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About this book:

All turned on and no place to go!

That Gus…

He shows up at Phil and Maggie’s as a houseguest and gets them all ready and willing to try this Swinger Lifestyle thing…

And then bails on them!

Okay, he didn’t ditch them… well, not really... When Sophie appears, he’s swept off his feet by her Scandinavian beauty—who could blame him? Besides, Phil and Maggie are adults; if Gus wants to spend his time with Sophie, they can try this Swinging thing out by themselves. They have a computer!

They set up a profile on a Swingers site, and before they know it, make a date for that very evening with a couple who sound really cool.

They say when you’re scared and excited, it’s a thrill. Maggie and Phil have nooo idea just how thrilling a time they’re in for. Too bad you missed out, Gus old buddy…

Too bad indeed.

Oh really?

It’s a hot summer long-weekend frolic all around!

A Note From The Author:

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

Love,
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Chapter 1: Maggie

I hung up the phone and sighed. “That was Gus. He and Sophie are on their way to pick up his stuff.”

Phil had been stacking the dishwasher from brunch, but now he stood up straight, his eyebrows pulled together in a puzzled frown.

I shrugged my shoulders and looked away from him for a moment. Gus had started this and now he was leaving. “He spent last night at her place and he’s going to stay with her until he finds an apartment.”

“That was fast.” He left the dishwasher and put his arms around me. “We can do this on our own, you know. After you went to sleep last night, I did some research on-line—”

My eyes flew open wide. “What? After all that sex, you had the energy to read?”

Jeeze, my pussy felt like I’d been gang banged by a football team— twice. I was swollen and a little sore, but no surprise. Oh God! After Maggie and Gus left yesterday we’d done it in the pool…and on the deck…and in the shower…and let’s not forget the romp in the bedroom to finish off the night.

Gus had opened Pandora’s Box, telling Phil about his sexual escapades. It was like we were on our honeymoon again, obsessed with each other’s bodies. Oh my God, I would never have guessed that Phil had a fantasy of watching another guy fuck me. Despite the soreness, my pussy flushed with warmth while my clit tingled at the prospect.

“For sure. There are lots of couples who are into this swinging thing. They have sites on-line where you can meet them, even go to clubs where they’re all swapping and doing orgies.” He stroked my cheek with his hand, his dark eyes beaming at me. “We don’t need Gus to do this.”

A wide grin spread on my face, matching his and I bounced up on my toes to hug and kiss him. “I want to. Show me the site. Let’s get started. What are the other couples like?”

“Hang on.” He extricated himself from my arms and raced into the bedroom. When he returned the laptop was in his hand. He was like a kid on Christmas morning, setting it up on the table and pulling two chairs together.

I scampered to take a seat next to him and watched, holding my breath as he booted it up and found the site again. Hell, he’d even added it to his ‘favorites’.

“I just signed in as a guest to check it out. We’ll have to create a profile and become members to see any revealing pics.” He peered at the screen, clicking and typing to get past the home page and do a search.

A screen with a photo of a blonde woman, face blurred, wearing a lace bra and G string panties, popped up to fill the screen. She had a nice figure, long tanned shapely legs, curvy hips and high, full breasts. Not quite movie star quality but she’d turn heads, if she walked by.

Next to her was a muscular guy, his face also concealed. He was only a few inches taller than her, his broad chest matted with dark hair that extended down his six pack abs to the top of his underwear. Oh God. His crotch was either stuffed with rolled up socks or he was hung like a bull. Oh God, I squirmed in my seat, eyes glued to the outline of his cock. WHAT WOULD THAT FEEL LIKE? His body reminded me of Gus. But he couldn’t be as tall as Gus. He and the blond were almost the same height so he was probably only five ten or so.

“Here.” Phil traced the words on the screen with his finger, reading aloud. “They’re mid thirties, non-smokers, who want to meet another couple for fun encounters, must have good sense of humor. She’s bi-curious. He up for anything she wants to do.” He turned, and his mouth gaped below eyes that shone. “They could be US!”

Oh my God. He was right! I looked back to the screen, seeing her anew now that he’d read that bit about ‘bi-curious’. The bra barely covered her. Round supple flesh seemed to pop out above the low lacy cup. My eyes squinted and I leaned closer to the screen. You could see the top hat buds of her nipples through the cloth.

Her tummy was flat, adorned by a sparkling jewel in her naval, before her hips flared out in soft curves. Legs were tanned, long and slender. Quite attractive and bi-curious, like me. My breath eased out slowly as I took it all in. This was it. We could send them an email and possibly get together with them.

“What do you think? They seem nice.” Phil looked at me waiting for my answer as if his life depended on it.

“I want to see some more.”

He blinked and jerked his head back to the screen, clicking the mouse again.

My heart raced in a chest that felt light as air. I was in, all right. But I needed to see other profiles to get a better idea of how to set ours up. I gasped and my hand shot out to his arm. “Wait. We need to become members to see the complete profile. I mean see ALL the pictures they’ve put up.” I rose to my feet and hurried to the bedroom for my purse.

Behind me, he called, “Does this mean we’re joining?”

I scrambled in my wallet and pulled out the credit card, holding it in front of me when I returned to his side. “Let’s do it.” I popped into the chair and for the next twenty minutes we completed the registration. There was still OUR profile to create, photos to be taken but now I’d be ready.

Officially members now, (site names Lola and Richard) we returned to the first profile—Cindy and Hank were their names. After a few clicks, Cindy’s nude photos appeared as small thumbnails. One by one Phil clicked on them, enlarging them until her naked body filled the screen.

My clit pulsed with pleasure as I looked at the suggestive poses. Phil’s hand slid onto my thigh, inching up to nestle under the skirt, pressing into my lace panties. Even though it was just the two of us, alone in the privacy of our home, it felt secretive and naughty, like two school kids finding their Dad’s Penthouse magazine, and hiding in a closet with a flashlight to leaf through it.

I giggled at the thought and looked across at him. His eyes were fastened on the screen, roaming over Cindy’s bare breasts, full and high topped with small, dark nipples. Her arms were above her head, bent in a graceful arc, while her legs lolled open, revealing plump, bare, pussy lips. You could even see the tiny bud of her clit peeking through. Another jolt of pleasure flooded through my clit, my cunt moist and slippery, licking my lower lip, eyeing her.

He clicked again and this time, she was on her hands and knees, the ivory orbs of her ass with the darker oval of pussy lips facing the camera. She was twisted at the waist so that you could see a pendulous breast but again, her facial features were blurred.

I reached for the crotch of Phil’s pants and sure enough, his shaft was thick and hard as iron. He’d read the invitation in her pose and he’d like to pay her pussy a visit.

As I rubbed him, both of us leering at the screen, my breath caught in my throat. How would I feel watching, if he ever got to fuck Cindy? Could I handle that or would I be jealous? She was after all, quite a little sexpot. Maybe he’d like fucking her so much he wouldn’t want me anymore?

“Phil?”

“Yes?” It came out kind of like a croak, so lost was he in the sight before him.

“I’m scared.”

His head swiveled and he faced me, concern flowing from his eyes like a warm blanket. “Of what? Of this? It’s only shitz and gigglez. We don’t have to actually DO any of this. It’s fun to look at though.” His hand left my pussy where he’d been trying to insert his fingers.

The back of my neck became tense and my hand halted on the fabric in his crotch. “I know but…we both want to try this. But, what if when we meet other people, we get too close and end up fighting or something? I wouldn’t want that.”

He rubbed my thigh and leaned in, close to my face. “Me either. But from what I read last night, it’s all about communication and honesty. I mean, we’re here, and we’ve joined this site because we were honest with each other, that this would be fun to try. We don’t have to jump in head first. We’ll take it slow when we meet another couple. We talk first and set limits…try things out to see how we feel. The important thing is honestly telling the other how we feel.” He smiled still gazing into my eyes, “One of their members, giving advice to newbies, wrote to go slow. Take baby steps.”

I could feel my body relax and I returned his smile. “Okay? Say we meet a couple, Cindy and Hank for example, and you dance with Cindy. Then you check with me to see how I feel about that. If I’m okay, then maybe you kiss her.”

“Yeah. That sounds about right.” He kissed me, his fingers prying into my panties, successfully this time. Oh God, when he touched my clit it was wonderful. “I love you Maggie. Nothing or no one will ever change that.”

I kissed him softly, sighed into his lips, “I love you too.” He’d said exactly the right words to reassure me. It was true, I loved him more in that moment than ever.

His cock was hard beneath my palm, straining at the coarse cotton of his shorts.

I broke our kiss, my eyes sparkling above a sly grin. “Let’s do our profile for the site.” I stood up and took his hand. “Time for some naughty pics.”

I walked out of the kitchen and down the hallway, shedding my shirt, bra and skirt along the way, doing a pretty good stripper routine. Behind me, Phil whistled and yowled as each article of clothing landed on the floor.

When I got to the bedroom, the lace panties ended up draped over the lampshade on my bedside table.

I flounced onto the bed, my pinkie finger between my lips and watched as he retrieved the camera from the top shelf of the closet. It didn’t get much use these days with our cell phones always being so handy.

When he was ready, the camera focused in front of him, I raised my arms above my head and smiled--an inviting, lewd smile. I swung my legs open displaying everything, just like Cindy had done.

“Play with yourself.” Phil’s voice was a low rumble, flashing shots from different angles.

Oh God, I was like a porn star, sliding my index finger between my pussy lips and rolling it over my clit. It was hot and dirty. That’s what I was—a dirty slut. My finger moved quicker and my pelvis rocked up and down. Lust seared through my body, my heart pounding hard, wanting to orgasm in front of the camera. Fuck, it was good.

“My turn.” Phil set the camera down and pulled his shirt over his head.

I slid my finger from my pussy and sighed. God, I’d been so close to coming but he was right. I needed to get some pics of him for the profile. I smiled and sat up. Actually, feeling horny like this would work out well when we contacted Cindy and Hank. There was no way we were not sending them an email.

I picked up the camera and exchanged places with Phil, giving his cock a little rub on my way by, not that he needed my hand to get him hard. You could have hung a flag on that pole of his.

Just like any Playgirl pin-up model he lay on his back, hand was under his head, arm relaxed and angled out to reveal a broad hairy chest and flat stomach. One leg was straight while the other was bent lolling to the side, displaying his thick hard shaft rising from the darkness of his pubic hair, like the proverbial Phoenix. His two forefingers pinched the base, holding it ramrod straight.

“No head shots. I made sure your face wasn’t in the photos. Cindy and Hank’s faces were blanked out but I don’t have the software to do that. Well, I DO but it would take too much time. We want to get this posted right away, don’t we?” He wagged his cock at me and grinned.

“For sure.” I took a few shots, varying the angles to get the best one. “C’mon. Let’s get these uploaded.” I smiled and hurried from the room, with Phil close behind.

He popped the card into the machine and the photos appeared on the screen. Holy shit, we looked hot!

With a few clicks of the mouse he inserted them into our profile.

I leaned close to the screen, and grinned. “Let’s send them an email to let them know we’d like to meet them.”

He nodded, his eyes glittering with excitement. His fingers were poised above the keyboard, eyes flitting back and forth across the table. “What do we say? How do these emails go? Christ, where’s Gus when you need him!”

I sat stock still and looked at him. Yeah, how sexy should we get? Oh fuck it. I was horny from the photo shoot. “Let’s be a bit naughty. I think they’d like that. I’ll dictate.”

I cleared my throat and began. “Hi Cindy and Hank. Read your profile and you sound like a great couple. I’m bi-curious (Lola speaking, not Richard, ha, ha). The pics of your body really got me hot. Such luscious tits that I’d like to fondle and then suck the nipples. Wow! Your pussy! I could see your clit peeking through from the dark folds and my mouth watered.” I paused for a moment, squirming in my chair and trying to come up with the next sentence.

“You’re doing good there, Maggie…I mean Lola.” Phil grinned, his eyebrows wiggling up and down.

My breath was coming fast and I rubbed my hands together. “Yeah, this is FUN! New sentence. I’d like to lick your clit like it was a lollipop, long and slow at first and then flick it back and forth real fast. I’d put my fingers inside your cunt and fuck you with them.”

Phil’s hand dropped from the keyboard and rested on his cock. “Jeeze, this is fucking hot.” He rubbed his shaft and then his hand returned to the keyboard.

My kegel muscles were flexing and un-flexing and I squeezed my thighs tight together. He was right. I was so horny.

“After a warm up with you, I’d turn my attention to Hank. What a big cock he has. I’m drooling at the prospect of having that monster in my cunt. You’re a lucky woman! Richard wants to see Hank fuck me. Believe me, Cindy, when Richard fucks you, you’ll scream with pleasure. He can go all night, too.” I reached under the table and took Phil’s cock in my hand. Yeah, she’d like it.

Hell, I’d probably like seeing it despite what I’d thought at first. But I’d go slow, when it came down to actually doing anything, like what Phil had read.

“Check out our profile and if you’d like to get together, let us know.” I watched his fingers fly over the keyboard finishing the email.

“YOU hit send. There’s still time to back out of this and I don’t want to seem like I’m pushing you into anything.” Phil’s face was serious when he looked at me.

I looked into his eyes and took a deep breath before reaching across and clicking the mouse on the ‘send’ icon.

“How long until they get back to us, do you think?” He stood up and pressed his cock into my arm. “Fuck Maggie, this is hot.” His hand drifted to my head, pushing me lower. When he spoke, the words came out of his chest in a growl. “Suck me.”

Oh Jesus, the thrill of lust that shot through my pussy made me swoon. I fell forward out of my chair, reaching for his cock as I knelt before him. I loved it when he got all he-man with me. His fingers threaded through my hair, pulling my mouth onto him, while my other hand slithered between my legs to play with my clit.

I froze at the jarring blare of the doorbell.

OH FUCK! It was Sophie and Gus at the door! I’d forgotten all about them!


Chapter 2: Sophie

What the hell?” Gus opened the door of his car and scowled at the driver’s seat.

His arm muscles were tight ropes and the ivory knuckles of his hand, clenched the side of the door. He leaned into the interior and scratched at the leather with his thumbnail.

“What’s wrong?” I took a step closer and looked at the seat. A burgundy stain, about the size of a silver dollar, marred the tan colored leather; a blemish in an otherwise mint interior. It was obvious from the shock and annoyance in his eyes that HE hadn’t done that. “How did this happen? You don’t think that Phil or Maggie did it, do you?”

He straightened and smiled weakly. “Yeah. Who knows? Maybe I spilled coffee or something and that’s the first I’ve noticed it.” He shut the door and took my hand. “C’mon. Let’s get my bags.”

From the look in his face and tone of his voice, there was no way he thought he’d done it. That only left Maggie and Phil. But why would either of them do something so mean? It didn’t make sense.

We walked up their walkway and he rang the doorbell before glancing at me with a tight lipped smile. It was hard to read his eyes. Was he annoyed, knowing that they’d done that to his car or was there more? Yesterday, Maggie and Phil had acted pretty weird. There was something going on before I’d arrived and that stain in his car was part of it.

Gus might be FBI and all that, but I’d had some training in enforcement as well. I could tell when something suspicious was afoot.

“Maybe they’re out back in the pool.” He rang the bell again and squeezed my hand.

After a few minutes, the door opened and Maggie, once more, peeked out from behind it. Oh God, not again.

Her face was flushed and she avoided my eyes, “Sorry, we were just—”

“Gus! Sophie. Come in.” Phil’s head appeared beside hers. His eyes shifted to Maggie briefly and he opened the door wide for us. They both wore bath robes, but Maggie’s was loosely tied, open almost to her midriff, revealing the curve of the underside of her breast.

She was naked under the robe--no panty line cinching the flesh of her hip. Her eyes flashed to Gus and then back to Phil.

Oh my God. They were at it again, as if yesterday hadn’t been enough?

I stepped inside, my eyes drifting from Phil to Maggie. “We won’t stay too long—just have to get Gus’s things.” It was hard to act as if everything was normal when Maggie’s face was anything but.

Gus brushed by me and stopped before going down the hallway to the guest room. He looked at Phil with narrow eyes, his lips pulled to the side. “Were you and Maggie in my car after we left, to get something, maybe?”

Phil’s head jerked back, his eyes wide and shook his head from side to side, but Maggie’s face turned scarlet.

“Oh no. It was me. Yesterday. I was…I was walking by with wine in my hand. There was…there was a…a BEE in your car. I…ah…I opened the door and some of my wine spilled onto the seat.” She pulled her lips together, drawing them into her mouth for a moment. “I’ll pay to get it cleaned.”

Gus’s head tilted to the side, his eyebrows tight over narrow eyes, peering at her. “That’s okay. Accidents happen. No problem.”

He glanced at me, eyebrows twitched upward for a moment and turned to walk down the hall to the bedroom. He wasn’t buying that either.

Gus bent and picked something up, a smirk on his face handing it to Phil. I couldn’t see what it was but Phil rushed ahead of him stooping a few times to pick more items off the floor.

He opened a door and tossed whatever he’d retrieved inside and then followed Gus into the guest bedroom. “Too bad your visit’s cut short, but I can understand wanting to be in town.”

They continued talking but it was impossible to hear what he was saying. I turned to Maggie and smiled. “So what are you two doing today? I thought you’d be in the pool since it’s another hot one.”

“Um…we were thinking of it.” Her face was still pink but she smiled and turned, on her way into the kitchen. “I’m parched. Would you like something to drink? Water? Wine? We could go out on the patio and have it there.”

Wine? No way I’d touch any of THEIR wine, not after how they’d been yesterday.

She opened the fridge door and I called out to her, “Maybe a glass of water, please.” I followed her into the kitchen past the dining room table where their laptop was set up. Phil must have been catching up on some office work from home, even though Maggie hated that. They hadn’t even bothered getting dressed and he was working?

“Phil up to it again?”

Maggie turned so fast the glass of water slopped over the rim, onto the floor. “What do you mean?” The words came out like the bullets of a machine gun and she frowned, staring into my eyes.

I jerked back and stared. What was up with her? I don’t know how many times she’s bitched to me about him working too hard. My hand swept back, indicating the laptop. “A holiday weekend and he’s working?”

Two spots of color graced her cheeks, “Oh…oh that. Yeah, but, just a bit.” She handed me the glass and took a few steps to the table to shut the machine’s lid with a sharp bang. She turned and smiled but her eyes refused to meet mine. “I’ll meet you on the patio. I’m going to finish getting dressed and I’ll be right out.”

My eyebrows rose in surprise before I saw the guys come back into the room. Gus set his bags near the door and Phil seemed focused on Maggie and the laptop.

“Phil, would you get something to drink for Gus? I’m going to put some clothes on and then we’ll have a drink on the patio.” Maggie picked the laptop up and started to walk away.

Her husband watched her for a moment before going into the kitchen and opening the fridge. What kind of look had just passed between them? Gus came in the room, and from the way his eyebrows pulled together , mouth askew, I could tell he wasn’t sure what was going on either.

“Here’s a beer, buddy. You two go on out. We’ll be there in a sec.” Phil handed the beer to Gus with a weak smile and disappeared down the hallway.

I clutched Gus’s arm and leaned close to whisper, “What is with those two? It’s almost two thirty in the afternoon and they’re not dressed and they’re acting—“

His finger crossed the middle of his closed lips to silence me. “Let’s go outside.” He glanced down the hallway and urged me forward, out the door.

While we walked to the table by the pool, his voice was still low, “We interrupted them. Her clothes were strewn all along the hallway.”

“They knew we were coming.” I snapped. The chirp and buzz of the cell phone in my pocket interrupted any other comment. I scooped it out and took a seat at the table. Reading the message, my mouth gaped and heart stopped. “It’s the swinger site! Someone sent us an email!” I brushed the screen with a trembling finger pulling email up.

“Aren’t you glad I talked you into syncing the two devices? What’s it say?” Gus leaned over my shoulder, peering at the screen. “Holy fuck…”

“Oh my…” My eyes flew over the sexy email, sitting stock still. “Boy, this Cindy really lays it on the line…what she wants to do with me.”

“Click on their profile. Let’s have a look at them.” Gus’s fingers squeezed my shoulder.

My heart had started again and was now pounding in my ears. I leaned to the side and looked towards the patio door of Maggie’s bedroom. “What if they come out? We can’t—“

“Don’t be silly. I’ll hear them and we can shut it down. I’ve got to see what this woman looks like after all the filthy things she wants to do to you.”


Chapter 3: Phil

I walked into the bedroom to find Maggie slipping a pale pink, sundress over her head. I sighed seeing that she’d also put a bra and panties on. My cock still tingled from the excitement creating the swinger profile and the blowjob she’d started to give me.

Fucking Gus and Sophie! If they could have been just half an hour later getting to the house! Oh well, maybe they’d have just the one drink and then get back to her place.

I slipped the robe off and took a step to my dresser, but Maggie’s hand on my cock stopped me. She held it in her hand massaging it slowly, getting me hard as a rock in a nano-second.

“Would you like me to finish what we started before they interrupted?” She rose up on the tops of her toes and nibbled my ear lobe, her breath hot and sultry. Oh God, a bead of pre-cum rolled from the tip of my shaft. Fresh lust coursed through my veins straight to my groin. If we kept this up without finishing, I might get blue balls like some teenager dating a virgin.

I put my hand over hers and stopped her movements. “We can’t. They’re right out there—”

“They’re in love or lust or something.” She leaned around me, peering out the door. “Look at them.” She pulled at my dick and I was forced to turn, to face the outside. “See, he’s probably got his hand down her top, playing with her nipple.”

She pulled my hand up and slid it inside her dress and the bra. Oh yeah, her nipple was hard under my fingers and she’d started rubbing my cock again. “Do you think Cindy and Hank have read our email yet?” She smiled up at me before sinking onto her knees.

A groan escaped my lips when her tongue circled the knob of my dick. Her hand continued rubbing and rolling over it, driving me crazy with lust.

“I think we’ve got some time. You keep an eye out in case they get up and come into the house.” She murmured and leaned forward to take me into her mouth.

Oh Jesus, the way she licked and sucked me…our friends so close outside, just made it hotter. It was like the other day in the kitchen!


Chapter 4: Gus

Sophie trembled with excitement reading the sexy email from Lola and Richard. Looking over her shoulder, squinting to see their profile, I felt my cock grow stiff. You couldn’t see their faces but what showed in their bodies more than made up for it.

The guy, Richard, was well hung, a bit longer than mine maybe, but I was thicker. Sophie hadn’t seemed to mind the length. Hell, eight inches was enough for most women. After that it probably just got painful.

But this Lola chick…Wow! I wished her face was visible to see her mouth and eyes. From what she’d written, wanting to lick Sophie and fuck her with her hand, it would have been nice to see her lips. Jeeze, I’d do her in a heartbeat if Sophie wanted me to. Yeah, like that would be a hardship.

“Do you think we should send them an email?” She looked behind me at the house. “They’re still in there. Do you think we have time?”

“Sure. Maybe Maggie and Phil are finishing what we interrupted.” My cock was hard as steel thinking of Maggie and Phil doing it. Hell, I could have been part of that too.

I sighed and slipped my hand inside Sophie’s top to cup her boob. I’d rather have the woman I was holding. Joining the swinger site was fast and a little rushed. A lot earlier than I would have chosen but I had to admit it was hot. To find a woman and fall for her, and then find out she was interested in this? Wow. I’d hit a home run with Sophie.

“Wait. Why not see if they’ll do a chat? We can always break it off when Maggie and Phil come out here.” I glanced around at the house and smiled, certain that they were in there having monkey sex. Take your time and do it twice, Phil.

I pulled one of the chairs close to hers and sat down.

She positively glowed with excitement, her fingers flying on the small key board. “Okay, hope they’re on line.”


Chapter 5: Maggie

I gave Phil my best effort with my mouth. In my mind, it was Hank’s cock I was sucking and stroking like my life depended on it. In another secret corner of my head, Sophie and Gus were watching, not out there on the patio. Oh, I really performed for the people in my crowded head and Phil was the happy recipient of all that effort.

My finger went to my pussy, sliding under the satin of my panties onto my clit. It slid easily in the slippery wetness, sending shivers of ecstasy deep inside. Of course, the finger there was actually Cindy’s, stroking me while I sucked her husband off.

Phil’s hands were on my head, pulling me deeper onto his cock, groaning with each downward stroke of my mouth.

PING!

My eyes flew open and I halted, my mouth still full of cock.

That was the laptop! We’d just got an email. Could it be Cindy and Hank? So soon? I eased back from Phil’s shaft and looked up at him. His eyes were wide, lips parted, panting but staring at the laptop on the bed.

He looked down at me, “I’m good. Let’s see if it’s them.”


Chapter 6: Sophie

There. I hope they get back to us.” I picked up the glass of water with a trembling hand, holding the cell phone in my other.

Did it always work this fast? Holy God, we’d just made the profile this morning! How many horny swinger types were out there?

I couldn’t wait to meet this Lola. Sure, Richard looked pretty hot and he was certainly well hung but I had Gus now. From the way he’d been acting, it was pretty obvious he really liked me. But then again, I was starting to fall for him too. The fact that he had some experience in this swinging stuff just made him hotter. It also made me feel a bit safer. He’d been pretty convincing when he said he was doing this for me, that he wasn’t in this to get laid by other women. Yeah, he likes me.

But I wouldn’t blame him if he did get turned on by Lola. Hell, she had me dripping wet with all that talk about eating me out. She was pretty hot too! Would I be able to please her? Well, Gus hadn’t complained about my oral skills so I’d probably do a pretty good job with her pussy. I couldn’t wait!

TTTTtttt. TTTTttt! The phone! It had to be them!

I gulped the water and turned to look at Gus. He grinned and nodded quickly, gesturing with his hand to hurry up.

I clicked on the phone and the screen lit. “Oh my God! Listen to this! They’re on line and want to chat too.” I turned to see if Maggie and Phil were anywhere to be seen. Fuck, I hoped they wouldn’t come out.

“We’re here and soooo ready to meet you! The thought of having sex with you has Richard and me over the moon! I know it’s last minute, but can we get together with you later today?”

My heart pounded in my throat sending my blood straight to my pussy! I grabbed Gus’s leg, my fingers digging in hard.

“Today? They want to meet us TODAY?” Gus sat back in his chair and turned his head to look at the house.

My mind raced and I finished the water in my glass to quench a mouth that had suddenly gone dry. Could we? Maggie and Phil must be having a fuck marathon in there, they were taking so long.

Actually it was a bit rude, of them. But that was small potatoes compared to the invitation on the screen.

“If you want to do it, I’ll make up some excuse for Maggie and Phil. I’m game if you are.” Gus’s eyes pierced mine with intensity.

I nodded and set the glass back on the table with a thud. I typed,

Sure. Where and what time?

Gus was already on his feet, standing waiting for me to join him. I popped up, glancing quickly at the patio door of Maggie’s bedroom. Still no sign of them. It would be awkward, going into the kitchen and having to call out to let them know we were leaving.

This was so unlike Maggie or Phil to be this rude—invite us onto the patio and then leave us hanging while they were off fucking like horny teenagers. I would have to say something to Maggie about it or this would be the last time I’d come to THEIR house.

We stepped inside the empty kitchen just as the Cricket sounded once more. My hand flew to Gus’s arm and we stopped dead in our tracks peering at the screen.

7 pm. How about we meet at The Crystal Palace on Wainscroft Road? We can have drinks and see where it leads. (astray, we hope LOL)

“Oh my God!” I glanced at my watch. It was almost 4. That didn’t leave too much time to get home, change (what would I wear for this meet-up?) and then get to the bar.

I looked at Gus, the both of us grinning like we’d won the lottery or something.

“We’re good to go?” It seemed like a silly question for him to ask, until I thought of Maggie and Phil in their bedroom, not even bothering to come out. They could probably hear us in the kitchen?

My eyes narrowed for a moment and I nodded. Gus followed on my heels as I took a few steps down the hallway and called. “Maggie! Phil? We’re leaving now.”

“Hang on. We’ll be right out,” was Maggie’s muffled reply.

I rolled my eyes and turned to Gus. Nice of them to take a break to say goodbye.

The door opened and Maggie appeared. “Sorry about this. Phil insisted that we make the bed and tidy up before we leave the room. We were just about to join you. You’re leaving? She glanced at her watch. “Well I guess, it IS getting late.”

Phil stepped into the hallway behind her, a sheepish grin on his face.

“Maybe we can get together for dinner later this week.” Gus added, taking my hand and leading the way to the front door. “I’d really like to see more of you but it’s been kind of a crazy weekend.”

“For sure, for sure. Maggie and I’d love to have you out this week. Maybe Thursday?” Phil edged past Gus and opened the front door for us.

My head jerked back and I shot a look at Maggie before going outside. They seemed pretty anxious for us to leave. Holy cow, they still hadn’t had enough? If and when I ever marry, I hope my husband and I are as hot for each other after six years of marriage.

“Okay. See you Thursday.” I headed for my car, fishing the key out of my purse. Gus hurried to his car, giving a wave of his hand to Maggie and Phil, before climbing in.

I started the car and glanced at their house. They’d already gone back inside, probably tearing each other’s clothes off as they raced to the bedroom.


Chapter 7: Phil

We grinned and squeezed each other’s hands, after shutting the door. No need to worry about how we’d get rid of Gus and Sophie. I’d talk to Gus before Thursday and explain what was going on, why we’d ignored them earlier. He’d understand. Look at his background. But Sophie…well Maggie’d have to handle her.

“Oh my God. In a little under three hours, we’re going to meet Hank and Cindy! What if they don’t like us?” Maggie’s face muscles tightened, scrunching her face into an ‘ewwww’ expression. “What if WE don’t like them or find them attractive?”

I stood stock still looking at her. The pictures they’d posted were hot. They certainly had great bodies but what if they had faces that could stop a clock? “If that’s the case, then we leave. We’ll make up some excuse, or even say we need to think some more about all this. But we should have a signal between us.”

“Okay. If either of us doesn’t want to go through with this, how about we order a screwdriver.” Maggie peered at me, her face full of serious concentration.

I had to grin and then laugh at us, shaking my head from side to side. “Screwdriver makes more sense than asking for a ‘Between the sheets’ or ‘Sex on the beach’.” I placed my arm over her shoulder and led her into the kitchen.

She rose to her tip toes, her lips brushing my ear. “What? We’re not finishing what we started earlier today?”

“How about we save it? It’ll be more fun that way, if we DO hook up with Hank and Cindy.” I smiled at her and stepped over to the sink to get a glass of water. There was no way I’d let her know the thought that had been niggling in my gut, now that this was set up.

What if I had performance anxiety or something and couldn’t get it up? No, far better to be hornier than a hoot owl when we met them.


Chapter 8: Gus

Hurry up in there. It’s almost six thirty. We’re going to be late.” Sophie’s voice called from her bedroom.

She sure was punctual or was she actually a bit nervous about meeting Richard and Lola? Her first time? Yeah, probably nerves. From my experience in the lifestyle, I’d always found being more laid back was better. If you were ten minutes late, so what?

I finished rinsing my hair and turned the shower off. When I slid the curtain back, she stood in the bathroom doorway, her arms akimbo and hip thrust to the side. Oh God, she looked hot! The curve hugging, blue dress was short, showing off her legs, plus the neck-line was a deep V. Her boobs looked even bigger with the push up bra.

“You look great. I think they’re going to cream their jeans when they get a look at you.” I rubbed the towels over my arms and chest.

Her eyes sparkled above pink cheeks and her smile was a mile wide. “I hope so. I can’t wait to meet them, especially after all the sexy messages she sent.” Her smile faded and her eyebrows drew together. “But you’d better hurry. I hate being late for things. What if they—“

“Don’t worry. They’ll wait, trust me.” I leaned over and planted a kiss on her lips. “You know this bar, right?”

She smiled and watched me put deodorant on and then stepped back for me to leave the steamy room. “Yeah. It’s on the outskirts of town. It’s kind of quiet, which sounds about right for a first meet.” A scowl formed on her face once more. “But it’ll take us ten minutes to get there.” She turned and left me getting dressed in her bedroom.

It was just nerves, that’s all. I slipped a golf shirt on and rummaged through my suitcase for a pair of pants—the beige cotton ones. A little dressy but not over done.

***

“What the hell?” Sophie’s head swiveled, a look of shock making her eyes the size of dinner plates. The car swerved close to the shoulder of the road.

“I KNEW we should have taken my car.” I sighed and shook my head. “Do you even have a spare tire?”

Her lips were a ruby gash in her face and her eyes shot daggers. “Of course I have a spare. The question is, do you know how to change it?” She gritted her teeth, wheeling the car onto the gravel and turning it off.

I rolled my eyes, shaking my head as I opened the door. Great. Freshly showered, dressed to impress and now getting down in the dirt, to manhandle a tire iron. And in the July 4th heat! I lifted the trunk of the station wagon and dug around to find the tire and jack.

“I told you to hurry up but nooooo. You wanted to arrive fashionably late. They’ll probably think we’ve stood them up and leave.” Her hands were on her hips, eyes glaring at me.

“You have a cell phone. Text them and tell them we’ll be late.” I lifted the tire and jack from the car.

“Oh. Yeah. I’d better do that.” Her face flushed a brighter shade of pink and her voice lost a lot of its edge.

I placed the jack under the frame and started cranking to lift the rear of the car. Nerves. That’s all it was. Just a case of nerves.


Chapter 9: Maggie

We walked into the bar and stopped, scanning the main area and then the elevated area overlooking the dance floor. The only people there were a couple of elderly guys sitting at the long oak bar, watching some ballgame on a large screen above the rows of bottles, and two couples playing pool.

Good. We weren’t late. I looked at Phil and had to bite my tongue. Despite the nagging he’d done for the last hour, giving me his standard lecture on promptness—two minutes early was actually five minutes late, yada yada—they weren’t here yet.

“Why don’t we sit up there. It looks a little more private.” His hand touched my elbow while he nodded his head toward the upper area.

“Sure.”

As I walked across the room, my fingers tugged the hem of my dress down, feeling the eyes of the couples watching us. It was the sexiest dress I owned, a little black lycra number that had a tendency to ride up. Also, I wasn’t used to wearing heels this high, so I walked carefully. I held onto Phil’s arm, struggling to keep up.

When we were seated, my cell phone beeped. We looked at each other silently for a moment before I fished it out of my purse. Was it them, cancelling?

He leaned over and we scanned the lit screen, reading. Oh. Car troubles. They’d be twenty minutes late. I let out a sigh of relief, only aware in that moment I’d been holding my breath. The waitress, a young woman wearing a white blouse and dark slacks appeared at the table.

“Vodka and tonic, please.” Phil smiled up at her and I placed my hand on his arm.

“Make mine a double.” Hell, I wasn’t driving and I needed some liquid courage about then.

When she left, he patted my hand. “Sure you wouldn’t prefer a screwdriver?” His smile was warm and reassuring.

I shook my head. I just needed a drink to calm my nerves. After all, it WAS the first time meeting another couple to do this. Quite understandable that I’d be a little nervous.


Chapter 10: Sophie

I read the text out loud, standing behind Gus as he strained putting the lug nuts on the wheel.

No problem. Cum…

“She spelled that C U M, Isn’t that cute?” I nudged my knee into his back.

… along whenever you can. We’re having cold drinks and hot thoughts.

Gus rose to his feet and lifted the flat tire into the trunk of the car. Oh no. There was a smudge of dirt over his eyebrow and his hands were black with grease. He brushed his hands together and managed a half hearted smile.

“We’d better get going. Do you know if there’s a gas station between here and the bar? I’d like to wash my hands.” He opened the passenger door and got in.

My stomach was tight as I got in and turned the key. We were nowhere near a gas station and we were late already. I leaned over and opened the glove box. There HAD to be something…even a tissue to wipe the dirt from his face.

“Sorry. We’re miles from the nearest service station. Maybe go in the men’s room when we get there.” I pulled out onto the highway and floored it.

“Hey, hey. Easy. We want to get there in one piece.” He held his hands palms up at his side, away from the light fabric of his pants.

When I looked over at him, I had to smile. With the smudge of grease over his eye, he looked so boyish and cute. “Thanks Gus for changing the tire. I could have done it but not nearly so fast.” I ran my hand along his arm. “Sorry, I snapped at you before.”

He smiled and placed his finger on the tip of my nose. “There. We’re even.”

I strained to see myself in the rear view mirror. Where he’d touched my nose was black. Oh my God, I looked like a cocker spaniel. I shot a look at him and rubbed at the spot on my nose.

“We’ll both have a visit to the washroom, when we get there. Aren’t we a pair? You’d think we were going to a car derby instead of meeting a couple for sex.” He laughed and shook his head.

There it was. I could see the sign for the Crystal Palace just up ahead on the right. A shock of fright and excitement went through my gut, straight to my pussy. I took a deep breath and pulled into the parking lot. There were only a few cars there. I guess seven or rather seven thirty is early for any night life.

We got out and walked to the large wooden door. Gus held it for me and we stepped inside to dim lighting and cooler air. The long oak bar dominated the main area. A couple of older men sat there, while two couples played pool.

On the upper level, OH MY GOD! Maggie and Phil? What the hell were they doing there? Gus and I looked at each other, our jaws gaping.

“Quick. Over here. The washrooms.” He pulled me to the left, to an empty area beside the bar.

“What are they doing here? Was there anyone else near where they were sitting? What about Richard and Lola? How are we going to get together with them, if Maggie and Phil are here?”

“Look, let’s go wash our hands. We can’t just ignore them, although of all the times for them to go out for a drink.” Gus scowled and stepped away to go in the men’s room.


Chapter 11: Phil

It couldn’t be. The couple who came in and then disappeared? But it sure did look like Sophie and Gus. Hell, it HAD to be Sophie. Not many blond women are five feet eleven. Maggie hadn’t seen them. She was too busy checking her cell phone for more texts from Hank and Cindy.

Should I say anything? Well, if it IS Sophie and Gus, she’d know soon enough. Maybe they didn’t see us. Maybe they stopped in to use the washroom or something.

The door of the bar opened and a man and a woman entered. I nudged Maggie and nodded towards the door.

The guy was big, beefy looking in the light golf shirt. He towered over the blond at his side. She was kind of pretty with a pretty good figure. Her hair fell to her shoulders and she wore a short black dress. It could be them. She was dressed sexy enough.

Maggie’s hand flew to my knee and she squeezed it, hard. We couldn’t take our eyes off the couple, watching them cross by the pool tables and come up to the area where we were perched. They glanced at us as they walked by. She smiled and looked away but her hubby (Hank?) ogled Maggie for a few moments and then he gave me a little nod.

They took a seat a few tables over from us. From the corner of my eye, I saw her sit down while he motioned with a couple of fingers held aloft for the waitress’s attention.

I looked at Maggie and took a long swallow of my drink. The woman was okay. She seemed friendly enough and she was pretty. But what did Maggie think of him? He wasn’t exactly George Clooney but neither was he Woody Allen.

“Do you think that’s them?” Maggie leaned into me and whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know. Shit. Why didn’t we tell them what we’d be wearing? It would have made this easier.” I looked into my drink thinking fast, looking for a solution.

“I know. I’ll send a text message, tell them what we’re wearing and that it’s us.” Maggie started typing on her phone.

I stared at her and shook my head. “That’s kind of dumb. I mean…why not go over and just say hi? They’re ten feet away from us.”

She fluttered her fingers at me and muttered ‘shush’ before continuing with the text.


Chapter 12: Gus

I edged out of the bathroom and took a few steps to the bar, peering around it like I was on a stake-out or something. Yup. That was Maggie and Phil up there. There was another couple there as well. Richard and Lola?

A hand on my arm made me startle and turn. Sophie’s wide eyes stared into mine. The cell phone in her purse chirped the cricket sound and she fumbled for a few seconds getting it out. I stepped back and read over her shoulder.

“We’re here. I’m wearing a black dress and Richard’s in a light golf shirt. We’re near the back of the bar, on the upper level.

Sophie’s face spun around to meet my eyes. “That’s where Maggie and Phil are too! Oh shit.”

The muscles in my neck were tight but there was also a sinking feeling in my stomach. “Look maybe we should cancel. We can send them a text and make it another time. I mean, I don’t care for my sake but it could be pretty embarrassing for you. Maggie and Phil aren’t stupid. They’ll figure this out.”

She frowned and looked back at the phone for a few moments. I felt her hand reach for mine and give it a squeeze. “No. We’ll say hello to Maggie and Phil, maybe have a drink with them but then we’ll join Richard and Lola. Maggie and Phil won’t guess. Richard and Lola could be friends of mine from work. Let’s go.”

With head high, she took a deep breath and strode across the room. In the blue dress, she was all legs, catching the eye of the guys that were playing pool with their girlfriends. I had to give Sophie credit, she had spunk.

As we walked up the few steps leading to the elevated area, I watched Maggie and Phil. Surprise didn’t even come close to the expression on their faces. They were totally flabbergasted, especially Maggie. And…guilty looking, smiling nervously, their eyes darting back and forth between each other.

I glanced at the other couple sitting nearby. She was wearing a black dress and giving me the eye. Her husband’s gaze was all over Sophie. Yeah, that had to be them.


Chapter 13: Maggie

Sophie, Gus! What are you doing here?” It was not often that I’d seen Sophie in a dress. She looked different, really sexy. But if they were only going out for a drink, why hadn’t they gone somewhere closer to Maggie’s place? Why out here, on the outskirts of the city?

“We could ask you the same.” Gus’s eyes shifted from me to Phil and back again.

“We thought we’d get out of the house for a bit. It’s been a while since we went out for a drink together. Would you like to join us?” Phil rose to his feet, glanced over his shoulder at Hank and Cindy before holding the chair for Sophie.

Sophie smiled, her eyes also flitting to Hank and Cindy but she took a seat. “Maybe just a quick one. We’re meeting friends of mine… from work.”

Great. There was no chance we’ll be able to get together with the other couple now that Sophie and Gus would be hanging around the bar. Of all the inopportune times for this to happen.

At the loud bang behind me I turned. The guy at the next table (Hank?) leaned over close to his wife, his chin high and dark eyes glinting. Oh God. He looked so pissed off, his hand gripping the glass hard that he’d probably hit her if not for being in public

“I don’t give a shit if he IS your brother. He and his wife are assholes. We’re not going over there.” His voice was loud and menacing.

Oh shit. That couldn’t be Hank and Cindy, could it? Phil and Sophie had also turned to look at the other couple for a moment.

“Keep your voice down. It’ll just be for an hour or so.” His wife answered.

I picked my phone from the table and pushed the button lighting up the screen. There was no answer from my earlier text. Even if there was, I don’t think I wanted to meet up with the couple at the next table. From the tone of his voice, he wasn’t a happy camper.


Chapter 14: Sophie

The waitress appeared next to Gus and I watched him place an order for a couple of glasses of wine. Maggie and Phil didn’t seem any happier to see us than we’d been to see them. And that boor at the next table, almost shouting at his wife!

What the hell was with Maggie and her cell phone? She peered at it and then glanced at the table, almost like she was disappointed or something.

My eyes widened and I scooped my phone from out of my purse, holding it discreetly in my lap and lighting the screen. The last message from Lola…Black dress? I looked at Maggie. She had a black dress.

OH MY GOD! Was it possible? Maggie and Phil were Richard and Lola? I pictured the way they’d been acting earlier this afternoon and them not even bothering to come outside to entertain Gus and I? At the same time that we’d been sending text messages.

She was dressed sexy, just like me! For the first time, I let my gaze lower to her cleavage and breasts pushed high, threatening to pop right out of the dress. And Phil…He looked even better than normal in the light shirt against his tanned, angular face.

“Sounds like trouble back there.” I glanced at Gus but he had directed the remark to Phil.

My fingers flew on the keyboard of my phone.

“—Lola?— ”

I typed and hit send. How long until that buzzed on Maggie’s phone. I smiled and took the glass of wine that the waitress handed to me.


Chapter 15: Phil

What a fucked up mess. That couple back there had no more interest for me than a flight to the moon. Even if it was Cindy and Hank. No, it’d be back to the drawing board for Maggie and me. Maybe we’d qualify any other couples more closely in the future.

I glanced to the side at Maggie when her phone buzzed and she scrambled to pick it from the table. Leaning over to see the screen, there was just one word ‘Lola?’ Maggie peered at me and then over my shoulder at the couple at the other table.

Oh my God. They were fighting and still trying to get together with us? Fat chance.

I glanced across the table at Sophie and Gus. Her hand covered her lips and her eyes were mere slits. She was laughing? My mouth fell open as her head fell back and a loud chortle filled the air. Even Gus, looked puzzled watching her.

“What’s so funny?” Gus turned in his chair and his hand fell onto her thigh.

After a few more moments of giggles and chuckles, she sniffed, trying to get control, even though her lips still twitched grinning. “Us! The four of us are funny.”

She erupted in more laughter and I glanced at Maggie. After all, she knew Sophie way better than I. What was up with her? But Maggie was as clueless as me, still glancing nervously over her shoulder at Hank and Cindy.

Finally, Sophie stopped. She sighed through upturned lips and picked up her glass of wine. “A toast. To Hank, Cindy, Lola and Richard.”

I leaned over the table, peering from Gus to Sophie. How the hell did they know?

Oh. My. God.

I grinned and raised my glass, turning to see comprehension dawn in Maggie’s eyes.


Chapter 16 Gus

This is one for the books. I can’t believe what a clusterfuck this hook-up turned out to be.” I set my glass down and rubbed the silkiness of Sophie’s thigh.

“Yeah, I think clusterfuck’s a good term.” Phil sat back and placed his arm over the back of Maggie’s chair. He grinned at Sophie and me and I swear he was blushing.

“Does that mean what I hope it means?” Maggie smiled and took a sip out of her drink, her gaze flitting from Sophie to me.

Well the fact that it was Sophie and me obviously didn’t detract her. If anything, she was friendlier now. Hell, they’d wanted a threesome with me and Phil had said she fantasized about Sophie.

I turned to look at Sophie. How was she with the fact that Maggie and Phil wanted to be with us? The grin seemed to be plastered to her face as she looked at Maggie. “That was you in the sexy pics.” She shook her head slightly and reached across the table to touch her friend’s hand.

“Me? How about you?” Maggie edged closer, revealing a river of cleavage. “I meant what I said to Cindy. But now that I know it’s you…well, it makes it even more special.”

Phil and I locked eyes for a moment. We were both on the same page with this, a knowing smile shared between guys.

“I’ll get the tab and then let’s go to our place. We can continue this conversation and….whatever else, there.”


Chapter 17 Phil

I glanced in the rear view mirror about to turn into my driveway. Yes, they were right behind us.

“Can you believe this? I can’t believe it was Sophie and Gus all along!” That was the third time that Maggie had said it since we got in the car.

“I know. You’ll get to do your fantasy with your girlfriend. I can hardly wait.” I turned the car off and reached across to stroke her grinning lips.

A jolt of pleasure shot through my groin when her tongue darted out, licking the skin between my fingers. Oh yeah. She was giving me a little taste of what she’d do to Sophie.

Gus appeared at the passenger door and he opened it for Maggie, taking her hand to help her from the car.

Oh my. Sophie waited on my side. For a moment all I could see were her long legs and the swatch of blue cloth just above them. THIS was actually going to happen! I opened the door and took the hand she extended to me, walking up the walkway to the house. I could feel my cock getting hard at what lay just beyond our front door.

When we were inside she leaned into me and whispered. “I think I need another drink of wine. Liquid courage and all that. It’s my first time doing anything like this.”

She smiled and her chin lowered as she looked up into my eyes through thick eyelashes. Oh God. She looked innocent and wanton all at the same time. I could see why Gus was so taken with her.

I put my thumb under her chin and lifted her face to mine. Whether it was the arousal in my pants or just a mutual feeling of nerves, I kissed her softly. “Me too.”

“Hey! O fair. We’re hardly in the house and you’re already starting? Besides, I think the first kiss should have been mine.” Maggie inserted herself and took Sophie’s hand, leading her into the kitchen.

I opened the fridge and got the bottle of wine out and then reached into the cabinet for wine glasses.

As I poured, Gus nudged my arm and nodded behind him. I looked to see Maggie and Sophie standing close together, Maggie’s hand trailing along her friend’s cheek.

“I can’t believe the pics of you, Sophie. All I can think of is how hot you were, naked in those pics.”

When Maggie kissed Sophie my cock got hard so fast, it actually bumped against my tummy. Time stood still as I watched Sophie stoop, place her hands behind Maggie’s head, and turn her body into Maggie, deepening the kiss. The contrast between them was striking—Maggie, small, curvy and olive skinned to Sophie’s pale, willowy, ethereal beauty.

Their breath was fast and shallow when they broke the kiss, just the tips of their noses touching, looking into each other’s eyes. It was one of the most erotic sights I’d ever seen. The affection they shared as friends blossomed into desire and then became trembling passion. Maggie’s fingers slipped under the bottom of Sophie’s dress and tugged it higher, exposing high, perfect globes of flesh, underscored by the saucy curve underneath.

Gus flashed a glance at me, to catch my attention, again. “Why don’t we take this outside? It’s still light and maybe we could start with skinny dipping in the pool…let’s do it.”

I turned back to Maggie and Sophie, reluctant to miss a moment, only to see them smile and head out the door.

I scooped up the glasses and nodded to Gus. “Hey! Help me get the drinks will you?” He picked up the bottle and I stepped through the door and onto the patio walkway.

Ahead of me, next to the pool, Maggie was just slipping out of her dress. My step faltered for a moment, as my eyes took in Sophie—the blue dress becoming a memory when she tossed it to the side.

It was mesmerizing to watch them undress. Maggie slipped the bra off and then bent to slide the black panties over her hips. Sophie was almost naked as well, only white lace panties covered her

She glanced over at Gus and me, still holding the glasses and bottle in our hands. With a shy smile, she slid the panties off, and naked, climbed down the ladder into the pool. The cheeks of her ass were white, appearing more striking against the light tan of her long legs. When she lowered to the next step, the curve of her breast appeared under a lithe slender arm. The nipples were pale rose, the tips hard and erect. She stepped into the pool, the water up to her midriff and turned to reveal all of her chest below a face that only had eyes for Maggie.

I set the glasses and wine on the table with a clatter, unable to tear my eyes from the beautiful women in front of me.

Maggie squatted down until her ass rested on the side of the pool and then she slipped silently in. She waded over and placed her hand on Sophie’s breast.

My blood thundered in my ears, cock so hard it almost hurt. I tore my golf shirt up and over my head, not caring where it landed. My sandals flew to the side and I reached for the button of my pants. Beside me, Gus took a long sip of wine, his eyes above the rim, focused on the pool.

Maggie and Sophie once again kissed, as their hands fondled each other’s breasts. I could see Maggie’s fingertips close on Sophie’s nipple, pulling and twisting it gently.

Finally my pants, along with my underpants fell to the ground and I stepped out, on my way to the pool. The heavy thickness of my cock, standing straight out bobbed and thudded against my stomach as I walked and I saw Sophie looking. Her hand lifted to rest next to Maggie’s head, finger pointing to me while she whispered something.

Maggie turned and now both women smiled, watching me sit and slip into the water. It felt cool at first, a welcome sensation to the fire in my groin and pulsing through my veins.

Maggie whispered something to Sophie and they smiled again.

My breath hitched in my throat watching Sophie come closer. Her eyes danced above high cheekbones and the closed lazy, smile on her lips sent a jolt of raw desire through my gut. She placed her arms on my shoulders, her face and body only inches away. Oh God when she leaned in and her mons brushed the tip of my cock, it was all I could do to stop myself from grabbing her hips and pulling her hard against me.

She glanced over my shoulder to where Gus sat casually on the side of the pool. He had shed his clothes and his cock was fully displayed, thick and weighty resting against his thigh. He nodded and took a long sip of wine.

Her hand toyed with my hair and I turned to face her, hardly able to believe what she was about to do. My lips parted and I felt the tip of her tongue roll against mine. Her mouth was inviting, but when she pressed her body tight into mine, my focus centered on my cock nestled against her mons. We were almost equal in height. It would be so easy to slide my shaft a little lower, between her legs.

Maggie’s hand grazed my arm and slid lower into the water, slithering in the crease where Sophie’s body met mine. She inserted her fingers between our hips, probing insistently until they closed around my cock.

My mouth left Sophie’s, groaning, “Oh God.” It was unbelievably decadent--my wife angling my shaft down and into the slippery folds of her friend.

Such sweet torture...Maggie’s fingers rolling and pressing the underside…pushing my cock into the warmth of Sophie’s pussy lips…Her hot slit glazing the upper half of my rod. Sophie’s eyes closed and her breath became uneven, skimming the folds of my ear. Maggie’s wrist jerked, vibrating my shaft against her friend’s clit. For my wife to do this…all but put it inside her friend…It was delicious debauchery. Sophie’s cunt wasn’t the only thing oozing wetness.

And then it was gone. Maggie removed her hand and Sophie’s body shifted away from me. A gasp escaped my open lips, my eyes drinking in the sight of the two women, now turning to each other. I couldn’t resist. I touched Sophie’s breast, felt the firm tip of her nipple slide between my fingers. One soft touch that left my fingers tingling, wanting more.

Maggie took Sophie’s hand and they waded to the side of the pool next to where Gus sat watching, sipping his wine.

It was his turn to be teased by our sexy vixens.


Chapter 18: Maggie

Gus was just sitting there, by himself watching the three of us playing. I stroked his leg, starting at his knee, inching upward over his muscular thigh, but stopping shy of that glorious, meaty shaft. I turned and popped up onto the hard concrete ledge of the pool, letting my calves drape into the water.

Sophie stepped in front of me, her hands resting lightly on my knees. “There’s something I’ve been dying to do for a while. Lay back.” She pushed my legs open and her finger traced lightly along my slit. Hot shivers of lust pulsed in my clit and I spread my legs wider, straining my pelvis up for more.

A ragged breath, hissed from my lips, watching her as I leaned back, propping my torso on bent arms. Her lips parted and she leaned closer, her fingers spreading and exploring while she gazed with soft, hooded eyes. And then she touched it.

“Ohhh…” My pleasure came out as a sigh, watching her finger, her touch tentative at first…a touch as soft as sin. My chest heaved as she became bolder, slipping her finger lower to my opening…then inside…Oh God.

Gus shifted and knelt beside my waist. His hand went to my breast, cupping it, kneading my flesh in his fingers. He watched Sophie’s head lower, his lips loose with arousal.

Her hot tongue, the tip of it gliding in small circles over my clit…I closed my eyes for a moment feeling fresh jolts of pleasure tingle in my pussy. “Oh God…yes.” I arched my pelvis even higher, inviting more of her mouth on me. Her finger inside became two and then filled me completely, pumping slowly in and out.

Phil was now beside her, his eyes as intent as Gus’s, watching Sophie lick my pussy. The decadence was affecting all of us. I reached for Gus’s cock and filled my hands, rubbed the thick, purple head in my palm. A drop of pre-cum slipped out of the slit, slippery on my fingers as I massaged the satin helmet.

My eyes closed and I gasped at the glorious sensation in my pussy. Oh God…She pressed harder and her lips closed on my clit… sucked it into her mouth, tormented me with the quick flick of her tongue. My heart hammered in my chest, and hips rocked into her, out of control...straining for more of her tongue…her fingers fucking my cunt…

Pleasure consumed my pussy…swelled and pulsed…spread from the wicked delight of her mouth…OH GOD! Almost her whole hand was in my cunt. I opened my eyes. Her nose pressed into the thin dark line of hair, tongue and lips devouring my cunt…driving me mad with lust….panting….

“OH FUCK!! DON’T STOP! My hands shot out, fisted her hair…gripped her hard onto my pussy…waves of lust claimed my body. My legs trembled in shudders of ecstasy…Oh God…so intense…again and again…Her tongue was a tight rope my body was balanced and focused on.

“Ayuh…uh…uh” Groans erupted in my chest. Then it became too much. I pulled her head back, her tongue on me, almost painful now.

Her lips were swollen, slick from my passion and lust. A slow smile lifted the corners as we came together, mouths open, eager to share my wetness on her tongue. We kissed wantonly, our lips barely touched as our tongue danced, twirling over each other.

I collapsed into the hollow of her neck, heart still pounding hard, but slowing. My tongue trailed along the curve where her shoulder and neck met, then kissed and nibbled softly. She’d taken all my energy with her mouth.

“Sophie…that was so nice…I can’t believe you’ve never done this.” I breathed the words into her skin, inhaling floral scent and my musk.

My hands skimmed her back, lost in the intimacy we shared. I wanted to hold her breast, kiss it before, lowering to devour her pussy, but there were already hands there. Phil cupped her breast on one side while Gus claimed her other nipple.

“Jesus, that was hot.” Phil eased forward and his other hand left the water to cup my head, thread his fingers through my hair.

Sophie turned to him. “Are you going to finish that?” Her hand lowered and it was obvious from the movement of her arm that she had a grip on his cock. “To tease a girl with your fingers…distracting me.”

I watched silently, smiling for a few moments as they kissed, happy for both of them. If it wasn’t my best friend that he was kissing, would I feel this way? It didn’t matter. Right then, it was a beautiful sight— both of them turned on at the prospect of fucking each other.

Gus edged closer and pulled me into his arms. He looked at me softly, gaze drifting from my eyes to my lips. “Your first orgasm with a woman… I think you liked it.” He planted a gentle kiss on my lips and pulled back. His chin dropped slightly as he looked at my breasts, and his fingers toying with the nipple again.

“It was…intense, but mostly in my clit.” I reached for his cock and felt a longing at the sheer girth of it.

“Is that a hint? Now you need a man?” He bent and took my nipple in his mouth, teeth scraping over the tip.

Muscles deep inside my cunt clenched, ached to be filled with the cock in my hand. But first I wanted to taste him. The image of him standing nude when he’d arrived the first day had sparked a curiosity and longing. He was so thick and heavy. My hand stroked his cheek urging him away from my breast. I smiled and shifted my body, so that my face was only inches from the cock which had started all this.


Chapter 19: Gus

Maggie knelt beside me, her hand stroking my shaft, and eased forward to take it into her mouth. Her breasts hung like apples, ripe and juicy, topped with chocolate nipples and her back led down to the fullness of a luscious ass. I eased back onto the hard surface, supporting my torso with my arm, able to feel and watch her, as well as Sophie and Phil behind her.

The first hot touch of her tongue on my cock caused my leg to jerk, the feeling was so intense. With just the tip of her tongue, she teased and probed in my slit, before swirling over the head. She tilted her head to look into my eyes. There was nothing as erotic as a woman’s happy, expectant face, looking you in the eye while she sucks your cock. I put my hand on her head and massaged, even as I opened my leg and pushed my groin higher.

Her fingers barely met holding my rod in the palm of her hand, rolling up and down from the base to where her tongue caressed. The hotness of her breath and tongue was driving me wild. My hips arched up and down, willing her to take it in, instead of just teasing the head.

At the low moan— Sophie’s moan—I looked over. She was on her back, her long legs hooked over Phil’s shoulders; his cock easing slowly out of her. He was poised, one knee on the ground while the other leg was bent directing his groin till just the tip of his rod parted her pussy. Shit, from this angle it looked like he was ten inches long! Again he pushed forward until his balls pushed against her ass.

She turned her head and met my eyes, lips open but curling up at the corners. Oh yeah, she was enjoying Phil fucking her and watching Maggie give me head.

I gasped and turned back to see my cock slide deep into Maggie’s mouth. Just a little at a time, her eyes watering, she took it inside till her nose rested in my groin. Her tongue grazed, hot on the underside, the sensation tighter as it entered her throat…Oh FUCK…how much more of this could I take before I blew a load in her? My legs shook and I fisted her hair as new jolts of lust shot through me. She inched up, slowly, her lips trailing in the slippery pace of a snail, along my shaft.

The sight of my best friend’s wife— a woman who at first, I’d thought prissy— her mouth full of my cock…oh fuck it was hot. Waves of lust spread through my groin watching her lips release the head of my shaft, a thin thread of pre-cum still joining us.

The slapping of flesh against flesh caused me to look next to us. Phil pumped faster into Sophie, both of them moaning, her ass rolling even higher, each time his cock hammered into her.

Enough of the teasing slowness of Maggie giving me head; I needed to fuck her. I pulled her off and rose to lift her up, swinging her body under me, close to Sophie and Phil.

The wide eyed surprise in her eyes gave way to pleasure, a smile on her face, before she turned her head to look at Sophie and Phil. I knelt between her legs, pushed them even wider, gazing at her pussy. Her labia was full and dark, bare, except for the thin line of hair laying wet and matted. Smooth flaps of flesh, the color of deep red wine flowed down from the small button protrusion—her hot clit, where Sophie had feasted earlier.

Breath paralyzed in my chest as I held my cock, thick and slippery in my hand, to slide it down the slickness of her pussy…OH GOD…and to the hot hollow of her cunt. Everything ceased to exist; there was only the sweet tightness of her flesh gripping my rod. I shoved deep inside. “Unh…oh…” So hot and wet, inside, pulling on my meat as I thrust.

My heart was a piston, hammering deep inside my veins as I rocked back and forth. Each thrust caused her breasts to jiggle and roll on her chest, nipples hard and dark.

Her hand slithered across Sophie’s tummy and down. Oh fuck! It was erotic watching her play with my woman’s clit while Phil ground in below. The grunts of lust, the sight…while my cock drove deep…

Sophie’s cry of ecstacy, being played with by Maggie, fucked by Phil…I thrust hard and fast into Maggie, hell bent, unable to delay any longer…an animal rutting and groaning… “Unh,unh,unh…Oh God!” One final deep thrust, straining hard, balls tight against her ass…hot cum speeding in spurts of lust again…again.

A groan burst from my lips and my head drooped over Maggie’s. Beside her, Sophie’s lips were pursed, breathing short, jagged breaths.

“I don’t think I can get up. Fuck, I’m totally drained.” Phil eased Sophie’s legs off his shoulders and then settled back onto his haunches, gasping for air.

I turned to see his gaping, wide smile, eyes glancing from Maggie to Sophie and couldn’t stop the grin that spread over my face. This had been different, very special. Sure, the times I’d done it at clubs, with people I’d just met had been hot, but sharing this with a woman like Sophie? My best friend and his wife? This was the best of the best.

I felt my cock slip from Maggie’s tight warmth.

She sat up and threw her arms around my neck. “Look what you started.” She grinned and then turned to Phil and Sophie. “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m ready for a drink. This swinging thing makes you thirsty.”


Chapter 20: Sophie

Somehow, despite saying he couldn’t walk, PhiI managed to get to his feet and extend his hand to help me up.

His eyes glistened and there was a small smile on his lips watching me. “Sophie, that was awesome. I can’t believe how I feel right now.” He pulled me into his arms and planted a quick kiss on my lips.

My body was warm and tingly walking beside him. It was probably the first time I’d ever felt totally at ease with him. To think, all I’d had to do was just fuck him. A giggle escaped my throat and I squeezed his hand. “I know exactly what you mean. I feel a little like Alice, stepping through the looking glass.”

Gus and Maggie rose to their feet and he reached for me. I stepped into his arms and let him lead me to the table.

“Are you okay?” His lips whispered into my ear.

When I turned there was love and concern in his eyes. Such a handsome face, the blue of his eyes fringed with long dark lashes above cheekbones that could have been sculpted. My heart was filled to bursting with the intimacy we’d shared.

“I’m perfect.” I purred but made no move to take a seat when he eased into the chair.

“I know that, but this was—”

“Perfect.” I interrupted. My head fell to the side and I watched him for a moment, trying to find the words to describe how I felt. “I feel close to you. Probably closer than before, sharing this experience. It was hot as hell…actually better than I’d ever thought it could be.”

A hand slid around my waist and Maggie appeared next to me. She nuzzled against my chest and then looked up into my eyes. “I’m glad Cindy and Hank turned out to be you and Gus. I’ve had a fantasy of being with you. Sometimes it was hard running with you, watching your chest heave and the flush of your cheeks.” She placed a finger lightly on my lips and traced the outline. “But your mouth…How many times have I wanted to kiss you?”

I felt my face grow warm and my chest expand looking down into her sultry, hooded eyes. I’d never known she’d had these desires. To think that a woman as pretty--close to a model in how well she was always turned out--would feel this way, about ME? I bent to kiss her once more, just a soft quick kiss.

“Sophie, let’s take our wine inside. I don’t know about you but I’d like to take a shower. I’d like to get the chlorine off. Plus, I’m wet and sticky from you and Gus.” She bent and picked up our two glasses, nodding her head to the side, towards the house.

I didn’t have to be asked twice. My pussy felt raw from Phil’s fingering me in the pool. When he’d fucked me, it was not only hot as hell, but it’d soothed my delicate skin. I followed her, letting my eyes bask over the cheeks of her ass, and the smiley crease below. To think, I’d been between her legs, making her squirm with my tongue.

She must have read my thoughts because she paused and turned to look at me, her smile naughty, eyes drooping in a soft, flirty way. “We’re not finished you know. I think you deserve a tongue lashing.” She giggled and then continued. “Fucking my husband—you slut. Getting him all hot and bothered with that sweet little pussy. I have to sample it too.”

A thrill of lust shot straight through my stomach and tingled in my clit even though I’d just had a mind blowing orgasm. My gaze dropped to her breasts, so big and high, down to the triangle of her mons. Eating her out had turned me on so much. I’d sucked and licked her, spurred on by her soft moans. When Phil had played with my pussy, rubbing my clit till I thought I’d cry out, it just made me want her more.

Oh God. What would it be like when she went down on me? The soft expertise of a woman’s mouth? I couldn’t wait. It seemed she was pretty eager, as well.

She turned and there was an extra wiggle in her walk to the house. I followed like a lost puppy, yearning for her touch.

Inside the bathroom she set the wine down on the vanity and turned to the shower. She flipped the lever, checked the temperature and swept her hand in invitation to me. “You first. I’ll stay and keep you company.”

I stepped into the warm spray, scooping soap and lathering my body as she continued talking.

“Gus is a nice guy. I didn’t like him at first but he’s turned out to be one of the nicer one of Phil’s friends. I hope this job at the accounting firm works out. It’d be nice to see him settle down here—especially now that you two or getting along so well.”

My hand froze under my breast for a moment. If she only knew…

She continued talking. “Well, he’s sure changed our life. I have to apologize for the other day. Phil and I acting like horny, love-struck teenagers. But I think you know how that is. God, that was hot!”

I held the showerhead between my legs, rinsing the soap and chlorine, along with Phil out of my pussy. There. Fresh as a daisy. I flipped the lever and pulled the shower curtain back. Maggie had a towel spread between her hands.

“Let me.” She placed it over my shoulders, rubbing and patting until she came to my pelvis. Again the lewd smile spread on her lips, watching her hands pat and wipe the water from my body.

Oh God, the sensation of her hand on my pussy, even through the towel, made me gasp and my legs turn to jelly. She glanced up into my eyes, a look of triumph in her face. The sexy little witch! She knew what she was doing, teasing me, warming me up for her ‘tongue lashing’.

She stepped back and took a long sip of wine, eyeing me over the rim. Something about the taunting challenge in her eyes, made my heart skip a beat. Breath caught in my throat as I stepped out of the tub. I picked up the glass of wine and held it near her chest. My other hand cupped the underside of her breast and I poured a few drops of the ruby red liquid onto her nipple.

Again, her lips were together when she smiled, eyes glancing at the droplet of wine dangling from the tip of her nipple and then back to my face. I bent but it wasn’t enough, given my height. I went down on one knee and licked the wine from her, circling the firm bud with my tongue.

Her hands cupped my head and she urged me up, kissed me softly, our lips barely brushing each other’s. “I can’t wait to do that to your pussy. Maybe I’ll dribble some wine there and lick it off.”

“Ahhhh…” My lips fell open in a sigh as she stepped away and turned the water on. I stood panting, my eyes closed, picturing it.

After a moment, I straightened, gripped the edge of the vanity, and looked at my reflection in the mirror. Wanton desire showed in my bruised, full lips, eyes hooded above cheeks flushed pink with desire. Her husband had just fucked my ass off and here I was craving her mouth, her tongue in my pussy. Whatever kind of wicked woman I was becoming, I loved it.


Chapter 21: Gus

When the women disappeared into the house, Phil turned to me and grinned like someone who’d just won the lottery. “That was amazing.” He flopped down into the chair next to me and polished off his glass in one long swallow.

I grinned and took a small sip. “I don’t think it’s over yet buddy. Not from the wiggle in your wife’s walk. And if I know women,” I paused and slapped his thigh, “and believe me, I do, they’re having a shower, freshening up for the next round of debauchery.”

“You’ve got to give me time to recover.” He poured another glass and grinned. “At least five minutes anyway.” He sat back and shook his head from side to side, still smiling. “This happened so fast. One minute you’re propositioning me for a threesome with Maggie and then next, the four of us are fucking like rabbits.”

We sat silently for a couple of minutes before he spoke again, “So, how’d you do it? How’d you talk Sophie into this?”

My head fell forward, mouth gaping peering at him. “Me? What makes you think it was me?” A sensation of lightness rose from my gut to my heart picturing her face and how we had talked about this.

Phil’s mouth pulled to the side and he bobbed his eyebrows. “Because I know you, that’s why. But all kidding aside, I think you found your match in her. I never would have thought it—how sexy she is.” He took another sip of wine and looked to the house. “And Maggie…” He brightened and looked at me again. “I think she likes you now.”

“That’s good. I’d hate to think I just fucked a woman who hates me.” I grinned and toyed with the glass of wine between my hands. “Actually, it was Sophie who wanted to try this. I would have been happy putting it off and just getting to know her better.”

“Yeah sure. I bet she had to really twist your arm.”

“No. Just my dick.” A chuckle erupted and I finished the wine in my glass.

Phil leaned closer, his dark eyes skewering me with their intensity. “If you let this one get away, you’re an idiot. I was wrong about Sophie. She’s actually quite a nice person.”

“Did you decide that before or after you fucked her?” I grinned at him to lighten the mood.

“You asshole.”

The lights around the pool flashed on and he turned to look at the house. “Here they come.”

“Again? I thought they just did!” A grin and chortle erupted before I rose to my feet and looked at them walking over.

She took my breath away once more. Sophie led the way, that impish grin under full pink cheekbones and grey eyes that were shy but laughing, all at the same time. So fair skinned, and the blonde hair hinted at Nordic ancestry. Even the thin line of hair on her mons was pale and downy. The sway of her hips above long coltish legs was mesmerizing.

Her hand brushed my shoulder and she leaned forward to kiss me. I breathed in the perfume from the shower, feeling my cock begin to grow heavy. What was it about this woman? Just a kiss and I was getting hard?

Maggie appeared right behind her, holding two empty wine glasses. Phil held the wine bottle and poured a refill as she smiled, glancing from me to Sophie. From the look on her face, she had some devilish plan brewing.

“You guys don’t mind if Sophie and I have ours over on the lounge chair?” She handed a glass to Sophie and slipped her hand around her waist.

Sophie’s eyes grew rounder and a smile blossomed on her lips glancing at me before she fell into step beside Maggie.

I arched an eyebrow at Phil. “Now what do you suppose they’re up to?”

Before he had a chance to answer, Maggie glanced back and threw a comment over her narrow shoulder, “You can join us if you like.”

Phil grinned, already on his way after them. I topped up my wine glass and ambled over to where they stood, on the far side of the pool.

Sophie sat down on the vinyl padded seat while Maggie adjusted the back rest. When Maggie knelt in front of the chair and pulled Sophie’s hips down the length of it, till her ass rested on the edge, I knew what was in store. It was time for Sophie to experience more fully her bi-sexuality. My cock was on red alert, hard once more in anticipation. I glanced at Phil and saw that the prospect of more girl on girl action had him stiff as well.

Maggie picked up the wine glass and dribbled the dark liquid over Sophie’s breasts and in a line down her midriff to puddle in her naval. Oh God. I couldn’t stop my hand from drifting to my cock and rubbing it softly at what she did next.

She lifted Sophie’s leg, pushing her knee up and out to reveal plump pussy lips and the darker gash of flesh between. With her other hand, she slowly dripped wine, a drop at a time into the slit. Sophie’s head was propped up against the back of the chair, her chin against her chest straining to see the wine being dribbled on her.

Still holding the glass in her hand, Maggie edged forward with her tongue extended, till the tip of it lapped at the droplets of wine.

“Oh God! Don’t stop.” Sophie cried with an upward jerk of her pelvis.

The site of it was erotic as hell—Maggie’s tongue slowly sliding through the folds of stained flesh, lingering on her clit and sucking that pearl of pleasure between her lips.

Once more she sat back and poured the wine onto Sophie. She smiled a lascivious smile up at Phil and I, now standing on either side of the chair, leering down at the two women. “You guys could help, y’know.”

We didn’t have to be asked twice! Phil knelt on one side, while I took the other, licking the wine from Sophie’s nipples. The wine streaked a path over her tight tummy. My tongue glided down and lips closed around her naval, slurping the liquid, cleaning her flesh.

Maggie’s tongue once more lapped in Sophie’s pussy, but she took more time flicking the firm clit with her tongue.

Sophie rocked into her, arching her back while her hands gripped Phil and my heads. Her moans of pleasure filled our ears, incensed our arousal with her own. She was like a wild animal, writhing under our mouths, crying for more.

“I need a cock…Gus fuck me while she licks my pussy.” Her hands gripped my hair and I felt her push me away, saw her doing the same to Phil.

Maggie sat back and took a small sip of her drink, her eyes like a cat’s, sleepy and content.

Sophie rose to her feet and I slipped onto the chair. She swung her leg to the side, straddling the chair, her ass centered over my throbbing shaft. Oh God, watching her lower her body, her cunt touching my cock and then sliding down…It was hot…Her flesh enveloping my shaft…watching the dark thickness of it invading beneath the alabaster globes…the burning tightness of it….

A sigh escaped from my chest when the satin cheeks of her ass rested on my tummy. Phil held her hand, helped her lean until her back rested on my chest, her head next to my cheek. The angle of her cunt made it seem tighter on my cock…so gloriously tight. I looked down over her shoulder to see the top of Maggie’s head bobbing and lapping at my sweet Sophie’s pussy.

I felt and heard the soft whimpers of pleasure in her chest. Phil’s hands were filled with Sophie’s breast for a few moments and her hand reached to grip his cock, massage up and down. I looked into his face, saw the molten desire in his eyes, breath expelling in soft ragged pants through his lips.

He bent and picked up his wine glass and stepped closer to Sophie’s head. He dribbled wine onto his shaft and she strained forward to take him in her mouth.

My groin muscles took on a life of their own as I pumped up into Sophie, feeling Maggie’s cheek and hot breath on the base of my cock…her fingers cupping my balls. OH FUCK…my hips rocked up, feet straining for purchase on the concrete to thrust deeper into her.

I could see us in my mind’s eye. If only I had a camera—Phil’s cock in Maggie’s mouth, her hand jerking fast up and down on his shaft while mine was pummeling her cunt, Maggie licking it like an ice cream cone, probably fingering her own pussy in the process.

“Oh Jesus…” Phil hissed through clenched teeth, arching into Sophie’s mouth.

The hollow of her cheeks when he pulled back…Oh God, how did she take such a long dick all the way in…Her hand slowed and cunt spasmed tight onto me. Phil was fucking her mouth now, gripping her by the hair.

There was pressure between the cheeks of my ass and then on my asshole. “OH FUCK….” I jerked hard into Sophie…deeper still, straining in orgasm…pushed over the edge by Maggie’s finger. Her tongue was hot on the base of my shaft, licking the wetness of Sophie and me…both of us gasping our lust and pleasure.

I panted and watched Phil push deep into her mouth, saw the pearly whiteness of his cum leak from the side of her pink lips. He eased out and rubbed the head of his cock over her chin, her lips and cheeks, leaving a thin glistening sheen.

My heart was a jackhammer in my chest, pounding into Sophie’s back. We lay quietly, trying to catch our breath, my hand cupping her breast, and toying with the firm, budded nipple.

Maggie’s fingers pressed into my thighs as she rose and I watched her step around my leg to stand next to Phil and kiss him long and deep. My other hand reached out to stroke her thigh affectionately. The quiet intimacy of the moment, four people coming down from the heights of ecstasy was gentle and loving.

Sophie shifted her body, turning her head to kiss me.

I pulled back, an involuntary response. She’d just had a guy blow a load in there. Normally after that ever happened, I avoided kissing a woman.

Her eyebrows drew together and a line furrowed her brow.

I kissed her lips but that was all. I felt my cock, now soft, slither from her slippery wetness. I eased to the side and started to sit up, forcing her to do the same.

Her eyes were still questioning when she looked at me after we stood up. Maggie turned from Phil and both of her arms went around Sophie and me, pulling us into a hug and kissing our cheeks.


Chapter 22: Gus again

Maggie led the way back to the table, holding Phil’s hand. She looked so petite, all curves and bouncy energy next to the long muscled lines of his lean body. From swimming in the pool, his daily regimen, he was tanned to a deep Mediterranean shade, with sprays of jet black hair on his forearms, thighs and chest. Maggie, on the other hand was an almond shade of tan, careful with the sun.

She turned and grinned at us, as we approached. “Who’s hungry?”

“Didn’t you just eat?” Phil tweaked her cheek and smiled.

“Yes and it was delicious and sexy but I’m starving. How about I scramble around in the freezer and find a pizza, maybe some chicken wings?”

“That sounds great. Do you need any help with that?” Sophie stepped forward and set wine glasses on the table.

“No. I’m good. Actually Phil can give me a hand. Maybe get some cheese and crackers for us while I pop the pizza and wings in the oven.” She slipped her arm over Phil’s shoulder and reached up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

“This won’t be like the other day, will it? You guys off fucking somewhere and us out here starving.” Sophie giggled and eased into a chair at the table.

“Very funny. No. I’m drained for a while. This thing about women having multiple orgasms…I feel like I had about twenty.” She picked up the empty wine bottle and hand in hand they walked into the house.

I took a seat close to Sophie and leaned forward, elbows on knees watching her. I knew her well enough by now that she wouldn’t let the kiss in the lounge chair pass without comment.

Her lips curled up at the side and her head tilted staring into my eyes. Finally she spoke. “I know you said there are boundaries in this, that we have to respect those boundaries, no questions asked. But…”

I sighed and leaned closer. “It’s not something I’ve ever considered doing. Even the thought of it, just with Phil’s cum on your tongue…no, it isn’t going to happen.”

She slumped down in her chair, and folded her arms across her breasts. “Fine. Forget I asked.” She looked away for a moment and her eyes became narrow before blurting, “It’s pretty hypocritical, though. I mean, it’s always girl on girl. At least in the porn industry, it is. But when it comes to guy on guy, then that’s off limits.”

“Yup. Pretty much.” I sat back and placed my hands on the arms of the chair. I’d heard this argument before.

“But, that not fair. Ever think that Maggie and I would like to see the guy on guy thing? Maybe we’d find THAT hot.”

Still I looked at her, saying nothing. Sometimes silence is the best policy, if not golden.

Her eyes narrowed again and she arched an eyebrow looking at me sideways. “Did you ever do anything as a young guy with other guys? The old circle jerk type thing?”

My stomach tightened and I strained forward once more. “What would you know about that?” I shook my head and rolled my eyes. Should I tell her? I sighed and put my hand over hers.

“There was one time. I was twelve and my buddy, not Phil by the way, had just turned thirteen. We were camped out at the end of his parent’s lawn, eating third helpings of cake, and we’d snitched some of his Mom’s cooking wine. We had a flashlight and some of his older brother’s skin magazines.”

She leaned forward, her eyes like Frisbees, grey Frisbees, that twinkled above lips softening into a smile. “Yeah?”

“Hey, what’re you two talking about?” Phil appeared carrying a tray with cheese, crackers and a fresh bottle of wine.”

“Gus’s telling me about his first gay, boyhood experience.” Sophie reached for a cracker, slapped a slice of cheese on it and popped it into her mouth.

She brushed her hands together, and turned back to me busy crunching. I risked a glance at Phil as he took a seat. Yeah, as I’d expected. His face was turning red…well what passes for red in a swarthy complexion.

I cleared my throat and gave a brief recap watching him pour wine. He avoided looking me in the eye.

“Okay. We were camped out, our bellies full of cake, feeling just a bit tipsy from the cooking wine and he asks me, ‘What do you suppose it would feel like to have a girl’s hand on your dick?’ Before I knew it, his hand was down my pajama bottoms and stroking my cock.” I exhaled loudly and continued. “You have to remember…I was twelve, it was the first time I’d looked at a skin rag with another guy and I was hard as a rock. At first I pulled his hand off me, but then he swears, blood brother type thing, that he won’t tell a soul and neither should I.”

Maggie appeared and in her hands were four terry-cloth, robes. “It’s cooler now, without the sun. I thought it was getting too cold to be out here buck naked, even though I’m enjoying the sights.”

Sophie grabbed two from her and handed me one. As she rose to slip her arms into it, she brought Maggie up to speed on the conversation. Phil looked over at me and his grin was sheepish. Fuck! Why had I started this!

“Go on. I love this kind of thing. I’ll tell you about my first time when you finish.” Maggie poured more glasses of wine and sat down.

“Okay. If I can’t be honest with you, who can I be honest with, right?” My eyebrows rose for a moment and I continued. “Well, with the wine, how curious and horny I was, when he put his hand there again, I let it stay. He started rubbing it just the way I liked and I felt guilty that he was doing that to me and I wasn’t doing it to him.”

My hands rose to my face and I dry scrubbed for a moment before continuing. “That was it. We kept doing it until we both came.” I looked from Sophie to Phil and then to Maggie. Each of them was bent forward across the table waiting for more.

“That was it? Just the one time that night? Or maybe the wine put you to sleep.” Phil’s eyes were slits when he sat back.

There was no way I could fool him. He’d been a horny twelve year old boy and knew once would never be enough. I sighed and decided to give it up, a secret I’d never told anyone.

“No, the wine added fuel to the fire, made us even more daring. These pictures were pretty fucking hot for a twelve year old, let me tell you. In no time both of us had woodies again. We stripped off the PJ’s and then Carl put his mouth on me…my dick I mean. No kissing or any of that.”

“Did you like it?” It was Sophie’s small voice and her hand drifting up my thigh.

“Of course I liked it. It was the first time anyone had ever touched my cock, let alone suck me off!” I felt a stirring in my groin at the memory of Carl’s mouth.

“And you? Did you reciprocate again?” Phil’s face showed no emotion.

I looked at him silently for a few moments, deliberating, trying to gauge whether to go on. The silence hung in the air so heavy that I could hear crickets rustling in the grass.

“I did.” A puff of air left my lungs and left me feeling…feeling? Relieved. A secret I’d kept to myself, felt guilty over for years, was finally out.

“I remember my first—”

“Did you like it?” Phil interrupted Maggie before she could continue.

I glanced at Sophie and saw the small curve of her lips, the look of love and acceptance in her eyes. And then Phil. My best friend in high school and college, never a hint that he’d done anything remotely like this.

“It was nice. I’ll admit it.” I shrugged my shoulders and took a large hit of wine.

“And since then, you’ve never wondered…thought of trying it again, as an adult?” Sophie’s grey eyes never wavered looking into mine.

“I can’t.” Even to my own ears it sounded weak. There really was no can’t, it was a matter of won’t. If I dismissed it out of hand, why WAS that? Fear? Fear I’d be somehow diminished in the eyes of any woman I was with? But I wasn’t with ‘any’ woman; I was with Sophie. As far as Maggie was concerned, the small smile on her lips, the arousal and curiosity echoed Sophie’s.

Fear that I’d like it too much? But Sophie and Maggie had liked their bi-action, and they were still quite hetero afterwards.

A buzzer sounded from the kitchen and Maggie jumped to her feet. “The pizza and wings!”

Sophie smiled and turned to face her. “I’ll help you this time.” She rose and the two women left Phil and I alone.


Chapter 23: Phil

At first Gus’s story made me uneasy and then surprised. Uneasy because I found it arousing, surprising that such a smartass as he would ever admit to an encounter like that, even though he was just a kid at the time. But, sitting there alone with him after the women went to fetch the food, I couldn’t help wonder what had happened to the smartass. He’d shown more honesty and sensitivity than I’d ever seen in college.

Was it Sophie’s influence? If so, then he’d better keep her around. This was a Gus I liked far more than the old one.

“That took guts to admit all of that.” I looked across to see him staring into his wineglass. It was nearly empty, so I topped it up.

“I’m going to be honest with you, as well. I’m bi-curious. I see Maggie and Sophie having a great time together and I’ve got to wonder--what would it be like? Maybe someday…” My chin dropped and I looked away.

“It would change things between us, I think.” Gus sat back in his chair and looked into my eyes. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re a good looking guy and if there was ever anyone—”

“You’re right.” I stood and stripped the robe from my body. I needed a swim, anything to put some distance between me, the conversation and Gus. I’d felt a warmth in my cock when he’d been talking. There would come a time when I’d explore this, but probably never with Gus.

I walked over to the side of the pool and braced myself for the cold water. Before I could raise my hands above my head and dive in, he was there. My head swiveled and I looked into his eyes. The corner of his mouth lifted in a small smile and his hand rested lightly on my back.

“Look, you’re my best buddy. This bi stuff has you curious, I get that.” He grinned and slapped my back. “Can we start with a hand job? See how that goes?”

Despite the earlier attention that my cock had enjoyed, it started to thicken again at his words.

His chin dropped and I could feel his gaze on my cock.

Was he serious? He continued watching it and I could feel myself getting more and more aroused.

“Sophie told me she’d like to see it—you and me getting it on.” His fingers drifted along the length of my shaft, sending fresh lust to my groin. “Why not? It doesn’t mean I wouldn’t rather be with a woman but…I’ll try it.”

A gasp escaped, followed by a groan when his hand gripped me, rolling up and down my shaft, twisting his wrist and twirling his hand on the downward stroke. Was it the forbidden aspect that I found so hot, aching for him to continue or was it the fact that his hand knew my cock so well, the way a man would?

Either way, his hand rolling over it, squeezing and lingering just under the rim of my knob had my heart thudding in my chest. Oh God…I gasped when he touched the area behind my balls, pressing his fingers into it. His other hand continued stroking. Fuck, it was good.

At a movement in my peripheral vision, I glanced over to see Maggie. Sophie stood behind her, looking over Maggie’s shoulder while her hand played roamed down Maggie’s stomach. Both sets of eyes were focused on Gus’s hand massaging my cock.

The head of his shaft grazed along my thigh. I looked down to see the glistening tip and reached for it. The ropey gland on the underside pulsed under my fingertips as my hand made its way to the thickest part, where it joined his body.

His face was above my shoulder; his breath gasping raggedly at my touch. The sound of his arousal only served to increase mine. No more light touches. I grabbed his cock in my hand, pulling and pushing at it the way he was doing me.

After all the fun earlier today, there wasn’t the urgent need for release. No, I could have stood there all night, our hands fondling each other’s cocks, gasping at the new sensations, the pleasure his hand shot through me. It was so good that I forgot to breathe. Each stroke hot until his hand did something different, varying the speed and then the pressure.

Oh God. I gasped when he dropped to his knees and looked up into my eyes, still massaging my meat.

Fuck… My knees buckled when he placed his mouth on it, tongue swirling, lowering a bit at a time.

I panted, my legs trembling as the exquisite sensation in my cock. The fingers of his other hand massaged my balls and the perineum area just under them, snaking down to glide over my asshole. My eyes drooped softly, mesmerized by the sight of another man sucking my cock, the eroticism of it all while my wife and her girlfriend watched.

Lust and desire swelled inside. “Oh fuck, Gus…” I pulled back and bent over, easing down until my hip rested on the surface…and then the scratchy roughness against my back. For a just a second I laid there, my legs lolling outward, throbbing cock craving more of his mouth. But that wasn’t all. The sight of his heavy shaft, the torpedo shaped head above the thick ropey shaft, strings of veins pulsing in a desire to match my own…I gripped his leg, pulling him till his hip was next to my shoulder.

“Fuck…” A jolt of pleasure from his hand gripping my rod…his hot mouth closing on it…

I grasped his turgid shaft, and he raised his upper leg, easing his groin closer to my head. My lips parted, neck muscles straining to be able to take it inside. Oh God, I’d never done this before. I pulled it away from his stomach, bending it to my mouth and tongue. He jerked forward and I tasted him, salty, becoming tangy as his cock slid over my tongue. The scent of his balls and the base of his cock, was a musky blend of masculinity and the cum from Sophie. It filled my nostrils as my mouth slid lower.

He was driving me wild with his mouth and hands…tongue flicking over the knob before each descent of his mouth…my balls in the palm of his hand while his fingers did a rolling press on the muscle behind them. Oh Jesus…my heart hammered hot lust through my veins.

I scooped my arm around his ass and clutched the tight muscle, pulling him hard and close. My jaw strained wider still to take more of him in…pushed and pulled by his mouth on my own meat.

“Oh fuck, that’s so hot.” Maggie’s voice was behind me, barely registering in the loud hiss of my nostrils, pressed into Gus’s balls.

The warmth of his mouth was gone for an instant and then there was the sound of him spitting. OH FUCK! His hand slid quickly over my knob and down in short fast strokes. My eyes closed and I became still, lost in the driving lust of his hand and tongue on my cock. My pelvis rocked uncontrollably with each stroke…pumping into his mouth and hand. Hot, so incredibly hot…cum shot from me…again…jerking forward…pressure under my balls forcing more.

I jerked away from his mouth and my hand swept his off me. For a few moments, I just laid there, unable to move, trying to catch my breath.

His cock twitched against my tongue and I lowered my mouth so that I was closer, nose pressed into his balls again. Heart thundering, I stroked his shaft in tandem with my mouth, up and down. He was rock hard and I worked his cock, determined to give him the same pleasure he’d given me.

His hand alighted on my shoulder. “I can’t, Phil. It was all too much today. I’m not gonna cum.”

I lifted my head and turned to look at him.

Now it was his turn to wear a sheepish grin. He edged away and rolled over onto his back. “Sorry. You could get lock jaw down there and I still wouldn’t come.”

I sat back on my haunches, my cock soft and sticking to my thigh. It had been quite a day; he wasn’t lying about that. Sure I’d come, but it had been a short intense one.

He turned and looked at me as Sophie knelt at his side. “It was hot though.” He smiled and his hand caressed her thigh, still gazing at me. His eyes were soft. “Maybe next time.”


Epilogue: Six Months Later—Maggie

Phil was still sitting at the table when I returned from getting the mail at the end of the driveway. I pulled my boots off and shed my winter coat, juggling the hanger in one hand with the vellum envelope in the other, struggling to get the heavy woolen fabric on the hanger.

I slipped into my slippers and ambled across the foyer, my finger hooking into the flap to tear it open.

“Hey, get this.” He sounded excited.

I looked up and saw him peering at the screen of his laptop, still engrossed in reading the news of the day. He looked up when I put my hand on his shoulder and then pointed at the screen.

“That accounting firm where Gus was working…They got busted for money laundering. Who would have thought? I guess he’s out of a job again.” He picked up the mug of coffee and took a sip.

My heart squeezed in my chest thinking of Gus and Sophie. Just when everything was working out so well…I sighed as I finished tearing the flap of the letter and scooped the card out. It was pretty with the two doves holding the ribbon in their beaks, flying over an embossed heart.

I opened the card and my hand jerked up and down on Phil’s shoulder as I read. Oh my God!

“Maggie? What’s up?” He turned in his chair and looked up at me, worry written all over his face.

“It’s Gus and Sophie! They’re getting married!” My jaw dropped even though there was a smile on my lips.

His head dipped to the side and he frowned. “They probably sent that out before all this crap.” His hand swept up, indicating the screen of the laptop. “Poor guy.”

“WAIT!” My eyes flashed to him and my feet started doing a happy dance. “They’re getting married in Hedonism! I’ve always wanted to go to Jamaica! Especially now with all this fucking cold weather.”

He rose and placed his hands on my upper arms, looking down at me with those gorgeous eyes, now sad. “But Maggie, they can’t now. Don’t you see?”

The doorbell rang.

We both turned at the sound. It was a blizzard out there. Half of the roads weren’t even plowed yet. True it was Saturday, so no big rush to get them done but…

“Who could that be?” I started back to the door pulling my robe tight together, cinching the belt. There was the soft padding of Phil’s slippered feet behind me.

I opened the door a few inches and curled around the door to peer out the narrow opening. Even then, a gust of wind and snow, managed to blast in.

OH MY GOD! My eyes grew as big as dinner plates seeing Gus and Sophie standing there. Sophie was bundled up in a long goose-down coat, but GUS? What the hell?

“Come in!” I opened the door wide and stepped back to allow them in.

Gus held up an envelope, following Sophie inside. They were both grinning like kids at Disneyworld, but the odd thing was the way he was dressed. I’d never seen him look so formal! He was more handsome than ever, in the dark cashmere topcoat.

“We’re so excited!” Sophie was almost quivering, her cheeks rosier than ever as she reached forward and gave me a hug.

I returned her hug, feeling the brush of snow on her coat melt under my hands. She let me go and was then on to Phil behind me.

“Congratulations!” I reached for Gus and kissed his cheek.

Behind me, Sophie piped up. “Isn’t it exciting! We just left the Commissioner’s office and came straight over to share it with you.”

I turned, about to ask her what she meant but Phil beat me to it.

“You got a job at another office? Great! I read about that accounting firm.” His mouth pulled to the side as he stepped forward to give Gus a hug.

I sighed and held my hand to my chest as a grin spread on my face. “So the wedding’s still on?” I reached for her arm and squeezed it.

Her brows knitted and she shook her head slightly. “It was never off.”

“Here’re your plane tickets. Hedo Jamaica, here we come.” Gus held the envelope up in front of Phil.

I looked at my husband and could see reluctance there as well. Six years of marriage will do that. We could read each other’s faces. “We can’t.” He mumbled.

There was no way they’d be able to afford airline tickets, not with him getting a new job.

Gus unbuttoned his coat and slipped it from his shoulders. Oh my. He even had a suit and tie on! There was a gold flag and ribbon pinned to the lapel.

“Don’t be silly. Of course you can. You’re the maid of honor and best man. You HAVE to be there.” Gus took the coat that Sophie handed to him and turned to the closet.

Again, a look passed between Phil and me.

Phil cleared his throat and looked down at his slippers for a moment. “Gus, can’t you put this off until you at least know if the new job will work out?”

Gus turned from the closet, his eyebrows question marks above narrow, puzzled eyes. “What new job?”

I puffed out a gust of air, loudly. We were going in circles here, trying to be all polite and considerate. “You lost your job when the accounting firm got busted. You’ve got a new job at some commissioner’s office but who knows how that will pan out, with your luck? Postpone the wedding until you know.” I sighed and looked at Phil.

Sophie’s hand spun me around, to face her. Oh my God, even SHE was dressed up—chic jacket and skirt to match, a dusty pink that really brought out her coloring.

“Gus is FBI. HE was the one who busted the accounting firm. He just got a medal and commendation. We came here to tell you. He’s getting a new job all right but not in an office. He’s starting with the State troopers when we get back from Jamaica. No more under-cover work and travel.”

I stumbled backward and would have fallen if not for Phil’s arm catching me. I looked at Gus, who was grinning from ear to ear.

“Tell them the rest, Sophie.” He rocked back and forth from his toes to his heels.

“I’m going to work for them too! I’m in charge of the canine unit!” This time her feet bounced back and forth on the hardwood floor, her eyes shut and hands clapping.

I didn’t know who to hug first, looking from one to the other!

A huge grin appeared on Phil’s face and he plucked the envelope from Gus’s hand. “In that case, see you in Hedo!”

“Uh…now can we celebrate?” Gus stepped closer and his fingers untied the belt at my waist.

I took his hand and then Phil’s leading the way into the bedroom. Phil laughed and pulled Sophie into his other arm.

“Celebrate, as only we can!”

The End
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