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About This Book

Meghan and Ross have been married seven years, and unlike the cliché, they’re doing great. So good, that for their anniversary they’re going back to the same hotel in Niagara Falls where they enjoyed their honeymoon. They haven’t been back since then; they hope it hasn’t changed much.

Seven years stuck at a desk has changed Meghan. Long hours at work and a sedentary life have caught up with her. Her once flat stomach has thickened, and her thighs rub together more than they used to. Ross says he loves the way she looks; he’s a dear, but it just doesn’t count.

This getaway weekend is probably her last shot before the frumpy forties kick in. Her bestie Lesley, goads her into having a makeover—new hairstyle, new makeup, and a barely-there, red dress that she’ll never wear outside the house.

Upon arrival the hotel is really busy. There’s a lineup at check in, and a real party atmosphere going on. It’s a little strange: everyone checking in are couples, and there’s not a kid to be seen. All the men have these dopey grins on their faces, and the women are wearing—in public—outfits just as daring as Meghan’s little red dress!

What the hell’s going on here?

When she presses the wrong button on the elevator, they find out there’s more than one way to scratch a seven year itch.
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ONE
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MEAGHAN TUGGED AT THE SHOULDER OF THE DRESS and gazed at the reflection in the mirror. God! The V neckline plunged so low, her boobs would fall out if she wore this thing. Trust Lesley to pick something slutty when all she wanted was something just a little alluring. Her eyes drifted lower where the flaming red spandex hugged her tummy and stretched over her too wide hips.

“How does it fit?” Lesley’s voice leapt over the half door of the changing room.

“Like a sausage skin. That is, what it actually covers.” Meaghan’s shoulders slumped and her stomach muscles gave up the ghost, letting her tummy round out. There was no way she was buying this dress. She wouldn’t wear it in a million years and especially not this weekend.

“Open the door. Let me see.” Lesley wasn’t giving up.

Meaghan rolled her eyes. Why oh why had she mentioned anything to Leslie about the trip to Niagara Falls? Her best friend since high school had been only too eager to do a complete ‘make-over’. Honestly. The woman read too many Cosmo mags.

“C’mon! It is so your colour!”

She might as well open the door and get it over with.  She stood in front of Leslie and did a cheeze grin. “Happy?”

“Wow! Ross is gonna cream his jeans when he gets a load of you in THAT!” The bangles on Lesley’s wrist tinkled when she waved her hand, as if she was touching a hot stove.

“Shhh. Watch your language! We’re not the only ones in here, y’know.” Meaghan was about to close the door but Leslie’s hand shot out holding it open. Leslie grabbed her arm, yanking her out to the hallway, where there were full length mirrors.

Meaghan’s cheeks were scorching when she saw the couple of younger women, turn and stop, about to enter the other change cubicles down the hallway. And she wasn’t the only one who noticed the other women.

“Hey! Honest opinion on the dress.” Lesley grinned as she brayed down the hallway to them. “My friend thinks she’s too old and too big for an outfit like this. But she’s wrong, right?”

Oh my God. Meaghan wanted to melt into the floor. The other girls were probably in their twenties and lived on yogurt and boneless chicken, from the way the skinny jeans hugged their skinny asses. Her eyes drifted shut and she sighed. She was gonna’ kill Lesley and hide the body.

The pretty brunette was the first to speak. “I wish I had that booty. J Lo’s got nothin’ on you girl!”

Meaghan’s eyes just about popped from their sockets. Was the young woman being sarcastic? Her fingers tugged at fabric smothering her hips and she looked in the mirror. J Lo? She turned to the side. Definitely a bubble back there. It matched her bulging thighs.

‘I keep tellin’ her that! She thinks you have to be a size one to be sexy. I don’t think Queen Latifah is a size one and she’s hot as hell!” Lesley’s arm curled over Meaghan’s shoulders and she smiled looking at the reflection in the mirror.

This time it was the petite red head who spoke up behind Meaghan. “The only thing you need to wear is confidence. And, just so you know...the dress works, if you’re planning a naughty night.”

“Hell ya! It’s her seventh anniversary and I say, go for it!” Lesley was all smiles, high fiving both of the other women.

“We’ll see.” Meaghan managed a small smile before scooting back into the privacy of the change room. There was no way. She shimmied out of the dress and plucked the navy blue dress off the hanger. This one had plenty of silky material that would camouflage...or rather flab-ouflage her tummy and hips.

When she put it on and stepped out for Lelsey’s approval, her friend sighed and turned away. “I’m buying you the red one. I know you won’t. Consider it an anniversary gift. You can thank me after the weekend.”


TWO
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ROSS CLICKED OFF THE PHONE. “Yes! Who duh man!” The same hotel and a room that overlooked the Falls. Meaghan would be thrilled. He’d even have red roses awaiting in the room to surprise her. That along with a candle light dinner, champagne...well, you couldn’t get more romantic than that!

He sat at his desk for a few moments, tripping down memory lane. Seven years. Sure, they’d had the odd fight...but the make-up sex clearing the air, made it well worth it.  Not being able to have a child had been devastating, but they’d ridden out that storm of grief.  Over all, he wouldn’t change a single minute.

If he had any complaints it would be that Meaghan had this body image thing. She’d put on a few pounds since they’d walked down the aisle, but in all the right places. If only she could see that. Women years younger, would kill to have her body.

A tap on the door to his office, yanked him from his thoughts. It was Abby. He smiled and gestured for her to come in. Fifteen years older than him, she was not only his mentor, she was his friend, a fact that puzzled some of his own male contemporaries.

She flopped down into the chair across from him. “All set for your romantic get-away with Meaghan?”

“Got everything squared away.” He paused for a moment, “Thanks for covering for me with the production report tomorrow.”

She shook her head and snorted. “It’ll be fun. It’s been years since I worked on it and I’m anxious to see if I can still remember how. Besides which, it’s a three hour trip to Niagara Falls. Take your time and don’t rush it. Enjoy an extended weekend. God knows you’ve earned it.”

He looked down at his desk and sighed. It was true. How many weekends had he been holed up in his office at home, working on the new pilot project that would save the company tons of money. Abby knew this better than any of the other higher ups.

She never took anything or anyone for granted. It probably was why she and her husband had been married for over twenty years, no mean feat in today’s world. That kind of marriage was what he hoped for with Meaghan.

“Well, thanks anyway. I’m really looking forward to this weekend. We haven’t been back there since our honeymoon.  Aside from the Falls, we probably won’t recognize the place.” He snapped the laptop shut and pushed back from the desk.

“What hotel did you book? Can you see the water falls? It’s really pretty at night when they shine the lights on it.” Abby rose and ambled over to the doorway.

“The Gateway. The same place we had for our honeymoon.”

She spun around and her forehead wrinkled as she peered at him. “Which hotel?”

“The Gateway. Can you believe it’s still there with all the development that’s happened in the city?” When her eyes widened and her mouth slammed shut, he had to ask. “Why? Do you know it?” Shit. Maybe the hotel had gone downhill and they’d be battling cockroaches.

“Oh. No. Have fun. Say hi to Meaghan for me.” She couldn’t get out of his office fast enough.

What was with her? Well, if she knew something he didn’t and the hotel was a dump, they’d just check out and go somewhere else. It was no big deal. He turned off the light and left the office, already in holiday mode. Maybe he’d stop and pick up a bottle of champagne for Meaghan. Getting a jump on the mini vacay wasn’t the only thing he wanted to get a jump on.

Her period was over and so was their abstinence. He was already getting a chubby thinking about it. She’d spent the afternoon shopping with Lesley. Maybe she went to a lingerie store.

Getting on the elevator, he gave his head a shake. He had to stop thinking this way. There were still four floors to skim down in the elevator. The last thing he needed was for some other manager to get on and see the bulge in his pants.

How about those Yankees? Yeah. Baseball. That would do it.

The door dinged and the elevator stopped at the second floor. When the door opened, a pretty brunette, someone he’d never noticed before, stepped in. She smiled and then turned to face the door. He didn’t mean to, but his gaze drifted down to the Kardashian-like butt, highlighted by the pencil skirt she wore. Now that was hot. If only Meaghan could understand that. She could give this young woman a serious run for her money.          

He followed her out when they came to the main floor, trying to avert his eyes but her bubble-licious ass was like a magnet. He strode out the main door of the building. Hell! He was going to get a red rose for Meaghan as well as the champagne!


THREE
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MEAGHAN PULLED HER CELL PHONE FROM HER POCKET to see the time. It was 5:05. Ross would probably stop at the gym and wouldn’t be home for another hour at least. Her fingers drifted to her hair and she tugged the feathered lock behind her ear. She sighed. That was the old hairstyle—before Lesley took her to the salon to get a new do and facial.

As she stood at the door to their apartment, sliding the key in the lock, her stomach filled with butterflies. What would Ross think of the new look? For years he had complimented her on the long blonde hair and here she was sporting a layered short look. Even her make-up was different. When she passed the mirror in the foyer, she did a double take. She looked into eyes that were heavily shadowed behind thick lashes, like some kind of model or something. For a moment she considered washing it off. It wasn’t who she was...not really. But she had to admit, the shadow made her eyes sultry and kind of mysterious.

The women in the change room, along with Lesley’s words rang in her ears. ‘Wear it with confidence.’ She threw her shoulders back, nearly popping the button of her blouse off when her breasts pushed out. Through the gap, she caught a glimpse of the new lace bra. It barely covered her nipples, lifting her healthy D’s high so that they overflowed the cup. That little item hadn’t needed any of Lesley’s coaxing to get. It was her strongest asset, over shadowing the over-plushyness of her hips and butt.




The long hours at her desk at the I.T. firm wasn’t helping in stemming the flow of her hourglass figure. In fact, the sands of the hourglass were seeping to her posterior at an alarming rate. Her eyes narrowed. Yet, the women in the change room had envied that part of her body. Go figure.

She moved along into the apartment, tossing the shopping bags onto the bed before slipping her shoes off. 

“Meaghan!” Ross’s voice rang through the air before the apartment door snicked shut.

Her heart leapt into her throat. She’d hoped that she’d be able to pack the new clothes into her suitcase before Ross got home. The element of surprise wasn’t working in her favour with him getting home so early. She grabbed the suitcase from the closet and shoved the bag with the dresses that Lesley had insisted on buying into it. The other items, she could take her time with.

As he came down the hallway, Ross called out,“Hey! What are you doing?” When he came into the bedroom, he immediately stepped back into the doorway, his mouth and eyes gaping wide.

Meaghan’s heart was now in her mouth, waiting for him to say something...anything. Did he like it? Oh God, she should never have let Lesley talk her into it. He probably thought she looked like some cheap hooker or something.

His hand came from behind his back and extended a single, perfect red rose. His eyes had softened, taking her in from head to toe and back again. From the glint in his eye, she was glad that Lesley had talked her into wearing the new skirt and form fitting blouse.

“Turn around. Let’s see the whole effect.” His words were low, hinting at his appreciation.

She spun on her toes with arms stretched wide. But before she could complete the turn, his arms went around her, his body pressed into her back, while the stiffness of his cock nestled against her ass. When he nuzzled her neck, a shiver went through her, straight down, ending with a tingling between her legs.

“Oh baby...I like it. You were always pretty but this look is hot!” His whispered words in her ear melted her knees and she turned to look up into his eyes.

“You’re sure? I mean—“

His hand tugged hers so that it landed on his stiffened cock. Oh yeah. He really liked the new look. And from the way he now gripped and rolled her ass in the tight skirt, she was getting pretty some really good bang for her bucks. And speaking of bangs...the spark his touch ignited was now a full blown flame.

He kissed her like it was the first time, devouring her lips and tongue with his own. Her fingers slid his belt open and popped the button, frantic to hold his thick rod. But his fingers gripped hers, stopping any further movement.

“Hold on.” He smiled down at her, “I mean, let’s take it a little more slowly. We’ve got all night and I want to see what else you bought.” He stepped back, still holding her hand in his, once more taking in the new look.

His putting the brakes on like that, when normally they’d be stripping and sliding under the sheets was new as well. The flame between her legs became an inferno when he stepped back. If he didn’t touch her soon, she’d spontaneously combust! It had been a week, already! It was a passion, she hadn’t felt in a long time. Dayum! His looking at her so wantonly, while at the same time holding back what was uppermost in her mind—getting true and hotly fucked— was sweet torture.

“I’ll be right back.” He bent and picked up the rose, tucking it into her hand before he turned and left the room. Just the sight of him, tall, with a fullback’s shoulders and tight buns that the dress pants hinted at made her swoon. In all their time together, she could still spend hours gazing into his dark eyes, running her finger along the strong, smooth jaw and full lower lip.

Her fingers rose to unbutton her blouse as she waited for him to return. She inhaled the sweet fragrance of the rose, holding it to her nose. The weekend was off to a good start.


FOUR
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ROSS’S HANDS TREMBLED as he poured the champagne into two glasses. He reached up onto the top shelf in the kitchen and took down a candle, setting it next to the glasses on the small tray. He lit the flame and made his way back into the bedroom, all the while thanking his lucky stars to have such a gorgeous woman in his life.

When he stepped into the room and saw her standing next to the bed, the open blouse displaying creamy white boobs above the lace...her eyes shut inhaling the rose’s fragrance, he paused. “Don’t move.”

He set the tray down on the night table and scooped his cell phone from his pocket. He’d never seen Meaghan look as beautiful as she did right then...totally unaware that she could be on the cover of a magazine. He clicked a few times, angling the camera so that the late afternoon sun caught the shadow between her opulent breasts.

“Can I take a sip yet?” Her dark blue eyes looked up at him through the thickness of her lashes.

He gulped. It was something he’d always wanted to do...capture her naughty sensuality with his camera lens. But she’d always been shy about pictures, even fully clothed. Whatever was in the air that day or maybe it was the seven year itch that both of them were affected by, he blurted it out. “Actually, take as many as you like but I’m going to keep the camera rolling.”

She looked at him blankly for a few moments, as if coming to some sort of decision. She set the rose on the tray and then lifted the glass to her full glossy lips. The fingers of her other hand caressed her breast, rolling softly and seductively over the mound.

Holy shit! It was his wet dream come true! Not only was she not stopping him, she was amping up his wildest fantasy. All the while, he fought to control the excited tremble in his fingers, taking more shots and moving slowly to catch different angles. His voice croaked when he said, “Take your shirt off baby.” And what was with the ‘baby’ thing? He never called her that, yet from the slow smile and her eyes closing slowly, the lashes fluttering like the wings of a butterfly, she liked it!

Her boobs were almost spilling from the top of her bra, the flesh jiggling a little as she tugged the silk blouse off. The erotic sight of it, made a dribble of pre-cum ooze from his cock. He was so hot down there it ached, but it was a delicious ache that he longed to extend...all night if he could.

She reached for the glass and this time, she downed it, her eyes meeting his over the rim of the glass. When the tip of her tongue licked the corner of her mouth, he felt it in his balls.

She turned her back and lifted the bottle to refill her glass. He zoomed in on the curve of her spine, lowering to her ass, the full cheeks sheathed like s glove in the tight skirt. Oh man!

Her hands reached behind and her sparkling red nails flew at loosening the button and lowering the zipper. Her hips wiggled from side to side as the skirt lowered down...down to the thin strip of her panties, lacy and matching her bra. The dark fabric fell away and landed on the floor, offering him a sight that he absolutely loved, even if Meaghan didn’t appreciate it. Her ass was two succulent orbs of flesh resting on shapely firm thighs. And not just that, but with the stay up stockings, the nakedness above looked even more deliciously decadent.

His heartbeat thudded in his ears and his cock was really drizzling now. He didn’t know how much more he could take but he keep clicking. Hopefully, the images wouldn’t be too blurred by his shaking hands. He dropped to his knees behind her, aiming the camera up to catch the underside of the most magnificent ass he’d ever seen.

She turned around and smiled down at him. “Enough already. Why don’t you set up the tri-pod and get the good camera? I’d like to get you in the picture as well as in me.” Her smile was wicked when she reached to tug him to his feet.

Had he landed in another dimension? “You’re sure about this? I never thought—“

She silenced him with her lips on his. “Let’s just do it. I know this is something you’ve wanted. Happy anniversary, darling.”

He reached for his champagne and chugged it. The icy burn in his throat told him he wasn’t dreaming. This was a total make-over for Meaghan. He made a mental note to send flowers to Lesley as he rushed to the closet to get the tripod and camera.


FIVE
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THE BUBBLES TICKLED HER NOSE as she took another swallow of the wine. This was so DIFFERENT! She shivered standing there waiting for Ross to get back with the camera. But the shiver had nothing to do with being cold. No. She was burning up, almost panting for more. When he’d taken the pictures, the whole time it was like she was some kind of model...or more like a porn star. And for the first time, she wasn’t self conscious about her ass.

She glanced over at the mirror above the dresser and turned slightly to see it in the little G string panties. ‘Confidence.’ It was a mantra in her mind that only her wet and empty pussy, the longing there, caused any break in her thoughts. She bent slightly, arching her hips up so that only her ample ass filling the mirror could be seen.

“Oh baby...” Ross groaned and his hand cupped her ass as he strode by to set the tripod up.

Yeah, Ross was really an ass man. And she had booty in spades. And she really didn’t mind this ‘baby’ business. In fact, it suited the new and improved Meaghan image.

He pressed a button and then joined her, angling their bodies so that their profiles were captured on film. Her fingers slowly opened the top few buttons on his shirt and then drifted inside. His dark silky hair between his pecs, scraped through her fingers before she bent to lick his tiny nipple. She could feel his heart pounding hard and hear his ragged breath above her. She wanted to tear his clothes from his body and get him inside her dripping pussy...but she resisted.

His shirt fell to the floor and her hands worked once more lowering his zipper. The only movement was his feet lifting to toe his shoes off and then he stood, his cock bulging his underwear. From the dampness of the fabric she knew he was as worked up as she was. She smiled, avoiding touching his cock as she pushed all layers of his clothes down.

A soft moan rumbled in his throat when his cock bounced free. He might lust for her ass, but this was the sight that really got her hot. It was darkly turgid, the thick helmet head glistening in shiny perfection. Her fingers traced a line from his slit, pulling the slippery pre-cum down to curl under the ridge...and down further flitting over his veins and the hard columns of his big, fat, juicy shaft.

With her other hand, she reached for the flute of champagne and took a deep sip, swirling the bubbly wine in her mouth before swallowing. She lowered to her knees and her mouth opened to take him in.

“Oh God, baby. That’s so good.”

He was feeling the cool tingle on her tongue as it swirled over his cock. His balls tightened and he groaned, his fingers pulling her even deeper on his shaft. Her eyes opened wide and she looked up at him, her mouth full of his cock.

“Yeah, suck it harder, baby.” It was a grunt that rumbled in his gut as he thrust his hips into her.

The breath hissed through flared nostrils when she took even more of his cock into her mouth. The thick head pumped into the back of her mouth, edging into her throat and her eyes watered. She was almost there. She’d never been able to deep throat him before but this was a new Meaghan...porn star hot with the camera watching. Her nose nestled into the coarse hair of his pelvis. Oh my God! She’d done it!

Above her, Ross was sucking in air through gritted teeth, his fingers fisting in her hair. Her fingers rolled and rubbed the tight furrows of his balls, while she slowly pulled back, her lips dragging against his rod. She could feel his legs tremble. He was so close!

She pulled back and released his cock. Much as the taste of his cum spurting down her throat was a turn on, she had needs too! She rose and flipped the clasp of her bra, her fingers scrambling to push the straps down and off her body. Next the panties.

Slipping quickly by him she clamoured to the bed, perched on her knees and elbows, her ass high in the air. “Fuck me!” she hissed at him. Her head sank lower so that her forehead rested on the smooth spread, her pelvis rocking and humping in a shameless invitation. Oh God, she wanted him so much...his thick cock filling every inch of her.

She trembled when it slipped inside her wet folds. “Oh shit!” she gasped. It pounded deep inside her...so deep it bordered on the edge of pain. That was what she loved and he knew it! It was splitting her in two, tapping her cervix with every hard thrust.

His fingers bit into her hips, steadying her ass. She lifted her head and glanced behind her. Yeah, his face was loose, his eyes focussed on his cock sliding from her cunt. She fell forward and her hand slithered along her tummy till her finger was on her clit. At the jolt of pleasure in her hot bud, she moaned. Ross pounded hard, staying deep inside for a beat or two before once more sliding away and re-entering her. “Oh yeah, don’t stop. Just like that.”

Her body was molten, and her pussy was the core of the volcano. On and on he filled and pounded her while her finger whirred over her clit. She was almost there...Her eyes squeezed shut and she met him thrust for thrust, pushing back till it was the only thing in the universe. This white hot need to consume his cock in her core, the orgasm claiming her.

Her legs went taut, trembling as she fell into bliss. “Yes! Fuck, yes!” Each pulse and spasm hotter than the one before.

His fingers clenched her ass cheek and he hissed, his cock erupting deep inside, filling her even more. “Oh God, Meaghan!”

She felt herself go limp as he strained deeper and deeper, his thrusts jerky as he came. A trickle of saliva dribbled from her lips onto the bedspread and slowly her lips formed a smile. It hadn’t been this intense since they were dating.

He slipped out and hunched over, pinning her to the bed with his body. She could barely breathe but his flesh on hers felt good right then. He rolled over and then lay beside her, his hand on his forehead.

“Oh shit, that was good.” It came out in a fast breath and he turned to smile into her eyes. “What the hell? Did we pass some kind of milestone or something? Who knew it could be this good again...especially after seven years together.”

She edged closer and kissed him softly. “And the weekend’s just starting. And you know what happens when we are in a hotel room?” She giggled, remembering their last out-of-towner, when they’d had sex almost non-stop...in the bathroom, the bedroom, almost in the hallway.

Could it get any better than this?

She was about to find out.  


SIX
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ALL THE WAY ON THE DRIVE TO NIAGARA FALLS, Ross floated on a cloud of bliss. This was going to be the best anniversary yet. Whoever said that the seven year itch was a milestone anniversary, hadn’t met him and Meaghan. If anything that itch was in all the right places.

He smiled over at Meaghan, who was gazing out the side window. “We’ll get there just in time for a light lunch and then we can do the Falls.”

“That sounds good. I can’t believe we got the same hotel.  And after last night...well, let’s just say that’s going to be hard to top.” She grinned at him, “No pun intended.”

“Enough already. I’m getting fired up just thinking about it.” He leaned over and his hand slid up her leg, nestling into the warmth of her crotch. He loved her in the tight jeans but just this once, it would have been nice if she’d worn that skirt she’d bought the day before.

“Maybe we should check in at the hotel first. What do you think?” Her smile was sly and her legs spread suggestively.

Now he really wished she’d worn a skirt! Thank God they were just outside the city. Already he could feel the pressure in his groin thinking about getting down and dirty with her again. The falls would still be there for them to see after.

“Bring it on, baby!” His hand rubbed the hot moistness of her pussy. Holy shit. They were as horny as teenagers, not able to keep their hands off one another.

She lifted his hand from her crotch and kissed his finger before sliding her lips down and taking it into her mouth. Her eyes met his and there was a soft, sultry glint there. Holy cow! They’d always been playful sexually, but this was downright dirty. He loved it! This was a new Meaghan, right from the sexy haircut to the tight skirt last night.

He hated to take his hand away but he needed to focus on driving. The traffic was getting heavier and there was no way he was going to miss the street the hotel was on. Not to mention the embarrassment of checking in with his jeans tenting.

***

Fifteen minutes later, he turned from the reception desk and looked around the lobby. There were some changes, more modern furniture and they’d changed the motif to mirrors and chrome, kind of futuristic.

Meaghan grabbed his hand and tugged at it, her eyes signalling to the front revolving doors. Two couples were entering, the women leading the way and laughing over something. But it was their dresses, more like club wear hugging just a few inches of their thighs, while the low cut of the neckline barely contained breasts that jiggled. They were probably in their early forties, the blond, model tall and pretty while the cuddly red head barely came up to her shoulder. And they were holding hands while the guys behind them shared a joke.

He caught a few more glimpses of them at the reception before Meaghan tugged his hand, leading to the elevator.

She grinned up at him. “They look like they’re in for some fun. Wonder if they’re sharing a room?” Her eyebrows bobbed and when the elevator dinged and slid open, she almost skipped inside, giggling.

Ross’s eyes went wide and he leaned back to catch another look before stepping onto the elevator. “What? You think that...” His voice lowered even though there was no one else there. “...they’re swingers or something?” Of course he knew about swingers but he’d never been up close enough to see any. Like, normal people didn’t do that, right? God, he hoped they’d get a room next to theirs so he could at least hear what was going on.

Meaghan grinned. “Well, the way those two women were talking and holding hands, not to mention the sexy dresses, I’d guess they are. Isn’t that wild? I can’t wait to tell Lesley this one.”

Ross stood barely breathing as he pictured it. The two women, kissing and caressing and...oh my God. His cock was at attention. He’d seen it in porn flicks but to actually think it was going on in the same hotel was mind blowing. Well, maybe not mind blowing but some blowing was definitely involved.

Meaghan was quiet too as he slipped the key card into the reader. He glanced down at her. It looked like she was running a porn flick in her head too.

When they stepped inside, Ross set the suitcase on the stool and started unbuttoning his shirt. Two red roses were draped over the pillows on the king sized bed, just like he’d asked. Meaghan squealed and then raced over to pluck them up, holding them to her nose.

“Ross. How romantic.” She stepped over to him and gave him a quick kiss. “I’m going to take a shower first.” With that, she disappeared into the bathroom.

He smiled and pulled the covers on the bed, back. So much for romance. But that was okay. They’d have a romantic dinner and stroll by the Falls later. Right now, there was sexy business to attend to. After the car ride warming them up, and then the two couples who were probably swapping partners even as he stood there....he couldn’t get his shirt and pants off quick enough.


SEVEN
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THE DRAPES WERE DRAWN, shutting out the bright sunlight when Meaghan stepped into the room. Ross was stretched out on the bed, his arm resting behind his head and more importantly, his cock pressing the sheet high.

Her stomach did a flip flop that stirred her pussy even more when she looked into his soft, slitted eyes. His bedroom eyes, that could heat up a freezer...and she was anything but a freezer. She met his gaze evenly, a small smile on her lips as she walked slowly over. Her hand drifted over his firm abs as she lay next to him. The urgency she’d felt earlier gave way in the deep kiss, his tongue swirling with hers gently.

His hand pushed her shoulder so she was laid back on the bed while his tongue and lips traced a trail of kisses down her neck. Her eyes closed, abandoning herself in his caress, down her chest till his tongue circled the button of her nipple. Waves of pleasure flooded down her body, ending in her swollen pussy. The tantalizing ease of his mouth on her flesh made her shudder with anticipation. Her heart beat faster when his tongue dipped into her navel and slid lower still.

He shifted on the bed and lifted her ankle, spreading her wide before taking his place between them. She gazed at him lowering, while her pussy ached for his tongue. She was fully aroused and spread out like a feast, yet it wasn’t enough. He yanked the free pillow down and tucked it under her ass. His hands gripped her knees, lifting and pushing them back so that they were almost at her stomach, spread wide.




Oh my God. She trembled at the debauched position he’d placed her in; completely spread open, waiting for his touch. Now she was ready, her pussy high and pulled apart so that even his hot breath was cool on her clit. Her eyes closed and she gasped when his tongue licked it softly, prodding and pushing it, sending delicious currents of lust through her core. His fingers slid up inside her slick hole, pumping gently as he sucked her clit into his lips.

For just a moment the picture of the two women she’d seen in the lobby flitted through her mind. The blond was probably doing this right now to the little redhead. A jolt of pleasure in her…her cunt, surprised her. She could feel wetness flood from her cunt...her thoughts on what the blonde’s tongue would feel like. It was so dirty to get turned on by this thought. But it was just in her head...private.

She rolled and rocked her pussy up in tandem with the tongue on her clit. “Yeah, lick it harder. Finger me...eat me...” It was a moan of lust that brought her even higher pleasure, till all that mattered was her pussy getting devoured by this mouth.

The pressure inside her increased and the wet sounds of Ross’ mouth and tongue was making her wild as she climbed up that incline of lust. Her fingers pinched her now rigid nipple while her other hand fisted in his hair, pulling his tongue harder onto her clit when the first wave of bliss claimed her. An explosion of pleasure spread from her pussy right to her very core. “Yes! Oh, oh, oh, don’t stop!”

Sucking fast pants through her clamped teeth, she rode the tsunami of exquisite pleasure...wave after wave. Her legs trembled, her body stiff, as the pleasure consumed and filled her. It was so intense! She fell back onto the pillow gasping for breath. Her heart thudded fast in her chest. Oh God! How could it get any better than this?

Ross rose high and his lips and chin were slick with her cum. He leaned over and kissed her, sharing the taste of her pleasure with his mouth and tongue. Her mouth tingled with the sweet taste of her own nectar. He pulled back and looked into her eyes, smiling.

“I love you so much, Meghan.” Her head lifted and she kissed his lips. He was so good at this. His tongue knew exactly what she liked.

His cock nestled into her tummy and she reached for it. It filled her hand, thick and long as she rolled her hand up and down the shaft, doing that little twist of the wrist thing he liked so much. He rose even higher and grabbed the pillow from under her ass, tucking it under her head this time. Still, he rose higher, his legs on either side of her until he knelt before her, aiming his cock with his hand to her mouth.

She smiled before extending her tongue to tease his slit with the tip. This was different. He didn’t do this position enough... It was like he was fucking her mouth when he did this. He arched forward, pressing his cock deeper into her, his fingers curled around the base. Oh God, it was erotic as hell—almost in her throat when he pulled back. Once more, he pumped it deep till her eyes opened wide, watering a bit.

“Oh yeah, baby.” He thrust faster but without the force that he would use to assault her pussy. But his breathing became a pant and he groaned, “Oh God! I’m coming...oh yeah!”

Her mouth filled with his cum. It spilled from the corners, dribbling down her cheeks. Again, another spurt as his eyes squeezed tight. She could feel the tautness of his muscles as he orgasmed; the tremble in his thighs. Another, thick dollop hit the back of her throat before he slumped and then jerked once more at the pleasure.

His cock slid from her lips and she swallowed, revelling in the tangy taste of him, the smell of his skin, male-musk that thrilled her. He smiled down at her before moving back to take a spot beside her. “That was amazing, Meaghan. I’m drained.” It was a fast sigh before he kissed her shoulder. His body rolled to the side, nestling into her, as his breathing evened out.

It had been amazing for Meaghan too...but there was no way she’d ever tell him about her thoughts of those two women and how the image pushed her to climax. That would be too much. He would think she’d gone too far. Lesbian thoughts? Well, maybe not ‘lesbian’ lesbian… but still… A few times she had wondered what it would be like, being with another woman. From what she’d read, it wasn’t unusual for women to harbour this curiosity. And it was probably seeing those two women that had stirred it up again. She smiled. Still, she’d never tell Ross that the thought had crossed her mind as he was eating her out, but it had been hot.


EIGHT
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AN HOUR LATER THEY WERE DRESSED AGAIN and leaving the room. Ross needed a break to recharge his batteries. When they passed through the lobby again, a few couples stood at the reception desk waiting to get checked in.

Meaghan nudged him as they passed by and her glance signalled for him to take a look. Oh my God. What was with these people in the scant, sexy outfits? One of the couples looked to be in their fifties while the couple behind them were probably in their thirties. The common thread was the fact that they were in club wear. Wouldn’t you think they’d wait and get changed later to go out?

When they were outside, Meaghan paused and looked back through the glass doors. “That’s weird, Ross. I mean, we got changed to have dinner even though we’re going to see the falls first, but they’re already dressed for going out. Although saying dressed doesn’t quite sound right, considering what they’re wearing or not wearing.”

Ross’s forehead furrowed. “Yeah. There must be some kind of swinger’s club nearby. We should check it out. I wouldn’t mind walking by it, just to see what it’s like. It must be nearby.” He pulled his cell phone out and started a Google search for Swingers in Niagara Falls. Damn! The battery conked out as it was searching.

He turned to Meaghan. But before he had a chance to ask, she spoke. “Sorry. I left mine in the room. Do you want me to go back and get it?”

There was no way he wanted her to go in there alone. Not with the bunch of horn dogs hanging around. Besides, they had tomorrow to wander by. “No. That’s okay. Let’s just sightsee and then have an early dinner, seeing as how we skipped lunch.”

She sidled up to him, straining up on her tiptoes. “We ate. Remember?” She laughed softly and took his hand, heading for the magnificent waterfall.

***

A few hours and two bottles of wine later, Ross navigated the two of them, arm in arm down the sidewalk to the hotel. He was glad they’d had ‘Afternoon Delight’ because, the wine was going to slow him down when they got in. From the slight stagger in Meaghan’s walk, she was feeling no pain either.

“That was nice. Dinner and a little dancing. We should do this more often.” She clung to his arm as they crossed the street.

He patted her hand. “Happy anniversary, darling.” The hotel was right up ahead. It wasn’t that late and there were lots of people still strolling the streets, taking in the sights. He manoeuvred around them and held the door for her, skipping the revolving set which would not sit right after that much wine.

Glancing around the lobby, he sighed. Other than the desk clerk it was empty, no lascivious swinging couples to be seen. They were probably out at that club. Oh well, they’d find out where it was tomorrow.

When they stepped onto the elevator, Meaghan swirled and threw her arms around his neck, bumping him off balance. His elbow hit the panel before he straightened and bent lower to kiss his wife. His hands cupped her ass and he pulled her in tighter. She was such a hot woman! Even at thirty-three, she could pass for twenty. God, he was nuts about her.

The elevator stopped and the door slid open. The sound of music competed with laughter and many voices in the hallway outside. Meaghan pulled back and her eyes lit up. “There’s a party. It sounds like our whole floor is having a party!”

“Maybe there’s a convention in town or something.”

She tugged his hand and he lurched out of the elevator, almost bumping into a woman wearing a garter belt, stockings and nothing else. He caught a flash of bouncing boobs, before his eyes were drawn to her jiggling bare ass as she walked down the hallway and disappeared around a corner.

He stood stock still gaping where the woman had been, before turning to look into Meaghan’s eyes. He blinked a couple of times and shook his head. A grin curled his lips. “Did I just see, what I think I saw?”

Before Meaghan had a chance to answer, they both turned at the sound of women’s laughter. The garter belt lady and a woman in a micro mini skirt, and black bra appeared. The dark haired woman in the leather skirt that barely covered her ass, playfully pushed the blond garter belt against the wall and snuggled into her, kissing her neck.

Ross’s heart leapt in his chest. Adrenaline and excitement were sobering him up fast. When the blonde’s hands drifted under the hem of the other woman’s short skirt, tugging it high to reveal full, perfect creamy mounds of flesh, he gulped. Meaghan’s hand gripped his arm but he couldn’t tear his gaze away from the scene down the hall. “What?”

She yanked him around and her eyes were as wide as dinner plates. “It’s here, Ross! Don’t you see? They’re having some kind of swinger convention, right here in our hotel!”

At the sound of two male voices, they both turned. Unlike the women, the men were dressed in casual pants and golf shirts, holding drinks in their hands as they smiled watching the women. And who couldn’t stare? The blonde’s hand was between the dark haired gal’s legs and the dark beauty was pumping into her, moaning with pleasure.

Ross’s dick came to life.

He took a few steps closer, tugging Meaghan’s hand, bringing her along. When she stopped, he turned and his voice was low. “Let’s check it out! Look, they don’t know us. We could be swingers from another town.” When her eyes registered shock and she didn’t budge from her spot, he continued, his voice bordering on wheedling. “We don’t have to do anything! Let’s just have a look. They’re obviously not shy!”

His hand tightened on her arm and he tugged her into action, following slowly alongside. This was fantastic! A real live sex show, with real people. They were now about three feet away from where the men stood. The one guy, a guy in his fifties, greying at the temples looked over at him and his eyes took in Meaghan from head to toe, lingering on her breasts.

Ross glanced at Meaghan and noticed the pink in her cheeks, something the wine hadn’t done. The guy’s eyes then met Ross’s and his eyebrows bobbed as he nodded slightly. Oh my God. He was giving him the guy signal that he thought Ross’s wife was hot. That kind of thing happened when they’d first gone out but never had any of their married friends done that. It was...well...it just wasn’t a thing you’d do to another man’s wife!

But the funny thing was... it was kind of interesting. The fact that this guy was probably fantasizing about caressing her breasts...maybe even fucking her. In a weird way it was a compliment. In another life, in his head he might get turned on by seeing that but that would never happen. They were here to look, not touch.

The guy stepped closer extending his hand, “I’m Jeff and that dynamite blonde is my wife, Rachel. Did you just get here? What room are you in?” His hand was warm and firm in Ross’s.

“Yeah, I’m Ross and this is my wife—“

“Chloe!” Meaghan’s eyes met his as Jeff took her hand and raised it to his lips.

Uh oh. He probably shouldn’t have given his real name. And the guy’s kiss on Meaghan’s hand lingered. What the hell? “We’re actually new to this kind of thing.” He stammered while Meaghan’s eyes went even wider, staring at him.

“Virgins! I love it!” Jeff turned to his friend, gesturing him over. “This is Ross and Chloe, Jack. Jacks’ wife is Cynthia, with emphasis on Sin.”

Jack grinned and elbowed Jeff, commenting out of the side of his mouth, “You’ve never complained, buddy!” He extended his hand and once more his eyes took in all of Meaghan. You could tell in his mind, she wasn’t wearing anything and she was moaning underneath him. “You’re new to the lifestyle? Is this the first time, then?”

Meaghan, AKA Chloe, smiled and nodded. “First time.” She mumbled.

From the edge of his vision, Ross could see Cynthia’s hand on Rachel’s breast before she bent to take the nipple into her mouth. Holy fuck! He risked a peak at the front of the two guys’ trousers. Nope. No woody even. How did they do it?

Jeff turned slightly to watch the women but his question was directed at Ross. “So no full swap yet? Just soft swing?”

“It’s good to take small steps, Ross. You’ll know when you’re ready to take it to the next level. The important thing is that you both are on the same page with this.” Jack chimed in, glancing from Meaghan to Ross before once more taking in the show.

And it was getting really good! Cynthia’s skirt was bunched around her waist, showing all of her ass and a wonderful view of pussy under it—-bare, glistening pussy that Rachel was fingering. Holy shit. Ross barely dared to breathe. But almost as mind bending was the casual way Jack had talked about sex and swapping. No big deal. As if!

Jeff turned and smiled at Meaghan. “The bar is down the hall. Make sure you try the jello shooters. It feels so good going down your throat.” He winked at her and turned back to watch his wife.

Meaghan squeezed his hand. “Do you want to?”

Ross’s eyes went wide and his heart stopped. Was she asking what he thought she was asking? He gulped.

Meaghan’s eyes rolled, “A drink. I think I’d like to try that jello thingy.” She took his hand and led the way past the two guys and the women. When they stepped around the corner, the hallway was a mass of people in various stages of undress and in various stages of making out or dirty dancing. There had to be a hundred people!

He was like a zombie, standing there staring at the number of people having bawdy fun. They hadn’t just got off on the wrong floor, they’d stumbled into an alternate universe. His eyes was caught by a buxom platinum blonde in a halter top that barely contained her boobs. She was giving not only him but also Meaghan the eye, as she spoke with a couple of beefy guys.

He cleared his throat and looked away quickly only for his gaze to land on another couple. The pixy-like Asian woman was on her knees giving head to the biggest cock that Ross had ever seen! He glanced over at Meaghan, whose eyes were almost popped out onto her cheeks, taking the sight in.

He clutched Meaghan’s hand with sweaty fingers, easing by people standing in small groups, drinks in their hands, laughing and having a good time. It was hard—yeah for sure, hard—difficult was a better description of threading a path through the scantily clad groups without brushing up against them.

Finally, he spied a guy in a bow tie, with no shirt and chaps! Chaps? Carrying a tray of colourful shooter glasses. The guy stepped towards him and smiled, revealing perfect teeth under a trim moustache. “Try the cherry. It’s my favourite.”

Ross gulped. Was it that obvious that he and Meaghan were new? Duh. Of course. They were dressed!

Ross took a couple of the glasses and handed one to Meaghan.

He almost choked when the waiter turned slightly and said, “Bottoms up!” His bare ass looked sinful framed by the leather chaps.

A hand on his shoulder made him spin around. It was Jeff leading Rachel by the hand. Behind him were Cynthia and Jack. Jeff, smiled, “We’re taking this back to our room. Do you and Chloe want to join us?”

“Sure. Why not?”

Ross’s head jerked back when Meaghan spoke. He watched Rachel beam a smile at Meaghan and then take her hand, leading her through the crowd. What the hell? He was in a daze as he followed behind them, catching glimpses of Rachel’s fine ass swaying.




He passed a room where couples were going at it hot and furious. Arms, legs intertwined in threesomes and foursomes. He felt Jack’s words, muttered in his ear. “It’s okay to pause and watch if you want. That’s part of their thing. If they wanted privacy they’d close the door.”

He paused for a moment, watching a swarthy guy perch behind a woman in her fifties on her hands and knees. Her breasts bounced back and forth from the pounding his cock was giving her pussy. Her gaze rose and she looked into Ross’s eyes, a soft smile spreading on her face. Oh yeah. She definitely liked the attention she was getting on both ends.

“That’s Maeve. She’s something else isn’t she? She’s not so much into women but she loves a good gang bang. Especially with younger guys.” Jack edged by him and he shivered when Cynthia’s finger trailed over his shoulder, going by.

Ross was mesmerized watching another guy kneel in from of Maeve and aim his cock into her mouth. Her eyes closed and that was the last he could see of her head before the guy’s thigh blocked the view.

He turned just in time to see, Jack and Cynthia disappear into a room a few doors away. He felt like his dick was leading the way as he followed quickly behind them. What the hell was Meaghan up to in the room? He’d better get in there fast!


NINE
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MEAGHAN HAD JUST ENOUGH TO DRINK THAT SHE GIGGLED following behind Rachel. This whole scene was surreal. There was no way she and Ross were going to join in if the other two couples had any plans on that, but this was sure a walk on the wild side. Ross was right. They didn’t know anyone and they might never do or see this kind of thing again. It had almost dropped into their lap...like a lap dance. She chortled.

When she stepped through the door into a room very much like their own except it had two queen beds, she paused and looked behind her. Where was Ross? She was about to back out, dropping Rachel’s hand to go find that bugger! It wasn’t that she didn’t trust Ross, but these women might have snagged him, having their way. How much self control could she expect in such an environment?

She breathed a sigh of relief when he bounded into the room, his face flushed. Her gaze dropped lower. Yeah. He was as turned on as she was at all of this debauchery. He walked up and his arm curled around her waist, drawing her closer.

“Care for a drink?” Jeff was rummaging around in the bar fridge. He glanced up at her and Ross. Even though she’d pay for it tomorrow, she said, “Sure. Wine would be nice if you have it.”

Rachel took a seat on the bed next to Cynthia. She smiled and looked over at them, “Your first time huh? I remember my first time. Jeff and I had fantasized about it and it took a few weeks of talking it out...setting our limits, but finally we did it. Although it was months before we ventured into swapping. And we never, ever, play alone, we’re always together.”

Cynthia pulled a lock of hair that had fallen over Rachel’s shoulder back. It was an intimate and loving gesture that struck Meaghan. As good a friend as Lesley was, that kind of ease, a gesture that bordered on sensual, would be over the top with any of her own friends. It probably had a lot to do with the fact that they’d made out many times.

Cynthia turned to Meaghan. “For me, I had to explore my bi side.” She laughed, “Don’t get me wrong, I love a thick cock inside me, but it’s fun to be with a woman too. It’s different. When Rachel kisses me, it’s soft. Don’t get me started on when she eats my pussy.”

Meaghan took the wine from Jeff and her cheeks flamed listening to Cynthia. She was so casual about it. And after the round of sex with Ross earlier, she had to admit that Cynthia was practically reading her own mind. She had no doubt that sex with a woman would be hot. She sneaked a glimpse at Ross. He was nodding and staring with rapt attention at the two women.

“So you two have talked about this, but never ventured into it. Yet, here you are at the annual Playground. Two days of wicked fun!” Jack’s eyes narrowed watching them. But there was a smile on his lips.

In vino veritas as they say. Meaghan’s chin rose and she looked into the older man’s eyes. “Actually, we didn’t even do that. We got off on the wrong floor and here we are. Maybe we should leave.”

“What? You didn’t know about this? Oh my God!” It was the two women who cracked up when Jeff blurted it out. Soon, Jack joined him.

Rachel slapped her thighs, giggling again. “You’re not in Kansas anymore, Toto.”

“We’re sorry. We should go.” Ross took the wine from her hand and was about to set it on the dresser when Jack stepped forward, placing his hand on Ross’s arm.

“No. No. Look, the fact that you’re still here tells me something about you guys. The Lifestyle isn’t for everyone and no one will ever judge you for that. Also...” He looked into Meaghan’s eyes, “...no one will ever touch you without asking first. It’s all about respect.”

Cynthia stood up and her arm curled over her husband’s shoulder. “You are welcome to stay. This thing we do...it’s brought Jack and I closer. It’s funny. Seeing him enjoy Rachel’s body makes ME happy. But at first we started with just me with another woman. It took a while till I was cool with him fucking someone else.”

“Speaking of which...” Jack turned and stepped over to the bed, sitting next to Rachel. He took her into his arms, the two of them falling back onto the bed, kissing. Her hand was on his belt buckle, slipping it open.

Meaghan sidled closer to Ross, her eyes on Cynthia who had turned and was tugging up the hem of Jeff’s shirt. From the side of her mouth, Meaghan spoke to Ross. “I think that’s our cue to get out of here.”

But Ross wasn’t budging. “They said they didn’t mind if we stayed. Just a few more minutes, honey?”

For a few moments, Meaghan could only stare at Ross. But he wasn’t kidding; his eyes were riveted on the two older couples. She took a long swallow of the cool white wine, reminding herself that they didn’t know these people and would probably never see them again. It would be something that she and Ross would talk about for years. What that hell—why not stay and watch for a bit?




They might as well have been statues or part of the furniture for all the attention the two couples paid to them. They were busy taking each other’s clothes off. Cynthia had thrown Jeff’s shirt to the ground, revealing a tanned hairy chest that held only a few grey hairs above abs that were firm, if not quite as ripped as Ross’s. Jeff was holding Cynthia’s breast in his hand, his thumb tweaking the nipple so that it stood out like a top hat, all the while she was busy pushing his pants down, freeing a long dark cock that stood at attention like a good soldier.

Meaghan blinked. He was clean shaven down there! Even his balls were smooth!

Meaghan felt her pussy get wet and her clit tingled warmly watching the sight of Cynthia’s hand languidly rolling over Jeff’s cock. She felt Ross step in behind her, snuggling his bulge into her ass and pulling her close as he peered at the sight across the room. His breath was warm and fast against the side of her face.

It was hard to know where to look. On the bed, Jack was naked, his tongue flicking Rachel’s nipple, while his hand was between her legs, stroking her pussy. Meaghan leaned a little to the side to sneak a peek at Jack’s junk. His cock was thick, the knob like a mushroom cap, the length of it curled up so that it brushed against his tummy. Ross was no slouch when it came to the size of his cock but Jack’s was just so THICK! Her pussy pulsed and throbbed at the thought of what that would feel like inside her.

Jeff led Cynthia to the bed, and leaned over to kiss Rachel before kneeling and looking down at her. It was almost a choreographed move when Cynthia positioned herself so that she could take Jeff’s cock in her mouth, while at the same time her hand drifted over to caressed Rachel’s breast.

Meaghan’s breath hitched in her throat when Jack slid off the bed and pulled Rachel’s hips so that her ass rested on the edge of the mattress. He dropped down to the floor onto his knees, lifting her legs over his shoulders and only the back of his head could be seen as his mouth began pleasuring Rachel’s honeypot.

From the moans rumbling from Rachel’s throat, it was obvious Jack knew what he was about! Watching the two couples was making Meaghan’s knees weak and a longing ache claim her pussy. When Ross took her hand and signalled that it was time to leave, she couldn’t agree more.

The party outside in the hall had quieted down from the raucous laughter. There were fewer people and those that remained were warming up for more; kissing each other deeply as their hands roamed freely over each other’s bodies.

Ross stopped outside one room and signalled with his eyes for her to take a peek inside. Oh my God! There was an older woman squatted over some guy, fucking him while her hands were filled with two other guy’s cocks and still another guy was getting head from her! It was a gang bang rivalling any porn flick that she and Ross had ever seen!

When they reached the elevator, Ross hit the button for the seventh floor and turned to her. “Can you believe that? I mean, did we really just see a bunch of swingers going at it? Wow.”

Her hand cupped the bulge in his pants. “I think this is the proof that we were there.” She rubbed his cock through his pants and went up on her toes to kiss him. “I was tempted to make use of that other bed in Cynthia and Jacks’ room.”

“Seriously?” His hand lifted to hit the button of the elevator.

“Uhhh... well... I mean at the time...well, yeah...” She giggled. “I don’t know. Jack said it was two days of this, didn’t he?”


TEN
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ROSS COULDN’T BELIEVE HIS EARS! Meaghan was seriously considering going back?

When the elevator door slid open Meaghan took his hand leading the way back to their room. For a moment his stomach dropped. She hadn’t meant it.

But wait? She’d said the convention was two days! “You want to go back tomorrow night?” His hand trembled sliding the key through the reader.




She turned and her lower lip pulled into her mouth, the teeth biting lightly on it. “I don’t know.” Her eyes were wide, watching him closely for his reaction. He’d have to play this cool. He’d give his left nut to go back and be part of the bawdy fun, even if they just fucked each other. The laughter, the easy way sex was flaunted had been intoxicating. Fuck wine! He’d take the sexual high any old day!

“It’s up to you, Meaghan. You know I’d do anything for you. And even though some of those women were hot as hell, I didn’t want anyone but you.” He looked down into her eyes, his hands roaming down her back and onto her ass.             

“Liar!” But she laughed, snuggling into him and once more caressing his cock. “But I love you for saying it!” Her fingers slipped his belt loose and then tugged at the button and zipper.

And he wasted no time tugging her skirt higher, pushing at her panties. Her leg rose stepping out of where they’d fallen to the floor. In a few steps, edging her close to the bed, she fell back onto it. Oh God, she was spread on the bed, arching her pussy higher. He couldn’t take any more after all the sex happening on the floor above them.

In a flash, his cock was inside her hot, dripping cunt. His eyes closed, loving the slippery tightness, gripping his cock like velvet.  Even when he pulled out, her cunt tugged at his meat, reluctant to give it up. The scene on the bed with Cynthia, her mouth filled with Jeff’s cock while her full ass was high in the air, waiting to be fucked hard.... Oh God. He thrust deeper into the hot cunt below him, his senses lost in the pleasure in his meat.

Meaghan arched back, meeting his thrust with her own, her fingers digging into his ass cheeks! She was wild, like a she-devil demanding to be fucked. Her eyes were soft slits, her lips loose and mumbling, “yeah fuck it...fuck it harder...”

He growled as the first spurt jettisoned, rocketing out of his cock with an intensity that took his breath away! He kept going at her, ravaging and pummelling her deeper and faster. Another jolt of sharp pleasure shook him to the core. Meaghan was crying out for more, moaning and squirming beneath him.

Her fingers reached to rub his balls and then the spot behind. Oh fuck! Another spasm of lust shot from him, coating her hot creamy cunt.

With eyes closed now, she gasped and her body fell back onto the bed, totally spent. He leaned over and his lips met hers, kissing softly, breaking only to smile looking into each other’s eyes.

“So I take it, you liked the swinger warm-up.” She grinned and then eased away. He could feel his cock slip from its wet nest.

“I think it had an effect on you, too.” He rose and grabbed a tissue from the bedside table, handing her a few before wiping himself off. “Maybe we should go back tomorrow evening. But ease back on the wine beforehand.”

“Are you kidding? It would take a few glasses for me to get the nerve to go back.” She rose and took the dress off, stepping over to the closet to hang it up. When she turned there was the red lacy dress, more like a long shirt that she held up. She laughed. “Lesley! She bought this for me. I never thought I’d have the nerve to wear it. But, I guess if we’re going, this will do.”

“Holy shit! That dress is hot. Remind me to send that girl flowers.” He tossed his shirt on the dresser and walked over to her, his hands cupping her ass cheeks. “That dress will barely cover these. Every guy there is gonna want to fuck you. Hell, you got some looks from women, even!”

“You don’t mind me parading my booty around in this?” She looked up at him, the smile fading from her lips.

It was a moment before he could answer. When Jack and Jeff...hell even Cynthia, had checked out Meaghan with desire in their eyes, it had kind of been interesting. Hell! He might as well be honest with himself. It had been a turn on after the initial shock wore off. He’d been so proud of Meaghan. “I think I’m totally fine with it. That doesn’t mean I’m ready to see you with other guys, but yeah. Wear it.”

“You said other guys. Does that mean you’re okay with it if I’m hit on by women?” Her lips curled in a smile but there was something in the way she said it, the look in her eyes that made him pause.

“Would YOU like that?” His heart was thundering in his chest and he hoped she couldn’t feel that. It was every guy’s fantasy to see girl on girl, especially if one of the girls was his wife.

“Maybe. Maybe I’m curious.” Her voice had dropped so that it was barely above a whisper.

Taking her in his arms, he held her close, rubbing his hand over her head. That had been a big thing for her to say. The old Meaghan would never have admitted to this. A lot had changed with the make-over and not just her hair style or sexy clothes. Even going to that swinger meet and greet and hanging around, watching the other couples get randy was a side to her he’d never seen before. And now this admission?

There always had been an erotic side of her that she’d always held back. He sensed it, yeah, but…  But now… for her to actually come right out and say it. Sure Meghan was a little drunk and really turned on; so was he! But her just putting it out there? That was trust. A degree of trust in him, and their relationship she had always held back on.

Up till now.

He grinned. Their seven year anniversary had sparked a change. He liked this seven year itch thing. He would die a happy man scratching it!


ELEVEN
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IT WAS ALMOST NOON when Meaghan’s eyes creaked open. She pushed herself up and then looked over at the other side of the bed. It was empty. “Ross?” She listened but there was only the sound of traffic on the street below. Where had he gone to?

Surprisingly, when she rose from the bed, there was no headache, just an overwhelming thirst. She wandered into the bathroom and held the glass under the tap. As she gulped it down the sound of the door clicking shut in the other room registered.

Ross appeared in the doorway of the bathroom holding a tray of coffee and a bag of pastries. “How are you doing?” His grin was wide and he was freshly shaven.

“Not too bad considering how much I drank last night.” She took a coffee from him and popped the lid.

“I think we were pretty sober by the time we went to sleep. Going to a sex party will do that to you, I guess.”  His eyebrows bobbed and then he left to go back into the main room.

“And it was really late by the time we finally stopped talking. That was wild, last night.” She finished in the bathroom and joined him a few minutes later at the small table near the window. It was true. They’d talked and talked about the swinger party, until sleep finally overcame them.

Ross took a sip of coffee and then looked over at her, his face serious. “And if you’ve changed your mind about going tonight again, I’m cool with that.”

Her stomach fell. “Is that what you want?”

“Hell no! I’m up for it but not if you don’t feel like it.”

She stirred more sugar into her cup, thinking. “As long as we stick together. No touching or doing anything else with other women.” She smiled, “...or men.” A flash of Jack’s thick cock formed in her mind and she shook her head to erase it like an Etch a Sketch. Damn, but it had been thick as a Polish sausage!

He looked at her over the rim of his cup. “I won’t touch other women...but feel free if one of them hits on you and you want to pursue it.”

Her face in the cold hard light of day, flushed warmly. Yeah, she had told him she was curious, hadn’t she? This time the image that flashed in her mind was of Rachel and Cynthia standing at the wall, caressing each other. She looked over at Ross, and her voice was low and throaty, “I wouldn’t mind trading places with Cynthia. What would Rachel’s hand fingering my pussy be like? But how would that actually happen?”

Ross’s eyes were like dinner plates and his lips had parted as she spoke. It was clear what the image in his mind was. “Uh...I don’t know.” He took a deep breath, “Actually honesty is probably best. Tell her. Or even Cynthia. She’s pretty bi from what she said. I’m sure, it wouldn’t be hard to convince her—especially if you wear the red dress.”

Ah yes. The little red dress. This time when she wore it, she was going to OWN that image, make it her bitch!

Ross leaned closer and his eyes were soft gazing at her. “Uh...you know...I noticed that all the women and most of the guys were...were uh...bare. You know, their pussies. Do you think that maybe we—“

“Absolutely!” All the while he’d been trying to get it out, her mind had leap-frogged ahead. “I can’t think of anything more erotic than shaving each other. Me first!”

“Hold on! Let me finish eating and this coffee, will ya? And then I think we should flip a coin as to who gets shaved first!” He grinned and then gulped down half the coffee.

“No way! I called it first! You shave me!”

***

Ten minutes later after a quick shower, Meaghan sat on the bathroom counter with her legs spread wide. Ross had filled the sink with warm water and stood like some kind of surgeon holding the razor. He shook the can of shaving cream and squirted some onto his fingers.

Meaghan flinched at his touch, even though she’d watched his hand drift down to her pussy. This was really happening! She took a deep breath to help relax. She leaned back and enjoyed the sight, as well as the sensation of his fingers spreading the fluffy white cream over her pussy. Her pussy lips seemed to be in a constant state of swollen anticipation for the last couple of days. The cream was cool and tingly on her sensitive skin. She gasped when he purposely dabbed her clit with it. Oh my God.

The razor was steady swiping first over her mons., and slowly her bare pink skin, smooth as silk could be seen. The air was cool on her freshly nude skin, made more sensitive from the tingling foam.

“Oh fuck, this is hot. Tilt your pussy up, sweetie.” Ross’s dark eyes were focussed on her slit. H hadn’t changed from the clothes he’d put on to get breakfast. Somehow, that fact, him fully clothed while she sat naked, open to his touch, being shaved, just added to the naughtiness of it—a lurid, decadent naughtiness.

She leaned farther back and rolled her pussy up, so that it was spread wide for him to shave. She couldn’t see as well but every soft stroke of the razor against her pussy lips was a tease, making her hotter still. She panted the next words, “You’re going to have to fuck me as soon as you’re done. I need it...bad.”

Ross’s eyes met hers and he smiled. “You’re going to have to wait for that. I gave in on letting you go first with this...but, I had to wait; so do you.”

“Bastard.” It was hard to keep still as he worked. Her hips longed to roll with each caress. But it was a razor after all and she didn’t want any accidents.

She was a soggy mess by the time he’d finished. Smooth shaven and oh so conscious of her pussy. Every breath of air ignited her longing.

While he stripped, she cleaned up before filling the sink with fresh warm water.

She smiled up at him as he stood on the towel, his cock at full mast. Oh God, hold that thought. She slathered him with the foam and then dropped to her knees. For good measure she popped his cock into her mouth and gave him a little head, teasing him a bit.

Her hand was steady, taking care to get as close to the base of his cock as she could with the razor, swiping the coarse hair away.

When the nest was gone, she couldn’t believe how enticing his cock looked. So decadent pointing straight at her from his bare skin. His balls were a little trickier and she had to bend lower and closer. Ross helped, tugging his sack to the side so she could clean every ridge of it.

When he was cleaned and wiped free of any shaving crean, she rose and led the way to the bed. When he laid down, she straddled him with a clear view of their new naughty bits.

Oh God, his cock slid through her smooth full pussy lips, poised at her opening. Her gaze flitted to Ross, only to find his rapt attention on her cock about to enter her. She lowered slowly, impaling and filling herself with his thick meat, till their pelvis’s bruised into each other. His finger caressed her clit, rolling softly over the tip till she thought she would scream with the sheer pleasure of it.

Thought they’d fucked a million times before, the sensation this time was new, every cell in their pubes alive and tingling. She swirled her hips in a slow seductive circle, pushing and pulling on his shaft till it pressed against her cunt, everywhere.

His other hand rose and filled with her breast, tweaking the nipple between his fingers and sending fresh shoots of lust straight to her pussy. She arched to the side and adjusted her leg until her knee bent and her foot rested on the bed. And then the other side. She was squatted on her toes, rising high until just the knob of his cock was inside her. Oh God it was sweet agony, dropping to take all of it in, with one fast swoop.

Ross was panting, his lips loose and eyes focussed on her pussy. His finger was vibrating her clit with a ferocity that showed he was close. And it was making her even hotter and hornier. She wouldn’t be able to do this much more before she came. Again and again she rode him like she was a Bronco buster breakin’ eight at a rodeo; the pleasure building to a white hot flame consuming her.

“Oh God!” The first blinding burst of lust shot through her. At the same time, he shot a load deep inside, grinding his hips higher into her.

“Oh yeah, baby! Ride it!”

Another wave of pleasure made her shiver, totally consuming her. And another, even more intense! She froze, aware only of the incredible pressure filling her up as she let him drive up into her like a piston.

“Oh fuck!” She collapsed onto him, their hearts thudding hard against each other. Could it get any better than this?


TWELVE
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ROSS GRINNED SEEING MEAGHAN DRESS for an afternoon of sightseeing. He hadn’t even needed to coax her into wearing a skirt. It was a short floral skirt with a flirty flare that she paired with a silk top and sandals with a slight heel. She looked great but there was one thing she didn’t need.

He stepped over to her and hugged her close with his hand. His other hand was under her skirt, pushing the bikini panties down and off.

Her eyes widened. “Ross!” But slowly a soft sultry smile graced her lips. “You bugger!” Her fingers slid his zipper down and slipped in the opening.

He smiled when she felt his bare flesh. If he was going commando, then so was she! “Like it? It feels kind of cool, doesn’t it?” And it was true. With every step he made, his cock was free and loving the friction of the fabric. Hell, he almost had a chubby from it.

“It feels sinfully good.” She stepped out of his arms and did a little swirl, the skirt flying up and revealing a glimpse of luscious ass.

God, she was as bad as he was! Life was good. He opened the door and followed her out of the room. When the elevator door slid open, his eyes opened wide. The two couples from the swinger bash stood waiting, their faces breaking into wide grins when they saw him and Meaghan.

“Hi you two! Just getting out now?” Jack grinned and winked at Ross before edging in closer to Cynthia to make room for them.

“Looks like we’re not the only ones.” Ross’s hand was on the small of Meaghan’s back when they stepped inside. Cynthia and Rachel wore casual, yet fairly conservative sundresses while the guys were in golf shirts and slacks. If not for what he’d seen the night before, he’d have a hard time telling them from any other tourist visiting the Falls.

Meaghan turned to Rachel and Cynthia, “We’ve decided to join the party tonight. Is that okay?”

If they were smiling before, now the two women’s faces were beaming in wide grins. Rachel reached for Meaghan’s fingers and clasped them in hers, “Absolutely! When you said, ‘join the party, did you—“

“No! Not that!” Meaghan’s face was fifty shades of red. “We’re still new to this. But last night was fun!”

Ross made eye contact with the two older men and he cleared his throat. “And after the party was pretty good, if you know what I mean.”

Jeff’s voice was smooth as silk, “Always is buddy. Glad you two are coming...” He chuckled, “...pun not intended but certainly apt, I’m sure.”

“What are you two up to, this afternoon? We’re doing the boat thing, going near the Falls.” Cynthia’s gaze flickered from Ross to Meaghan before the elevator door slid open and they stepped out.

Ross looked down at Meaghan to see if she was interested. He certainly was. “What do you say, honey?”

“Sure! That sounds like fun. Do you mind if we tag along?” She gazed over at Jeff and Jack.

For just a fleeting moment Ross’s mind pictured his wife with the two of them, kind of like what he’d seen in the hotel room where Maeve was being serviced by a coterie of studs. His cock got the message that it wouldn’t object to it. Holy cow, what was with him lately? He was obsessed with sex.

Jeff wrapped his arm around Meaghan and pulled her into a one armed hug. “We’d love to hang with you two. The more the merrier.” He released her and his hand curled into Rachel’s, leading the way down the hall.

He looked past where Meaghan strode by his side, when Cynthia stepped up beside her. “I love that skirt. It’s really cute.”

Meaghan leaned over and whispered something in Cynthia’s ear. The dark haired woman’s eyes went wide and she grinned before saying in a normal voice for everyone to hear. “I wish you hadn’t told me that. I’m going to have to find an air vent, for you to do the Marilyn Monroe thing. Wicked girl!”

If Meaghan had plans to do anything sexual with Cynthia, she’d certainly got the ball rolling. He almost yelped with excitement when Meaghan quipped a saucy reply.

“Maybe, I’ll look for one too.”

Oh my God! The jolt in his cock, startled him before the thought had fully registered. He sneaked a glimpse at Cynthia. Her eyes glittered when she gazed at Meaghan, her voice was low and sultry, “I’ll take you up on that. Something tells me, we’re going to get to know each other better, a lot better before this day is through.”

Cynthia’s eyes met his and she smiled, nodding her head just a little. His eyebrows bobbed, letting her know he was totally on-side with this.

***

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of laughter as they got to know the other two couples better. Jeff was a real estate broker while Rachel was a nurse. Jack was a lawyer and Cynthia was a personal trainer at the local gym. They were from different cities and had met on-line. After a while, they got together at a club and became life-long friends. There was an easy, almost loving bond between the four of them.

It was obvious as the afternoon went on that there was some kind of spark between Cynthia and Meaghan (she’d finally told them her real name and they’d all had a good laugh about it!) More than once, he’d caught either Meaghan or Cynthia giving the eye to the other. It was funny. Here he was, happily married to Meaghan for seven years and he was tickled to watch her flirt with the pretty older woman. Although, Cynthia could pass for someone in the late thirties, with the exercise regime she probably went through. And he wasn’t the only one who noticed. The other three cast sly smiles at Meaghan and Cynthia as well. Even Rachel. There was no jealousy, only anticipation of what was to come.

After a light dinner and a few drinks, they arrived back at the hotel. Time to get ready for the night life. Ross thought he’d died and went to heaven!


THIRTEEN
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MEAGHAN CRACKED THE TOP from one of the wine coolers in the bar fridge. Ross was singing some off key tune in the shower as she finished putting her make-up on. There were butterflies swooping in her stomach, but lower than that, their wings fluttered her clit. The flirting with Cynthia in the afternoon played in her mind as she rolled the lip gloss wand over her mouth. Soon, the flirting would blossom into more. She was nervous but also, she could slam the brakes on it if, at the last minute she chickened out. That helped with the nerves.

The shower stopped and she took a long sip of the frigid drink. She turned to the side, catching her profile in the mirror. What she saw brought a smile to her lips, thinking of how she’d felt about the little red dress a few days before. It seemed like another lifetime. This time, she admired the way it hugged her ass, ending just below the crease where her legs began. Yeah. Her ass was curvy and awesome! No wonder so many men and women had been checking her out the night before.

She bent forward a little, watching the lycra fabric slither higher, revealing the lower half of her bare flesh. You could see the hollow at the top of her thighs, where it met a peek of pink pussy lips. Maybe it was too much. Should she put on panties, even the G string?

“Whoa Mama!” Ross let out a low wolf whistle. “No panties again? I love it!”

She hadn’t even heard the bathroom door open. She straightened and then her gaze dropped to his cock. God! He wasn’t kidding about loving the look! His cock was an arrow, aimed at her tummy.

“I think I need one more of these and then I’ll have enough liquid courage.” She downed the rest of the drink in one fell swoop.

“You’re sure about this, Meaghan? We don’t have to go, you know. I’d like nothing better than to just fuck you right here, right now.” He held his stiff cock in his hand and waggled it at her.

“No. Let’s go. We’ll fuck like minx when we get back. I’d like to go.” But would they wait till they were back or...” She smiled and walked over to run her finger along his slit, catching a dollop of pre-cum and raising it to her lips. “...maybe we’ll fuck there.” When his eyes opened wide and he grinned, she added, “I mean fuck each other, Ross! We’re not ready for anything more than that. I mean, I’m not ready.”

His hands rose, palms outward, “No problem! If this is as far as we ever take this, I’m happy.” He went to the closet and took out fresh trousers.

She let out a soft sigh of relief. Him saying that meant a lot. It would be a leap for her to be with Cynthia, let alone anything else. Well...if Ross and she fucked on the spare bed...watching the others get down and dirty, that could be cool, too.

After setting the now empty cooler bottle on the dresser, she reached for another. Liquid courage. But truth be told, she was anxious to get going to the party. She sat on the bed, crossing her legs. The high heels were perfect as well. She hadn’t known when she’d bought them on a whim, that she’d actually ever wear them.

“All set.” Ross stood before her, looking handsome as hell in the dark pants and shirt. She wasn’t the only one who would turn heads that night.

***

When they got off the elevator, the music was even louder and there were even more people if that was possible! The night before had been the warm-up for this. Meaghan’s heart was beating faster than usual when they walked by three people standing with drinks in their hands, chatting. The two women, both in sexy club dresses smiled and their eyes roamed freely over both her and Ross. The guy with them noticed their gaze and turned to watch she and Ross pass by. He was certainly eye candy as well, with the football player shoulders and narrow hips that his leather pants hugged.

Meaghan could feel their eyes taking in her ass as they continued walking down the hallway. It was strange but she didn’t feel at all self conscious...but rather, flirty and dirty, flaunting her body. That woman in the change room had certainly said it right—the most sexy thing to wear was confidence. Her shoulders were pulled back and her head high as she stepped by the partiers, noticing their friendly smiles looking at her. And she looked right back, her eyes roaming down their bodies, a slow and lingering gaze.

When they stepped by a foursome, the two women wearing only gold chains around their waists and smiles, she slowed her pace. She smiled at the curly haired red head with the freckles dancing across the bridge of her nose and then her gaze fell lower. The woman’s nipples were rouged a bright red, large buttons that looked totally wicked next to her ivory skin.

The brunette next to her was sizing Meaghan up from head to toe. She had a full body with opulent breasts and curvy hips. It bordered on her own size and she smiled when their eyes met. There was a small rose tattoo over her left nipple This woman was sexy and she owned it..

The two guys, both probably in their early forties smiled as they watched the short interplay. Meaghan mouthed the word ‘nice’ and continued on. She glanced at Ross, noticing his eyes taking in the foursome, particularly the women.

And why shouldn’t he? They were pretty as hell, not to mention hot. Yet, whenever she’d ever caught him checking out a girl in a normal club, it had pissed her off. But here....not so much. That was kind of weird.

They were just about to their new friends’ room, weaving their way through the throng of dancing people. The music had a heady visceral beat that she felt right in the pit of her stomach, pulsing through her.

When they stepped into the room, her eyes locked with Cynthia’s. Her heart beat faster while her pussy felt a jolt of lust watching her rise from the bed, the loose see-through silk of her dress fluttering against her body. In the four inch heels, she towered over Meaghan, looking down into her eyes, while her hand rose to cup Meaghan’s cheek.

“I’m glad you didn’t chicken out. I lost the bet, but I’m happy you had the nerve.”

From the side of her eyes, she noticed Jeff hand a drink to Ross, but his gaze was on her and Cynthia. It seemed like they were all waiting to see the culmination of the flirty afternoon.

“Wow! Meaghan, you look hot!” It was Jack who had stepped over, but Cynthia held her like a magnet in her gaze.

Their voices drifted by her ears when Cynthia kissed her. Her lips were gentle and soft against her mouth, sending a decadent shiver through her. Her hands reached for Cynthia’s hips, resting on the swell, the heat from the other woman’s body against her palms like a torch. When Cynthia’s tongue teased her lips to open and then slipped against hers, she stifled a moan, the desire for more made her almost swoon.

She was panting a little when Cynthia pulled back and took her hand, leading her to the bed. The others stood at the foot of the bed and beside it looking down as Meaghan sat next to the buxom brunette. Cynthia kissed her again, but this time her hand slipped inside the low neckline of Meaghan’s dress, rolling her breast in her hand. Meaghan felt herself dampen with the slick wetness in her pussy, craving more.

Her breath was now fast and her hand slid up to Cynthia’s breast, the nipple erect and hard against her fingers. It was the first time she’d ever felt another woman’s breast! Cynthia moaned and then her mouth dropped to trail soft kisses down Meaghan’s neck. She gently urged Meaghan back onto the bed so that Meaghan was sprawled on the soft surface.

“I am SO going to love doing you.” Cynthia purred as she shifted to lay beside her.

For a moment, Meaghan caught a glimpse of Ross’s face, standing close to the bed. His eyes were hooded and his lips parted, totally in awe of what was about to happen.

Cynthia tugged at the neckline of Meaghan’s dress and slipped it lower off her shoulders, exposing her breasts for a moment before her head lowered. “Oh God.” Meaghan’s fingers slipped through Cynthia’s dark locks, pulling her harder onto her nipple. It felt so fucking nice! And the fact that the others were watching, their eyes taking in her bare breasts, just made it more edgy.

Cynthia’s other hand was busy too. She slipped it over Meaghan’s tummy and under the micro short dress, her fingers whisper soft against her pussy. The feathery touch of Cynthia’s caress made her tremble. She couldn’t help it when her hips arched higher and her knees fell open. Her pussy was so wet and ready. “Oh yeah...” 

Her finger slid over Meaghan’s clit, and she gasped at the jolt of pleasure. Her fingers fisted in Cynthia’s hair, clinging to her, urging for more.

“Wow. You’re really wet! I’m going to love licking your pussy.”

Cynthia’s words were felt in her clit, making it throb with pleasure. Her pussy rocked up and down, pressing her clit harder into the other woman’s finger. And then, her opening... Cynthia’s fingers curled up inside her, her thumb still torturing Meaghan’s clit. “Oh God...” She was so close, just on the edge of the big ‘O’.

Meaghan rose a little and her hand shot under Cynthia’s dress. She needed to touch her...finger Cynthia’s clit. When her fingertips slid through the other woman’s swollen lips, she smiled hearing the soft moan in Cynthia’s throat.

She gasped and her stomach fell when Cynthia’s hand left her pussy. Quickly, the older woman rolled to the side, squirming out of the silky sheath that barely concealed her luscious body. Her breasts swung and jiggled with her movements, while the V of her pussy peeked through.

“Oh fuck.” It was Ross, his voice deep and hoarse with arousal.

Cynthia rose onto her knees, gazing down at Meaghan, the glint of raw desire sparkling in her dark eyes and the lush glistening lips. Meaghan barely breathed, her eyes lingering on the other woman’s breasts, full as lush grapefruit topped with chocolate rosebud nipples. Her tummy was a small mound above a smooth pussy, her bud of clit lewd in the dark furrow. Oh my God. Meaghan quivered while Cynthia shifted to kneel between her thighs.

Red manicured nails tugged the hem of Meaghan’s dress higher, so that it now was a wide wrap covering only her midriff. Time stood still, as she glanced at Ross and then to where Rachel stood. A jolt of desire flitted through her tummy when Rachel’s tongue rolled over her lips and then curled, mimicking what would soon happen to her clit. Jack’s chin rested on her shoulder, standing behind her while his hand teased her nipple. And Jeff’s gaze, over the rim of his drink was slowly taking in all of Meaghan’s pussy.

Cynthia pushed Meaghan’s legs even wider and then lowered. She could feel Cynthia’s fingers spreading her lips and then her hot tongue touched her. She sucked in a fast breath when the tongue licked and probed at her clit. Oh God! The sensation was wicked, spreading like fire through her whole cunt.

“Ohhhhh...” Cynthia’s fingers slipped up inside her, slowly fucking her, filling her. Her tongue whirring on her clit was intense. Meaghan rose on her elbows and watched Cynthia. She was in awe of the moment as she saw the other woman’s tongue extend and lick, working her to a higher frenzy. The salacious sight added to the thrill coursing through her pussy.

“God, that so fucking hot!” Ross had sunk onto the bed, his hand now rolling her tit, while his eyes focused on Cynthia’s mouth. Oh God, he was cheerleading this on!

Meaghan’s hips bucked harder into the other woman’s mouth “Yeah! Oh yeah, don’t stop!” Cynthia met  her every move, her tongue never leaving Meaghan’s clit....her hand pumping deep and fast into her now oozing hole.

She fell into bliss, every fibre in her being pulsing with wave after wave of pleasure. On and on it went, each wave higher than the last...her legs stiff and trembling with the force of her orgasm.

”Oh God!” She gasped and jerked back. It was all she could handle; the power of her climax left her ragged. She panted for breath, her heart thudding like a jack hammer, almost bursting from her chest. Cynthia drew back and smiled at her. Her tongue rolled over her lips and she rose higher to kiss Meaghan’s lips softly.

“I popped your girl cherry.” The tip of her nose rubbed against Meaghan’s, a smile on her face. “I loved every second of it. You taste so damn sweet.”

Meaghan’s hand rose and her fingers drifted through Cynthia’s dark curls. “It was awesome.” She’d never forget this moment. When Cynthia rose higher and took the drink that Jeff extended, Meaghan looked up at Ross. He shook his head, grinning like a hyena.

“That was amazing.” He leaned over and kissed her, deeply. “I’ve never seen anything as hot as that!”

She smiled looking up at him. “I don’t think it’s over, darling.”


FOURTEEN
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ROSS’S EYES OPENED WIDER. No it wasn’t over. Meaghan rose higher and then reached for Cynthia, her hand trailing gently over the other woman’s shoulder.

“I’ll take your drink, Cynthia. I think Meaghan is about to return the favour.” Jeff grinned, taking the drink from her hand. He turned to Ross. “It’s wild watching your wife do this isn’t it? It never gets old and I’ve seen Rachel and Cynthia do this tons of times.”

Ross blew out through pursed lips. Yeah. It was mind blowing watching Meaghan and Cynthia. It was a side of Meaghan he’d never dared to dream about, let alone see. Cynthia smiled at him and nodded her head to the side, signalling for him to get up. He eased off the bed and watched her shift to lay next to Meaghan. Another mind altering factoid was that he was watching a naked woman, a woman definitely not his wife, doing his wife. Meaghan was blonde and fair while Cynthia’s skin was olive, with dark flashing eyes. The contrast between the two of them was strikingly hot.

His cock ached from watching them before and it didn’t look like there’d be any let up. Not that he was complaining. He stepped to the side to get a better angle to watch Meaghan rise on her hands and knees to straddle Cynthia. Rachel had stripped off her dress and now took a spot on Cynthia’s other side. A pulse of pre cum oozed from his cock watching the menage of women.

Rachel’s hand drifted slowly over Meaghan’s back as Meaghan lowered to suck and nuzzle Cynthia’s boob. Her succulent ass was high in the air and Ross sneaked a peek over at the other two guys. Yeah, their gaze was glued to Meaghan’s ass, probably fantasizing on fucking her blind. He couldn’t resist. He stepped closer and his fingers slid inside her cunt. God she was wet, almost dripping with her cum. He glanced at Jack and Jeff and saw them shift a little, easing the strain in their pants, sliding a sly smile at him.

Meaghan’s head rose and she turned, wiggling her ass and humping into his hand. “Mmmm...That feels good.”

But she turned back to Cynthia and Rachel, lowering steadily while Cynthia and Rachel kissed. Meaghan trailed her tongue along Cynthia’s breast and down her tummy. Oh God. She was almost at the other woman’s pussy. Ross’s breath was ragged waiting for her end up there with her mouth.

Meghan shifted so that she was laying on her tummy, lifting the other woman’s legs and placing them on her shoulders. Her face was nestled close to Cynthia’s pussy. Ross leaned closer to watch when her mouth opened and her tongue darted out onto the hot bud. Cynthia moaned and her hips rose higher a lascivious invitation for more. Rachel cradled her arm around the woman’s shoulders and they began to kiss as Meghan’s head bobbed in Cynthia’s crotch. As they continued kissing, their hands kneaded and fondled each other’s breasts.

Oh God. Ross didn’t know how much more he could take. He turned his head to see Jeff and Jack removing their shirts and his fingers shook following their lead. In a flash, his pants were loosened and he was stepping out of them. Holy fuck, he was naked as a jay bird, cock hard as thunder, at a swinger party. Meaghan had said he couldn’t fuck other women but he didn’t need to. He stepped over to the bed and knelt behind his wife, pulling her ass high. His fingers clutched her plump ass, rolling the flesh, spreading her. His cock was in his palm, and his hips pushed forward. Her satin slipperiness was heaven, gripping his meat as he watched the scene before him unfold.

Jeff and Jack were getting in on the action, kneeling next to Cynthia and Rachel. First Cynthia and then Rachel turned their heads and smiled up at each other’s husbands. Ross couldn’t believe his eyes when the two women started giving head to the guys. Rachel’s mouth was straining to take all of Jack’s cock inside, her hand rubbing lower.

He was in an orgy! He pumped faster into Meaghan, his breath a hiss through clenched teeth. And Cynthia was getting the benefit of his thrust too with Meaghan’s mouth spread over her pussy. Oh God the decadence of it, incensed him to a higher level of lust. It was erotic as hell watching the others while fucking Meaghan. Her ass, the gorgeous naked women inches away sucking cock....”Oh fuck!” He pounded deep, straining when his cock exploded, jettisoning hot cum. “Yeah!” He drove another spurt into her hot cunt.

And he wasn’t the only one! Cynthia’s mouth had left Jeff when the orgasm claimed her. “Oh yeah. Lick it! Don’t stop!” Her hands gripped Jeff’s meat but her lips were loose as she watched Meaghan.

Another jolt of lust pulsed from Ross watching her...feeling Meaghan’s cunt clamp and squeeze every drop from him.

He fell forward, his hand on the small of her back, panting. Oh God. It had been scorching hot and it was still going on. He watched Rachel’s tongue roll over the bulbous head of Jack’s cock before taking it all in again. The older man’s hand was on his ass, pumping softly into her mouth.

And Jeff wasted no time in rounding the bed, yanking Rachel’s hips high and plunging his cock into her. RIGHT NEXT TO WHERE ROSS knelt. Oh my God. It was so fucking hot. Meaghan rose and she kissed Cynthia before rolling onto her side next to her. Ross fell onto his hip, watching the threesome, two guys going at it with Rachel. Holy fuck!

He glanced up at Cynthia and Meaghan, who were cuddling close, their gaze turned to Rachel and the two men. Wow! Ross couldn’t believe he was there. Only his spent dick, still slightly thick and drizzling cum told him, it wasn’t a dream.
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MEAGHAN’S TONGUE STILL TINGLED with the taste of Cynthia’s cum. Her fingers teased the older woman’s tight nipple as she watched the scene next to her. God! How did Rachel manage to get almost all of Jack in her mouth? He was so thick.

It was erotic as hell, watching Rachel’s boobs bounce as Jeff pounded fast into her. Maybe one day...

Oh God. She looked over at Ross, spent and hunched forward watching Rachel...his gaze flitting from where her throat bulged with Jack’s cock to where her pussy was high and getting pummelled by Jeff’s rod.

She smiled and snuggled in closer to Cynthia’s warm and soft body. Her first time with a woman! Wow. It had been hotter than any time she’d ever dared to fantasize about it. Ross fucking her while she licked Cynthia’s clit had been the icing on the cake. This was incredible!

“Yeah baby...yeah...” Jack arched forward, his eyes squeezed tight. A dollop of cum oozed from the corner of Rachel’s lips. Again and again he thrust deep, his body jerking and straining with each pulse of his cock. He pulled back and gasped a fast breath, his passion spent.

Cynthia gave Meaghan a quick kiss and then pushed herself upright. “This is what she really loves! Watch.”

She turned around so that her head was above Rachel’s pussy. Meaghan had to move down on the bed next to Ross to be able to see what would follow, although she had a pretty good idea. Cynthia smiled up at Jeff and then her fingers slid onto Rachel’s clit, pushing the folds open wider. Oh my God. Her tongue was extended as far as possible and flicking over the swollen bud, while Jeff pumped and filled Rachel’s hungry slit.

Faster and faster the tongue moved in tandem with Jeff’s thrusts, his cock long and glistening with their mingled juices. Ross’s arm pulled her in closer, the two of them mesmerized by the show next to them. To be sharing all of this with Ross was mind bowing. Her hand grazed his thigh as she watched Rachel moan with pleasure, her hips rocking up and down. The moans and movements became deeper. Meaghan smiled watching the orgasm take both Rachel and Jeff.

Ross turned and kissed her lips. His breath was warm and tickled her ear, “I love you. This has been an amazing anniversary!”

She rolled into him and kissed him, her tongue dancing with his. Beside them, the movement had stilled but all that mattered right then, in that very moment was the love she felt for Ross. Sharing this night had been really special...a night of firsts.

“Holy shit, that was good.” Jack’s voice broke the stillness, followed by Cynthia’s light laugh.

“Just when we think it can’t get any better, it does.” Rachel’s words were soft and breathless as she came down from the big ‘O’.

“I think it might have something to do with Meaghan and Ross.” Jack popped off the bed and opened the bar fridge. “I don’t know about you, but I’m parched. All that coming and coming...” He laughed and popped the top off an icy cold beer.

Cynthia’s rose and her hands cupped both Meaghan’s and Ross’s shoulders. She leaned in and kissed both of their foreheads. “You two need to think seriously about joining us again.” Meaghan’s face flushed warmly, when she added, “And you! It’s hard to believe this was your first time. You eat pussy like a pro.”

Meaghan grinned, taking the cooler that Jeff handed to her and chugged a quarter of it. She’d just done to Cynthia, what she herself liked. Her eyes wandered over the others, standing naked and easy, catching their breath again. She handed the drink to Ross and then scooped the edge of the dress in her fingers and lifted it over her head. She might as well join the crowd and get fully naked herself.

She watched Cynthia take the drink from her husband’s hand and then snuggle into him, giving him a long, smiling kiss. And Jeff and Rachel stood next to each other, their arms wrapped around each other’s waist. The couples had enjoyed sex, exchanging partners but their love for each other shone through right now. She rubbed Ross’s thigh affectionately. This was weird but she felt happy for him, that he’d enjoyed himself so much. As much as she had herself.

“How often do you guys do this?” Ross’s voice startled her out of the warm loving moment.

It was Rachel who laughed and piped up. “Not often enough.”

Jeff gave her ass, a playful swat. “You’re insatiable.” He grabbed her and kissed her quick. “I love it!”

“Usually, we get together at a club or visit each other, every other month or so. We like to keep it kind of special.” Jack took a seat next to Meaghan on the bed.

There was a coating of soft dark hair over his chest running to his navel. The muscle definition showed that he was in pretty good shape, despite being probably close to fifty. Meaghan’s gaze drifted lower still. His legs were open and even though his cock was soft, it dangled thick against his thigh. Both Ross and Jeff were well hung but it was Jack’s cock that caused a flutter between her legs.

What the hell was wrong with her? It was like she’d taken some kind of sex drug...or maybe, just maybe, her inner slut was finally free?

Her voice was husky when she looked over at him. “This was pretty special for us. My first time with a girl let alone swinging.” Her face flushed, “I mean technically we didn’t swap partners but well—“

“That can be remedied, right here, right now.” Jack’s grin was wolfish, sending a small thrill through her body.

But she couldn’t. They’d already agreed on that. In fact, it had been her who had put that stipulation on the evening. Damn! She gasped at the sudden sinking feeling in her body. Would they ever have an opportunity like this again?

She turned to Ross, looking deep into his eyes, a silent plea that she hoped he wouldn’t get pissed about. His head jerked back and he grinned. “Don’t let me stop you. If you want to fuck Jack or Jeff, even both, I’m good. It doesn’t mean I need to do anything. I’m happy to watch.”

Her breath caught in her throat, watching him closely. “Are you serious?” And then her shoulders slumped. That wouldn’t be fair.

“I’m serious! If I ever caught you having a drink with either of these guys without me being there, I’d bust someone’s head, don’t get me wrong.” He rose and went to the bar fridge to get a beer.

It was Cynthia who interjected, “I know what you mean. This is fun and even though I love these two...” She glanced at Rachel and Jeff, “I’m in love with Jack. When he’s fucking Rachel, and I’m watching...it’s hot. I mean, I’m happy that he’s happy. And...I know he’d never cheat on me.”

“Why would he, when he’s got me?” Rachel laughed and this time it was her hand that gave Cynthia a playful swat on the behind. She kept on walking over until she stood next to Ross. She glanced down at Meaghan. “I’d love to fuck your husband but not if you’re not okay with it.”

Meaghan gulped. True, she had just made out with Cynthia, but Ross doing it? Her voice was a high squeak when she spoke, “Can we experiment a little?” She looked into Ross’s eyes. “Touch her breast.”

“You’re sure?” But Ross had already turned to gaze at Cynthia’s lush breasts.

Well, that was a first step. But he’d already filled his vision with the naked women. Knowing what would follow made her a bit nervous. Nervous of her own reaction. “Yes.”

Ross’s hand slid up Cynthia’s waist and then cupped her breast, rolling it in his palm. His eyes were glued to her nipple and he slowly bent forward to take it into his mouth. Meaghan let out a long breath and she blinked a couple times. Ross was licking and nuzzling another woman’s breast but rather than feeling jealous or threatened, a warm feeling of satisfied love filled her chest. It was obvious he was really liking the feel of Cynthia’s soft scented skin, just as she had. She’d enjoyed Cynthia’s body, why shouldn’t he?

Jeff and Rachel drifted over, Jeff’s hand cupping Cynthia’s plush ass cheek. Rachel smiled and then went on her toes to kiss Cynthia’s lips. All the while, Ross was getting freer with his hands, sliding his fingers up the inside of Cynthia’s thigh...getting closer and closer. Rachel dropped to her knees in front of Ross Her hands pushed his thighs wider and her fingers inched up to his cock, which was getting thick pretty fast. Meaghan’s eyes were wide watching but there was a smile on her lips.

At Jack’s breath, his lips brushing her ear, Meaghan turned to kiss him. His hand closed over hers and pulled it onto his cock. Oh my God. Her fingers barely met when they circled it! Ooo...That was gonna feel nice inside.

His hand then went between her legs, his finger probing and spreading her. It had been years since any man but Ross had touched her, let alone being fucked. And that had been in college, a lifetime ago. A gush of pure pleasure claimed her pussy at his expert touch. Her legs spread of their own accord, her pussy arching up.

When Jack’s lips left hers to land lightly on her nipple, she turned to watch Ross. His hand was pumping softly into Cynthia, while Rachel had edged closer and was giving him head, her head bobbing up and down slowly. Rather than upsetting her, it added to the eroticism of the moment, a strange man was about to fuck her while Ross had two women lusting for him. And who could blame them? Ross was built like an armoured truck, with bulging muscles and a tight ass. Rachel was already swooning with his cock in her throat; her head rocking from side to side as she blew him.

At Jack’s urging, Meaghan slithered lower on the bed, so that her ass was perched on the edge. She watched him rise to his feet, his cock heavy and thick, bouncing off his thigh. He stood between her legs, his cock in his hand, pushing through her slick folds, vibrating her clit. The dark purple head slid up, and she could see it below her tummy. It looked monstrously huge...too big to ever get inside.

“That’s gonna hurt sooooo good.” Cynthia smiled down at her. She licked her lips and pulled Ross’s head up to kiss him.

“Fuck, you’ve got a pretty pussy. I’m gonna fuck you so good.” His breath was faster and his chest heaved, pushing his cock lower to her opening. Jack looked down, as he prodded and pushed up inside of her.

“Oh God!” Meaghan felt like she was being ripped open, the thickness spreading and stretching her wide. But Cynthia was right. It was sooo good! With slow, beautiful torture, Jack slithered his cock in and out.

She turned her head from Jack as Jeff climbed onto the bed, his knee pressed into the spot beside her. Jeff’s hand rolled up and down his cock as he knee walked up to her hed.. Meaghan smiled watching the mushroom knob appear and reappear under his hand. The slit oozed a dollop of pre cum that her finger scooped off before placing it in her mouth. He tasted salty, his male musk filling her nostrils as Jack filled her cunt.

She’d never felt as sexy; she was a total slut and was loving it. Two men lusting for her body, their cocks thick with desire. Her head rose and she strained to the side, to take Jeff’s cock in her mouth.

“That’s it, Meaghan. Suck him.” It was Ross’s voice. From the edge of her line of sight, he was beside her, laying on his back while Cynthia mounted him, her swollen dark pussy, poised above his rod.

“Fuck that’s hot!” Jack gazed at Cynthia riding Ross.

Meaghan paused and Jeff’s cock fell from her mouth when the bed depressed again. She turned her head and watched Rachel shift so that her pussy was just above Ross’s face. Ross would love that! Eating Rachel’s pussy while Cynthia rode his cock. Wow, how hot was that for him!

She turned back to Jeff’s rod, gulping it down into her throat, sucking him while her hands teased his tight balls. His fingers threaded through her hair, pulling her harder onto his cock. Her eyes watered and she breathed slow, relaxing her throat. At the same time Jack was stretching her wide with his humongous dick, his finger whirring on her clit.

Beside her, Cynthia’s moans, the rocking of the bed as Ross bucked under her was like an aphrodisiac, stirring the lust in Meaghan’s cunt even higher. Rachel’s mewls of pleasure from the tongue lashing Ross’s mouth was giving her clit, added to it. She felt fingers, grasping her tits, teasing thumbnail on her nipples that shot tingling lust through her. She wasn’t sure, whose hands were there and it didn’t matter as long as they didn’t stop.

She lifted her head to take in scene on the bed, and her pussy flooded with the first gush of ecstasy. Her head fell away from Jeff’s cock as wave after wave of release rocked through her...she was consumed with pleasure radiating out from the thick cock inside her. The moans and cries of the women next to her, barely registered as she was claimed with sheer shivering pleasure.

A jet of thick cum coated her lips and cheeks from Jeff, his hand finishing what she’d started. And Jack became a rutting bull, ravaging her pussy, his breath fast while guttural grunts rumbled in his throat. Oh God! His cum was hot, filling her even more. Her legs gave a last trembling jerk when the final short pulse of pleasure rocked through her pussy.

She fell back on the bed, her finger swiping his cum from her cheeks; as she licked them clean, her gaze lifting to meet Jeff’s.

He sighed and his eyes opened wide before a smile rose. “I didn’t think I’d come so quick. But this is fucking insane, it’s so hot.” His gaze then shifted to take in his wife, her cries of pleasure becoming softer before she jerked once and then slumped to the side, her pussy leaving Ross’s mouth.

“Oh God that was good.” Ross’s face was a few inches away, his cheeks and chin slick from Rachel’s orgasm, while his eyes were hooded with lust.

When Meaghan looked down, Cynthia was hunched over, her fingers clutching his chest, totally spent as well.

Ross’s head turned and he gazed into Meaghan’s eyes. He grinned, “I didn’t want to do it, honey but they made me. They jumped me. Honest.”

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “Yeah, right.” She reached for his hand, squeezing it a little. “It’s okay. We’re in this together, side by side. And the best part? We both enjoyed it, right?”

Meaghan shifted higher on the bed, feeling Jack’s cock slid from her battered but totally satiated pussy. The whole day had been awesome but to finish it this way, took her breath away. She rolled to the side and kissed Ross, tasting Rachel still on his tongue. Wow. Just wow.
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ROSS WAS STILL IN A STATE OF AWE when a few hours later, he and Meaghan snuggled on their bed back in their own room. They’d talked and talked for over an hour before Meaghan had drifted to sleep. They’d gone waaaay beyond what they’d ever planned on, but it had been good, for both of them. His finger drifted over Meaghan’s shoulder, caressing it softly.

Seven years. That seven year itch usually spelled trouble for a couple—the novelty of making love gone like sands filtering through an hourglass. But it hadn’t happened to them. They’d always had awesome sex but yet...

He took a deep satisfied breath and let it out slowly. Getting together with the other two couples had been amazing. They’d explored something entirely new. Something, that they’d kind of stumbled upon with crazy fun results. And it had brought them closer as a couple.

Meaghan stirred and she snuggled into him. “I love you.”

He couldn’t tell if she was awake or dreaming. It didn’t matter. He held her close, smelling the sweetness of her hair, the warm cuddliness of her body, merging with his. She was sexy as hell and if nothing else, the attention that she’d received from total strangers had finally convinced her of what he’d always known. She was sexy as hell with a voluptuous, gorgeous body.

And strangers? Well, not quite. They were more than that. They were wonderful people who they’d come to really know in just a short span of time. He chuckled. Getting naked, fucking each other like minx could do that. Break down barriers and rocket relationships pretty fast.

He couldn’t wait till September when they’d see them again. But he’d be busy as work with the new project and time would fly by.

A strange thought popped into his head. Abby. She’d been surprised when he’d mentioned they were staying at this hotel. Did she know about this swinger’s convention? Oh my God. She and Glenn?

“Hmph. Maybe.” He smiled and closed his eyes. He’d have to mention it to Meaghan in the morning.

The End


A Note from Mia…

Yes, this story actually happened. Friends we made in the Lifestyle told us how they got involved—they went to Niagara Falls for a weekend getaway and wound up at the hotel that was sponsoring a Swingers Convention. Throwing down a few shots for courage, they threw caution to the wind and had a time to remember. Isn’t that something?
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Oops!

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

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

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