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1: Without Me?
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It was a few weeks later that Sara made the decision to end their relationship with Ginny. What had started as a threesome was narrowing to a two-some. From the first night, Ginny had made it clear that she was more into women than men. She’d gone along when Don had joined them the first night, but on subsequent evenings, not so much. The phone call on Thursday afternoon was the last straw.

“Take tomorrow off. We can have lunch, go shopping and come back to my place. It’ll be fun, just us girls.” Ginny’s voice sounded kind of whiney.

“I can’t. It’s year-end at work and crazy busy. They’d never give me the day off.” Sara clutched her cell phone tightly, walking fast despite the treacherous ice patches on the sidewalk. She was five minutes late already, delayed by the long line up at the deli. She should have just brown bagged her lunch.

“Call in sick. They can’t fire you for that and besides if they’re busy, it’s job security. C’mon, I’ll give you a massage…with my tongue.”

A tingly warmth pulsed between Sara’s legs. Ginny was an expert in the lusty art of cunnilingus, prolonging the excitement for as long as she could and then would have Sara close to screaming when she finally let her come.

Her boot slipped on dark ice, hands shot out and she dropped the bag containing her sandwich, trying to right herself. Maybe if she wasn’t on the damned phone thinking of sex with Ginny, she’d have seen the ice. Plus this was the second time that Ginny had suggested a get together—without Don.

“It’s not just me. Don’s really busy at work too.” She scooped the bag from the sidewalk and continued walking. It was time to set things straight with Ginny, get this out in the open.

“We don’t need him to have fun. Actually it would be better—“

“No way. He’s my guy and I love him. I’m not interested in getting together if he’s not there.” The words came out sharper than intended, but the point had been made.

“You don’t have to be like that…so huffy.” Ginny was now playing the victim card.

Oh God. Sara sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Fine. Forget I asked.” Ginny could do the huffy, every bit as well as Sara.

Sara spied the large building where she worked just ahead. She didn’t have time for this bullshit and for Ginny to suggest getting together for sex without Don—well that was kind of like asking her to cheat.

Sara stopped and looked down at the grey, slushy sidewalk. “Look Ginny, I don’t think this is working anymore. You want me but not Don. I like you but I’m not looking for a ‘girlfriend’ girlfriend. I’m happy with Don.”

Click.

What the hell? She held the phone out and looked at the screen. Ginny had hung up on her? Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. Fuck! AND, she was late getting back from lunch, a fact that the anal asshole, Mary, was sure to notice and comment on.

****

“Yeah, I was beginning to feel like a third wheel when we got together with Ginny. I mean, I didn’t say anything because I thought you were having a good time. But if it had gone on much longer, I probably would have.” Don leaned against counter with his arm crossed in front. The corner of his mouth curled up as he watched me, resignation in his eyes.

I got up from my chair at the kitchen table and put my hands on his arms. “You should have said something. It was fun for both of us at first, even though she was more bi, but her preference for women…It wasn’t as much fun, always trying to draw you into it.”

“As a spectator sport, it was better than baseball but it WAS kind of frustrating.” He put his arms around me and we rocked back and forth, comforting each other.

After a few moments, my face knotted in a frown; I looked up at him. “This is a bit weird. It’s like we just broke up with her—a woman we liked but who needed more than we could give. She should forget trying to be bi, picking up couples and just go for women. That’s what she’s really about.”

“Yeah, agreed.” He let out a big sigh and pulled me into him again. “Where does this leave us? Still interested in experimenting or has this tainted everything?”

I pushed away from him, my eyes wide staring into his. “Are you kidding? Of course I’m interested. It’s just that we have to find people who want the same as us, just sexy fun. No hang-ups or hidden agenda like Ginny. I’m sure there are lots of people who want what we do.”

Don’s head lifted to gaze at the ceiling, the grin on his face, a little off side. “Well…”

I grabbed the front of his shirt in my fists and pulled him towards me.”What? Spill it. What have you been up to, you naughty boy?”

“You mean the times when I surfed my cell phone, waiting while you got your cookies with Ginny?”

My hands slapped against his chest. “It wasn’t that bad that you were surfing your phone. C’mon. It was still pretty hot for you to watch.”

“You’re right. I’m just teasing. But I DID do some research on the web. There are lots of swinger sites…lots of people like us, who are interested in spicing things up.”

My mouth dropped open almost as wide as my eyes. “You didn’t! Oh my God, that’s great.” Another walk on the wild side…with people just like us, no fear of romantic entanglements, just sex. “Show me. Let’s get on the computer.”

I took his hand pulled him after me, heading for the bedroom where he usually left the laptop. He laughed but there was no hesitation in his step.

He picked up the machine and joined me on the bed, our backs resting against the headboard. The screen lit up and his fingers flew across the keyboard. With a few clicks the scene on the monitor became the home page of ‘The Lifestyle’.

“The Lifestyle?” I looked over at him.

“Yeah. When they say that, they mean swingers.” He typed once more and the scene changed to a menu selection.

My stomach became tight watching his ease and familiarity. “Did you join this already? Without me?” God only knew how many single women might be on this site. Had he contacted any of them?

His head swiveled quickly, an indignant look on his face. “NO! I signed in as a guest, just nosing around. I was going to tell you about this tonight, so we could sign up TOGETHER. Jeez, Sara.”

My face grew warm and I looked back at the screen. “Sorry.” If I was this suspicious and insecure, should we really be thinking of hooking up with other couples? I bit my lower lip as I shifted closer to him, watching the screen.

“Let’s look at some couples. See who all is on here.” With a few clicks of the mouse, a picture of a woman and a guy, their arms around each other posing for the camera appeared.

She was a petite redhead, wearing a short, skin-tight, green dress that fit her more like a body stocking. The guy was a head taller, with the broad muscular frame of a wrestler. They were both attractive enough, even though they looked shy and a bit self conscious. They were probably about our age, early to mid-forties.

“Look, they’re newbies like us. She’s bi-curious, they’re looking to meet a couple our age, ‘must have sense of humor and positive outlook, can entertain in their home’. Uh oh. They smoke.”

“Pass. Keep going.” I’d given up that habit years ago and had no wish to be exposed to anymore tar or nicotine. If we got together with them, it’d be like kissing an ashtray.

He clicked once more and a photo of a busty blonde, half of her face hidden in a large floppy hat appeared. What she hid in facial features, she more than made up for in her body, revealing acres of flesh above the scant blue top. I sneaked a peak at Don, who seemed to be swimming in the river of cleavage on the screen.

“Where’s the guy? I thought this was supposed to be couples.” I gave him an elbow in the ribs to get his attention.

“Sometimes they only show the woman. The guys must be shy or something. But he’s posted his stats. Six feet three, athletic build, full head of dark hair and…NO WAY!”

I leaned closer to the screen and read where he’d left off. Ten inch cock? THAT got my attention. Don could take Chesty Morgan, I’d ride that bad boy, a regular John Holmes. “Wait! Let’s find out what they’re like.”

“Ummm.” He grinned at me, “No.” and clicked to the next profile.

A picture of a brunette wearing a bikini, next to a guy, built like a body builder, on a beach flashed onto the screen.

I put my hand on his arm, eyes narrowed watching him. “Wait. So any guy here that says his dick is bigger than yours is out?”

“You got it.” He turned back to the brunette in the bikini.

“Oh no, no, no. You can’t do that. What if I feel threatened by how good looking tiny dick guy’s wife is? Maybe she’s got bigger boobs, is prettier or—“ 

“Wouldn’t happen. I haven’t seen anyone here who’s prettier than you or who’s got better boobs. Remember, your boobs were the first thing that attracted Ginny to us.”

A smile slowly creased my face as I watched him. Not only handsome as hell, sitting there all beefy and manly but smart too. He knew just the right thing to say to reassure me. He was right, Ginny had been gaga over my breasts.

I puffed a sigh. Considering how all of this had started, my fear of the lump in my breast, the irony was perfect. If not for that, I probably would not be sitting in bed next to Don, ‘shopping’ for another couple to have sex with.

The threesome with Ginny had been fun—my first bi-sexual experience. Making out with another woman was hotter than I’d ever imagined. The fact that it was a little out there, taboo in some circles made it even hotter. Hell, how many times since that first night with her, had I caught myself checking out other women? Seeing them sexually, the way a guy does?

Still, when it came down to it, I liked being with a guy more. I gave Don another elbow in the ribs. That ten inch guy would have been nice to try.

“Hey! What was that for?” Not waiting for my answer he continued. “This couple looks good. They’re a bit younger than us but they’ve been in the lifestyle a long time. Listen to this. ‘We’re interested in meeting people to share our bed for sex and our life for fun and friendship. After you’ve seen each other naked, screaming out in lust, a game of golf or skiing down a mountain together reaches a whole new level of closeness.’”

He turned to me with a beaming smile. “We like to golf and as for skiing, it’s been a while but that’d be fun.”

“Not to mention traveling together. They look like they’re in Mexico or the Caribbean.” I examined the picture, closely this time. Wow! Her bikini was tiny, barely covering her nipples or crotch. Considering the size of her boobs, even a traditional bathing suit would have a tough time of it. Her smile and expression was nice, and with the shape of her eyes, turned up at the outer corners and the high cheekbones, she was a knockout.

The guy must have been a football player in high school or college from the width of his shoulders and muscular, tanned legs. The way his hand draped around her waist, hugging her close was sweet.  He looked pretty friendly as well, with a broad smile and laughter in his eyes.

I scanned the stats, wondering if he’d put his dimensions up like Mr. ‘Ten Inch’. Nope. Hmm…a mystery.

“What do you say? Should we contact them?” Don’s eyes sparkled as bright as any kid’s on Christmas morning.

Now that we were actually going to do this, my stomach swarmed with butterflies, performing nose dives and all sorts of aerodynamics.  My eyeballs felt like marbles staring at him yet there was no way, I wasn’t going to do this. I grinned and nodded my head.

“Okay, we’ve got to create a profile, post a picture before we can contact them. 


2: But…
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An hour and many laughs later, the written profile was complete. Don had selected a filmy red baby doll negligee for me to wear for the picture we’d post. He was really getting into the whole ‘photo-shoot’ thing—a regular Steven Spielberg, setting up the scene and lighting.

He’d placed a red silk scarf over the bedside table lamp and had me positioned on the bed. One of my arms arched up, hand resting across my eyes to cover my face, causing the opening of the negligee to spread and reveal the curves of both breasts. He wanted a partial nipple, but I drew the line at that.

Laying flat on my back, the leg facing the camera bent at the knee in order to hide my pussy but show the side of my ass, high heels and thigh high stockings, I looked porn star hot. The fact that just before taking the photo, he’d gone down on me, teasing almost to the point of the big ‘O’, came through in the image loud and clear. I was so horny thinking of the people who would want to fuck me, after seeing this picture.

After he’d snapped a few photos at different angles he held out the camera for my approval. Oh my God, who knew he was such a photographer! The bulge in the front of his pants and grin on his face told me, this wouldn’t be our last photo shoot.

I sat up and took the camera from his hand. “My turn. Strip.”

His hands flew, tugging the sweatshirt up and over his head. Meanwhile, I helped with the belt and snap of his pants. What was good for the goose was also good for the gander. I pushed the pants down, smiling when his turgid shaft popped free, slapping once against the taut muscles of his tummy before hanging like a low lying fruit just waiting to be sampled.

Oh God, the satin, purple mushroom capped head of his cock with just a tiny pearl of pre-cum oozing from the slit—what a shot that would be. I leaned forward and with the tip of my tongue, I coaxed a little more from him, running my fingers along the flesh and veins of his meaty shaft, down to the tight ridges of his balls.

With tongue extended, grazing the thick helmet of his cock, I held the cell phone out to the side. This was my kind of a selfie! After the flash, I turned the camera and looked at the results. Oh God, it was so hot! All of his cock showed down to the nest of pubic hair and just the end of my tongue licking him. I wouldn’t even have to crop any of my face out.

I grinned up at him and tilted the camera for him to see. His answer was a wide smile and hand pressing the back of my head, pulling my mouth onto him.

With a turn of my head and slight nudge I rose to my feet and kissed him. “Later. Right now, I’m the photographer.”

“I think what you’ve got is enough. Hell, how much sexier can you get?” His hands cupped my face, pulling me into him and kissing me again.

“Oh, I think the ladies would like to see a little more…”My hands roamed over the firmness of his back. “Like this…” I felt the hollow n the side of his buttock, a place I never grew tired of seeing. “And especially this.”

In my mind, I saw the dark haired woman in the bikini, on the beach, looking at photos of Don. What would be the best pose (aside from the selfie) to showcase his assets? I blinked and my mouth fell open, at this thought. Who would ever have guessed that I’d be taking dirty pics of Don, posting them on a swinger’s site in order to attract women for him to fuck? I grinned and stepped away to start the photos.

“Stand next to the lamp, three quarters profile so that the light highlights your back muscles and ass.”

Casting a somewhat shy glance at me, Don stood next to the lamp. It was beautiful. He was a regular Adonis, all muscles and all man. I clicked a few shots and asked him to slowly turn to face me.

Again, the light at the angle where it shone, revealed an athletic, taut muscular body, torso shaded in a silky layer of fine dark hair. His hard on had slumped just a little, but still looked absolutely yummy.

After about twenty pics, I scampered to his side and handed the phone to him. His dark eyes were riveted to the screen. “Whoa. I look GOOD!”

He set the cell phone down on the table and put his arm around my waist. The next thing I knew, I was lifted in his arms and being set down on the top of the dresser. My legs circled his waist, his hand brushed the inside of my thigh as he guided his cock to my opening.

We’d never done this position before! Jesus, when he entered me, it felt as hard and thick as a baseball bat. His thumb played and teased my clit as he pumped slowly, deep inside my cunt. It felt so good, so deliciously, decadent. I could see us in the camera of my mind—my fingers clawing at his back each time he withdrew, my lust demanding the fullness of his cock, the tight muscles of his ass each time he thrust hard into me, the hiss of his breath through teeth clenched tight, my soft moans each time he rocked forward, his thumb driving me wild, into the abyss of carnal pleasure.

“Oh yeah…is this how you’d fuck the chick in the bikini? You’d like to feel her wet cunt around your cock, wouldn’t you?” At my whispered words, his fingers dug into my ass, pulling me hard onto him. Oh God, it was like I WAS that woman, getting fucked by this handsome guy like it was the first time.

“I love your thick hard cock. Come on…fuck me like you mean it… I want it hard and fast...” my breath was hitching with each thrust.

He pushed into me so hard that my ass bumped against my jewelry box, knocking over my bottle of perfume. A few more piston hard thrusts and it thudded to the floor. Oh fuck, another wave of glorious pleasure flooded through my body as he drove into me. There was pain mingled with pleasure, getting fucked like this…so different…like it was ‘Mr. Ten Inch’ fucking me.

I clung to him, lost in ecstasy, my cunt filled with cock and his hot, slippery cum.

“Oh Jesus, Sara. Oh my God.” His gasped words bathed my neck in warm dampness.

“Don.” It was mouthed into his hair as I clutched him, holding the love of my life. In that moment, it was just us, the world forgotten as we floated in waves of golden bliss.

“I adore you, Sara.” His lips on my ear breathed tenderness and love. His hands drifted to my ass and I was lifted, like I was a rag doll and carried into the bathroom. He set me down and reached into the bath tub to turn the shower on.

****

Later, settled once more on the bed, sitting huddled together peering at the screen of the laptop, we smiled as we uploaded a few of the photos we’d taken earlier.

I was like a kid n a candy store. “Do you suppose we’ll hear from anyone tonight?”

He grinned and shook his head. “There aren’t that many people visiting the site right now. But there’s no reason why we can’t send a message to the couple on the beach. You liked them, right?”

“I liked Mr. Ten Inch.” I muttered but from the sharp swivel of his head towards me, he’d heard it.

“Miss Greedy. Seven isn’t enough?” His brows furrowed. “I mean… I’m bigger than the average dick you know.”

“Oh really?”

He nodded. “Yeah, I checked.”

I chortled and kissed his cheek. “Seven’s more than enough. Ten would be painful. I just said that to get a rise out of you and it worked.”

“Bitch.” He tweaked my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, hanging on till I yelped and bushed it away.

A ping on the computer sounded and our eyes opened wide turning to the screen. Oh my God, it was the beach couple responding!

Hi, Welcome to the site! We’ve been members for a few years and enjoy meeting new people. LOVE the pics and the profile you’ve posted. Is this really the first time you’ve joined an on-line site? From the sexy photos, I would have taken you for experienced members.

We’ve played with lots of people and if you read the reviews, you can see that we like to laugh as well as party. If you’d like to meet for a drink, see how things go, we’re free on Thursday evening.

Carrie & Josh

“Holy cow!” We looked at each other, our mouths closing and transforming into wide, grins.

“They like our profile and the pics.” I could feel my eyes almost resting on my cheeks as I looked from the screen to Don.

“Duh. Of course they did. You’re one sexy woman. What do you think? Want to meet them Thursday?” Don reached for my hand and squeezed it gently.

Air seeped from my lungs in a long, slow stream, letting me know I’d been holding my breath. Oh my God. The couple was younger but they’d been doing this for a while. Would they like us when we actually met? I wasn’t afraid that we wouldn’t like them because they sounded like a fun couple and nice even. I glanced at their photo once more, taking in the details more closely.

Josh was in great shape. He must work out regularly from the ripped abs and legs. He had a quirky smile, friendly but bordering on the ‘smart ass’. No doubt he had a great sense of humor. Carrie was a knock out but not in the sultry Angelina Jolie way. No, she was sexy as hell and…wholesome, like she also liked to have fun and kept in shape. Probably a woman who jogs regularly.

“I’m in. Tell them we’d love to meet them but…”

Don’s head jerked to attention at the ‘but’.

“No matter how much we like them or are attracted to them, we aren’t doing anything sexual with them. Not on the first date.” I closed my eyes and shook my head. Did I just say that? I called a meet-up with swingers, a first date? And how was this so different from when we’d met Ginny? The first time we’d been with her, on a date yes, we ended up in bed.

“You’re right. Without the added sexual pressure, we’ll be more at ease, just meeting them.” His eyebrows wiggled up and down in a put-on lecherous face. “It’ll make the second date, something to look forward to.” He pulled my hand onto his stiff cock. “Just the thought of us being with them has me rock hard.”


3: We’d Love To Come

[image: Chapter Glyph copy.jpg]

Oh my God, that must have been horrible.” Carrie leaned forward, extended her hand and placed it on my knee. Her chin lowered, dark eyes gazing into mine with an intensity that warmed me to the core. Of course I’d been immediately attracted to her, who wouldn’t? But it was in that moment, that I realized I liked her—that we could be friends as well as lovers.

“It was. But it also started all this. Finding that lump…well it was a wake-up call at the very least…” I glanced at Don when I felt his hand take mine. “…a wake-up for both of us.”

Josh put his hand on Carrie’s back, stroking her with a warmth and familiarity that spoke volumes in his love for her. “It’s like that saying. ‘You don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone.’ Sad that sometimes it takes something that drastic to, as you say, wake-up and smell the roses.”

Carrie grinned, revealing a perfect set of dazzling teeth and placed her hand on the inside of her husband’s thigh. “For us, it was our sexy realtor. When Josh told me she’d suggested a threesome, was in fact a swinger, I thought I’d die.” She gave a short laugh, shaking her head.

“Now, it’s ‘le petite morte’ as the French say. An old fashioned euphemism for orgasm. And believe me, we’ve had plenty with her and her hubby.”

I laughed, staring from Josh to Carrie. We hadn’t been here ten minutes but already I felt like I’d known them for years. I glanced at Don and saw the wide smile on his face, leaning forward towards them. Yup. He was taken with them as much as I.

Josh turned, raised his hand, signaling to the waitress for another round. He was handsome when he smiled, seeing him for the first time earlier and now I saw the strong jaw line and confident manner he displayed. But would he find me attractive? There was a ten year age gap at least between us. I watched Carrie smile at Don, her eyes taking everything in—his devilish grin, the laughing eyes and of course the killer bod. Sure. It was common for younger women to be attracted to older guys…but what about the reverse?

But they had been the ones to initiate the ‘date’. Surely, if Josh wasn’t up for an older woman, they wouldn’t have done that. A picture of the young guy who’d eyed me in the red dress I was trying on flashed in my mind. HE’D certainly appreciated the view.

“We’re new at this, as you can tell. What is— ” Don was interrupted by the waitress setting down fresh drinks and removing the old glasses.

Josh raised his glass and cleared his throat. “To our new sexy friends.”

I felt my cheeks warm (and the hot thrill that shot through my pussy) when he spoke, his smile and eyes roaming freely from my face, breasts and legs. From the corner of my eye, I watched Carrie join him in the toast, sharing a smile with Don and me.

“You want to know what’s next? That’s what you were going to say, wasn’t it, Don?” Carrie leaned forward to set her drink on the low coffee table between us.

It was a large bar, set out in varying areas at different heights. We were in the back, lounge part set out with sofas and large over-stuffed chairs. For a first time ‘date’ it was the perfect place, quiet and discreet.

“Yeah “ Don squeezed my hand and smiled at me, silently reaffirming my agreement with what he was about to ask. I gave a squeeze back and slight nod of my head.

“We like you. You’re nice and…” He let out a puff of air through pursed lips, waving his hand as if he’d touched a hot stove. “…sexy as hell. I mean we’d— ”

“Us too. If you aren’t busy tomorrow night, why don’t you come over to our place? We don’t have to do a full swap if you don’t want to. Soft swing works best at first and we’re fine with it.” Josh shifted in his chair and smiled at his wife.

“For sure. It’s all about our relationship…bringing us closer together. God, I’d love to make love next to you.” Carrie grinned at Josh and inched her hand higher up his thigh, ending with a gentle rub over his crotch. “You can tell by the way Josh is squirming in his chair that he likes the idea.”

My eyes bulged almost as much as Josh’s crotch, staring at them, my lips parted n wonder. Of all the people that we could have met on the site, I think we’d totally lucked out.

“We’d love to come. What time and what can we bring?” This time it was my hand on Carrie’s knee, eagerly awaiting her answer.


4: Out Of That Dress…
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On Friday night, we drove through a maze-like subdivision of large homes trying to find their address. We had taken my car tonight, the compact Subaru that looked like a toy with Don behind the wheel. But it was good in the snow. Waaay better than his behemoth muscle truck if the truth be known.

“I think that’s it.” Don was hunched over the steering wheel, peering out the windshield.

Oh my. For such a young couple they must be doing pretty well. You could fit two of our home into theirs, a massive two story brick with a double drive and wide, brightly lit entranceway. Christmas was over a couple weeks ago but still a festive golden wreath welcomed us at the door.

I stood beside Don feeling a shiver of excitement skitter through my body. I was sure it was excitement despite the fact that it was cold, especially in the short dress under my wool coat. A swirl of snow caught in the wind slipped through the opening at the bottom of my coat and blew frosty air on my thighs. I held his hand tightly, standing beside him, watching him ring the doorbell.

The front door opened wide and there they were, all smiles and warm welcomes. “Come in. It’s such a nasty night. We were afraid you would cancel.”

For just a second the surrealism of the situation hit me. It was like any evening where we visit friends, except for the fact that Carrie answered the door in a sheer, baby-doll black negligee.

The lace covering the bra section was adorned with small mauve flowers but it was the fact that her dark nipples (erect from the blast of chilly air or sexual arousal?) showed through, on the generous mounds of her breasts—no vanilla friend had ever greeted us like this!

The skirt ended just below the dark V of her G-string panties, revealing tanned shapely legs, accentuated by the four inch heel of her shoes. Wow! The soft swing thing…surely that didn’t extend to us girls. When her hands held my shoulders and she leaned in to kiss me, on the lips, slow and soft with the promise of more, a tingling thrill infused my clit.

When she stepped to the side to kiss Don and welcome him, I wondered if he regretted our agreement to stick to soft swing. We both had enjoyed Ginette’s body but this was the first time another guy would be in the picture.

And speaking of other guys…fuck, Josh was hot in the tight leather pants and white shirt open at the collar to reveal just the fewest dark chest hair and muscle underneath.

I started to unbutton my coat but Josh pulled me forward and into his arms. Unlike Carrie, it was just a quick hug before he helped me out of my coat. I smiled shrugging out of the thick warmth of the winter coat. That was nice—the fact that he had just hugged me rather than presume to kiss me. It showed respect for me and also for Don. Sure we were here to ‘party’ with them but as far as any of us knew it wouldn’t involve a full swap.

The next thing I knew, Carrie took my hand urging me along from the entranceway to the living room where a blazing fireplace crackled. The smell of wood smoke mingled with a spicy apple scent in the room.

“Sara, that’s a great dress. Red is definitely your color and the style is so sexy. Come. Stand by the fire for a moment, to warm yourself.” She slipped her hand around my waist, guiding me past a large leather sofa, coffee table and overstuffed chair. A clean, floral scent drifted into my nostrils when she turned her head and hair brushed her bare shoulder.

“Thank you. But you…holy cow, talk about sexy. “ I gazed at the ivory swell of her breasts above the viscous fabric and slid my arm around her waist as well. She was firm, the result of time at the gym, there was no doubt about that. Gazing into her dark eyes, her lips the color of pomegranates and like that fruit, probably as succulent and tasty to kiss, my hand drifted over the swell of her hip, around to the perfect fullness of her ass.

I leaned into her, about to sample her lips when Josh spoke. “Don, we are the luckiest guys in the world, wouldn’t you say so?” He puffed a breath, like his mouth was on fire and grinned. “What can I get you to drink?”

Don’s voice was hoarse when he answered. “Uh…beer for me and gin and tonic for Sara, thanks.” He stepped into the room, ambling towards Carrie and I standing next to the fireplace. His eyes never left us but he made the appropriate comment anyway. “Quite a place you have here. It’s lovely.”

Why did I think that the lovely was directed at Carrie and me? I knew we formed quite a complimentary image standing next to each other—Carrie with the smooth dark shoulder length locks above lustrous olive skin and me, blond almost white, Scandinavian hair and alabaster complexion.

“Thanks.” Carrie’s eyes watched Don sidle close to my side, a small inviting smile on her lips.

The air was ripe with anticipation, bordering into the realm of downright arousal. Standing, still with my fingers on the cheek of Carrie’s ass…fingers almost twitching in my desire to cup it and pull her body into me, crush my mouth on hers…Carrie’s sultry eyes, roaming from Don to me, the lower flash of white teeth softly biting her lower lip… her body, so lush and tempting to explore with my hands…my tongue.

At Josh’s soft footsteps, her head turned and smile flashed brilliant on her face. “Darling! Our drinks. You’re such a dear.”

He carried a wooden tray with the drinks, stepping close and smiling at Carrie. Whatever silent communication passed between them, I’ll never know but my guess was that they were pleased at how the evening had started.

Carrie took two of the glasses, icy and dripping condensation and handed one to me. I took a long sip, our eyes meeting over the rim of the glasses. When she was done, she lowered the glass to her breast, pressed it against the fabric covered nipple. With her other hand, she scooped the strap of the negligee from her shoulder and pushed it down her arm.

She removed the icy glass from her breast and shrugged her breast free of the lace covering it. Oh fuck, her bare breast, full and round, topped by the puckered dark nipple, the tip of her tongue gliding slowly over her lower lip, was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen.

Josh cleared her throat, reminding me that he was standing next to us, still holding the tray. It was an invitation, as evident as Carrie baring her breast. I placed my glass on the tray and took hers from her hand setting it down as well.

I could hear Don next to me utter a low ‘whoa’ but my focus was on Carrie’s mouth. That damnable, sweet tongue teasing, her parted lips, but most of all that bare, button nipple like a Hershey’s chocolate kiss on a globe of succulent flesh—I grasped her ass cheek hard and pulled her towards me, tasting her lips, my tongue darting between to savor her mouth. Her breast filled my other hand, kneading and massaging the flesh until my fingertips scraped and teased her small, hard nipple.

Her breath hissed softly through her flared nostrils as she returned the kiss, her mouth hungry for mine while her hands slipped inside the neckline of my dress. Oh God…when she teased my nipple with her fingernail, I groaned into her. My pussy throbbed, ached for her touch, made my legs feel like they were melting.

She pulled away breaking the kiss and breathed her next words. “I need you out of that dress. NOW.”

I felt hands on my back, the zipper of the dress being lowered as Carrie tugged the dress over my shoulders and down. From the corner of my eye I noticed Josh set the tray on the coffee table and return to help his wife. Oh God, all of them were stripping the dress from my body, leaving me only wearing a garter belt, stockings and bra.

The dress fell to the floor and I stepped out of it. Her hands were on my breasts, gazing down at them as she rolled my flesh in her hands. Another tug at my back, and Don had unhooked the bra. Carrie’s hands left my boobs and she led me to the large leather sofa.

It was low but I heard it as I lowered to the cool surface. Josh’s voice, “I love this as a warm-up, watching Carrie with another woman. Especially one as hot as Sara.”

Carrie pushed me gently back onto the surface of the sofa and I lay watching her take the negligee off. She moved slowly, as seductive in her moves as a stripper in a high end club.

From the other side of the room Don commented to Josh, their voices barely audible. “We did a threesome with another woman and it was exciting. Except that the woman was more into girls, if you know what I mean. In some ways, not really a threesome.”

Carrie rose so that one knee was beside me on the sofa and the other was on the floor, and bent over to kiss me once more. Her mouth was small and soft, tongue darting between my lips and flicking quickly from side to side. Oh God, my clit responded to that kiss and tongue movement. This was a prelude to what she planned to do to my pussy.

Her breasts were heavy and warm in my hands as she straddled me, devouring my mouth, trailing kisses down my neck. Her tongue traced a path over my chest to my breast, her hand cupping and tugging the flesh there. Her lips covered the nipple, drawing it into her mouth with such sweet hotness, sending shivers down my spine. My fingers threaded through her dark locks, holding and rubbing her head as she teased and licked my nipple.

I peeked to the side where Don and Josh were standing, watching us. What restraint they both showed—their erections tented the fabric of their pants yet they held their drinks in their hands.

Oh God, Carrie’s lips travelled agonizingly slowly down my body, kissing and licking my midriff and tummy. Her hand slid down my waist and onto my mons. I gasped when her finger slid between the fullness of my pussy lips and touched my clit.  “Oh fuck…yes.” My voice was a soft growl that started in my chest as I arched my pelvis, spreading my legs inviting more of her touch.

I longed for more, for her mouth…

She pulled away and rose to her feet. Her eyes were soft slits looking down at me. “Sara.” She reached for my hand and gently pulled me to a sitting position. “Let’s go upstairs. We’ll be more comfortable.”

My heart thundered in my chest and it was difficult to stand, the muscles in my legs feeling like they belonged to someone else. “Carrie.” I put my arm around her waist and head on her shoulder as she walked me to the stairs and up. She had me so fucking turned on, I’d do anything she asked.

Her lips nuzzled into my ear, tongue licking the fold and she whispered. “I’ve got a special treat for you Sara. Something that Josh and I really like.”

“Mmm. Whatever you want. I’m putty in your hands.” I clung to her, rubbing the soft skin at her waist.

Behind us I could hear Josh and Don following closely. She led me to a large room with soft amber lighting, a king sized bed the focal point in the room. Pillows of varying thicknesses and shapes were spread on the red sheet which covered the surface.

I sat on the edge until she alighted, walking on her knees to the centre of what looked like an ocean of sumptuous playground. I turned and lay next to her raising my upper body so that now I was the one on top. Her nipples were firm on my tongue, my hand pulling the satin flesh. She looked down at me a soft smile on her lips, and then looked across the room.

There was a tiny jingle as the belts the guys wore were loosened, the snick of zippers and the rustle of the pants and shirts being removed. It was there as background noise, as I shifted lower on the bed. I pushed her legs farther apart and knelt between them…stayed in that position for a couple of moments drinking in the sight of her naked body.

God, she was perfect, a lush and sensuous Aphrodite waiting for my tongue and hands to worship her. For just a moment, I envied Josh and Don—I wished I had a cock to fuck this woman, drive deep into her core, make her clutch my back, begging for more. Was this a premonition of things to come?

With just the tips of my fingers I traced a line over her bare mons and down along the hollow where her leg and pussy met. She was as wet as me, the burgundy folds of her pussy glistening with slippery lust. I pushed her knees apart, spreading her lips, the pearly nub of her clit taunting me as much as I taunted her.

I couldn’t stand it anymore and bent to lick that sweet nub of pleasure, circled my tongue around it, felt her arch into my mouth. She placed her legs over my shoulders, curling her pelvis up and into my face. Her smell was faintly soapy, mixed with a slight musk that I found intoxicating. My lips closed over her clit and I sucked it into my mouth, flicking my tongue along the underside the way I liked done to me. Her moan and fingers in my hair told me she liked it.

She was so wet, moaning…”Fuck me with your fingers…with your hand.”

I licked and sucked her clit like it was a sweet candy while my hand found her opening, fingers sliding easily into her slippery wetness. When she shifted slightly, I sneaked a peek north to find her rubbing Josh’s cock, about to take it into her mouth.

Still driving in and out of her tight hole with the fingers of one hand, I lifted and turned my head to see Don standing next to Josh, his cock a turgid purple shaft that he softly rubbed. I grabbed one of the pillows and tucked it under Carrie’s ass, raising her even higher and closer to my face. I pulled my knees under me and lifted my bottom, inviting Don’s cock.

My pussy ached to be filled but Carrie’s was in front of me, the lips open offering her clit to my tongue. Oh God, when Don’s cock pressed and slid into me, I gasped into Carrie’s cunt. In my mind’s eye I could see the four of us—Josh, his cock filling Carrie’s mouth while Don behind me, thrusting deep rhythmically pushed my mouth back and forth on Carrie’s clit. It was so fucking hot!

Don’s finger stroked my cIit each time he pumped deep into me. I was so close to coming and from the way Carrie moaned, almost babbled onto Josh’s cock, so was she. Waves of lust, sinful lust spread from my cunt to my mouth, lapping and sucking Carrie with wild abandon.

“Let’s take a break.” Josh’s words barely registered so caught up as I was in the decadent debauchery. But Carrie edged away from me, leaving me slack-jawed with cheeks wet from her arousal. Even Don paused and then withdrew. What the fuck? I exhaled loudly and looked at Josh.

“Sorry Sara. Let’s prolong this. We’ve got all night, right?” Josh flashed a broad smile at me and stepped back from the side of the bed.

Carrie was grinning broadly when she looked at him. “You devil. I know what you want.” She scooted off the bed and rummaged in her closet for a few seconds. When she turned to face Don and I, she had an object I’d never seen before.


5: The Heat Of The Moment
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This is the surprise I told you about.” She held it out in front of her like it was some kind of offering.

“I’m going downstairs and bring up fresh drinks for us. The play has just begun and we’re going to need them.” With a short laugh Josh was headed for the bedroom door. It was a view I had a hard time tearing my eyes away from—the tight muscles of his ass, long lean legs, all supporting a back as wide as a fullbacks.

I turned to face Carrie, who had taken her husband’s place standing by the bed. “What is it? It looks like a dildo but…” If it was a dildo, it was a pretty realistic looking cock, flesh colored even, about seven inches long with the girth of an English cucumber. But what the hell was around the base and what was with the straps?

“Ooo Sara. You’re going to love this. It’s a strap on. But not just any strap on. This one has a special attachment that vibrates your clit while you fuck your partner.” She held it out for me to take it.

“Holy fuck. I’ve got to see that in action.” Don’s eyes were as big as marbles as he eased off the bed to stand next to Carrie.

The cock was firm with a little pliability but it was the vinyl flap of fabric at the base and the small flat vibrator encased in it that really had my attention. I gasped when it began to whir under my fingers. Carrie was grinning down at me, her eyebrows high.

A smile spread over my face and a twinge of pleasure shot through my pussy. “Oh my God. That’s some motor in there. I can’t imagine that touching me for long before I’d come like thunder.” I looked up at her again, noticing that Don stood so close to her that their hips grazed each other.

He was grinning almost in awe at the toy, with probably no thought in the world of touching her but it caused me to stop and really look at him standing so close to Carrie. Suddenly, I wanted him to kiss her. Not only kiss her, but feel her breasts, taste her pussy. I had done this and I wanted to share this with him.

“Carrie, would you mind if Don kissed you?”

Don’s eyes opened wide and his mouth dropped open. Carrie also looked a little surprised at first, the attention diverted from her toy, but she turned and put her arms around his neck. It was Carrie who initiated the kiss, who reached for his cock and softly rubbed it in her hand. There was a sharp intake of breath from Don when she did this and his hand raised to hold and fondle her breast. His other hand cupped her pussy before his fingers dipped in and caressed her furrow.

It was erotic and mesmerizing to watch my guy so hard and excited by another woman. I could only smile.

There were thuds on the stairs and a few seconds later Josh entered the room once more carrying the tray of drinks. He stopped and a wide grin seized his mouth when he saw Carrie kissing Don.

There was just a small peak of his crotch, hidden as it was by the tray but I noticed his cock become firm. When he set the tray down, I stared unabashedly at his package. He glanced at me and walked over, so hard that you could hang a flag on that pole.

He was about the same size as Don, seven inches or so but the head of his cock was spear shaped, not a mushroom cap like Don’s. Whereas Don’s pointed so far north that it grazed his tummy, Josh’s hung straight out and his pubes were completely shaved, even his balls.

When he stood next to me, that beautiful ‘different’ cock was next to my cheek. I set the strap-on aside and with just my finger tips I touched it, softly rolling my fingers over the head of it. I glanced up at his face to find him watching me, his blue eyes hooded and lips parted. He touched my breast and then played with my nipple. Oh fuck. Would the sexiness of this evening ever end? I hoped not. As for his idea to cut the action earlier, I was all in now. The longing fullness, the wet ache in my cunt was the most erotic feeling that could go on and on and that would be just fine.

I looked at Don to see how he was taking Josh touching my tit and me toying with another man’s cock. He glanced at me and smiled. But that wasn’t enough. He added a nod and then a low growled command. “Suck him, Sara.”

Oh God, I swear I had a small orgasm when he said that! It was dirtiest, filthiest thing I’d ever been told to do, and I LOVED it!

To add to the heat of the moment, as I clutched Josh’s thick cock, almost diving, salivating to suck that glorious ‘different’ shaft, Josh added his command to Carrie. “Get down on your knees and deep throat that dick, Carrie. Show him what a cock hungry cunt you can be.”

Oh Jesus! I fell to my knees as if I’d also been commanded and took that thick tool of lust into my mouth, my eyes watering as I lowered centimeter by centimeter onto it…tongue swirling…cheeks hollowed to suck it hard. It was like I was a porn star in an X-rated, hell triple X rated movie.

I glanced to the side and saw Carrie next to me, her hands around Don’s cock, rubbing him in time with each nose dive into his groin. His hands fisted her hair, pulling her deeper onto him. I swear I could see the depth the way her throat seemed to expand. 

But I also had my hands full, plus my mouth! I bobbed up and down on Josh’s cock, but it seemed I couldn’t take all of him in without gagging when the tip brushed my throat. Maybe it was because his shaft had a pointy end? I tried to make up for it with my hand movements.

His hands were on the sides of my head, stopping me. I looked up at him and he smiled. “Let me do the work. Just breathe through your nose and try to relax. I’ll fuck your mouth, slowly.”

A hand on my arm, stroking softly, reassuringly and I turned to see Carrie wink. This had to be something that Josh liked—rather than getting sucked off, he liked to fuck a mouth.

I held his balls cupping them in the palm of my hand as he pushed forward easing slowly deeper…deeper…until he grazed the back of my throat and beyond. Breathe hissed through my nostrils and I willed my muscles to loosen. His thumbs rubbed my temple, in silent approval. I could feel his balls constrict and the next thrust was faster, but I was okay with this.

Would he come in my mouth or would he stop the playing, ask that we take a break? He was giving no sign of easing up, actually the opposite. Beside me I heard Don groan, heard Carrie’s hand slap against his tummy as she gobbled his cock. He was close to coming…and in a final deep thrust Josh beat him to it.

Oh God, the fullness in my mouth and throat when he shot spurt after spurt deep into me, his back arched, hands pressing my face. It seemed to go on forever before he jerked back from me, the sensation becoming too overpowering.

I turned my head, his cock oozing the last drops of his orgasm on my cheek, and saw Don lost in glory. Tears flowed freely down Carrie’s cheeks, mixing with the cum that dripped from the corners of her mouth. He pulsed once, twice, three times into her before pulling her head away from him.

She turned and smiled at me before leaning over and kissing me. Her lips were on my neck and then nuzzling my ear as she whispered, “Our turn now.”


6: Saddle Up!
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Josh turned away and got two of the drinks from the dresser where he’d placed the tray. He handed one to me and one to Carrie. “Here you go, you’ve earned it.”

I stood up and took it from his hand. After a long cold sip, I stepped close to Don and kissed him. The look in his eyes as he gazed at me afterwards could only be described as awestruck, bordering on adoration.

“I love you, sexy woman.” His hand cupped the back of my head and he kissed me once more. He turned when Josh handed a beer to him and took a long swallow.

“You’re right, Josh. We are such lucky guys to be here with such slutty wives.” My head turned to him at the slut term. “Slut is a good thing, a very good thing.”

“I’ll pick slut any day over being a lady. We have more fun.” Carrie giggled and stroked Don’s arm before taking a long hit of her gin.

Josh stepped close to her and pulled her in to him, kissed her temple. With a grin, watching Don and me, he asked, “Did you decide or do you need me to flip a coin?”

Carrie almost choked on the drink she was swallowing and covered her mouth with her hand, stifling a laugh. She turned to Josh and gave him a playful swat on the chest. “You’re insatiable.”

“And you love it.” He held her hand gazing into her eyes.

“Yes.” She smiled lovingly into his eyes. “But, we’re the hosts and I think Sara should try it out.” She turned to me and grinned. “Saddle up honey. You’re in for a bumpy ride.”


7: Well Hung
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Carrie picked up the strap on from the bed and stepped towards me. “If you’ve ever wondered what it’s like to be a guy getting off fucking a gal, this is the next best thing, I think. You want to try it, right?”

The tingling in my clit at the thought of experimenting with this toy, getting off while fucking Carrie was almost too much. I snatched it from her hand with a wide grin on my face. “For sure!”

I held the cock on my mons and turned to face the guys, giving a waggle to the latex cock pointing at them. “What do you think? Am I well hung or what?” I giggled at the look on Don’s face. His eyes were almost popping out of his head and his mouth hung wide.

“Believe me buddy, this may seem a bit weird, seeing Sara like this but it’s fucking hot to watch. Next to the rabbit vibrator, I think this is Carrie’s favorite.” Josh took a seat on the bottom corner of the massive bed.

“Let me help you get this on.” Carrie’s hand grazed my leg as she lifted the black leather strap and placed it just above the curve of my hip. Her other hand reached between my legs to adjust the flap under the dildo, containing the vibrator.  “How’s that Babe? Hitting the spot?”

I reached down and moved it up just a little so that the circular vibrator was centered on my clit. “Oh God, I can’t wait to try this.”

She reached for the strap dangling from the flap and drew it up to meet the one at my waist. It was snug but not uncomfortably so. As she repeated the straps on the other side I looked at Don and bit my lower lip. His eyes met mine and his eyebrows flickered up for a beat, his eyes bright, giving me the ‘go for it’ look. A small smile played on his lips as he leaned his ass against the dresser, waiting.

Carrie’s fingers were on my shoulder, urging me to turn and face her. She looked at me through dark eyelashes and with parted lips she kissed me, rolling her tongue along the inside of my top lip. When she placed my hand on her pussy, pushing my index finger into her slippery opening, the vibrator pressed on my clit began to whir.

Fuck, it felt so good, delicious waves of hot lust spreading from my groin…I pushed my fingers deep into her…hearing her soft moans, her sweet perfume in my nostrils, it was like a switch had been thrown. I pulled my hand from her cunt and replaced it with the thick cock I wore…rubbing it over her clit.

She seemed to melt downward, first her knee on the bed and then her body, poised in front of me on all fours. My eyes feasted on the perfect orbs of her ass, the cute puckered dark circle of her asshole but even more deliciously wanton…when she lowered her shoulders onto the bed’s surface…the swollen lips of her pussy, spread like petals of a flower.

I climbed onto the bed behind her, my knees sinking down into the cushioning, holding my faux cock, guiding it, pressing forward deep into her. The movement caused more pressure of the vibrator on my clit. Oh fuck. Driving the cock deep, feeling the sensation on my hot button HAD to be close to what a guy must feel. Even pulling out caused a pleasant sensation! Oh God! My fingers dug into the softness of her hips, steadying her as once more I thrust forward.

Her hand left the place next to her face and slid down to her clit. Her ass arched even higher, pushing back to take more of the cock inside. “Oh yeah… fuck me harder…”

Oh God, yes. I rocked back and forth, pumping hard into her cunt, the sensation on my clit driving me faster.

“Uh…uh…oh fuck.” Guttural, hoarse words escaped my throat as the first wave of bliss overcame me… “Jesus, Carrie…” I gasped and threw my head back, hanging onto her hips for dear life as she screamed in her orgasm. The pleasure was intense, bordering on pain, and seemed to go for longer than usual.

With a final groan her hips fell away and my hand flew to the surface of the bed to keep from falling over. My heart thundered in my chest as I gulped air, my other hand trying to pull the vibrating flap from my clit. And then it stopped.

“Holy shit.” Don’s hand was on my shoulder and pulling my hair back from my face.

Below me, Carrie rolled onto her side and smiled up at me, her eyes dark slits. “Wasn’t that awesome?” Her words were like the purr of a kitten.

Josh moved higher on the bed and sat beside her. His cock was once more erect. I turned my head and reached for Don, my fingers grazing over the curve of his ass. Oh my God. Josh wasn’t the only one that had been aroused by watching us.

Carrie sat up and kissed my lips softly. Her fingers moved to release the straps at my waist. “What did you think?” She gazed into my eyes, a small smile on her lips?

I didn’t need to answer because the question was totally rhetorical. Carrie had used the strap-on many times and knew the erotic effect of it. I smiled and stroked her face as she tossed the toy onto the floor.

“I need a break for a while. But the night is young. How about I get some snacks to eat and THIS time, we’ll finish our drinks before we start again.” She rose from the bed and ruffled Don’s hair. “How’s this for soft swinging? We all got off and no conventional fucking involved.” She looked at me, her gaze friendly and steady. “Do you guys still want to stick with that limit?”

My chest expanded and a pleasant light feeling spread through my body watching her. Carrie was once of the prettiest women I’d ever met, sexy as hell…but she was also nice. I could picture getting together with her for lunch or just hanging out. She was fun. I glanced at Josh and caught the loving glance he cast at her.

“Let’s have a drink and we’ll see.”  I smiled at her and then turned to watch Don.

“Tell you what, I’ll help Carrie and give you two a chance to chat. If it’s still a limit, that’s cool too.” With that, Josh hopped off the bed and led Carrie from the room.


8: Absolutely
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When I heard their feet going down the stairs, I stroked Don’s face with my hand. He placed his over mine and brought my palm to his lips to softly kiss it. His eyes were serious when he looked at me.

I held my breath gazing at him. Finally after a few seconds of silence I couldn’t stand it anymore. “What do you think? I mean, I’m okay with not taking that next step. Hell, whoever thought I’d wear a strap-on and get off fucking another woman. I mean, my mind—“

“Let’s do it.”

My hand clutched his, trying to steady myself. “What?” He just smiled at me. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah.” His head tilted to the side, matching the lopsided smile. “Look, when we played with Ginny, you were okay with seeing me fuck her, even though it didn’t happen that often. We both know that it’s ME who wasn’t sure about seeing you with another guy, right?”

I nodded and squeezed his hand.

“They’re nice. I like them. But what totally sold me on the idea is the fact they’re so much in love—STILL, after what, ten, fifteen years of marriage? And, you love me. Josh is no threat to me. Hell, how different is it actually fucking the guy? I mean you sucked him off, so…” He leaned forward and kissed my lips softly.

“You’re sure?” My eyes searched his face for any sign of reticence, any ‘taking one for the team’ type thing.

“Absolutely.” He nodded, affirming his answer.

I shook my head to clear it and grinned. “Plus…you get to fuck Carrie. Is that it?”

“Why not? YOU did.” He chortled and pulled me into his chest. “When they pulled that strap-on out, I thought it was kind of weird but, you know, it was fucking hot to watch. Josh was right about that.”

Before I had a chance to comment, footsteps on the stairs silenced me. A few moments later, Carrie appeared carrying a tray of cold cuts, cheese and crackers. “I don’t know about you, but sex always makes me hungry.”

“We’re in.” Don’s voice was low.

My head swiveled to gape at him. Wow. He was really serious about this.

“Great!” Carrie set the tray in the middle of the bed and took a seat on the end, next to Don. “No pressure but if you’re really okay with it…” She leaned into my guy and kissed his lips, rolled her tongue suggestively over them. Her fingers trailed through the hair on his chest, down the firm abs to his cock which immediately responded.

At movement in the doorway, I saw Josh enter the room with a repeat of the drinks. He smiled watching Carrie for a few moments and set the tray on the dresser.

I took the drink he handed me and he nudged her shoulder with another glass. “Carrie.”

She broke off the kiss and smiled up at him, taking the drink in her free hand, reluctant it seemed to release Don’s shaft. Under her expert hands she was getting him hard again, and he had only cummed a few minutes ago!

“Hey buddy, here’s your beer.” He handed Don an icy bottle and then took at seat on the bed across from me. “So, it’s a go I take it.” He patted the spot next to him and with a jerk of his head, signaled for me to sit next to him.

My stomach was fluttery as I moved to his side. Sure, I’d tasted and licked that spear-like cock of his…had a terrific ‘O’ with Carrie but there was a longing emptiness in my pussy. Fuck, in my whole life, I’d only had sex with three guys; it was no wonder I was excited about feeling Josh’s cock in me. The fact that he was ten years younger, had a terrific body, was handsome as hell had nothing to do with it. Yeah right.

When I was settled next to him, I reached for a piece of meat and some cheese, stuffing them into my mouth, grinning as I chewed.

“Have I ever told you about my first time with an older woman? I find your age sexy as hell, Sara.” His fingers drifted along my thigh, inching higher.

I shook my head and adjusted myself on the bed, so that I sat cross legged, a yoga meditation pose. If his fingers wanted to do some exploration, I had an almost virgin territory to explore. I glanced across at Don, to find that even as he munched on a cracker, he was doing a little exploring on his own, filling a hand with the flesh of one of Carrie’s breasts.

“We went to a club in Toronto for New Year’s Eve. It was so hot, being with her. I never knew older women were such an attraction for me.” His fingers traced the crease where my thigh and pussy met. His eyes smoldered, hypnotizing me with the intensity of his gaze.

Without thought, as if it had a mind of its own, my hand brushed across his muscular thigh and ended up on his cock. I stroked the slit, pleasantly surprised to feel a bead of pre-cum waiting. I lifted my finger and licked it off, gazing into his eyes.

“You know, you’ll only be the fourth guy I’ve ever had sex with.”

The sudden jerk back of his head, eyes wide open, staring at me made me smile and then sigh.

He shook his head from side to side. “Oh Sara. Not that there’s anything wrong with that…And the most important thing about all of this is your relationship with Don. This is just a way of spicing things up for the two of you.”

“It’s not just that, Josh.”

I looked across at Carrie. I didn’t know she and Don had been listening to us.

“Sure, we fuck like rabbits for weeks after a sexual play session with another couple but we also come away from it, knowing ourselves and each other better. In lots of ways, the relationship deepens.” Carrie popped a cracker and cheese into her mouth.

“Maybe I’m dumb but I don’t get that.” Don’s eyebrows were questions marks when he looked at her.

“For us, we found out each other’s fantasies and did them. I was surprised to find that Carrie got turned on by the idea of a gang bang. I was even more surprised to find how juiced up it got me, watching and participating.” Josh grinned at Carrie and then looked at Don.

I sat perfectly still, holding my breath, digesting not only the food but Josh’s words. A gang bang? And the way he’d said it…so casually as if he’d just stated her preference for cherries over apples. But another part of me, the part exposed between spread thighs felt a pulse of lust. I looked at Carrie, picturing her curvy body and a gang of guys lined up to fuck her. What would that be like?

Don’s eyes were like ping pong balls darting from Carrie to Josh. After the initial shock, his hand rose, fingers toying with her nipple. “You liked that?”

Carrie leaned forward and took the last of the cold cuts and held it in her hand as she regarded Don. “Did you like the threesome with that woman and Sara? I mean when they turned their attention to you? That was a fantasy, right?”

“Well, yeah.” His mouth pulled to the side.

“If you had done that with just any two women, would it have been nearly the fun as it was when Sara was part of it?” She popped the food into her mouth and rubbed her hands together, brushing the crumbs away.

I jerked upright and leaned forward. “I would have killed him if he’d done that without me.”

His gaze turned to me. “I’d never. If you recall, it was YOU Ginny was attracted to—“

My eyes flashed at him. “And when she wanted to get together without you, what did I say? NO.”

Josh raised his hand, palm outward. “That’s another point--the fact that you play together and only when you’re together. Also, as you’re going to soon learn, Don, in this game, women call the shots. Of course we each can veto, but when it comes to stretching limits, it’s Carrie who gives the green light.”

As I sat pondering his words, I shook my head and started to laugh. “I’m not laughing at you but it’s kind of odd. When I first got interested in the lifestyle, I thought that it was pretty free-wheeling, no holds barred, sex. But really, there are rules…lots of rules, aren’t there?” I turned to Josh and noticed the corners of his lips also twitch, about to smile.

Carrie chortled, “We sometimes think of it as carrying a can of gasoline with a lit cigarette in your mouth. It’s fun but if there wasn’t complete communication and… respect between a couple—what you could refer to as ‘rules’, then it can blow up in your face.” She leaned forward and lifted the tray in her hands.

Josh cleared his throat and added, “That’s why we gave you time to touch base with each other about a full swap. When you came in, you said you were just going to do soft swing, and then you changed your mind. We just wanted to make sure, YOU were sure about that.” He stroked my thigh and gave it a little squeeze.

Carrie stood up and set the tray on the dresser. “And if you have second thoughts, that’d okay too. Isn’t it Josh, even though I know you’re dying to fuck Sara.”

I looked at Don, silently touching base, reading his face. He gave a small nod and smile which I was only too happy to return. There was one thing Carrie and Josh didn’t have right in this scenario. Because it was the first time Josh would see me with another guy, HE had first right of refusal.

Carrie stepped back to the bed and stood next to Don. He turned to her and nuzzled into her breasts. The last glance, before Josh folded me in his arms was Don’s lips sucking her button-like nipple into his mouth.


9: If You Think This Was Hot…
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A shiver of delight raced through my body when Josh’s mouth pressed into the curve of my neck. My hands raced over his bare back, feeling the taut muscles under his satin skin.

Now that Don and I had affirmed that we were each eager to step into this new decadent level of eroticism—full swap—every cell in my body responded. Josh’s tongue was hot on my skin, the scent of his cologne, the scrape of his rough beard on the tender skin of my neck, his hands on my breasts, fingers toying with my nipples…oh God, it was licentious.

There was a rustle of cloth and longing sigh and I glimpsed Don and Carrie easing down on the bed to lie next to us. The top of his head was next to my elbow as he lowered to lathe and suckle her breast. Slender, manicured fingers massaged through his hair and she sighed.

There was no jealousy, only joy and desire as I watched them.

The view of my husband and Carrie was blocked for a few moments, when Josh moved his body farther down the bed to grasp my knees and pull my legs apart, kneeling between them. His cock was turgid, thick and dark except for the lighter helmet head. I gasped and pushed my legs farther apart, unable to take my eyes from it and willing it forward. I glanced at his face, the parted full lips and eyes focused on my pussy.

“Fuck me…” It was a whispered plea that I breathed.

“Not yet.” He smiled and before I knew it, his hands were under my ass lifting me. He bent over to kiss my mons and lower...

“Ah God, that’s good.” I strained forward, raising my head to watch his tongue extend and flick quickly over my clit, sending thrills to my very fingertips.

Carrie’s leg brushed against mine and I glanced over. Don’s hand circled his thick shaft, guiding it to Carrie’s opening. I smiled and reached for her breast, scraping my fingernail on the nipple.

“Oh yeah…” She moaned as Don thrust deep into her.

Josh licked my pussy in long slow movements, still with tongue extended. It was all so fucking raunchy and hot, watching my guy fuck a sexy woman right next to me while her husband ate me out—sinful and sensual.

Carrie’s hand slithered behind my neck and she pulled me down onto her, kissing me deeply. The kiss joined us all. A picture of the four of us flashed in my mind, spurring me on, so caught up in the lust, to open my mouth wider, my tongue dancing with hers.

My breath was almost a pant, coming fast as Josh worked me over with his tongue. I broke the kiss and reached for him, fingernails digging into his meaty shoulder for him to stop. He had me close to orgasm but that wasn’t what I wanted, not this way. Oh God, I needed a thick hard cock filling me, pounding and grinding.

His face lifted and his lips, wet and glistening parted in an open smile as he rose above me. His hand grasped his cock and he pressed it against my opening. I couldn’t wait for him to push and clasped my legs hard around his ass and pulled him into me.

OHFUCKOHFUCKOHFUCK. My eyes squeezed shut as he stretched and filled my cunt. It was delicious and just a little different from Don’s cock.

My clit was one more being played with and I opened my eyes. It was Carrie. She’d twisted her body, reaching to touch me as only a woman can while her husband drove into me. Oh fuck, I gasped and reached for her pussy as well.

“That’s right. Oh fuck, that hot watching you play with each other…” Josh eased in and out of me slowly, savoring the sight.

I looked at Don, only to find him mirroring Josh’s gaze, a total turn on watching Carrie and me.

Her fingers whirred on my clit….the sensation may not have been as intense as the vibrator in the strap-on but with Josh’s cock thrusting deep into me…it was waaay better. I was close to coming and wanted to ride the crest of this wave of lust. I focused on Carrie, rubbing her clit with a fury. Don pumped into her faster now, his groin brushing my finger with each inward thrust.

Josh’s fingers dug into my hip, pulling me onto him harder, his cock deep inside. My muscles clenched his shaft as the first tsunami of pleasure flooded through my body.

“Oh God, your cock is so good….fuck me!” The scream of lust from my mouth, lascivious carnality, primal in my need echoed in the room, drowning out the heavy breathing of my bedmates. I arched forward…felt the swell of the deep, fat cock in my cunt as he spurted hot cum, again and again.

Don’s groan following, the slap of his thighs and balls against Carrie’s pussy…her breath hissing through clenched teeth…Oh God, it was wanton and so deliciously erotic, the four of us fucking next to each other, Carrie and my hands caressing each other’s body.

One final thrust deep inside, his face loose, eyes half closed with lust watching me and Carrie and Josh collapsed onto me, his breath a fast pant in my ear. I could feel our hearts pounding together as we drifted down from the pinnacle of pleasure.

I strained sideways to kiss his ear, my hand softly rubbing his shoulder.   “Oh fuck, that was so good.”

“You’re not kidding.” He slid his hand between us and groped for my breast, filled his hand with my flesh, kneading and rolling it gently.

“Josh, darling?” Carrie’s voice was just above a whisper.

He strained up and looked over at her, a warm smile on his lips. “Yes, dear?”

“We just HAVE to share Don and Sara with the gang.” She looked up at Don, his torso propped up by his elbows gazing from her face to mine. She wrinkled her nose and grinned. “You will love them. If you think this was hot, wait till there’s a group of a dozen people, naked and horny. “

The look on her face was so open and cute that I ran my finger along her lips, reaching up follow the caress with a light kiss. “If they’re anywhere as sexy and nice as you and Josh, I…” I turned my head to see Don, nodding and smiling at me. “We’d love to meet them.”


10: It’s That Obvious?
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A swingers’ club?” I shook my head and grinned as we drove the following night to the club Carrie and Josh had suggested. It was located on the outskirts of the city, in an industrial park of all places!  I’d never been in this section of the city, never had any reason to.

“Oh my God, I hear you. Here I am, in my forties driving to a sex club, with a hard on like I was some kind of teenager or something.” He reached over and grasped my hand in his, turned to me before he spoke. “How’s this for living on the wild side? I mean…we both agreed to try some new stuff and last night was over the moon with Josh and Carrie.” He grinned and slapped his palm on the steering wheel. “But yeah, here were about to enter a sex club!”

“Who would believe it? And shopping this afternoon…Now wearing a dress that’s so revealing that if I bend the wrong way, everything south of the equator is going to show. It’s crazy but…FUN!” I squeezed his hand and scrunched my shoulders, tapping my feet on the floorboard—as close to a happy dance as I could manage n the confines of the car.

“Well, you wanted crazy fun.” He wheeled into a large parking lot, brightly lit, next to a low building with a colorful neon sign, ‘The O Zone’. “We’re here, Sara.”

Oh my God. This was it. I watched a couple emerge from their car and walk hand in hand across the lot and into the building. They were in winter coats, and from the height of her heels in the dark boots she wore, it was a good thing he held her hand.

Would I know anyone, aside from Josh and Carrie,…anyone from work? I held my breath and glanced over at Don. This was a taste of what I’d wanted after the ordeal with the lump, but now that it was here, I couldn’t stop the bolt of fear that shot through my tummy. If we’d done nothing more than the hot session with Josh and Carrie, I’d have been happy, felt that I’d tasted life on the wild side.

My eyes were wide staring at the door to the place. Just twenty feet away was a world where people danced and celebrated their sexiness, at least that’s how Carrie had put it. And she would know! When we entered we’d be part of that crowd. But using the term ‘that crowd’ wasn’t right. They were just ordinary people like us, people with kids, jobs, mortgages. The only difference was how they approached sex.

It seemed after talking to Josh and Carrie, after the wild bout of swapping, that sex to them was just another aspect to their needs in life. You need food and sure meat, vegetables and fruit would satisfy you but delicious chocolate ice cream was also a treat you shouldn’t miss out on. And this was a treat as well. One that both Don and I would share and talk about afterwards—the memory stirring us even when we weren’t here.

“Ready? Or are you having second thoughts because if you are, that’s okay too. We’ll still be good and can go home and have all kinds of raunchy sex, just the two of us.” Don’s voice was gentle, breaking my reverie.

“No. I’m in. I was just considering all this. It’s been a whirlwind and I think I’m just getting my head around it.” I grinned at him as I reached for the door handle. “Josh and Carrie are in there and they’re nice. Oh my God, Don! If their friends are half as nice, we may end up in an orgy, can you believe that!”

He put his hand on my arm, stopping me. “Sara, this is about us. Last night was incredibly hot but the best thing was watching how turned on you were by Carrie…and Josh.” He shook his head and rolled his eyes. “That’s something I never thought would happen…me getting hot watching another guy fuck you.”

“I KNOW!” I leaned over and kissed him, bringing my hand onto his crotch. Oh yeah, he had a chubby all right. “It’s so weird. If that chick in the grocery store, Joanne or whatever her name was, came on to you like Carrie, I’d have been pissed as all get out. But, it was different seeing you with Carrie. I mean she was totally no threat to…to US. It made me happy watching you enjoy sex with her. I mean, happy for you.”

“Okay then, let’s get in there and make you happy!” He kissed my lips lightly and grinned.

“Not too happy!” I gave his arm a sharp jab. “Remember who calls the shots. Josh said women, so you’d better make sure I’m okay with whoever you want to make me happy with.”

“That goes for me too, doll. I don’t want your head turned by some twelve inch, young stud…ruining you for sex with me.”

I smiled sweetly at him. “It would never happen. Twelve inches would hurt.”

He laughed and got out of the car, came around to open my door for me.

I looked up into his eyes as I swung my legs out and took his hand. God he was such a good looking guy with the dark hair and swarthy complexion. In the dark wool top coat, so wide at the shoulders and with his height, there’d be women there who’d cream their jeans to get next to him, or more accurately, under him. If he had any restrictions about me with younger, well hung men, well maybe I wouldn’t feel so good about him boffing a young chicklett. But that was something I’d never have to worry about. In this lifestyle the uterus ruled.

We walked arm in arm to the entrance and he held the door for me. The beat of a popular song filled my ears while ahead of me was a tall counter, behind which stood a dark haired, pretty woman. “Hi. Welcome to the O Zone. First time?”

“Is it that obvious?” Don laughed and we walked up to the counter. She smiled and her gaze took both of us in.

“Actually, are you with Josh and Carrie? They gave me a head’s up that a new couple—“

“Guilty. That’s us. So they must be here already.” I started to unbutton my coat watching her slide a form in front of Don.

“Yup. They usually sit near the back, overlooking the dance floor.” She looked at Don and handed a pen to him. “We just need you to fill this out. It lists some of the rules but I think Josh will fill you out on that. Basically it’s all about respect—no touching other people unless they give permission—and discretion.” She turned to me and once more flashed a perfect white smile, so warm and friendly, at me. “The coat rack is over there.” …pointing to the left where a long rack of coats were hung, “just make yourself at home.”

I hung up my coat, removed my winter boots and slid the high heels from the bag I had brought. After I slipped my feet into them, Don appeared at my side. He removed his coat and took my hand, leading me through the wide entranceway into the main room. Most of the small high tables were already occupied with laughing and chatting people. A long, colorful bar area to the left was also flanked with mostly guys waiting to be served.

Oh God, if I thought my dress, bordered on stripper-wear, it was nothing to the get-ups of other women! A laughing brunette turned to give me the once-over, glossy ruby lips smiling appreciatively, eyes lingering on the low neckline and river of cleavage my scant red dress made no attempt to cover. She wore a sequined top, that hugged her body, the neck line cut in a V that surely must have just missed her naval. The curve of her bare breasts hung loose and inviting, the fabric managing to cover her nipples. The hem of the leather skirt she wore ended just below her crotch, topping long shapely bare legs.

“Would you like me to get us a couple of drinks and then we’ll try to find Josh and Carrie?” Don touched my elbow but his eyes trailed after an Asian woman who passed by us. She glanced at him and flashed a flirty smile, before walking away, the curve of her butt cheek in the short dress, a final smile.

“Yes, please.” My eyes were like big marbles, hell almost baseballs really, watching him and grinning.

When he left my side I stared at the throng of people—guys in tight pants, white shirts casually open enough to highlight dark chests, blatantly checking me out and smiling. And it wasn’t just the men! Women, dressed in short sexy dresses, low cut to showcase the swell of their breasts, in evening makeup and pretty also gave me the eye.

It was flattering and also exhilarating. I pulled my shoulders back, lifting the girls, my best asset if I did say so myself. Hell, when in Rome, as they say.

A hand on my shoulder followed by a quick buss on the cheek and Josh stood next to me. “Sara! You look great. Where’s Don?”

Josh’s blue eyes roamed from my face to the tips of my high heeled shoes. His grin and the look in his eyes were a welcome sight. I let out a deep breath unaware I’d been holding it as I took in the groups of people. “He’s at the bar.” I lifted my hand and pointed to the left, half-way down the line of people.

A distinguished looking man, probably in his mid sixties, turned from the bar holding two amber colored drinks and joined a woman with silver hair framing a face that was still pretty, despite the deep lines that extended from the corners of her eyes and bordered her mouth. She wore a somewhat more conservative black dress, the hemline just above her knees. But the way she carried herself, so erect and confident, left no doubt she was a woman who loved life and enjoyed being at the club with her husband.

When the older couple wandered away, two young couples could be seen, obviously good friends from the easy laughter and the way the women clasped each other’s hands, their eyes and smiles bright as they chatted.

Josh must have been watching me, completely aware of what was going through my mind. “It’s a real mix, isn’t it, although most people are in their thirties and forties.”

My hand flew to my chest and I leaned in to him. “Yeah. I guess I didn’t expect that, although to be truthful, I wasn’t sure what I expected. It’s amazing—the sexiness, people flaunting their bodies. I mean, the women.”

My eyes left his as I watched another couple drift by. For the most part the men and women I’d seen were slender and fit, but this couple were heavier. She was a busty blonde with a round protruding tummy above curvy and wide steerage. Her silver stockinged legs seemed to shimmer and flash as she walked beside her husband. She was certainly no Vogue model but she was confident, exuding feminine sexuality, all luscious curves and softness.

Don turned from the bar, two drinks of vodka in his hand. His face gleamed when he saw Josh standing next to me. “Hi. This is quite a place, wow.”

“I’m glad you came. C’mon, Carrie and the gang are at a table near the dance floor.” He smiled and led the way, threading through the people who lined the bar area and then to what was like a corridor bordering the dance floor. A few couples and two women danced closely to the song that had changed to a slow sultry beat. My eyes flew open wider when I spied the brass pole at the edge of the area—a stripper pole! I grinned and shook my head. THAT might be fun to try after a few drinks.

Along the walkway where Josh led us, were sofas and overstuffed chairs, small conversation areas where people could enjoy the view on the dance floor. A man in a dark suit was seated on one, his hand high on the woman draped over him. They kissed, hands exploring each other’s bodies, totally oblivious of the people around them. But, on second thought, considering the warm sensation in my pussy watching them, they were very aware of their behavior and surroundings. 

Josh was almost at the back of the large room when he turned and stepped up to an elevated area. The lighting was low but arcs of colored lights flashed from the mirrored ball hanging above the dance area. He stopped and turned, extending his arm in a welcome gesture to Don and I. I stepped forward to see a group of eight people sitting at a large table. Carrie was there, her hair falling to the side when she stood and threw her arms around me, kissing my lips in a warm welcome.

She put her hands on my shoulders and held me away from her body for a few moments, smiling as her eyes roamed over my dress. “Very nice. We’re going to have such fun tonight. But first, let me introduce you to everyone.”

She moved to the side and my jaw dropped, heart in my mouth at who was sitting there.


11: Oh No!
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Oh my God. Dani, from work! Holy fuck it was my worst fear of coming here, to find a co-worker. We stared at each other in horror for what seemed an endless length of time. Beside me, Carrie was pointing and prattling off names—Sylvia…husband Byron, Keith. When she came to Dani, I put my hand on her arm stopping her.

Her head spun to look at me, eyebrows pulled together questioning.

“Ah…Dani and I know each other.” My mouth was suddenly dry and I’d have given anything for that drink in Don’s hand. The whole table of people stared at me and glanced at Dani.

She stood up and took a big breath, her eyebrows arching upward. “Sara?”

Beside me, Carrie muttered an, ‘Oh my…” and looked at Josh.

Don stepped to my other side, his arm brushing against mine, immediately protective from the stern look on his face. “Sara, we can leave if you’d like.” His words were soft and low.

I shook my head, my eyes never leaving Dani’s. She took a few steps past another blond, busty woman—Sylvia?—and stood in front of me.

“Sara, this is awkward but I guess…for me…sooner or later, it was bound to come up. What happens at the O Zone, stays at the O Zone. I’ll never say a word and even though I don’t know you all that well…”

This was true. We worked for a large insurance company, in different departments. Sure we knew each other’s names, said ‘hi’ when we passed each other in the halls or lunchroom but really, we’d never had a conversation. She’d always seemed nice enough, a little overdone perhaps in the make-up and dresses she wore…and now I understood why.

“I know. I don’t gossip. I hate gossip so you don’t have anything to worry about on that score. But…”

Dani wore a loose neck top, cut low to expose the top half of her breasts, actually a pair of breasts that were stupendous in their large perfection. Her waist was tiny and hips and ass generous. She was gorgeous but there was no way, I wanted to have anything to do with her sexually. And that went for Don as well.

“Gotcha. There’re lots of people here and I can’t see us together.” She turned to smile at, a guy handsome in a rugged kind of way, sitting next to the seat she’d vacated. “This is my husband Keith.” She turned and shrugging her shoulders, smiled at the group of people sitting quietly, watching our interchange.

Carrie placed her arm over my shoulder and motioned to an empty couple of chairs at the table. “Have a seat. C’mon…” Her eyes flitted around the table as I stood, unsure whether to sit or make some excuse and escape. These people were all friends, had known each other for a while and it was Don and I who were the new kids.

‘It’s okay, really. Please join us Sara.” The smile that Dani flashed me was wide and sincere; the nervous awkwardness of the moment seemed to have passed as far as she was concerned.

Despite the jittery feeling, I shot a smile at Don and stepped past Carrie to the chair. The woman I sat next to, Sylvia, placed her hand on mine and gave a gentle squeeze. “Carrie and Josh said lots of nice things about you. I’m so glad you came tonight.” Her gaze into my eyes was soft, and the tone of her voice was totally genuine.

Like Dani, she was a buxom blonde, a little older than me, perfectly turned out in a light blue satin sheath that accentuated her hair and alabaster skin tone. But more than her stunning beauty, the warmth and empathy of her facial expression eased any trepidation I felt about joining the table.

“Sara, we’ve been in the Lifestyle for a while and this is only the second time I’ve ever seen this happen.” The man sitting next to Sylvia, Byron, leaned forward, his dark eyes twinkling with merriment. “Trust me, the other time worked out fine.” He peered at Sylvia, his mouth pulled to the side in a quirky grin. “Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

Her eyebrows lifted as she nodded agreement.

I glanced to Don, only to see that he was turned to the side, talking quietly to Carrie.

“Would you like to dance, Sara?” Josh stood behind Carrie and extended his hand for me to join him.

My heart jumped at the prospect. Sure Sylvia and her husband were nice and even Dani seemed more at ease but still, leaving the table at that moment, was a relief. I stood up and edged past Don and Carrie.

The song playing had a slow, heady beat and Josh folded his arms around me, his hand resting on the curve of my lower back. Beside us, two women danced or more accurately, kissed as their bodies pressed and rolled against each other. Their hands languidly explored, from the curve of breasts to the swell of plush behinds, tugging hems up, cupping and squeezing flesh.

It was hypnotizing watching them, the spell only broken when Josh pulled my hips closer to press the bulge of his cock into my tummy. His lips were on my neck, softly skimming up to end at the fold of my ear. “That was so fucking hot last night.” He slowed our movements to a halt, grinding harder into me.

Oh God, the thought of his cock pounding deep into me the night before and the proximity of it right then, had me warm and wet. His breath on my ear and the sensuous music was really getting to me. I slipped my hand down, slithering between us to clutch his cock, all hard and moist in the tight fabric of his pants.

Warm breath and lips pressed my other ear. “I’m stealing your hubby for a dance.” I turned to Sylvia’s face, and smiled when she kissed me.

Her fingers clasped Don’s hand as he stood behind her. He wore a smile but his eyes silently questioned, staring at me.

It was almost imperceptible, the tiny nod of approval I signaled to him. When I turned to her, I grinned. “Just a dance?”

Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped, gazing at me with approval. “Not if I can help it.” Her other hand lowered to my ass and she gave it a gentle swat. As she turned away into Don’s arms I heard her say, “I LIKE the way she thinks!”

My hand on Josh’s crotch must have emboldened him because his fingers slipped inside the low neckline of my dress to cup and roll my breast in the palm of his hand. I sighed and pulled at his cock, deliberated about lowering the zipper of his pants but thought better of it. Maybe later…

The sexuality and eroticism of the dance floor was palpable, with couples undulating, hands caressing freely, mouths murmuring sighs between kisses. I watched Don’s hands cup the soft full cheeks of Sylvia’s ass, her hands stroking his neck, arms and back before claiming his buttocks in fingers spread wide and hard.

With not a beat missed, the song changed to a fast number. The energy level on the dance floor became euphoric when the lyrics became recognizable. ‘Fuck You Like an Animal’? Oh yeah. That epitomized the atmosphere.

Josh spun me around, his fingers digging into my hips, while his hips pumped in rhythm against my bum. The raw, suggestive words were intoxicating, blowing any hidden cobwebs of inhibition asunder. I bent at the waist, made my ass a willing target; my hands pushed through my hair, pushing it up and out, as brazen as any pin-up girl.

More bodies crowded onto the floor and I caught a glimpse of Dani with Byron. Her arms dangled over his wide shoulders as they stared into each other’s eyes, hips in his hands rolling seductively to the beat.

My lips parted, breath air-locked in my throat for a moment as I watched them. The way they looked at each other and the easy sensuality of their dance spoke volumes in terms of mutual attraction, yet over-riding this was deep friendship.  I smiled and gave my head a slight shake. It made sense that friends who had seen each other naked, shared the greatest intimacies would HAVE to be closer than friends who hadn’t.

A flash of a shapely thigh caught my eye and I glanced to the side. Sylvia was lowering her body, her legs scissored around Don’s thigh, rubbing her pussy down the length to his knee. My eyes widened and my ass paused in pressing back against Josh. It was like seeing a cat in heat brush her body against a Tom’s, a salacious lure to copulate. There was a fresh sharp tingle in my clit at the sheer wantonness of her body and smile; how was Don managing to control himself?

His lips were parted, eyes narrow, full of longing as he watched and felt her caress on his thigh.

A flash of them naked, her riding his cock, engorged with it, caused another warm thrill to pulse between my legs. I reached to touch his crotch and smiled when he looked into my eyes. When I winked at him, he grinned and pulled Sylvia hard onto his thigh. It looked like he got the message, loud and clear.

The song ended and I felt Josh give a final hard thrust, his firm crotch lingering for a beat against my ass before he gripped my hand and twirled me into his arms. He gave me a quick kiss on the lips and taking my hands, placed them in Byron’s. My mouth gaped for a moment as I saw him walk away, but Byron’s dark eyes caught me, like a fly in a spider’s web.

“May I?” His voice was like deep dark chocolate, hands firm and warm… I melted into his arms as a slow song started up.

From the corner of my eye I saw Josh and Dani kiss while swaying to the beat.

My smile widened, warmth filling my body to my fingertips. What a great group of people, close friends with benefits. Would we become part of that? The thing with Dani, working at the same company…surely there was a way around that.

I looked up into Byron’s eyes. He wasn’t as tall as Josh or Don but I fit his body in a comfortable way. “So this has happened before for you…meeting someone you knew at the club?”

His mouth pulled to the side in a knowing, quirky grin revealing dazzling white teeth--or maybe it was because his skin was swarthy, almost Italian hue.  “Yes. When I, like you and Dani, was part of the corporate world. Now, I work from home, thanks to the internet.”

His hand stroked my back and I was conscious of his cologne, a sweet musky smell infusing my senses. I took a breath and spoke. “It was someone you worked with? Not Sylvia?”

“It was actually a man I was friends with. Sylvia and I had been in the lifestyle for a year or so and then out of the blue, Ned and his wife showed up here one night.” He smiled and pulled me in closer as he maneuvered us to the edge of the floor.

“At first it was awkward but we had some drinks together, swore absolute secrecy and ended up fucking next to each other at the end of the evening. Eventually we did full swap. We were great friends, even went to Hedonism with them.”

“So do you still see them? Are they here?” I glanced to the area bordering the dance floor, filled with people sharing drinks and laughter.

“We see them a couple times a year.”

At my puzzled look, he grinned and continued. “Ned got transferred. They live in another city now.” His hand rose to push a few locks of hair from my cheek and tucked them behind my ear. His head tilted to the side and his face became thoughtful. “I think you and Dani will work this out. She and Keith are very dear friends…and very discreet. Once you get to know them, in this milieu, you’ll see. But take it slow…whatever is in your comfort zone.”

The look in his eyes, his angular face with the strong jaw line and fullness of his lips when he smiled made my knees weak. But it wasn’t just the masculine sexuality that oozed from his being, there was a friendly, caring warmth to him. Without thought, I surprised even me when my head tilted up and I reached to kiss him.  It was a soft brush of lips, light as the touch of a feather, mouth slightly open inviting more. Hell, not inviting— I was begging for more.

His hand on my back slipped lower, rested on the curve before the swell of my ass. He pressed, pulling me closer and kissing me harder, his tongue slipping into my mouth. Oh God, the hardness of his cock, a thick rod of steel against my lower belly…I tugged at the damp muscle on the back of his neck, closed my lips on his tongue, sucked at his mouth like a hungry lamb on its mother’s teat.

We stopped moving and just stood together kissing, bodies pressed tightly. Just as Don’s face had revealed how much he’d enjoy fucking Sylvia, my own lust for Byron was evident in my mouth, my hips rocking upward to feel his hardness on my clit. I pulled away from his mouth and gasped, heart thundering in my chest.

His lips were on my ear, in my hair, on my neck, words muffled in my skin. “Oh Jesus, I want to fuck you.” His lips nibbled mine, breath hot and fast on my cheek. “Sylvia’s dying to fuck Don.”

I pulled back from him, sucking air, legs now rubbery, hands still clutching his neck and shoulders. “I …I need to talk to him. Make sure.”

The music throbbed while people undulated to the beat, their actions more in tune with the bedroom than a dance floor. A touch on my shoulder and fingers sliding down my waist before a woman’s voice was breathing words into my ear.

“Dance with me.”

I knew it was Sylvia even before I turned to look into her smoldering eyes. Her smile was enigmatic as she took my hand and started walking to the other side of the floor. Oh my God, what was she up to? I held my breath and glanced over my shoulder at Byron and Don. There was a big grin on Byron’s face and his hand was on Don’s shoulder urging him to follow.

The pole! I watched her step nimbly to the platform that surrounded the brass phallic symbol. She held her hand on its surface, stepping to the edge of the riser, beckoning me to join her with a crooked finger. Around me people had slowed in their dancing to cast sidelong looks at us, smiling encouragement.

“Go for it! Grab that brass ring.” Don’s words and his broad smile when I turned to face him, did the trick.

I grinned and shrugged my shoulders, bouncing up to stand in front of Sylvia. We were about the same height, so it was with ease that she leaned into me and kissed my lips. Her hand pushed my shoulder as she stepped to the side and into me, pressing my back against the cool surface of the pole.

She grasped my hands and lifted them above my head, holding them tightly on the smooth surface. Her other hand grazed my cheek, slithering down my neck, to my shoulders until she cupped my breast, all the while smiling into my eyes.

The room and people faded in the power of her eyes gazing at my lips, lowering to the bare flesh of my breast above her hand. Her head tilted to the side and her tongue slowly rolled over her lower lip. I was raw, vulnerable to anything she would do to me—and aching for her to do it. Her hand over mine, high on the pole jerked hard once and I knew she wanted me to keep them there. I stood waiting, my eyes focused on her face.

She placed both hands on my breasts and kissed the curve of my neck. Then a coolness over my chest as the tip of her tongue dragged lower…lower still along the swell of my breast. I gulped air and heaved my chest forward, willing her to continue.

Instead she pulled back while her hand slipped along my waist to the curve of my hip. With a slow rolling movement of her hips, lowering her body with feline grace, knees bending slowly until her mouth was level with my mons... The top of her golden head and then hot pressure on my pelvis as she pushed into me…oh my God a jolt of lust flooded my pussy… Her face turned upward, eyes saucy as she gripped the fabric of my dress between her teeth.

Her fingertips trailed up the inside of my thigh to the dampness of my panties. Oh Jesus, yes…please. I gasped when she pushed the thin strip of cloth aside and touched me. My foot thrust to the side and I arched into her, my mouth open, eyes staring at the ceiling…waiting…waiting.

“Ohhhhh…” It was a mewl that gushed from my lips as her finger circled my hot button of lust…dipping lower through swollen aching pussy lips to press into me softly. Her finger was slippery and slick when she touched my clit once more, flicking it quickly a few times. My hips took on a life of their own as I pumped onto her finger, eyes closed in pleasure.

And then it was gone.

I looked down and saw her rise and step to the back of the pole. Her hand on my shoulder tugged gently, urging me to turn and face her. As I moved I noticed her leg rise up sideways, pelvis connecting with the hardness of the pole. She pulled my head forward, cheek grazing the cool cylinder and she kissed me, lips barely touching, tongue dancing with mine. Her hands roamed down my back and scooped the hem of my dress up, exposing ass cheeks separated only by the thing string of panties.

My heart beat hard with desire for more…to touch and explore her body…opulent breasts threatening to overflow the satin fabric of her dress. My hand slid slowly down the pole, onto her shoulder and down. Oh God, her breast filled my hand but it wasn’t enough. My fingers slithered under the fabric and onto her warm silky flesh—silky until they found the pebbled hard surface of her nipple.  My mouth fairly watered at the thought of kissing her there.

The sound of applause broke the spell and I pulled back, mouth slack looking at the other people on the dance floor as if seeing them for the first time. Oh God, I was so horny for this to keep going—the pole dance with Sylvia to become a horizontal mambo.

“Holy fuck, that was hot.” Don’s voice broke through the clapping when he stepped closer. The look in his eyes, total awe was the best compliment for my sexiness that he’d ever given me.

Sylvia stepped off the platform and into Byron’s arms. As I stepped down, I noticed her whisper something in his ear and then a smiling communication passed between them before they left the dance floor arm in arm.

Don’s arms were around me and his lips whispered into my ear. “Fuck, you are a sexy thing. Let’s go and finish our drinks. I need to cool down before I blow my load right here on the dance floor.”

I grasped his hand, halting his footsteps. “Byron and Sylvia want to play with us. Hell, let’s be honest, they want to fuck us.” I looked up into his eyes, searching for the answer I already knew in my bones.

“I’m okay with it if—“

“I’m so there, honey.” The words gushed from my mouth before I kissed his lips.

He took my hand, weaving through the other couples on the dance floor, leading me back to the table.


12: ‘Oh My Fucking…’
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When we got there, only Byron and Sylvia were present.

“Where’d everyone go?” I looked from Sylvia to Byron’s dark, twinkling eyes, as I took a seat next to her.

“Well it IS a swinger’s club and when in Rome…” Her hand slid up my leg, stopping just short of my crotch.

My heart jumped into my throat and my eyes widened. “You mean…already?”

Byron leaned forward, across Sylvia’s ample chest and grinned. “I think it was the erotic pole dance between you and Sylvia. I wouldn’t be surprised if the dance floor cleared pretty soon.”

My cheeks blazoned and I shook my head, returning his smile. I wasn’t used to getting such overt sexual compliments…especially not from a guy I’d just met and one so fucking good looking. I took a long cool drink of the icy vodka, basking all the while.

“Sara and I…we’d like to—“

“Fuck our brains out?” Sylvia’s voice was light and sweet, her eyes batting, mimicking an old fashioned flirtatious floozy.

Don grinned and put his arm over the back of my chair, but I noticed his fingertips grazing her bare shoulder. Meanwhile, I looked sideways into Byron’s eyes.

“Let’s finish our drinks and then what say we…“ Byron’s eyebrows were twigging up and down suggestively as he grinned at Don and me.

That was all Don and I needed. I turned to look at him and smiled before we both chugged our drinks.

Sylvia patted my thigh and leaned closer to speak softly into my ear. “How about we go to the ladies room first?”

My stomach tightened for a moment before I turned to look into her eyes. Did she want to ‘chat’ with me first, establish some sort of ground rules…or God forbid, call this off? “Sure.”

She rose and stepped away from the table, me following at her heels. As she walked in front of me I couldn’t help admiring the sway of her hips above shapely legs. Her shoulders were squared, head held high. If I thought Carrie was confident in her sexuality, Sylvia fairly flaunted it. More than a few men and women smiled appreciatively as she flounced by.

We entered the washroom and finished tinkling. When we stood next to each other at the sinks, washing our hands and hen applying fresh lipstick, she turned to me again. Her gaze was soft, trailing from my lips to my breasts. “You’re sure about full swap, right? I mean, Carrie told us that you were but you ARE new to the lifestyle. I just don’t want there to be— ”

I stepped into her and cut her words with a kiss. My hands rose to hold her high on her narrow waist, and I looked her straight in the eye. “We’re sure. Life is too short and we don’t have time to second guess. I love Don more than life itself and I can see how crazy you are about Byron.”

“You got that right! Oh Sara, just you wait. He’s a great lover.” She wrinkled her nose and grinned, her feet pattering a happy dance.

“Oh yeah? You just wait till Don’s fucking you! Your cervix hasn’t been punched till you’ve been with him.” The smile spread on my face, caught up in almost a schoolgirl anticipation.

Her hand cupped my cheek and she leaned in to kiss me softly, her smile now replaced by lips that were parted and soft. “I can hardly wait, but first I want to sample more of what we started on the dance floor.”

Oh fuck, my breath caught and my pussy warmed, full and ready for more of her caresses. As I kissed her sweet, candy apple lips, my hand drifted to knead her soft, supple breast.

When she pulled back, her cheeks had flushed pink, her breath hot and faster. “Let’s go.” She stepped away, fingers seeking my hand to pull me after her.

The door opened and there they were—Byron in all his dark, teasing sexuality and Don my blue-eyed Adonis standing behind him. Sylvia stepped into Byron’s arm and they led the way down an amber lit hallway and through a dark wooden door.

The sight of rows of lockers, flanked by low wooden benches met my eyes when I stepped inside. Sylvia motioned to an empty locker beside the one she and Byron stood before.

This was it. I gulped and looked at Don, saw the slight widening of his eyes before he took me by the arm to the spot she’d indicated. My fingers hooked into the hem of my dress and I lifted it over my head. Don paused, his shirt almost unbuttoned and took the dress from me. He slipped it on a hook inside the locker and I noticed his gaze flit to Sylvia.

I turned my head and my eyes widened seeing her. Oh my God, in the dress it had been evident that she had a great body but standing in the demi bra, filled to over-flowing with alabaster globes above a narrow waist, she was a knock out. She wore a garter belt, leg shimmering as she raised it to remove her high heel. But my eyes were drawn to the area below the lacy belt, a perfectly smooth bare V with just the merest hint of a cleft.

My body almost tingled watching her graceful movements as my fingers, shaking slightly, unhooked the clasp of my bra. Over her shoulder, Byron’s eyes met mine and he stepped back, the better to see me. Slowly, my lips forming an ‘O’, I exhaled when I saw the width of his shoulders, the firm pectoral muscles shadowed by fine dark hair that extended in the broad line down an abdomen that was almost washboard firm.

When the bra fell over my shoulders and arms, his smoldering gaze on my breasts caused a warm pleasant ache deep inside. There was no self conscious looking away from either of us—we both unabashedly feasted our eyes on each other’s bodies.

His fingers worked to loosen his belt buckle, slip the button of his trousers and then extend outwards, willing me with his dark eyes to finish the job.

I smiled and looked up at him through dark eyelashes, walking towards him. My breasts pressed into his chest, still watching his smile, the arousal in his eyes as my fingers slipped his zipper open. I pushed at the waistband of his pants, the back of my fingers brushing into smooth firm flesh, the hollow of his tight ass, thighs taut and corded with rock hard muscles.

When the pants were at his knees, my hands left them and wandered slowly up…coarse hair tickled my fingers until they closed around his cock. I held him softly at first, my touch tentative and wondering. He was thick, the ridges along the underside seeming to pulse in my hand. His lips curled at the edges in a knowing smile as he lifted his legs to step out of the pants.

Still, I gazed into his eyes, heart beating a drumbeat in my ears, barely breathing. When my fingertips slid to the indentation where his shaft met the helmet head, the tip of my tongue licked the inside of my upper lip. His eyes flickered for just a moment, sensing what I longed to do. Over the curve, the silky skin until my fingers toyed with the slit, the pearl of lust that appeared.

There was a rustle and movement to my left as Sylvia led Don through an archway, breaking the spell between Byron and me. He took my hand and we followed.

When I stepped through the doorway, there was a large dimly lit area, with curtained areas bordering the walls. To my right was a fireplace, flanked by leather sofas forming a conversation pit. In the centre of the room, on a large circular bed, a woman was spread eagled, only her torso raised, hands rolling up and down a rather tall guy’s cock that she licked and kissed. Meanwhile, between her legs the top of another man’s head bobbed as his mouth and tongue feasted on her pussy.

My mouth fell open and my breath stopped as I watched them. Oh my God, I’d never been in such a place. It was like something out of ‘Eyes Wide Shut’ but dirtier! Stroking and groping, fucking and sucking was happening all around me! Looking from bed to bed in the subtle light as I followed Byron I saw naked bodies in all sorts of combinations undulating over and under each other. Soft and subtle sounds of murmurs and bodies slapping gently filled the air.

This was a dream…

At Byron’s subtle nudge my feet began to move again, following Sylvia and Don. Almost at the end of the room, near the corner where an area the size of a king-sized bed was curtained closed, she stopped and turned to face me. With her finger she gestured to another cubicle of sorts.

It had two beds bordering each other but at differing heights. Pristine white sheets covered the surfaces, softly pillowed as I discovered when I placed my knee on one. She scooted by me to the centre of it and patted the area next to her, a smile on her lips. Easing back to lie down, she extended her arms, legs lolling open to reveal a glimpse of pussy.

I knee walked forward and fell into her arms, kissed her lips while my hands found her breasts. Her tongue darted into my mouth and flicked quickly over my tongue sending a shiver of delight to my clit, exactly what she had intended. Her fingers trailed over my back and her hand cupped my breasts rolling and kneading the flesh.

I could stand it no longer. I pulled away from her kiss and lowered my head until I could taste her nipple in my mouth, feel the hard nub of it against my tongue. She grasped me harder onto her breast and moaned. Her skin smelled faintly of coconut and a floral scent-jasmine? It was a wonderful, heady infusion that only added to the appeal of the sweet flesh.

My hand skimmed down the velvet softness of her torso, over the slight mound of her tummy to her smooth mons. I heard her sigh, felt her arch her pelvis up seeking my fingers. Her body was lush, an exotic dish to savor and explore.

With slow deliberation, despite the pounding of my heart and my wish to ravish every part of her, my forefinger slipped through the moist furrow of her pussy, gliding easily until I found it. Oh God, her clit was like the tip of her nipple, a firm little bud of pleasure that I stroked teasingly. My lips drew back in a smile when she gasped.

I rose up on my haunches, my mouth lazily trailing over her skin to join my hand. I glanced up for a moment, saw the small smile on her lips and eyes half closed in lust. Behind me, “oh yeah” but I couldn’t tell if it was Byron or Don who had sighed the words.

I placed my knee between Sylvia’s legs and eased down on the bed, bending lower, savoring the sight of her pussy, swollen female lips drawn back to expose dark burgundy folds of skin and the lighter pearl of pleasure. With just the tip of my tongue I circled the firm little kernel, inhaled a soapy smell overlaid with her musk. She bucked her hips harder onto my mouth and I felt her hand stroking my shoulder.

“Oh fuck that’s nice.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth, my tongue swirling over the surface, almost as turned on as she was.

“Oh God…” her head rose off the bed and I watched her eyes, saw her tongue slide suggestively over the fullness of her lower lip. “Let me do you too.” Her fingers dug into my arm, pulling me.

Once more I tucked my legs under me and rose, this time straddling her head between my knees. Below me, her pussy glistened from her arousal and my tongue. My fingers, spread her wide and I dipped my lips once more into the slippery nectar, lapping at her bud of please like it was some kind of sweet candy. And it was…

“Oh my fucking…” The jolt of pleasure from her hot mouth on my clit, her fingers deep inside me almost caused me to topple over. For a few beats I closed my eyes, my mouth gaping just above her pussy, giving in to the pleasure of her tongue, circling, sucking, licking my clit , her fingers pumping hard into me.

The arch of her hips up was the nudge that incensed my lust, to lick her once more, my forearms under her ass, fingers pushing into her cunt. Oh God, it was glorious… the heat deep inside, the wetness of her pleasure while feeling her beautiful, hungry mouth devouring my clit, her fingers arching to my G spot.

On and on it went and I had a hard time continuing my own tongue action as lascivious lust claimed my body. I panted and licked, on the verge of orgasm, hips grinding onto her mouth.

A hand lifted my hair off my cheek and there was a dip in the soft mattress as a muscular thigh was placed between Sylvia’s knees. I looked up, my eyes becoming transfixed on what seemed like a humongous cock, a hand stroking slowly the length, the upward turgidity unyielding.

I lifted my head to see Byron gazing down, his eyes focused on my mouth. I eased forward, my movement breaking contact of Sylvia’s lips on my cunt, but I don’t think she minded. From the corner of my eye I saw Don move toward her, probably the same thing on his mind as Byron.

His fingers threaded through my hair, urging me closer even as he himself shifted towards me, his hand now gripping the base of his cock. It was like a gift he was offering, his lips parted and hooded eyes meeting mine . Oh God, the head of it was thick, a mauve helmet with a pearly dribble of lust already seeping from the slit.

With mouth wide, I extended my tongue to taste him, tease more of the sweet saltiness from that iron rod. It was good and I wanted so much more! My hand rose to grip it, feel the pulsing ropey columns, crisscrossed with dark veins. My tongue rolled over the satin surface, circling the thick club end much like I had done to his wife. The thought of it—eating Syvlia’s sweet pussy and now the delightful shaft of her husband, thick and long as a polish sausage caused a moan to emerge as a rumble from my throat.

I dove onto it, my mouth wide, deeper and deeper, eyes watering until that fullness of the head grazed the back of my throat. Oh God. The last thing I wanted was the gag that followed as I withdrew. But his fingers massaging through my hair reassured me, gave me confidence to glance up to his face.

“It’s okay Baby. Relax, breath slowly. You can do it.” His words were soft murmurs followed by a small smile.

I moved my leg from the other side of Sylvia and hunkered close to Byron’s thighs. Maybe from this angle I’d be able to pay his gorgeous shaft the homage such a magnificent piece of masculinity it deserved. With a deep breath I moved forward and once more began the descent of my mouth, lips straining outward as my tongue swirled over the underside. The ‘ahhh’ that fell from his lips, fingers fisting in my hair were all that I needed. Lower and lower, his thickness almost in my throat, I breathed slowly, holding the base in my hand.

“Oh Jesus, that’s good. Yeah, take it all. Suck it.”

His words struck a chord deep inside, releasing the cock hungry bitch in me. My eyes rose to meet his as my lips touched the stubble of his groin. I did it! Slowly my movements reversed, letting the silky hardness of his rod slip from my throat, my mouth till my lips closed in a kiss at the slit. His breath was coming in short pants as once more I took him inside, deeper and deeper. I felt him arch forward straining to push his cock into my mouth faster. His face was a blur when my eyes watered but still I met his movement. It was like he was fucking my mouth, holding both hands on each side of my head. Oh yes. That thick cock moving in and out faster making my mouth his cunt.

With an arch forward, his hands on my head then pulled me away. I blinked twice to clear my eyes, my mouth still agape waiting for his direction.

“I need to fuck you now. Beside Sylvia, doggy style.” He moved to the side, holding his cock in the base of his hand waiting, his breath fast and shallow.

Oh God, it was primal, the look in his eyes. My clit pulsed in pleasure even as deep inside there was an aching longing. I needed that cock pounding into me, making me scream with animal lust. I turned and quickly scooted past Sylvia to position myself next to her, upper body resting on my elbows, ass held high, a willing target for Byron’s thick shaft.

Oh fuck, this was lewd and wild—the first time I’d been able to actually see what Sylvia and Don were up to. She had his cock in her hand, rubbing up and down as her mouth bobbed quickly taking it in. Meanwhile, he knelt, leaning to the side, his hand playing with her pussy. They both looked like they were just about ready to orgasm from the look in Don’s eyes, flitting from Sylvia’s lips on him to her cunt...and Sylvia’s small moans, her mouth working feverishly on his turgid, thick shaft.

Oh God, my cunt needed Byron. What was he doing back there? I arched my waist and wiggled my ass at him a few times. Still nothing.

“Tell me what you want Sara.” His voice was a growl that went through me to my core, almost making me shiver with excitement.

Oh my God. He wants me to TELL him? What about him? How can he stand not shoving his cock into such an inviting target?  “I need you inside me.” I spoke softly, watching Don pump into Sylvia’s mouth.

“Be specific and remember the magic word.”

I could almost hear the taunt in his voice, the smirk. FUCK! I thrust my ass backward, felt the knob of his cock before he pulled it to my ass cheek. So close….so horny for it….I exhaled loudly, ending with a moan, tears welling in my eyes.

“Put your Goddamned cock in my cunt you bastard!”

“Ughhhhhh…” He slammed his cock into me so hard that I almost collapsed onto the bed. But oh God, it stretched me, filled every fibre of my being almost to my throat.

His hand snaked under me, until his fingers were on my clit, rubbing it fast and soft. Oh my fucking…it was sooooo good. I gasped and tightened my cunt muscles, gripped him hard, savoring the fullness of his weapon. And yes, the way he’d thrust into me, it was a weapon. Why did this excite me so much?

“Fuck me hard and fast!” I turned my head sideways on the mattress. “Hit that cunt you fucker!” My voice was a raging growl.

Sylvia’s moan, her breath a hiss in flared nostrils filled my ears before once more Byron withdrew and nailed into my cunt again. This time I was ready and braced myself, even parried with my ass bouncing back against his hips. He ground deeper in short thrusts that were almost painful, striking places I never knew I had.

Don withdrew from Sylvia and joined Byron at the foot of the bed.  Sylvia’s body slid downward quickly as he pulled her ass higher onto his thighs. Her head rocked up as he thrust into her. A lecherous, fulfilled smile spread on her lips and her eyes closed for a moment, enjoying my husband’s cock.

I reached for her breast, held it in my hand before rolling the nipple between my thumb and forefinger. She turned her head and rose, propped up on her elbow, reaching for my mouth to kiss me.

As our tongues danced together, my right hip landed on the bed when Byron pushed me down. I broke the kiss and looked at him just in time to see him grasp the left knee and lift my leg high in the air. I’d never done it like that before—laying on my side, him straddling my leg, aiming his cock at my opening. The sensation of him entering me sideways….it hurt in the best way…oh fuck, the fullness of it…his fingers stroking my clit…waves of bliss flooded through my body.

I turned to Sylvia once more and kissed her, an open mouth kiss, tongues slipping against each other, lips barely touching. From my cunt filled with the hardness of Byron’s cock to my own tongue darting into Sylvia’s mouth, like a miniature cock—it was decadent.

I turned my head to watch Don, see his eyes half closed in lust, lips pulled back, breath fast through clenched teeth, lost in lust. For a few moments our eyes met, gaze locked communicating love, sharing the lewd lust of what we were doing, this microcosm of pure sexual pleasure. In my eyes, he was like a god, pure salacious male, muscled and hard, bestowing the sumptuous, bawdy woman under him with joy. 

My hand drifted to Sylvia’s clit, the throbbing sensitive tip of intense gratification, wanting to share her orgasm with my husband. It was enhanced by Byron’s cock pumping hard into my cunt, his fingers whirring my clit, driving me to the edge of ecstasy.

Oh God, she was so wet. My fingers flicked across her clit and down to touch the iron hard base of Don’s cock burrowing deep into her cunt. She moaned and writhed, thrusting upward for more…my fingers…cock.

“I wish I had a picture of this—the four of us fucking on this bed.” Don’s voice barely registered.

Byron’s thrusts were fast like a jackhammer and like a jackhammer he was breaking through my core, the vibration of his hand on my clit…cock thick and hard filling me…”Oh yeah…that’s it…don’t stop.” Waves of lust spread through me, holding my breath, eyes shut, legs trembling…I fell into the abyss…lost in forever that cascaded higher and higher.

His thrusts were short and deep and hot cum spurted deep… spilling over onto the sheets. “Oh God!” One last jab, cock pulsing.

As the wave of pleasure began to subside, Don groaned his own orgasm, thighs slapping against Sylvia’s bare ass.

Her hand went to my cheek and she smiled into my eyes. “Fucking awesome,” she breathed.


13: Dessert Friends
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It was Saturday afternoon, a week later, lounging in bed with Don after a raucous bout of sex. As usual since the night at the swinger club, we couldn’t keep our hands off one another, acting more like horny teenagers than people in their forties. Early forties for me at least.

“This is unbelievable, straight out of Ripley’s.” His hand was casually draped over his forehead, staring up at the ceiling.

“I know.” I answered suppressing a giggle and snuggling into his body. “And to think…how it all started, the lump.” My fingers toyed with the soft hair on his chest.

He rolled over on his side and put his arm over my waist, drawing me closer. “Life is crazy, alright. We were so scared and now look at us, living every minute—“

“You mean, loving every minute of it—like the song. I think that’s more accurate.” I was giddy, full to the brim with happiness, grinning at him.

“You’re right.” His mouth pulled to the side and his eyes shifted away for a moment. “But if we keep this pace up, I’m going to need serious vitamin supplements if not Viagra.”

I placed my hand on his cheek and looked into his eyes. “I’ve thought about that.” At the quick flash of his eyes I smiled. “Not vitamins or Viagra. No, I mean the pace. The swinger’s club and our new friends…well it’s a blast but it’s also like dessert. Too much and it loses its impact. I don’t want this to get old or routine.”

He let out a puff of air through pursed lips, rolling his eyes to the ceiling. “Thank God. I’m glad we’re on the same page with this.”

I leaned in and kissed his lips softly. “We’ll always be on the same page. I love you and you have to admit, it’s added a whole new dimension to our marriage.” I rubbed his shoulder reassuringly. “But, let’s limit the ‘dessert’ to once a month, or even every two months. I think I’d be fine with that.”

I sighed and my eyes dropped to his whiskery chin. “The people we’ve met though. I’d like to get together with them, get to know them better. I liked them. Even Dani and I had lunch together a couple of times this week.”

“I know what you mean. Maybe we could get together with Sylvia and Byron for a drink or dinner? Or would they— ”

“We make it clear up front our boundaries—how often we play and where. Remember they were all about honesty and communication. I’ll call them this week and try to set something up.”

****

And that was how it started.

For now, we see our new ‘dessert’ friends (our code word) about once a month. We didn’t think it would be so often but since a lot of times it’s purely social, a game of golf, a movie or just hanging, it works out well.  They understood and accepted the fact that we want to keep them special.

As for me, Don thinks I’ve become some kind of diva or something. True, my wardrobe has changed a bit—shopping with Carrie may have something to do with that. She steers me away from beiges and grays, insisting that life without color is like food without seasoning. So now my dresses are candy apple reds, monarch oranges and vibrant blues. Sometimes I feel like Sylvia, an ostrich pluming its feathers.

One other thing…I don’t get upset when any woman like Josee, the one who hit on Don in the grocery store in what seems like another lifetime. In fact, I enjoy seeing them flirt with my guy, knowing they don’t stand a chance. Why would he ever be tempted to stray when we have such good friends, we play with?

My sister commented on the change in me but I’m not ready to tell her why. TMI for her and a lot of people. Someday maybe.

For now, I’m content to share this with Don and only Don….well except for Sylvia, Byron, Carrie, Josh, Dani and Keith. Oh, and the other people we’ve met on the swinger website.

We live and love each day to the fullest because we never know what tomorrow will bring or if there will be a tomorrow.

Yeah, loving every minute of it.

The End 


Author’s Note

Two things…

First of all, this series is based on not one, but several stories I’ve been told at clubs by women in their 40’s. In each of those cases, the gals dealt with their own mortality. Whether it was a genuinely frightening cancer scare, or losing someone close to them, each of these ladies confronted just how short and sweet life can be.

And one of the many responses they had was to ‘go crazy’ in their sex lives (as Kim put it!). There were other responses—some travelled more, others went back to school, and even one of them decided to start a family at the age of 41…

The point is that getting a new lease on life can lead to a richer life when you realize that it’s a gift. And each of the couples I had met that inspired this series became closer through the trials they faced.

Secondly…

In this episode I brought back my very first characters I created when I began my writing efforts— Josh and Carrie! I loved these characters and enjoyed bringing them back.

If you’d like to read their tale, it’s on Amazon! It’s title is ‘Swingers Club’ and you can get it right here:

[image: Swingers Club Box Set Cover 2020 (Large).jpg]

Click here to get Josh and Carrie’s tale ‘Swingers Club’!

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like me, but more importantly, your honest opinion will help others make their buying decisions. YOUR VOICE COUNTS A GREAT DEAL in helping people with your tastes find the books YOU like!

JUST CLICK THIS OL’ LINK AND HAVE YOUR SAY!

Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!

[image: 3 in one cover for front matter copy.jpg]

TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,

[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]

Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers

[image: Accidental Swingers BM.jpg]

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

[image: HW Chrons for BM.jpg]

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...

[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For BM.jpg]

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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