up and kissed him harder. She didn’t want him to see her eyes brimming right now. It was true. A secret fantasy, one she could barely admit to herself was out there now. And Alex just took it in stride! Stride, hell! He was acting like she gave him a gift!

She broke the kiss and dropped her head onto his shoulder for a second. “You’re not worried I’m gay or something?”

Wrapping his arms around her he chuckled. “I hope it’s the something! Bi, bi-curious... I don’t care.”

A sense of lightness came over her. She felt...free. There were no secrets between them now. At least none that she was keeping from him.

She pulled back at that thought. “What about you? You must have fantasized about other women, right? I mean, I totally trust you. I know you would never cheat on me. Even when women flirt with you, I’ve always known you wouldn’t take them up on anything sexual. But you must have...”

His head dropped and he sighed. “I wouldn’t be normal if I hadn’t thought of other women, wondered what it would be like. But I’d never do that to you. I love you...” He raised his hands gesturing at the room. “I love all this... It’s means too much to me to jeopardize it or hurt you.”

Sasha’s arms clasped Alex closer to her and she kissed him softly. “I trust you. This is all so much to take in right now. We’ve crossed a border here tonight. Maybe we should just sleep on all of this. We’ll talk in the morning, if we still feel this way.” She smiled and reached down to fondle his cock again, coaxing it back to its normal thickness. “But Spiderman has some unfinished business.”

He laughed and nestled in closer to her body. He gripped her legs and yanked her higher, spreading her pussy before thrusting deep inside. It was something she loved, the rough urgency of his lust. She sighed feeling his cock punch into her cunt, filling and claiming her.

Her finger slithered down and toyed with her clit. The fullness of his cock thrusting into her was making her wet all over again. His fingers dug into her ass, steadying her as he continued thrusting fast and hard. Oh fuck! It felt so good when he got all animal like this!

“Oh Yeah. Harder baby!” Her fingernails tore into his back as she arched higher, her breasts bouncing in the frantic embrace.

“Unh! Unh.” With one final hard thrust, his eyes closed and he sucked air between gritted teeth. “Fuck! I’m coming!” Another fast short thrust and another as he spilled into her.

With each thrust, her own pleasure burst through her. She felt like she was falling...falling into a puddle of molten pleasure. They clung to each other and he fell forward onto her, his lips soft on her neck.

“Oh God, that was so good.” His words were clipped through panting breaths.

Her hands skimmed over his back lightly and she smiled. This... This was what it was all about. Anything else was icing on the cake.




A quick grin flashed on her face when the thought hit her: ‘And what’s the best part of a cake?’ And with that, she relaxed into sleep, spooning with Alex.


Chapter 4
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The next morning her eyes opened at the sound of the door bumping the wall softly. There he was, carrying a tray with steaming cups of coffee and a plate of bacon and eggs. She grinned and stretched watching him. Behind him, Rory the golden lab padded softly and took up his position in the doorway.

She pushed herself up to a sitting position and balanced the tray on her thighs. The smell of bacon and coffee made her mouth water.

“Thanks! What a nice way to face the day.” She took a sip of coffee, watching Alex over the rim as the green terry robe separated flashing a muscled thigh as he sat down on the edge of the mattress next to her feet.

His hair was mussed and a shadow of beard showed under his eyes, narrowed in mirth. “It’s the least I can do for Xena, my Princess warrior.” He reached for his mug of coffee and held it with both hands, gazing softly at her. “Seriously, I’m still reeling from what we talked about last night.”

For a moment, the coffee in her stomach rolled at the flutter deep inside. Her cheeks flushed and she looked down at the tray of food. She’d thought about it too. It had been a long time that she’d laid next to him, listening to him sleep and wondering if it was just the gin talking...whether in the cold hard light of day they’d actually do this. And then the dreams...oh my God!

She looked over at him and there was a shy grin on her lips. “Yeah. Me too. I dreamt I was at the Halloween party and I was tied onto a table.” Her heart beat a little faster and she took a deep breath. “I was naked and all these people in costumes were standing around me. They were stroking my body while a bare-chested blonde in a mask pulled my legs apart. She—”

“Oh God.” Alex had his coffee in one hand and the other rolled over his thickening cock. “Oh Jesus, this is hot. Keep talking...” Alex twisted on the bed, so that he sat facing her, his robe now open displaying a turgid cock that he continued to stroke.

Sasha smiled and lifted the tray and set it on the night table. She threw the coverlet aside and shimmied lower on the bed, spreading her legs. The aching yearning that she’d felt for most of the night consumed her. Her fingers were on the lips of her swollen pussy, pressing into the slick furrow. She sighed when her fingertip slid over her bud of lust.

His slitted gaze was focused squarely on her pussy.

She gasped at the decadence of it. Only one other time had they each watched each other masturbate like this and they’d both been half in the bag at the time. This was stone cold sober, their senses fully aware and ready.

Her other hand rested on her breast, her fingers pinching the nipple, sending fresh jolts of lust through her core...just like in the dream. “The blonde had the most luscious tits...the nipples dark and protruding like little top hats. She smiled at me standing between my legs while the others sort of chanted... ‘Suck her! Make her beg for more!’ Oh God, I wanted her mouth and tongue...especially when she teased me, rolling her tongue over her scarlet lips. It seemed to take forever for her to lower her head to my crotch! All the while the others played with my tits and lips. A couple of them were guys with huge erections, rolling their slick knobs over my cheeks. Fuck! I wanted to be fucked and sucked so bad!”

Sasha’s fingers dipped down and shoved into her cunt, arching her pelvis higher. The fullness inside, the hot slippery wetness flooding over her fingers was incredible. She watched Alex get up and stand next to her. He crouched down so that his cock was pressed into the side of her mouth.

“Like this? Lick it, baby. Fuck, I’d love to see this. See you screaming...aching for it.” His words were low and guttural, his hand pumping his thick meat, the knob softly bumping her cheek.

She turned and her mouth closed over his thick, burgundy knob, tasting the salty sweet bead of cum oozing from his slit. All the while, her fingers whirred fast and soft on her clit...like it was a hot tongue.

“Yeah, that’s it. Suck it harder.”

His words only incensed her lust to a higher level. Oh fuck! She gasped for breath through flared nostrils. She was almost there. From his sharp intake and his hips pumping faster, shoving his thick shaft deeper...he was almost there too!

At the first wave of ecstasy her leg muscles clenched, pushing her cunt higher...waves of pleasure rolled out from her core. She strained higher still, her eyes closed and her body consumed with pleasure. She could feel his cock pulse and hot cum oozed from the side of her mouth, drizzling down her chin.

Another wave of lust flooded through her cunt. She was there! Being caressed and molested by masked strangers. Their craven object of dirty pleasure...to be used and stroked. On and on the thrill of orgasm took her...until her head fell back and she gulped air. Another shot of jism fell onto her lips...Alex’s fist squeezing the last drop of lust from his thick heavy rod.

“Oh Jesus, baby.” He blinked a couple of times and then his body jerked back, the ooze of his cum hanging from his curled fingers.

Her hand rose from her breast to scoop his cum onto her finger and slowly she licked it clean. She smiled and purred up at him, “Now that’s the way to start a day.”

He grinned and sank onto the bed next to her, his breathing fast and ragged. “I think we know how we feel about this now, don’t you? Fuck! Where do we start? How?”

He leaned over and kissed her softly. He took her fingers and kissed them too, sucking the tips and rolling his tongue over them. “You taste so sweet...your hot cum and scent.”

Sasha looked into his eyes. “We aren’t the first people to fantasize about this. Do you think...” She took a long slow breath and exhaled it softly. “Cindy and Jarrod...I wouldn’t mind. Would you?”

Alex pulled back and he was silent for a few moments. “Oh fuck, yeah. She is totally hot. The two of you together...WOW!”

Sasha smiled remembering the conversation they’d had over drinks. “Jarrod seems like a total horndog. I’m sure he would be up for it. Now Cindy...” She pushed herself higher on the bed and reached for her coffee. When Cindy had kind of rescued her from Josie’s attitude and remarks...was that being protective or could there have been something else? Possessiveness? Like Josie had been over Roz?

A flash of Cindy prancing around naked, her luscious full breasts, the curve of her ass and that pussy, so smooth and tempting. She’d flaunted her body...was there more to that than just an athlete’s relaxed outlook about being naked?

Sasha looked over at Alex. “How do I find out if she’s interested? Maybe you should talk to Jarrod. Don’t the guys kind of get this started?”

Alex sat straighter and he reached for his coffee cup. After taking a long sip with narrowed eyes he spoke, “Basically, what we’re talking about is swinging. Maybe we should focus on Josie and Roz. At least we know what they’re up to...” He smiled and there was a faraway look that came into his eyes. “...at least according to Jarrod.”

She shook her head. “No, I’m more attracted to Cindy.” She grinned and shook her head. “Fuck! Listen to me. I’m getting hot for another woman! And I’m telling you all about it! This is incredible!” Her heart was doing flip flops in her tummy. Meanwhile her pussy was getting warm all over again.

“Are you kidding? This is fucking hot! Oh yeah, the thought of you and her getting it on...Oh my God. I can’t wait.” He looked at the alarm clock. “It’s only nine, right? I’m not sure how much work either of us is going to get in today and besides which, its Friday. So who cares? We’ve both been working like dogs for the last month, we deserve a day off. Why don’t I drop by his hardware store and take Jarrod to lunch? I’ll talk to him and see if I can feel him out a bit.” He picked up the tray of food and set it on her lap again.

“You don’t meet with Cindy about a training program until two, right? I’ll report back anything I hear.” He picked up a square of toast and began eating.

Sasha’s eyes were wide watching him. They were really doing this! She actually shivered with excitement picturing Cindy, naked Cindy. It was almost the way she’d felt when she’d first seen Alex so long ago at that party. The same jittery feeling of attraction...that had transformed into a lasting relationship. But this was different. She liked Cindy already and hoped they’d become friends...and much, much more.

It was kind of like hitting on a guy but still sort of different. This was sex primarily. She looked over at Alex. “So, I’ve never really taken the initiative with guys, you know. I’ve always been the one who gets hit on. What do I do?”

Alex grinned and shook his head. “Look at me. I’m giving my wife lessons on how to come on to a woman.” He laughed. “Shit. I don’t know.” He took a deep breath. “Make lots of eye contact. Maybe check out her body and then smile when she catches you. Let her know you like what you’re seeing.  Compliment her. Brush up against her...kind of like it’s accidental and then gauge her response.”

Sasha nodded. Yeah. She could do that. They’d be working out together. They were bound to touch. Plus she’d have a better idea after Alex talked to Jarrod. She started eating her breakfast and smiled over at him. The eggs were just the way she liked them—soft and with runny yolk.


Chapter 5

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

Cindy

When she saw first saw Sasha walk into the gym, her heart stopped. Oh my God. She was Kate’s doppelganger, that was for sure.

Kate, who had been her wild and crazy roommate at college was the one who first introduced her to the joys of another woman’s body. It had been a wild fling, the two of them drunk on cheap wine and smoking marijuana, high as kites.

Cindy lay back on the satiny wooden bench of the sauna and let her mind return back to those college days...

***

It had been the last week of school, and they’d both finished their final exam that afternoon. The plans they’d made the week before, of going to that party at the grad club were waylaid when she walked into her room and saw Kate smoking a ‘J’, the bottle of wine a third of the way gone. She was pretty wasted.

Cindy had convinced Kate to take a cold shower to sober up enough to go to the party. When she started her shower, Cindy flopped on the bed, downing wine and smoking the stress of the last exam away. She was feeling pretty toasty when Kate came out of the bathroom, her mane of hair dripping wet, falling over her terry pink robe.

She stepped over to where Cindy lay, holding the acrid smoke deep in her lungs. The robe fell open and this time Kate made no move to close it, choosing instead to reach for the doobie in Cindy’s hand. She flopped down next to Cindy, sitting cross legged Yoga style, exposing all of her smooth shaven pussy.

Cindy was just stoned enough to stare and she started to giggle. “You shave down there? Don’t you worry about nicking yourself with the razor? I wouldn’t want anything that sharp anywhere near my clit.”

Kate shrugged out of the robe and looked down giggling. “I use a safety razor, silly. David likes it clean shaven and actually so do I! You should try it.”

Cindy snorted and reached for the bottle of wine, averting her gaze from Kate’s nakedness. It was kind of weird being so close to her friend when she was all naked and high.  “Sure. David doesn’t like pubic hair getting caught in his throat. I bet you’re anxious to get back to New York to be with him again.”

Kate sighed and squashed the joint into the bottom of the ashtray laying next to Cindy’s thigh. Her hand brushed over Cindy’s leg and rested there. “Yeah. I miss him.” She looked into Cindy’s eyes and a slow smile spread on her lips. “I’m going to miss you too when I go back there.”

Kate’s gaze fell to Cindy’s lips and she leaned closer. It seemed like forever that Cindy waited, frozen in place as Kate’s lips got closer and closer. Her heart pounded in her chest. When Kate’s mouth met hers, it was a soft caress, like the touch of a butterfly’s wings. She shuddered softly when Kate’s tongue slid gently over her own. Her blood raced fast and she felt a warm pleasure low in her stomach from Kate’s kiss.

She pulled back and her cheeks were on fire when she smiled at Kate. “I think we’ve had a little too much wine and reefer.” But even so, she couldn’t deny that the kiss had been nice or that Kate’s breasts and body weren’t affecting her. Or maybe it was the decadence of the moment, kissing another woman that made it so hot.

Kate’s gaze lowered and her fingers slid the buttons of Cindy’s blouse open. Her hand slipped inside, pushing gently under the lace of her bra until her fingers grazed her nipple. Pure lust shot straight to Cindy’s clit and she could feel herself becoming wet, barely daring to breath.

“I’ve always wanted to do this.” Kate’s other hand rose and in a flash the rest of the buttons were opened. She tugged the blouse open and looked up into Cindy’s eyes. “We’ll probably never see each other after this week. I want to make love with you, Cindy.”

Cindy’s eyes opened wider and there was a soft intake of breath. The look of longing in Kate’s eyes...her luscious breasts heaving so close...the sweet smell of her hair and skin...Cindy leaned into Kate and kissed her, their tongues dancing together while her hands rose to fondle Kate’s breasts, the nipples hard and warm in her palms.

They were both breathing quickly when Kate pulled back and her fingers tore at Cindy’s shirt, pushing it off her shoulders and then unhooking the clasps of her bra. She sat back and a soft smile was in her eyes and on her lips as she toyed with Cindy’s nipples. Her fingernails scraping the tips, driving Cindy wild with longing.

“Have you ever done this before?” It was a ragged whisper leaving Cindy’s lips.

“Only once. But we were kids experimenting.” Kate’s fingers drifted soft as eiderdown along Cindy’s midriff and she slipped the button on Cindy’s jeans open. Her hand slid down and she smiled. “I’d like to shave you first. Would that be okay?”

Cindy’s eyes closed and she let out a jagged sigh, overcome with wanton lust at what was about to happen.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” Kate rose and went into the small bathroom that they shared.

Cindy could hear water running as she got up and slipped her jeans and panties off. She walked over to the bathroom and stepped in beside her friend. Kate had filled the sink with warm water and there was a wet washcloth draped over the tap. Next to it was a can of shaving cream.

Kate took the washcloth and then lowered until she knelt before Cindy, her face mere inches from Cindy’s pussy. She looked up and smiled, pushing at Cindy’s knee with her elbow. “Open up and don’t worry. I’m not half as ripped as you think. I’ve been fantasizing about this and appearing drunk was the only way I could pull it off.”

When Cindy slid her legs wider, Kate’s hand in the warm washcloth swabbed moisture onto her pussy. Cindy gasped and her knees threatened to buckle at the hot wave of pleasure of Kate’s touch.

Kate giggled. “You don’t mind me fooling you like that, do you?” She set the washcloth on the side of the sink and shook the can, spraying white foam into her palm.

It was sweet agony waiting there with her legs spread. Cindy clutched the side of the sink to steady herself. She looked down into Kate’s sky blue eyes, her pouty lips and perfect ivory skin. At the touch of her fingers, spreading the foam over her pussy, Cindy moaned. God, it felt so good. So delicate and hot. The foam made her pussy tingle and she could feel the swelling of her labia, hot and  cold at the same time.

Kate took the razor and stroked her pussy lips, her fingers holding the flesh taut. The air was cool on Cindy’s bare flesh, creeping slowly as more and more of her pussy became naked, smoothly shorn. She looked down into the water in the sink, at the red gold hair that floated there with Kate’s dipping the razor constantly to clean it.

Cindy rode the edge of orgasm at each stroke of the razor, coming closer and closer to her clit. It was like her pussy was on fire, the longing ache there for more was all consuming as she clenched the side of the sink.

Kate took the cloth and wiped the excess hair and foam away. “There. Doesn’t that feel nice?” Her finger pushed into Cindy’s opening and pumped in and out.

Cindy gasped and her hips rocked back and forth, “Oh God, that’s nice.” She moaned when Kate leaned closer and her tongue teased over her clit, flicking the firm nub of lust. Her hand grasped Kate’s head, pulling her harder onto her clit, pumping into her face.

With a push against her thighs, Kate sat back on her haunches and looked up at her. Her mouth and nose glistened with Cindy’s lusty wetness.

“Don’t stop... Pleeease...” Cindy’s legs quivered and she stepped closer. Oh my God. She’d been almost there, on the verge of exploding in orgasm. She needed it, now.

Kate stood up and took Cindy’s hand, leading the way out of the small bathroom and into the bedroom area again. When they stood next to the bed, Kate kissed her softly and then with her hand urged her down so that she lay on the bed. Kate smiled and lay beside her, once more kissing her lips...her neck and lowering to take her nipple between her lips. Oh fuck, it felt so good!

Cindy’s hands roamed over Kate’s head and down her arm, filling her hand with her friend’s breast. Kate’s tongue swirled over her nipple, making Cindy sigh, yearning for more again. She rose slightly and her hand slid over Kate’s satin skin, lower and lower past her small mound, just barely touching her friend’s cleft. Kate shifted higher and arched her pelvis, spreading her legs in an open invitation for more.

Cindy felt a flutter in her clit, a hot wisp of orgasmic joy at the lascivious movement of Kate’s body, straining for her touch. Her skin was firm and slick under her finger...sliding it into her fold and onto the swollen nub of her clit. She stroked it softly, and was immediately rewarded by Kate’s moaning sigh. She strained forward, reaching through the velvet hotness to Kate’s opening. She pressed in, curling her two fingers and rocking them back and forth. It was tight and hot, Kate’s wetness sliding over her fingers.

Kate moaned and whimpered, her hips rocking faster and faster until she couldn’t take it any longer. She rose and when she lay on the bed again, her head was at Cindy’s pussy, her arms shoving her legs wide. Kate swung her legs open, shifting her body, so that now Cindy’s face was next to her pussy.

Kate’s passion was clear when she almost dove between Cindy’s legs, her fingers parting the lips and tongue licking and whirring her clit. Cindy gasped at the sudden pleasure. Another small orgasm threaded through Cindy’s clit and she jerked. The hotness of the two of them flashed in her mind and she leaned her head forward, her tongue extended to lick Kate’s hot cunt.

Her nose pressed against the groove of Kate’s ass, and she opened her mouth wider sucking air as her tongue teased and probed. All the while her own pussy was on fire with lust...driven crazy by Kate’s fingers...Kate’s lips sucking her bud.  When Kate shoved all of her fingers inside, stretching her beyond her wildest fantasies, the orgasm claimed her.

“Oh God. Yeah oh yeah oh yeah...SUCK IT!” Her hips jerked back and forth riding Kate’s hand while Kate held onto her clit, sucking and flicking it fast and furious. It went on and on, wave after wave of shuddering mind blowing ‘O’. Kate devoured her, groaning and moaning deep in her throat. “Jesus!” Her legs became stiff, trembling with the force of pleasure filling her pussy.

She jerked back, pushing Kate’s head away. “Oh God. Stop for a minute.”

Kate giggled and her hand slid out of Cindy’s hole. Her cheek rested on Cindy’s inner thigh. “You taste like mint.”

Cindy took a deep breath and once more her mouth covered Kate’s clit. She pulled back and whispered. “I’m gonna do that to you, Babe. Gonna make you scream, you sweet bitch.” She straightened her fingers clasping them tight together and pushed them deep inside Kate, sliding into the tightness, pumping in and out. Her lips closed over Kate’s bud and she sucked it into her mouth, teasing and flicking it with her tongue. It was something totally new to her but from the way Kate moaned and clawed at her thigh, she was hitting the mark.

Kate jerked her hips, ground them into Cindy’s mouth, her leg curled and pressing down on Cindy’s back.

“Lick it! Fuck me harder!” Her voice was a deep grunt, her hips rocking so hard that Cindy’s head was jostled trying to hold on with her lips. Cindy’s thumb slid inside along with all her fingers until just the knuckles were outside. Kate was so wet, her juices of lust sliding over Cindy’s hand and against her lips.

“Unh...unh...” Kate’s muscles squeezed her fingers like a vice. Her pussy pushed into Cindy’s mouth...Kate’s fingers fisting her hair, forcing her head harder still. The woman was insatiable, lost in lust...claiming her pleasure from Cindy’s tongue and hands...

***

At the gym, Cindy breathed fast laying on the sauna bench, re-living her first experience with another woman. Her pussy was swollen and wet, aching for release. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She needed to get control. There’d be time for this later, when she got home and could be with Jarrod. He knew about her experience with Kate. He also knew that Sasha was a dead ringer for her old school chum.

The bastard had teased her about it when they got home from having drinks with Sasha and Alex. It had gotten her hot and he’d loved every minute, eating her out and then fucking her twice. He’d even teased her that morning as she was getting ready for work—how she’d be coaching Sasha, setting up a work-out program. There was no doubt where he wanted that to go. But she wasn’t a school girl any longer. She was a trainer...a professional and this wouldn’t even be happening if Sasha hadn’t looked so god damned much like Kate, stirring up these old feelings.

She pushed herself up off the bench and strode out the steamy room. She glanced at the clock opposite the shower stalls. An hour to go. Time for a long cool shower to get control before Sasha showed up. She could do this. Sure, they could be friends but that was all.


Chapter 6
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Alex whistled as he walked down the sidewalk, checking out the storefronts. It was a glorious fall day, and his feet crunched stray coloured leaves littering the tree lined street. He passed a middle aged woman in a red jacket and plaid leggings walking her Pomeranian dog and nodded a smile at her. Even though the woman’s face showed some wear, she was still attractive with friendly eyes.

He suppressed a chuckle. What would she say if she knew he was on his way to set his wife up for a sexual romp with another woman? She’d probably turn as red as her jacket.

He noticed a sign hanging over a brick building about twenty feet ahead. ‘Wexlor’s Hardware Emporium’. Nothing cute or imaginative about that sign. He could probably give the guy some tips on marketing if they became friends. And for sure, that was in the plan!

He pushed the wooden door, already checking the inside through the large plate of glass. The smell of pumpkin spice filled his nostrils. A display of Halloween decorations and orange candles was directly ahead of him, while a red haired, pimply faced young man, stood behind a counter, ringing a customer through.

He wandered down an aisle filled with cans of paint and painting supplies, his eyes darting everywhere to find Jarrod. The sound of Jarrod’s laughter drifted from the back of the store. He wandered by aisles of hardware, screws, fasteners and bolts and finally saw him. He was cutting a key for an older guy, and laughing at whatever the man had said. Alex waited patiently until the customer wandered off.

He stepped over to the key counter. “Hey Jarrod!”

Jarrod looked up from where he was straightening a display and his face broke out into a wide grin. “Alex! What brings you to my little store? Need something for the house?”

Alex had his hands shoved deep in his pockets and he leaned across the glass counter. “Actually I’m good. I was hoping I could buy you lunch. I was getting a little stir crazy and well...last night was so much fun. We’d like to get to know you and Cindy better.” Well, definitely Cindy, that was for sure. And it was know in the biblical sense.

“Wow! That’s funny. Cindy and I said the same thing! I’m so glad you came in. Is Sasha joining us?” Jarrod’s eyes twinkled and the look on his face was like the cat who swallowed the canary.

Alex was getting a good vibe from the other man, already! “No. She’s getting ready for her session with your wife.”  Alex grinned. Hooo Boy! Was she ever ready for that! He pictured the two women, naked and lusty. They were both built like brick shithouses!

“Well, then it’s just us, I guess. How about a corned beef on rye? There’s a great restaurant just down the block and we can get a beer there too.” He came out from behind the counter and rubbed his stomach. “Don’t tell Cindy. It’s my secret indulgence, a beer with lunch.”

Alex held up his hand making the Boy Scout sign. “Our secret, no worries.”

As they passed the young clerk at the front, Jarrod called over to him, “Just going for lunch Mark. Hold the fort for an hour or so, okay?”

The young man grinned and waved. “No problem, boss.”

Jarrod turned to Alex when they were out on the street. “He’s a good kid. I could be gone all afternoon and know everything was fine.” He nudged Alex with his shoulder. “So, you thinking of joining us at the Halloween bash?”

Alex chuckled. “Wouldn’t miss it. Especially from what you told me goes on there. You really think they have sex parties and get naked?” He took a deep breath, feeling optimistic that he’d soon get Jarrod fired up with their plan.

Jarrod stopped and pulled the door beside him open. Alex smelled stale beer and looked into a dimly lit room. It was closer to a tavern than a lunch stop.

“For sure. Let’s grab a booth. The stories I can tell you!” He rolled his eyes and grinned before following Alex inside.

Alex saw a long bar on the right side of the room, and a series of tables and chairs, while a row of high-backed dark leather padded booths lined the other side, next to shaded windows. Behind him, Jarrod said ‘hi’ to a few customers seated on the high bar stools.

He turned and Alex extended a hand, indicating the farthest booth from the other customers. That was a good sign. Alex slid into one and clasped his hands on the rough worn table. He grinned at Jarrod when he sat down opposite him. “So spill the beans.”

Jarrod grinned and chuckled a little before raising his hand and indicating to the bartender for two beers. “First things first, buddy.”

A thirty something year old brunette waitress appeared at the table and set the glasses of beer in front of them.

Jarrod grinned up at her. “Thanks Ginger. How about a couple of pastrami on rye with a side of fries for each of us.” He looked over at Alex. “That okay?”

Alex grinned.”Sure thing. Thanks.”

The waitress smiled and drifted off. Alex slapped the table and chuckled. “You won’t regret it. Seriously, they make a mean sandwich.” He took a long swallow of beer and then wiped the line of suds on his upper lip with the back of his hand. “Yeah, the mansion and their parties. Apparently, there’s lots of people in our little town who like to...let loose at these parties. People who you’d never guess, not in a million years. I’m not going to name names because that wouldn’t be right, you know. But let’s just say, there’s fair amount of swapping and threesomes that go on there. Sam said he saw it all.” He leaned in closer and his voice became low. “Of course with the two hostesses being lesbians, you’d expect a lot of girl on girl. There’s a lot of that there.”

Alex’s eyes opened wider and his chest felt light. This was the opening he was hoping for! “That’s so hot, isn’t it? I don’t know what it is about seeing two women have sex together but it drives me nuts. How about you?” He took a long swill of beer, eyeing Jarrod over the rim of the glass.

“Absolutely! I’d give my right nut to see that live and in person.”  Jarrod folded his hands together on the table and sighed. “Hey, don’t think bad of me if I tell you something, okay?” His gaze flashed up to meet Alex’s. “It’s always been a secret fantasy of mine...you know, to see Cindy and some chick getting it on.”

Alex sat back and he looked at the ceiling trying to stifle the woot, woot that threatened to burst out of his mouth. He looked over at Jarrod and leaned in close, hunched over his beer. “I don’t think any the worse of you for telling me that. Hell! What guy doesn’t fantasize about that. I’m the same way.”

Jarrod grinned and then he drained the rest of his beer, immediately signalling for a refill. He tapped the table and was silent for a few moments. It was obvious to Alex that Jarrod had more to say. Alex shut up and sat back, waiting.

“Cindy actually had a sexual experience with another woman in college.” It came out in a rush and Jarrod’s cheeks grew pink, watching Alex like a hawk circling a mouse over a field.

Alex could feel the words in his stiffening cock. His mouth dropped for a moment and then he leaned in closer, almost whispering. “Get out! Holy fuck, that’s awesome.” He shifted on the bench, relieving some of the pressure that the hard-on was making in the crotch of his pants.

Jarrod was almost nose to nose with him. “You’re telling me! Fuck, it gets my dick hard just talking about it.” He sat back when the waitress appeared with two more beers. When she left, he held the icy drink up to his forehead and closed his eyes. “Whew! I needed that.” He chuckled, “Or maybe a cold shower, huh?”

Alex nodded.”Yeah. Same here, bro.” He looked over at Jarrod who was once again guzzling his drink. There was no way he was going to let go now. He was like a dog with a bone...or maybe a dog with a boner. “So, was that it? Only the one time?”

Jarrod sighed and he looked down into his ale. “Yeah. She said it was hot but now here...living in a small town, with a good job. I think she’s afraid of her reputation and all. Even though this is 2016, it’s like we live in Mayberry circa 1960.” His eyes probed into Alex’s. “How about Sasha? She ever...you know?”

Alex made a show of looking around over his shoulder and towards the bar before leaning even closer. “Look I like you Jarrod. I’d like to think we’re friends, even though we’ve just met. I can trust you, I think.”

Jarrod leaned over and nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, sure buddy.” He made a motion with his fingers across the line of his lips. “In the vault. You can trust me.”

Alex wasn’t so sure about that having heard a lot of gossip from the younger man but the longing for this sexual adventure overcame any misgivings he may have had. “Okay. Thanks. I trust you, man. Sasha has never done anything with another woman but she’s confided that she’s had fantasies about it.”

Jarrod’s eyes went so wide, it seemed they would pop out onto his cheeks. “No shit!” A bead of perspiration appeared on his forehead and he wiped it away. “Sasha is gorgeous!” He blinked a couple of times. “You don’t mind me saying that, do you, bro?”

Alex grinned. “Not if you don’t mind me saying the same about Cindy. She’s fucking hot! Even Sasha commented on it.” The hook was set when Jarrod’s mouth dropped and his eyes lit up like a kid at Christmas. Bingo!

“Wow! Wouldn’t it be something if the two of them got together. I mean, Cindy’s done it. She liked it but now she’s scared of her reputation. Sasha fantasizes about it. She’s attracted to Cindy, for God’s sake.” Jarrod sat back and his hands slapped the table while his eyes looked down. It was obvious he was plotting and scheming to beat the band.

“Yeah. Funny huh? If only there was some way...” Alex sighed and took a long swallow of his drink.

The waitress appeared with the sandwiches and fries and set them down. “Anything else I can do for you, Jarrod? Another beer?”

Jarrod looked up at her and a wide grin flowered on his lips. “Thanks Ginger. I’ll have another. How ‘bout you, Alex?”

Alex looked at his watch. He wanted to call Sasha and let her in on this. Oh hell. He had time. He looked up at Ginger and smiled. She was actually kind of cute, even if she was carrying more than a few extra pounds. He winked at her and held his arm out. “Sure. Twist my arm.” She grinned and winked back, giving an extra sway to her hips when she walked away.

Jarrod ate silently, his mind working overtime on the quandary facing them. Alex kind of felt a little guilty watching his new friend. He’d manoeuvred and nudged this conversation to the point that now Jarrod was totally fired up. But hell. HE was fired up too.

Jarrod finished his sandwich and washed it down with a long swallow of beer. “We’ve got to get the ball rolling here, Alex. I mean, three of us want this and the only one out at this point is my wife.”

“A key component, wouldn’t you say?” Alex laughed and set his napkin on his plate, watching the waitress bring the last round of drinks. It had to be the last round! He had to call Sasha for God’s sake! He made a signal of a check mark and pointed to his chest. There was no way he was letting Jarrod pay for that lunch. The waitress nodded and smiled at him before sashaying away again.

He leaned closer and tapped Jarrod’s wrist. “You think the only thing stopping Cindy is the fear of living in a small town and her reputation?”

Jarrod nodded and his lips were a tight line. He looked like he’d lost his best friend.

Alex smiled, feeling a little like a cobra with a unsuspecting mouse. “We’re new here. Also, we’re discreet. We don’t know anyone and with our jobs, we’re not likely to be out playing bridge and gossiping. If Cindy felt at ease with us...”

Jarrod’s eyes lit up. “Yeah. I know she likes you and Sasha. She just needs to trust you.” He took a long swallow and grinned. “That might work. I’ll tell her we had lunch and how great you and Sasha are.” His eyes bobbed high. “If she knew that Sasha was attracted to her.” He set the glass down, cupping it in two big paws. “Actually, Sasha is a dead ringer for Kate, the girl she had sex with. I probably should have mentioned that.”

Alex swatted the table and he strained forward. “Ya think?” He laughed. “This sounds like a slam dunk to me, Jarrod.” He took a deep breath. Jarrod had let that tidbit out, so tit for tat. “Actually, Sasha is going to kind of flirt with Cindy at the gym today. I gave her some pointers.”

Jarrod’s grin lit up the dim room. “You sly dog! I can’t wait to talk to Cindy tonight. I’ll let you know. Give me your cell number.” He reached into the pocket of his shirt and pulled out his phone.

Alex smiled giving him the number to program in. He began punching numbers on his own phone. “I’m calling Sasha. I want to bring her up to speed before she meets with Cindy. It might help.” He smiled over at Jarrod. This was going according to plan.


Chapter 7
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Cindy wore her black yoga pants and sports bra that afternoon in the gym. It was the most conservative of her outfits, with a higher than usual neckline. She was a professional and any attraction she felt to Sasha had to be doused right there and then. Enough with the trip down memory lane. She didn’t need to think of sex with Kate at work. She could fantasize later, at home with Jarrod. It sure got him hot!

She held the chart close to her chest, striding by the elliptical machine and bikes. Her stomach did a flip flop when she saw Sasha walk into the gym. Fuck! If Cindy had purposely selected a conservative outfit, Sasha had done the opposite. The orange top was cut low, revealing a river of cleavage above a flat tanned midriff. Her pants fit like a glove, hugging every curve and ending just below her knee. But it was the wide blue eyes and full lips spread in a smile that put Sasha over the top, model gorgeous.

“There you are! Hi Cindy.” She sauntered over, standing so close to Cindy that she could smell the expensive cologne on her skin. Her lips glistened with a hint of pink gloss. Her hair was loosely piled on her head with a few tendrils curling softly over her neck...close to the sweet hollow between her collar bones.

Cindy swallowed and her mouth was dry when she spoke. “Right on time! Feeling good today?” Fuck she looked like she’d just stepped out of a beauty salon. She sure looked good!

Sasha’s hand rose to cup the curve of Cindy’s shoulder. She leaned in and her voice was a soft purr. “I’m feeling great! It was so much fun with you and Jarrod last night. I want to do that again, soon. Or maybe we could do lunch. Just you and me.” She smiled, a slow flirty smile.

Cindy’s heart beat fast in her chest and she was oh so conscious of Sasha’s hand on her shoulder, of the soft sultry look in Sasha’s eyes. And that remark ‘just you and me’? She took a deep breath. Oh God. She was reading too much into this. It had to be the memories of Kate that made her think that Sasha was kind of coming on to her.

“Sure. That could be fun.” She stepped away leading to the rowing machine across the room. She could feel Sasha’s eyes on her back. It wasn’t an entirely uncomfortable feeling. She turned and held her hand out. “The rowing machine is good if you want to tone your tummy and it’s good for your back and legs as well.”

Sasha once more pinched the flesh on her tummy and sighed. “Yeah. Alex likes this but I don’t.” She stepped closer and with the back of her fingers, she caressed Cindy’s tummy. “Now that’s what I’d like.” She smiled and held her gaze into Cindy’s eyes.

Cindy barely dared to breathe. Sasha’s touch was like a hot electrical charge on her skin, especially when it ended just above her mound of pussy...a pussy that was getting warmer and fuller by the minute to say nothing of getting wetter! She took a deep breath and stepped back, again inviting Sasha with a sweep of her hand to mount the machine.

Sasha took a seat and reached for the bar with her hands, bending forward, her breasts threatening to spill out of the small bra. Cindy’s gaze fell there and her eyes opened wider, seeing the dark hint of a nipple. Under, there was a tiny protrusion where her nipple pushed. She looked away and hastened to adjust the weight. Not that she knew what the correct resistance should be but she needed to resist the lure of Sasha!

She counted to ten watching the shapely brunette pull the bar and then bend forward releasing it.

Sasha’s cheeks flushed pink and she laughed. “I’ll be feeling this tomorrow!”

Cindy smiled. “I think two reps of eight to start. When you’re done, maybe we’ll work on the mat.”

Sasha’s smile fell and she paused. Her hand drifted to her thigh and she let her leg fall open. “I was kind of hoping for something to help my inner thighs.” Her gaze dropped to Cindy’s thighs. “Like yours. Look at the hollow between your legs. I’d like to get that.”

Cindy’s cheeks flamed scarlet at the other’s woman’s frank assessment. Frank! Hell if she’d been a guy it would have been lecherous, if the truth be known! There was no doubt about it. Sasha was flirting! She turned around and called over her shoulder, “Getting a drink. Be right back. Keep working the rowing machine.”

She needed to think! She bent over and took a long slurp of the spouting water. All of Jarrod’s teasing comments about Sasha looking so much like Kate and how it must be turning her on, rattled in her brain. It was true! She did look like Kate, plus she was really nice.

She thought about the day before when she’d walked around naked, almost flaunting herself. Sure she was no prude, but normally she’d grab a towel. On some level, had she been testing the waters? Well, if that was the case, it had certainly worked.

She stood up and took a deep breath. In another life, another town, maybe. But she couldn’t do this. She had a reputation to consider.

When she walked back, Kate....FUCK! It was Sasha! Remember Sasha!  Sasha was standing at the machine wiping her forehead with the towel. When she saw Cindy, her fingers dropped to dab the space between her breasts. Of course Cindy had to look there!

Her jaw clenched. The woman was a sexy witch. That’s what she should be for Halloween at the party. Well two could play at that game. Probably it was just an act, Sasha loving every minute of her discomfort. She’d see about that!

“Okay. We’ll do the thigh machine.” She bobbed her head to the side and led the way.

Sasha took a seat on the small seat and raised her legs onto the arms of the machine, positioning her knees against the pads.

“It’s pretty obvious how this one works. You just squeeze your legs shut slowly and then even more slowly open them. The slow, steady movement really works the adductor muscles.” Cindy smiled at Sasha and then stepped over beside her. When Sasha opened her legs, Cindy leaned over and placed her hand on Sasha’s inner thigh, pressing and rolling her hand higher.

Sasha’s eyes flared open and she paused.

Cindy smiled and felt her chest expand. It was just as she’d suspected. When she put out that move, Sasha acted surprised, shocked even. “That muscle is really tight, Sasha. You’re really getting the benefit of this exercise.” When she rose again, she purposely let her fingers slide higher, skimming the damp groove where her thigh and mound met. When Sasha’s mouth fell open, Cindy had to suppress a giggle.

Sasha continued with her legs scissoring the arms of the machine, opening and closing. All the while her eyes were focused on her feet and her cheeks were a pretty pink flush.

“That ought to do it for now. You don’t want to strain the muscles. I’d suggest two reps of eight, working up to three by the end of the month.” Cindy made a note on the page of the clipboard. Her hand was steady now, that she’d taken control of this flirtation, halting it before it went any further.

She glanced around the gym where a few senior women were working out on the various machines. It was usually quiet in the afternoon and would pick up at four when people stopped on their way home from work.

Sasha stood up and when she took a step towards Cindy, her foot caught on the leg of the machine’s weight section. She stumbled against Cindy, grasping her shoulders. Cindy’s eyes flew open when Sasha’s hand accidentally brushed over her breast and her face was so close that she could smell the breath mint tucked into Sasha’s cheek.

Sasha smiled and looked into her eyes before her gaze dropped to Cindy’s lips. “Sorry. I’m so clumsy sometimes. I’m glad you were there to catch me.” She sniffed. “What is that perfume you’re wearing? It’s lovely.” Slowly Sasha straightened, but she made no move to step away.

Cindy’s heart pounded in her chest and for a moment it was hard to breath. Kate’s first kiss had flooded her mind. She only hoped that the moistness between her legs was not seeping into the yoga pants for everyone to see. She took a slow breath, regaining her composure. “Perfume? It’s Obsession. Yeah, that’s what I put on today.” Her mouth had gone dry and it was hard to keep her voice steady.

“Obsession. Hmm...Some of the names they come up with for perfume are so provocative...but that one totally fits. It really suits you. Obsession.” Sasha stepped back and turned her back to Cindy. She rolled her shoulder, pulling her head to the side. “Ow. I think I pulled a muscle when I tried to catch myself from falling.”

Cindy knew where Sasha was going with this. The woman was doing everything in her power to get to her...Fuck! It was working too! Her gaze drifted from the satiny skin in the curve of Sasha’s shoulder, down the smooth line of her back, the narrow waist and her shapely buttocks. “Here, maybe this will help.” She set the clipboard down and her fingers pressed and massaged the muscle in the curve of Sasha’s neck. All the while Sasha moaned softly. Oh God. The little temptress was really laying it on thick. The massage bordered on being sexual.

Sasha softly purred her next comment. “Maybe I’ll try the hot tub. If I could get a jet pulsing there, it would release all my tension. But I must say, you’re fingers feel pretty good. I bet you give awesome massages.”

Cindy’s eyes closed for a couple of beats, feeling the silky skin and firm muscle under her fingertips. Sasha’s hair and flesh smelled sweet, infusing her senses. She surrendered to Sasha’s words for a moment, wishing they were completely alone and not in the middle of the gym where she worked.

She smiled and gazed at Sasha’s hair, at the tendrils curling over the delicate flesh of her neck. Maybe she could slip into the women’s change area and join Sasha in the hot tub. It was seldom used by the other members, especially not the retired women working out. They were probably waiting for the Yoga class anyway.   

Sasha stepped away and turned to face her, still rolling her shoulder. “I think I’m done for today. We can finish this maybe in a couple days, don’t you think?” Her smile was impish and flirty when she continued. “Do you ever get breaks here? Why don’t you join me in the hot tub?”

Cindy fell into her gaze, the colour of her eyes like a summer sky. It was hard to resist the offer of being close to Sasha, both of them naked...the warm water swirling and caressing their bodies. Just this once...maybe she could indulge herself. There was a longing low in her stomach, a tingling between her legs at the thought of being naked next to Sasha.

Sasha stepped closer and her hand skimmed up Cindy’s arm.”Please. I’d really like you to join me. Besides there’s still time that you allotted to setting up my program. You’ve got some time to spare, right? Live a little.”

Sasha’s words and the flirty pout were the final push Cindy needed. “Okay. I’ll help you position the jet on that muscle. The water will do it good and you’re right. I could use a break.” She knew she was doomed, right there and then. But for once, she was willing to let go of any reservations. She also had the key to the whirlpool room, to lock it.

When Sasha smiled and turned to saunter out of the gym, Cindy allowed herself to gaze at the woman’s ass, so bubbly and cute...her shapely trim legs and the splash of curls piled high on her head in a carefree mess. It was obvious that Sasha wanted this too. If she’d been a cat, she would have been arching her ass high in the air and howling for a Tom.

There was only one thing left to do. She had to confirm that word of this would go no farther. But she had a good feeling she could trust her new friend.


Chapter 8
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Sasha’s heart was pounding fast when she stepped into the women’s locker room. She could feel Cindy’s eyes on her all the way across the floor of the gym and now going into the deserted room. The flirting games during the work-out had been fun and the more she had come onto Cindy, the hotter it made her. It was like she was going to explode if she didn’t get next to her soon.

Inside, she stopped at the locker where she had left her street clothes. Cindy slipped by her, trailing her finger across Sasha’s shoulder and smiling softly. She stopped a few feet farther down the row of lockers and toed her sneakers off.

Sasha gazed at Cindy, only breaking contact when she lifted the sports bra up and over her head. Cindy smiled and her gaze dropped to Sasha’s breasts, making no attempt to hide the fact that she was openly admiring them. Sasha felt her face grow warm and she smiled, seeing that their sexual game had reached a new level.

When Cindy lifted her top and her breasts bounced out, Sasha openly gawked. Her own breasts were a healthy ‘C’ cup but Cindy’s were a definite ‘D’, with dark, puckered nipples. Her eyes met Cindy’s for a beat before her gaze dropped once more. Neither said a word. But the high voltage communication of their eyes was more than enough. Sasha’s body tingled with an-ti-ci-pa-tion!

Sasha pushed her yoga pants and panties down, wiggling her hips and stepping out of them slowly. She tossed them into the locker and stood facing Cindy for a few beats before reaching for her towel. Her stomach was doing flip flops and her pussy was on fire seeing the soft look of desire in Cindy’s eyes.

She stepped over as Cindy was pushing her own clothes off, bending over, her breasts hanging heavy as she slid her feet out of the tight pants. Cindy reached into the back of her locker and her hand produced a gold key. “It’s the key to the whirlpool room. I think we might like some privacy, don’t you?”

She reached for Sasha’s hand and all the while that Cindy led the way to the showers, Sasha’s knees were like jelly. It was something she’d fantasized about doing and now here it was. Alex had been absolutely right when he’d called—about Cindy being more than ready for this. She had only needed a little nudge and here they were!

Cindy stepped into the shower and turned the water on. The two women took turns under the spray, lathering their bodies but still not touching. Being so close to each other naked, watching each other’s languid sensuous movements, fingers sliding softly over their bodies was sweet torture. Sasha longed to grasp Cindy to her, kiss her while filling her hands with Cindy’s lush breasts.

They rinsed and then each of them reached for their towels, patting their hands and faces dry and making no move to cover their bodies. The locker room was quiet; they were its only occupants.

Cindy’s feet padded softly down the tiled floor to the door for the whirlpool. She opened it and then waited for Sasha to slip by her before turning and locking it.

Three steps led up to hot tub. It was set into a tiled deck like an in-ground swimming pool, surrounded by a four foot wide platform. The water in the enormous blue tub was still, a waft of steam drifting over the surface.

Sasha stepped down into it and took a seat, sighing softly in pleasure from the hot water. Raising her head, she barely dared to breathe when Cindy stepped in and lowered to her knees before her. Cindy’s hands pushed Sasha’s knees wide open and she eased forward between them. Her lips parted and her hands cupped Sasha’s face, coming closer until with the faintest of touches, they kissed.

Sasha’s lips parted and their breath mingled hotly, their lips just barely connecting. It was so fucking sensual. Cindy’s lush lips were soft as satin. Sasha’s hand went over Cindy’s shoulders pulling her closer, her mouth straining to crush Cindy’s...her tongue exploring the woman’s delicate mouth. Her skin was like velvet, hot and moist under her fingertips. It was like nothing she’d ever experienced before—the kiss ardent yet silky.

Her first time kissing another woman was worth the wait.

Cindy’s hand skimmed over her jaw, her neck...and Sasha gasped when Cindy’s fingers began to fondle her breasts. Sasha’s own hands lowered until they were filled with Cindy’s breasts. Her head fell back and she sighed, a long raspy sigh of pleasure...the fleshy thrill of this...both of them fondling each other’s breasts while engrossed in a deep kiss was intoxicating.

Cindy’s lips and tongue fell onto Sasha’s neck, sending a new thrill to her very core. She parted her legs wider, curling them around Cindy’s waist, pulling them even tighter together.

“Ahhh...” she sighed, feeling Cindy’s hand snake between them and her fingers slid through her slippery furrow, pausing on her clit.

“Oh God. This is wonderful.” She gasped each word as Cindy fingered her clit gently...stroking it so slowly, teasing her so much she’d thought she’d scream.

Just as her hips began to thrust into Cindy’s hand, the woman broke their kiss and released her crotch. Cindy patted the edge of the hot tub.

“Upsy daisy,” she said. Sasha immediately obeyed, boosting herself up. Her ass pressed onto the warm tile at the side of the tub and she laid back, propping her upper body up with her elbows. She lay with legs splayed wide, her chest heaving and lips parted in a soft pant, while Cindy rose up from the pool.

Sasha gasped and held her breath as Cindy’s face came closer and closer to her pussy. She felt Cindy’s fingers parting her folds, opening her like the petals of a flower. When the tip of her hot slippery tongue slid over her clit, Sasha cried out. “Oh fuck, that’s nice!” Her hand shot forward and her fingers curled in Cindy’s golden hair.

Cindy’s tongue curled and flicked quickly over the small bud of pleasure before she sucked it gently into her mouth, stroking mercilessly with her tongue.

The woman was an artist at pussy eating. Each stroke across her clit caused a blue electric jolt of scrumptious intensity. Sasha’s eyes were wide and she gulped air, her pelvis rocking up into Cindy’s mouth.

Cindy’s fingers slid into her cunt, pumping in and out, all the while lapping her clit with a passion. Raising her head, her mouth and chin were slick with Sasha’s pleasure and she smiled, looking up into Sasha’s eyes. “This is your first time, isn’t it babe?”

Sasha nodded. Oh God. Don’t stop now.

“I want you to lay back and enjoy every minute of this. Let the pleasure consume you.” She smiled and winked her eye. “You’ll get your chance to do me after I take care of you. Believe me. I love eating your pussy. If we had more time, if we were anywhere but here, I’d tease you and keep you on the edge, for hours and hours. But right now...Oh God.” She leaned forward and her tongue was once more on Sasha’s clit, twirling over it.

Sasha’s eyes closed for a moment riding the wave of pleasure in her pussy. She looked down and the sight of the other woman face, her eyes meeting hers was too much. “Oooh....” The sigh rumbled in her throat as a tsunami of pleasure flooded through her cunt. Her legs trembled, her knees bent and opened wider still, arching her pelvis high off the floor.

Her cunt filled even more as Cindy pushed more fingers inside, now pumping her hand while her tongue was a fast whir on her clit like a hummingbird’s wings...

Sasha sucked in air, her neck strained as another orgasm claimed her. And another. Her cunt was a pot of hot molten lust, coming to a full boil. Each orgasm built on the one before it, turning her into a writhing beast, aching for more.

With a shriek that came from her soul the final orgasm claimed her. She fisted her hands into Cindy’s hair, riding through the agonizing ecstasy.

When she couldn’t handle anymore, she scooted her hips backwards, now holding her away from her inflamed and tender pussy. She gasped for breath, almost hyperventilating. She felt her heart pounding so hard that it threatened to jump out of her chest. Oh God. It had been intense. So fucking hot.

Cindy rose higher and she kissed Sasha. A long lingering kiss while her fingers rolled Sasha’s nipple. Gradually Sasha’s breathing slowed and she pulled back and smiled, gazing at Cindy. “That was fucking awesome. I’m so glad this happened. And this is between us.” She looked down and her smile fell. “Actually, I fantasized about you. I told Alex and he sort of encouraged me to come onto you. I hope you’re not angry about that.”

Cindy’s hands rose to cup Sasha’ cheeks and tilt her head so that she held her gaze. “I’m not angry. But you have to promise me that you’ll never tell anyone other than your husband. I mean, my job here and—”

“Absolutely not! I’d never say anything to anyone.” She laughed. “Actually I don’t know anyone to tell...not that I would if I did know anyone.”

Cindy kissed her and then smiled. “I believe you. I’ve only done this once before with my roommate in college. You remind me so much of her that I wanted this too.” She giggled. “It’s naughty being with another woman but ...oh...so...nice!”

Sasha’s arms went around Cindy’s body and she edged closer to the edge of the pool. She kissed Cindy and then bit down on her lower lip gently. “Well, it’s my first time and I want to get the full experience—and that means you, my dear.”

Cindy made no move to stop Sasha when she eased down into the pool and pulled her around. Cindy stood and then she popped up onto the edge of the whirlpool, already spreading her legs wide. “There’s nothing better than another woman eating you out. No rough beard or moustache to contend with. Just sweet softness and expertise.” She laid back and it was like a purr rumbling in her throat.

The effect of Cindy’s arousal was like a drug that loosened any inhibitions she might have felt. Her fingers stroked the smooth lip of Cindy’s pussy, and she parted the already turgid flesh, revealing the burgundy inner folds and a firm pearly bud.

‘I’m so ready for this!’ she thought to herself when she lowered and her tongue tasted Cindy. She was sweet, the soap scent still present on her pussy.

Cindy moaned and her pelvis jerked up at the touch of Sasha’s tongue. Emboldened, Sasha’s fingers sought Cindy’s opening and pressed into the slick tightness. It was amazing doing this to another woman. Licking her clit, finger fucking her and making her squirm with pleasure.

She pressed three of her fingers inside and curled them as she sucked Cindy’s tiny bud into her mouth, imitating what the other woman had done to her. The effect was immediate!

Cindy cried out. “Oh yeah...don’t stop...keep... keep doing exactly that!” She gasped and her pelvis rocked up and down.

Sasha sucked on her bud and flicked her tongue quickly over the other woman’s flesh. Cindy’s cunt was tight, squeezing her fingers, while above, small whimpers drifted from her throat. She saw Cindy’s hand fly up and her fingers tightened on her own nipple. Their eyes met for a moment, showing Cindy’s heavy lids, the passion showing in her slack lips, panting for air.

“Suck it harder!” Cindy’s breath was laboured, her pelvis undulating.

Sasha pumped harder into Cindy, her mouth pressed to Cindy’s pussy. She began to twist her wrist as it stroked in and out of her pussy, swiping her fingers against the velvet walls of her cunt. The loud ‘AAAAHHH!’ from Cindy told her she was on the right track.

Cindy’s legs stiffened and began to tremble as creamy juice began to coat Sasha’s fingers.

SHE WAS COMING! And Sasha had done it! She made a girl come! She licked and sucked the other woman’s clit with everything she had. Her cheeks and chin were slathered in Cindy’s nectars, her hands slippery and hot fucking Cindy.

Cindy’s hands gripped the back of Sasha’s head pulling her tight onto her pussy. Sasha felt over the moon that the other woman was orgasming with such intensity. She licked with a fury, her tongue whirring. Cindy was wet and tasted wonderful, her cum tingling in Sasha’s mouth.

“Oh fuck....” It was the last gasp of pleasure before Cindy jerked away, her hands holding Sasha’s head still. She gasped and there was a wide smile on her face. “This is the first time you’ve done this? Wow!”

Sasha rose and she kissed Cindy, her fingers toying with her hard luscious nipples. “I had a good teacher.”

“Oh no, sweetie! You’re a natural at this.” Cindy sighed. “Fuck! I wish I didn’t have to get back to work. I could do this all day with you.”

Sasha sighed. She wanted that just as much. But she hadn’t been entirely honest either. “You know, Alex told me he’d give anything to see me with another woman. I love my husband and while this is fun, I think that it’s something we should share with Jarrod and Alex, don’t you?”

Cindy didn’t say anything for a few moments. She stared off into the water. Sasha felt her gut roll at the thought that she’d said something wrong and angered the woman. But, she’s spoke the truth. Without their husbands there, it was kind of like cheating...not quite since, Jarrod and Alex had been cheerleading this all along, but still...

Cindy turned and she smiled, sending a wave of relief through Sasha. “Jarrod would love to watch this too. He was the one teasing me and egging me on that you look so much like Kate and didn’t I want to...you know. Do this? What we just did. I’m just not sure how we go about setting that up...”

Sasha grinned. She had this covered twelve ways from Sunday! “Come over to our house tomorrow night. It’s Friday and all bets are off for the weekend, right?” She frowned for a moment.”You don’t mind Alex watching do you? Seeing you naked with me? It’ll be odd being naked and doing this in front of your husband but I think I can get past that if it ends with us having mind blowing orgasms.”

Cindy grinned, the idea obviously catching fire in her brain, if not her pussy. “The bonus is that after, when we go home, Jarrod will fuck me like an animal after watching that! Hell, last night after teasing me about you, he came twice!”

Sasha’s hands flew to her face and she laughed. “Oh my God! Us too! Except it was also this morning!” She leaned in and gave Cindy a quick kiss. “It’s a win/win situation for us, girlfriend!”


Chapter 9
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The next evening...

Alex’s eyes popped wide when he went past the bedroom and saw Sasha. Holy moley! The outfit she was wearing for their get together with Cindy and Jarrod left little to the imagination. It was smoking hot! It was a leopard skin dress that was cut low in the front, revealing almost all of her breasts while only a thin strap covered her back, leaving mostly a smooth line of skin. But the thing that made his dick stand to attention was the flirty flare of the skirt that ended just below the curve of her butt cheek.

“Wow! Where’d you get that little number? I haven’t seen it before.” He strode into the room, circling her and sizing up everything from the bare tanned legs to the high stiletto shoes.

She smiled and her cheeks flushed a bright pink. “Is it too much, do you think? I picked it up at the one and only lingerie shop in this town. It’s actually sleepwear, if you can believe that!”

His eyebrows bobbed and he leaned in to kiss her neck. “Not much sleeping would be happening if you wore that to bed.” Wow! Sure, it was sexy as fuck for Cindy’s benefit but it was bound to have a real effect on Jarrod as well. A picture of Jarrod fucking his wife flashed in his mind. Once more there was a pulse of pleasure that shot through his cock, surprising him with its intensity.

“I think Cindy’s going to go all out as well.” She put her arms over his shoulders and looked up into his eyes. “I can’t wait to see her. It’s going to be a little awkward at first. I’m going to need a couple of drinks to get over that. I also brought champagne for her.” She nuzzled his neck, nibbling his flesh and sending fresh jolts of pleasure through his body. “I don’t think I’ll be jealous seeing you ogle her naked body, but—”

He pulled back. “How about Jarrod checking you out...probably wishing he could fuck you. Think I’m immune to that?” Even as he said it, he knew it wasn’t true. He couldn’t wait to see the look of lust on Jarrod’s face. Hell, the whole evening was like a night at Fantasy Island!” The smile fell from his lips and he kissed her softly. “Sure I’m going to love seeing Cindy naked but it’s the two of you, getting it on that has me over the moon. I’m sure Jarrod feels the same way.”

She grinned and actually shimmied in her excitement, making the tops of her breasts jiggle a little. “I’ve changed the bedding in the spare room...just in case Jarrod is too worked up to wait until they get home. You don’t mind do you? I think it would be hot listen to them having sex, after getting it on with Cindy, you know?”

Alex’s jaw dropped and he gaped at her. Who was this woman? In the last day since she’d made out with Cindy in the whirlpool she’d been obsessed with sex, wanting to try new things. She’s just about worn him out, making love on the kitchen table...in the shower...on the hood of the car parked in the garage. Whatever drug she was taking, he wanted some!

And this dress! This was a side of Sasha that he’d never seen before. He LIKED it!

He grinned. “Of course you know that they’ll probably hear us too!”

Her finger pushed up on the bottom of his chin. “Of course!”

The doorbell rang and they looked at each other with wide eyes. This was it! Sasha pranced out of the room and her feet almost flew going down the stairs, across the hallway to the front door. He was right on her trail, horn dog that he was.

When she opened the door, Alex gulped before stammering a “Hello! Come on in!” Cindy had a light fall coat on hiding her outfit but she wore more make-up, her lashes long and thick and her cheekbones were accentuated by the blush of color under them. He couldn’t help glancing at her glistening lips and lovely smile. Jarrod smiled and followed his wife inside. He was even outfitted nicely, in a suede jacket and slacks.

“I hope we’re not too early. You did say around eight, right?” Cindy leaned forward and kissed Sasha on the lips lightly.

Alex looked over at Jarrod and their gaze locked for a moment. Yeah. He was thinking the same thing seeing the two women kiss.

“No, you’re right on time. Let me take your coat.” Sasha extended her hand, gazing with excitement in her bright eyes at her paramour.

As Cindy unbuttoned her coat her gaze travelled slowly over Sasha’s dress. “Wow! You look great! What a hot dress!” When Cindy slipped the coat off her shoulders it was all Alex could do not to gape at her.

She wore a shimmering pink sheath that looped low, just barely covering her nipples. When she handed the coat to Sasha, it was apparent there was no bra constraining the jiggle of her boobs. Holy shit! He knew she was stacked but this was just torture seeing her breasts sway so freely.

She wore stiletto pumps as well, a high pink pair with an open toe under legs that seemed to go on and on. Her dress was short as well, just barely cupping her ass. Jesus! It was like having two porn actresses right there in front of them! His cock oozed a dribble of pre-cum, getting thick thinking about what lay ahead.

Jarrod extended a bottle of wine and nudged Alex’s shoulder when the girls walked over to the living room arm in arm. “How about that, huh? Fuck! We are two of the luckiest guys in this town! Hell, in the world!”

Alex took the bottle and beamed a grin right back at his partner in lust. “If you don’t think you can make it home after...well, you know, watching the show, you’re welcome to use our spare bedroom. Drink as much as you like. Spend the night!”

Jarrod rubbed his hands together and he did a little two step. “We just might take you up on that.” He followed Alex into the kitchen where glasses and liquor bottles were spread on the table along with trays of munchies.

When Alex turned, Jarrod was popping an oyster into his mouth. “Not sure, I’ll need this but you know...just in case.”

“It’s food for the soul and libido. Help yourself. What can I get you to drink? And Cindy?” He held up the bottle of champagne that was sitting in the ice bucket. “Sasha thought Cindy might like this.”

Jarrod’s eyes went wide. “Absolutely! Make mine champagne as well. Kind of a celebration... embarking on this ‘hot as hell’ night.” He leaned into Alex and his voice became low. “Plus, champagne goes right to Cindy’s pussy. Any shyness she might have getting naked and making out with Sasha in front of us, will be gone.” He pulled back and his face became serious. “This is special you know, Alex? I don’t think this could have ever happened if not for you and Sasha...being so open minded. Sasha doesn’t have any second thoughts or anything, does she?”

Alex popped the cork and it bounced off the ceiling. He bent to pick it up and taking the same tone as Jarrod, he spoke softly. “We talked about that. I think she’ll be okay. And yeah. You guys are special to us too. We’ve never even dreamed about doing this until meeting you two.”

He poured the champagne, four glasses and handed two to Jarrod. He smiled and nodded towards the doorway. “Hope they didn’t get started without us.”

When they walked into the living room, the two women were seated on the sofa, close together. Cindy’s hand rubbed softly up and down Sasha’s bare leg and she turned when they entered. “Thank goodness. I’m parched and I think a little liquid courage is in order.”

Sasha laughed nervously and reached for the glass that Alex extended. “You might want to bring the bucket and bottle in.”

Jarrod handed Cindy her glass and then took a seat on the high wing backed chair opposite them. “You gals look so sexy. I was just telling Alex, how lucky we are to have such hot wives. Hot wives we adore, I might add.”

Alex nodded and leaving the room to get the bottle of champagne he called over his shoulder. “Don’t start anything without me!”

When he grabbed the bottle and ice bucket and scurried back into the room, he took a seat in the chair next to Jarrod. He gulped half of the glass at once and looked over at Sasha who was following suit. Cindy set her glass down and motioned for another. Immediately Jarrod was on his feet, giving her a refill.

For a few moments none of them said anything. The air was pregnant with silent anticipation. Finally, Alex spoke. “Cindy? Sasha told me that you had a sexual experience with another woman in college.” He could have kicked himself when the words were out. Of all the clinical ways of getting them going, that had to be the ultimate!

She must have noticed his discomfort because she laughed and her hand skimmed over Sasha’s thigh once more. “Yes. Kate. It’s amazing how much you look like Kate, Sasha! The first time I saw you I almost fainted.” She gave her head a small shake. “Well, actually it was more like creaming my jeans.”

Sasha smiled and she leaned in to kiss Cindy’s lips. “I’m so glad. When I saw you in the gym and then later in the change room, I couldn’t get you out of my mind either.”

Alex smiled and looked over at Jarrod. Yes. This was working! He sat back, squirming a little to ease the rock hard cock that pressed against his pants. “So how did it happen, Cindy? Your first girl on girl? Did she start it or...”

Cindy smiled over at him and took another long swallow of champagne. “We were both a little high on grass and wine. She took a shower and when she came back, she just started kissing me.” She turned and her hand cupped Sasha’s face. “Sort of like this,” she said. She leaned in began to kiss Sasha, a deep kiss where their mouths opened and tongues met.

Alex took a deep breath and it was ragged when it slipped out of parted lips. A bead of sweat formed on his brow and he wiped it with the back of his hand. He glanced over at Jarrod, only to see the same wide eyed look.

Cindy drew back and once more the two women drank long and deep, finishing their glasses of champagne. Cindy giggled and her hand went up to her nose when she burped softly. “Oops. I love the fizz.” Keeping their eyes on each other, they held out their glasses and Jarrod was right there doing the honors.

Alex cleared his throat, but even so his voice was a rasp when he spoke. “This is...this is just so hot. I don’t know about you gals but my cock is almost bursting here, seeing you two together.”

Sasha giggled. “Hold that thought, Studly. This gal might want to take advantage of that later.” She turned to Cindy and her hand slipped inside Cindy’s dress to cup her breast. “But not before I ravish this luscious body.” She tugged the dress down exposing Cindy’s breast, her fingers teasing the nipple before she leaned forward and took it into her mouth.

Holy fuck! Alex felt a pulse of cum ooze from his rod. His hand skimmed to his crotch to adjust himself. Cindy’s breast was absolutely creamy and perfect, hanging heavy in the palm of Sasha’s hand. 

Cindy shimmied her shoulder a little and the top of her dress fell away to her waist. Sasha smiled and turned her attention to both of Cindy’s breasts, holding them in her hands and darting forward to lick the tips. Cindy sighed softly and her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, basking in the sensation of Sasha’s caress. She was like a lovely blonde cat, her fingers threading through Sasha’s jet black mane.

Her eyes opened and now it was her turn to slip her hands inside Sasha’s dress, pulling it away from her body and down. Her long pink fingernail scraped the tip of Sasha’s nipple.

Alex sneaked a peek over at Jarrod. The man’s lips were parted  as he watched with slitted eyes. And it was on Sasha’s tit where his gaze was centered. He must have felt Alex’s eyes on him because he turned and his voice was low and rough. “Nice. Your wife’s got a wicked nice rack.”

Alex nodded. The compliment and arousal on Jarrod’s face made his blood rush faster...in an altogether good way. This was fucking hot seeing Jarrod lusting after Sasha. 

On the sofa, Cindy had turned and was half laying on top of Sasha, her hands rolling Sasha’s breasts, her lips on Sasha’s throat. Sasha’s legs parted and her dress rode higher on her hips, revealing bare skin.

Alex froze seeing his wife’s nakedness under the light, wispy fabric. Fuck! He didn’t know how much more he could take before he’d be blowing a load. He took a long sip of the wine and then held the cold glass to his forehead.

Sasha’s dress was a rolled bunch around her waist, naked everywhere else except for the high heeled stilettos. Slowly Cindy made her way down, her tongue pausing and kissing a trail down over Sasha’s breasts, her midriff and then below the rolled dress. Her tongue extended and licked over Sasha’s slight mound of tummy. When Sasha’s leg rolled to the side, he got a further shock. She’d shaved! Her pussy was smooth and dark, the lips glistening openly, revealing silky dark folds.

Cindy slipped off the sofa, kneeling on the floor, her head close to Sasha’s pussy. “Mmm...I like it.” She blew a soft gush of air over Sasha’s pussy and smiled when she heard the sharp intake of breath above her. Alex was on the edge of his chair and stood up to get a better view as Cindy lowered her head to lick Sasha’s hot cleft.

In an instant, Jarrod was next to him, the two of them straining forward, much like their cocks were straining.




Sasha moaned when Cindy’s tongue extended and flicked over her clit. It was one of the most erotic sights Alex had ever seen! The tongue circling, so out there and Sasha’s clit being pushed and licked. Sasha for her part was moaning steady, her hips grinding up and down gently.

From the movement of Cindy’s arm, tensing and thrusting forward, in and out, she was finger fucking Sasha like a guy’s dick. Sasha was whimpering from the sheer pleasure of Cindy’s tongue and fingers. After a few more moments of this, Cindy pulled back and she smiled up at Sasha. “Remember, I told you I’d have you begging for more. Time to cool off for just a few moments.” She reached for her glass of champagne and swallowed.

Sasha sat up and there was a fire in her eyes that Alex knew and loved. She pulled up onto the couch and gently urged her to lay back as she pulled the skirt of her dress higher and pushed her legs open. Standing up for a moment, she shoved her own dress off her hips and grinned down down at her sexy partner. “My turn, babe.” She knelt down and lifted Cindy’s legs, resting them on her shoulders while she leaned forward, nuzzling and slurping Cindy’s pussy.

Her hand roamed lower, to begin thrusting fingers into Cindy as she sucked and licked her clit.

“Holy fuck!” It was a whisper that drifted softly in the air from Jarrod’s lips. “Fist her Sasha. She loves that.”

Alex’s head spun to look at Jarrod. Fisting her? Oh my God! How hot was that! He turned back to the scene on the sofa. Cindy’s eyes fluttered and her mouth opened, “Oh, oh, oh” Her ass rocked back and forth on the sofa as Sasha’s pumped hard into her, all the while, giving sweet torture to Cindy’s clit.

It was obvious that Cindy was orgasming from the look on her face and the moans and gasps. Fuck! Sasha was a real pro at eating pussy. But then again, she also gave some wicked head to his cock. She was an animal when she got going.

Alex had a big tent in his pants and he made no move to hide the fact. Hell! What red blooded man wouldn’t be hard as granite watching two women as hot as this? The fact that it was his wife ravishing a hot blonde’s pussy, made it over the top lascivious.

Cindy let out one last yelp of pleasure and then slid back on the sofa, her hands holding Sasha’s head still. She smiled as Sasha rose higher. “No fair. You are absolutely waaaay too good at this.” Her head turned to Jarrod and she shook her finger at him. “Giving away my secrets? I feel like you guys are ganging up on me, but I love it!”

Jarrod sneaked a glance over at Alex and muttered, “Ganging up? She has no idea how much we’d like to gang up, does she?”

Alex’s eyes flashed wider still. Was Jarrod suggesting what he thought he was suggesting? A gang bang? This was one thing that he and Sasha hadn’t considered, although from the sounds of the dream she had that night, it might be a secret fantasy of hers....He took a deep ragged breath. This was hard, but there was no way he’d let this go farther, go where Jarrod had alluded until he knew Sasha wanted that too.

Sasha lay on top of Cindy, the two of them kissing softly, while Cindy’s hands skimmed over her back and down to the curve of her ass. It was a touching sweet erotic scene that was actually a welcome break from the hotness that had proceeded it. Alex took the opportunity to refill everyone’s glasses of champagne. He set the empty bottle on the floor beside his chair. And joined Jarrod once more in standing watching the women kiss.

Sasha eased back and pulled Cindy up to sit close beside her. She grinned as she reached for the glass of champagne, “I don’t know what tastes better, Jarrod, your wife or this.”

Alex’s mouth fell open for a moment. It wasn’t just the champagne affecting Sasha, sitting there so wantonly naked, flaunting her sexuality in front of Jarrod. He could tell from her movements that she was enjoying Jarrod’s lusty gaze on her breasts and pussy. When she rose, taking a step towards Alex and ‘accidentally’ brushing the side of her breast against Jarrod’s arm, Alex knew he was right.

“I’d better get that other bottle from the freezer. Alex, would you help me open it?” She kissed his cheek and then with hips swaying seductively in the high heels, she sauntered out of the room and into the kitchen.

When Alex entered the room, it was a sight right out of a Playboy fantasy—his naked, luscious wife in high spiked heels, opening the fridge’s freezer door.

She turned and there was a small sexy smirk on her glistening lips, holding the bottle against her nipple. “Enjoying the show?”

He almost lunged at her, kissing her neck and taking her other hand and forcing it onto his drizzling cock. His hand flew, ripping the zipper down and setting his stiff rod free. He shuddered when her hand rolled over his shaft, spreading pre-cum from his thick knob down over the length of it. If she kept doing that after what he’d witnessed before in the living room, he was going to explode all over her hand.

“Jesus, Sasha! That was so fucking hot. Seeing you with Cindy like that...” He inhaled slowly and his head fell back when she lowered and knelt before him, taking his rod into her mouth. The blood pounded in his ears and he barely heard the bottle clink against the floor. Both of her hands were on him now, her fingers pushing the button to his pant open, and pressing them down his hips.

His fingers threaded through her hair and he pulled her even deeper down onto his shaft...Her mouth was hot and tongue sliding and swirling over him. Oh God....He sucked in a gulp of air and thrust deeper still, until the tip of her nose pressed against his pubic bone.

At the sound of footsteps he turned and there was Jarrod. Their eyes met and a slow smile curled Jarrod’s lips, watching Sasha deep throat him. Alex was beyond caring. The sensation of her mouth on his cock claimed every ounce of his attention. Actually, the fact that Jarrod stayed watching just added to the excitement.

Sasha’s fingers massaged his balls and the area behind them, pressing in. It was the final straw. He thrust into her mouth again and again. “Oh fuck...oh yeah baby, suck it!” The force of the first burst of cum from his cock, made his knees tremble, every muscle locked, arching into her.

He sucked in air through clenched teeth as the next spurt jettisoned deep in her throat. There was only the hotness of her mouth, sucking his meat claiming him in another hard wave of lust...When he looked down there was a drizzle of cum spilling out the side of her mouth.

“Oh God!” The last shot of cum left him gasping for air, his body jerking back from the intensity of her mouth now.

His hands caressed her head and he tilted her face up when she pulled back. He could see the slippery cum on her lips, before she swallowed and then smiled up at him. Oh God, what had he ever done to deserve such a sexy goddess as Sasha?

She picked up the bottle of champagne and rose to her feet, a small satisfied smile on her lips.

His fingers shoved his softening rod back into his pants and he zipped them closed. “Jarrod came in and watched us. Did you know?” His face was warm remembering and he grinned shyly.

She trailed a finger over his jaw and smiled sweetly. “Of course. If we hurry, we’ll catch them.” She strode out of the kitchen with purpose in her steps.

Holy fuck! He raced to catch up with her.

When they got to the living room, Jarrod’s pants were bunched around his knees as he stood in front of Cindy. She sat on the sofa her hands gripping his shaft while her head bobbed up and down, soft slurping noises coming from her lips.

Holy fuck! Even though he’d just had a mind blowing orgasm, Alex’s cock tingled at the sight. It was like being on the set of a porn film!

The muscle in Jarrod’s ass showed a hollow in the side as he strained forward into her. He turned and his gaze took in Alex and Sasha standing a few feet away watching them. But like Alex, his mind and body was centered on Cindy’s mouth giving him awesome head. He rocked back and forth, placing his hands on his ass, displaying every centimetre of his shaft sliding in and out of Cindy.

Cindy’s eyes turned to see Sasha and Alex and it seemed like she smiled, although it was hard to tell with the huge sausage filling her mouth. Like Cindy, Jarrod was smooth shaven, making his cock look even bigger. Cindy dipped and with a loud sucking noise, took one of his balls between her lips. Her hand rolled fast along his shaft as she licked and sucked beneath it.

His hand rushed forward and he gripped his cock, shoving it once more into her mouth. Cindy’s mouth opened wide, her tongue curling under the curve of his knob as he jerked his hand up and down the shaft. His lips were loose watching her, “Ready?”

She smiled, still keeping her tongue busy.

“UnhI” He arched forward and a blast of cum shot straight into her, spilling onto her lips. Again. “Oh fuck me...” Another spurt of thick jism shot into her.

Alex was thick again watching the lusty scene. He barely breathed, he was so spellbound.  He gasped when Jarrod thrust hard into Cindy’s mouth, his hand now holding her head and mouth deep onto his rod. The heavily muscled man’s legs trembled from the force of his orgasm.

Cindy pulled back and her finger scooped a dollop of cum from her chin and she sucked it off. “Mmmm. I think I’m ready for some champagne to wash that down.”

Alex took the bottle from Sasha and he grinned down at her while tugging at the cork. “You two planned that didn’t you? You knew Jarrod and I were creaming our jeans watching you...so you—”

“Absolutely!” Sasha grinned and sashayed over to sit next to Cindy, while Jarrod started to tuck his softening member back into his pants. She smiled up at him. “Turn-about is fair play. You don’t have to be modest on my account. You guys got to feast your eyes on Cindy and me, I think seeing your junk while you get head is awesome.”

Jarrod grinned but continued sliding himself back into his pants and zipping up. “Glad you liked it. I sure as hell did!”

Alex was silent topping up the glasses of champagne. This evening had hit a level that he hadn’t expected. This was a turn of events that the sexy wives had concocted. And he definitely agreed with Jarrod. It sure as hell had been fun.

He watched Sasha get up, her eyes bright and smiling. “I’ll get the munchies. I don’t know about everyone else but I’m feeling the champagne. “

When she was gone, Alex took a long sip of his drink and smiled down at Cindy. “I’m so glad this happened. You guys are awesome.”

Cindy looked past him to the door. “But Sasha hasn’t come yet. The rest of us...well, it was a blast but Sasha. Let’s surprise her.”

Alex thought of the dream that Sasha had shared with him. He took a seat next to Cindy, staying a few inches from her naked body. A guy could only take so much and Cindy was drop dead sexy, with boobs he wanted to crush in his hands and mouth. “She had this dream that she was spread out naked on a table and a bunch of people were caressing her body.” He grinned at Cindy and felt a pulse in his cock when he added. “A woman was eating her out.”

Cindy looked over to the large oak coffee table that had been set aside in preparation for the night’s activities. “We can do that. You’re sure she’ll be all right with Jarrod touching her?”

Alex thought for a moment. As long as it was his hands. That much he knew would be fine. If Sasha wanted more, it was up to her to say. If she got carried away with her fantasy, that is. “Just his hands touching.” He smiled up at Jarrod. “At least for now, okay?”

Jarrod nodded his head fast. “For sure. Cindy, you’re okay with this?”

Cindy purred and smiled like a Cheshire cat before taking a long sip of her drink. “Hell. She’d like it and...” Her eyes met Jarrod’s. “...it would be hot for you too, I’m thinking.”

Once more he nodded quickly.

When Sasha came in they had the coffee table centered on the floor. For a moment her face looked puzzled. When she went to set the tray of food down on it, Alex took it from her hands. “We need the table for something else. Something you dreamed about. Hold on a second, will you?”

He rushed into the bedroom and flung open the closet to grab four neckties from his side.  When he returned to the room, the others must have told Sasha what was up. She has already laid down on the table, and there was a wide smile on her lips.

Alex passed two ties to Cindy and Jarrod. “You do her hands and I’ll do her feet.”

He squatted down and quickly secured her feet. Above him, Sasha squirmed and eagerly extended her hands to Jarrod and Cindy. It was perfect! Her ass rested on the edge of the table, her pussy exposed, revealing swollen smooth shaven lips. His cock was thick again and for a moment he considered whipping it out and fucking her right there and then, it was so tempting.

“Oh fuck, this is so hot. Alex, I love you for thinking of this.” Sasha smiled and once more she wiggled with delight. “I hope it’s the whole thing. I mean, you and Jarrod should get naked too.”

Alex couldn’t believe his ears! Whatever had happened to his sweet little wife, he absolutely LOVED the vixen on the table! She was his fantasy come true, to say nothing of HER fantasy! He looked over at Jarrod and Cindy, saw her smile at Jarrod and then the nod of her head.

It was hard (no pun intended) to say who was stripped down to nothing first —Jarrod or Alex. Alex stepped over to the stereo system and turned the volume louder. It was a Nine Inch Nails tune, dark and pulsating. Considering the Sasha was tied to a table, it seemed appropriate. The chorus of ‘Closer’ rebounded in the room:

I want to fuck you like an animal

I want to feel you from the inside

I want to fuck you like an animal

My whole existence is flawed

You get me closer to god

As he pumped up the volume, Jarrod and Cindy had taken their positions. He grinned.  Boy, they were keen! Jarrod was on the one side of the table next to Sasha’s waist, while Cindy knelt between Sasha’s legs. Alex started things by leaning down and kissing Sasha, a deep throated tongue swirling kiss, while his hand cupped her breast. He felt her rib cage arch up and he pulled back.

Cindy had dropped her head and was busy with her tongue extended, licking Sasha’s clit with slow swirling strokes. Across from him Jarrod’s hand groped and rolled Sasha’s other breast while he gazed down at her body. He bent and took her nipple into his mouth, rewarded by Sasha’s low moan.

Sasha arched her hips up and down, rolling her pussy against Cindy’s tongue. From the movement of Cindy’s arm, it was obvious she was finger fucking Sasha’s cunt, slow and deep. Sasha’s eyes were soft and slitted and her lips parted, moaning her pleasure.

Alex rose slightly and his hand gripped the base of his turgid cock. He slapped it against Sasha’s nipple a few times, holding her breast firmly with his other hand.

Sasha sighed and her eyes closed. In a low smoky voice she muttered, “Yeah. Hit me with your fucking cock. I need more.”

Alex glanced over at Jarrod and saw him rise to replicate his actions, banging his heavy meat against Sasha’s tit. From the way Sasha moaned and her mouth opening, her tongue rolling over her lips, she wanted more. Her head turned and she eyed Jarrod’s cock.




Alex almost moaned when he saw Jarrod slide higher and press his cock onto Sasha’s cheek. Her lips were so close to the thick mushroom shaped knob, the slit glistening with pre-cum. “Suck him, Sasha. You know you want to. Oh shit, I want it.” The words were out even before Alex could think. It was a gutteral grunt that some primal part controlled.

Sasha’s head flipped to the side, her tongue out and lapping at Jarrod’s knob. Alex sneaked a peak at Cindy who’s eyes were intently watching her husband get head from Sasha. They were both servicing Sasha and it was totally HOT!

Jarrod pushed into Sasha’s mouth, his thick knob bulging her cheek until he flexed his pelvis, shoving deeper into her throat. All the while his was cupping Sasha’s tit, teasing her nipple. Alex’s hand rolled over his own shaft, slowly, savouring every minute of the dirty delights of Sasha sucking Jarrod’s cock.

He glanced down at Cindy, past her blonde head and lower, where she bent with her ass high in the air, a perfect set of ivory orbs. Their eyes met for a moment in a yearning communication. When she wiggled her ass and then arched up and down like she was being fucked, he knew what she wanted. Oh fuck, he wanted it too!

But Sasha’s bucking like a bronco, low mewls rumbling in her throat as the first wave of orgasm claimed her, brought his gaze back to her. Cindy’s hand worked hard and fast fucking Sasha, her head shaking slightly as she sucked and licked, totally devoted to giving Sasha pleasure.

It was incredible, the four of them giving themselves over to pleasure. He wouldn’t fuck Cindy...not yet. This was all about Sasha and seeing her ride the waves of lust. Even Jarrod, thick and slowly pumping into Sasha, hadn’t come. Sasha’s head fell to the side, gasping for air, her legs stiff and trembling as she came.

Her eyes opened and she looked up at him and smiled. “Oh my God....that was incredible.” She looked down at Cindy who was pulling back and wiping her chin. “You are so good at that.”

Alex leaned over and untied Sasha’s hand and then did her foot, while Cindy and Jarrod worked the other ties loose. “I am totally smoked by this evening.” He looked down at Sasha. “Wow. You are amazing. Any time you feel like doing this again, I’m all over that!”

Jarrod laughed and rose to his feet, his dick still swollen and hanging heavily before him. “That goes double for Cindy and me. I can’t believe this night. You guys are awesome! I’m so glad we met.” He reached and took an oyster, setting it on a cracker before popping it into his mouth.

Alex watched Sasha get up and then she turned, giving him a long soft kiss. He could taste Jarrod on her tongue. “I love you,” she said in his ear. She turned to Cindy and Jarrod. “This was awesome, indeed.” She popped an oyster into her mouth and giggled. “Now that we’ve done this, does this mean we’ll be going up to the second floor at Roz’s Halloween bash? I mean, we’re kind of like swingers now, aren’t we?”

Alex glanced over at Cindy and caught her eye. “He cleared his throat turning back to Sasha. “Almost. But I think for tonight, we’ve gone far enough. Let’s take this slow. We all know what the next step is but let’s sleep on it.” He chuckled. “Gives us something to look forward to.” He looked over at Jarrod, who was nodding in agreement, while gazing intently at Sasha. He watched as Jarrod licked his lips, staring at another man’s wife.

‘Good.’ Alex thought to himself.


Chapter 10
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This time it was Sasha’s turn to be up early. Holding a breakfast tray, she nudged the bedroom door open with her shoulder and set it on the bedside table next to him. He was still snoring softly, even though the smell of bacon and coffee filled the air. It was almost ten o’clock.

She shook his shoulder. “Alex? C’mon, sleepyhead. Rise and shine!” She bent lower and kissed his forehead. God, he was so handsome laying there with his face so calm and relaxed.

But she couldn’t wait to talk to him about the night before, even though they’d been awake for hours after Cindy and Jarrod left, talking nonstop. She shook him again and his eyes creaked open slowly.

He yawned and blinked a few times. “Morning.” A smile spread on his lips. “Did I dream what happened last night?” He sat up and grinned, reaching for his coffee.

Sasha took a deep breath, the grin spreading on her face as well. “It was incredible! I love those two people! They’re so nice and they’re sexy as hell. I think they were as ready for a sexual adventure as we were. To think, it all started with my telling you about my fantasy of being with another women.” She smiled and looked away for a moment. That seemed so long ago even though it had happened only a few days earlier.




He smiled and was silent for a few moments looking down into his coffee. When he looked up, the smile had dropped from his face. His eyes were earnest looking into her. “Last night, we pushed a limit that we hadn’t talked about—when Jarrod and I got naked and you gave him head. I know it was part of your fantasy and I’m guilty of getting that ball rolling but...I just want to make sure that we’re in sync with all of this before we get together with them again.”

Her eyes went wide and she could feel her stomach tighten. “Are you mad at me because I did that? I’m sorry. You’re right, I should have—”

“No! It’s okay with me. In fact it was hot as hell seeing you do that. Almost as hot as seeing you with Cindy, if you want to know the truth. It’s just that we need to be clear with each other on what is and is not okay before we do it. This is really out there... it’s wicked fun, but dangerous. The last thing I ever want to do is hurt you or make you angry. I mean, this is all about us having fun together.”

Sasha sat and thought about what Alex had just said. She’d been a little tipsy and any inhibitions she’d had had been drowned in the wine. How would she have felt if Alex had gone down on Cindy or even fucked her? A flash of Alex kissing Cindy while fucking her appeared in her mind. Her neck muscles grew tense for a moment. If she was going to be honest, she’d have to start with being honest with herself and admit that the thought of him doing that wasn’t entirely a turn on.

They sat together on the bed in silence while she gathered her thoughts.

Yet, she loved and trusted Alex, and knew he adored her right back. And as for Cindy and Jarrod—their marriage seemed pretty tight as well. What they’d done last night had been a sexual romp that was risqué and hot as hell. So why did the thought of Alex with Cindy make her tense up? After sucking Jarrod’s cock, what right did she have to limit Alex?

She looked over at him and sighed. “Of course, you’re right. I should have okayed it with you before I did anything like that with Jarrod. I promise, I won’t do that anymore.”

Alex shook his head and blinked a few times. “You’re misunderstanding me. I loved it!” He pulled back the comforter and showed his cock which was thick and pointing north. “Can you tell, just talking about it gives me a boner?” He pulled the blanket back, covering himself again. “Anytime you want to repeat that, go right ahead.” He paused and held up a hand. “Just make sure I’m there to watch and we’re good!”

Sasha smiled and took a deep breath. “But that begs the question, what about you and Cindy? I mean turn-about is fair play.” Her voice was light even though it seemed every muscle in her body had locked tight.

He rubbed her arm and gazed at her softly. “If I never fuck Cindy or do anything with her, I’m good. As long as we’re okay as a couple.”

She sighed and felt her body grow light at his words. It was just fun and games, the thing with Cindy and Jarrod. Alex loved her and would never do anything to jeopardize what they had.  “Maybe if we took it slow. If you and Cindy just kissed and then slowly took it to the next step, a little at a time and I could see how it went.” She shook her head and looked down at her lap for a moment, her hand toying with the silky satin of her nightgown. “If I actually experienced it, I might find it’s not that bad...maybe I’ll even like it.”

“That sounds like a good idea. I mean, we don’t have to, but we can try that if you’d like.” He leaned over and his hand cupped her cheek. “I love you, Sasha. Sure, I could have fun with Cindy, but it’s you, I love.”

Sasha nodded. “I love you too, Alex.” She sniffed and grinned at him. “This is all assuming that Jarrod and Cindy are okay with this as well.”

He shrugged. “That’s another thing. We should talk to them before we start messing around, so everyone is on the same page.”

Sasha nodded. She took a slice of toast from his plate and nibbled at it. When she spoke her eyes were once more mischievous. “Now...about the Halloween party. That’s another thing we should talk about. We’re going to the upstairs to check it out, aren’t we?”

He reached for his plate and nodded. “Are you kidding? Of course. We stick together and we may not do anything but watch the antics, but I think it would be fun, don’t you?”

When her cell phone buzzed with a text message, she got up and retrieved it from the table on her side of the bed. She grinned reading it. “It’s Cindy. She’s off today and wants to know if we’d like to get together with them tonight, at their place for round two of Sexcapades.” She grinned down at him. “What do you think? I’m up for it if you are.”

Once more he tugged the comforter back and grinned, his fingers at the base of his dick, slapping the heavy hard, thickness against his stomach. “Does that answer your question?”

She grinned and her fingers flew texting a reply.

‘Sure! Can we bring anything?’

When the phone immediately buzzed with an answer, she laughed and flipped it around so Alex could read it.

‘Just your hot and horny selves!’


Chapter 11
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That evening, Alex pulled into the driveway of a large ranch bungalow, next to a black four by four jeep. He peered at the number on the house, under the bright light above the door. “Sixty-four? That’s the number, right?”

Sasha was already pulling the handle of the door to open it. “Sure is!”

Alex got out, taking in the house and the walkway leading up to it. Jarrod was sure doing well for himself. From the ordered shrubs and the scarecrow next to the bundle of hay, it was like something out of Better Homes and Gardens. But that made sense considering his business. A line of windows bordered a large bay window, each framed by shutters.

He felt Sasha step next to him and they walked up the two steps to ring the bell. When it opened, Cindy stood there, this time wearing a frothy pink, see-through night gown that barely covered her breasts or ass.

“Wow! You’re dressed for the occasion! Totally hot, I might add.” Sash stepped in and her arms went around Cindy and they kissed. Not a quick peck, but a long deep kiss.

Alex and Jarrod stood watching them and smiled. When they broke off the kiss, Cindy offered to take their coats. When Sasha slipped the jacket off, Cindy did a woot! Sasha stepped forward, preening in the long black stockings above stiletto heel and the low lacy garter belt. Her breasts spilled out of the tops of the scant bra.

Alex saw Jarrod step forward and kiss Sasha just before Cindy stepped into him and kissed his lips. Holy moley! Her perfume drifted into his nostrils, and he could feel the pressure of her breasts against his chest. Immediately, his cock stood up and took notice.

He shook Jarrod’s hand and handed him the bag containing the bottles of gin and tonic water. “Good to see you. You’ve got a beautiful house, man.” He looked past the foyer into the living room where music sounded amidst the candles burning softly. There was an air of sultry seduction.

“Come in! Jarrod turned the hot tub up earlier. We can relax there...after...” Cindy took Sasha’s hand leading the way into the living room.

“Hey buddy! Help me in the kitchen with these drinks will, you?” Jarrod led the way out of the foyer, past the dining room and into a spacious kitchen. Alex looked around and whistled. “Wow! I’d better not let Sasha see this, or she’ll be wanting to move or renovate.”

Jarrod smiled and twisted the top from the gin. “Renovate! Just be sure to buy your stuff from me!” He laughed and splashed gin over tall ice filled glasses. “Seriously. You guys are doing pretty well for yourselves, too. Your place is nice too, you know.” He handed the glass to Alex but made no move to leave the room. “That was pretty special last night. I’m still reeling at how hot it was.” He looked down into his own glass of liquor. “But, more importantly, I think we made some special friends.”

Alex laughed. “Friends with benefits.” He took a long swallow and then his smile dropped. “We feel that way too, Jarrod. We talked this morning and...well, this is a dicey thing we’re all doing, you know. It’s hot as hell but there’s always the potential of someone getting hurt or angry. We talked about being open and—”

Jarrod tapped his shoulder. “No kidding! This is amazing! We talked the same way this morning.” He grabbed the other drink sitting there and bobbed his head to the side, indicating the door. “But, this is something the four of us need to do, right?”

Alex couldn’t believe how easy it had been. He’d had a few butterflies about bringing it up but Jarrod was already on-side. He picked up the glass of gin that Jarrod had poured for Sasha and smiled following Jarrod into the living room.

Cindy and Sasha were sitting close together, their hands drifting softly along each other’s sleek smooth thighs. They looked up when the men entered the room.

“Hey Cindy! Alex and Sasha had the same conversation this morning. Can you believe that?” He laughed and handed Cindy her drink.

Sasha took her drink from Alex and made a toast gesture to Cindy. “Well, you were a topic of conversation between us,” she said with a smile.

Cindy’s mouth fell open and her hand squeezed Sasha’s thigh. “Me? What about me? I thought it would be Jarrod. After all, you—”

Jarrod interrupted. “Yeah. That fantasy was awesome and when you took my cock in your mouth well...” He looked down for a moment and then looked at each of them. “It wasn’t too much was it? I mean, you guys were okay with it?”

Alex had been listening with wonder and a dick that was already getting thicker and thicker. “For sure! Oh my God, I loved seeing it! Maybe that makes me weird but the idea of seeing Sasha with another man or woman, gets me over the top, horny as hell.”

Jarrod jumped in. “Well, if it makes you weird buddy, you’re not alone! I’m all over that with Cindy!” He then turned to Sasha. “But, what about you? I think horndogs that we are, Alex and I would be okay with almost anything...but it’s really the ladies’ call.”

Sasha took a deep breath, while all eyes were on her. “Well, the next step is swapping isn’t it?” She turned to Cindy, “I think I need you and Alex to take it slow. Do a few things and then I can see how it feels.”

“Oh sweetie...” Cindy leaned in and kissed Sasha slowly, her hands skimming lightly over Sasha’s back. “Absolutely. And if you don’t want that to happen at all, I’m okay with that too.” She looked over at Jarrod for a moment and then turned back to Sasha with a grin. “But just so you know...I’m looking forward to seeing Jarrod fuck you. I mean, seeing him so happy, enjoying you like I’ve done...well, it would be totally hot for us as a couple. We talked a lot this morning.”

Alex could see the quandary in Sasha’s eyes, could see that she felt like the odd man out here. All of them were onside, ready to fully swap partners but she was the fly in the ointment. A fly that he’d no more hurt than cut off his right arm.

Sasha picked up her glass and drained half of it in one swallow. She wiped her lips with her fingertips and smiled looking at each of them. “Liquid courage. I think I had a lot of it last night.” She laughed nervously. “How about we start the ball rolling?” She got up and walked over to Alex.

He held his breath, wondering what she was going to do or say next. It was all up to her but he’d love it if she was okay with what they had been talking about.

She kissed him softly and then took his hand leading him to the sofa where Cindy sat. “Start with some kissing, okay?”

He looked down into Cindy’s eyes and saw concern for Sasha mixed with warm anticipation for him. He sat down and then watched Sasha go over and stand next to Jarrod.

It was awkward at first, turning into Cindy, kissing her lips gently. Not a deep kiss, just a soft flutter of their lips grazing each other’s. He glanced over at Sasha who was being led to the leather sofa opposite them. Jarrod sat and pulled Sasha onto his lap, his hand sliding softly over her silky thigh.

Just seeing that soft embrace, Jarrod leading his wife and caressing her, eased the tension in Alex’s gut. He turned to Cindy and this time, there was no holding back in the kiss. He pressed his mouth tight to hers and slowly opened, thrusting his tongue into hers, the taste of wine sweet on his lips. Her tongue swirled over his, showing an ardour and longing every bit as strong as his own. Oh fuck, it was nice and he ached for more but he drew back.

On the sofa opposite, Sasha’s and Jarrod’s eyes were fastened on Cindy and him. But that wasn’t all. Jarrod’s hand cupped Sasha’s breast and from the position of Sasha’s arm, snaked behind her, she was losing no time in fondling Jarrod’s cock. At Sasha’s nod, Alex’s cock grew harder still, pulsing a little pre-cum.

When he turned to Cindy again, he kissed her deep once more, and his hand slithered inside the top of her nightie. It wasn’t enough. Sasha had to see. He had to know that she was totally comfortable before it went any further.

He pushed her shoulder strap away and her breast was free, filling his hand with velvety softness. Her nipple was firm, the tip pressing into his palm. Oh God! She had awesome tits! So full and heavy with a gorgeous tip to her nipple. So suckable. It was hard but once more he pulled back from their kiss and looked over at Sasha.

That devil Jarrod! He had pulled Sasha onto his lap and turned her around so she was facing Cindy and him. At the same time Jarrod’s hand toyed with Sasha’s pussy under the strip of cloth covering it. From the look of lust on Sasha’s face, whatever fear she’d had of seeing Alex with Cindy had faded with Jarrod’s caresses. And it was so fucking hot!

Her lower lip now slack from Jarrod’s caresses, Sasha nodded to her husband. Go for it!

Cindy chuckled and this time, her hand slipped down to his crotch, tugging at the long bulge before unzipping him. The thrill of her fingers put Alex over the edge—well, that and seeing Sasha’s look of lust. He turned back to Cindy, lifting her golden locks of hair that had fallen forward over her exposed breast. Once more his fingers teased her nipple as she lowered his zipper and popped the button open of his trousers.

He sighed when his cock bobbed free, standing straight up, her fingers sliding the slippery drop of cum in his slit over his helmet shaped knob. It was so fucking nice, the teasing delicacy of her touch.

He looked over at Sasha and Jarrod, saw the heavy hooded look in her eyes when Jarrod dipped his fingers into her glistening cunt.

Her gaze met his. “Doesn’t Cindy have awesome tits?” she purred, her tongue rolling over her lips.

Her words were like a lit match tossed into a can of gasoline. Alex bent lower until his lips closed over Cindy’s nipple, his tongue teasing the tip, alternating between sucking it and licking it with the tip of his tongue, a low growl from his open mouth, rumbling over her flesh. Fuck! Her hand on his cock was driving him wild!




At movement on the other sofa, he stopped and looked over. Jarrod had lifted Sasha and stood up. He slid her panties off and then nudged her so that she sat on the sofa. He knelt down and pushed her knees apart and almost literally dove onto her pussy with his mouth.

Cindy giggled, still massaging his cock with soft strokes, twisting her wrist and hand on the upstroke, a move that he totally loved! “Sasha’s in for a good time now. Jarrod is awesome at eating pussy.”

“Oh yeah?” He nuzzled into her neck. “Is that a challenge? I’m pretty good myself you know.” He edged back and pushed her back on the sofa until she lay there, smiling up at him.

“Let’s see if you’re as good as Sasha, and then we’ll talk, big boy.”

He knelt on the floor and pulled her so that her thighs rested on his shoulders. Oh sweet mother of God! Her pussy was full and smelled like lemon! Her lips parted slightly at his touch and her pearly pink clit rose from the burgundy folds. He edged closer, extending his tongue until the tip curled on the underside of her sweet bud, licking it softly.

She jerked at the gentle caress and moaned, a long, cry for more. In reply, he slipped two fingers up inside her, at the same time sucking her clit into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the satin surface. Fuck, she was tight on his hand, her kegels squeezing him and wetting his knuckles. He could only imagine hot it would be to shove his cock in that sweet honeypot.

The sounds coming from the other sofa proved Cindy’s words. Sasha was crying out for more, telling Jarrod to not stop.

Alex pumped in and out of Cindy with a faster movement, curling his fingers to find her G spot. His fingers pressed into a pulpy mound and she gasped and cried out. He was there! He continued slurping her clit faster and faster with his tongue and lips, all the while massaging her core.

“Oh fuck! I’m coming! Don’t stop. Right there Alex. Harder!”

He licked her with a passion he couldn’t believe, spurred on by the cries above him and from his wife on the sofa across from him. She gushed warm wetness on his fingers, to his hand, riding the wave of ecstasy, higher and higher. It was a series of low guttural, primal grunts that rose from her chest, her fingers in his hair fisting it, pulling him harder onto her pussy.

On and on it went, her hips bucking into him. He held her tight, his fingers digging into the soft pillows of her sumptuous ass, an ass that he’d dearly love to pummel with his meat. She jerked higher and away from him, her breath fast and ragged in her throat.

At the same time, the cries and mewls from the other sofa filled the room as Sasha drowned in the waves of her own pleasure from Jarrod’s tongue and fingers.

He sat back on his haunches and looked over. Sasha’s eyes met his and they stared silently at each other, sharing her moment of orgasmic joy.

His jaw dropped when he realized the paradox of it. It was one of the most beautiful moments they’d ever shared. His wife’s orgasm from another man. He gave his head a shake and blew a quick kiss to her.

Cindy reached for him and pulled his head up to hers, her own lips hungry for his mouth. Her mouth and tongue showed her gratitude and pleasure. She pulled away and smiled at him. “Sasha’s a lucky woman.”

He kissed her neck, trailing kisses down until his mouth closed over her nipple. He looked up into her dark blue eyes. “Jarrod’s a lucky man. You’re so fucking hot!”

“We’ve only just begun.” Cindy pushed at his head and she sat up, reaching for her drink and taking a long sip. When she turned, her fingers slithered onto the buttons of his shirt, slowly undoing each one. She tugged the flaps open and then bent to take his nipple into her mouth.

He yelped when her teeth nipped him, but the shot of pleasure that pulsed in his cock made him lust for more. He reached and tugged at her nightie, sliding it up and over her head. “There. That’s better.” His hands closed over her breasts and he looked down at the perfection of her heavy ivory mounds, the nipples with the protruding tips. So kissable.

At the touch of a hand on his head, he looked up. Sasha’s eyes were soft, gazing down at him. “This is wonderful. It’s funny, but seeing you with Cindy...I totally get it. She’s gorgeous and it’s hot seeing you enjoy her body.” She took a step closer and bent over to kiss Cindy, letting her hand slip over the other woman’s breast.

Smiling, she asked, “You don’t mind if I fuck Jarrod, do you doll?”

“Be my guest!” Cindy replied.

Sasha glanced over to Alex, who gave his blessing with eager nods. She turned and her gaze was on Jarrod’s crotch. “All the time I was sucking Jarrod last night, I was picturing how good that thick cock would feel inside me, pounding me hard. I can’t wait.”

“Fuck...” Jarrod stepped over and his hand glided over the cheeks of Sasha’s ass. “You can’t wait? Baby, I’ve dreamed about this.” His hands flew up and in an instant his shirt was up and off, revealing a massive chest covered with a fine mat of golden hair. He was a burly bear, with a taut abdomen and thick arm muscles, his hands now working fast to undo his pants and get them off.

When he stood there naked, his cock hanging heavy like a thick kielbasa sausage, Alex’s eyes widened. His own cock was long with a wicked upward curve. Jarrod’s though, was shorter but unbelievably thick. He smiled thinking how thrilled Sasha would be to be rammed by that.

Alex got to his feet and slipped his shirt off and then his pants. His own cock bobbed against his stomach as he was about to sit down. But Jarrod’s voice stopped him in his tracks.

“How about we finish our drinks, maybe have another and then take this into the bedroom. I mean it’s great watching from a distance but I’d rather get next to you guys and let our mouths and hands wander, if you get my drift.”

Alex’s eye went wide and he laughed. “Why didn’t I think of that? Excellent! I’ll go top up the drinks.” He grabbed the empty glasses and wandered into the kitchen, his cock bobbing and leading the way. This was amazing, walking naked in his friends’ house, knowing that he’d be fucking Cindy in a little while. He almost wished they could prolong it. It seemed like the night before had ended way too soon.

When he finished making the drinks and walked back to the living room balancing them in his two hands, he stopped when he saw the other three. The little rascals. Sasha was sitting on the sofa, her legs spread eagled with Cindy kneeling on the floor between them, her head and hands working slowly in Sasha’s pussy while Jarrod stood by getting head from Sasha. His own cock oozed and pulsed. Again! It was like being on the set of a porn flick.

He set the drinks on a table and sidled up close to Jarrod, his hand on the base of his cock waggling it. “Hey! I got the drinks. I think I could use some of that.” Cindy’s head pulled back and she grinned up at him, holding Jarrod’s cock in her hand and then taking his in her mouth.

The two men smiled at one another and then looked down at Cindy; she was alternating between them with her mouth. Pulling her mouth off, she tugged both men closer until they were shoulder to shoulder. She looked up with a devilish grin and and pressed Jarrod’s cock onto his. Wrapping them both in her hands, she began to stroke them again.

A sense of excitement he never felt before shot through Alex at the sight and sensation of Jarrod’s cock gliding against his own; both of their dicks held in her hands as she stroked them. The two men stared at each other in wonder for a moment, then back down to watch Cindy.

In the back of his mind, Alex noted that neither of the men resisted.

Sasha nestled next to Cindy on the couch. “Oh fuck, girl, that’s hot!” Her gaze went from Cindy’s hands up to the men and back down.

Alex risked another peek at Jarrod’s face; to see that it was still. He could see his buddy wasn’t all that turned on by this.

Cindy rose higher and she giggled. “We didn’t talk about this guys...but you know, it’s totally hot. I agree Sasha.”

Alex’s heart was beating hard in his chest and he gulped. But he couldn’t deny to himself that the sensation of rubbing his cock against another guy’s was a turn on for him.

It was Jarrod who pulled away. “How about those drinks?” He grabbed two glasses and held one out to Alex.

Alex took his and downed a sip. He gave Jarrod a nod in agreement. This wasn’t the time...yet...to go down that avenue. But from the way his heart was pounding, it was something that wasn’t off the table at some future date. He smiled to himself. Him and Cindy were going to have a lot more to talk about!

He took a long haul of the drink, gazing down at Cindy. She had resumed toying with Jarrod’s rod, running her finger around the thick knob.

“Drink up folks. Round two awaits.” Jarrod’s eyebrows bobbed up and down. He drained his glass and then reached for Sasha, pulling her to her feet.

Alex watched his wife trail after his new buddy, her ass cheeks jiggling slightly above the dark stocking. He quickly drained his own drink and then waited for Cindy to finish hers.

She stood up and her hands curled around his cock. “C’mon lover.” Her fingers dropped and then she sashayed ahead of him, her high heels clattering against the hardwood and her long blonde hair hanging loose over her shoulders. But it was her ass, a luscious booty that his eyes were trained on.

They entered a large room where the lights were dimmed. A king sized bed with a mirrored headboard dominated the room. Jarrod and Sasha laying across it naked and kissing. Alex smiled and took a place next to Cindy, the two of them falling back together and kissing, laying beside their spouses.

He felt a hand on the back of his head, the fingers threading through his locks and smiled inwardly, knowing it was Sasha, a loving gesture, confirming her consent.

Cindy pulled back and whispered into his ear. “Fuck me doggy style.” Her hand closed over his cock, massaging it with a quick intensity.

The woman was insatiable! He squeezed the cheek of her ass and then gave her a quick swat there. She squealed with delight and then rolled over, coming quickly to her hands and knees, her face turned to the headboard. As he rose to position himself behind her, he noticed her heavy breasts hanging low, the smile on her face as she wiggled her ass.

It was a gorgeous sight, the two orbs and the small pucker dark rim of her asshole. He held his cock in his hand, sliding it over her butt cheeks and through her furrow until he felt her opening. He couldn’t hold back any longer with all the teasing that had revved him up earlier. He shoved it deep and hard into her, felt her slippery flesh tight on his shaft. In the mirror, her breasts jiggled with the force of his thrust and she sighed.

Beside Cindy, Sasha lay on her back, her legs curling over Jarrod’s waist. She lifted herself to her elbows and watched as Jarrod placed his thick cock against her pussy and began to slowly push up inside of her.

She turned her head to Alex. Their eyes locked into one another, she pulled her lips back tightly against her teeth and hissed, “He’s fucking meeee...”

The bed bounced when Jarrod’s bulk heaved into petite Sasha. She arched her head back, her eyes now tightly shut, “Oh fuck, that’s good!”

Alex pulled back slowly, watching his glistening cock leave Cindy’s slick cunt. It was a beautiful sight, seeing his thick turgid rod between her lush orbs. He shoved deep once more, his balls slapping against her. Fuck! She was so fucking hot and tight!

Looking into Cindy’s face in the mirror, he saw her eyes staring over his shoulder at Jarrod, a combination of wonder and passion on her face. ‘They’re having the same moment me and Cindy just had!’

Sasha’s leg brushed his body when Jarrod tugged her ass higher. It was an erotic sight that thrilled him, seeing his wife getting good and truly fucked by their muscular friend. Her boobs joggled and bounced hard on her chest from the force of Jarrod’s thrusts.

She cried out, begging for more, each plea adding more fuel to the fire.

Cindy leaned over, turning her head to the side. Despite the steady pounding from Alex, she managed to lean over and kiss Sasha’s lips. The two women began to feed on one another’s mouths with hunger as Sasha’s hand bent over to cup Cindy’s swaying breast.

Holy cow! Sasha released Cindy’s orb and her hand snaked further down Cindy’s torso. He could tell by the low shuddering moan from Cindy that his wife was now toying with his partner’s clit.

Looking to the side, his eyes met Jarrod’s for a few seconds and the other man, smiled, while his hips were a jackhammer ploughing his cock into Cindy’s cunt. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh, the scent of lust in the air, infused Alex’s senses. All the while Cindy’s cunt was a hot vice, her slippery flesh pushing and pulling on his iron shaft.

Jarrod’s voice rose over the mewls and moans of the women. “Oh fuck me! Oh Yeah! Oh yeah....that’s it baby....I’M COMING!” He grunted a cry and shoved deep inside Sasha almost pushing her to the other side of the bed but immediately grabbing her ass and pulling her back.

Alex’s own climax was right behind, his cock pulsing and shooting a load deep inside Cindy’s pussy. His fingers dug into her ivory orbs and his hips bucked hard against her, shoving his cock deep into her slick hole. His eyes feasted on her tight asshole and his turgid dark shaft beneath it, her cream and his own cum streaking his shaft. 

Again, he thrust forward, loosing himself in the jolt of thick ecstasy as it shot through his shaft and into her. “Ya...oh fuck...ya!” Another spurt that left his legs trembling.

And from the sounds of her moans, the twitching of her cunt on his shaft, she was having the big ‘O’ as well!

Sasha’s fingers left Cindy’s clit and began to press his perineum, behind his balls and just above his asshole. The sensation, perfectly timed with the last spasm of cum leaving his cock, left him breathless. He gasped and fell forward, across Cindy’s back, his lips parted, sucking air as his heart hammered in his chest.

“Oh man! That was something else!” Jarrod whispered between gulps of air.

Alex turned and saw his friend’s face flushed and his eyes wide with wonder, replicating his own feelings exactly.

Sasha pushed forward and propped her upper body on one arm. “Oh yeah.” She turned and smiled up into Alex’s eyes.

“Oh yeah, yeah!” he said back. This was incredible— they had both experienced and witnessed each other having sizzling hot orgasms with other partners. Yet, it was a shared thing;  only their hearts and eyes could communicate the awe of it.

Alex pulled back and his softened cock plopped out of Cindy and fell wetly onto his upper thigh. He eased to the side and leaned down to kiss Sasha. He kissed and murmured into her neck, “You were so fucking hot to watch with Jarrod. You really liked getting fucked by him, didn’t you?”

Her fingers threaded through his hair and she nipped at the top of his ear. “No more than you enjoyed fucking Cindy.” She giggled and her hand rose to skim the inside of Cindy’s thigh.

Jarrod had risen and he too was murmuring love talk to his wife. Cindy had fallen onto her side, her arms around Jarrod’s neck. Raising her head, she said, “I can’t wait for Halloween!”

They all laughed in agreement.


Chapter 12
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The Halloween Bash

Sasha held Alex’s hand as they stood behind Cindy and Jarrod outside the double oak doors of the mansion. It was a huge, magnificent home. Stately columns bordered the entry and an ornate stained glass transom glittering in the light from within, topped it off. The house was three stories, solid limestone with arched wide windows on every level.

A cold and damp breeze blew in off the ocean, visible across the wide expanse of neatly trimmed lawn. Sasha shivered and pulled the collar of her coat higher. She could feel the hint of winter in the night air. Good thing she wore her coat—her Xena costume wouldn’t be providing much protection from the cold. She looked up at Alex and wondered how he was withstanding the chill in the spandex Spiderman costume.

The door opened and what could have been Lurch from the Addam’s Family stood before them. He stepped back and gestured them inside with a graceful sweep of his arm. Warm air and the sound of music hit Sasha like a wall when she stepped inside.

Cindy turned and for perhaps the fifth time that night, Sasha giggled seeing her hair and make-up styled like Jessica Rabbit. She was perfect—especially when she handed Lurch her coat and her boobs strained to pour out of the top of her red strapless gown.




Aqua-man Jarrod, unbuttoned his overcoat and handed it to the attendant. With his golden locks, the bulging arm and chest muscles in the gold satin and spandex top, and the green leggings, he was a dead ringer for the comic book hero.

Sasha looked up at the fifteen foot high ceilings, the crystal chandeliers casting diamonds of light over the dark red brocade wallpaper of the entranceway. She turned her head to the side, looking into an enormous ballroom where costumed guests were dancing to a rhythmic techno beat.

Before them was a wide rounded stairway, that led to an upper floor and balcony.

Her jaw fell open when she saw their hostesses saunter down the stairway to greet them. Ros was stunning in a Roman style short toga that barely covered her shapely ass. He legs were dusted in glitter. Her mammoth breasts strained against the white fabric, her nipples making dark shadows. Her hair was piled high on her head, secured by a gold band at her forehead. She was definitely Aphrodite personified.

But it was the dark sexuality of Josie’s fantasy entity that stole the show. She was naked above the waist, her body and face stained blood red. On her head, two horns protruded from her forehead and her eyes were heavily darkened. Her nipples were painted black on her breasts. On her hips and thighs, she wore tight pants that resembled the hair of an animal, but her feet were in stilettos made to look like cloven hooves. When she turned to smile at Roz, it was then that Sasha gasped. An erect long and curved phallus protruded from her mons, swaying back and forth, nudging into her tummy as she stepped down the stairs.

“That’s one hell of a Pan costume,” Cindy said out loud.

“Who’s Pan?” asked Alex.

“From Greek mythology, just like Aphrodite.”

When Roz stepped across the foyer and stood in front of Cindy, she grinned, “I love it! You’re just too sexy in that outfit!” Her fingers drifted over the tops of Cindy’s breasts and then she turned to Jarrod. “I’m a total muscle fan, you know! You do that costume justice.” Once more her finger traced a line down his chest and over his firm pecs.

He grinned and murmured a thanks.

Sasha felt her mouth go dry when Roz turned her attention to her. The woman exuded sensuality like an aura. 




Roz winked at her and took both her upper arms in her hands, holding them apart as she frankly admired Sasha’s costume. Her gaze traced down the leather corset to the gladiator miniskirt.

“Rowwll! I’d like to do a little wrestling with you, Xena.” She leaned in and her finger ran over the tops of her breasts, lingering in the furrow between. Her eyes gazing intently into Sasha’s sent a shiver straight to Sasha’s pussy.

When Roz stepped over to greet Alex, Josie was in front of her, Her dark upturned eyes were teasing as she reached for Sasha’s hand, placing it on the thick phallus and forcing her fingers to curl around it. If the woman was trying to embarrass her, she was in for a surprise.

She grinned. “Does that mean you’re happy to see me, Josie?”

The red head’s eyes flared open for a moment and a slow smile spread on her lips as she rocked her hips a few times. “Always happy to see a Princess Warrior. Hope you’ll join us upstairs, later. It’s a party within a party, for the select few.”

This time Sasha could feel her face grow warm from the suggestive movements of the woman’s hips. And it wasn’t just her face getting hotter. Oh my God! She’d been asked upstairs and it could only mean one thing—Josie wanted to fuck her with that humongous phallus!

The two hostesses led the way into the main salon where lights flashed and people partied.

Cindy’s hand clasped Sasha’s arm and she leaned in to speak softly into her ear. “Did I hear that right? Josie asked you upstairs for the private party?”

Sasha nodded and grinned. “Yeah, but I’m not going up there without the rest of us!” She turned when Alex nudged her shoulder. A waiter in a tuxedo, his green face smiling, offered her a glass of champagne from the tray he carried. She took a flute from him and smiled. “Thank you.”

She stepped back when a blonde woman’s curls swirled out behind her, spinning in her white bra and half slip, dancing with a blonde hunk in a small gold speedo, dangerously close to Sasha’s drink. The music playing in the back ground was the theme song of Rocky Horror Picture show.

There were a group of people in tuxedo’s, stockings and tiny top hats with their hands on their hips doing the ‘Time Warp’ dance, in perfect step. It was crazy fun. Sasha laughed, seeing Jarrod join the line of dancers, thrusting his hips. Of course, he and Cindy knew all these people from living in the town all their lives.

Alex sidled up close to her and he spoke into her ear. “That Roz! She slid her hand over my junk and gave me a squeeze. Can you believe that?”




She turned back to him. “We’ve got to go upstairs later! Josie was coming onto me as well, with that huge dildo that’s part of her get-up. These people are craaaazy!”

Cindy’s hand was grabbed by a masked Green Lantern and she was pulled onto the dance floor. The music had changed and now a hard heavy-metal song played, making the dancers bump and grind along with the pounding beat. Sasha strained to catch her friend among the throng and saw Green Lantern’s muscled arms holding Cindy to his body.

She drank a healthy swallow of the sparkling wine and noticed a faint bitter after-taste. For such a swanky party, the wine wasn’t the very best, which was kind of surprising. She glanced up at Alex and noticed him downing the full glass.

He turned to her and grinned. “Finish your drink so we can dance, will you?” He was swaying to the beat, anxious to join the dancers.




She swallowed the rest of her drink and then scooted over to set the glass on a table near the door. The second swallow hadn’t been as bad but she was glad it was finished and she could switch to something else. She grinned and took Alex’s hand, letting him lead her over to the dance floor. Even though they started at the edge of the crowd, they were soon surrounded by gyrating crowd of costumed revelers. Comic book and movie characters jostled with firemen, lumberjacks and vampires. Not to mention a very healthy number of naughty school girls and lewid librarians! 

Even though it was early in the evening, the party goers were entirely uninhibited in their lewd dancing, their hands wandering freely. Sasha’s eyes opened wider and she grinned taking it all in. If it was like that on the main floor, what the hell went on upstairs?

Alex pulled her into him and spun her around until her back pressed against his torso. She could feel the hard bulge of his crotch against her ass, pressing and pulsing into her. Boy! In his tight Lycra pants, he wasn’t leaving much to the imagination, but he sure didn’t seem too concerned. A thrill of pleasure shot through to her clit when his fingers slipped inside her bra and he rolled the tip of her nipple. Her eyes closed and she gasped at the pleasure. Whether it was the music, the other dancers, the sultry air...she felt sexy as hell and didn’t mind anyone seeing that.

Her eyes widened for a moment and then her lips parted, watching softly as the couple next to her, Cat Woman and Wonder Woman started kissing, their hands roaming over each other’s backs and asses as they pressed their breasts and groins tight together. Wonder Woman’s short pleated skirt flipped up revealing a curvy ass, the triangle of fabric above her furrow, the only indication that she had a G string on.

They were joined by a heavily muscled Thor. Cat Woman’s arm snaked around the back of his neck and she pulled him in, turning to kiss him with open lips. His meaty paw slid down her bare back and under the line of cloth where the suit covered her bottom.

Cindy appeared, holding a glass of champagne and trying to sip it as her hips swayed. She laughed and tossed the rest of the glass back into her throat, before setting it on the tray carried by a passing waiter.

“Are you having fun?” She shouted above the music and then stepped in front of Sasha.

Alex made no move to remove his hand from her bra and was openly dry humping her ass, tugging the skirt higher with his other hand. Cindy pressed up against her as well and she breathed into her ear. “I’m fucking horny as hell! I think there might be something in the champagne!”

Sasha’s jaw dropped for a moment and then she burst out laughing, cupping Cindy’s cheeks in her hands. “I think you’re right! Whatever it is, I want to get some!” She looked over Cindy’s shoulder, where Thor was now kissing his dance partner, the two of their tongues swirling quickly against each other’s. FUCK! It was a wild party, just shy of being an orgy!

Jarrod showed up behind Cindy, his eyes bright above a wide grin. “Isn’t this fabulous?” He leaned in and his lips and tongue nuzzled Cindy’s neck, his hands roaming over her arms.

An older gentleman with silver streaked hair, impeccably turned out in a tuxedo, white bow tie and gloves, threaded his way through the throng of dancers and leaned in to mumble something into Alex’s ear.

Immediately Alex straightened and removed his hand from inside Sasha’s bra, leaving her wondering if perhaps they’d broken some kind of code or something. The masked butler disappeared and Alex spun her around to grin into her eyes. “The hostesses have requested our presence upstairs in Salon B.”

Jarrod and Cindy leaned in and Jarrod spoke, “Did I just hear you right? You guys were asked upstairs?”

Alex shook his head. “We’re not going unless you and Cindy come with us. I think that’s what he meant. I mean, we all came together so of course it’s an invitation for all of us.”

Sasha wasn’t at all sure that Alex’s interpretation was correct but she admired him for saying it. “Absolutely! C’mon, let’s go!” The evening was turning into a whirlwind of crazy, sexual delights.

Cindy and Jarrod turned and weaved a way through the dancers—dancers who were giving new meaning to horizontal mambo—and stopped just shy of the wide Scarlett O’Hara staircase. Cindy turned and took Sasha’s hand leading the way up the wide stairway. She whispered to Sasha, “I’m pretty sure I know where the real party is up here. Jarrod and I checked things out the last time we were here.”

Sasha could feel butterflies swooping in her tummy but the pulsing warmth in her pussy held court in her body. There was no way she’d miss whatever was going on upstairs! When they got to the top of the staircase, the sound of music and laughter drifted from a room to the right. The lighting up on that level of the house was dimmer, infused with an amber tone. As a group they headed towards the activity.

Cindy squeezed her hand. “Yeah, it’s exactly what I remember. This way.”

Sasha’s head turned and she smiled at Alex and Jarrod who were following close behind. From the look on the guys’ faces they were totally thrilled.

The same silver haired butler stood at the entrance of a room that was infused with a pinkish glow. His grey eyes took in the four of them in one sweeping glance and he nodded, extending his hand for them to enter past him.

Sasha’s mouth fell open when she stepped into the room. It was a Roman orgy! Couples and threesomes, foursomes and more-somes, in various stages of undress were sprawled on low cushioned platforms doing every kind of sexual act known to man. A Cleopatra with a gold serpent holding her dark locks was reclined on a low sofa close to the door, her red robe parted.  A golden haired young woman wearing only iron wristbands was busy eating Cleopatra’s pussy while behind her a warrior in a Viking headdress was on his knees, pumping his shaft deep into the young blonde.

Alex stepped close behind Sasha and his words were soft and hot on her ear. “Holy fuck! This is crazy!” Sasha’s breath was ragged and a thrill jolted straight to her pussy turning to see the next set of players.

A woman was suspended on a sex swing, her legs held out by additional straps around her ankles as her partner slid his cock in and out of her pussy. As she was being fucked, she had her arms outstretched, stroking the cocks of two other men who were waiting their turn with her.

Sasha’s pussy became even fuller as she saw in real life her own fantasy of being gangbanged played out before her. 

At Cindy’s tap on her shoulder Sasha’s head spun to her friend. Cindy pointed to the other side of the room where a woman was perched, straddling what looked to be a pommel horse. She was naked except for two tasseled ruby clips on her nipples that swayed while her mouth was open and eyes closed in what had to be a giant orgasm.

“Ohmygod it’s a Sybian machine! C’mon!” Cindy raced across the room, stepping over two naked women who were tangled in a sixty-nine position on a bear skin rug.

Sasha could barely catch her breath walking by them, especially when the one platinum blonde head rose and Roz winked at her. Immediately she dipped again, resuming her ministrations to the other golden haired woman.

When they reached the machine, an attendant was removing a condom from a phallus in the centre of the saddle. He wiped the surface down and then turned to Cindy, holding her hand while her leg swung up and over the saddle. Her dress had opened wide at the long slit in the side, and she stood while a fresh condom was placed over the huge dildo. The attendant then applied a dab of lube for good measure.

Jarrod and Alex stepped to each side of Sasha watching Cindy. Slowly she lowered her body, taking the slippery dildo in a bit at a time. Her teeth bit softly down on her lower lip and she gasped a sigh, settling down so that her ass was on the saddle.

Sasha barely dared to breathe watching her friend. When the attendant turned a switch, Cindy gasped and her eyes opened wide.

“Holy fuck! I always wanted to try this...” Cindy looked down and nodded to the surgeon. He flipped another switch and the machine began to buck up and down. The front of Cindy’s dress drifted even farther down and her breasts fell out, jiggling with each movement of the machine.

It was like watching a soft bronco busting scene but knowing that Cindy was getting impaled with that thick length of rubber took Sasha’s breath away. Her clit tingled as she watched her friend’s pleasure.

Just as she decided to take the next turn after Cindy was through, a soft warm touch on her neck made her turn around. She looked into Josie’s slanted eyes and noticed Roz now standing next to her.

Josie looked past her and smiled up at Cindy who was now moaning with the intense pleasure of the machine. “Ride ‘em Cowgirl!” Her lips flicked over her lips and she stepped closer, rubbing the Pan’s phallus between the cheeks of Sasha’s ass. She leaned over and whispered something into Alex’s ear and his eyes grew wide above a slow smile.

Josie took Sasha’s hand in hers and then reached for Alex’s, leading them over to the other side of the room where the swing swayed, now empty. Sasha gazed at it for a moment, her eyes also feasting lasciviously over the various scenes of pleasure, bare breasts, thick slippery cocks, muscled tight asses...Oh God. This was so sinfully erotic.

Josie held the swing steady, while Alex lifted her up onto it. She watched Josie take her feet and place them through the loops of the straps and then secure them, while Alex slid the straps over her wrists.




He smiled. “I’m going to love being part of this.”

And, glancing down at his crotch, she could see he was absolutely telling the truth. He looked over at Josie, and nodded.

Sasha felt a thrill in her pussy when Josie’s fingers pulled the thin strip of her panties aside. The younger woman wore a faint smile on her lush dark lips, her eyes gazing into Sasha’s. At the touch of Josie’s finger on her clit, Sasha moaned rocking her hips against the pressure. It was crazy good, especially with all that had happened that night. She fell back, her long dark hair swaying long and loose.

Josie’s fingers parted her pussy before arching her hips, rubbing the thick rubber phallus against Sasha’s opening.

“Beg me.” It was a soft hiss from Josie’s lips before her tongue darted out curling into the corner.

Sasha moaned as Josie’s fingers teased her clit softly. The sight of lust and power in Josie’s eyes...feeling the tip of the dildo pressing into her...the painted body and small breasts...Sasha was close to screaming she wanted it so bad.

“Fuck me!” Her hips strained upward, pressing against the thick phallus until half of the pulpy knob was inside.

Beside her head, Alex had pulled his cock free, rolling the slick pre-cum over her cheek. His hand pumped softly while watching Josie arch forward.

“Ahhhh....” The sense of being stretched so wide with such fullness only made her want more. The dildo was obscene in its girth and length, yet she craved it with a passion that was ribald and dirty. This male/female creature knew exactly what she yearned for...her finger softly tormenting her hot bud while the humongous cock claimed every inch of her hungry cunt.

Her head turned and she opened her mouth, sliding it over Alex’s turgid knob, sucking and licking. Her world became centred on cock...being fucked in the mouth and cunt. She gave herself over to the intoxicating pleasure pulsing hot in her body...close to orgasm but just shy of it. As she slurped the cock in her mouth, she longed for this to never end.

Warm flesh brushed her fingers hanging loose below the straps and she turned to see. A man wearing a bull mask over his head pressed his dark cock into her palm while his other hand tugged the cup of her bra down and closed over her breast. A couple of other people in masks joined them at the swing, surrounding her, while their hands roamed freely over her body.

Rough palms caressed her belly as small soft fingers plied her thighs. She closed her eyes for a moment, lost in the rolling sensations across her skin. Her flesh was their plaything, and the cocks in her hands and mouth were her toys...

It was like her dream but the anonymity of the masks served to heighten her arousal. Nobody here really knows who anyone is! Fingers pressed into her ass cheeks, pulling them wide. She felt another phallus violate her asshole. She gasped at the burning sensation and jerked away but strong hands held her steady.

“Reeelaaaaxxxx... breeeeatheeee...” was whispered in her ear. The burning morphed into a pleasure she had never felt before as the dildo up her asshole began to vibrate with a deep thrum.

Josie was still between her legs fucking her with her phallus when another woman bent down and began to tongue her clit. She turned her head again, yawing her mouth open to have it filled with another cock.

She was completely filled! The sensation of being totally claimed was like nothing she’d ever felt before. “Oh yeah...take me!”

Her body crested the wave of pleasure, riding it as she thrashed against the hands and cocks on her body. Hot cum pulsed onto her lips and she opened her mouth wide, every cell in her body tingling with lust. Again, she strained upward at the wave of pleasure that filled her pussy spreading deep within her.

She looked up into Josie’s crimson face, the seeing her eyes wide with pleasure. Alex arched and his cum spread over her cheek while the final pulse of pleasure claimed Sasha. She gasped for breath while her heart beat a fast beat in her chest, every fibre and muscle trembling. Her eyes closed and she fell back, drained.

Alex’s hand slipped under her head, his fingers threading through her hair while he bent to kiss her, murmuring into her mouth. Sasha broke the kiss and gulped air and she blinked a few times as her heart became steadier, slowly resuming its normal beat. She felt the phallus and whatever was in her ass withdraw and she sighed.

“Fuck, that was incredible.” Alex’s words drifted into her ear before he rose.

She could see Josie’s profile turn to kiss Roz. Fingers worked at the straps on her ankles and wrists while Alex lifted her. Another woman in a Wonder Woman outfit stood waiting for her turn on the swing.

Sasha was limp, totally drained when Alex lifted her off the swing, carrying her to sit on a low bench. He took a glass of water from a waiter who was circulating quietly. Sasha gulped the cold liquid and smiled looking at Alex. They’d both shared an incredible experience that left them speechless.

When Cindy and Jarrod wandered over, Sasha blinked a few times watching them. Cindy looked as satiated as Sasha felt. Jarrod was grinning ear to ear when he sank down on the floor before them. The costumes were tussled, with no attempt to claim any super hero identity. 

Sasha watched the Wonder Woman lady being secured to the swing and she turned to Cindy. “You should try that. It’s amazing.”

Cindy shook her head. “I couldn’t think of doing that.” She giggled and her hand skimmed over Sasha’s shoulder. “At least for another hour at least. That Sybian machine and Roz...” She blew a gush of air through pursed lips. She sank down on the floor next to Jarrod. “You didn’t mind it too much either.”

Jarrod’s eyes were bright. “Are you kidding? It was wild...I don’t think I’ll come again for a month!”

Sasha’s hand ruffled Jarrod’s hair. “A month? I don’t think so. We know you too well, Jarrod.”

Sasha looked over at the doorway where a few other people in costumes were about to enter. “Maybe we should leave.” She grinned over at Alex. “If I can walk that is. This was incredible, but I’m ready to go. I’m totally bushed.” Whatever had been in the drink was wearing off, leaving her completely spent.

Cindy reached for her hand and helped her rise. “So, the Halloween bash was a hit, I take it.” She smiled and turned to Jarrod when he also stood up. “I think they’re planning a Valentine’s bash.”

Alex put his arm around Sasha and he smiled down at her. “We’ll be coming, that’s for sure.”




“Ha! Coming! In more ways than one!” Sash laughed and took his hand, already making for the door. She turned and grinned, taking in all three of them. “I think we’re going to take part in more of these ...?” She smiled at Cindy. “What did you call it? You had some name for all of this between the four of us....”

Cindy grinned. “Sexcapades. Yeah. That’s what we’re up to and this party! It totally is the definition of that....Sexcapades.”

The End

Author’s Note




Who really knows how it happens? The right time, the right place, the right mood all align the right way… and memories happen that can last a lifetime. A similar event as how this book opens happened to me and my Dear Husband, Spike. The major difference is that we were on vacation in the Caribbean. On our first day at the resort we met a couple from Oregon who were leaving the next day. The four of us hit it off tremendously. At the disco, the wife (who will remain nameless!) let it slip they were in the Lifestyle. Needless to say, we left the club early.

We’ve not seen nor heard from them again; so our encounter was that much more special, you know?

That encounter was my jumping off point for this story. I hope you enjoyed it, and if you did, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews not only help authors like me find new readers, but your honest opinion will help other readers discover new works.


SULTRY SWINGERS

A Steamy And Filthy Tale
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Jason

The blaring of the alarm clock yanked me from my warm cocoon of sleep. My arm shot out and stabbed the snooze button.

“Let’s call in sick. I don’t wanna get up.” Grace rolled over, snuggling her chin into my neck, and her leg shifted to cover mine. Her hand drifted from my chest down over my stomach and lower...

Warm tremors of desire and lust flooded through me. “Mmm...” I smiled and turned to kiss her forehead. “I know what you want. Even after last night, and you still want more.”

Her fingertip teased in the slit, glazing the knob of my dick with slipperiness. “Hey. It’s not just me who’s been fired up these past few days.” Her lips pressed into me, sucking my neck and ending with a gentle nip of her teeth.

I rolled onto my side and kissed her lips. She was warm and soft in my arms, the floral scent of her hair infusing my nostrils. “I know. Except it’s been more like a week than a few days. But it’s always like that before we go to the club—fucking like minks.”

I pulled my hand back and closed it over her breast. The button tip of her nipple slid between my fingers, and I scraped my thumbnail over the pebbly surface. Oh yeah, she wanted this as much as me. The satin smoothness of her skin brushed against my palm as I lowered my hand over the curve of her waist and then down to the hot moistness between her legs.

Oh God. She was driving me nuts with her hand, pulling on my shaft, twisting her wrist with each upward stroke. My hips rocked back and forth and my fingers parted the folds of her pussy. She gasped when my finger stroked her clit, softly teasing the underside. Yeah, she was already wet; and ready as a cat in heat.

My eyes opened wide when her hand left my cock and pushed my shoulder forcing me to lie on my back. She sat up and threw the covers away, turning in one fluid motion to straddle my hips. Her fiery mane of hair fell forward over her shoulders as she gazed at me, with eyes heavy lidded and lips parted. Wanton desire exuded in the soft features of her face and breath, hesitant and raspy.

Oh fuck she was hot; gorgeous tits jiggling a little as she rose to her knees, fingers once more curling around my shaft, sliding the thick knob through her pussy lips. Much as I wanted to jerk my hips up to impale her, it was too erotic watching this. My cock looked huge and thick nestled between the slick darkness of pussy lips, her hips lowering and then rising to slide it slowly in the hot furrow.

For just a moment, I pictured her on top of another guy. It was his dick she was adoring with her pussy, taunting and teasing him, so close to her opening. His cock, she begged to be fucked with. Another man fucking my wife. “Ride it baby.” The slight rise of her belly, filled with another guy’s cock.

I grabbed her hips, my fingers digging in, pulling her onto me. “Oh...fuck it.” Tight, hotness gripped my cock, the cheeks of her ass like a quick kiss on my balls before she rose again. She rose slowly and fell once more onto me, enfolding my cock deep in her hot wetness.

This time she rotated her hips in a slow, sensuous circle, pulling my shaft while her eyes closed. I touched her clit, vibrating the firm nub with my finger.

“Oh yeah, Keep doing that... Don’t stop…” She breathed the words and rose again, quicker now, riding my cock, her breasts now bouncing heavily.

My hips jerked up and down in tandem with her, the lust in my cock threatening to erupt. “That’s it baby ride him harder.”

Her lips were soft, her breath now a pant as she bucked on top of me. The sight of my cock pounding hard into her was too much. “OH FUCK! I’M COMING” The first jolt of lust spurted, pulsed hard from my shaft. A second, burst forth as my fingers clutched at her, pulling her hard on to me. My body locked, legs trembling as lust spilled from every cell in my body.

My cock became white hot metal, her flesh squeezing and pulling as her own orgasm flooded over me wetly. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she yelped, each word punctuated with a jerk of her hips, increasing  the pleasure spilling out of my rod.

With each pulse of jizz I snarled back, “Ride him, baby! Fuck him Grace! Fuck him!”

Emptied, I moaned “Oh God” as I sank back onto the pillow, and panted, my heart pounding, racing in my chest.

She slumped forward, her arms brushing each side of my head, our foreheads touching. “Oh fuck, Jason. That was so good.”

I held her and stroked the satiny skin on her back. “Fucking A.” I smiled and tilted my chin up to kiss her lips. “I can’t wait until Saturday night. Just you and me and a hundred sexy people.”

Her hips moved and I could feel my cock slipping out, dribbling our passion over my pelvis. She whispered in my ear. “Jason?”

My head pulled to the side and I lifted the lock of hair from her cheek. “Hmmm?”

She smiled and rolled off of me, once more snuggling into my body, her fingers threading through the hair on my chest. “When you came...you said fuck him? I’ve never heard you call your dick, him. It’s usually ‘it’. What was that all about? You’re changing it from an object to a persona?” She laughed and looked up into my eyes.

My chest tightened and the breath inside stilled for a moment. It would be easy to go along with the silly explanation, calling it a ‘him’ but I hesitated. Maybe it was time to tell her, especially now that we had gone to the couples club already; the outing coming up was a return trip…

“Actually, sometimes I think about you fucking another guy while I watch. When you’re on top, looking so hot and sexy...well.” My hand cupped her cheek. “I think a lot of guys fantasize that.” I was watching her face carefully. “Does that upset you?”

She pulled back and her eyes narrowed, looking past me.

What was she thinking? Was she angry? Weirded out? The muscles in my neck tightened watching her.

“No. I’m not upset. Surprised maybe, but not upset.” She snuggled into me once more and I let out the breath that had hitched in my throat.

My arm rose and I pulled her close, my hand skimming absently over her back. “Look it’s just a fantasy. Probably because we’ve already gone to the club. The last time, when you were dancing in that skimpy dress, I saw lots of guys and women checking you out. I liked it.”

“Yeah. I noticed that as well. It was the first time a woman gave me the once over in a club.” She made an odd purse of her lips. “It was… so blatantly sexual. It was funny because...” she turned her head and nibbled the bottom of her lip for a second. Then with a sharp sort of nod, she said, “Okay, frankly, I liked it. I’ve been given the once over by guys forever… but it was different when it was coming from a woman.” She tilted her head and looked at me from the corner of her eye. “Remember that pretty brunette in the red dress?”

Uh oh… I looked up at the ceiling stalling for time. This was a minefield I was about to step into. “I think so.”

If my nose wasn’t growing with that lie, my dick sure was, even after coming like thunder. I had noticed the couple, both of them devouring Grace with their eyes. She’d been petite, every curve highlighted in her own short, form fitting dress. The guy was tall and dark haired like me, but a few years younger and more athletic looking. Actually when I pictured a guy with Grace, he was who I had in mind.

Which of course would naturally lead to me fucking his wife. Not that I’d mind but really, it was more watching Grace get her cookies off with him while I watched, that got me hot. And that’s the truth; even though I have a hard time believing it myself!

I tried to be oh so casual about it all when I replied, “So you liked her checking your body out? I wonder if they’ll be there on Saturday?” So far, we’d never played with other people, only watched what was happening and then fucked each other blind in an area that had more privacy. Some of the beds had drapes you could pull around them if you wanted, and those were the ones we used. A lot of other beds were just out in the open too—to each their own I guess.

So every time we ever went to the club, we’d pull the curtains and jump each other like a couple of horny teenagers. It had always been just the two of us. Was that about to change, this time? I held my breath as I waited for her reply.

She was looking in my eyes and chewing her lower lip, gauging her reply when her eyes flew open wide. “Shit!” she said, sitting up quickly.

“What’s wrong?”




She threw back the covers and swung her legs over the side of the bed. “Oh no! I forgot I have that meeting about the new claims system at ten! I can’t call in sick! I’m presenting the section on prescription drugs!”

She stood up and glanced at the clock. “I’ve only got half an hour to shower and get out the door. I’m going to be late!” She scampered across the floor, treating me to the sight of her curvy butt cheeks doing a small jiggle. Just as she was going through the bathroom door, she said over her shoulder, “Besides which, I’m meeting Chloe for lunch.”

It was no wonder that the couple at the club had been checking her out. Even though she was in her mid-thirties, she had the body of a cheerleader, lots of curves, all firm from the time spent at the gym.

That damned claims meeting. Who would schedule an important meeting on the Friday before a long weekend? If not for that I would have loved to linger in bed, talking about her interest in the lady at the club. Oh well. I sat up and then slid off the bed, my nose twitching, mouth watering for the coffee brewing in the kitchen.

We’d talk about this later. Maybe make it an early night… well, head to bed early, that is!


Chapter 2
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Grace

Thank God the meeting was over. The rest of the day would drag though, doing all the statistics on service times the suits always loved to hear about. I glanced at my watch as I sat waiting in my car for Chloe. Ten minutes after twelve. Something must have come up or she’d be here. I reached for my cell phone and was about to send her a text when the door to her office building opened and she appeared.

Her hand rose, waving to me and her face beamed in a wide smile. I started the car still watching her scamper down the wide, granite steps, a flash of tanned thigh under a green pencil skirt. Her boobs, straining the buttons of her white blouse, bounced a little as she raced across the sidewalk and opened the car door.

“Sorry Grace.” Golden locks of hair, brushed her shoulder as she lowered her body into the seat. “There was a phone call from some long winded woman. You know how it is with some customers. They love the sound of their own voice.”

“That’s okay. After the morning I put in, I deserve a long lunch.” I set the cell phone into the console and glanced in the rear view mirror before steering the car onto the street. “Do you mind if I pop into the drug store before we eat? I need to pick up Jason’s prescription. I won’t be long.”

“Sure. No problem. Is anything wrong with Jason. He isn’t sick is he?” She turned to face me, her big blue eyes filled with concern.

I stifled the chuckle that threatened to erupt from my mouth. No nothing wrong, aside from the fact that I was wearing him out with sex. It’d been just shits and giggles, his idea to try Viagra. But I wasn’t telling HER that.

“No. He’s fine. Sometimes his back acts up and he needs some pills to help him sleep.” A car pulled away from the sidewalk in front of the drugstore. It was parcel pick-up but I wouldn’t be long and besides, Chloe would be in the car if it had to be moved. I pulled in and grabbed my purse, letting the car idle. “Be back in a flash.”

I scurried into the store and up the aisle to the pharmacy. After giving my name, the clerk handed me the parcel and rang in the amount owing on the cash. Exactly five minutes later I was back in the car.

Chloe gave me a small smile and looked at the people walking fast on the sidewalk, probably hurrying their lunch hour. “That was fast.”

Once more I eased out onto the street and grinned at her. “Told you. The usual or do you feel like something different for lunch?” When she didn’t answer right away, I glanced over at her. “Chloe?”

She seemed to startle and her gaze brushed by me. “Uh? Sorry. Yes, the usual is fine.” She looked down at her hands and her face seemed tight, lips drawn together.

What was up with her? Normally she was a chatterbox, asking me for all the latest gossip at work. “Are you okay, Chloe?”

Her head and she forced a smile. “I’m fine. Hey, it’s the long weekend coming up. Who wouldn’t be?”

I reached over and patted her leg. “For sure. And the forecast is great. Just four hours at the sweat shop and then freedom.” The little strip mall was just ahead. I turned into the parking lot and found a spot right in front of the small Greek restaurant.

As we walked in, Chloe turned to me. “So, any plans for the weekend.” The corners of her lips twitched in a smile and her eyes twinkled.

That was a relief, She was more like the normal Chloe. I slipped into the leather seat on the high booth and leaned forward, my hands tapping the table top. Oh boy! Did we have plans. She’d shit if she knew. “Not much. Definitely soaking up some sun next to the pool.”

“Oh.” She grinned, looking into my eyes. “You know, it’d be nice for us to do something together this weekend. Maybe you and Jason can come over for dinner on Saturday or we can go out for dinner. I think it’s about time our husbands met. I think they’d like each other.”

The smile fell from my face and I turned when the waitress appeared at our table. Saturday? There was no way. Jason and I would be at the club. “We’ll have two glasses of Sauvignon blanc to start.” I smiled at the waitress and took the menus from her hand. I looked across the table at Chloe, who was watching me closely.

“Saturday’s out. I do want us all to get together though. How about you guys come over on Sunday? We’ll have lunch and lounge around the pool.” Actually, why hadn’t I thought of this before? It was high time we hung out as couples. And I’d kept Saturday night off the table.

The waitress returned with the wine and set them before us. Chloe picked up her glass and held it before her, looking down at the table for a moment. “That would be great. We’d love that. But...”

“But what? Seriously. The forecast is for high eighties. Can you think of anywhere better to be?” I picked up the glass and took a long sip, eyeing her over the rim. What the heck?

She set the glass down and looked to the side before answering. “It’s just that it’s been so long since Ethan and I went out or entertained. I haven’t danced since my cousin’s wedding last October. That’s what? Nine months ago? Why don’t we do that? Get the guys to check out some clubs with us? Kick up our heels?”

My eyes widened as she spoke. Why was she still talking about Saturday? I’d said it was out. “Maybe some other weekend. But we’ve got plans on Saturday.”

I signaled to the waitress that we were ready to order. Why we ever took the menus was a question, when we always ended up ordering the same thing— souvlaki for me and moussaka for Chloe. When she came over I gave the order and then turned back to Chloe.

She looked thoughtful for a moment and then she spoke. “What are you doing Saturday?” There was a small smile on her lips and she looked directly into my eyes. 

I looked down at the glass of wine, twirling the stem in my fingers slowly. “We’re actually going out of town for the evening.” That past was true. The club was fifty miles away in Black Rapids.

She leaned forward and grinned. “On the holiday weekend? Traffic’s going to be insane! What’s out of town that’s so special?”

Oh my God. She was like a dog with a bone on this. My mouth pulled to the side and my voice was low. “It’s Jason’s Aunt Edna. She’s sick and we’re spelling off his cousins, visiting her to give them a break.” I looked over at her and grinned. “Now about Sunday...how about you come over at two. That way you can sleep in and take your time.”

The waitress had set Chloe’s gyros down in front of her as I spoke, catching her attention for a moment. Thank goodness. Now we’d get off the subject of Saturday night. I’m not a great liar at the best of times but today her besieging the Saturday subject had me a bit rattled.

She placed her napkin in her lap and leaned forward grinning at me. “I’m starving. Is there anything you want me to bring on Sunday? Of course we’ll bring wine and beer, but anything else?” She picked up her knife and fork, and began to slice into her lunch.

I took a sip of wine before answering. After the morning I’d had, skipping breakfast, the alcohol melted into my muscles in a warm fuzzy way. Maybe I’d have a second glass. “Just bring yourselves. I can’t wait to meet Ethan. I feel like I already know him.”

My eyes drifted from Chloe’s mouth down the smoothness of her neck, to the small line of cleavage between her full breasts. What kind of bathing suit would she wear—a one piece or bikini? Was it the wine, or the excitement this morning, talking in bed with Jason? Actually revealing that I’d liked being hit on by that woman in the red dress?

Whatever. I’d always thought Chloe was pretty, with the curvy, petite body, now I saw her with fresh eyes. More the way a man would look at a woman, sizing her up, undressing her in his mind and wondering…

She reached across the table and patted my hand. “I know. Same here with Jason. From all you’ve told me about him, he sounds like he’d be a blast to hang with. The life of the party.” Her eyes dropped and she pulled her hand back to toy with her food. “Too bad about his aunt.”

My gut tightened and my gaze dropped to my plate, avoiding hers. I nodded and took a bite of the pork. I really hated lying to her.

***

An hour later, I dropped her off at her office and headed back to work. I sat in the car for a moment, refreshing my lipstick and getting a breath mint from my purse. Even though I was glad for Chloe that she’d landed a job at Griffiths, I missed working with her. Getting together for lunch a couple times a week wasn’t enough. She was right— and the four of us should start doing more things together. That would be fun.

I was about to open the door when the paisley case of my cell phone, resting in the console caught my eye. Shit, I’d left it there all through lunch. I picked it up and pushed the button to see if there were any texts or calls I’d missed.

The screen lit up and a text message from the O Zone Club popped onto the screen. They’d sent it a little over an hour ago.

“We’re really looking forward to a sexy night at the club! No need to take in fireworks in the park! There will be plenty shooting off here on the dance floor and in the playrooms! See you Saturday!”

There was a tug low in my stomach and I grinned, picturing the Couples Club. Not that they had to send out a reminder to the people who’d already booked, like us, but it was probably good business. I slipped the phone into my purse and opened the car door.

It wasn’t until I was in the elevator going up to the fourth floor, thinking about the lunch with Chloe, that it hit me. Oh no. I’d left the phone in the car when I went into the drug store. Had it buzzed then and she’d read the message from the club? I fished it out and looked at the message once more.

Sent at twelve twenty p.m. Were we at the restaurant then or the drug store? Oh my God. It could have been either place. She’d been late leaving work...exactly how late? Oh my God.

It sure explained the questions at lunch about Saturday night. My face was hot as I rushed back to my desk. I’d have to play dumb and watch her closely, to see if she’d read it. No way was I going to volunteer that info. I’d know on Sunday when they came over to the house.


Chapter 3
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Chloe

The afternoon dragged along. It had been quiet. Guess not a lot of people were thinking about insurance on the Friday before the July 4th weekend. I knew I sure as heck wasn’t thinking about it.

I’d been biting my nails, wondering about that text message on Grace’s phone. A reminder about a sexy Saturday night? And she’d lied through her teeth every time I’d brought it up. Something was up and she’d looked so guilty.

When Margaret left the office early, I’d pulled up the website for the O Zone. OH MY GOD! It was a sex club! A Swinger’s club for couples! Jason and Grace were swingers? Oh my God. I couldn’t wait to tell Ethan! Oh shit! Grace had asked us to their place on Sunday! Did she have more than swimming in mind? Maybe swinging was more like it. Oh my.

I clicked through various pages of the website, glad that it wasn’t busy and I was alone and able to do this. Holy cow! The photos of the women on the dance floor left little to the imagination. And then there were the pics of the play rooms—king sized beds, some kind of like bunk beds, others with a wicked looking ‘S’ curve and then there was that machine! Oh my. It was kind of like a saddle but the horn was a huge rubber cock. Had Grace ever tried that?

There was a tingling in my pussy as I skimmed through the sexy pictures. I glanced up at the clock. Thirty minutes until I could lock the door and go home. I squirmed in my chair and squeezed my legs tight together. There was another warm jolt of pleasure between my legs.

I flipped back to the photo of the machine, trying to gauge how big that dildo actually was. Fuck it looked huge. A flash of Grace squatting on it flooded my mind—long ivory legs parted, the huge thick dildo invading her cunt while her lips and closed eyes showed how turned on she was. I could feel the tingling in my clit grow hotter and definitely wetter. I read the caption on the pic and learned it was called a ‘Sybian’ machine.

It was time to cool down a little. What if a customer came in, wanting to file a claim or something? Even though the air conditioning was set at a frosty sixty degrees for menopausal Margaret, a trickle of sweat rolled down my neck. I grabbed a tissue and dabbed my face and neck. Next, I clicked off the site and back to our company’s home page.

I glanced at the door and then clicked back to the swinger site. I wouldn’t look at photos but maybe reading a bit would calm me down. Besides which, I had to know more about this. How had Grace and Jason found it? Joined this club? And what was with these playrooms? Did everyone have to have sex with each other? Was that a given when you walked through the door?

I read for the next twenty minutes, managing to calm down just a bit. Still, when I glanced at the clock and it showed five, I quickly shut down my computer, turned off the lights and locked up. I couldn’t wait to get home and see Ethan. I’d jump his bones the minute he walked through the door.




It was only a ten minute walk to our apartment and the day was warm. The swinger site had made it clear that people from all walks of life were part of this lifestyle. That was a new term—lifestyle. As I passed other people on the sidewalk, I took more than a passing glance at them. What about that guy in the sports coat, sauntering along beside the woman in the short tight dress? Were they swingers? The next one, a raven haired beauty in the low spandex top and skimpy jogging shorts, probably was. What was with the small smile she gave me when we passed each other?

Scantily clad mannequins in the window of a lingerie store caught my eye. I paused, looking at the lacy bra and G string panties on one of them. The other sported a garter belt with black stockings and a black bra. I’d never been in the store but had always wanted to. I pulled the heavy glass door open and went inside.

The aroma of spicy candles and perfume filled my nose as I wandered over to the display of corsets. Most were black but there were a few fiery red ones. Fiery red like Grace’s hair. Did she wear a corset at that club? They were pretty sexy.

“May I help you find something?”

I spun around to see a sales woman with dark eyes and bright red lipstick, smiling at me. For a moment my mind went blank noticing the low cut blouse and clinging black skirt. With a body and face like that she could easily model the corsets and they’d sell like hotcakes. “I’m looking for some sexy lingerie to surprise my husband.”

The sales lady placed her fingers on my shoulders and smiled wider still. “How about something in red? That’ll catch his eye and other things. Plus red is your color. You’re a summer type—blonde hair, blue eyes with a hint of a tan. Yes. Come this way.”

‘Come this way?’ Fuck, I’d pick any way to come right about then. Do you have a Simeon machine? I thought to myself as I followed her, watching her hips gyrate.

We stopped at a rack of bras and panties.

“You’ll want to start with the right foundation. Were you thinking of a negligee as well?” She pulled a bra from the rack and then her eyes dropped to my chest. “Thirty-four D?”

I nodded, noting the low lacy cup of the bra. Normally my girls need a little more support and fabric to hold them up but the idea here wasn’t to hold them all that long.

“Would you like to try it on for size? Some companies vary in what the label actually reads. I could help you determine if it’s the right fit.” She smiled at me and once more her gaze dropped to my chest.

I grew hotter still and my voice was a squeak when I spoke. “No. I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’ll take it and the matching panties.”

Her gaze dropped to my hips and she leaned to the side checking out my ass. “High cut, bikini or G string? A G string would be effective. You’ve got kind of what I call a bubble butt, high with a well defined bum.”

I swallowed and looked at her wide eyed. A bubble butt? Me? Sure I knew the term, but never thought it applied to my ass. There was a mirror on the wall beside me, and I glanced over to it. Yes, I DO have a bubble butt! Nodding to the saleswoman, I said, “I’ll take the G string. I think it’ll really surprise him.”

She smiled, took the panties, a strip of lace really, from the hanger and led the way to the cash register. “You’re sure this is all you’d like today?” Did I hear her correctly? She blinked her eyes slowly and my pussy tingled. What the hell was going on with me?

I gave my head a mental shake. Now there was a thrill tingling in my clit as I pictured Ethan’s face when he saw me in that outfit. He’d give me the ‘all I’d like today’, for sure.

As she folded the items and placed them in tissue paper, she glanced up at me. “We’ve just received a line of swim suits. If your hubby likes this, he’ll love the bikini. We’ve got some in this exact shade of red. No lace just lycra, but they’re pretty sexy.”

I sighed. I really shouldn’t. We’re really close and tight budgeted, saving for a home, but... We’d be at Grace and Jason’s house on Sunday. What kind of bathing suits do swingers wear? Probably not much. For sure Grace would be in a bikini. My bathing suit was a one piece Speedo, built for comfort and coverage when you’re swimming. I’d be dowdy next to her.

“I’ll take a bikini as well. In for a dime, in for a dollar I guess...” The thought of being at Grace and Jason’s, flaunting my body in a bikini caused my brain and other areas to fry. If it was just hormones deciding the purchase of a bikini, Ethan would let me know. Maybe I’d only ever wear it with him around but it was worth the money, even so.

I waited silently for a few minutes for her to return with the bikini. My pussy was wet and aching to get home to Ethan. My mouth fell open as I realized that just reading about the swinger club, knowing Grace and Jason would be there was making me horny. Is that why they went? If just thinking about it got me this warm, what was it like for them waiting to go? Was it to rev up their sex life? After fourteen years of marriage, they probably needed a little spice. Fuck! After seven years of marriage, even we could use a dash of naughty.

I paid for the bikini and lingerie and raced out the door. I would beat him home if it killed me. Ready and waiting in my sexy lingerie.


Chapter 4
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Ethan

I trudged up the wooden stairs and took the apartment keys from the pocket of my jeans. God, it had been a hot one out there. A cold beer or five would hit the spot. It would be great if Chloe was home and had the AC cranked up. When we are able to buy a house, it’s got to have central air.

When I stepped inside cool perfumed air drifted onto me. The AC was good but what was with the perfume? That was something she normally only wore when...I grinned and set my lunch box on the hall table. “Chloe?”

“In here.” Her voice called out from the kitchen.

When I stepped inside, my eyes almost popped out of my head. Holy fuck! She was wearing a red bra that her boobs overflowed and the panties were only a triangle covering her pussy. Taking small steps in a set of high heels, her hips swayed from side to side, her hand extended holding an icy beer out to me. By the time she reached me my cock was already stiffening.

I grasped the bottle and took a long swig, nearly choking when her hand cupped my crotch. Wow. Normally I initiate sex and normally it’s in the bedroom. “Someone’s pretty horny. I like the bra and panties.”

She stepped back and swirled in a slow circle, before facing me with a soft smile. The panties did nothing to cover the cheeks of her ass, which was waaay okay with me. She had the nicest ass that I’d ever seen on a woman.

Gripping her own bottle of beer she skimmed it across her chest, taking care to rest it for a moment between her breasts. I reached for her breast and tugged at the lacy fabric, pulling it down to expose her nipple. Oh yeah. It was all pebbly and firm, the dark button top protruding a little. I had the feeling that the cold of the beer bottle had nothing to do with how erect her nipples were.

Her hand once more went to my crotch and she pulled at the zipper.

My cock swelled even harder and I could feel the drop of pre cum oozing from the end. “You don’t want to do that, Chloe. I need a shower. Bad. But hold that thought, will you?”

Her blue eyes twinkled and the tip of her tongue skimmed over her lower lip. She pressed closer, and her tongue brushed the spot under my jaw. “I like it down and dirty.” Once more she tugged at the zipper.

It was all I could do to keep from tearing the string of panties off and throw her onto the kitchen table and fuck her blind. But since she was initiating this, I’d let her play it her way.

Her fingers slid into the opening of my jeans and curled around my shaft. “Oh yeah, that’s the way to greet your man,” I said, my voice low. I took another long sip of beer and set the bottle down on the counter. “I like the sexy look. How many of these beers did you have before I got home?”

“Just one, while I slipped into the bra and panties.” Her eyes were sultry looking into mine.

There was a small jerk of her hand before my cock popped out of my jeans, hanging heavy in her palm. The tip of her finger played in the slit, teasing more juice from me, and then rose to her lips and tongue. Oh fuck. She was always sexy and hot but she was pulling out all the stops with that move.

Her voice was a purr when she spoke. “I haven’t showered either. I’m a dirty girl. You like dirty girls don’t you?”

My eyes shut for a moment and I sucked in a long breath. “Oh fuck, Chloe. Yeah.” Her hand went back to rubbing my shaft, twisting her wrist as she pulled softly on my meat, just the way I loved it. My fingers threaded through her hair and I pulled her mouth to mine, my tongue rolling against hers. Enough teasing. The way she was acting, she wanted to be fucked and rode hard.

I un-hooked her bra and tore it from her shoulders and down her arms. Even my big carpenter’s hands, her tits overflowed them. I pinched the tip of her nipple between my fingers, and was rewarded with a soft moan from her throat. She was soft, lush and aching for more.

My hand skimmed down the satin of her belly and lower to push the lacy straps of the panties off. My fingers slipped through her slippery furrow. Oh God she was so wet and willing. Her weight shifted from side to side, stepping out of the panties as I finger fucked her. Holy fuck, her hole was hot and tight and the nub of her clit swollen. From the sounds of her soft whimpers of lust, she was as ready to come as me.

I gripped her waist, lifting her up and setting her on the table. Her legs parted and I stepped between them, my cock drizzling over her thigh. She settled back on the table, balancing her upper body on a bent arm, while the other hand reached for my cock. It was a sexy sight, watching my wife’s passion, legs spread opening her lower lips, the longing in her softly slitted eyes.

“Yeah, that’s my dirty girl.” She held my cock in her fist, the thick knob protruding, aiming it at her cunt. As she pulled me up inside her I felt the white hot of her tight walls gripping and clinging my shaft.

She tilted her head back and let out an “Ahhh...” as I filled her.

The soft whimper of her voice and her eyes tightly closed inflamed something deep inside. Immediately, I pounded into her, claiming her with cock. Her breasts, heavy and full, rocked up and down on her chest as I thrust deep again.

She sucked in a deep breath through her teeth and her hand shot to her clit, teasing the burgundy nub quickly with her fingertip. “Oh yeah! Fuck me! Fuck me hard...” Her hips rocked up and down, meeting each thrust with a hard reciprocating jerk.

Oh God. It was close. Her cunt sucked on my shaft each time I drew. I pushed deeper, driving her higher on the table with my cock.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah, that’s it! That’s it!” Her words were mumbled through parted lips. She had her head pitched forward, watching me impale her, straining to envelop me even deeper.

I had never seen her so… so damn cock hungry!

“You cock hungry cunt!” I grunted. “You need this meat, don’t ya?”

“Yesss!” she snarled back. Her hand went to my waist pulling me in. She lifted her head and looked in my eyes. “You like me cock hungry, don’t you?”

“Hell yeah!”

She dropped her head back down, pulsing her hips as she watched us. “Good! Give it to me!”

Christ she was hot! Shit she was sexy! I couldn’t hold back at all! “Oh fuck! I’m coming!” I drove my cock into her, fast and hard...I could feel my cock pulsing, shooting my cum deep, pushing into her flesh. A last final spurt of hot ecstasy, holding hard into her flesh, while my legs strained and trembled. We hung onto each other as we spasmed in ecstasy, shivering through the pleasure.

She rolled her head back from my shoulders. Her eyes opened and there was a soft smile on her lips. “Oh yeah, that was good.”

“For sure. Fuck. What got you so fired up? I love it! Whatever it is, keep doing it. You’re a sex kitten today.” I leaned over and kissed her lips.

At the sharp nip of her teeth on my lower lip I jerked back. “What—”

“A love bite.” She grinned and kissed me again. “Wait till I tell you about lunch with Grace.” Her hands pushed on my chest and she sat up. She edged forward off the table, and reached for a paper towel. As she dried the combination of our lust from between her legs she chuckled. “You won’t believe it.”

I tucked myself back into my pants and picked up the bra and panties laying in a red heap on the floor and passed them to her. “Try me. After a welcome home like that, it’s got to be good.” I walked over to the fridge and got two more icy bottles of beer for us.

I watched her slide the panties on and then helped her with the clasp of the bra. She pulled my hand leading me into the bedroom. God. It’d be good to get out of the sweaty clothes and into a pair of shorts. She sat on the bed and leaned back against the headboard watching me peel the T shirt off.

“Well, first of all, she asked us to their place on Sunday to have lunch and swim in the pool.” The grin on her face shone and her eyes twinkled.

“It’s supposed to be hot as hell all weekend. That might be nice.” I tossed the shirt into the hamper and my fingers tugged at my belt buckle. “And?”

She leaned forward and her eyes were wide, while a big grin spread her lips. “THEY’RE SWINGERS!”

My breath hitched in my throat and hands froze on the leather belt. “What? What do you mean they’re swingers? Is this what the party is all about? They invited us over to have wild monkey sex with them? I’ve never met them let alone—”

“No! That’s not it.” She rose to her knees, sliding closer to me. “I only found out when Grace left her phone in the car. The swinger club sent a text reminding them about Saturday night.”

I continued undoing my pants and pushing them off. “How do you know it was a swinger club? And should you be reading her texts? I tried to keep my voice casual but I was dying to find out more. Chloe actually was friends with a swinger? And I’d be meeting them Sunday? What the hell? Sunday just got more interesting.

“The message was all sexy, talking about playrooms and stuff. But just to make sure, I checked it out when I got back to the office. No one was around, don’t worry.” She rose from the bed. “I’ll show you.”

With that she raced from the room, her boobs and ass jiggling with each step. My cock noticed too. Or maybe it was the prospect of meeting this swinger couple that had its attention. I tossed the pants and socks into the hamper and sat on the side of the bed.

When she returned she held her laptop in front of her and sat beside me. She let out a short laugh. “I tried wheedling it out of her at lunch. Asking her about her plans for Saturday night. She’s not a very good liar.”

I nudged her with my shoulder. “What? You thought she’d just come right out and tell you? That’s pretty private stuff, Chloe.”

She turned and scowled up at me. “You don’t want to know any more about this?”

My stomach fell and I shook my head watching her. “I didn’t say that. Look, I need to take a shower. Why don’t you order a pizza and then we’ll check out that website together?” I leaned over and nuzzled her neck. “You were sure horny after reading about it Who knows? It might start something up...”

Her fingers threaded through my hair and she purred into my ear. “I was hoping it would.”
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Jason

You asked them over on Sunday?” I peered into Grace’s eyes as she swam towards me. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to meet Chloe and her husband. Hell, Grace liked her so much that it was high time I met her. But Sunday? There was always an aftermath of hot sex after going to the club. I would have preferred Sunday for just us.

She paused and then stood to her feet, holding her head to the side while she wrung water from her curly red locks. “Yeah. Well, it was kind of spur of the moment. Sorry, I should have checked with you first I guess. But that’s not all...”

I handed her the goblet of wine. “What else?” My gaze drifted down over her naked breasts. That was another thing. If Chloe and her husband came over, we’d have to put bathing suits on. Since the privacy fence went up we’d gotten pretty used to lounging around in the nude. Especially on hot day.

She took a sip of wine and then her face became serious, almost a look of worry in her eyes. “I’m not certain, but she may know we’re going to the swinger club on Saturday.”

“WHAT?” My eyes were wide staring at her. Her gaze dropped and she sucked her lower lip in, biting it softly. “How could she know that? You thought she knew and you still invited her over on Sunday? What were you thinking? Or...” A smile twitched in the corners of my lips.

“No! It’s not that. We’re friends. Although she IS pretty attractive.” She took a deep breath and continued. “It’s all your fault, anyway.”

“WHAT?” I was beginning to sound like a parrot, repeating myself. Either that or I needed a hearing aide. “How could it be my fault?”

She strolled up the steps of the pool, the water glistening on her golden body. There was definitely something to be said for an all over tan. “It was you and that damned Viagra. If I hadn’t stopped to get your prescription, she would never know.” 

I handed her a towel and followed her to the lounge chair. “Sorry. I fail to see how that has anything to do with her finding out. Besides which, you were totally on side with playing with Viagra.”

“I know. I think it’ll be fun.” She looked over at me and sighed. “It’s my fault. I left my cell phone in the car and she may have seen the text from the O Zone.”

“Oh.” I smiled and reached for her hand. “But maybe she didn’t. Look, what’s done is done. They come over and we just act normal. Even if she saw it, I’m not sure she’d want to admit that. Reading someone’s text messages is kind of nosy, don’t you think?”

Grace laughed and shook her head from side to side. “Hmm? What’s worse, being accused of being nosy or going to s swinger club? I’m not sure.”

I got up and shoved her legs to the side to sit down beside her. “Our sex life is nobody’s business but ours. If she knows and it affects your friendship, then she wasn’t much of a friend.”

My fingers inched up her thigh and into the damp warmth between her legs. She shifted her leg to give my hand better access.

“We never finished our conversation this morning. Remember? We were talking about the woman at the club, hitting on you.” My finger found the swollen nub in the slickness of her pussy and stroked it softly.

“Ahhh...that’s nice.” Her eyes closed and she shifted lower on the chair, spreading her legs even wider.

Her naked body, unfolding like the petals of a flower, the pleasure on her face, in her parted lips was an erotic and beautiful sight. I could feel my cock getting thicker watching her. But we had all night for this—slow and sensual sex.

I tossed the towel onto the concrete and slid off the chair, kneeling between her legs. Her ankle rose to rest on my shoulder as I continued teasing her clit. “Yeah, that woman looking at your body, the look in her eyes was hot. She’d love to be where I am right now.”

Her arm rose and draped over her forehead, and her chin rose, sucking in a deep breath at my words. There was no doubt that from the look on her face and the small rocking rotations of her hips that this was turning her on.

I parted her swollen lips with my fingers and blew a soft breath of air onto her delicate folds. She gasped and arched upward, her body begging for more. “Such a pretty sight. She’d probably love to do this.” I bent lower and the tip of my tongue slid over her clit.

“Oh baby, lick it.” Her words were a whispered command.

My tongue circled it and then I flicked quickly, rewarded by her grinding upward into my mouth. Oh God, this was hot. I thrust my fingers inside her cunt, pumping them slowly in and out. My lips closed over her swollen nub and I sucked it, my tongue still vibrating the tip.

Movement above me caught my eye and I looked up to see her hands gripping her breasts, fingers squeezing the erect protrusions of her nipples. Her chest rose and fell in a fast pant and she rocked into my mouth. My fingers were slippery from her arousal, the taste of her skin tingly on my tongue while my nostrils filled with her musky scent.

“Don’t stop...I’m so close...”

The words were just a breath in my ears, urging me on. I drew back and lapped my tongue on her clit, pushing all of my fingers inside, spreading her wide. The pulpy mound of the G spot rested against the pads of my fingers and I curled then upwards, pulsing them, coaxing the orgasm from her.

A fresh gush of warm wetness flooded into my palm and she moaned. I had her. I pressed my tongue onto her clit, vibrating it with a fast fury.

Her heel bit into my shoulder as she strained upward, pushing my tongue and fingers deeper still. Oh yeah, her legs shuddered in the throes of her orgasm, while guttural, filthy words fell from her parted lips. She was a moaning incoherent body in the throes of white hot lust. There was never anything more beautiful or rewarding to me as a man. With just my fingers and tongue, I put her there.

Her hips jerked back and hand gripped my hair, pulling me off her pussy. “You gotta stop now honey!” She squirmed away and a loud gasp huffed from her mouth. “Oh my God! That was intense.”

I smiled and shifted so that I could look down into her face, see the heavy lidded eyes and full lips parted but curled at the edges in a soft smile. Her breath was still a pant but she rose to kiss my lips, her hands cupping my cheeks, rubbing the wetness away.

“I love you.” Her eyes were soft and warm, gazing into mine.

I dipped down and kissed her again. “I know. Ditto for me.” I pulled a tendril of hair back from her cheek and smiled at her. “I guess that’s a fantasy you’d like to try. Believe me, I’d like it too. Watching you with another woman.”

She grinned and moved to sit up in the chair. “It’s every guy’s fantasy.” She reached past me and lifted the goblet of wine. “But we haven’t finished. I want to hear more about your own little revelation this morning. Another guy doing me.” She took a long sip of the wine, her eyes meeting mine above the rim of the glass.”

“I’d better break into that Viagra. I have the feeling we might both enjoy it.” 


Chapter 6

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

Chloe

As I dried off from the shower, the ring of the doorbell was followed by the quick thuds of Ethan’s bare feet going down the hallway. Good. Perfect timing. Pizza in bed while we checked out the swinger website. The last time we’d picnicked in bed had been when we were dating, when we couldn’t get enough of each other.

Not that things were all that bad now. They were just more routine and predictable. But this news today! I could hardly believe how horny I’d been at the office. And practically jumping Ethan’s bones the minute he’d walked in the door...I smiled and my face became warm. But he’d liked it too. He came like thunder.

I sprayed some cologne mist and walked through it. Mmm. It was special, our sexy night treat. After opening the door, I scampered down the hall to the bedroom. The lights were low and a candle burned on the night stand, beside a plate containing a big slice of pizza. He stood on the other side of the bed and pulled the comforter back.

I slipped into the cool sheets, sat propped up by the pillows bunched high against the head board. “Wow. this is kind of romantic, dining in bed with the candle and all.”

He handed my laptop to me and smiled as he eased in beside me. “I’m not sure how romantic it is but it is different. I’m still kind of reeling about your friend Grace.” He turned away and lifted his plate of pizza from the night stand on his side.

I nodded, watching him take a large bite. The sparkle in his dark eyes and the dimple showing in his cheek reminded me of when we’d met. Everything had been fresh and we’d been as excited as kids never getting enough of each other.

“Yeah, me too.” I flipped the lid open and typed in my password. The blue screen lit up and I clicked the mouse pad to show the website we’d seen earlier.

“So, she and her husband are in their mid thirties, huh? I wonder if most of the people who go there are that age.” He took a swallow of beer and set it down on the table before turning to watch the screen.

I clicked on the ‘About Us’ icon. “Let’s see. I saw some pictures earlier and it looked to be a range of ages, from people in their twenties to their sixties.”

“SIXTIES!” His eyes were wide and he let out a laugh. “I don’t want to see that. It’d be too much like seeing my parents make out.”

I elbowed him in the ribs. “I hope we’re still doing it in our sixties. Good for them I say.” My eyes flitted over the words on the screen, focusing on some of the phrases. “...wide range of ages...couples club...sexy fun...playrooms...single males screened...respectful...” I turned to him. “It doesn’t sound like some sort of orgy or grope-fest.”

“Click on the pics. I want to see who actually goes there.” He nudged me with his shoulder and took another bite of pizza.

“I’ve already looked earlier but sure...” I clicked on the tab at the top of the page that read “Photos and Events” Immediately a video of the dance floor flashed, people laughed and danced together. It might have been the scene in any bar except for the brass pole set off to the side where two women in bras and G-strings danced. At the back of the area, above it was a screen showing a silhouette of an obviously nude woman, dancing. Now THAT you wouldn’t see at just any bar.

“Wow. That’s sexy. There’s a range of people. They’re not all models and beefcakes. Well, except for the two on the stripper pole.” Ethan edged closer to me, both of us staring at the screen in awe.

Even though we’d had wicked good sex only an hour before, the sight of the sexy people and the nearly nude women made me tingle. I sneaked a glimpse at Ethan’s lap. Yeah. He was feeling it too.

“Wait till you see this next one.” I clicked the arrow for the next picture to pop up. The saddle type machine with the dildo sticking up in its centre filled the screen.

“Holy fuck! And women actually ride that? It looks kind of like a mechanical bull.” His eyes were wide, leaning closer for a better look.

The sight of it once more caused a jolt of pleasure to flood my pussy. “Yeah. What would that be like?” Again, I was struck by the sheer girth and length of it.

His fingers snuck under the sheet onto my tummy, inching lower until he reached my clit. I spread my legs wider, balancing the laptop on my tummy.

“I’d like to see that.” He stroked softly and smiled at me.

“Fuck that. I wouldn’t mind feeling that.” I reached under the sheets and curled my fingers around his shaft as I pictured what it would be like.

“Okay. Next screen.” His voice was low in my ear.

After I clicked again, the ‘playrooms’ showed, a series of large beds, some arranged in tiers, some round and low in the centre of the room. The lighting in the room was low but even so, the coverings on the beds were a pristine white.

“Look at that. People actually fuck each other with everybody around, doing the same or watching. I’d heard of places like that but this is the first time I’ve actually seen pictures. And to think that Grace...” He took the laptop from my hand and turned into me.

His cock was rock hard and drizzling pre-cum over my thigh. His fingers slid into my opening and pulsed in and out. Oh God. This was so fucking hot. For a moment I pictured us on one of the beds in that playroom, fucking each other and watching other people.

“Hey. Let’s move to the end of the bed where we can watch.” Without waiting for his answer, I rose and crawled down there, poised on my elbows and knees, with my ass high. I looked across at the mirror on the wall, and smiled seeing him scramble and kneel behind me.

It was a side view of both of us—me waiting like a cat, back arched to tilt my pussy higher to taunt him, while the nipples of my breasts brushed across the cotton sheet. Behind me, Ethan was a Sartre, his cock thick and long in his fist, glazing his oozing arousal across my ass before aiming it at my opening.

He entered me slowly, stretching me while I watched in the mirror. It was doubly erotic and hot, feeling it while also watching it go in and out—a hint of what being in that playroom might be like.

“Oh yeah, baby.” My hips rose to meet him and a soft sigh of lust drifted from my lips when his balls slapped my pussy. It was an erotic kiss to my lower lips.

His fingers pressed into the soft pillows of my ass, holding me still as he withdrew, inch by inch. In the mirror, the woman’s ass and legs looked tiny, the thick cock about to enter her again, impossibly huge. He grabbed the middle of his shaft and this time slid it slowly through the slippery furrow. My hand shot between my legs, fingers touching the knob and rolling it against my clit.

Oh fuck, my legs trembled with the burst of excitement that filled my pussy. “Mmm...” He pulled back and this time his thrust into my cunt was fast, making my boobs bounce.

“Oh yeah. Just like that.” His words were guttural as he drew back and once more pounded his cock, hard into my flesh.

I jerked at the sharp sting in my ass and the sound of the hard smack. Oh! In the mirror the man fucking the small blonde, had loose lips and heavily lidded eyes. Ethan had never slapped my ass while fucking me before. Oh yeah. he was getting into it too. Like he was fucking someone new, watching someone fuck me.

Oh God. Each time he thrust into me, his thick knob punched my cervix, sending pain and pleasure deep inside. His balls bounced firmly against my clit, making me crazy for more. My fingers fisted the sheet and my other hand shot down to tease the ridges of his balls, fingers scraping at his flesh.

“Oh fuck, yeah.” Followed by the hard slap and sting in my other cheek.

This was so fucking hot. I bucked against him, rubbing my clit quickly with my finger. My breath was a fast rasp through flared nostrils as wanton lust shot through my pussy. With muscles clenched tight deep inside, I pulled and gripped his cock, straining to keep it inside. Needing it inside.

“OH FUCK!” A wave of searing lust flooded through my pussy, spread to my thighs and gut. He was like a jackhammer now, the muscles in his ass tight, a deep hollow in the side, as he pumped fast and furiously.

My head fell onto the bed as the next tsunami of wicked pleasure claimed my body, a gaping wet quivering hole to be filled and pounded. With eyes squeezed tight, lips soft against the sheet, there was only the hot wetness where we joined. Our bodies surrendering, infused with wild pleasure.

I sighed and my knees still shook from the force of the orgasm. Ethan’s fingers held my ass firmly in his grip and he strained so deep inside me that I cried out. Yes. Hurt, but in such a good way. Hurt by his strength and iron cock. My body was weak and spent as his cock expanded, shooting fire deep inside. His breath was a sharp hiss, his cock spurting ecstasy into me.

A fast gasp and he fell forward, the firm muscles of his stomach pressing into my ass. “Oh baby. That was so fucking hot.” He gasped a few breaths. “Where did that come from? And so soon after we—”

“I know.” A soft giggle drifted from my throat. “It was that whole swinger thing.”

I felt him ease back and his cock slip out. I rolled over onto my side and smiled at him. “How are we going to visit Grace and Jason knowing that they’ve actually done this? I mean, we’re both going to look at them...well differently.”

He dipped down and put his lips over my nipple, his tongue hot and nice there. “You mean sexually. That’s more accurate.” He pulled back and stood up next to the bed. When he looked down at me there was a small smile curling his lips in the corners. “As for me...I’ve never met either of them. It’s actually going to be the only way I see them. If you think, I’m going to be sitting across from them, munching on hors d’oeuvres and not picturing them at a swingers club fucking whoever, then you’re mistaken.”

I sat up and my gut tightened for a moment. Where was he going, talking like this? It was all well and good to fantasize, spice up our sex life, but actually DO it? “Ethan?”

He stopped in the doorway and turned around. “Yeah?”

I bit my lower lips and looked at him. “I don’t know if we’re on the same page with this.”

He came back and his head tilted to the side when he gazed down at me. “What do you mean? We just had awesome—”

“We aren’t really going to DO this. It’s just hot shitz and giggles, right?” I watched him sink to the bed to sit beside me.

“No Chloe. We’d never do anything without talking it through. Especially something as potentially dangerous as this. I mean, we have to be in complete agreement. And if we never do it, that’s fine by me.” He rose to his feet and smiled. “What time are we going over there on Sunday?”

“Noon. We’ll probably have lunch there.” I rose to my feet to follow him into the bathroom.

He turned and there was a wicked grin on his face. “Good. We’ll have the whole morning to fuck each other’s brains out. We’ll be too pooped to have any horny thoughts when we’re over there. Not saying it won’t cross my mind watching them, but I wouldn’t actually—”

I swatted him on the shoulder. “I know what you’re getting at. It will flit through my mind as well every time I look at both of them—the fact they’ve actually done this. It might be a little weird for me.”

Little did I know, how weird.


Chapter 7
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Grace

Jason came into the bedroom and stopped short, eyeing me from head to toe. “That’s new, right?”

I could feel warmth creep up my neck; I looked over at my reflection in the mirror. I had second thoughts about buying the skimpy black lace dress. “Maybe it’s too much. Do you think I should change?”

“Are you kidding? You look great! If we were going anywhere but the club, I’d say no, but there? It’s perfect.” He walked over and the back of his finger drifted from my throat, down over the plump softness of my breast to the edge of the dress. He looked into my eyes and his voice was a low rumble. “Everyone will want to fuck you blind—men and women.”

I smiled and twisted to the side to check the profile. The cheeks of my ass were barely covered in the form fitting Lycra sheath. I scowled as my fingers tugged the hem lower. I still wasn’t sure it wasn’t too daring. Thank goodness I had a tan and didn’t have to wear stockings.

“Look, wear a raincoat over it, at least until we walk in the door. Believe me, you’ll fit right in. I like you showing off your body. You’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen there.” He bent over and picked his loafers from the closet.

My heart was light but I couldn’t resist giving his arm a light swat. “Only one of the sexiest?”

He looked up at me and grinned. “THE SEXIEST, okay?” He slipped the shoes on and stood up, looking straight into my eyes. “I mean it.” He leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.

“Good save.” I laughed and walked out of the bedroom, taking small steps in the impossibly high heels.

His hand touched the curve of my ass. “I love a woman in heels. Their butts just seem to pop and catch my eye.”

I walked to the front door and opened the closet to get my spring overcoat. Even though it was a warm night, there was no way I’d walk the ten feet or so outside to the car. Jason took the coat from me and held it for me to slip my arms into the sleeves.

“What time are Chloe and her husband coming tomorrow?”

I shrugged the coat higher and turned to him. “Thanks. I told her two o’clock.” Throwing him a quick wink, I continued, “Plenty of time to sleep in and mess around a bit before they get here.”

“Good thinking.” He smiled and held the door open for me.

***

Forty minutes later, it was just about dark when we drove into the parking lot at the club. There were two couples walking across the pavement, almost at the door. The women were dressed in very short sexy dresses, one in red, the other a sparkling silver, also taking small mincing steps in their high heels. The guys were dressed in casual dark shirts and trousers, holding the arm of each of their partners as they walked to the entrance.

As Jason walked around the front of the car to open my door, I gazed at the club. There was nothing very eye-catching about it outside—a one story building, the only light shining from the windows was at the front door, under the small sign. And the neighborhood was dark too, an industrial park, actually, where the businesses were now closed for the day.

The door opened and Jason extended his hand, smiling at me.”Ready?” His voice was chirpy, betraying the casual sophistication in his body, showing his eagerness to get inside.

“For sure.” My legs swung around and I took his hand, rising to my feet. I took a deep breath as I walked by his side. Even though we’d been here a few times before, it always made me a little nervous walking in. The place was still new to us. That novelty added to the thrill I guess.

Inside, there was a high counter where a dark haired woman with red cat’s eyes eyeglasses was finishing taking the money from the couple standing there. Her smile was warm and friendly when they left and she turned to us.

“Welcome to the O Zone. Did you make a reservation?” Her manicured hands rested on the hard surface of the marble counter top.

Jason stepped closer and pulled his wallet from his back pocket. “Hi. Yes. Under Johnson? He smiled at her and slipped a fifty out.

Her lilting words “Oh yes; Grace and Jason?” drifted into my ears as I walked to the coat rack across the room. The sounds of music could be heard as well as laughter and animated conversation. I slipped the coat off and hung it up. When I turned, Jason was standing waiting.

He reached for my hand and led me down a short hall and around a corner, where the room opened up. To the left, the brightly lit bar was lined with guys waiting for their drinks, served by young men in white shirts and red bow ties. 

Jason leaned into me and murmured into my ear. “I’ll get us some wine and then we’ll find a table.” He squeezed my hand and took a place waiting at the bar.

Beside me were a few small high round tables where people chatted and laughed. The women sitting there were in their thirties or forties and dressed to the nines in low cut dresses, their legs long and naked, preening their sexuality.

I smiled watching them. With birds, it’s the male who flaunts the bright plumage and puffs their feathers to attract a female. Here it was the opposite. The men were more conventionally dressed but quite overt in their appreciative looks at the women. But it wasn’t just the men who were free to give you the eye and smile. No. Women often did the same to men and other women. I loved that about the club. No cattiness, just lusty honesty.

Beyond the tables was the dance floor. It was still fairly early and there were only a few couples up. The couple nearest, danced close, their foreheads touching as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Her hands draped over his burly shoulders while his hands grazed over her body, from her back to the curve of her ass, all the while swaying softly to the beat. Behind them to the left, another couple was spooned, her butt tucked into his groin, hips swaying together, while her arm was raised and hand skimmed lightly through his hair. From the way they moved and the looks on their faces, they could have been making love.

A dark haired beauty, with heavily made up eyes and glossy red lips, slithered by me, her fingertips brushing my arm. “Love the dress.” She looked down at my cleavage and then into my eyes, leaving me with a soft, seductive smile. My breath hitched in my throat and my eyes widened watching her. Fuck. She thought I was hot? I couldn’t tear my eyes from the ultra leather mini skirt that showed the crease of her butt cheek, especially when her hips swayed wide to the side, an exaggerated sexy invitation.

A light touch on my arm caught my attention. “Here’s your wine, babe.” Jason turned to look where I’d been looking at the sexy bottom disappearing into the crowd. “You like?”

I let out a raspy sigh and blinked slowly. “You think? Fuck, I hope we see her on the dance floor later.” I waved my hand in front of my face, like I’d bitten a hot tamale.

Jason’s dark eyebrows bobbed a couple times and he leaned in. “Don’t worry. I’ll be watching for her.” He took my hand and led me past the tables to a narrow corridor, bordered by the dance floor and a row of sofas, tables and chairs, where more people lounged, flashing a lot of skin.

We stepped up to a higher platform where there was an empty table. I slid onto the stool and smiled. Perfect. We could see the stripper pole, the dance floor and of course, the white screen on the wall. Would I ever have the nerve to stand behind it and dance in the nude?

He sat next to me and placed his hand on my thigh, rubbing it lightly as he looked around the area. “Don’t look now but, that woman in the red dress last time we were here... She’s sitting on the sofa behind us. She’s wearing orange this time.”

My eyes widened and lips parted. Oh boy. I glanced around, noting a group of three younger women with the tall black guy, football fullback body. Farther along there was the blonde woman and her swarthy skinned partner. Tonight she wore a plunging, orange dress, the ‘V’ of the dress straps meeting at her naval. The curve of her breasts flowed out past each edge of the strap.

A small smile formed on my lips as my eyes met hers. Despite the fact that her partner was leaned close talking into her ear, didn’t deter her from returning my smile, maintaining our eye contact. There was a tiny spark of lust shooting through my pussy as I turned back to Jason. I sure hoped she would be on the dance floor next to us, later.

Jason’s eyebrows bobbed and he squeezed my thigh. Yeah. He was definitely fine with exploring my bi side.

I took a long sip of wine, watching the stripper pole now. The song had changed to a faster one and more people were dancing but even so, their eyes were caught by the two women rubbing their bodies on the gleaming brass pole. The curvy brunette hugged the pole between her legs, her tight sequined  skirt riding high as her knees bent and she pulled herself erect, slithering up the hard surface. Her partner’s manicured fingers skimmed over the brunette’s back, pulling her closer and kissing her lips.

The pole was like a shiny phallus between their bodies. One that they used to swirl from, circling in their soft seductive dance. The arousal in the softly hooded eyes as their hands caressed each other’s bodies was echoed in the faces of people dancing nearby, watching them. My breath was ragged as I inhaled and squirmed in my seat. THIS was one of the big draws of the club—the blatant acceptance and celebration of sex.

Jason leaned over and kissed the fold of my ear before whispering softly. “Let’s dance.”

I slipped off the stool, walked past the group of young people and stepped down onto the hardwood floor. Jason’s fingers rested lightly on my waist following close behind. There was a small opening near the back of the dance floor and I stepped quickly into it, already swaying my hips in time to the music. The beat throbbed through my stomach, steady and primal and my hands rose over my head, hands running through my hair as my shoulders rolled forward.

Jason smiled and stepped closer, his hands on my hips pulling me forward to grind and roll our lower bodies against each other. Like most of the other dancers, it was an erotic vertical dance that mimicked what would follow later, the horizontal mambo.

There was a touch between my shoulder blades that flowed down along my spine. I turned and there was the raven haired beauty that had complimented my dress me earlier. Her chin was lowered and it seemed that she was all darkly shadowed eyes as she stepped into me. When her hands cupped my waist, my breath caught in my throat. Jason seemed to evaporate into the sidelines as she gazed into my eyes.

My pussy tingled when her hands slipped lower and slid around, clutching the cheeks of my ass. When our pelvis’s rocked tight together, my arms went around her, hands quivering lightly on the bare skin above the dress. Oh God. This was it. Dancing erotically, touching satin soft skin while the perfumed heat of our breasts drifted into our nostrils and parted lips.

Her gaze dropped to my lips and she edged closer to brush her mouth against mine, her breath infusing my senses. Her lips were full and soft as velvet as we swayed to the music. I couldn’t take the subtle teasing any longer. My hands rose and fingers threaded through her thick black hair, pulling her mouth firmly onto mine. I kissed her hard, thrusting my tongue between her lips to dance with hers. Her sharp intake of breath was like an erotic arrow shooting deep into my core.

Her hand rose to grip my breast, pawing and kneading it through the fabric for a moment before slipping inside. “Ahhh...” My head fell back and I inhaled slowly, basking in the hot warmth of her fingers pinching my nipple.

I stood still, unable to move as pleasure flooded my pussy, aching for more.

The music faded and her hand was once more on my waist. She smiled and kissed my lips quickly before turning to Jason, running a finger along his jaw line. She grasped the hand of a tall, silver haired man and led him off the dance floor.

I almost fell into Jason’s arms from the weakness in my knees. He held me and led me, slowly swaying to the song that started playing. I clung to him and strained up to whisper in his ear. Oh God, his cock was rigid, pressing into my stomach.

“Oh fuck, that was hot.” I kissed his ear and my tongue darted along the fold. My hand slipped between us and closed over the bulge in his pants.

He pulled my ass tighter to him and nuzzled my neck. “It was hot to watch. I think the old guy she’s with is probably escorting her to the playroom as we speak.”

I drew back and looked into his eyes. “You mean—”

He shook his head and leaned forward to kiss my lips before he spoke. “That’s not the drone you’re looking for Luke. I’m afraid that you were just foreplay for them.”

I snuggled into his chest, feeling a heaviness in my own. God she’d come on so strongly, so sexy and hot. I could have sworn that she’d be the one to break my girl cherry.

I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders when the song ended. I led the way from the dance floor, with chest high, my hips swaying, purposely meeting the eyes of the women still swaying on the stripper pole. The night was still young.

But when I took my seat on the high stool and glanced around, the ‘woman in red’ now in orange, who had given me the eye earlier, and her partner were gone. I glanced around and saw that a lot of people were missing in action. I finished my wine and turned to Jason.

“Well? I don’t know about you but I wouldn’t mind checking out the action in the playrooms.” He set the glass down and rose to his feet.

“I’m all in. After that dance, I’m more than ready.” I slid off the chair and took his hand, letting him lead me down the short hallway to the back.

We stopped at a counter to pick up a combination lock and continued down a short corridor. We entered an area where rows of lockers lined the two outside walls. Sitting between the gray metal banks was a line of low wooden benches with white bath towels neatly folded placed every few feet. Jason stopped at the first one where the door hung ajar, empty.

His eyes never left mine as he unbuttoned his shirt and I slipped the tight dress over my head and off. A small smile played on both our faces as we watched each other. This was what it was all about—us. The whole evening had been hot and exciting for both of us. We teetered on the thin edge of taking it to the next level, actually playing with as opposed to alongside another couple.

If there was anything that had been solidified in my mind that night, it was that I couldn’t wait to try some bi action. The dance with the dark haired woman had left me craving more. And Jason wanted that too. It would be a small step to take it to the next level from there, fulfill his fantasy of seeing another guy fuck me.

I wrapped the towel around my body and tucked the end of it securely between my breasts. My finger traced the outline of Jason’s cock, pressing against the light cotton towel. Oh yeah. The bi thing was hot but so was that.
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Jason

Our footsteps were soft walking from the change area to the other room. When the door closed behind me, I held Grace’s hand in mine, standing quietly, giving time for our eyes to adjust to the low lighting. The muted sounds of bodies sifting and making love on beds was punctuated by low sighs and moans.

In the middle of the room, on the low over-sized round bed a couple were engaged in sixty-nine. The woman’s blonde hair cascaded over thick dark thighs, her head bobbing slowly up and down as she deep throated his shaft. The line of her back curved down into her waist and rose again, as she straddled the guy’s head between her legs. Soft slurping sounds and sighs of pleasure drifted from both ends of her torso.

There were a series of king sized beds along the far wall, arranged next to each other. Two of them were occupied with couples, but the far one was empty. I nudged Grace and discreetly pointed to it. At her slight nod and eager eyes, I held her hand leading the way.

There were curtains that framed each bed, kind of like in a hospital but they weren’t drawn. Obviously the couples making out on the two beds didn’t mind the fact that people could watch them. Actually, most times that’d we’d been at the club, this was the case. I smiled as we got closer. There was something hot about watching other people fuck. Grace and I had always pulled the curtains, but tonight I was realizing that there’s something hot about being watched as you fuck.

The broad back and shoulders of the guy on the first bed caught my eye. There was a tangle of legs below the firm cheeks in an ass rising and falling, driving his cock deep into his woman. There was just a glimpse of her forehead as she lay totally dwarfed by the mountainous man. But the soft moans were definitely pleasure not pain.

Grace squeezed my hand and hesitated for a moment, signaling with her eyes to look at the couple on the next bed. Bingo. It was the dark haired woman and the silver haired guy. From the dance floor. I could feel my already thick cock begin to stiffen more. We’d be right next to them.

She was astride his hips, rising and falling on his shaft. As we passed, her eyes turned to us and she smiled.

Grace slipped her towel off and laid it on the bed before easing down onto the cool white surface. I tugged my towel off and then knelt beside her, nudging her hip to get her to roll onto her side and face the other couple. There was no way we weren’t going to watch the dark haired beauty as she rode the silver stallion. Grace wanted it as much as I did. When she turned over I snuggled in behind her, pulling her tight and lifting her leg over mine.

The silver haired guy turned his head and smiled at us. I think we played into another level of his own fantasies. He looked up at his partner and his hand gripped her hip, stopping her movements while he shifted his butt to the side a few inches. She followed his movements, being steered by his joy stick deep inside her.

Before, her slender thigh had blocked the view. Now it was possible to see his cock as it slid into her depths.




I grinned at him and pushed and pulled at Grace’s body until we were angled on the bed in such a way that they’d see everything too. My hand cupped her breast and then slithered down her tummy to part her slippery lips. God she was wet. Her nub was firm under my finger.

She moaned softly and began to rock her hips into me. Beside us, the woman resumed her ride on the silver stallion, his cock long and glistening going in and out of her. As I played with Grace’s clit, I watched the wanton sight of the other woman’s pussy being softly fucked. Her hips rotated on it and her hands cupped her breasts, rolling the tips of her nipples between her fingers.

It was sexy as hell, making my cock dribble pre-cum into Grace’s already wet pussy. I pulled back and my hand pushed at the knob, forcing it into Grace’s cunt. Holy fuck, the hot tightness there...watching the other woman ride the guy’s cock...seeing him watch us.

His finger left his partner’s hip and landed on her clit. “Oh yeah...” the soft murmur drifted from her lips as she rolled her ass in a slow circle, pulling on his cock.

I pumped faster into Grace, my senses filled. There was a delicate scent in the room of arousal from all the couples. I could feel the ripples of Grace’s pussy walls as my knob slithered up inside her. Hearing the coos of pleasure escape from the strangers beside us, with the soft slurpy sound of her pussy as she glided over him again and again.

Grace raised her torso balancing on her elbow, pushing hard against me each time I drove deep. Her breasts heaved and jiggled with each thrust. The other guy was watching us as intently as we were.

“Fuck me, Phil!” The dark haired woman’s hips were rising and falling like a jack hammer, her boobs bouncing heavy on her chest.

“Jesus, Maya...Don’t stop.” His words hissed through his teeth, as he strained upward, his finger a whir on her clit.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah...” Grace’s fingers fisted the sheets, pushing back hard as her own orgasm started.

Oh fuck. It was too much, everyone coming... “Aaaah.” I sucked in air as my cock surged in white hot lust, shooting deep into Grace. I spasmed watching Maya ride Phil’s cock... releasing another spurt of pleasure.

Grace’s cunt tightened, spasming in her own ecstasy, pulling more from me still. Another hot jolt made my legs tremble. It was taking all of me...but I didn’t care. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh, moans of pleasure, whimpers. All of it melded together flooding through my veins like molten fire. Oh God. One final jerk and my head dropped onto Grace’s shoulder.

She turned and kissed me softly. “God, I love you. This was fantastic.”

She eased down and her arm curled around my body. My cock was still in her slippery cunt but it was fading. I kissed her neck, snuggling close and inhaling her scent. “You’re the best. And yes, this was the best yet. I’m glad we found this spot next to them.”

I looked over and Maya had tipped forward, her chest on Phil’s while his hand stroked lightly along her back. His face was soft as he turned to kiss her head. I had the feeling that even though his hair had mostly turned to silver, he wasn’t that much older than us. Maybe mid to late forties. But Maya, she was our age. It showed in the lines of her body, breasts still firm and high.

I hugged Grace closer still. Maybe next time, she and Maya would get together. If we saw Phil and her at the bar, later, I’d buy them a drink.
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Grace

Sunday Morning…

After a long hot shower, I toweled off and followed my nose, wandering into the kitchen. The aroma of coffee mingled with the smell of bacon. I smiled watching Jason stir scrambled eggs and then turn to take the toast from the oven. On Sunday mornings, he took over in the kitchen, usually preparing enough food for an army.

His eyes met mine and there was a devilish grin on his lips. There was no need for words. We were both thinking the same thing—how awesome last night at the club had been. Awesome enough that it had been hard to get out of bed this morning, both of us still buzzing with ramped up sexual excitement. It was always this way after a night at the club.

“What time did you say they’d be here?” He took a plate from the cabinet and dished eggs, bacon and toast onto it.

I took a seat on the high stool and leaned forward, placing my elbows on the granite surface of the island. “At two. Why?” I smiled sweetly, my gaze locking with his as he set the plate and cutlery before me.

“Well...” His fingers tugged at the neckline of my robe, exposing my shoulder. He leaned over and the scratchy stubble of his beard was like sandpaper before his lips closed over my skin.

A jolt of lust sparked in my pussy and a small giggle rose in my throat. “I think we have time. It’s only eleven.”

His hand slipped inside the gaping robe and fingers toyed with my nipple. He was whetting my appetite and it wasn’t food that would satisfy it. He stood straight and walked over to the stove to dish out another plate for himself.

When he turned carrying his plate over to join me at the island, he smiled. “Let’s go for a swim after breakfast. When they get here we’ll have to wear bathing suits. I’ve gotten spoiled this summer.”

I took a sip of coffee. “Yeah, I know. I hate the thought of that as well. I like my all over tan and the feel of the water. Even a bikini feels restricting.”

His hand skimmed my thigh as he continued to eat. “That was really hot last night. Too bad we didn’t see that couple at the bar later.”

The scene of them on the bed next to ours flashed in my mind. We’d been close enough that we could have reached out and touched them. It was the first time that it had happened. All the other times, we’d been farther away from other couples. “Yeah, I know. It’s great to go to the club but it’d be nice to make some friends there.”

He turned and grinned at me. “You mean fuck buddies.”

I nodded and took a bite of bacon, slowly chewing it as I pictured what that would be like. Maya was the total opposite of me in looks. Her hair was black and complexion, olive. She was so dusky in tone that her nipples had been really dark, deeper than a chocolate brown. When she’d kissed me on the dance floor, I’d wanted more...to explore her body with my hands and mouth. My kegel muscles tightened, sending waves of tingling pleasure through my pussy.

Quickly, I finished what was on my plate and gulped the coffee. I grabbed our empty plates and put them in the dishwasher. “Let’s go.” I nodded my head in the direction of the patio door and slipped the bathrobe off. I tossed it on the stool and started to open the door.

Jason was right behind me. No doubt he’d been picturing the scene at the club as well. The day was already hot and humid, the stillness broken only by the sounds of birds high in the trees. I smiled as I walked over to the pool, my bare feet padding on the smooth concrete. The wooden fence surrounding our back yard was about ten feet high, giving us total privacy.

I stepped down into the water and sunk to my knees, submersing my body. Oh yeah, it felt good. The water was just slightly cooler than my body.

At the soft touch on my shoulder, I turned to face Jason and smiled. Sometimes, he just took my breath away when I looked at him. It was like the first time when we’d met. His chest was broad, the pectoral muscles dark with the skim of dark hair, while below that his abdomen was still flat and hard. His dark chocolate eyes gazed into mine and his lips were parted and curled up in the corners, as he stepped closer.

I glanced down and smiled seeing the thick knob of his cock bobbing, straining upward to his navel. My hand fluttered through the water and I grasped it, curled my fingers around the shaft and massaged it gently.

His eyes closed for a moment and the small hiss of his mouth sucking in a breath of air followed. Oh yeah, he was as ready for this as I was. God, we’d both woke up horny and had gone at it like rabbits and here we were again. I loved that club!

I looked up at him and smiled. “Are you thinking of that couple? Imagining that it’s her hand on your cock?”

His eyes met mine and a soft sigh left his lips. “No. I was thinking of the two of you on the dance floor. I can’t wait to see you together and then for Phil to fuck you after.” His hips rocked gently back and forth, like he was fucking my hand.

He leaned over and his hands went under my armpits and he lifted me up and set me on the concrete edge of the pool. He moved closer, his feet on the bottom step and rubbed the slippery tip of his cock through my pussy.     

“You wish it were her mouth there, don’t you?” He pressed forward, his hand gripping my knee, pulling my leg higher, for his cock to tease my hardened bud. “Her tongue licking your pretty pussy. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yeah...” A thrill of lust gushed in my cunt at his words. It was close...the muscles in my cunt squeezing adding to the thrill in my clit.

His mouth was on mine, tongue swirling over mine. My hips thrashed back and forth, swollen clit riding his hard cock.

As the first wave of hot pleasure consumed me, my mouth left his. “Oh fuck...”

He pushed me onto my back, thrusting his thick rod hard into me...punching into my cervix, spreading me again and again. My legs quivered, straining to pull him deeper still. There was only the hot pulsing wetness of my cunt and his pelvis brushing my clit with each stroke.

His hips became a jackhammer, thrusting the hard cock faster and faster into my cunt. One final deep thrust impaled me, shooting fresh jolts of ecstasy to my core. “Jesus Grace...I’m coming!” Another short jerk and then another as his lust erupted deep inside me.

“Ahhhh...” His eyes were squeezed tight, his lips tight while sweet release flowed through his body, and into mine.

His head fell forward onto mine, our foreheads touching. “Oh my God. That was good.”

My hands skimmed over his back, loving the smooth muscles and masculine feel of him. For all that I might be curious about sex with another woman, there was nothing that could top a thick cock pounding hard into my cunt—especially Jason’s. With that wicked curved shaft of his, he usually hit my G spot.

He stepped to the side and propping his hands on the edge of the pool he hopped up to sit and then lay beside me. “Grace.” He nuzzled my neck and whispered in my ear. “I adore you. Someday, we’re going to make that fantasy, a reality. We both want it. I think we’re both able to handle it, don’t you?”

My fingers threaded through his hair and I closed my eyes. “I love you too. Yeah, let’s make it happen. Maybe next time at the club.” I sighed and tapped his shoulder. “I’d better get up and start getting food ready for when Chloe and Ethan get here.”

The shrill sound of the telephone sounded from inside the kitchen.

“Just a few more minutes.” He turned and kissed my lips.

I pulled back. “No. I’d better get that. It might be Chloe. Maybe something’s come up or she’s lost our address.” I scrambled to my feet and raced across the patio and into the kitchen, grabbing the phone on its fifth ring. It was Chloe’s voice that answered my hello. 
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Ethan

I looked over at Chloe as we waited for the door to open. She’d already knocked once without results. Surely, after the second knock, which was louder, they’d hear it and answer the door.

After a minute, standing there, the door still firmly shut and no sounds of footsteps or movement inside, I sighed. “Are you sure we’ve got the right house?”

Her eyebrows drew together and she reached into her purse. When her hand came out, she held a piece of paper between her thumb and forefinger. She looked down at it and shook her head. “It’s the right house. 948 Lincoln Drive.”

I chuckled as a thought popped into my head. I leaned closer and muttered close to her ear. “Maybe they didn’t make it back from the swinger’s club last night.”

She grinned and rolled her eyes. “Maybe they’re too worn out to answer the door.” Taking my hand, she started down the steps. “It’s a gorgeous day. They’re probably out back in the pool and can’t hear us. We’ll go to the side of the house. There’s probably a gate to the back yard.” 

I followed her across the lawn and down the concrete walk at the side of the house. She turned to me and smiled, nodding her head to the wooden gate in the high fence. The sun’s rays beat down on my head and a trickle of sweat trailed down my temple. It was sure a scorcher. Being next to a pool would be nice.

I reached around her and my thumb pushed down on the metal latch before pulling the gate open. I let Chloe go ahead. Grace was her friend after all. I nearly toppled into her when she stopped short. I looked over her shoulder at the expanse of blue water in the pool and my mouth fell open. My eyes opened wider as my dick became granite hard.

They were naked, his back to us as he pounded into her with his cock. Only her legs, long and lithe, curled above his waist was all that showed of Grace. Was this how swingers welcomed you to their home? Just jump right in and join the fun?

I took a step forward and Chloe’s hand grasped my arm. Reluctantly, I turned to look at her. Her eyes were as wide as mine and she shook her head from side to side. My eyes were drawn to the sight at the edge of the pool again. It looked like they were finishing up—they were gasping and clinging to each other. After a few more seconds he rolled off and lay next to her.

Chloe’s fingers dug deep into my arm, tugging me back. I took a step backward, my gaze never leaving the sight across the pool from us. Grace’s legs sprawled open, her pussy exposed in more ways than one. Shaven completely clean, the dark lips glistening with cum. Oh fuck.

There was a jerk on my arm and I stepped back again, watched Chloe close the gate quietly.

My mouth formed the silent words. “What the fuck?”

Her finger crossed her lips and we crept quietly up the sidewalk and around to the front of the house. She clutched my hand hard, walking fast to our car. When we inside she turned to me with saucer-like eyes.

“Oh my God! Can you believe that? She asks me here for lunch and we catch them fucking like rabbits at the pool.” Her hands covered her gaping mouth.

“Why would they do that? Talk about blatant invitation! Were we supposed to join in?” My dick was still throbbing, pressing hard into my shorts. It wasn’t like I would have minded watching a little more but really, the least they should have done was warn us. Maybe we weren’t like them—not swinger types.

Chloe shook her head. “No. I can’t believe that. Grace did everything she could to hide the fact that they were going to that club. But why would she...” her voice trailed off into a question mark.

She reached in her bag for the scrap of paper. She peered at it with narrow eyes before holding it out to me. “See? It says here twelve o’clock. She KNEW we’d be here yet they go ahead and make a show of fucking when we’re supposed to arrive!”

I took the paper from her and studied it. Yes it looked like twelve but the one in front of the two was a series of faint scratches. My eyes lifted and looked into hers. “Chloe. Are you sure she said twelve? This looks like maybe her pen was skipping and she was trying to get it to work by scratching it over the paper.”

She plucked the page from my hand and her eyes were narrow peering at it. “I’m sure she said twelve.” But her voice was anything but sure.

“Why don’t you try calling her? Say that we’re running late or something and verify the time.” Some of the strain in my pants eased off. That had to be it—a mix up in the time. From what Chloe said about Grace, there was no way that little scene back there had been intentional.

Chloe reached into her bag once more. She hit a button on the cell phone and held it to her ear.

I watched cars zip by us as we sat parked on the street. My stomach rumbled. I’d finished the pizza early that morning and had been looking forward to lunch. Chloe only had yogurt and fruit. She must be starving as well.

“Hi Grace. It’s Chloe.” Her eyes rolled for a second and she bit her lower lip. “We’re running a little late today. We’re on our way and will be at your place shortly.”

Her head drew back and eyes popped open wide. “Are you sure? I’m positive you said twelve.”

Again there was silence for a few moments.

“If you’re sure. We can always go home and come for two if that makes it easier for you?” She turned to look at me and smile. “Okay. We’ll see you soon.”

She clicked the phone off and grinned. “She said to come on over. I know she had said twelve. But maybe she got it mixed up. That would explain what we just saw at the pool. At any rate, let’s wait ten minutes to give them some time to get dressed at least.”

“We could go get a doughnut. You must be hungry too.” I started the car and eased it out onto the street. A trickle of sweat rolled down the side of my cheek. God it was a hot one today. I adjusted the air conditioning turning it full blast onto my face. But it wasn’t just the heat of the day. I couldn’t get the scene of Grace and her husband out of my head.

How would I ever face them and talk about everyday stuff after that? I chuckled. Yeah, how about those Mets?

I looked across at Chloe. She was being awful quiet, probably thinking the same thing as me.

She sighed and a smile flashed on her lips. “I’d like to ask her about last night. Especially now...after seeing them...you know.”

There was a drive through coffee and doughnut shop on the next block. I put the signal light on and then turned to grin at her. “After seeing them doing the horizontal mambo? She really is a natural redhead.”

Her hand flew out and swatted me on the arm. “You looked!”

I laughed. “Of course I looked! Did you think I wouldn’t? Don’t tell me you didn’t.” Actually, I couldn’t get it out of my mind.

“It’d be hard to miss. Jason’s got a good body too. He must work out.” She smiled and her eyes met mine.

“Well he was exercising one muscle. That’s for sure”

***

Twenty minutes later, we were once again at Grace and Jason’s door. This time it was answered right away.

Grace’s gaze flickered between Chloe and me, a bright wide smile on her lips. “Come in. Sorry about the mix up in the times, but you’re here now.” Her voice was cheerful and confident.

I watched Chloe step forward and her arms circle her friend’s shoulder as she leaned forward to kiss her cheek. “No. My mistake. What a great day for being around a pool.” She stepped to the side, extending her arm out to me. “Ethan, this is Grace. Grace, Ethan.”

With my hand extended I stepped into the foyer, but she brushed by my hand and hugged me, planting a kiss on my cheek. She was about an inch taller than Chloe, with a thinner athletic build. Her bare back above the sun dress was taut under my fingertips resting lightly there. “Nice to finally meet you. Chloe talks about you all the time.”

Behind her was a dark haired guy, in his mid to late thirties, about my height. Of course that was Jason. I’d seen his ass and now I was getting an eyeful of dark eyes, wrinkled in the corners as a broad smile lit his face. There was a shadow of beard on his deeply tanned cheeks.

He stepped forward and grasped my hand with a firm grip. “I’m Jason. Nice to meet you.” He grinned at Chloe and like Grace, gave her a big hug. “Hi Chloe. At last we meet.”

“Absolutely! So nice to finally meet.” Chloe’s head dipped and her eyebrows drew together. “How’s your aunt?”

Jason’s eyes flashed wide and his head drew back. “My aunt?”

Grace’s gaze met his before her arm went around Chloe pulling her along to the kitchen. “Oh she’s fine. At least she was when we left her last night. Jason’s cousins really appreciated the break and it was nice for us to get to spend some time with her.” She smiled at Chloe and continued. “What would you like to drink? Beer have wine, beer, gin, coolers...”

Jason managed to regain his composure and smiled over at me. “Yes...well. What’s your poison Ethan?” His arm swept to the side, inviting me to proceed him on the way into the kitchen.

“A beer would be great. We brought some too.” I handed the six pack to him.

He pushed past Grace who now stood next to the island counter with Chloe. As he opened the fridge, Chloe spoke. “I’ll have white wine, please.”

The kitchen was bright and seemed more airy and big because of the wide patio doors leading to the backyard. The deep blue of the pool, surrounded by the soft beige of the concrete dominated the yard, although there were colorful beds of pink flowers set at the edge of the manicured lawn.

“You’ve got a nice home, Jason.” I took the can of beer he extended.

“Thanks. We’ve done a lot of work on it. New cabinets and the pool’s only a couple years old.” He took a couple of plastic goblets from the cupboard and poured wine.

“Why don’t we take our drinks outside?” Grace turned to Chloe. “Or maybe you’d like to change into your bathing suit first? It’s so hot out, I think I’m going to put my bathing suit on.”

Chloe glanced at me for a moment and smiled. Bathing suit or birthday suit like we’d seen earlier?

“That’s a good idea.” She picked up the canvass bag and grinned at Grace. “Oh God, a dip in the pool would be great.”

Grace led the way down the hall while Chloe chattered about her new bathing suit and the store where she’d bought it.

Jason grabbed a can of beer for himself, popped the tab and took a hearty swig. “How ‘bout you Ethan? You need to get changed too?”

“Naw. I brought an extra pair of shorts. I usually swim in these.’ I glanced down at his shorts, clam diggers like mine, that he didn’t look in any rush to change out of. He nodded his head to the side, indicating the back yard.

I slid the heavy glass door open and stepped out into a furnace, the heat hitting me in a wave. His soft footsteps sounded behind me as we walked over to the pool and each took a lounge chair.

“Wow. That’s some fence you got there. It must be ten feet high. Why you could do practically anything back here and no one would know.” It was a cheap shot that I couldn’t resist— it was hard to keep the chuckle from rising in my chest.

His eyes darted to the side and he was quiet for a moment. “Yeah. It’s great. Sometimes we skinny dip.” He smiled before taking a long swallow of beer. “Grace helped me build it. She may look delicate but she can swing a hammer with the best of them.”

“Oh really? That, I’d like to see. You guys skinny dip?” I grinned at him noticing the dart of his eyes again. He wasn’t getting off that easy, especially with me knowing they’d gone to a swinger’s club and had been fucking their brains out when we’d arrived. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that the mix up in times wasn’t planned.

“Yeah. Sometimes. Don’t tell me you and Chloe have never done that. It’s great—the way the water feels and—” At the sound of the patio door shutting we both turned.

The breath caught in my throat watching Chloe and Grace walking across the patio to us. They might as well have been naked for all the covering either of their suits provided. Chloe practically spilled out the small triangles of red cloth covering her boobs and the only sign of a bathing suit on her hips were spaghetti straps puckering the soft roll of her flesh and the triangle on her pubes.

Behind her Grace wasn’t much more concealed. Her body was lithe; breasts stood higher but they weren’t as full and bouncy as Chloe’s. Her eyes seemed to be focused on Chloe’s ass, and there was a small smile on her lips.

“Can you bring us a couple more beers, Grace?” Jason’s voice broke the trance that both Grace and I seemed to be under.

“Sure.”

When she turned, my gaze dropped to the cheeks of her ass, fully exposed with only a string separating firm luscious orbs.  There was just the slightest hint of a jiggle in her flesh as she stepped through the door and then out of sight.

I glanced at Jason, only to see him openly grinning back at me. For a moment my neck became warm. He’d caught me ogling his wife’s ass and he seemed pleased by that?

He turned his head before standing up, “Chloe. Here, take my chair. I’ll get another one.” He smiled at her, and walked quickly to the edge of the patio, grabbing two more chairs and pulling them to a spot across from Chloe and I.

“Thanks Jason.” Chloe eased down onto the vinyl surface and took a sip of wine, looking totally comfortable in the scant bikini.

From the smile that curled the corners of her lips, you’d think that this was an everyday thing, going nearly nude in front of a guy who was practically a stranger. Maybe it was all the talk and the wild sex we’d had since this whole swinger thing had come up on Friday but it made me proud to see her so comfortable.

I took another long haul of the can, draining it, feeling the warm numbing sensation float into my muscles. The sky was a clear blue, the temperature hot while the water beside us looked refreshing. Add to that, a wife who was flaming hot, and her girlfriend checking her ass out, obviously interested was making my head spin… Jason’s cool demeanor watching everything going on added to it.

There was a tingling sensation in my dick. This could be an interesting afternoon. 


Chapter 11
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Chloe

When Grace led me into her bedroom to change into my bathing suit, I was surprised. I’d have thought she’d change there, while I changed in another room.

She must have noticed something in my expression because she said, “Hey, it’s just us girls; no different than if we were at the gym. Beside, Ethan may need to use the bathroom or another room to change.” She laughed and lifted the sun dress over her head.

I watched her pluck a hanger from the closet and slide the dress onto it. I gazed down and tugged the edge of my shirt up to peel it off. Holy shit, somehow being in her bedroom while we stripped was waaaay more suggestive and naughty than any time I’d changed at the gym. I could feel my heart beat faster and my cheeks become warm.

When the drawer in her dresser hissed, sliding out on its track and ending with a small thud, I glanced over. Her hand rifled through the clothes as she stood there, completely naked.

“There it is.” She smiled at me and lifted a royal blue string bikini from the drawer.

Once more I looked down, hiding the flush of my cheeks and unsnapping the waist band of my shorts with trembling fingers. I slid the fabric off and reached for my bag. When I took the red bathing suit out, she laughed.

“Look at us, all dressed up for the 4th of July! You in red and me in blue!”

I managed to flash a small smile. “Yeah, all we need is white.” I slipped out of my panties and shoved them and my bra into the bag.

“Well you won’t find it on me. I always sunbathe in the nude.” She stepped closer and her hand tapped the cheek of my ass and rested on my skin softly. “Here’s the white.”

I gulped and felt my cheeks really burning now. She stood so close, making no attempt to cover herself while her fingertips tingled on my skin. The sweet scent of her perfume drifted into my nose and the heat of her body emanated close to mine. There was a tug low in my stomach as I stood there.

“Sorry Chloe. Am I embarrassing you?” Her hand grazed my upper arm softly and I turned my face up to look her in the eyes.

I shook my head. “Embarrass? No. It’s true. What’s to be embarrassed about?” The words tumbled out of my mouth as I struggled to regain my composure. She was making it very difficult standing so close to me with not a stitch on. I pulled away and lifted my feet to slide them into the loops of the bikini. As turned on as I was being naked in her bedroom with her, this was new territory. It was one thing to fantasize but this was actually happening.

“That shade of red is definitely your color—kind of a hot orangey red.” Her head dipped to the side as she stood holding her bikini, her eyes on the small bit of fabric covering my mons. Once more I felt a tingle in the spot between my legs. What the hell was she doing just standing there checking my bikini out but making no move to put her own on? I lifted my head and our eyes met. There was a small smile on her face, and for just a fraction of a second her gaze flitted to my chest. If a guy did what she was doing, there’d be no doubt in my mind as to what was on his mind. But this was Grace.

But then again, she went to that swinger club, so who knew?

“I wish I had boobs like yours. You must be a double ‘D’. “ Her hands cupped the undersides of her breasts, lifting them a little. “Look. A full ‘C’ but still a ‘C’.”

Oh my God. There was no mistaking the hot flash of lust that pulsed in my pussy gazing at her boobs. They may not be as big as mine but the nipple was firm, surrounded by a circle of pebbled dark aerole. Fuck. I could imagine kissing them, drawing the nubs into my mouth.  I looked away for a moment hiding the flush in my cheeks. What the hell was happening to me? Knowing she was a swinger was affecting me more that I expected.

I gulped and forced a smile to my lips, looking into her eyes. “Don’t be silly. You’ve got great boobs. What is it that guys say sometimes? More than a handful’s a waste.”

She smiled and flashed another quick glance at my chest. “Still....” She took the bikini bottom and bending forward stepped into the legs.

My heart raced in my chest as I put my bikini on. Had that been a come on? Some sort of swinger test or something?

I sighed and felt my stomach fall. What a hypocrite I was. Ever since we’d found out about Jason and her, Ethan and I had been turned on as hell. Now here I was getting changed, naked for a while and she’d commented on my breasts. I slipped the shorts and top into my bag. And what a weak spineless comment ‘more than a handfuls is a waste.’ Hell! She’d even touched my butt!

I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders, turning to look into her eyes. “Grace, I’d give anything to be as toned as you are. There’s not an inch of fat on you and your boobs in that bikini are awesome. Hell if I were a guy, I’d have a hard time, “I grinned and rolled my eyes, “Yeah a hard time, that’s a good one...well, you know what I mean.”

Fuck trying to concentrate on her eyes while she stood so close, with only the tiniest of bikinis covering her boobs and pussy was making me stammer, trying to hide the fact that I was attracted to her. But it was more than that...my gut was screaming that she felt it too! It was a game of Mexican stand-off but if she wanted more, shouldn’t SHE make the first move? She was the swinger after all.

She smiled and patted my cheek. “You’re so sweet. I know what you mean. I guess every woman would like bigger boobs, or to be taller or have a smaller ass or—”

“Okay. I got it.” My hands rose to grip her shoulders. We looked at each other for a moment silently and my gaze flickered to her lips. “You’re perfect Grace.” I smiled and a chuckle bubbled from my throat, dissipating the tension between us. “Look at us. If someone didn’t know better, I’d swear they thought we had some sort of girl crush going on.”

She grinned and her head fell back to gaze up at the ceiling for a beat. “Yeah. Crazy huh? We’d better get out there. They’ll be wondering what’s taking us so long.”  She stepped to the side, leading the way across the room and through the doorway.

I sighed and followed behind her. Oh God, the sight of her firm ass cheeks, the crease underneath taunting like a smile with each step was mesmerizing. Somehow, I felt like I’d dropped the ball, expecting her to give some hint, some move, encouraging something more, especially when she’d arranged for us to be naked together in her bedroom!

In the kitchen, she stopped and picked up the wine glasses, smiling as she turned to hand me one. “It’s funny, but I never thought you’d own a bikini, let alone show up here in one. I would have taken you for the sensible tankini or speedo.”

I took a long sip of wine, eyeing her over the rim. It was either a challenge or a subtle put down that I was too conservative. Or was everything she said or did filtered through the lens of her being a swinger? “You’re right. Usually I wear a speedo one piece but today...I just felt sexy. Maybe I got hormones running rampant. I don’t know.”

“Tell me about it. That gets worse...” She smiled and bobbed her eyebrows quickly, “...or better, when you’re in your thirties.”

“Like a fine wine ages...” I chirped, doing a quick once over of her body with my eyes.

Her eyes widened and then she peered at me closely. “Yeah.” She lifted the wine glass and took a long sip. When she finished she took a deep breath, looking down for a second. “This may sound weird...we’ve been friends a long time but this is the closest we’ve ever came to talking about sex.”

I nodded, feeling the breath hitch in my throat. My mind was a whirlwind picturing the swinger website, incredible sex with Ethan, watching her and Jason earlier. Was she going to come clean with it? Was this the opening that I’d hoped for?

She smiled at me. “Let’s just say that seeing you in a bikini...well, it’s pretty hot. If you say you’re feeling sexy, well you sure look the part.” Her hand rose to clasp my shoulder. “And what’s wrong with another woman, a good friend, saying so? I think people should just relax and accept other people, y’know?”

Gazing into her eyes, the easy warm smile on her lips while her hand sent hot shivers through my body...something came undone inside my mind. My hand rose and I cupped her breast, tugging at it, pressing my fingers into her flesh. “Like the fact, you’ve got nice boobs. Accepting yourself too.”

Her flesh filling my palm made my hand tingle and a jolt of electric lust spark in my pussy.

At the surprise in her eyes, my hand dropped and I grinned, trying to hide the burning sensation that flared in my cheeks. Oh shit. I’d gone too far, misread any signals she’d given out. I may be interested in exploring my bi side, especially after looking at so many swinger flicks, but was she?

Her chin dipped lower and a smile formed slowly on her lips, eyes twinkling as she stared at me. “Absolutely.” She leaned closer and kissed my cheek. “Thanks. That was nice.”

My heart pounded in my chest and words failed me. Did she mean ‘thanks, it was a nice thing to say’ or ‘thanks, I liked your hand on my tit.’?

“C’mon, let’s join the guys.”

This time, it was me who stepped ahead of her through the doorway.   


Chapter 12
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Grace

As I got a couple more beers from the refrigerator and filled a silver bucket with ice, my mind re-lived the scene earlier with Chloe. I was becoming a bit obsessed about wanting a bi experience. It had been a bit impulsive and risqué to suggest we change in the bedroom together, but she seemed okay with that.

Even lingering naked, cupping my boob while admiring hers—fuck what was not to love, they were spectacular!—but she hadn’t been shocked. A soft giggle drifted from my mouth. There’s probably narcissism and a little bit of lesbian in all women. And in the kitchen, she’d actually put her hand on my breast! She had kind of pushed things to that level, talking about feeling sexy and all.

I stood stock still as the realization hit me. Feeling sexy? That was how Jason and I were the week before and after a visit to the club. My mouth dropped open. She knew about the swinger club! It was the only thing that made sense with this change in her behavior. But I couldn’t just come out and ask her...What if I was wrong? Jason would kill me and I’d never be able to look her in the face again.

I tucked the wine and cans of beer in the ice and opened the patio door to join the others. As I walked across the warm concrete I smiled watching Chloe. Her slender legs were propped on the lounge chair, and she turned her head saying something to Ethan, sitting in the chair beside hers. She must have sensed my attention as she looked up and smiled, watching me carry the drinks.

“Thanks Grace.” Jason rose and grabbed the two beers, tossing one to Ethan.

I topped up Chloe’s goblet and added some to mine before taking a seat next to my husband. She smiled, taking a sip and making eye contact with me over the rim of the glass. I knew she was thinking the same thing as me, about the thing in the kitchen. My gaze drifted over her body as I sipped the wine. God she was gorgeous. Wide blue eyes, high sculpted cheekbones and full lips set in flawless ivory skin. And her body was lush and feminine, making me squirm in my chair.

“Hope you guys don’t mind, but it’s too hot for this.” Jason tugged the hem of his shirt up and over his head. He sat back and took a long sip of the beer. Just a soft billow of his abdomen bordered the waistband of his shirt, while his chest was firm and covered in fine dark hair.

“No complaints here.” I smiled and turned to Ethan. “Feel free to lose the shirt. It’s too hot for clothes.” When I glanced at Chloe, she looked down into her drink, trying to hide the smile that curled the corners of her mouth. I huffed a small sigh. Good one, Grace. ‘Too hot for clothes?’

Ethan cleared his throat after tossing his shirt over the back of his chair. “Jason tells me you helped build the fence, Grace. Somehow, it’s not hard to imagine you pounding...” Again he cleared his throat and glanced at Chloe before continuing. “...a hammer.”

Chloe had been sipping her wine but sat forward, coughing. Her hand flew to her mouth and she looked down, trying to get control. My eyebrows drew together and I was about to get up to help her but she waved me off with her hand. Well, that was odd, the look on her face and Ethan sliding a glance her way in some private joke.

I looked over at him and smiled. “Yeah. Actually it was fun. Banging away at nails...I can see why guys like swinging a hammer. It relieves some frustration.”

This time it was Ethan who started laughing, choking back the beer. “That’s one way of putting it. I would have liked to see you working on the fence. When Chloe and I get a house, maybe you’ll help us with ours.”

I rolled my eyes and grinned at him. There was definitely something more going on than just discussing home projects. “Laugh if you like, but you’d be surprised at how handy I am. I’d be glad to help you guys.” I turned to Jason who was watching all of us like a hawk. “Jason will too, I’m sure.”

He sat forward and patted my thigh. “Absolutely.  I mean, I’m no carpenter...but I’m pretty handy. As for Grace, you’ll see for yourself. We’d be happy to help out. Have you looked around? I mean at houses, of course.”

Ethan’s head bobbed back and he looked into Jason’s eyes. “Yeah, of course, houses.” He glanced over at me and then turned once more to Jason. “A few. But we’re not in any rush. I’d like to bolster the down payment a bit more.”

Chloe sighed and her fingers tapped on the arm of the chair. “I think we’re ready now.”

I couldn’t resist. “Are you sure you’re ready?” I had to stifle the chuckle that threatened.

Her cheeks became pink and her lips twitched in a smile before turning to Jason. “We’re only shy by a few thousand. Mom and Dad have offered to lend us that. You’re just being cautious and dragging your heels.”

He rolled his eyes and smiled at her. “It’s that open house you went to see with your mother last week. You two are totally sold on it but from the spec sheet, I think it’s maybe too small.”

“No it’s not! It’s the same size as Grace and Jason’s. If you weren’t so stubborn, you would have gone to see it later with me.” Her mouth was set in a firm line and she gulped a long sip of wine.

I took a deep breath, my mind scrambling to find a safer topic. Obviously there was some disagreement in this one.

“Hey! If it’s about the same size, how about I just check out yours?” Ethan smiled at me. “It’ll keep peace in the family. That is, if you don’t mind showing it to me. For size, I mean.”

My eyes flashed wide and I glanced over at Jason. He looked as surprised as me at Ethan’s request. And he’d made no bones about the fact that he wanted me, not Jason to give him the guided tour. A warm smile spread on Jason’s mouth.

He turned, and glancing between Ethan and me, he spoke. “Sure. That’s a good idea.  It’s hard to tell from a spec sheet. You have to get inside, get the feel of it to really know if it’s the right size and fit.” He glanced at Chloe and reached for the bottle of wine to top her glass up. “Chloe and I will be fine right here, enjoying the sun.”

“That’s a great idea, Ethan. Thanks for keeping an open mind and suggesting this.” Chloe smiled at him and with a wave of her hand shooed him away.

I shook my head and grinned at him. “Okay. I’ll play real estate agent and give you the tour.”

His eyebrows bobbed up and down as he stepped closer. “I wish all the real estate agents wore bikinis. This is a tour I’ll really enjoy.”

My chest was light and I laughed falling into step beside him. “If all the agents wore bikinis, how much of the house would you really look at? Isn’t that the point?” I sneaked a glance over at his chest and shoulders. Not bad, firm abdomen, a little less hair than Jason but really burly arms and shoulders. He was a pretty good looking guy, no doubt about it.

“Sure, but this is still nicer. A gorgeous half naked woman showing me her bedroom.” When he grinned there was a boyish dimple in his cheeks and his eyes twinkled.

I stepped through the patio door and paused next to the island counter. “Actually I’m more than half naked but who’s counting? Help yourself. Walk around and open cabinets if you’d like.”

I watched him look around the room, take a stand next to the window and check the long counter.

“The kitchen is a good size.” He strode from the room and when I caught up with him he was in the living room, standing in the centre and appraising it, glancing around. “This is good too. I only caught a glimpse as we walked by, but now that I’m in it, it feels right.”

“Good. There’s two bedrooms on this level and the bathroom. Come on, I’ll show you the master.” I walked ahead of him down the hallway, opening the door to the spare bedroom and the bathroom. I could feel his eyes checking out my ass as I proceeded him. He popped his head into both of those rooms and murmured, “Yes. That’s good.”

I took a deep breath as I stepped into the master bedroom. Chloe’s bag sat next to the king sized bed and the top drawer of the dresser was still slightly open. I turned around and watched him step around the room, a small smile on his face.

“This room is nice. You’ve even got a king sized bed with plenty of room to spare.” As he rounded the bed he spotted Chloe’s bag and the drawer still open. He looked over at me and his eyes were wide. “You both changed in here? At the same time?”

I could feel my neck getting warm as I watched his face transform imagining it. “Yeah? Lots of women change together...like at a gym. What’s wrong with that?” But my mind was filled with the image of Chloe and I standing together, naked.

Ethan shook his head and looked down for a moment. A small chuckle erupted from his throat. “Absolutely nothing. Sorry. Forgive a guy for sexy thoughts. Hey! I’m still in my twenties and it’s a proven fact that men think of sex every minute of the day. And being with a totally hot woman in her bedroom while she’s practically naked isn’t helping.”

For the first time since we’d come inside, he looked sheepish and embarrassed. My heart went out to him and I stepped closer to stand beside him. “Sorry. That sounded harsh. Of course it’s awkward being alone in here especially when I’m...” I looked down at my boobs popping up from the small triangular cloth.

“Yeah.” He looked into my eyes and there was a small smile curling his lips. “Grace?”

“Mmmhmm?”

“I have a confession to make. Chloe and I actually were here at noon. We slipped in the gate and well...you guys were at the pool.”

My hands flew to my mouth and I stared at him with wide eyes. Oh no! They’d seen Jason and me fucking at the side of the pool? My heart hammered in my chest and my face was on fire for a few moments. I closed my eyes and shook my head from side to side. With a deep sigh I once more looked into his eyes.

“Okay. We’re busted. Honestly, we really thought you’d be here at two, with plenty of—”

His hand touched my arm and he gazed into my eyes. “Don’t. Actually it was a pretty hot first impression. I liked it and I’m pretty sure Chloe did too. We’re not prudes, you know.”

My mouth fell open as I stared at him. Why had he told me this? Why had he made a point of it and letting me know they weren’t prudes? Oh my God. It explained Chloe’s behavior earlier in the kitchen. Hormonal my ass. She’d been turned on and had actually made the first move. Well, almost the first. I sure hadn’t been shy about my body.

I let out a long breath and grinned at him. “I’m glad you aren’t prudes. Obviously, neither are we.”

His hand continued to skim lightly on my upper arm, the fingertips dangerously close to the side of my boobs. “You and Jason are pretty cool. I’m glad you invited us over today. We’d like to get to know you better.”

I gulped and there was a small tug low in my tummy. If I wasn’t mistaken, it wasn’t getting together for drinks or going to a movie, he was talking about. Holy cow! Maybe I didn’t know as much about Chloe and Ethan as I thought. Were they into swinging as well?

I smiled and took his hand in mine, leading him from the bedroom. “Jason and I think you guys are cool too. And we’d sure like to see more of you.” But not before the four of us had a chance to talk about all that was left unsaid.


Chapter 13
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Jason

Grace and Ethan had been in the house for about twenty minutes. I looked over and smiled when I saw her appear in the doorway, Ethan following closely.

“Looks like the tour is over, Chloe.” I turned and smiled at her. “Think he liked what he saw?” Of course she would take that to mean the house, but it was Grace’s body I was thinking about.

She took a sip of wine and her smile curled on her face like a cat’s. “I liked what I’ve seen so far.” Her eyes didn’t leave mine for a long moment.

There was definitely more to that comment than just the words. More than the general layout of the house and the size.  She and Grace had been together changing into their swim suits. Was that what she was referring to? Time to find out.

My eyes drifted over her chest and tummy, lingering for a beat on the teeny ‘V’ at her crotch. “You and Grace are such good friends. And seeing the two of you together today, in your bikinis, makes an old man’s heart speed up.”

She leaned forward and her hand rested on my thigh. “I wouldn’t call you old, not by a long shot. Experienced maybe, but not old.” She smiled at Grace before turning to Ethan. “Well? Did you like it?”

“For sure. I hate to admit it, but you were right. I’ll go and look at that house with you.” His gaze flitted to Grace and me. “I like what you’ve done to this house. The decorating...everything is perfect.”

“Thanks.” I looked at Grace about to give her all the credit but the look on her face was nervous. What the hell had happened in there? My jaw set looking over at Ethan.

“Umm? Jason? It seems that Chloe and Ethan were here earlier...when we were at the pool. We didn’t hear them and they left quietly.” She glanced between Chloe and Ethan. “Ethan told me, inside.”

I chuckled nervously. “Ah...oops?” I looked around to everyone else standing there looking like they were feeling… well as weird as I was feeling, I guess. I gave a small laugh. “Oops all around, I guess!” I finished the last of the beer and stood up. “Would you like another beer, Ethan?”

His eyes met mine and he nodded. “Sure. But I’ll go with you.”

I walked to the kitchen, barely able to believe what I’d just learned. I wasn’t embarrassed. It wasn’t like we planned it or anything but hell....His footsteps padded behind me as I pulled the door open and stepped inside.

I grabbed another couple cans of beer and tossed him one, standing watching him as I popped the tab. “Hell of a way to first meet a guy, seeing his ass as he bangs his wife, huh?”

He took a swig and then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Yeah. But I’m not complaining. It was...” his eyebrows bobbled, and he said with a shrug, “It was kind of a turn on man.” He gave a short laugh. “I sure wasn’t ready for the hard on that nearly winded me though.”

I polished half the beer in one swallow and grinned at him. He was a little embarrassed but kind of amused as well. “You braggin’ Ethan? The sight of a couple fucking and your dick gets hard that fast?” I raised my eyes to the ceiling. “Oh to be in my twenties again...”

He laughed and shook his head. “You’re not that old. And Grace is certainly not that old. Fuck, she’s smokin’. If I was you, I’d be hittin’ that every hour.”

I held the beer can tight in my hand watching him. How to break into this... How could I let him know that I’d give anything to see him with Grace? The fact that Chloe’d be right next to me, probably under me, was a side benefit altogether too sweet. But then they’d know we were swingers. Grace would kill me if I let that cat out of the bag. Chloe and she were friends after all.

“Go on with you. You probably have your hands full with Chloe. And in your twenties. We’re probably lucky on a long weekend that you’d get out of bed long enough to visit us.”

He stepped forward and his hand gripped the counter top as he looked at the floor silently. He seemed to be deliberating on something. Maybe I’d gone too far with that comment? Or maybe their sex life wasn’t that great. I took another swig of beer letting him come to some sort of decision or let it drop.

His eyes were wrinkled in the corners when he looked up at me. He shook his head and once more looked down at the floor.

“What? Jeeze, I’m sorry if I stepped out of line. I mean it’s none of my—”

His hand rose in the air, palm facing me and effectively shutting me up. He shook his head from side to side. “No man. It’s not that. Chloe and I have a good sex life, especially this weekend! After she told me...Well you know, about Saturday night.” His eyes rose and met mine while he grinned kind of crookedly.

I could feel my chest tightening as well as my face. Saturday night? What was so special they did last night? I had to hear this one. “What happened Saturday night?”

His head fell back and he looked at the ceiling. “Oh maaan! You know. The CLUB! That sex club!”

My head jerked back and my eyes were wide staring at him. The sex club? Were he and Chloe members? How had Grace and I missed them? Still, it was better to play it safe. “You went to a sex club? You and Chloe?”

His mouth dropped while his eyebrows pulled together. “Not us! You guys! You and Grace.”

“Grace and...” My voice was a squeak. I took a deep breath and continued in a lower voice. “Grace and me? I’m sorry but—”

“No way! Look Chloe read the email from the O Zone on Grace’s phone.” He shook his head and smiling he looked away for a moment. “I know. She shouldn’t have and I told her that but she did. We looked it up online and we’ve been fucking like minks ever since! And then to come here today...Well...I’d like to know more.”

I stood stock still digesting what he’d just said. They knew. They’d come over knowing what we’d done the night before. And fucked like minks because of it. I turned and reached into the fridge for a couple more beers. I handed one to him and looked into his eyes.

“Okay. I’ll admit it. We went for the same reason you just said. It spices up our sex life. We like it.” I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It was a relief to get it out there. Grace might be upset but there it was.

Actually it was her fault. She’d let Chloe see her cell phone. So she had no cause to be pissed off with me.

“So tell me. What’s it like, man? I need details.” He popped the beer can and held it before him, his eyes staring intently into mine.

He was so earnest, so eager to hear more that I had to laugh. I stepped towards him and clapped him on the back. “Not here. It’s a couple’s club actually. If I’m going to talk about it, it’ll be with the two of you and Grace of course.” I stepped through the doorway into the warm afternoon.

I didn’t know how much hotter it was going to get!


Chapter 14
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Chloe

My gaze flitted from Grace to Jason and I had to look down to hide the smile that threatened to burst forth. So Ethan had told her we’d seen them earlier.

I wasn’t surprised to see Ethan follow Jason to the kitchen to get more beer. It was better for them to do the guy talk thing, now that the truth was out there.

I looked across at Grace. She smiled shyly and took a sip of wine. I guess it was up to me to bring the subject up, especially after what had happened between us earlier.

“Grace...I know that you were at a swingers’ club last night.”

Her eyes widened and her hand quickly swept across her mouth as she sputtered wine. I leaned forward and patted her foot. “It’s okay. I’m not shocked...although I admit I was at first. I read about the club and well...Let’s just say that the past two nights have been really sexy for Ethan and me.”

“So you read the text message on my phone? I wondered about that.” Her eyebrows lifted and she took a deep breath. “Was that why you kind of came on to me in the kitchen?” Her finger rolled over the rim of her glass as she looked me in the eye.




She didn’t look angry that I’d snooped or even embarrassed. I stood up and stepped over to he and sat down on the bottom part of her lounge chair. I rested my hand on her thigh as I gazed into her eyes. “As I recall, you didn’t seem to be in any hurry to get dressed. Hell, you even cupped your hands under your breasts, making sure I’d notice them. What was all that about if you didn’t want it to go to a higher level?”

Her lips parted and it looked like she was about to say something but she looked down into the glass of wine.

I couldn’t stop the smile that flashed in my face. She was the older woman with much more experience in that whole swinger thing, yet she seemed kind of shy suddenly. A tendril of hair had slipped forward across her cheek and her long eyelashes shielded her eyes as she gazed down. My hand rose to tuck the lock of hair back, behind her ear and I lifted her chin so that we looked into each other’s eyes.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I’m sure as hell, not. Actually, I’m dying to hear more about that club.” It was true. I leaned closer and peered at her with wide eyes. Now that it was out in the open, I wanted the dirty details, all of them.

A slow smile spread on her lips and into her eyes. “Look, I want to tell you but...”

“But what? C’mon Grace.” My hand dropped and I squeezed hers tightly. Why was she being so coy and secretive?

She looked past me, to the house. “Jason and Ethan are coming. I don’t want to get into this until they’re here. If Jason’s okay with talking to you guys about it, then fine. It is pretty private stuff you know.”

My stomach fell as I rose to my feet as the guys came up to where we were sitting. When I looked at Ethan, he bobbed his eyebrows and grinned at me. Jason looked like the cat that’d swallowed the canary. What was up with those two? I eased down into the other lounge chair and picked up my glass of wine.

As I sat down, my tummy took flight with butterflies. Ever since I’d learned about this swinger thing it was like being in some sort of sexual ‘Wonderland’, like Alice. And just like Alice, I was eager to explore.

Ethan took the chair next to me and reached over to squeeze my hand. There was an element of eagerness in his eyes. What the heck had those two talked about in the kitchen?


Chapter 15
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Grace

It was all I could do to stop myself from blurting everything out to Chloe, especially with her sitting so close, looking absolutely lush as she stared into my eyes. It would be so easy to tell her everything and the fact that she KNEW about the swinging thing and had actually touched my boob earlier...well, she was as bi curious as me.




But...This wasn’t just about me. Jason was part of this too. There was no way any sort of conversation was going to happen without him being there. Ethan was obviously enticed by the club as Chloe. That remark about ‘getting to know us better’ proved that. My stomach tightened despite the smile I gave her.

When I saw Ethan and Jason walking out the door towards us, I tried to read Jason’s face. Whatever happened would all hinge on his okay. His eyes met mine for a long moment as his lips twitched in a small smile.

He took a seat next to me and his eyes lit up. “Grace, it seems we don’t have any secrets anymore, not with Chloe and Ethan. Not only did they catch us making out earlier, they know about the club too.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, unaware that I’d been holding my breath. I smiled at him. “Yes, I know. Chloe and I had the same conversation that you and Ethan had.” I leaned closer and my voice was soft when I spoke. “Are you okay with this? Talking to them about it?”

“C’mon Jason. At least tell us what the club’s like. We don’t need to know who you messed around with or how far you guys go but...that club...I’d like to know more.” Ethan sat forward, the beer dangling in his hand between bent knees.

Jason’s hands extended palms out. “That’s fine by me.” He looked over to me and said, “Grace. I thought you’d be upset and I haven’t said a word.” He gave a small grin. “Yet.”

I looked across at Chloe and Ethan, watching us like hawks. I smiled recalling the first time I’d been in the club. Even though the website had said that people treat others with respect, I’d expected anyone who gave me a second look to expect to have sex with me. It was funny seeing Chloe and Ethan looking so eager. Did they think that now everyone knew, we’d just have an orgy?

“Actually, we’ve only been to the club a few times. We’re not full fledged swingers,” I said.

“Not yet.” Jason’s voice was low, followed by a chuckle.

I glanced over at him and patted his thigh. With a grin on my face, I turned to Chloe. “What I mean is, we’ve done soft swing, we actually haven’t had sex with another couple.”

Chloe’s eyes narrowed and her eyebrows drew together. “But you’ve had sex there! In front of a bunch of other people?” She lifted her glass to take a long swallow.

Ethan’s eyes were wide as marbles and he sat back in the chair, pushing on the crotch of his shorts. He let out a quick sigh and grinned. “Sorry. Just thinking about it...”

I couldn’t stop the chuckle that spilled from my chest. It was obvious that he was getting a hard on and Chloe was squirming in her chair as well. “No one else. Just Jason and me. But let me tell you that’s been enough—”

“For now.” Once more Jason interjected finishing my sentence.

“Hey! I’m the one telling it.” I gave his arm a swat.

“Okay, okay. Fair ball.” He sat back and took a long swallow of beer.

I turned back to Chloe and Ethan. “Look, I know you’re interested and you’ve gone crazy looking at the website and watching swinger porn but—”

“But what?” Chloe’s head dipped forward, staring at me.




I took a deep breath. “But you really need to communicate as a couple before you try anything. That’s why we’ve never done anything with another couple. I’ve never been one hundred percent sure how I’d feel seeing Jason with another woman.” Face it, a part of me was still a little insecure.

Jason reached over and rubbed my arm. “And I would never push the issue. I love you too much for that.” He looked across at Ethan. “That’s another thing buddy. In this area, women call the shots by and large. Any guy who drags his wife to a club when she’s not ready is asking for trouble. I saw one couple the first night we went there. The woman had a screaming fit right there in the parking lot. It was a bad scene, dude.”

I nodded and patted his hand. This was one reason I loved him so much. Going to the club had brought us closer as a couple. He wasn’t in it just to fuck other women.

Chloe grinned and extended her glass, signaling for Ethan to get her a refill. “I like that. Women calling the shots.” She smiled up at him as he rose to get the bottle of wine. When she turned to face me, her face was serious. “It’s really weird. When we learned about you guys and the swinging thing we had some awesome sex. And coming over here today, knowing that...”

Watching her, I couldn’t help the tingle that flooded through my pussy. They’d known we were sexually open and had come over expecting more? And Ethan standing next to her pouring wine into her glass, the crotch of his shorts filled out quite nicely.

I sighed. Much as I wouldn’t mind taking this to the next level, I had to be sure they were ready. This couldn’t happen on a whim that they’d regret later. And then there was our friendship—Chloe and mine. I couldn’t jeopardize that either.

Jason stood up and stretched. He smiled at me before turning to Chloe. “If you two want to get together again with us...go to the club even, Grace and I would like that too.” He placed his hands on his hips and his chin dipped down, gazing at them. “You’re both really attractive and we like you. Hell, we’d love to get close to you sexually but...” His lips drew together in a straight line and he shook his head. “Not today. You two need to really think about this and if you want to try it, just dangle your toe in the water first.”

I stood up, put my arm over his shoulder and stretched up to kiss his cheek. God I loved that man! I turned to Chloe and Ethan. “Speaking of dangling your toe in the water, who’s ready for a swim?”


Chapter 16
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Sex  Oops I mean, SIX days later...

Ethan

Hurry up, Chloe!” I glanced at my watch for the third time in five minutes. What was with women that they took so much time to get ready?

“Hold your horses. I’m almost done and we’ve got plenty of time.” Her voice drifted from the bathroom, down the hall to where I stood waiting.

“You sure you have the time right, today? She said noon, didn’t she?” I grinned remembering my first impression of Grace and Jason, the two of them fucking next to the pool. Well today, if everything went as planned we’d be joining them with that.

I took a glass from the cabinet and turned the cold water tap to fill it. The week had flown by in a whirlwind of mind blowing sex. Between the romps in bed, we’d talked about swinging, even role played a bit. Chloe and I were ready. The fact that she and Grace were both bi-curious made it even hotter. Maybe we wouldn’t actually switch partners but that, the girl on girl, was definitely on the table.

I pushed at the crotch of my shorts, trying to adjust my dick to a more comfortable spot. I gulped the water, wondering how my cock could get thick so easily after a week of non-stop sex. For sure there’d be no performance anxiety today.

The heels of her sandals clacked on the hardwood floor, walking down the hall. I set the glass down and turned to watch her enter the kitchen. Holy shit! The wait had been worth it. In the form fitting sun dress, she exuded sex appeal. Her cleavage was a deep warm valley, and the skirt barely covered her ass.

She grinned and stepped into me, throwing her arms around my neck. “You like?” Sweet, floral scent drifted into my nostrils when she leaned closer to kiss my lips lightly.

“Are you kidding? You’re smokin’ hot.” I took her hand and placed it on my crotch. “Does that convince you?” My eyes closed softly when her fingers pressed in.

“Oh God, Ethan. I can’t believe this. We’re dressed up like we’re going on a date. And we’re just as excited too.” Her wide blue eyes sparkled above cheeks flushed pink.

“It’s mind blowing, isn’t it. Yet, the past week was like our honeymoon all over again. I can see why Grace and Jason got into this.” My hands cupped her cheeks and I tilted her face to look deep into her eyes. “I love you, Chloe.”  

Her smile faded and her eyes were soft gazing into mine. “I love you too.”

There was no need to say anymore. It was the final affirmation that whatever happened later, it would only serve to enhance our relationship. If either of us had second thoughts or was uncomfortable in any way, it would end right there and then. We were in this together, hand in hand or we weren’t in it at all. We’d talked about this all week and this was a final taking each other’s temperature before leaving the house. I told myself that I’d keep it up though, once we got there.

“Ready?”

Her lips curled in a smile as she nodded her head a bunch of times. We both were  excited!

***

Twenty minutes later we were at Grace and Jason’s front door. Once more the weather had cooperated with clear skies and temperatures in the high eighties. A bead of sweat trickled down my back under the light cotton shirt as I stood holding Chloe’s hand in mine.

The door opened to reveal Grace’s head peeking around the edge of it. Her green eyes were above a wide smile, while behind her, Jason’s dark eyes were dancing, laugh lines spreading from the corners. “Hi! C’mon in,” their voices chimed together, and the door opened wider, welcoming us.

Chloe was the first one to enter, her hand rising to her mouth followed by a soft giggle. When I stepped inside and the door closed, the sight of Grace’s naked breasts peeking out from the edges of a sheer lacy cover-up, met my eyes. She stepped forward and hugged Chloe, planting a soft kiss on her lips before turning to me.

Her smile was impish as she stepped forward and her arms folded over my shoulders. Her breasts pressed into my abdomen and her kiss was light against my lips, the floral scent of her hair drifting into my nostrils. I could feel my cock begin to stiffen as I pulled her close.

Behind her, Jason’s eyes locked with mine as he hugged Chloe. He smiled and looked down at my hands clasping just above her ass. He was very okay with his nearly naked wife in the arms of another man.

She eased back and turned to put her arm around Chloe’s waist. “Let’s get a glass of wine, shall we, and then you can get changed into your swim suit.”

My cock was thick watching the two women walk into the kitchen. Chloe was all curves, from the narrowness of her waist to the swell of her hip and the crease under the cheeks of her ass, swaying alongside her friend. And Grace! The cover-up sure wasn’t covering much, the tanned and toned orbs of her ass showing through the faint fabric.

Jason’s arm extended and he grinned. “Beer? Or would you like something stronger?”

My eyebrows rose and I smiled at him. “Beer’s good.” He was dressed like me in a pair of clam diggers and a golf shirt. Well, that much was more or less what I’d expected. But Grace! There was no doubt with what she had on, or more accurately, didn’t have on, what she was dressed for. I’d read somewhere on one of the swinger sites that the hostess sets the mood in stuff like this.

I followed the women into the kitchen and watched Grace pour wine into two goblets. If she’d been completely naked she couldn’t have looked sexier. The edges of the short robe skimmed the tips of her breasts, revealing dark pebbled nipples, a small tummy and a landing strip of auburn pubic hair. She was completely at ease, lifting the glass and handing it to Chloe.

Jason stepped by her and reached into the fridge for a couple cans of beer. “So, how has the week been?” He handed me one and grinned looking from Chloe to me. “Lots of talk, lots of sex?”

I laughed as I popped the tab. “Yeah, you could say that. We’ve talked, which led to sex, and more sex. How about you two?”

It was Grace who spoke. “Same here. It’s amazing isn’t it? We’ve been really looking forward to you coming over today.” She sidled close to Jason, putting her arm around his waist, her left breast becoming completely exposed in the process.

It was hard to tear my eyes from the sight but I needed to see how Chloe was taking all of this. Her eyes were wide but there was a smile on her face as she gazed at Grace and Jason. She was okay with this even though her cheeks had flushed pink. I let out a soft breath and turned once more to Grace and her husband.

“Oh my.” Chloe took a long swallow of wine. She cleared her throat and spoke again. “I needed that. It’s funny. We’ve been the same—aching to see you guys but now that we’re here, I’m nervous. I mean, how do we start?”

It was exactly what I’d been thinking. We all knew where this was going to end up but the steps leading to it...What, if anything, should we be doing? It was like a race, where you’re all pumped up, ready to sprint but not sure where the starting line was.

Grace pulled away from Jason and stepped closer to Chloe, tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear as she gazed into Chloe’s eyes. “I think you should finish your wine. Relax. We have all afternoon.” She leaned forward and kissed Chloe’s lips.

My cock was oozing its arousal and my hand tightened on the beer can as I watched the tender, sensuous sight of the two women kissing. I glanced over at Jason, only to see his arousal matching mine.

The kiss ended and Chloe took another sip of wine while Grace’s fingers drifted along the low edge of her neckline.

“I love this dress. You look so hot in it.” She let out a soft laugh. “Maybe too hot.” Her fingers rose to the shoulder strap and pushed it down.

My heart was hammering in my chest and I took a long haul of beer, my gaze never leaving the women. What was next?

Their foreheads touched, and Chloe’s teeth pressed into her lower lip as she looked down at Grace’s chest. Ever so slowly, her hand rose to cup and knead Grace’s breast. “I’ve thought of doing this all week.”

Grace smiled and her hand tugged at the other shoulder strap, pushing it lower, tugging the fabric down and exposing Chloe’s breasts.

Oh my God. My lips fell open as I watched Grace fondle Chloe’s breasts, her fingers topped by fiery red nails, teasing the nipples. Beside me, Jason’s breath was slow and steady, breaking the utter silence in the room.

Chloe’s hand drifted around Grace’s back and lower still, pulling her close. There was urgency in her movements, her lips nuzzling Grace’s neck, as her hips pressed forward, an urgency that soon ignited in Grace as well.

I barely dared to breathe as Grace pushed Chloe’s dress down, revealing the thin string of panties on her hips, the ivory skin of her ass and flash of golden thigh as it glided to the floor. Her hand curled over Chloe’s butt cheek, tugging at the supple flesh.

Her face titled up again and she kissed Chloe’s ear. The whispered words were too low to hear but whatever she’d said made Chloe grin and step out of the loop of fabric circling her feet. Grace grabbed the bottle of wine and turned her head, flashing a small smile at Jason and me, before sliding the patio door wide and stepping out into the bright sunshine. Chloe slipped her sandals off and followed.

Oh fuck, my dick was so hard it was almost becoming painful! This was it! A scene straight from the raunchiest porn flick was about to happen. But it was not just some unknown but sexy babes going at it but Chloe and Grace! I took the cold can of beer that Jason extended and hustled out the door and across the patio to where they lay stretched on the chaise lounge, every red blooded man’s fantasy come true.


Chapter 17
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Chloe

The breath hitched in my throat as she leaned into me, her gaze on my lips. The touch of her mouth on mine was a tingling butterfly and simultaneously, our lips parted. My clit was on fire, longing for more. My hand cupped her neck and I pulled her hard onto my mouth, forcing her lips wider with my tongue. The sweet taste of wine, her heady perfume aroused me further. I pushed the lacy cover-up down and off. My hand skimmed down her neck and chest and I clutched her breast...kneading and rolling it in my palm as I devoured her mouth with mine. Oh God, my pussy was wet, craving more of her.

My mouth left hers and I kissed her jaw, her throat, moving down to where I longed to kiss. My tongue circled the firm tip of her nipple and I suckled, tasting sweet perfumed flesh.

“Ahh... yes… that feels so good...” Her words were a yearning sigh as her fingers rolled over my head.

When she eased back, stretching her body on the lounge chair, I followed her, never breaking contact with her breast. My hands clutched her warm flesh, pulling and kneading as I moved to kiss her other nipple.

Oh God. The warm pressure on my breast from her hand, pulling at my flesh sent jolts of longing through my pussy. I pulled back for a moment and rolled onto my side to lie beside her, once more kissing her lips. Our breasts pressed against each other, both of our hands roaming quickly over each other’s bodies.

My hand skimmed the valley of her waist to her hip, and down to the hot moistness of her pussy. The first time touching another woman... I barely breathed, feeling her skin like satin under my fingertips. Oh God. This was it. To touch another woman, toexplore her pussy with my fingers…

Her knee bent and swung up, opening herself. Oh yeah. She wanted this as much as I did. My finger pressed into her fold, sliding slowly through the slick furrow.

She jerked and a soft mewl sounded deep in her throat. Even if she hadn’t signaled that I’d stroked her clit, I would have known. It was firm, protruding just a little from the soft folds of skin, just like mine probably was doing right then.

Oh God, her fingers slithered under my arm, reaching for my pussy. I wanted it so much. My knee rose, and the muscles in my ass tightened, thrusting my groin to meet her hand.

Her finger on my clit jolted through my body like white lightning. It was my turn to sigh. “Oh yeah...” floated from my mouth like a blessing. My hips rocked back and forth, pushing her finger to the sweetest spot, the underside. “Don’t stop,” I now sighed. My chest heaved and heart raced as her finger teased my clit. It was so fucking hot, her fingers were perfect, sweet torture.

“Fuck that’s hot.”

At the hoarse whisper, my head turned. Ethan and Jason stood a few feet away from the bottom of the lounge chair. They each held a can of beer next to their chest and their eyes were slits watching us. After a quick glance lower at the tenting of their shorts, I smiled.

“Don’t stop on our account.” Jason grinned and his free hand rose to rub the bulge in his shorts.

Grace’s hand pulled at my neck and I turned to kiss her again. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she fluttered the tip quickly against mine. The sensation of her fluttering tongue began a new flow of pleasure through me. Oh yeah, her tongue down there, vibrating my clit...

Fuck, I wanted that!

The fact that Ethan and Jason were watching us, getting so turned on, made it even hotter. Whether it was the wine or the anticipation building all week, any inhibition I had evaporated. They wanted a show...well, I wanted to give them one, almost as much as I wanted Grace’s tongue licking my pussy. But it was time to slow down a bit. The orgasm was close...too close. I wanted this to last forever.

I pulled back and smiled, gazing into her eyes. “This lounge chair is too narrow. Let’s go for a swim to cool down a bit.” I leaned into her again and whispered, my lips brushing the fold of skin of her ear. “Plus, this will drive the guys nuts.”

She giggled and nodded her head. I rose to my feet, tossed my panties onto the chair and watched as she stood up. With shoulders pulled back, breasts perky and high, she took my hand in hers, leading me over to the pool. I’d never paraded naked in front of anyone but my husband, yet here I was strolling casually across the patio in front of everyone. It was as natural as that, yet my breath was raspy walking behind her.

It had a surreal quality to it, like I had stepped onto the set of a porn flick. I loved it! For the first time in my life, I wanted to flaunt… flaunt what? My sexuality? No, that wasn’t it exactly. The guys were watching us like hawks, yes… and I wanted them to get their money’s worth or something. I let my hips roll into each step, enjoying my vamping. It was strange for me. I was the object of their wanton desires—all of them—Grace’s as well as Ethan and Jason’s.

Whenever guys gave me a once over—in a bar, or just walking down the street even—I had always felt a rush of being self conscious. Those episodes of being checked out always had an element of me feeling embarrassed or something.

But here I was, striding across my patio, turned on as much as I had ever been in my life, and turning on these people around me… and I felt happy? No, not happy… sort of fulfilled. Yes, fulfilled. I was putting myself out there sexually—unselfconsciously wanton—blatantly wanton and they were into me being in this mood. And their being into me, made me want to go even deeper into this arousal.

Me turning them on was turning me on even more!

I glanced over my shoulder and smiled slyly at Ethan and Jason. It was in their eyes, longing and lust watching Grace and me.

I turned back to her and pulled at her hand, stepping forward to kiss her while my hands roamed softly over her back and then cupped her ass. Our groins pressed tight together, sending fresh jolts of pleasure through my pussy. When she pulled her head back and her lips curved in a small smile, I knew she felt it too—the debauched pleasure we were about to explore.


Chapter 18
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Grace

It was a fantasy come true. I’d been so hot for her all week; when she’d told me she wanted try sex with another woman, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.

The woman at the club from the other week was beautiful and sexy as hell, but she couldn’t hold a candle to Chloe.

Just walking in the door she took my breath away. She was so totally hot, her gorgeous boobs spilling up from the neckline of her dress, while the look in her big blue eyes made my heart beat faster. Her lips were full and a little pouty in a flawless ivory complexion that suited the mane of golden hair.




And now exploring each other’s bodies, feeling the pleasure, hearing the soft moans from her throat at my touch was intoxicating. Her lips were soft and sensuous everywhere she kissed, sending quivering pulses through my body. A part of me wanted to slow down, make this last.

Her finger stroked my clit gently. “Oh yeah...” The words flowed from my lips, as I became lost in her tender caress. I knew it would be like this with another woman—the soft touch wrapping the heat within.

I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to have her, bring this pleasure to her. My fingers shot between her legs, sliding into the hot slipperiness of her furrow. Her breathing quickened and hips humped back and forth on my finger; her body wanting and craving this too. Oh fuck, it made me want her more.

At Ethan’s words of wonder, his voice low, charged with lust, I smiled. Chloe and I were totally hot and the fact that the guys were watching, almost creaming their jeans just amped everything up another notch.

When she turned back to me and kissed me again, I showed her what I wanted—to tease her clit with my tongue until she screamed for more. At her whispered words, my stomach sank for a moment—go for a swim? But she was right. It was happening quickly, and if she had any second thoughts...well, hopefully she wouldn’t.

When I stood up, Jason’s eyes locked with mine for a moment and he gave a small nod of his head. As for Ethan, from the state of his pants, he was hot with this.

I took her hand in mine and led her to the pool. Her tug on my arm stopping me and the kiss that followed took me by surprise for a moment. But her lips were delicious and decadent, her pussy pushing and undulating against mine. I smiled at her and turned to walk down the steps into the pool.

The water was cool on my skin, refreshing as it flowed between my legs. There was a small splash and Chloe shot by me, her arms pulling at the water, swimming to the other end of the pool. Her ass was a flash of white as her legs scissored, propelling her forward.

I turned and grinned at the guys. They were standing still as statues, their beer cans in hand watching us with frank longing. “Are you guys coming in? Loose the shorts.”

I dipped lower in the pool and swam towards her. She was almost at the other end and I kicked harder to catch up with her. Now that the guys were going to join us, it was important that I talk to her.

Her hand spring from the water, grasping the ledge of the pool. I was soon treading water next to her, smiling into her eyes. “Chloe, Jason and I have never swapped partners. It’s a big step.”

She reached for my hand and pulled me closer. “Actually, I don’t think that Ethan and I are ready for that either. But that doesn’t mean that you and me—”

“Oh no. THAT’s definitely going to happen.” I smiled and kissed her lips. “But Ethan doesn’t expect—”

“No. Actually we hadn’t planned that. Neither of us are ready for that.” Her hand drifted along my back softly.

She was so beautiful, smiling at me, her lush body grazing against mine that the spark of longing in my pussy flared hot. I cupped her breast and my thumbnail teased the tip of her nipple. Her eyes closed for a second and her lips parted with a gentle sigh. The passion we’d both felt on the lounge chair was stirring once more.

I pulled my hand back and slipped under the water, drifting lower until her pussy was before my face. Holding her thighs in my hands, I pulled forward and my mouth nuzzled between her legs. My lips pursed over her clit, pulling on it. After a minute of this my lungs burned and I thrust up to gulp air. When I saw the soft longing in her eyes, her lips open and breathing quickly, I smiled.

She pushed off from the wall of the pool, swimming slowly to the shallow end. I wasn’t far behind her. Before us, Ethan and Jason were low in the pool, their shoulders and hand holding a beer can above the water. Neither of them said anything as Chloe, followed closely by me, walked up the steps out of the pool.

I watched the crease under her ass, and the hint of her pussy as she walked over to the table and picked up the goblet of wine. God, that was sexy, just the slightest jiggle in her bottom above slender and firm thighs. I finished the rest of my wine and grabbed a towel from the table.

“Let’s get comfortable. “ I nodded my head to the side of the pool and headed over to spread the towel there.

After a quick glance at Ethan and Jason, I lowered my body onto the plush cotton. Chloe’s eyes were soft slits and there was a small smile on her lips as she slowly walked over. It had been sensuous and wanton, the sway of her hips and how her breasts pulled high shook with each step. She was totally in the moment, tantalizing each one of us. 

She knelt down and leaned forward to kiss my lips, her hand laying softly on my cheek. Once more the touch of her tongue skimming over mine sent of wave of pleasure through my body. When she pulled back her hand lowered and nudged my shoulder gently, until I was spread on my back on the towel. There was a flutter low in my tummy gazing up at her, anticipating what would follow.

Her hand trailed to the side of my breast pulling at the soft roundness as she bent lower to tongue my nipple. The gentle touch on my sensitive skin, sent a shiver through my body that pulsed in my clit. I gazed at her profile, the blonde curls tucked behind her ear, her eyes seductive slits as her lips closed over my nipple. Oh fuck. The reality was better than any fantasy, especially knowing our husbands were probably drooling as they watched.

My fingers feathered over the back of her head and lower, over her back to the swell of her ass. Her skin was like satin, warm and smooth under my fingers.

Her hand left my breast and skimmed over my tummy and my breath caught in my throat. This was what I ached for. My leg slid to the side, opening myself to her touch. Her finger teased my clit softly.

“Oh fuck, yeah. Just like that.” My hips convulsed up, humping her finger. It was so fucking hot. She had me just where I wanted to be.

“Ahh...” I sucked a gasp of air as her tongue traced a trail down my stomach. Oh God. I wanted her mouth on my pussy.

She rolled onto her side and shifted her body so that her pussy was next to my head.




It happened so quickly—her fingers prying my lips apart and her tongue hot on my clit. The sensation was incredible. The tip of her tongue probing, licking... she was so hungry, this was so… so dirty!

I rolled onto my shoulder, and gazed at her pussy, the darker lips swollen, while a sheen of wetness glazed the burgundy skin of her furrow. Her clit was a firm nub peeking through the lush aroma of her flesh. This was it. The first time kissing, making love to another woman, all the while she was driving me mad with her tongue and lips.

Leaning my head forward I licked her clit, tasted her arousal, a tingly sweetness on my tongue. My lips closed around it, sucking it into my mouth, as my fingers slid down through her folds and pushed deep inside, mimicking what she was doing to me. Her hips rocked forward pressing her pussy harder onto my mouth.

Oh God! The lust in my pussy from her fingers fucking deep into my cunt and her tongue flicking fast on my clit, was going to my head. I wanted more of her... I wanted to give her the same molten pleasure she was giving me. I slurped and lapped on her clit while the fingers of my hand drove deep into her hot slippery tightness.

I sensed movement behind her body. But the hot desire and lust was building, blinding me to everything but us. My mouth ravished her clit... Hot pleasure in mine. We were as one, each striving deeper, our tongue swirling dervishes, caught in a dance of lust. I felt her thighs tremble and her hand gripped my ass. Her tongue fell away from my clit.

“Grace! Fuck, suck it...don’t stop!”

Her cunt tightened on my fingers and released a fresh spurt of slippery pleasure. My tongue was like a vibrator, the muscle aching, determined to bring her to the crest of the wave. Her pubic bone pelted my chin as she rocked in lust.

“Yeah baby. I’m COMING! DON’T STOP!”

Her juices covered my lips and cheeks. My hand drove deeper still into her cunt. My lips clamped over her clit, sucking it while tormenting the tip with a flickering tongue. The moans from her chest and the jerking of her hips were my reward. Oh God. I’d never eaten out a woman before but I’d done good. She was a quivering mass beside me.

Her hand swept to my forehead pushing me back.

“Stop.” There was a soft laugh and her hips jerked back. “Fuck Grace. That was so good.” She sighed and her legs flopped together.

My stomach dropped when she pulled away and slid across the towel to pop down into the pool. Holy fuck. I was still horny as hell and it was ending?

Her hands on my ankles tugged me closer to the edge of the pool. There was a wicked and wanton smile on her lips and I sat up enough to push closer. My lower legs dropped into the cool water as I perched, my ass resting on the edge of the pool.

“Now, it’s your turn.” Her voice was sultry as she edged closer to my pussy.

I laid back, propping my upper body on my elbows watching her. Oh fuck, what an erotic sight. Legs splayed exposing my pussy while she edged closer. When her tongue once more lapped my clit, I moaned with pleasure. It was almost better than the sixty-nine we’d done, being able to see her eyes and hair while she sucked and licked my clit.

“Oh yeah...” My eyes closed, relishing the fullness in my cunt from her hand pumping rhythmically.

“Oh Jesus. This is so fucking hot.” Jason’s voice drifted into my ears. I glanced over and sighed in lust, watching his hand squeeze the bulge in his shorts.

Chloe’s tongue became a fast whir, her hand fucking me harder with more urgency. My orgasm was close. My eyes drifted shut, giving myself over to her mouth. My hand closed over my breast, squeezing the nipple, adding to the pleasure in my cunt.

“Ah...” The first hot jolt of lust shot through my pussy. My hips rocked into her mouth, hand gripped her head pulling her harder onto me. “Oh God...” Another wave of lust consumed my body, legs quivering. Oh god...how decadent and hot....a woman licking my pussy...” Oh yeah... Don’t stop!” My words were a gush of breath, heart hammering, chest panting.

“OH!” That last one was intense. My fingers curled, fisting her head, pulling her away. Her tongue was too much on my clit now.

I looked down and saw her hand rise to scrap the wet lust from her lips and chin. Her eyes looked into mine and she smiled. “That was fucking nice.”

I leaned forward and my hands cupped her cheeks, tilting her head up so that i could kiss her lips. “Oh my God, yes.”

“I just wish I’d got it on my cell phone. That was beyond nice. It was smokin’ hot.” Ethan stepped beside me, and gazed down at Chloe.

I smiled seeing the huge tent his shorts had become. The afternoon was just getting started.


Chapter 19
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Ethan

One thing I’d never been accused of was beating around the bush. I smiled watching Chloe walk up the steps of the pool and take my hand. Holy fuck! Last week, if I hadn’t been up front with Grace about catching them in the act or told Jason we knew about the swinger thing, maybe none of this would have happened.

Ever since that Friday night when Chloe had told me about them being swingers and then watching all the swinger orgies flicks all week, I’d been like a teenager. It seemed that walking around with a hard-on was a way of life. But what I’d just seen...well, it went beyond the realm of fantasy. Chloe and Grace doing sixty-nine, eating each other out till they screamed? Oh boy.

But what now? I had stolen a few glances at Jason when the girls were goin’ at it. Hell, he made no bones...Ha! that was funny...no bones about the fact that he was turned on. Fuck, he’d even gone so far as to rub at his dick. I hadn’t done that but if he had taken it out of his shorts I might have been tempted to play with myself as well.

I smiled at Chloe and pulled her close to my body. “My God, that was hot.” Her hand skimmed over my stomach and rubbed my cock—not difficult to find seeing as it was hard as a rock.

At the soft touch on my shoulder, I turned to see Grace grinning up at me. Her eyes were still soft and sexy looking and her lips were puffy from all the action with Chloe, but it was the fact that she was totally naked, the tips of her nipples actually touching my arm and that narrow arrow of reddish pubic hair—Oh God! How much more of this could I take?

“I’ve got an idea.” She reached over and her hand rested lightly on Chloe’s arm. She looked over at Jason and then turned back to me.

Jason stepped closer, nuzzling her neck while his hand pulled her away, back over to the towel spread on the concrete. She eased down onto the towel while his fingers tugged at the snap on his short and the zipper. He glanced over at me and smiled, sliding the shorts off.

I could feel my heart pound in my chest and my mouth dry up. This was it. That look had said it all—the invitation to join them on the towel... well not actually join them but be next to them. My dick was like granite, oozing a bead of pre-cum. I looked down at Chloe. Her tongue rolled slowly over her bottom lip and she seemed to smile at me with her eyes before her head gave a slight nod.

Oh my God! No backing out or second thoughts. She was totally into it as well! Were we becoming swingers?

Her arms curled around my neck and she rose on her tip toes to kiss my lips. As she was about to break off the kiss, I gripped her harder and my mouth pressed tighter to hers, exploring with my tongue. The scent of another woman was on her lips, the taste on her tongue. I couldn’t get enough.

Grace’s words drifted by my ears. “I’ll get another towel and spread it out.”

Chloe pulled back and smiled at me. From the look in her eyes, she knew what had sparked that passionate kiss. She slipped her hand over mine and led the way to the side of the pool where Grace was straightening a striped towel next to the other one.

A bead of sweat trickled down the side of my face as I glanced down and unbuttoned my shorts.  Chloe slipped beside me and lowered her body onto the towel. She lay on her back, with her hand tucked under her head. I think I’d seen that pose before, in sexy men’s magazines. Somehow, today had unleashed some sort of sex kitten in her. I’d never seen her so confident and sensual.

Next to her, Grace, her upper body angling up propped on her elbows, smiled at Jason. While she wasn’t as well endowed as Chloe, there was a sleek cat like quality to her lithe and tanned body. One of her legs was bent at the knee, sprawled idly outward, revealing a hint of her pussy lips.

When I shoved the shorts down, my cock popped free, dangling heavily as I bent to slide the cotton fabric from my legs and feet. I glanced again at Chloe, only to see her gaze focused on Jason’s package, while Grace made no secret of the fact that she was checking out mine. I sneaked a peek at Jason.

Whoa! For a guy in his forties, he wasn’t doing too bad. It might not be bouncing off his tummy but the laws of gravity weren’t on his side, not with the width of that schlong. Holy shit, it was dark and almost evil looking, the knob at the top pointed like a the end of one of Chloe’s vibrators.

I forced my eyes away, looking past Grace who was still seemingly mesmerized by my meat and sank down on my knees next to Chloe’s. She smiled as I lowered and rested my shoulder on the hard surface, leaning in to kiss her once more. My cock pressed into the softness of her thigh, leaving a smear of my arousal there.

She reached down and tugged at it, pulling me over and on top. From the corner of my eye, I saw Jason on one knee, squatting, while Grace’s hand pulled back and forth on his dick. At the movement of her head going forward, I turned to watch. Oh my God, she was giving him head about a foot away from where Chloe and I were. Just being able to watch two people do this, right next to us was a turn on way past any porno I ever watched. It was fucking hot!

Chloe’s hand pushed on my cock, lowering it to her opening at the same time as her hips curled up to meet me. Oh my God, I couldn’t take much more of this before I’d blow a load. I thrust deep inside her slippery tightness, still watching the live sex show next to us.

Grace’s jaw was wide, inching forward to deep throat her husband. Meanwhile Chloe’s muscles tightened harder on my shaft. Fuck, I’d never been in such a sexually charged situation!

I pulled back slowly, loving the feel of her slick flesh pulling on my shaft, till the end of my cock nestled at the opening of her cunt. My lips sucked in air and I held the pose. This was so fucking hot I wanted it to last as long as possible. But the sight of Jason pumping harder into his wife’s mouth...his gazes at Chloe and I with blatant lust was too much. My hips took on a life of their own, pounding my cock fast and furious into Chloe...driven faster at the whimpers of pleasure in her throat.

My hands gripped her ass, pulling her higher, as I thrust deep. “Oh yeah, baby...that’s it....I’m COMING!” A final thrust...my legs hard and quivering...hot jets of spunk pulsing deep...Oh God, another spurt of pure pleasure, spreading through my body...Chloe’s tight cunt squeezing, milking my cock...Jason’s pants of pleasure as he blew a load...all magnified the orgasm coursing through me.

“Oh fuck...” One final deep spurt of joy and I gasped, head falling forward onto Chloe’s neck.

My heart thundered in my chest as I panted for air. I turned my head to watch Jason and Grace, saw the hiss of his breath through clenched teeth, his eyes soft with lust watching Grace swallow and dive onto him once more. Oh my God. It was incredible...fucking over the moon, hot.

Chloe’s head was also turned watching Jason’s cock empty into Grace’s mouth. Her fingers threaded through my hair and she murmured softly. “Fucking amazing.”

There was one final jerk of Jason’s hips, pulling away from Grace. A thin viscous thread of cum trailed from his knob to her lips. His hand left her hair and trailed down her cheek, while his cock still thick and heavy, slapped down onto his thigh. He bent and kissed her softly, running his tongue along her lips. The love they shared was evident in their eyes when he pulled back and smiled at her.

She turned and gazed at Chloe and me, a small smile curling the edges of her lips. “Wow. Just wow.”

Chloe shifted and my cock, now totally spent and soft, slipped out. She stretched closer to Grace and kissed her gently. “Totally. That was amazing.” A small laugh bubbled from her throat. “Amazing Grace.”

“How sweet the sound...” Jason piped in and got to his feet. “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m parched. Between the sun and sex, I need some ice water.”

“I’ll have a glass too, if you don’t mind, Bro.” I called after him, watching him walk across the patio to the kitchen.




Chloe pulled away from Grace and snuggled close to me. Now it was just the three of us, basking quietly in the afterglow of sex. My hand trailed over Chloe’s arm as my eyes met Grace’s. It was the oddest feeling watching her, while caressing Chloe. There was a bond between us that I’d never experienced before, an intimacy that was tender and totally accepting. Grace and I hadn’t had sex with each other physically but I’d been part of the sexual experience she’d had with Chloe and also with Jason only minutes before.

Grace sat up and her hand covered mine. “I’m glad this afternoon happened. No more secrets between us. Look how much fun we just had.”




The moment was tender and real. Even though my chest was light basking in the new level of friendship, a part of me was nervous at the novelty. I couldn’t help myself when a laugh rose from my belly. “I guess this means we’re swingers, like you and Jason?”

The patio door banged shut and her gaze rose looking past my shoulder. I turned to see Jason carrying a tray where a jug of ice water and glasses perched, walking over to us.

She rose to her feet and scooped the towel up. “I hope so. Although at this point, it’s just soft swinging, you know?”

I watched her walk over to the table, spread the towel and take a seat. Jason poured water into each of the glasses and sat next to her, totally relaxed, gazing at her with a small smile.




There was no doubt about it, watching them while laying close to Chloe—they were in love and even closer as a couple after the bout of sex. My arms tingled and I hugged Chloe against my chest. I’d seen a different part of her sexuality that afternoon. A totally uninhibited woman exploring and enjoying another aspect of her sensuality, being comfortably naked and aroused by Grace.

Her breath was warm, brushing the folds of my ear. “I love you so much, Ethan. I’m glad this afternoon happened.”

I kissed her temple and then stood up, pulling her hand to join me. Hand in hand we walked over to the table and sat down, next to our new intimate friends.


Chapter 20
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Jason

As I carried the ice water to the table, Grace’s words drifted into my ears. ‘Soft swinging....’ Watching Chloe and Ethan, snuggling close together, after doing just that, soft swinging, I pictured Grace and I, our first time and how we’d felt so connected to each other afterwards. To an outsider, it would seem odd but once you’ve done it, it’s as natural as holding hands at the movies.

I poured the water and took a seat next to Grace. The afternoon had been hot and sexy. And my wife’s first bi experience was with one of her best friends. I grinned thinking of how it’d started— all this because she’d forgotten her cell phone and Chloe had read the text message. There’s a saying about a small ripple becoming a tidal wave at some point.

When Chloe and Ethan took a seat across from us, there was a look of wonder in their faces.

“So...how often do you two go to the swinger club? Are you members?” Ethan smiled and reached for a glass of water.

I could feel the chuckle building in my chest but I managed just a grin as I looked at both of them. “Not as often as we’d like and no, we’re not really members. Maybe you’d like to go with us the next time?”

Chloe’s eyes lit up and she leaned over the table speaking to Grace. “That machine...the one that looks like a saddle with the big dildo mounted on it...have you?” Her head turned to the side but her eyes locked with Grace’s.

“Not yet, but I’m dying to try it. Actually, it’d be hot watching you on it.” Grace leaned over and patted Chloe’s hand, her eyes as bright as a kid’s on Christmas morning.

“What about those playrooms? Do they actually fill up with all kinds of people fucking in the open? Are there orgies?” Ethan grinned looking from me to Grace.




This time I did laugh. I shook my head and smiled at both of them. “You know, the first couple of times we went, we just danced and watched the action. Don’t get me wrong, when we got home we fucked like rabbits. The atmosphere is sexual and hot. But it isn’t a grope fest. There’s a lot of respect too. Like earlier here...we were only inches apart yet I never touched Chloe,” I turned to look at Ethan, “and you never touched Grace.”

He smiled at Grace and his voice was low, “Not that I didn’t want to. Holy shit, you’re hot as hell, just like Chloe.”

When Grace got up and walked around the table to stand between Chloe and Ethan, my heart beat hard and my breath caught in my throat. Oh God, this was a fantasy she knew I had. Watching her standing there, the three of them naked as jaybirds, and see her bend to kiss his cheek, her hand on Chloe’s shoulder caused a stirring in my groin. Even after mind blowing and yes, it and my dick were really blown earlier....

“Thanks Ethan. Both of you are attractive as hell to us.” She turned and stepped away brushing her breast lightly across his shoulder in the process.

His cheeks flushed and he gulped hard, turning to look at Chloe. But she must not have noticed because the smile on her face never faltered. I glanced at Grace, who smiled and winked her eye at me returning to her spot.

I cleared my throat and continued, “Like I was saying... It’s respect and knowing your limits. Grace and I have never done a full swap. She’s not completely comfortable with that and I don’t push it. We probably will some day.”

Ethan leaned over the table staring at me, his eyebrows drawn together in a straight line.” But it’s okay with you, Jason? I mean, you’re totally fine watching Grace with another guy? I mean, seeing her and Chloe was a guy’s wet dream, but really, another guy?”

My hand rested on my dick for a moment and I let out a short chuckle. “Fuck! Just the thought of it and I’m getting hard. I think it would be awesome.” Oh God. Even seeing her tease him with her breast glazing his shoulder had been hot.

He sat back and shook his head. “Wow. I’m not sure either about Chloe and another guy.” He reached for her hand and his smile was a little sheepish gazing at her.

My stomach fell but I smiled to hide the disappointment. Grace was close to a full swap and if it were them, she’d be even more comfortable. Anyone could see that Chloe and Ethan were crazy about each other. Sex with her would be fun but that’s all. Both of us loved our spouses, case closed. But Grace with Ethan...Wow!

“Well, it’s not something any of us have to worry about today.” I rose to my feet and finished the glass of water. My dick was thick from thinking about Grace and Ethan and I made no attempt to hide it, letting it hang heavy and low against my thigh. As I set the glass down, I noticed Chloe and Ethan checking it out. Let them. At almost nine inches fully erect, I was proud of it.

Chloe’s eyes rose to meet mine and a small smile curled her lips. Her gaze dropped once more and lingered. My stomach floated almost up to my chest as the realization sunk in. She and I were on the same page with this. I was dying to see Ethan fuck Grace but she was looking forward to a wild romp with me.

“Hey Chloe.”

She startled for a moment and her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink when our eyes locked. “Yeah?”

“Grace made a couple platters of munchies earlier. Would you help me get them? I’m going to grab a couple more beer.” From the corner of my eye I saw Grace and Ethan’s eyes widen, staring at us, but I extended my hand to Chloe.

“Sure.”

As she rose slowly to her feet, my gaze roamed over her body, and I smiled. I needed to talk to her, see what we could do to get our partners on side. Maybe leaving Grace and Ethan alone outside while Chloe and I did something as innocent as getting drinks and food together would be a start.


Chapter 21
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Ethan

Holy cow! He got hard so fast just talking about me fucking Grace...And the size of his cock...

I watched him follow Chloe into the house. He was actually in pretty good shape for being ten years older—no middle age paunch and his ass was tight above muscular thighs and calves.

My chest tightened picturing Chloe almost drooling over his dick. I’d caught that and the way he’d ogled her body, asking her to help him in the kitchen. Shouldn’t he have asked Grace with that? What the hell was he up to? Goosing her when she bent to get the tray from the fridge?

I took a long swallow of beer, finishing the can off.

“I really hope you two come to the club with us. It’s an amazing place.”

At her soft voice, my gaze flashed over to Grace. There was a small smile on her face as she picked up the goblet of wine. It was funny. Here we were sitting stark naked after a wild bout of sex, so relaxed talking about a swinger club like it was a fine dining experience.

The sun’s rays really brought out the red in her hair and highlighted her high cheekbones. With the slight tilt of the corner of her eyes she looked feline and the casual way her arm extended to the side resting on the arm of the chair added to the lithe, cat-like aura. If she was nervous about her husband and Chloe being in the kitchen together, she wasn’t showing it.

“This whole afternoon has been amazing—you and Chloe and then the four of us by the pool. I’m still in a state of shock, pleasant shock. Yeah, I’d like to be in a whole room full of people fucking and sucking.” As I pictured it there was a shot of pleasure that flooded my dick, making it heavy once more. “It really must be something to experience.”

She sipped some wine and looked over the rim of the glass, her eyes narrow with mirth. “I can see you’re really up for it.”

I blew a gust of air and my eyebrows rose high. “No kidding.” When she set the glass down on the table I rose to get the bottle and top it up. This time when I sat down, I took the seat next to her and leaned close. “So Jason is really up for seeing you with another guy? I’m still trying to get my head around that.”

Her head tilted to the side and her gaze locked with mine. “It’s actually a common fantasy, being a cuckold. Whether it’s masochistic or just seeing how sexy your wife can be with another guy, getting her jollies...I couldn’t say. I’d like to try it.”

My ears weren’t the only senses that took that in. My eyes widened and my cock was rock hard. Was she hinting that she’d like her and me to get it on?

She took a sip of wine and my gaze openly dropped to her breasts and lower still to that tantalizing auburn landing strip on her pubes. My hand floated over to her thigh and rested there on the hot silk of her skin. It was as far as I would take it without Chloe being there. Hell, it could even be taken as a small gesture of friendship, even though we both knew it was more.

At the thud of the patio door opening, I turned my head to see Chloe walking out the door carrying a large wooden tray. Behind her, Jason held a tray with more food and a couple fresh cans of beer. Whatever had transpired in the kitchen had to have been pretty quick from the softness of his cock, slapping his thigh with each step.

As they got closer and I made no move to remove my hand from Grace’s thigh, their faces lit in warm smiles. If anything they seemed happy to see Grace and I sitting close together.

“Cheese, pepperoni and crackers.” Jason looked at Grace and winked his eye. “I added some smoked oysters. You know what they say about oysters.” He laughed as he set the tray on the table.

Chloe’s gaze met mine and she grinned. “Somehow from the state of your dick sitting so close to Grace, I don’t think you need the oysters.” She set the tray down and ambled closer to get the bottle of wine and top up her glass.

When she was done she stepped behind Grace’s chair and her hand rested on her girlfriend’s shoulder. “What have you two been talking about?” She smiled glancing at me and then looking down over Grace.

Grace’s head fell back against the chair and she looked up into Chloe’s eyes. “Jason’s fantasy. Seeing me with another guy.”

Chloe bent lower and kissed Grace’s forehead. She smiled and glanced over at me. “Funny, that’s what Jason and I talked about too. I’m cool with it if you two want to.” Her hand slinked lower and she massaged Grace’s breast, tweaking the nipple between her thumb and forefinger.

Oh God. My cock was standing straight up, a bead of pre-cum oozing from the slit. I sure didn’t need the oysters or Viagra or anything to get me going. Chloe stepped away from Grace and now stood next to me, bending lower and her hand rubbed my cock softly.

Her lips brushed my ear and she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “Jason and I will watch. He’s okay with that and so am I.”

I turned and looked into Jason’s eyes, saw his head nod slowly.

It was like being in a dream, an erotic fantasy when Grace rose to her feet and stood before me, her naked breasts directly in front of my face. Her fingers threaded through my hair, pulling me forward. Oh Jesus, this was incredible. A naked woman urging me on to fuck her while her husband and my wife gave us their blessing!

I filled my palm with her supple flesh, pulling and kneading her breast while my lips closed over the firm pebbled skin of her nipple, tongue teasing the tip. With my other hand I gripped her ass, squeezing the cheek lightly.

She kissed the top of my head and reached for my hand, pulling me to my feet. As I stood up, Chloe’s open lipped smile and her eyes soft with lust, met my eyes. There was a subtle nod of her head and I followed Grace, over to the pool and the plush towel.

Again there was an unreal quality as she dropped to her knees and her hands closed around my cock, pulling it forward, away from my stomach. My breath caught in my chest looking down into her beautiful green eyes, the tip of her tongue rolling over her lower lip, while her hands curled and rolling gently, sent waves of pleasure through my shaft.

Movement to the side caused my gaze to shift there. Jason stood next to Chloe, towering over her while her hand played softy on the bulging muscles of his upper arm. His hand fisted a cock that was thick and dark as he watched Grace.

I sighed when hot, wetness closed over my knob, like wonderful velvet. Her tongue circled the ridge, lingering on the sensitive line of skin on the underside, flicking gently there and making my knees weak from the erotic pleasure.

Slowly, ever so slowly, her mouth lowered, tongue sliding against my shaft until her lips pressed into my groin, her breath warm and moist on my skin, while her mouth drove my cock crazy with lust. The tips of her finger rolled over the ridges of my sack, tightened like walnuts, and behind to the tight muscle there between my balls and asshole. Oh man…

Oh fuck! The pressure of her fingers pushing the ridge of muscle, my cock deep in her throat was almost too much. I pulled back before I blew a load right then and there. I dropped to my knees and kissed her lips, my tongue dancing with hers, whipping at it, lashing it. Still holding the kiss she shifted and lowered until she was on her back with me straining forward, my arm supporting my torso.

My hand skimmed her body, her breasts, tummy, down to the hot wetness of pussy. My finger pressed into her slippery furrow and a soft moan rumbled in her throat when I teased her clit. She was so ready for more, pumping her hips into my hand.

I couldn’t wait any longer! I pressed her knees wide and slipped between them, my cock poking out from my fist, aiming lower to her opening. Her legs cupped my ass as I thrust forward into...hot, tightness. She mewled when my balls slapped against her ass, buried to the hilt in her cunt. Oh God. I pulled back and pounded once more deep inside.

“Oh yeah...hard...fuck me hard!” Her whispered words incensed my body and mind.

Her ruby lips were parted, eyes soft slits of passion while below, her breasts bounced from the force of my cock thudding deep into her. Oh God, her muscles became vise-like gripping my meat when I pulled back. The sharp sting of her fingernails digging into my ass, clutching, yanking me forward spurred me on. Once more, I thrust hard, impaling her with my shaft.

Her eyes closed for a moment and when they opened, she looked behind me and to the side.

Still jerking deeper into her, I glanced over to where her gaze fell.

Oh God, Chloe’s legs were tucked under her haunches, her hand resting on Jason’s thigh as he sat beside her.  His fingers closed around his shaft, rubbing it slowly as his gaze focused where Grace and I joined. If I’d ever wondered what rapture looked like, I knew it now. It was all over his face.

Her hand looked delicate on the dark muscled skin, mere inches from the deep purple knob protruding above his fingers. For a fleeting moment I pictured her hand touching it and my breath caught in my throat. Before I had time to register my reaction, whether it was shock, jealousy or lust, Grace bucked hard up against me.

She stopped clawing my ass with her hand; now her fingernails flashed bright whirring on her clit. A gush of hot wetness coated my cock. Ohmygod, she was coming! The sight of her riding my meat, hips pumping fast as her finger flew against her hot bud put me over the edge.   

My hips pulled back and ploughed hard into her again. “Oh yeah...”

There was nothing but the exquisite tightness on my cock. The sweet jolt of my balls against her ass each time I pumped into her. My hips were a jackhammer, pumping an iron piston hard and fast into the hot wetness.

A geyser of lust exploded from my cock deep inside her. “FUCK!” My legs trembled from the strain and pleasure. Once more I jerked high, pulsing a searing pleasure that consumed and fired in every cell of my body. Lost in ecstasy, lost in the lust of Grace.

“Oh God. Ethan that’s so fucking hot.” It was Chloe’s whispered voice that filtered softly into my ears as the final spurt of lust shot from my shaft.

I collapsed forward, caught my upper body on my arm. My whole body was tight, the muscles still tingling from the hot release. There was a gentle tap on my shoulder blade and I looked over.

Jason was on his knees, his cock hard and dark in his hands as he nodded his head to the side. “My turn.”

Oh God. I pulled out, loving the sweet sucking sensation of her satin wetness on my cock. I rolled to the side and shifted my body to give him room. Before another heartbeat, he was between her legs, thrusting deep inside. His cock glistened with each withdrawal, slathered in the result of Grace and my orgasm.




Grace’s hands rose and circled his neck, the pink heels of her feet pressing into his waist. Jason was like a man possessed, fucking his wife like there was no tomorrow. It was a wonder to me watching him, but I knew. A big part of what was driving him mad with lust was the fact that she’d been fucked by another guy, was filled with another man’s cum.

It was hot and wonderful watching him drive deep inside her, watching the love in her eyes and in her touch on his skin.

I looked across at Chloe. Her lips curled in a small smile when our eyes met. She felt it too, the wonder of the moment.
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The week following, Wednesday night 

Grace

Oh my God. I flopped back onto the bed, totally drained.  Another raucous bout of sex even though the Cleveland Indians were playing the Yankees on cable TV. Jason was an avid fan but even the Indians had to take a back seat to his libido these days. Not that I was complaining.

He passed me a wad of tissue and smiled. I tucked it into place wincing a little from the tenderness between my legs. Ever since the weekend, we’d fucked a couple times a day at the very least. And of course, it was the scene of Ethan fucking me and the bi-sexual thing with Chloe that got us fired up.

My stomach felt heavy as I tossed the damp tissue into the waste basket. Both of those scenes were hot as hell for me but I knew in my heart I wasn’t being fair to Jason. I’d enjoyed both of our play partners while holding him back from the same experience, not that he’d be interested in doing a bi thing but Chloe? Fuck, she made ME hot for her, why wouldn’t it be the same thing for Jason? He was honoring any qualms I might have.

God, I loved him.

I rolled over and snuggled into his body, inhaling the male musk of his skin, a mixture of aftershave and sweat. That smell always got to me, like a bee drawn to nectar. “Jason?”

His hand skimmed along my back, sending shivers up my spine. “Mmhmm?”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh oh.” He chuckled and jerked his hand onto mine, keeping me from swatting him.

I strained forward and gave his neck a little love bite.

“Ow!”

“Serves you right.” I kissed him and snuggled into his neck once more. “I think I’d be okay with you fucking Chloe.”

My eyes flew open and I smiled when he pulled away from me, staring at me like I’d grown an extra head. “I’m serious. I fucked Ethan and neither you or she minded.”

He shook his head, his dark eyes crinkled in the corners. “MINDED? That’s the understatement of the year. Fuck. We both thought it was hot!”

I looked at him silently for a few moments. I knew it was true. Chloe and I had lunch that afternoon, a brown bag one in the park giving us privacy to talk. It was funny. Now that we’d been together sexually, we’d grown even closer. I knew her better than anyone else, aside from her husband, of course. We’d always been affectionate, hugging before we left each other but now there was an element that bordered on love. Not so much romantic. More like a deep connection.

“She and I talked about that today. From the sounds of it, Ethan is on board as well. It’s just sex. Totally awesome sex that we share as a couples. She likes you but she loves her husband. Same with us. I had great sex with Ethan but it’s you I want to share my life with.” I pulled him closer to my body, feeling his heartbeat in concert with mine. We were soul mates, two halves of a whole. There was no one else I’d ever want to grow old with.

His breath was warm on the top of my head. “Are you sure, Babe? You think you can handle that, seeing me fuck another woman?”

I pulled back and looked into his eyes. “But that’s just it. It isn’t just any other woman, it’s Chloe. She and Ethan are tight as a couple.” I looked down at the coverlet and bit my lower lip. “If it were some sexy stranger at the club, I couldn’t say how I’d feel. That might not sit right with me.”

I sighed. This was tough, facing my insecurities. Jason was a great looking guy. I’d seen other women give him the eye and of course he’d have to be blind not to notice that as well. When was I ever going to be proud that he’d chosen to be with me rather than fearful that he’d be stolen from me? It was silly but there it was.

His finger touched under my chin and he lifted my face until our eyes met. “How about we take it slow, do baby steps? Maybe, when we see them this weekend I’ll kiss her. Then we’ll check to see how you and Ethan are with that. Sound fair?”

I nodded and my lips curled in a smile. I sighed, letting the overwhelming surge of love in my chest for this man, this wonderful man, out. He pulled me close and we settled back into the warmth of the bed.

“I love you, Grace. Nothing will ever change that. If you change your mind at any point, I won’t think any less of you.” His hand rubbed across my arm and he squeezed me tight.

“Double ditto for me.” I rubbed my mons against his thigh. “Actually, I’m looking forward to it.” I pulled back and grinned gazing into his eyes. “Know what?”

His head tilted to the side and his smile was tentative. “What?”

“Chloe is dying to fuck you.”

His eyes went wide and if the light in the room was any brighter, I swear he would be blushing. After a minute of silence, he pressed his groin into my tummy. Yup. He was hard as a rock again. That thought had done the trick.

My oh my oh my! I wouldn’t be able to walk straight if we kept that up. But what a way to go.
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Friday Evening

Chloe

I tossed the empty Styrofoam containers in the garbage and rinsed the plates. From the corner of my eye, I saw Ethan open the fridge door and take out a couple of beers. That was odd. Normally we stopped drinking beer after dinner but he was getting us fresh ones?

Actually all week he’d drank more than I’d normally seen him do, four or five every night. Even though he said he was having trouble sleeping and it helped him fall asleep, there was more to it than that. He’d been acting kind of off ever since Tuesday. Sure we’d screwed like rabbits all day, especially giving that new vibrator a workout, but he’d been quieter than normal.

I turned from the sink and gazed at him as he sat back down at the kitchen table. “Are you having any second thoughts about going over to Grace’s tomorrow?”

His head jerked up and his eyebrows were high as he looked back at me. “No! Are you?” He looked down at the table again and his thumbnail scraped at the label on the bottle.

My eyes narrowed as I gazed at him. There was something he wasn’t telling me. I walked over and stood between his open legs and ran my fingers through his hair. “Is it Jason?”

Once more his head shot up and his eyes were wide meeting mine. “Jason? What about him?” His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

I shook my head and a small chuckle left my throat. “What about him? Only the fact that tomorrow he and I will be getting it on. That’s all! Something we all agreed on.” My breath hitched in my throat for a moment. “Are you having second thoughts about that?”

I pulled his head forward into my chest and my hand stroked through his hair. “It’s okay if you do y’know. I mean, we don’t have—”

He pulled back and his hands gripped my wrists. “No Chloe. That’s not it.” He nuzzled his face into my breasts and when he looked up at me again, there was a smile on his face. “Believe it or not, I’m kind of looking forward to seeing that. I never in my life thought I’d say that—that the sight of another guy screwing you would excite me, but there it is.”

There was a tingle between my legs at the thought of tomorrow—the four of us naked and doing anything and everything to each other. It was going to be hotter than hot. His hands fell and he pulled me closer, his fingers cupping my ass.

“I just hope you don’t get spoiled being fucked by him. I mean he’s hung like a fucking horse—”

My hands flew to the side of his face and I forced him to look up at me again. “Ethan! Stop. There’s no way that would ever happen. He might be thicker but yours is longer and you know how to use it! How many G spot orgasms have I had because of that?” My chin jutted forward and I clasped his face harder. “Plenty!”

His dark eyes seemed to soften and a small smile flashed on his lips. Oh my God. I’d had no idea that this was the cause of any reticence on his part. He was actually worried about Jason ruining me for sex with my own husband? Not going to happen.

I took a seat at the table and reached for the cold bottle of beer he’d opened for me. “You believe me, right?”

He nodded and his cheeks seemed to darken for an instant. Still gazing down at the bottle, his finger picking at the label, his words were low. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow. When you and Grace had sex last time, it was a fantasy to watch. How many times have we looked at swinger porn and that happens? It’s almost a prerequisite in any film.”

His wistful tone of voice was anything but turned on. I thought back to the films we’d watched and he was right. There was always girl on girl while the guys stood back, usually playing with their dicks and watching. Just once, I would have liked to see the guys at least touch each other during those scenes, if not blow each other. THAT could have been hot.

I gazed at Ethan, noticed the softness of his eyes and the small smile curling his lips. Was he thinking that too? I reached over and placed my hand on his bare forearm. “Ethan?”

He looked over at me.

I couldn’t help the grin that spread on my face watching him. “Know what I’d like to see?”

His eyebrows drew tight together but he remained silent.

“I’d like to see guy on guy. I mean, why should it just be the girls who explore their bi side? Surely, guys are curious too. It’s not like, you’re gay or anything. Hell, look at Grace and I. Sure it’s fun but I’m still into guys for the most part.” I watched his frown melt away and his eyes grow wide. But it sure wasn’t shock that was there—more like interest.

Encouraged by his reaction, I continued. “Have you ever thought about doing this, exploring your bi side? Fuck, that would be hot to see! You and Jason getting it on, two great looking virile guys...” I could see it in my mind’s eye, the two of them naked, giving each other head. Now my pussy was really tingly and warm.

“You wouldn’t be shocked or think any less of me, see that as a weakness, not masculine?” He peered at me, an intensity in his eyes. His knuckles were ivory gripping the beer bottle.

I could feel my eyes grow wide, while inside my chest was light. This was it! This was why he’d been so quiet this week. It was like a wall had fallen and we could see each other clearly again, becoming closer by the second. Oh my God. To think that he’d kept this to himself, afraid that I’d think less of him if he admitted to being curious! Men! Why could they not be more like women when it came to expressing their feelings?

I stood up and stepped between his legs again, looking down into his eyes. “I could never think anything you do makes you less of a man. Actually, I’d think more of you, if that’s possible. It would be a brave and totally hot thing.” I bent down and kissed his lips. “And if Jason isn’t interested, there are probably lots of straight guys who would be.”

***




A half hour later we were in bed, with the laptop propped up beside us. It was amazing how many porn flicks there were of a two guy, one gal, threesome where sex between the guys was a big part of the action.

We had only watched a bit of one, where a totally ripped young guy was giving head to a guy, slightly older but in incredible shape when Ethan’s cock slid between the cheeks of my ass, pumping slowly. It was a hot scene to watch and much as I wanted that, there was something that I wanted more.

I rolled over and shifted lower on the bed until my mouth was next to his cock. His fingers threaded through my hair as he watched the scene on the laptop. My fingers curled around his cock pulling it away from his stomach and into my mouth. The slippery slit oozed a salty taste on my tongue, while above me a soft gasp left his lips. Oh yeah. There was no doubt about it, getting head while watching two guys go at it was hot for both of us.

My head lowered, taking more of his shaft into my mouth, urged along by his hand on the back of my head.  I could feel my eyes water as his knob brushed into my throat, my nostrils flared wide sucking air. The bridge of my nose pressed into his stomach, my lips pressed against the nest of hair in his groin. Oh my God, all of him filled my mouth and throat. His hand held my head still as his hips gave small jerks forward and back, fucking my mouth.

His balls were tight walnuts hugging high into him. From the sound of his breathing and movements, he was close. I pulled back, letting my tongue flick the underside of his cock as I rose. I had to swallow, take a gulp of air before I took him inside again. His fingers pressed my head, urging me onto him, while his ass clenched tight pushing his cock deeper.

The sounds of the guy on the video drifted above my ears, the grunts and soft moans echoed by Ethan. My fingers circled his shaft, following my mouth up and down, twisting with each upward stroke the way he liked.

Gasping, he pushed deep, his cock pulsing in my mouth when he started cumming. With each jet of cum, he gasped, straining deeper. My mouth filled, and a dribble of hot creamy jism slid from the corner of my lips down onto my chin. I rose and swallowed, smiling at the thin viscous thread that still joined my lips to his cock. His cock was slippery and wet in my hand, already beginning to soften.

He pulled me higher and we kissed, his tongue stroking into my mouth, swirling over mine, sucking a little the faint remnants of his orgasm. Did he envy me, sucking a cock, feeling it rocket into my mouth from sheer lust?

The snap of the laptop shutting made me smile and I settled into his arms. “That was fucking nice, Chloe.”

“Yeah.” It was a soft sigh. I didn’t say it and neither did he but we were both thinking it. How receptive would Jason be to this?


Chapter 24
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Jason

When the doorbell rang, I looked to see if Grace was finished in the bathroom and able to answer it. Nope. She was still in the shower.  We’d slept in and even so, she’d seemed to be dawdling, in her own world. Well that was okay I guess. We had all day with Chloe and Ethan. No rush.

I walked to the door and when I opened it, they stood huddled under a large black umbrella, rain dripping from the rim. It was pouring so hard they got soaked coming from the driveway to the door even with the umbrella! Her blonde hair hung in curly strings, clinging to her pink cheeks, while streaks of dark mascara smudged from the corners of her big blue eyes. Behind her, Ethan looked damp too, his collar pulled up over his neck, a rivulet of rain streaking down the chiseled line of his jaw.

He smiled when our eyes met and looked down at Chloe.

“C’mon in you two, out of that rain. Too bad about the weather, but into every life a little rain must sometimes fall, I guess.” I stepped back and Chloe scurried in, already shrugging out of the wet raincoat., Ethan spun around, pumped the excess water off the umbrella, onto the step and folded it shut.

“Where’s Grace?” Chloe leaned forward and stretched on her toes to kiss my lips quickly. My wife’s words earlier that week played in my mind, “Chloe’s dying to fuck you’.

Instead of letting her go, I held her close, felt her breasts press into my chest while I kissed her temple, inhaled the floral scent of her hair. When I let go and stepped back, my gaze roamed over her body, from the damp white shirt, her nipples an erect shadow, the tips pushing against the light cotton knit. An inch of tanned tummy and naval peeked out before the line of the denim skirt hugging her hips started. Oh God, she was so round and cuddly, all T’s and A in her scant clothes.

“She’s still in the shower.” I held my hand out. She’s running a little late.”

Ethan stepped into the room and shook my hand. He looked into my eyes and continued. “Actually, that’s good.” He turned to Chloe but she had slipped her shoes off, and was on her way to the bathroom. When he looked back at me, there was a shy grin on his face. “I need to talk to you Jason, while we’re alone.”

My stomach fell into my sandals. Was everything off now? They’d changed their minds? But not from the way Chloe was dressed and her running off to the bathroom to see Grace. “Sure. Let’s go into the kitchen and crack a beer. Mano a’ mano.”

His smile deepened and he heel toed his wet shoes off, looking down at the floor, muttering what sounded like ‘mano a’ mano’.

I walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge to grab two cans. I tossed him one and smiled as he cracked the lid and took a deep swallow. “What’s up, Ethan?”

He wiped a trace of foam from the side of his mouth and looked away before turning to gaze at me. “You know this whole bi thing the girls have going...”

“Fuck yeah. It’s hot as hell. I sure hope they get into that again, today.” It had been the prelude to everything that happened last weekend and I couldn’t think of a better way to prime the pump, especially to see Ethan fuck Grace again.

He smiled and looked down at his feet again before speaking. “That’s just it—the bi thing.” He looked over at me and his voice was soft when he spoke. “Have you ever considered doing it? Maybe not the butt fucking but...say touching even?”

I was about to take a swallow of beer but my hand froze mid way to my mouth. The bi thing? Between us? What the hell was he asking? I’m an open minded guy but THAT? It had never crossed my mind until now.

He looked down at the floor again and his normally dark face flushed a ruddy shade. This was hard for him....but it was hard for me too! Right out of the blue, he was suggesting a bi scene? A GUY ON GUY BI SCENE? I cleared my throat and this time it was me who looked down at my feet. “Well, actually no, I’ve never thought about it. I have a hard time keeping up to Grace, let alone think about doing anything with a guy.”

I watched his hand fidget and he shifted his weight from one side to the other, making only occasional eye contact as he spoke. Fuck! This was embarrassing. I felt for the guy but this was too sudden. I’d never considered men when I got hard. It had always been just women.

“Look Ethan, I’m not judging anyone. I hate people judging me and I’ll be damned if I’ll do that to anyone else. Especially in this area. Whatever gets your dick hard has always been my motto, as long as it’s between consenting adults.”

He smiled and took a long swig of beer. “Forget I mentioned it, okay? It’s something Chloe and I talked about. She was really interested in seeing it. Kind of like the way you and I like seeing her and Grace. I said I’d talk to you.” He chuckled and his face still had that embarrassed ruddy tone. “So we talked. You ain’t interested and that’s that. She’ll have to shelve that one.”

But that wasn’t just that. He’d started something. Something I’d never had occasion to think about until then. Furthermore, I couldn’t deny the fact that there was a tug in my gut and my cock was just a bit thick picturing him on his knees before me. But then he’d probably expect me to reciprocate. Was I ready for THAT?

The sound of a door opening, followed by the soft padding of footsteps and Grace’s laughter hooked my attention. We both turned to see Grace, her breasts barely covered by a sheer black peignoir, the smooth line of tanned tummy and legs walking through the archway entrance. Behind her, Chloe giggled and gave Grace a soft swat on the ass.

I grinned watching them play around, half relieved that the conversation Ethan had started was now over. He was right about one thing. The idea of me doing anything bi wasn’t on the table that day and maybe never would be. But it was definitely something to think about and talk to Grace to get her thoughts.

“Hello.” Grace stepped close to Ethan and threw her arms around his neck. On the balls of her feet and toes, she strained upward to kiss his lips, rubbing her body against his.

This time the thickness in my crotch intensified, watching them. Add to that, Chloe’s fingers drifting lightly over Grace’s ass as she passed by to stand next to me. By the time her arm came around to circle my waist I had a full blown boner happening.

When Grace stepped away from Ethan, the bulge in his jeans showed that he was as aroused as I was. His gaze never left her ass as she walked over to Chloe and me.

“Would you like a glass of wine Chloe?” Grace’s fingers trailed down Chloe’s bare arm, and her green eyes were heavy lidded, smiling at her.

“That would be nice.” She eased away from me and sauntered over to the patio door, looking out into the back yard. “Too bad it’s raining. I was looking forward to swimming nude.” She turned back to face us, a small smile lifting the corners of her full cherry colored lips.

Grace opened the fridge and took a bottle of wine from inside. As she stepped to the cabinet she spoke, “Don’t let the rain stop you...getting nude I mean.” She poured wine into two glasses and handed one to Chloe.

“I thought you’d never ask.” Chloe set the glass down on the counter next to her and tugged the waistband of her shirt up and over her head.

Somehow, the sight of her topless, her creamy full breasts and slender waist above the short jean skirt was more erotic than if she’d been totally nude. Even though I’d seen her naked last week, I couldn’t help but marvel at how gorgeous a rack she had, each boob more than a handful and topped by dark pebbled top-hat nipples. And today, Grace had given me the okay on sampling that.

I glanced over at Ethan. His lips were parted as he watched his wife’s sexy confidence, flaunting herself. I knew the feeling. It was like seeing your partner for the first time again, the magic and mystery experienced through other people’s eyes and senses.

Grace’s head tilted to the side gazing down at Chloe’s boobs. Her hand lifted and the back of her fingers brushed over the blonde woman’s nipple. “So perfect.” She leaned in and kissed Chloe’s lips, just the faintest touch of their lips meeting.

She eased back and her hand slipped over Chloe’s, stepping towards me. Her chin was lowered and she looked up at me through the dark fringe of her eyelashes, bringing Chloe over, offering her friend and lover to me.

My eyes were wide and a jolt of pure pleasure spiked low in my gut down to the thickness of my cock as she gave me her blessing to be with Chloe.

I risked a glance at Ethan, double checking how he was taking this. We might not be on the same page when it came to sex between us but he was still Chloe’s husband and he needed to be on side with this as well. His eyes met mine and he nodded.

Chloe stood before me, her blue eyes meeting mine as her hands rose to rest in the curve of my shoulder and neck. Her naked breasts were a magnet to my eyes and then my hands. Her flesh was supple and her nipples firm in my palm and I grasped and pawed at her. I bent lower to kiss her lips, taste the trace of wine on her tongue, my hand lowering and sliding round to cup her ass, pulling her closer.

The floral scent of her hair and perfume filled my nostrils as I kissed her lips. Her tummy pressed against my cock and she squirmed from side to side, while a soft moan rumbled in her throat. She wanted this as much as I did.

I pulled away from her mouth, kissing her neck while my eyes sought Grace’s. How was she doing with this? I had to know before this went any farther. But there was only interest in her intent gaze, as she stood beside Ethan, her arm circling his waist.

I gasped at the jolt of lust that filled my cock from her hand. Chloe was pawing and grasping at the waist of my pants, tugging at the snap and zipper.

“Let’s go into the bedroom and get comfortable.” Grace’s voice drifted softly in the air and I looked over at her.

Oh God. The sheer gossamer of her peignoir draped over her figure like a soft promise whispered in the night. I could see her nipples outlined starkly then the fabric shadowing the underside of her breast down to her crotch. Her lace draped arm reached out and began to stroke Ethan’s crotch, her fingers peeking out from the cuff caressing the fly on his pants. My own cock gave a pulse and I could feel my own pre-cum ooze.

It was actually going to happen! We were going to fuck each others’ spouse! I was going to have sex with another woman, and my wife was going to watch! She was going to get on her back under another man and I couldn’t wait!

Chloe stepped back and she picked up the glass of wine, draining it in one long swallow. When she set it down again I took her hand and we followed Grace and Ethan down the hall and into the bedroom.

The room was dim with the curtains over the windows closed. The sound of rain hitting the glass and the roof seemed to add to the intimacy and closeness of the moment. Grace stood next to the bed, shrugging out of the whisper of fabric and tossed it aside. She turned and her knees pressed into the plush mattress, as she positioned herself at the other side of the bed.

My fingers flew, tearing the golf shirt over my head, flicking the snap and zipper in my shorts open, all the while watching Chloe push the skirt over her hips and step onto the bed. My cock thudded heavily against my thigh, finally free of the fabric. I couldn’t wait to get next to Chloe but I glanced to the side, at Ethan.

Oh fuck. He was already naked; his cock tight against his stomach but his eyes had been on my cock. He glanced away quickly and rounded the bed to lie next to Grace. For a moment I just stood there, trying to sort out how I felt about that. After our talk in the kitchen, I knew he wanted to touch me, maybe even to suck it. More pre-cum slid from my slit as I pictured that.

My thumb and forefinger circled the base of my cock as I gazed at the three of them, naked on the bed. My chest was light and I inhaled deeply, giving a little jerk of my wrist, making my cock bob heavily. Yeah, it was something to be proud of, knowing each of them wanted it, even Ethan.

Chloe shifted closer to Grace making room for me, laying on her side, torso propped up on her elbow, her lips wetly glistening, hanging open. Her eyes met mine and the tip of her tongue slid over her lower lip. Her gaze fell to my shaft, sending fresh lusty pleasure through it. I stepped closer, kneeling on the bed next to her chest.

Slowly, tantalizingly slowly, her hand drifted forward and fingers circled my shaft. Her focus was entirely on my cock as she came forward and her mouth opened wide to close over the tip. Oh fuck! Watching her do that, while feeling the hot slippery thrill of her tongue was driving me nuts. Especially, when Grace was doing the same thing to Ethan. His fingers threaded her red curls, pulling her mouth deeper onto his shaft, while his breath was a fast hiss.

It was difficult to say which was making me hotter—Chloe’s mouth, her tongue flicking into the slit of my knob or seeing my wife deep throat Ethan. My balls were getting tight and my heart was racing in my chest. I had to ease up or I’d be blowing a load waaaay sooner than I wanted.

I pulled back and took a step to the bottom of the bed. My hands gripped Chloe’s ankles and I pulled her body down the bed. Her lips were full and parted, and her eyes were soft slits watching me push her legs apart. I knelt down on the dense carpeting, her pussy now only inches from my face.

“Oh yeah. Lick me.” Her hips rocked up while her fingers spread plump dark pussy lips, opening herself to me. 

For just a moment I savored the lewd sight, the tiny lighter color of her clit protruding up, as her ass made small circles, writhing in wanton craving for my tongue. I leaned close and my lips closed over it, tongue curling from the underside and swishing back down. She was salty and the musky aroma of her pussy infused my senses.

Beside us, the sounds of Grace’s mouth on Ethan, and his harsh shallow breathing added to my arousal. A small and soft sucking sound was counterpointed by low quick hisses.

My fingers pushed into Chloe’s slick, wet opening, pumping in and out as I ravished her clit with my tongue. Her fingers pressed into the back of my head, her hips humping her cunt harder onto my mouth. A fresh hot wave of slippery wetness slid over my fingers as my tongue flicked over her clit. From the soft mewls in her throat, her body rocking and rolling under my mouth, she was close.

Her fingers now pushed at my head and she squirmed to the side away from my tongue. “Not this way. I need that big cock inside me.” She continued pushing her body higher on the bed until she was next to Grace again.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I rose and knee walked up the bed, poised between Chloe’s outstretched legs, already lowering onto her, my hand at the base of my cock directing it to her opening. Her breasts fell to the side as she lay gazing up at me, her hands reaching to grip my shoulders. Neither of us could wait another second to get it inside her, pummel hard into her body.

It was hot satin gripping me shaft, pushing deeper and deeper. My arms trembled holding my upper body above her while my ass was rock hard, straining into her cunt. Her grip there tightened and her heels dug into the small of my back, pulling me closer, sending new jolts of pleasure into my cock.

For a moment Grace’s movement caught my eye. She was now sprawled beside Chloe, and Ethan was mirroring my position between her legs. Grace’s head turned and her hand shifted to stroke Chloe’s nipple. I could feel the heat of Ethan’s body, hear his breathing as he entered my wife’s cunt.

It was fucking hot, being this close to them, almost the sense of being in their skin, as I thrust into Chloe. Her heels on my ass were almost painful as she strove to pull me deeper, striving for her orgasm. I thrust hard and fast, caught up in consuming lust, wanting to take her there, even as Ethan was pumping hard and furious, like a jackhammer into Grace.

Oh God! I jerked deep, my cock spurting hot and fast...holding it there as lust drained out and bliss filled my body...another deep sharp jerk when a second spurt shot out... “Fuck!” The final shot was the most intense. For a moment everything dimmed. There was only my cock, the centre of my universe, pulsing in pleasure.

Chloe’s muscles tightened and her legs quivered holding me tight inside. “Oh yeah, oh yeah...” Her eyes closed and her face tightened as she became lost in her own orgasm. It was erotic as hell, seeing her ride the wave of ecstasy my thick rod had caused. I jerked once more deep inside, tilting my pelvis to rub tight circles on her clit. Her eyes opening and hot panting breath showed an even higher level of delight claiming her.

The grip of her legs relaxed and she sighed a fast huff of air and seemed to melt into the bed. I smiled at her and then turned my head to watch Grace and Ethan. With each thrust, her boobs bounced, beside her arm, a hand rubbing furiously at her clit. Chloe’s hand shot out to clutch Grace’s boob and she pinched the nipple.

Grace was close, her lips parted and eyes glazed. Above her, Ethan emitted a series of grunts, his hips jerking spasmodically as he spilled his cum deep inside her.

“Fuck me hard. Oh God....” her voice became a babble of choppy sounds, incoherent as she too became lost in ecstasy.

If I hadn’t just shot my load, I would have got hard again watching my wife get fucked by another man. It was something I fantasized about. Here, it had happened twice with Ethan.

Chloe’s hand skimmed over my back and I glanced down at her. Yeah, she was enjoying watching Ethan get his cookies as much as I enjoyed watching Grace. Seeing them fall into each other’s arms spent and happy was an extra layer of turn on for me.

I rose up, felt my cock slip out of Chloe, trailing a drizzle of cum over her thigh as I shifted to lay next to her and watch Grace and Ethan.

Grace’s eyes slowly opened and she turned to gaze at me. She was like a big satisfied sexy cat, lolling under Ethan’s taut body. “Oh my God. That was good.”

Ethan dipped lower and he kissed her cheek, before sitting back on his haunches. “Fucking hot.” He sighed and a slow grin spread on his lips.

My gaze fell from his wide eyed face, over the breadth of his shoulders and lower still. His cocks was dark and glistening, resting on his thigh, still a little thick with arousal. I couldn’t help wonder what it would be like to touch it, feel it grow hard in my hand. He’d opened a can of worms earlier in the kitchen, planting a seed that grew each time I looked at him.

He looked over at me and his eyes widened when he caught that I’d been checking his junk out. “Mind if I get another beer Jason?”

“Actually, I’d like one too. I’ll come with you so we can bring the wine in with us.” I rolled away from Chloe and stood up. As I walked out of the room Ethan’s bare feet padded on the floor behind me. I was so conscious of his eyes on my body, knowing he was interested in exploring his bi side.

The funny thing was, it didn’t shock me now. My initial repulsion had faded. If anything, I was curious to see what it would be like to be touched by him.


Chapter 25
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Ethan

Jason grabbed a couple beers from the fridge and when he stood, his head nodded to the glasses and bottle of wine still sitting on the counter.

His eyes met mine for a moment and a smile spread over his lips, flashing a row of perfect white teeth. “I’m half tempted to take a Viagra. I could spend the whole day in bed, the four of us messing around.”   

“Oh man. I don’t think I need it, but I know what you mean. Being right next to Chloe and watching you fuck her, totally rocked. I wasn’t jealous at all. It was hot seeing her suck you first.” The words had tumbled out of my mouth before my brain kicked into gear. My neck burned and the sensation rose to my cheeks. What the hell had I said? Especially after our conversation earlier.

Jason looked down at the floor. I sighed but relief flooded through my chest. At least he had the sensitivity to realize how embarrassed I was, and to not make a thing about it.

I was about to pick up the glasses and the bottle of wine when he spoke, stopping me cold.

“You really would like to try this bi thing?”

I turned and gaped openly at him, nodding my head. I didn’t trust my voice. The ball was in his court now. Was he considering it? There was a stirring low in my gut and my shaft started to get thick.

“Look. I’m not sure I could do anything with another guy’s cock but I’m open to you touching mine. Hell, if you want to suck me off...” He put the two bottles in one hand while the other fell down to squeeze his dick.

I took a step towards him, my gaze riveted on his cock. It had started to get thick, like mine. He held up a hand, palm facing me.

“Not here. Not yet. If we’re going to do this, the girls have to be there.”

Shit! He was totally right! I nodded. “Absolutely. Chloe really wants to see this. I think it’s as much a turn on for her as it is for me watching her and Grace play with each other.” I gave a little shrug. “And as for me…” I looked Jason in the eye and wasn’t blushing anymore. “As for me, I want to see what it’s like.”  I turned back to the wine, scooped everything up and started back to the bedroom. My heart beat fast in my chest and I had to control my speed walking back to the bedroom. Hell, I would have raced there if I thought that wouldn’t scare the hell out of him.

When I entered the bedroom, Chloe and Grace were sitting next to each other. I only caught the tail end of Chloe’s words. “...love to see it, too.”

I set one of the glasses down and poured wine in the other. “What were you two talking about?” I glanced at the open doorway. I thought Jason was right behind me. Where had he disappeared to? Had he changed his mind that quick?

Grace rose higher and shifted her legs, so that she sat with them bent beneath her bottom. Stark naked, with pert breasts that jiggled a little when she moved, she grinned at me. “Chloe told me you want to try some bisexual stuff. Oh God. That would be so hot! Did you mention it to Jason?”

I handed the glass to her and then reached for the second to top it up. “He’s not as keen as me but he said he’ll let me try it on him.” I looked over my shoulder and lowered my voice. “He— we both want to keep going all afternoon!”

Grace sputtered as she took a sip. After a few coughs she smiled and wiped the drop of wine from her lips. “That horn dog!”

Chloe sat forward and her eyes were as wide as saucers. “Speak for yourself. This is going to be fun, even if I can hardly walk straight afterwards.” She turned to me. “Ethan, you’re really going to do this? It’s so totally hot!”

I handed the glass to her and nodded. There was an icy sensation on my back and I lurched forwards. When I turned Jason was standing behind me, a huge grin on his face, extending the icy beer.

“Five minutes. I took my little blue friend.” He glanced over at the girls. “So you two are in on this as well?”

“Oh my God. I’d give anything to see that. Surely, you know that. Look at how you two are when Chloe and I get busy with each other.” Grace leaned over and kissed Chloe’s neck, her hand lifted to cover Chloe’s breast, squeezing and rolling it gently. After a few moments, she eased back and sat close to her, their hands holding the wine glasses, watching and waiting for Jason and I.

My cock was tingling at the thought of what would follow, even though there was no expectation that Jason would do anything with it. He’d made that clear. I turned and took the beer from his hand and set it on the bedside table. My gaze fell over his broad chest, the dark fine hair extending from the centre to curl near his nipples, down the knots of his abdomen and lower still.

His cock was dark and hanging heavy from the nest of black hair, glazing the muscle of his thigh. Inch by inch, my fingers went towards it, touched the smooth satin knob, circling the slit and then the ridge of the cap. I hardly dared to breathe as my fingers closed over it, pushing lightly until my hand pressed into the small pillow of his groin.

I glanced to the side where Grace and Chloe sat huddled together mesmerized, their eyes round while their lips parted softly. It was plain that this was something totally new to them, being titillated by the sight of two men doing this.

Once more, I gazed down at him. Jason’s cock became heavier in my hand, the columns on the underside more pronounced under my fingers. His breath was a ragged gasp in my ears but I wouldn’t dare to look up at his face, not yet.

I dropped to one knee, my lips a mere half inch away from his pulpy knob, the slit oozing a drop of shiny arousal.  My hand continued rubbing, pulling his skin up and down the firm shaft as I edged forward. I’d never done anything like this before, never even thought of doing this and now it was all I wanted—to take this walk on the wild side, suck another guy’s cock. Especially Jason’s, a totally hot older guy who was hung like a bull.

My lips parted, his drizzly slit tingled on my tongue, the taste a little sweet, the musky male scent filling my nostrils. I swirled my tongue over his knob, felt the thickness push against my cheek...edging forward, still gripping and rubbing the base of his rod until it pressed against the back of my mouth. I paused and breathed slowly, through flared nostrils, waiting it out, the gag reflex to calm. My fingers lowered to scrape against the tight ridges of his balls.

“Fuck that’s hot. He’s almost deep throating him.” It sounded like Grace, but I couldn’t be sure, nor did I care.

Once more I lowered my mouth until his was in my throat, my nose grazing his pubic bone. Slowly, I eased back, felt my eyes water and looked up at him. His lips were parted breathing fast shallow pants while his eyes were softly narrow, glazed in lust. He still held the bottle of beer at his side and for whatever reason, this made it perfect—to be sucking his cock, while his posture was nonchalant, casually holding a beer. Getting a blow job while having a beer— such a guy fantasy.

My hand closed around his balls, rigid now like walnuts tight to his body, and I once more lowered till all of him was in my throat, still gazing up at him through a film of teary eyes. There was a flash of movement from the corner of my eye and then Chloe’s body was next to me.

Her hand closed over my cock while she knelt beside me, her cheek against Jason’s hip. She leaned in, her tongue extended, licking at his shaft as I pulled back releasing him. The touch of her hand, pulling and pushing my shaft as I sucked him, her mouth so close, straining to share his cock with me, made me quiver.

I eased back and my eyes closed for a moment when his cock slid into her mouth, her hand pumping steadily on my meat. His knob slid over my lips and I gazed up at him. He held the base in his thumb and forefinger, directing the turgid rod into my mouth, while his eyes linked with mine.

“Just a little bit more. Shit, it feels good.” His fingers fisted my hair and he pulled me hard onto his cock. Rough and masculine. My hand jerked up and down below my lips as I jerked forward, taking all of him into me.

His breath was raspy and a low moan rumbled in his throat when Grace rose from the bed to join us. My gaze flitted up and I saw them kiss, lips barely touching while their tongues danced together. Her fingers dug into my shoulder and she pushed me back. The look in her eyes when she gazed down at me was filled with heat.

She reached for my hand, tugging me up as she fell back onto the bed, her legs spread wide. “Fuck me, fuck me hard.” Her ass, perched on the edge of the bed, rocked up and down and her knees were bent gaping open.  Her need was as great as my own, both of us totally turned on by what had just happened.

I gripped her hips in my hands pulling her higher, and pounded my shaft deep inside, gasping at the velvet grip of her tight cunt. Her breasts bounced from the force of my thrust and she cried out. My eyes closed for a moment, lost in the hot slipperiness of her flesh. When I opened them again, Chloe climbed onto the bed across from us, perched on her knees and elbows, her ass high waiting, for Jason.

Her slender white thigh and the curve of her ass looked small and delicate as he approached, his thick turgid cock aimed there—the cock that I’d felt deep in my throat.

Oh God. The atmosphere was electric, all of us clamoring for more. Grace’s fingernails clawed at my ass, pulling me deep inside, her other hand working her clit. My hips became a jackhammer, pounding my cock harder and deeper into her. It was close, so close....

When Jason’s meat entered my wife, his fingers deep in her soft plush of her ass, it pushed me over the edge. My cock was white hot as the first spurt erupted into Grace. Watching Jason fuck my woman was so totally hot, his cock thick and hard. Oh God. Another molten spot of bliss shot through me, pulsed deep into Grace...mingled with the creamy wetness of her own orgasm.

Chloe’s cheek was against the comforter, her eyes squeezed shut while a trickle of drool fell from her parted full lips, caught in her throes of ecstasy.

My knees trembled as the final spurt of pleasure shot from my cock, deep inside Grace. I fell forward and gulped air, my heart pounding in my chest. Grace’s green eyes were soft gazing up at me, her lips parted, curled up in the corners.

“Oh fuck. That’s it for me for a while. I’m totally drained.” Her head turned and she gazed at Chloe and Jason.

When Jason pulled away, his cock was still hard and wet but there was a satisfied smile on his lips.

Chloe fell onto her side and smiled over at me. “Wow. I can’t believe I came again. So soon after the last one. Watching you and Jason...oh God that was hot.”  

I was still basking in the afterglow of the moment, unable to form a thought. It had been incredible. I couldn’t imagine anything hotter than what had just happened. But it wasn’t just the sex. When I gazed at the three of them there was a connection; different from any sort I’ve ever had with friends before. Of course Chloe and I were in love but the feeling I had for Jason and Grace was close to that. We shared mind blowing pleasure of the most intimate nature. This was something special.

Jason took a seat next to Grace and idly cupped her breast in his palm. The look they shared was tender. She edged up on the bed and I felt my softened shaft slid out of her. She sat up and they kissed.

Chloe’s eyes met mine and we smiled. This was a new level in our relationship and a new level with Grace and Jason. The look in her eyes said it all. In love with each other and with our new lifestyle and friends.


Chapter 26
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3 Months Later

Grace

I still can’t believe we’re going on a cruise, and a lifestyle cruise at that!” Chloe’s fingers pressed into my arm as we waited in the long line-up to board the ship.

My insides quivered looking at the massive, behemoth of a ship docked outside. “This is going to be amazing! I can’t wait to board and check out the pools.” 

Behind us, Jason’s voice seemed awestruck, commenting to Ethan. “My God, there must be hundreds of people in line, but it’s moving along pretty fast. The cruise line sure knows what they’re doing.”

I looked around at the people in line with us. There was an assortment of ages, ranging from people in their early twenties to people pushing seventy. Many were slim, decked out in bright sundresses and colorful shirts and shorts, but there were also people carrying some extra pounds. I’d kind of expected that, after being at the clubs.  That was an aspect of the lifestyle I liked, it was inclusive; you could see just about every body shape and size in this horde.

When the Check In sign came into view, Ethan and I traded places. I took our passports from my bag and handed Jason his.

He smiled at me. “I checked the weather report when you were in the shower this morning. It’s snowing in Black Rapids.”

“Yes!” That was the final thing that made this trip just perfect, crappy weather back home. Now for a week of Caribbean sunshine, sex and fattening food. I glanced over at the line of people waiting at the other Check In and my breath caught in my chest.

No. It couldn’t be. The blonde haired woman’s head turned another couple of inches and my mouth fell open. Abby Henkel?  What the fuck? She and her husband are swingers? True, the ship was enormous, but they were bound to run into each other. What were the odds that someone from Black Rapids, (other than Chloe and Ethan) would be on this cruise, let alone someone from work?

You just never know about people. Huh! Abby Henkel. The guy standing next to her, holding her hand must be her husband. Pretty buff for a guy in his fifties. Actually Abby’s quite attractive too. Well, the cat will be out of the bag soon enough. Maybe we’ll all get together for some fun.

“C’mon Grace. We’re next.” Jason tapped my arm and nodded to the Check In station. Ethan and Chloe were just leaving it.

I stepped quickly to catch up with him. “I just saw someone from work!”

His eyebrows sprung up in shock. “Really?”

“Yeah!”

“Did they see you?”

“Not yet.” Abby was cool. This could be really, really interesting!

He handed his passport to the pretty black officer, who flashed a set of perfect teeth at him. She examined it and reached for mine. “First time on a cruise?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes lifted from the photo to mine. “Have a nice time.”

I grabbed Jason’s hand and we took our place behind Chloe and Ethan, waiting while the people in front posed for photos and were issued their boarding pass. Oh God. I could barely contain the excitement. We were almost there!

Jason smiled at me and his voice was low, “So you know someone on the cruise? Someone you work with? How is it we never saw them on-line or in the club?”  

“I don’t know. Believe me, she’s the last person I would ever have expected to see on a cruise like this. Actually, she was in a serious car accident. She’s lucky to be alive.” I turned to the line-up where I’d seen her. Abby and her husband were just going to the Check In counter. I tugged at Jason’s hand and nodded my head, signaling to check it out.

“Whoa! They’re a good looking couple. Can’t wait to meet up with them later.” His dark eyes glinted when he grinned down at me.

***

Thirty minutes later, the four of us stood on the top deck watching the skyline of Miami recede in the distance. A warm breeze lifted and streamed my hair out behind me as I stood arm in arm with Jason.

My chest was almost bursting with excitement and love when I looked up at him.  He was not only handsome as hell, he was everything I’d ever wanted in a man, sensitive and sexy. His eyes crinkled in the outer corners when he looked down at me, and kissed my forehead.

“I love you, Grace.”

“Ditto.” I snuggled in close, inhaling the scent of his aftershave, feeling the warm strength of his body .

Next to us, Chloe and Ethan held hands, gazing over the ocean. The love they shared was never more apparent than now.

They were our best friends and lovers. And to think it had all started with a friendly reminder from the couples club on my cell phone, the couples club where we were now members.

Chloe turned to me and reached around my waist, drawing me closer. “Did I see Abby Henkel earlier?” I nodded, grinning.

We both looked over to where she and her husband… Glen, I think… were standing. “She’s cute, for an older gal, don’t you think?”

“I heard she got pretty banged up.”

I grinned. “And now she’s going to get banged again!”

“I had no idea they were Swingers!”

“Me neither. I wonder how they got into this?”

“It should be an interesting story!”

I had to agree. Abby and Glen Henkl; Mr. and Mrs. Middle America were swingers.

“I can’t wait to hear it!”

The End

A Note From The Author




I tried to explore the theme of intimacy, trust and renewal in Sultry Swingers. In any committed relationship, these are aspects that need constant attention, and yet I’ve found myself spending more time ensuring the recycling was properly sorted instead of finding out what my husband’s favorite book of the year is. And it was he who pointed out that fact, while we were visiting a club up here in Canada. That conversation ended with the most erotic dancing and public sex of my life up until then, and the next morning firmed up (pun intended) into the idea for this book.

Thank you for reading this special collection of three of my books. I hope you enjoyed it, and that you’ll leave a review. Not only do they help my work gain visibility, but your honest opinion will help readers such as yourself make their decisions.

Turn the page for a special offer!


Invitation to my Readers Group

(If you like my work, this is the BEST way to keep in touch!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you TWO of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for more info on my work!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

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

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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