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About This Book

His pal ticked her off… until he turned her on!

Gus has been Maggie’s husband’s best buddy since college. She can’t stand him. He’s obnoxious and loud, and his sense of humor needs its mouth washed out with soap. Good thing he lives on the other side of the country. When Gus gets a transfer and Phil opens the house to him, Maggie’s got plenty to be pissed off about.

As far as Gus is concerned, Maggie was a prissy princess in college and hasn’t changed a bit in the last six years.

Maybe it was the hot sun by the pool, maybe it was all the wine. Whatever it the cause, passionate anger morphs into something else and Maggie starts to get some ideas on how to put this guy in his place.

Wanton, filthy ideas…
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Chapter 1: Maggie

No Phil. Don’t put me through this. I can’t stand him.” I could feel the beginning of a headache behind my right eye. Why now? After all these years…God, the last time had been at our wedding. Gritting my teeth, I yanked the coverlet from Phil’s hand. There was a loud crack when I lifted it high and snapped it down onto the bed.

His mouth drooped, dark eyes wide, giving me his best hurt, puppy-dog look. Leaning over the king-sized bed, his voice just shy of begging, “But it won’t be for long. Christ Maggie, Gus and I go way back. We were best friends all through school. I can’t let him stay in some cold, old hotel room.”

My hair fell forward, shielding my face as I bent to smooth the comforter and toss the pillows against the headboard. He couldn’t see my eyes roll or the grimace that settled on my mouth. I took a deep breath and puffed it out in a long sigh. “How long?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a week or two. I promise I’ll help him find an apartment so it isn’t any longer than that.” His head tilted to the side and a small smile ventured onto his lips. “Really, Maggie, I don’t know why he bugs you so much. Most women love him, all charming and crazy fun. Why at the wedding—“

My lips pressed together, jaw muscle clenched in a knot, as I looked at him. “DON’T! Don’t talk to me about what he did at the wedding. I’ve had to endure more than a few snide remarks from Mom about that one. And that woman! God!” I could still see it as if it’d happened yesterday instead of six years ago—our elegant wedding and Gus showing up with some skank he’d probably picked up the night before. A leather mini skirt and sequined top, really!

He’d looked pretty good but that stood to reason. Phil had everything laid out, perfectly planned from the tuxes to the boutonnieres. Too bad he hadn’t arranged a date for the ‘best man’. Together, Phil, Gus and his ushers looked like a collection of James Bonds. Gus’ date looked like the stripper from a bachelor party.

He walked around the end of the bed and folded his arms over my shoulders. When he looked down into my eyes, I almost felt guilty, almost, but not quite there. But as he flashed that off kilter, but so endearing grin, his white teeth stark against the swarthy complexion, my heart began to thaw. He was a great husband, always considerate, romantic…He would never have asked this, if it didn’t mean a lot to him.

My shoulders slumped and I exhaled loudly. “All right. But try to make it just a week.” I looked up and managed a weak smile. “Maybe I’ll hang out with Sophie more that week. Who knows? I may lose a few pounds, trying to keep up with her.”

His hand slipped down over my ass and gave it a healthy squeeze. “You’re already too thin. Just don’t lose these.” His head dipped down to nuzzle my boobs before he whisked me up and onto the bed. We landed side by side, our arms around each other.

With head propped up on his bent arm, he gazed at me and trailed a finger over my lips. “I really appreciate this, Maggie. I know Gus and you didn’t hit it off—“

“That’s an understatement.” I bit down on his finger.

“Ow.” For a moment, irritation flared in his eyes. “He’s not a bad guy. Sure, he’s a bit boisterous—“

“Translation, loud.” I interrupted.

His eyebrows rose and he gave his head a slight shake. “Okay, a guy’s guy, but he’s got a good heart. When we were younger, there wasn’t anything he wouldn’t do for me.” His eyes took on a far-away look. “One time, I was visiting my cousin in Chicago and missed the train home. Well, money was tight in our house and I’d have caught proper hell for being so careless. It’d have been worse to even think of hitching so I called Gus. He got his dad’s car and drove for three hours to get me. I was home before the train. Dad never found out.”

My eyebrows knitted together as I gazed at him. “That doesn’t sound like you. You’re the most organized guy I know. Missing a train?”

His mouth pulled sideways in a smirk. “My cousin set us up with a couple of girls. We took them to the movies and one thing led to another and…” His finger skimmed over my chin and down my throat, slipped inside the blouse that I wore.

I smiled and turned into him when he tweaked my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. His smooth, strong jaw line, eyes that smoldered darkly and the woodsy scent of his cologne were affecting me, or was it the blow-up that just happened. Make-up sex was the best. “You probably felt her up. Was it your first time?” I whispered into his ear, before darting my tongue around the fold and lobe.

“First time touching actual skin. Before that it was always through a sweater or whatever she was wearing.” His fingers moved to undo the buttons of my blouse.

A thrill of pleasure pulsed between my legs. I liked where this was going. In my mind I saw a younger Phil, probably somewhat gangly and skinny, though God knows he had sure filled out nicely as a man. I slipped my hand over his waist and across his tummy till my fingers curled around his cock, already quite chubby.

“Did she do this to you?” My fingers worked the zipper down and pulled at his flesh until his shaft was freed from the confines of the pants.

“Oh fuck, I wish.” His hand went under my skirt, pushing the hem higher until it bunched around my waist. His fingers slipped inside my panties, separating my flesh to find what he affectionately called ‘little kitty’-an apt expression considering the mewl it always caused when his fingers first found it.

“Did she do this?” My lips curled in a sly smile and I shifted on the bed till my mouth was only an inch or two away from his cock. I liked to delay the next part, tease him with my hand rolling up and down the length of it. A bead of pre-cum oozed from the slit and nestled there, surrounded by the mauve, satin helmet. It was a beautiful cock, although, truth be told, I’d only sampled three others in my twenty-nine years. That didn’t sound like many but from what I’d read and the pictures of guys in porn movies, I knew I was a lucky woman.

Eight inches was enough for any woman, especially when it was also nice and thick. I leaned forward and teased the drop of cum from him, coaxing more, relishing the saltiness of it. When I opened my mouth and took him slowly inside he murmured- nothing like my feline mewl, more like a growl actually.

Breath hissed from my nostrils when he touched my pussy again. Oh God, his touch was hot, stroking the top of my clit just the way I liked. I drove my mouth deeper onto him, swirling my tongue along the underside, alternating with gentle sucking. His hips rocked up into me and I pulled back, beginning that up and down motion, at first leisurely. As his fingers continued their play in my pussy, I tongued his shaft faster…

His hands gripped my arms and he thrust me back onto the bed, his knee forcing my legs apart. Oh fuck, looking up at him, hands tugging his shirt over his head to reveal taut chest muscles, the fine black hair spreading to his nipples, forming a line separating a six pack abdomen…and then his belt and pants completely open, bunched on slender hips…but it was the thick rod of pleasure that my eyes focused on…so big…dark…almost angry looking.

I lifted my ass and shimmied out of my panties, spread my legs, my pussy wet and longing. He pulled me closer, making my pussy a willing target for that turgid, spear-like cock. Oh yeah…breath caught in my throat, became a soft whimper when he thrust deep into me. It hurt in such a goooood way, the fullness, stretching me apart.

His hips rocked into me slowly…then in a kind of sideways motion, cock pressing into every inch of me. His eyes were almost closed; lips slack as he watched his cock slide into me, withdrawing till just the tip of it grazed my opening. Oh God, a guttural moan erupted from my throat…His fingers were on my clit, vibrating it faster and faster…

“Oh Phil…don’t stop….fuck me faster…” I clenched my cunt onto him, shooting waves of ecstasy deep inside. I was almost there, panting and bucking my hips up onto him…my body begging for more.

“Oh fuck, baby….” His eyes squeezed tight and there was a final deep thrust, holding it there, pulsing….

The sight was so fucking hot that I fell into ecstasy, wave after wave of pure, exquisite pleasure cascading through my body to my fingertips…legs trembling…body arched forward and up…Oh Jesus…on and on into forever.

His eyes opened and a sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead where a lock of damp hair had fallen. “Oh my God, Maggie.” He fell forward onto me, cushioning his weight on his forearms and kissing my neck. “I love you. Fuck, I ADORE you.”

“Jeeze Phil, I thought it couldn’t get any better but you just did. Fuck that was hot.” I started to giggle picturing us lying on the bed.

He rose and looked into my eyes. “What?”

“Look at us. We haven’t even changed from our work clothes and we’re jumping each other’s bones.”

He grinned, that damned lopsided grin that always made my knees weak. “I HAD to do something to make up for Gus’s visit. Thought I’d give you a little thrill.”

I slapped his ass sharply. “Give ME a little thrill? I think the feeling was kind of mutual, Mister.” My hand rested on the smooth surface of his buttock, the muscle underneath hard and fit. Yes, there was no doubt about it, I was a lucky woman—the one who’d been able to catch and keep the attention of Phil Masters. And to think I’d almost begged off going to that frat party so many years ago, where we’d met.


Chapter 2: Seven Years Earlier…

There was that darned Marketing 101 mid-term the next day, and I’d been nowhere near ready. My roommate and best friend at the time, Susanne, had been pestering me all day about going. Sure, it was all well and good for HER, exams all wrapped up, and chasing after a senior she had a crush on—a total dipshit in my opinion, full of himself and a player.

Susanne could sometimes be a pain in the ass, whining and pouting, but over-all we’d gotten along pretty well. They say opposites attract and in our case that was certainly true. Whereas she was blonde, (her mission in life to prove the ‘ditzy blonde’ stereotype wrong), introspective and a little on the conservative side, I was the bubbly brunette, more apt to party on with people I’d just met.

So it was really weird, her bugging me to go to the party.

She perched onto my bed, fingers digging into my knee. “C’mon. We’ll stay just until midnight, I promise. If he doesn’t notice me by then, well…“

I sighed and put the textbook on the bed next to me. “Okay, but just until midnight.” Watching the smile appear on her face, my heart sunk to my stomach. This meant so much to her and she never asked me for many things. I could get up early and do whatever cramming would get me a pass in the exam.

***

It was a few hours later that we entered the three story brick house where the party was already in full swing. Music blasted and the place seemed to be wall to wall bodies—girls in tight jeans slung low over their hips flashing a hint of tummy, laughing a little too loud, flamboyant gesturing to catch the attention of guys standing nearby in clusters of casual coolness. Through the throng, I caught a glimpse of beer bottles and an enormous punch bowl with a maroon liquid, set up against the wall in what normally was a living or common room.

I grasped Susanne’s hand and started to insert myself into a gap, heading for the table when she tugged my hand. When I turned to see what was up, her head nodded to the right, eyebrows high above eyes that sparkled. I turned to see where she indicated and locked eyes with Phil Masters.

A skinny redhead with an enormous set of boobs pressed into his arm, nearly toppling his drink, she leaned so close, chattered into his ear. His lips curled at the side in a small smile, but his gaze never left mine.

At first my breath caught in my throat before reason kicked in. Sure he was good looking… probably expected me to swoon because he’d graced me with a smile. No thanks. My taste in men insisted a personality be part of the package. Besides which, Susanne was the one interested in him.

I turned and brushed my lips into her ear, almost shouted to be heard even at that close proximity, “I’ll get us some punch. Hopefully there’s actually juice in it and not just booze. Go on over. I think he’s giving you the eye.” With that, I gave her arm a nudge in his direction and started the journey to the bar. It was like threading a needle, seeing an opening and then shimmying and darting through.

I filled two red plastic glasses to the brim and chugged an inch from each before once more, endeavoring to part the sea of people. When I got back to the spot I’d left her, she’d moved closer to him but was still on the outer edge, speaking to a blonde, beefy guy, one I recognized as a friend of Phil’s.

I touched her arm with the glass to get her attention. She took it from me, flashing a grin, and I patted my lips with two fingers, signaling I was going outside for a smoke. I sighed at the roll of her eyes and frown before she turned back to the blond haired guy.

Whatever. She was lucky I was here, let alone stand waiting to pay court to Phil Masters. I ducked and dived once more and finally made it to the wide wooden verandah. The air was a bit nippy and I zipped my coat after fishing my cigarettes out of the pocket. Holding one between my fingers, the drink now safely balanced on the railing, I thrust my free hand into my pocket. Damn. I’d left my lighter at home.

“Here. Let me help.”

A flame flashed and I looked up into Phil’s dark eyes, his lips pulled to the side, smirking. In his other hand I saw the red, glowing tip of a cigarette.

My lips parted and I tried to tear my eyes from his face. There was a reason he attracted women so easily. Even though I was no fan, I had to admit he was total eye candy. “Oh. Thanks.”

He lit my cigarette and I inhaled deeply, and turned to face the quiet street. After the racket inside, the cool air and quiet were refreshing. If he thought I was going to go ‘ga-ga’ because he was standing next to me, he had another think coming. Plus, what was he doing outside, when Susanne had nearly busted a gut to get to meet him? He might be Mr. Universe, but she was no slouch in the looks department either.

He stepped closer and leaned his forearms on the railing, and gave me a sidelong look. “I’ve seen you around. You’re in second year, right? Business major?”

My mouth dropped and eyebrows pulled together staring at him. How could he know that? Sure I’d noticed HIM, you’d have to be living under a rock not to know who HE was, but he knew me? Ohmygod, he must have asked around.

“I’m Phil Masters.” He thrust his hand out, and waited for me to take it.

“I know.” I gave my head a little shake and extended my hand to grip his. “I’m Maggie Sorensen.” I looked at the cigarette in his other hand. “Aren’t you captain of the swim team? Thought you athletic types didn’t smoke.”

He put his finger to his lips. “Shhh. Don’t tell anyone. I’m trying to quit but…” He sighed heavily, which ended with his lips pulling a frown. “It’s parties like this. I actually hate this kind of thing. If it weren’t for Brad and Gus dragging me along, I’d be home reading.” He glanced at the street, taking a haul off his cigarette.

I glanced at his profile, my eyes wide, grateful that he had looked away. The streetlight cast a glow on his face, highlighting the strong line of his jaw, straight, perfect nose and the stubble of dark beard on his chin and upper lip. It was hard to reconcile the handsome face, tall athletic body with a guy who preferred being home alone, reading rather than being the center of female attention. I’d seen him at too many parties.

His lips pursed sideways exhaling in a long, slow breath before he once more turned to face me. “How ‘bout you? What’s your excuse for being here?”

He must have noticed my eyes flash wide for a moment because he added, “I mean out here…you’re not inside with your friend, having a good time?”

Despite my resolve to not give in to his charm, a smile played at the corner of my lips. If what he said was true, then maybe he wasn’t as shallow as I’d first believed. Women tended to throw themselves at him—did he not see that or…care?  Or maybe…he was interested in meeting me? He certainly knew enough about my major.

“Actually, I’m only here for my friend. She wanted to come but I’ve got a mid-term I should be studying for. It’s mid morning tomorrow and I’m anything but ready.” I took a drag from the cigarette and turned at the sound of footsteps behind me.

“Maggie?” Suzanne may have called out to me but it was Phil she looked at when she joined us.

“Sorry. I’m almost finished. I was going to join you as soon as…“ I may just have well have been talking to the wind from the attention she paid to my voice. It was almost embarrassing the way she gawked at him.

“I’m Susanne—“

His eyes drifted to her face for a moment, “Hi,” and then back to gaze at me. He flicked the cigarette away almost as quickly as he had dismissed my roommate.  “Would you like me to walk you home? I mean, I’ve had enough of this place and you should be studying.” He turned to Suzanne once more. “You don’t mind do you? Brad and you seemed to be—“

“No, no. that’s fine.” She glanced at me, her face a mask of acceptance, and then back to Phil.

“Susanne, I can wait—“But I got no further before she placed her hand on my arm.

“Go!” Her eyes were wide, voice just a little too insistent before she turned and went back into the house.

Oh shit. My stomach was a leaden lump as I watched her storm away. He may not have noticed the surprise and hurt in her eyes but I sure had. How would I ever make this up to her?

At his touch on my arm, stepping towards the stairs leading down from the verandah, I glanced up at him, trying not to notice the dimple in his cheek framing the warm smile or the playful look in his eyes.

I held back for a moment, sneaking a look at the doorway. “I don’t think I should—“

“Don’t be silly. It’s the perfect escape…for both of us.” His fingers tugged at the sleeve of my jacket. His eyes were wide, promising…promising…? It was like playing hooky wandering next to a stream, pausing only to toss a rock or wade barefoot.

With a swift shake of my head, flicking the cigarette into the night, I joined him.  For a few beats, walking side by side, close but not touching, the silence was palpable.

“Maggie. I’ve always liked that name. Maggie-May…like the old song.” He grinned at me, his eyes dancing in the light.

The way he said it, teasing yet still sincere, thawed the edges of the Susanne guilt. But still, it wouldn’t be right to play along, flirt even, not when Suzanne was the one interested in him. My voice was casual, face turned up to the sky where the slivery haze surrounding the moon was broken only by the fleeting wisps of cloud. “Definitely not Maggie May.  You’re the senior here, not me. Besides which, that’s a stripper song.”

At his guffaw, I turned to look at him. When he laughed, his eyes had a way of crinkling at the corners, the dimples deep on both cheeks, lips wide above dazzling teeth. “A stripper song? And you would know this…how? Don’t tell me, you--”

My neck flamed scarlet and I stopped in mid-step. “NO!”

“Oh my God. It just hit me, who you remind me of…” His jaw jutted below eyes that were wide.

“Wha---?”

“Demi Moore.” Mouth gaping open, his head jerked towards me. “Same dark eyes, shoulder length hair and your smile. But it was the stripper thing. Holy cow, was she hot in that movie!”

Before I knew it, my hand flashed out and landed a sharp slap on his upper arm. My eyes were narrow, lips a straight line glaring at him. Was this meant to be some kind of compliment? Picturing and comparing me to her, in that movie? I was no prude but the scene he had conjured up in my mind had been more than a little suggestive—it was downright pornographic. The nerve!

“Sorry. I’m sorry. Although why I’m apologizing when you just hit me—“ His lips twitched, trying to keep his face solemn as a dark comma of hair fell across his brow.

My heart raced; a fluttery sensation spread from my tummy to my fingertips. Oh God, he was so damned good looking, with the boyish, smartass charm that had always been my weakness, like chocolate during the season of Lent. A grin spread over my face and I shook my head, and turned to resume walking.

His hand flew to my arm, stopped me and pulled me around to look up into eyes that were soft, like liquid pools of chocolate. There was that chocolate again.  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything disrespectful or anything. It’s just that…” His eyes closed for a moment and he paused, seemed to be making some kind of decision. “I’ve noticed you on campus. When you showed up at the party…I was flabbergasted. And then you disappeared. Thank God I hadn’t given up smoking, yet.”

My arm seemed to burn where he touched me, but more than that, my cheeks blazoned as I succumbed to the spell of his eyes, the fullness of his lower lip.

Footsteps behind me and the soft murmur of voices caused me to turn away. An elderly couple, her arm looped in his, was being led by a small dog, sniffing his way along. I stepped to the side to allow than by.

Phil stood close to me, his eyes still boring into my face.

A long sigh passed my lips, unaware I’d been holding my breath. “But Susanne…” Before I knew it, the words were out there.

“What? Who?” His eyebrows drew so tight, they almost met above his eyes.

I pulled away from his hand and once more started walking. The situation was ridiculous and impossible. I’m not THAT kind of friend--the kind who would drop you if a good looking guy so much as smiled in their direction. “Look, I went to the party because my best friend and roommate wanted to meet you. Susanne. Remember her?” Please God, don’t let him be that shallow.

“Oh. Yes, her. I remember.” He walked beside me silently for a few steps.

The lump was back again in my stomach and had spread to weigh my feet in a slow pace. He was probably picturing her big blue eyes, the high cheekbones and Kewpie-doll pink lips, wondering if he should have stayed at the party.

I stopped at the end of the block, looking both ways for on-coming traffic, trying hard to appear nonchalant and not look at him. I bit my tongue trying to contain the smartass comment that itched to leave my lips. ‘It’s okay. You bet on the wrong horse, even if she looks like Demi fucking Moore. You’re more apt to get laid by--’

“Hang on.” Once more he gripped my arm and stopped me as we stepped up onto the sidewalk from the street. “Just because Susanne wanted to meet me…does that mean that we can’t be friends, or…more? I’m not interested in her or anyone like her.” He tucked a lock of hair that had fallen across my cheek, behind my ear.

My throat and mouth went dry. I couldn’t have spoken even if I knew what to say to this. Such a casual yet familiar gesture, his hand on my face, bordering on the intimate. When he grinned down into my eyes, my knees became rubbery, gummy-bear candy, threatening to melt.

“I’ve always had a thing for Demi Moore, not some Carmen Diaz wannabe.” His voice was gentle, his eyes once more laughing and warm.

I smiled and he slipped his hand over mine, gave it a gentle squeeze before leading me home.

That was how it started.

Susanne got over it eventually and we parted friends at graduation, although we haven’t kept in touch.

Now, six years later, married to Phil, it seems like a lifetime ago, the night that we met.


Chapter 3: Phil

There was just enough time to get in a half hour of laps and get changed before Gus was due to arrive. I slipped my shirt over my head, folded it and placed it on the bed. As I unbuckled my belt and slid the zipper down, Maggie strolled into the room. She didn’t look too happy about being there, but managed a small smile nonetheless.

I avoided her eyes, focusing on my foot sliding out of the sneaker. Thank God it was Saturday and a nice day at that. We’d start with drinks by the pool and then BBQ some steaks. God only knew that Maggie would probably appreciate a few stiff ones, suffering through Gus’s visit.

She still hadn’t warmed up to the idea despite my telling her how highly Gus talked about her. No, to her it was all part of what she termed his bullshit routine—all phony rhetoric. I took a deep breath and shed the jeans I’d worn cutting the grass. Noticing some green stains, I threw them in the hamper.

As I lifted the bathrobe from the hook behind the door, I sneaked a sideways peek at her. She was perfectly made up, from the subtle shadow on her eyelids to the candy apple red of her pouty lips. Well, why wouldn’t she be? The discounts at the cosmetic counter in her store, the assortment of lipsticks and gels had long ago claimed all the counter space in the ensuite bath. I’m lucky to have a spot for my aftershave.

Still, she looked really good in the sleeveless white blouse and denim mini-skirt. Her tanned legs, shapely and long, looked even longer with the high-heeled sandals. The muscles in her calves were strong with some definition, thanks to running a few times a week with Sophie.

Sophie. I exhaled a puff of air and slipped my arms into the white terrycloth robe. Sophie would approve of how good Maggie looked; she’d probably cream her jeans. How Maggie couldn’t see it…the way Sophie looked at her, the casual hand draped over her back or on her arm, always so touchy feely.

Sure she’d laughed when I mentioned it, but one day, she’d see. It didn’t have anything to do with the fact that Sophie was almost as tall as me, despite what Maggie had said.  Women six feet tall were rare but they DID exist. Look at models. Hell a couple of women at work were over five ten.

It wasn’t that I have anything against the woman or gays for that matter but…she made me a uncomfortable, that’s all.

I glanced at Maggie and felt my stomach fall to my knees. It was like that for her, with Gus, wasn’t it? Yet here she was agreeing to play hostess, for a WEEK, for a guy she considered loud and obnoxious.

“Have I told you lately I love you?” I stepped towards her and reached for her hand.

Her head lowered, she looked up at me through long dark eyelashes, lower lip extended in a mischievous pout. “You’re just sucking up. It’ll take more than that.” Her eyes narrowed but her lips curled up in a smile. “You owe me big-time.  I’m thinking a weekend in Chicago for starters.” Her hand snaked to the back of my neck and pulled me down till our lips brushed. “Shopping.”

A shudder crept through me, despite the eighty degree air in the room. In my mind, I was there already—waiting outside change rooms, trailing in her wake through furniture stores and the worst yet, cutesy, novelty craft outlets. “How many times do I have to tell you? You can get anything you like but why not do it on-line? I’m all for a weekend in the big city, but let’s make it romantic, cultural even?”

Her hands thrust playfully at my chest, pushing me away. “Oh you, Mr. Computer Geek. How long would I be managing the store if everybody shopped on-line?” She grinned up at me and winked. “But a weekend of romance…I think you could talk me into it.”

I kissed the tip of her turned-up nose. “It’s a deal.” Gazing into her eyes, I slid my hands around her waist and pulled her close, lowered my grip until the supple cheeks of her ass filled my hands. Maybe we’d have time if I skipped my swim…My cock was hard already, pressing into her midriff.

She squirmed away and flounced off towards the door of the bedroom, calling over her shoulder, “No way. If you think I’m sitting across from Gus, my pussy oozing cum, looking like I was rode hard and put away wet, then you have another think coming. Pardon the pun, dear. This is going to be hard enough.” She let out a squeal of laughter and then continued, her voice becoming distant as she went into the kitchen. “Hard. God, I crack myself up.”

I shook my head, smiling as I slid the screen door open and stepped onto the wooden deck. Sunlight cast jewels upon the turquoise water in the long rectangular pool as I strolled over the deck and onto the flagstone surface. Maggie may not have been keen on entertaining Gus but she’d set the patio table with colorful placemats and napkins, even had the large umbrella already up.

My heart was light in my chest as I glanced through the kitchen window and saw the top of her dark head. She was probably standing at the sink, cutting vegetables for dinner. I slipped the robe off, slung it over the back of a chair and walked to the edge of the pool.

Diving in, my chest was almost bursting. Could there be a guy as lucky as me? The water was comfortably cool on my skin, the sun a golden orb shining through the water as I surfaced. This place, isolated in the country where I could swim nude, the acre of landscaped gardens and grass surrounding my domain, a beautiful, loving wife in the kitchen and seeing my best buddy soon--what could be better than this?

***

Forty minutes later, standing in front of the picture window in the living room, I spied a red Mustang convertible pull off the main road into my driveway. “He’s here!”

Ignoring Maggie’s sarcastic comment, I raced across the room and out the front door, just in time to see Gus pull up and shut the engine off. “Hey buddy! Right on time.”

The grin on his face was a mile wide, sunglasses flipped to the top of his head, eyes taking in the house for a moment, before he emerged from the car.

“Phil. How’rya? Arms like steel cables circled me in a tight, bear-hug before laying a couple of hearty claps on my back and holding me at arm’s length. We stood grinning, speechless for a few moments, surveying how the years had treated the other.

He’d put on just a few pounds but it suited him, the shoulders as wide as any fullback’s above a massive chest, stomach still flat. There were fine lines on his forehead and extending from the corners of his eyes, framing his mouth but other than that, the cavernous grin and laughing blue eyes were the same. And the same sense of crazy style, in a colorful, flowered Hawaiian shirt and jeans.

His head turned and once more he gazed at the house and front yard. “Nice digs, Phil. Looks like you’re doing all right for yourself.” His arms slipped from me and he turned back to the car, but I beat him to it, scooping the suitcase from the rear seat.

“Thanks. I…I mean, WE like it.” The grin seemed to be plastered to my face as I stepped next to him and joined him, looking at the low, ranch bungalow.

“Hey, where’s Maggie?” His eyebrows formed a question mark above eyes that were now wide.

For just a second, the smile left my face but I stepped forward to the walkway, nodding my head. “Inside. C’mon, let’s get a drink and get you settled.”

Behind me, following closely on my heels, his voice was low. “Is she okay with me staying for a week? I mean, we didn’t really part on the— ”

We were almost at the front door where she stood, a fraction of a smile on her lips.

“Nonsense. Water under the bridge.” And a little louder, for her benefit, “Maggie insisted that you stay with us. Isn’t that right, Maggie?”

The fleeting look she shot me could have frozen fire, but she managed a grin. “Gus! Come in. It’s so good to see you. It’s been…what, six years?”

I slipped by her and turned to watch when he answered, “Maggie, you look great! Maybe a few pounds heavier but hey, you carry it well. I always thought you were too skinny.” He hugged her and I shrugged at the snarling grimace that flashed on her mouth above his shoulder.

Well, off to a marvelous start… I turned and walked down the hallway to the guest bedroom, stopping at the door to set his suitcase down. Gus and Maggie appeared, his arm draped over her shoulder, a look of flight or fight in her eyes.

“I can’t tell you how happy I am to be staying here, seeing you again Bro’. This sure beats a flea-bag hotel downtown and it’s a hell of a lot cheaper.” His gaze turned to Maggie and hand followed up with a resounding swat on her rear. “How ‘bout that drink? Beer, please. I’m parched from travelling these dirt roads out here in the sticks.”

Oh shit. The wide eyes and straight gash of her lips before she extricated her body would mean an earful for me later. Forget the romantic weekend in Chicago; I’d be lucky if she didn’t divorce me.

I turned the door handle and pushed it wide before turning to look at Gus. He was checking out Maggie’s ass and legs as she walked away, a small smile on his lips. I cleared my throat and ventured a comment to get his attention, “I hope you brought swim trunks. I thought we’d have drinks on the patio, but it’s so hot maybe you’d like a dip to cool off.”

He turned to face me and his eyebrows rose a few times, in a gesture that was at once familiar and disturbing. I’d seen him do that to girls he dated before boffing them. “Whew baby. Maggie and the hot little mini-skirt…”His hand rose, gesturing like he’d touched a hot stove. “I’m going to need to cool off.” He brushed by me and stood in the centre of the room, his head swiveling to take in the queen-sized bed, dresser and oriental carpet on the floor.

“This is nice, Phil.” He looked at me and for once his face was serious. “I know I can be a bit much, you know the mouth opens before the brain’s in gear, so to speak… I promise to try to find a place so I won’t be here a full week…It’s just that…man, it’s good to see you.” Once more he gave me a breath-taking (literally) bear hug.

When I stepped back, I noticed the frayed, worn collar that his longish brown hair didn’t quite cover. The sneakers he wore looked like he’d bought them in the last century, the nail on his big toe threatening to escape the confines of the Chinese plastic. A knot formed in my gut. Surely, Maggie could see that he was down on his luck and take pity.

“How are you doing, Gus? This job you’ve got? At an accounting firm? I thought you would go into engineering. I mean that WAS your major in college. What happened?”  I stood watching his gaze drop to the floor and immediately regretted putting him on the spot.

But it didn’t make sense. HE was the guy voted in the yearbook as the most likely to succeed—OWN an engineering firm, not just work there. And now, accounting? It was hard to visualize the muscular, athletic man in front of me at a desk in a tiny cubicle.

“You know me, Phil. I was always the adventurous one.” He looked up at me through eyebrows once more high, but this time, there was optimism. “Remember the time in high school that we double dated with the Hadley twins? The drive-in? When you went in for popcorn and drinks…how they switched and you couldn’t tell the difference?”

A smile creased my face but HE was the one who got it wrong. I DID know the difference. The cologne gave it away and there was no way I was going to have anything to do with Amy, not when I’d already been with Arienne…and especially after he’d…

The snort that erupted from his mouth dispelled the memory. I shook my head and rolled my eyes before continuing, “Phil. Let’s get that drink. We can talk outside.”

“Amen to that little buddy.”

He strode over, clapped me on the back and as he padded down the hallway to the kitchen, I countered the familiar joke, “I’m not your little buddy. I’m two inches taller and worlds smarter Gus.”

He took the bottle of beer that Maggie handed to him and downed half of it in one long swig, his eyes meeting mine. My gaze flitted to Maggie, noticed the slow breath and rise of her chest, knuckles ivory, clutching the edge of the granite counter. I picked up the icy glass of vodka, soda and took a long hit. It was going to be a loooong week.


Chapter 4: Gus

There were times that this line of work sucked-like seeing the pity in Phil’s eyes, feeling the lump of lies in my gut, heavy as sin. He was my best friend but still I couldn’t tell him…not yet anyway and maybe never. Working undercover, banking a ton of money and living the jet setter lifestyle between gigs. Another part that sucked—being assigned too soon after the last one in New York.

But Phil…He’d done well for himself, nice home in the country, sweet, pretty wife…all he lacked was the golden retriever. Compare that to five star hotels in Aruba, Hedonism and all the hot pussy I could handle…not on a bet, for me or most guys.

I held the bottle out, glancing from Phil to Maggie. “Here’s to us. Good buddies through thick and thin and their sexy women.” Catching just the smallest flicker of Maggie’s eyes, I couldn’t resist. Pasting a lewd grin on my face, I glanced at her chest, the button securing the blouse over her boobs, straining, leaving an open loop for her lacy bra to peek through.

I smiled into her eyes noticing the two spots of red that flared high on her cheeks.

It wasn’t that I disliked Maggie or anything. But sometimes she struck me as a bit of a tight ass. The shock value was always premium when it came to her and I had a hard time swallowing the chuckle that burbled in my throat. 

Her jaw muscle in that finely sculpted face worked hard and she turned, almost flounced out the patio door, wine glass and bottle gripped in her hands. Oh no, the look on Phil’s face, like he didn’t know whether to shit or wind his watch…maybe I’d gone too far this time.

“Gus. You want to ease up on any sexist comments around Maggie. She doesn’t like them and—“

I clapped him on the shoulder and held my hand there, giving him the benefit of my most contrite expression. “Sorry buddy. Y’know, old habits and all that.”

He took a step to follow her. “I know but still…”

I motioned a zipper across my lips, stifling the chortle. Since when did you become so whipped my old friend? You always were a bit on the conservative side but she’s got you wound so tight you almost squeak. As we crossed the flagstone patio, every stone set perfectly in place like the blades of the freshly mown grass, I watched Maggie take a seat at the table, thighs pressed tightly together, gracefully lowering her derriere—not ass, that would hint at some sort of sensuality, for God’s sake.

If she were my wife, I’d show her a thing or two. I’d fuck her so hard she’d scream for more. Do they ever have wild monkey sex or is it always missionary, with the lights low, if not off? As Phil passed by the back of her chair, his hand giving her shoulder a reassuring pat, it was almost too much. Did they ever let their hair down now? I knew that Phil was capable, had witnessed it in school, but Maggie? She must have had some fire in her belly to land him.

Rather than take a seat next to them, I kicked off my grubby sneakers and sat on the edge of the pool, draped my feet into the water. “This is great! These old dogs were howling, let me tell you. C’mon over you two. I don’t bite.” I flashed a grin at Maggie, “Unless you want me to.”

Phil got up but Maggie slipped dark sunglasses onto her face. “I’ll pass.” With a sniff, she turned to gaze at the flower bed that bordered the side of the yard.

I watched her drain half of the glass of wine and there was a sharp thud when she set it on the table to refill it.

God it was hot. The sun beat down like gangbusters and the only shade to be had was at the table where Maggie was perched like an exotic bird. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it behind me as Phil took a seat beside me. Maybe it was better this way—just me and him talking quietly, getting squiffed, hanging out like old times.

At the silent frown he shot my way, once more I muttered an apology.

“So, how’d you end up with this job Gus? You never answered my question, earlier. Somehow, I can’t see you in an office like that.”  His voice was soft yet insistent, eyes probing mine.

How do I tell him that it’s not a real job, but another assignment, this time investigating money-laundering. How else would those two mediocre hacks end up running a business that claimed a loss yet was doing well enough to sit on the most pricey piece of real estate in the city? I’d seen this kind of Mom and Pop operation before and now those people were ciphering the years left in prison.

“Things change Phil. I’m not the super jock, football star anymore. It’s not exciting but it’s a living. I took a few courses at night when the engineering thing didn’t pan out.” Engineering thing. Yeah right, more like being groomed for the government and training at Quantico.

From the corner of my eye I noticed Maggie rise and start walking back into the house.

“Bring us a couple cold ones, will ya darlin’?” I called after her, and smiled when her back stiffened, mid step.

She turned and this time, there was no smile in either her voice or on her lips when she spoke, “Phil, can I see you in the house for a minute?”

Phil’s eyes went wide and he looked to the side before scampering to his feet. As I watched him scuttle after her, I made up my mind. Since I was probably going to be asked to leave soon, why not have some fun with this?

I stood up, unzipped my jeans and slid them off to take that cool dip Phil had mentioned. Hope Maggie didn’t mind her guest skinny dipping.  


Chapter5: Maggie

Are you fucking kidding me? He can’t stay. No way or I’m going to kill him.” The vein in my temple was beating a war drum. “Maybe I’ll kill YOU instead.” I stared at Phil across the island counter-top, my fingers thrumming, clicking the stone surface.

“I’m sorry Maggie. Of course, you’re right. He’s a little hard to—“

“Hard to take? That’s an understatement if ever there was one! And the dismissive way he treats me, like I’m sort of serving wench instead of your wife!” Air hissed from my nostrils like a bull about to charge. “I’m not going out there again. You can entertain him, serve him dinner, let him choke on it for all I care.” I turned, grabbed another bottle of wine from the fridge and ripped the cabinet door open to snatch a tumbler. Fuck the wine glasses. If I was going to drink alone, pass out to get to tomorrow, when HOPEFULLY, he’d be history, then lead on, McDuff.

Phil took a step towards me and I held the bottle out, stopping him dead in his tracks. He looked scared and so he should! I turned, my feet clacking like bullets of a machine gun across the ceramic tile, “I’ll be in the bedroom getting drunk. You and Gorilla--that’s what he is after all, a NEANDERTHAL—have fun.” With that, I left the room.

I slammed the bottle onto the night table and flopped down on the bed. My hands shook, filling the tumbler with wine. Some of it splashed and dribbled down my chin, ending with a drizzle on my new white blouse. Great! Red wine will never come out. It wasn’t enough he ruined my day, my weekend, but now he’s ruined my blouse!

Fuck it. Who cares! I swallowed another healthy dose to the immediate relief of muscles knotted tight. How could Phil, who’s one of the sweetest, most gentlemanly guys to walk the earth, be friends with such a boor? Sure a guy’s guy was one thing, football and all those testosterone laden sports but…but, Gus was a pig--ogling me and treating me like some skanky barmaid.

My foot started to jerk up and down, even though my legs were crossed tightly poised on the edge of the bed.

Oh God, I shouldn’t. I told Phil I’d quit. Fuck it. Fuck him. I got up and opened the bottom drawer of the night table, pulled it all the way out. There, tucked under two thick novels was the package of smokes and the lighter.

I poured another glass of wine, almost to the brim and tiptoed out of the room with the cigarettes in my other hand. Down the hall and past the living room to the front door, until I was outside, where I breathed a sigh of relief. But my shoulders sagged lower. Shit, I’d gone almost two months without lighting up and Phil thought I’d quit. Now here I was smoking and it was all because of that boor.

I popped one into my mouth and flicked the lighter a couple of times till there was flame. With a long drag, my eyes squinted surveying the expanse of lawn, immaculate as the greens of the Savannah Golf course. And then I saw it. The red Mustang nosed close, almost touching the bumper of my Honda.

My feet stumbled before I caught my balance walking over to it. God, the cigarette tasted good, even if it DID make me a little dizzy. Wine sloshed over my fingers and I fought the urge to wipe it on his car. That would just be childish and…I smiled and poured some onto the tan leather seat. Take that.

I strolled around to the rear, taking another long sip of wine. New York plates? I thought Phil said he was coming here from Chicago? After a small shake of my head I took another haul off the cancer stick. Who could believe anything that Gus said? He was probably some small time hood running from the law. Maybe that was why he’d been so agreeable to stay with us. The car was no great shakes. It had to be at least ten years old. Loser.

I finished the cigarette and flicked it onto the driveway, and paused mid-step at the sound that drifted in the air, like the wispy smoke of my cigarette. Was that music? Holy fuck, I’m off by myself, pissed off which of course, Phil knows, and he’s playing music? Fat lot he cares about me!

I strode back into the house, not even bothering to hide the cigarette package in my pocket, made no attempt at being quiet. Fuck them. What were they up to?

In the bedroom, I inched towards the patio door overlooking the pool, coming at it from the side till I could see them. My jaw fell to the floor, landing next to the glass that slipped through my fingers.

Gus was naked? NAKED? Standing there in his birthday suit, taking a haul off…my eyes dropped to the flagstones…his FOURTH beer?

Don’t Maggie; you don’t want to…but I couldn’t help myself. The way he stood, so straight and tall, feet casually spread, muscular calves and thighs as thick as tree trunks to where it dangled, a kielbasa sausage freezing the breath in my chest.

Did he just look at me? I jerked back behind the curtain, heart pounding in my throat, gasping out the air that pushed behind it. Oh my God, I needed another drink to calm down.

Had he expected me to return with Phil so he could put on some sort of show for my benefit? He probably thought I was some kind of prude or something, trying to shock me. This time, when I filled my glass, hands still shaking, some of the wine dripped onto the hardwood floor.

But, what about Phil? How comfortable was he with his best friend cavorting around nude?  Why hadn’t he told him to put the pants back on in case I happened to go out there again? Not that I would!  That’d take some of the air out of his balloon head—putting on a show but no audience to be found. Hmph.

I took another long drink and crept back to the screened door. He was standing in the same spot but had turned slightly giving me the absolute ‘full monty’, as the Brits say. This time I started at his shoulders, the round fullness of the muscle there, the light downy covering of light brown hair on his pecs, following the fine line of fur separating a six pack set of abs, the trim tummy to…no hair there?

Somehow, that made his cock more obscene, as lecherous and scary as a python trailing across his thigh.  My heart just about stopped watching his lips curl up in a smile, his fingers sliding his sunglasses up and onto the top of his head.

Where was Phil? Surely if he’d….Oh God, he was turned the other way, scooping some grass from the surface of the pool.

Now Gus openly grinned, made no pretense of pretending he hadn’t seen me spying. His hand rose and he sucked the last of the beer from the bottle. “I’ll get us another round buddy.”

My eyes were almost resting on my cheeks like big marbles, as I watched him step towards the house.  Frozen in place I heard the fridge door open and the clink of bottles before footsteps and Gus’s body entered my line of vision from the patio door.

Of all the fucking nerve! He flashes me, helps himself to our beer while I cower in the bedroom! The sidelong grin he shot me as he joined Phil at the pool was the icing on the cake. He was laughing at me, probably thought I’d be too scared to call him on prancing around nude.

I watched them silently as they sat on the edge of the pool. When my glass was empty, I poured another one, breath hissing through my nose. Their intermittent laughter, the music—I’d been dismissed as casually as a worn out shoe.

Once more my jaw dropped as Phil rose and pulled the light Polo shirt over his head. The muscles in his back, accented in the shadow cast by the rays of the sun, worked as he pushed his pants down and off, stepping out of them before slipping into the pool. I guess that made sense, considering the heat, the company he was keeping and the five beers.

I finished my wine just as he finished swimming the length of the pool and back. He popped up onto the side of it, next to Gus. The next thing, Gus let out a laugh and gave a push to Phil’s arm. All this guy bonding stuff was so damned cheery, wasn’t it? They didn’t give one good God damn about me sitting all alone in here, did they?

My feet slipped on the smooth, wooden surface as I made my way back to the bed and the bottle. Ooops. I’d better be careful. If I fell and hit my head, I could be lying unconscious for days before they’d even notice I was missing. Well, fuck them!

My throat was tight and my eyes hot as I fell onto the bed. I wouldn’t expect Gus to miss me but Phil? Didn’t he love me enough to even come in and check on me? A tear rolled down my cheek and onto the coverlet, just as a hearty burst of laughter, resounded from the patio.

My fists slammed onto the satin surface of the bed, jaw jutting forward under pursed lips. Oh yeah? It was okay for Phil and Gorilla to sit in the sun, getting wasted, wearing only a smile…no thought of whoever might see them…How would he like it if I showed up? Out there? Naked? That would fix his little red wagon.

I sat up and fingers fumbled on the buttons of my blouse, finally just tearing at the fabric, buttons pinging onto the floor. Fuck it—the wine had already ruined it. I unhooked the clasp of the bra and tossed it on Phil’s pillow. Take that, Mr. Organized.

Springing up from the bed, bare boobs jiggling, and my hand thrust out for balance, I unsnapped my jean skirt. With fingers clawing into the denim and lace panties, I pushed them down my hips and thighs, kicked them high into the air, hoping they’d join the bra on HIS side.

The sun was lower in the sky, a golden orb reflecting sparkling ripples on the water of the pool. I grabbed my glass and pushed the sliding screen open so hard that it banged like a shotgun before bouncing back an inch.

Both men turned to see me step out onto the flagstone step and then to the patio.

“Holy shit, Maggie!” Phil started to rise but Gus was way ahead of him.


Chapter 6: Gus

Oh fuck. There was no mistaking the stagger and quick two-step recovery in her gait, strolling casually across the flagstones—she was drunk. My eyes closed for a second, legs heavy as lead as I considered the situation. I’d been a total asshole and this was the result.

Phil sprinted towards her, shielding and propping her body against his own, which was a good thing considering how close she came to falling again. I grabbed a towel that had been lying nearby and walked toward them, holding it in front of me like some kind of sail or something.

I tried not to but hey, I’m a guy, sue me. The curve of her breast blossomed beside Phil’s side, the swell of her hip before her long tanned leg appeared beside his. Okay, no T’s and A’s but that was a good thing.

With the end of the towel in my fist, I placed my hand on her back and somehow managed to slide the other end between her and Phil. In a flash, the two ends were tucked securely together at her left shoulder blade—exactly the way I’d been taught. Who ever thought I’d have to actually do it to my buddy’s wife?

I stepped back and watched Phil lead Maggie to the chair at the table. That was fine. Her body was now demurely covered and more importantly with the amount of wine she’d consumed, her head was out of the sun.

Water. I raced across the patio, into the kitchen and ran a tumbler full of cold water from the tap. When I returned, Phil was seated facing her, his hands holding hers between his knees, looking into her eyes. I set the glass next to him and strode to get another towel to drape over my hips.

“Oh sh—sure, it’s okay for YOU and Gor…” A hiccup followed. “I mean Gus, to waltz around buck naked but—“

When I turned to join them, Phil was holding the glass of water to Maggie’s lips, insisting she swallow. She took a couple of gulps and batted his hand away, spilling half of it onto the ground. Her eyes were narrow, lips pursed as she turned to consider me.

“Maggie. I’m sorry for my behavior earlier. Look, I’m covered.” I risked a smile. “Nothing to see here. Move along folks.”

She continued scowling for a few moments before her eyebrow rose and the corner of her mouth softened upward. “I wouldn’t say nothin’. Not that I saw, anyways.” The remark was punctuated by another hiccup.

Her head fell forward and hand rose to cover her face, shoulders twitching up and down. Oh shit. Was she crying? What an asshole I am.

Her hand flew out, missed the first try but then connected with Phil’s arm, awkwardly patting him as she raised her head, eyes closed but laughing quietly. “A double negative. Oh fuck, it’s a good thing ole’ Missus Brown isn’t grading me on that one.”

Phil and I exchanged a quick look and then turned to watch Maggie. The muscles in my neck began to uncoil even though I had no right to even BEGIN to relax. She was absolutely plastered but at least she didn’t seem mad anymore. After a minute more of giggles, she picked up the glass and drained it.

“Maggie, maybe you’d better lay down for a while. Have a nap and when you wake up, I’ll have dinner ready for you.” Phil could have been talking to a five year old, his tone was so soft, the words slow and well enunciated. He rose to his feet and took his wife’s hand.

She snatched it away, her elbow making contact with the glass on the table and knocking it over. She glanced at it and then turned back to her husband, a smile blossoming on her lips. Her hand swept back to where it’d been, and with index finger pointing out she touched the end of his penis.

Oh fuck. He was still naked.

His fingers closed over hers and slowly he pulled her hand to the side. “Maggie. This is not—“

“Fuck you Phil!” Once more she jerked her hand out of his. Her eyes flashed fire looking up at him and then, just like that, her features transformed…a smile on her lips, and eyes becoming soft and sultry.

“You started it. You and…” She turned to look into my eyes and for the first time, since I’d known her, sexiness oozed. The tight-ass bitch had left the building. Now I could see what Phil saw in her. Too bad she had to be drunk to let it out.

The tip of her tongue trailed along her lower lip and toyed at the corner as she continued to watch me. Oh fuck. It wasn’t the time or place to get a woody but if she kept doing that…Baseball. Think baseball.

She turned back to look up into Phil’s eyes. “Seeing all these bare…” Her gaze dropped and once more she reached for his cock. This time he didn’t fight her when she placed her fingers around it. “Cocks. I’m horny.”

Her head swiveled to me, lips smiling, “You don’t mind do you, Gus?”

Fuck! Thoughts and images of baseball vanished. Her full pouty lips, now so kissable, the curve of her slender neck, shoulders and down to the cleavage, body naked and ready under that towel. My cock got hard so fast it would have hit the underside of the table, if not for the towel.

“It’ll just be a quickie when Phil tucks me in. He won’t be long.” She rose to her feet, hand still holding onto his cock which had gotten hard.

I sunk lower into the chair, the wind completely out of my sails, totally heavy and flat, flaccid even.

Phil put his arm over her shoulder, pointing her in the direction of the bedroom, and turned his gaze to me, shaking his head and mouthing ‘No way’. It barely registered as I sat glued to my chair.

When they entered the doorway and disappeared I sighed and got up. I needed a beer. My big toe banged into the iron table leg and I let out a soft curse. Hobbling across the patio, my toe throbbing, unlike my dick, I berated myself. What was I thinking? This was Phil and Maggie, not one of the swinger couples I’d hooked up with on vacation. Idiot. Leave it to me to jump to conclusions. Always thinking with the little head when a pretty woman was nearby.

And God, was she pretty. I opened the fridge and once more plucked a bottle from the shelf. Hell, better make it two in case Phil was stupid enough to just leave her there. I walked through the doorway and there he was, just sitting down once more at the table.

I guess that’s what happens when you’re married as long as they were. That respect thing. Love.

I took a seat at the table and handed the beer to him. Sometimes I envied guys like him.


Chapter 7: Phil

It wasn’t the sun that caused the heat in my cheeks watching Gus return with two beers in his paws. Jesus. What a disaster.

Not that Maggie was totally to blame. No, Gus’d been teasing and taunting her and she’d had enough. I should never have subjected her to this visit. She couldn’t stand the guy and well…who could blame her?

But still…Did she have to get drunk and stagger out nude? Let’s not even talk about coming on to me with my best friend watching.

I took the beer from his hand and watched him take a seat across from me. “That was…” I shook my head slightly and took a long swig of beer.

“Hey, don’t be too hard on her. It was my fault. I shouldn’t have teased her and—“

I slammed the bottle onto the table and strained forward, my jaw set. “Damned right. That’s my WIFE you were ogling not some two bit skank you picked up in a bar. And then the teasing.” I looked to the side and sucked in a long breath, trying to control myself so I wouldn’t say something I’d regret. The guy was an old friend, a bit down on his luck and hell, his foot was usually in his mouth. I knew that.

“Why’d you have to take your clothes off? I could have lent—“

“ME! Take a look at yourself buddy, you’re still starkers. You could have said something instead of stripping down yourself, if it was that big a deal.” He’d been advancing across the table as he spoke and now we were almost nose to nose.

I closed my eyes and started to laugh. When he joined in, the tension evaporated. We stayed that way, laughing at the day for a couple of minutes. Finally, he recovered himself, and pointed to the pool. “Get some clothes on will ya?”

Once more we burst out laughing but I got up to get a towel. Somehow, we’d talk this through, just like we had in school. And Maggie…well…I’d figure that out later, when she’d slept it off.

I sat down once more, the towel tucked neatly around me.

“I’m sorry buddy. I pushed the envelope, didn’t I?” His eyes were wide, his mouth pulled back in a grimace. “I can leave now before she wakes up. But I’d have to take a cab.”

I sighed and felt my heart sink lower. He was probably right that he couldn’t stay but, not yet. Maggie might be pissed, embarrassed or whatever but he was going to stay the night. It might mean I’d clean out the stores in Chicago shopping with her but, fuck it.

“Stay the night. We’ll figure it out in the morning.”  I pulled my lips between my teeth, stifling the chuckle that threatened to erupt. Maggie was going to be soooo embarrassed. She’d kill me later but by God, it was funny now.

“What?” He took a slug of beer and set the bottle down. “What’s so funny?”

“Maggie. Don’t ever tell her I said so but it WAS kind of funny. So unlike her.” My hand rose to cover my mouth and once more the laughter was on.

“Oh my God, when she touched your cock…just the tip of her finger, trying to be so dainty.” Gus bent over holding his sides, his head swaying back and forth as a chuckle out.

I cleared my throat to change the pitch of my voice, imitating her, “I’m horny.”

Gus slapped the table again and again, his eyes tearing up, he laughed so hard. He straightened in his chair, the muscles of his face twitching as he tried to smooth them. Finally, with eyes wide, lips apart, his tongue rolled over his lower lip.

Oh my God! If he didn’t stop I was going to piss myself laughing.

When we’d regained ourselves his face became serious, but with a dreamlike quality, gazing at the pool. “All kidding aside, she’s a pretty sexy woman. You’re not going to believe this but when she said she was horny, after the whole tongue thing and looking at me…” He turned to face me and dropped his gaze. “Forget it.”

My breath caught in my throat and I leaned over the table towards him. “What? What were you going to tell me? Jesus, from the way we were laughing earlier at the whole situation, you can level with me, you know.”   Oh shit. He probably thought she’d been coming on to him. Better set THAT straight.

He glanced at me a few times silently, looking at the bottle of beer in his hand. “I thought she meant a threesome.”

I flew out of the chair! “WHAT?” My mouth gaped open, eyes blinking a few times to focus him and more importantly what I thought he’d said.

“You heard me. A threesome.” His mouth pulled to the side and his head tilted off at an angle.

HolymotherofGod! My heart skipped a beat as the world that I knew turned upside down. Sure, I’d heard of threesomes. Hell, sometimes Maggie and I watched porn to get the motor primed and there’d been lots of threesomes in them but this was the REAL world for God’s sake, not some porno fuckfest.

I flopped down into my chair, my mouth still open wide enough to catch flies.

“Forget it. I shouldn’t have said anything—again, opening the mouth to change feet.” He stood up and gestured with the empty beer bottle, asking if I wanted another.

“After that statement? Fuck. I need another.” I watched him turn and start to walk into the house. “Better make it two more.” I called after him.

Once more my mouth fell open, almost forgetting to breathe as I sat there. My God. The way he’d said it, like it was an everyday thing. What had he been up to in the years since school? More importantly, what kind of people did he think Maggie and I were that he’d even THINK such a thing?

A flash of the three of us naked on a bed, probably inspired by the films I’d watched with Maggie popped into my head. Immediately, my cock swelled up.

No. This isn’t right. I pushed at my cock, tucked it into the crease where my thigh met my groin. Can’t think of that.

Oh shit. That’s like trying to not think of a pink elephant. But better a pink elephant than Gus pounding his cock into my wife. Oh my God, there it is again, damned prick with a mind of its own. I shifted in the chair trying to control the throbbing mass my cock had become.

Oh double shit. He was on his way back. I pulled my chair closer, so that my lap was hidden under the table.

He set the beers in front of me and there was a sheepish smile on his face when he spoke. “How about those White Sox? What do you think the chances are for them in the series?”

My eyes were gaping windows watching him take a seat again. “Fuck the White Sox.”

“It would be hard and they wouldn’t like it, I’m sure.” He chuckled softly before once more casting that sheepish grin. “Okay. I’ve done it. Hell, even done the whole orgy thing. It’s fun; I’ll tell you that much.”

Breath gushed out of my mouth and I shook my head from side to side, my eyes never leaving his. “The hell you will,” in my best Clint Eastwood imitation. “Spill it.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed as if he wasn’t dying to tell me. Maybe he wasn’t, but I wasn’t letting him off the hook.

“It’s usually on vacation, in Hedonism, but there’re clubs around here, too. Usually, I’m the loner…No steady girl, as you know…Couples, married couples, like a guy to join them sometimes. You know, the guy gets off watching his woman get fucked by another man and of course, the woman...” His grin became wide and his chest puffed out, “What woman can resist Gusto? That’s what they call me y’know. Gusto.”

“Holy shit on a shingle!”

“Yeah…kinda. It’s pretty hot stuff.” His gaze dropped once more to the beer bottle, fingers toying at the label. “I hope you’re not offended that I thought that Maggie…well, you know.”

I sat back in my chair and ran my fingers from my forehead to the back of my neck, holding the knots of muscle, trying to keep my head from flying off onto the flagstones. I watched the sky where a hawk swooped down and floated up once more, caught on a cross wind.

What did I think? The erection that still pushed against the cotton towel was still there and that wasn’t helping to sort out my thoughts. Was it any wonder he’d misinterpreted Maggie’s actions? With his history, it was almost understandable.

“No harm, no foul.” I dry scrubbed my face in my hands and when I looked at him again, I managed a smile. “Just don’t think that Maggie will be calling you Gusto.” Even as I said it, I knew in my bones it was a lie.


Chapter 8: Maggie

Oh my God. Who took a piss in my mouth? My tongue felt huge, stuck to my palate and I smacked my lips before grimacing. I turned my head and saw the wine bottle half empty (wasn’t that supposed to be half-full as the optimists say?). Through the patio door, night had fallen.

My hand flew to my head and I squeezed my eyes shut as the afternoon unfolded in my mind’s eye. SHIT! The wine, getting so pissed off at Gus and Phil and then…I bumped my head up and down against the pillow a few times. WALKING NAKED OUT ONTO THE PATIO? Oh shit, shit, shit.

I sat up and felt the towel slip open and fall to my lap. Oh God, no. Gus had draped this around me before I’d acted so stupid, licking my lips, fingering Phil’s cock…Did I really say ‘I’m horny.’?

I fell back onto the soft bed, my arms folded across my face. If only I could hide from the world, like this forever.

Phil’s laugh followed by the deep rumble of Gus’s voice broke the spell. I had to get up and face the music. Oh well, I deserved it and it could have been sooooo much worse.

Gus had actually put a towel around me. He hadn’t made any stupid, lewd comment but he’d been…oh my God I never thought I’d see the day when Gus Miller was actually a gentleman. I’d been no lady, but at least he’d been decent.

I propped myself up on my elbows and rolled out of bed, catching myself when my feet threatened to go on strike. I sighed and walked over to my closet, slowly, taking care lest the headache deep in my brain surfaced, in all it’s painful glory. The smell of onions simmering, drifted into my nostrils as I donned my terry bathrobe and plodded out of the room.

It was the picture of domestic bliss, Phil setting the table with the salad and plates while Gus stood at the stove, a wooden spatula in his hand stirring something in the frying pan. Must be the onions.

I cleared my throat and marched straight to the sink, poured a tall glass of water for myself, ignoring their silent stares. Were they smirking? I felt my shoulders droop, gulping until the glass was empty.

“How are you feeling?” Phil’s voice was gentle in my ear, his hand resting lightly on my back.

“Terrible. Thanks.” I turned and looked into his eyes. There was only pity in them, no anger. Somehow that made it worse.

“Maggie.”

I turned my head and looked into Gus’s eyes; saw the wide, sadness in them. His hand had stopped, the spatula resting on the lip of the pan, regarding me.

“Maggie. This is all my fault. I’m sorry.” He turned back to the pan and started to stir the onions again. “I’ll clear out in the morning.”

I noticed the slope of his head and shoulders, mouth pulled to the side as if he’d lost his best friend. This was a side of him that was totally foreign to me. No teasing or smart ass comments?

I sighed and leaned back against the countertop. He had every right to make some comment after the fool I’d been at the pool. My God, he’d even covered my body up to spare me this embarrassment. Shit.

I took a few steps towards him and patted his back softly. “No need to rush off. Just promise me that you’ll forget this afternoon. I think we got off on the wrong foot.”

He stopped and once more turned to look into my eyes. The corners of his mouth curled slowly up and his eyes became brighter, as if seeing me for the first time. That was what it was like for me. I could actually see the good side of him, the one that Phil liked so much. He was being kind, HAD been kind and the icicles frosting my heart began to melt.

“Thanks Maggie. I promise I’ll never tease you again. Hell! I’m even making you dinner! With Phil’s help of course.” His eyes flitted to Phil. “Better flip the steaks and check the spuds, Bro.”

“What can I do to help?” I looked up into his face and noticed the lines at the corners of his eyes, the strong jaw and small hump on the bridge of his nose. There was just a shadow of dark beard on his cheeks and above his lips. This was why he attracted women like moths to a flame.

Warmth settled in my chest and spread through my body as I watched him turn his attention back to the stove. Why had he never found a woman who could take the rough edges off, bring this gentleness out more often?

“Maggie, have a little hair of the dog that bit ya’. Make yourself a drink and sit down at the table. Phil and I got this covered.” He threw a smile my way and it was then, that I decided he was okay. The week may even turn out to be fun.


Chapter 9: Phil

Try as I might, I couldn’t get the ‘threesome thing’ out of my head. As we ate dinner, it kept rearing its head, well actually, more like swelling the head of my dick. I watched Gus relay some silly story from our college days, about me of course, and the way she seemed to hang on every word, her laughter like soft chimes in my ears.

At one point, he leaned over and touched her hand, underscoring some point and I couldn’t help but note how close to her breast it was. If he were any closer, or if she moved forward, that hand could slip inside the opening of her robe, could hold her warm flesh in that grizzly paw, fingers toying with the nipple…Oh God. I shifted in my chair, glad that my pants were back on, holding me securely in place.

For the first time, I noticed his lips as he talked. They were full but not overly so--probably what women would call kissable. A scene of his lips dragging over the hollow of her throat, lowering to her chest until finally settling on that button-like nipple, drawing it into his mouth...

“Phil? Are you all right?”

I startled, eyes focusing to meet hers. “Fine.” I cleared my throat to lower my voice from the squeak it had become. “I’m fine. Probably too much sun, and for sure, too many beers.” The meal was half over and I couldn’t wait to get out of there, take her into the bedroom.

“Why don’t you go to bed early? I’ll clean up out here.” Her hand dropped onto mine softly and for a few minutes, I couldn’t speak. That same hand had held my cock earlier…and Gus had envisioned it gripping his.

“Yeah, little buddy. I’ll help Maggie. It’s the least I can do…” He grinned, flashing a set of perfect white teeth, like some kind of vampire or something.

Oh sure, she’d be rinsing dishes at the sink and Gus’d come up behind her, cup her breasts in his hands, nibble at her neck with those teeth, while rubbing his thick cock against the cheeks of her ass.

Fuck. I felt a drizzle of pre-cum staining my pants! What the hell!

“I’m not ‘little buddy’, never was and never will be.” It came out way sharper than I’d intended. I saw the surprise in Gus’s eyes and the scowl on Maggie’s face. “I’m sorry. I guess I AM pretty tired.” The steak in my stomach became heavy and suddenly my appetite vanished.

“Go to bed, dear. You’re not yourself.” Maggie’s eyebrow was lowered, her dark eyes stern. “You don’t have to worry about Gus and I. We’ll make out okay, even without you.” She turned and graced Gus with a quick smile.

I felt my heart leap into my throat, even as the heaviness, throbbing against my tummy increased. ‘Make out okay?’ Was it a flirty smile on her face? And why did I hope so? Shouldn’t I be jealous, ready to punch Gus’s lights out instead of feeling…Oh my God, the fullness of my cock was proof of how I felt about this. What kind of sick fuck was I, fantasizing about my wife and best friend?

“I don’t know about you, but I couldn’t eat another bite. That was excellent, if I do say so myself.” Gus wiped his mouth with his napkin and pushed back from the table. “I need another glass of water. Anyone else want one?” He rose and seeing the shake of Maggie’s head and mine, he carried on to the sink.

“I’m going to bed. You’re right.” My voice was just above a whisper and I took her hand and placed it on my turgid rod. “Don’t be long.”

Her eyes opened wide and a smile spread over her lips before she gave my cock a gentle squeeze. From the looks of it, I wouldn’t have long to wait for her to finish in the kitchen.

Quickly, before Gus turned from the sink and could notice the state of my cock, I rose and called over my shoulder, walking from the room, “See ya’ in the morning, buddy.”


Chapter10: Maggie

Holy! What was up with Phil--totally hard and even leaking pre-cum. I watched him walk from the room and down the hallway to our bedroom. It HAD to be from earlier today, when I’d touched him and told him I was horny. Of course he couldn’t do anything about it THEN, not with Gus around.

My cheeks flushed and I glanced at Gus coming back to the table. He wore a small smile but didn’t seem too put out with Phil’s disappearance. I turned my gaze back to my plate, wondering if he’d noticed Phil making me grope him. 

“Poor Phil. He’s not used to drinking so much in the afternoon. Actually, neither am I…” I let the words trail off, hoping he’d get the hint that I wouldn’t be staying up much longer, either.

“Yeah, we kind of overdid it a bit.” He sat down again and chuckled, gazing down at the table.

My fingers tightened around the glass of wine spritzer I’d been nursing, feeling my neck grow hot. Oh God, was he remembering my antics at the pool earlier and laughing about that?

“You and Phil have a nice place. You seem pretty happy.” He looked into my eyes, a smile still playing at his lips as he stood up. “How about you let me clear these dishes away? You must be tired too.”

Without waiting for an answer he picked up his plate and Phil’s, already turning to go back into the kitchen area.  For a few seconds I fought the urge to join Phil in the bedroom, have raucous sex and forget that this day had happened, but Gus was being so nice. I couldn’t just leave him out here alone, cleaning up the mess. I picked up my plate and glass and joined him at the sink where he was busy rinsing dishes.

Standing elbow to elbow, a picture of him standing naked, in full view, flashed in my mind and once more I blushed. A small gasp left my lips at the jolt of pleasure that shot through my core. As if in a trance, I watched his muscular forearms, the covering of light brown hair and thickness of his wrists as he turned the plate over to rinse the underside. 

There was a warm tingle in my clit looking at his wrist, so tanned and firm…only a little bigger than what I’d seen hanging below his taut stomach. At the nudge on my arm, the spell was broken and my head jerked up to look into crinkled, laughing blue eyes. Oh God, could he tell what I was thinking?

“Hey. Earth to Maggie.”

I handed him the plate in my hand and turned to walk back to the table. As I did, I chanced a glance over my shoulder. There was a quick flicker as his eyes rose from where he’d been staring—at my ass. My heart skipped a beat, tummy fluttering for a moment. If I’d been remembering his nakedness earlier, maybe he was doing the same thing, picturing my body when I’d drunkenly appeared nude.

Oh my God. I grabbed the rest of the things from the table and almost dumped them onto the counter. “Leave the rest of it, if you want Gus. I’ll get it in the morning.” I risked a casual pat onto his back, as I walked by, trying not to notice how hot my hand felt on his shirt. “I’m bushed. I think I’ll join Phil. See you tomorrow.”

My heart thudded in my chest as I scurried out of the room and down the hall. Ahead of me, the white wooden door promised sanctuary and…I smiled and moved faster. Phil would hopefully still be horny. It had been such a day and my nerves could use a release.

I was no sooner in the door, than his hands were on the front of my robe, stripping it open and down my shoulders. Oh yes. His cock was still hard, the head of it drizzled across my thighs as he spun me around, pushed me back onto the surface of the bed.

“Phil!” My voice was low and my finger went across my lips, gesturing quiet. I pointed to the door, mouthing ‘Gus’.

A strange look appeared in his eyes for a moment before he dropped to his knees beside the bed. His hands gripped my knees hard and he yanked my legs open. Oh my…I’d never seen him like this, so rough and insistent. When his elbows dug into the soft flesh of my inner thighs holding them apart, his hands on my hips to pull my ass to the edge of the bed, I almost cried out. But Gus would hear.

Oh God, I was spread like a banquet before his face, my pussy open, longing for his mouth. One fist went between my teeth biting down to prevent screaming with pleasure when his tongue touched my clit. He lapped it like a dog, driving me crazy, it felt so good.

His fingers drove hard into the slippery wetness, deep inside, pumping fast…sucking, nibbling on my sensitive bud. It seemed he couldn’t get enough, almost devouring my pussy…fucking my cunt hard with his hand, groaning into me.

I reached out to pull him away…longed for his hard cock deep inside but he thrust my hand to the side. Oh God, he was an animal, rutting in his need, insistent. I gasped, my head thrown back hard against the bed…the lust in my cunt…hips rocking into his mouth…there was only the glorious hotness of his tongue…the rapid licking and sucking….

“Don’t stop. Oh fuck…suck it…fuck me fast…” Gutteral moans, rumbled in my throat. There was only the hotness of his mouth, licking…greedy for my cunt.

“Oh fuckfuckfuckfuck.” It was a cry, a whimper in my chest, eyes squeezed shut…Waves of ecstasy cascaded through me…my hot, throbbing clit…cunt clenching down, filled.

On and on it went…ohGod…ravishing my cunt…causing my flesh to quiver in ecstasy.

My hand flew to his head, pushed him away as the sensation became too much. His eyes were half closed with pleasure, cheeks and lips glistening with my cum as he rose, smiling. He stood between my legs, cock in his fist…oh fuck, it was beautiful, so thick and long, gliding slowly through my furrow.

“Uhhhh.” A grunt-groan when he thrust into me…stretching me…filling my cunt.

His eyes were mere slits, staring down at his cock gliding in and out of my hole. I strained upward, to prop myself up on my elbows, wanting to watch as well. It was thick and dark, impossibly big, like Gus’s wrist…OH…I gasped. It was too naughty. My cunt throbbed, slick with wetness at the thought.

In and out… thick and dark…oh fuck, it was building again. “Fuck me hard.” My hand flew to my clit, stroking it fast…gasping…muscles deep inside clutching the hard cock…milking it.

“That’s it…right there.” Breath sucked fast through clenched teeth, words a low growl. He ground into me like a jackhammer.

“Ohhhhh” The pleasure rocked through me once more, his cock deep, filling me with hot slipperiness.

He jerked once, twice….deeper still and held it as the last spurt of lust shot out of him.

My breath rushed from my mouth in rapid pants, watching his face, his groin where we were joined. Oh God, I needed that so much. My legs trembled and he fell over onto me, his mouth in my ear, on my neck. 

We stayed like that for a while; my hands skimmed the velvet surface of his back lovingly, till our bodies floated downward, soft as the flight of a feather falling to the ground. There was a soft wetness as he slipped from my opening.

“Oh fuck, Maggie. That was hot.” He rose and stepped back and his hand pulled a few tissues from the box on my night table.

I took one from him and wadded it between my legs before rising and then settling under the covers. When he lay next to me, I snuggled into his body, my fingers toying with the dark hair on his chest. “That was wild. What came over you? I’ve never seen you so…so rough…and demanding. I liked it.”

His hand stroked my arm and he turned to kiss the top of my head. “It was Gus; what he told me this afternoon. Did you know, he thought you were trying to initiate a threesome?”

My body jerked up and I stared into his face. His eyes were serious, his lips parted but not smiling. He was SERIOUS? “WHAT?” My breath was a still balloon in my chest.

“Yeah. Apparently, he’s done that lots of times. He’s even done orgies.”

I closed my eyes for a moment and shook my head a few times, still facing him. “WHAT? I don’t believe it.” Once more I did a double take. “You mean, like in a porn flick?”

“Yes! He told me…”

***

For the next twenty minutes, Phil relayed the conversation he’d had with Gus. Twice he had to repeat it.

The first time I heard it, I was flabbergasted. The second time I heard it…well, let’s just say that we ended up having wild sex twice more, before morning.


Chapter 11 Gus

As I worked rinsing off the plates, setting them in the dishwasher and then getting it started, I thought about Maggie and Phil. She’d been so embarrassed; she could hardly look me in the face. But she seemed to come around, even laughed at some of my jokes--cleaned up ones since she really was a lady--despite the show she’d put on earlier.

It was only when Phil went to bed that she seemed to get nervous again, clam up a bit.

And Phil. Thought he could hold his booze better than that. He’d always done in college. I paused about to push the button on the dishwasher to start it. Maybe it was that little confession of mine…telling him about my adventures in the swinger lifestyle. Oh fuck. Was he thinking of asking me to leave in the morning? I sighed and pushed the button on the dishwasher, surprised a bit by my reaction to that.

It had been fun seeing him, reliving some of the old times but it was also Maggie. Just when I was starting to get to know her, even LIKE her, I was going to have to leave.

There was heaviness in my gut and I knew it wasn’t from the steak dinner. I turned the light in the kitchen out and walked down the hall. Maybe, in my line of work, it didn’t pay to get too close to people. So, just as well.

My hand was on the doorknob of the guest bedroom when a sound made me stop dead in my tracks. Was there someone outside? What was that? My spidey sense went on red alert.

“…fuck me harder” only a soft murmur but the words were clear enough in my ears.

My cock stood straight at attention, almost thudding into my tummy. I smiled, turned the handle and stepped into the spare bedroom. Well, if Phil was getting his, have at it bro. It didn’t look like the conversation earlier had dampened his love-life any. Come to think of it, he was quiet at dinner and seemed to squirm a lot in his chair.

A chuckle escaped my lips, glad that he was taking care of the blue balls. Lucky guy. Maggie was built like a brick shithouse. I unbuttoned the shirt and slid it off my shoulders, tossed it on the dresser.

When she came out of the house, there was no way I couldn’t look, although I made a big pretense of looking the other way. Holy cow, the rack on her jiggling with every step she took…narrow waist and perfect hips. Not sure about the bush. Normally it turns me off but at least she’d trimmed it. Oh fuck, who am I kidding? It was hot.

Once more I paused, about to pull the coverlet on the bed back. There it was again, only this time it sounded like Phil moaning. I flipped the cotton duvet back and my hands went to the waistband of my jeans. As soon as they were unbuttoned and the zipper open, my cock, hard as an English cucumber, sprang free.

Another moan from the room next door…

I slipped out of my jeans and grabbed my suitcase and tossed it on the bed. There was no way I’d get any sleep in this condition. My fingers flew, opening it, sliding the laptop from the pocket and setting the bag back onto the floor.

I popped into bed and placed the laptop beside me. I knew just the video to watch while I took care of business. There was no point lying to myself; it was Maggie I’d be fantasizing about, fucking the ass off her…I flipped the laptop open and clicked the mouse-pad, searching for it, the video of the brunette with the humongous jugs.

My hand drifted to my cock and I rubbed it, eyes focused on the screen, ears filled with the soft passionate murmurs from the room next door. Oh God, how I’d like to be Phil. She was probably sucking his cock, right now.

There it was. I clicked and the dark haired woman, a Maggie look-alike filled the screen. My hand rolled slowly down my cock, just as the woman on the monitor, licked the knob of a blonde guy kneeling before her. She was on the bed, taking that massive cock into her mouth, her eyes watering as she looked up at his face.

“ Ohhhh…” Maggie’s voice.

Oh Jesus. The sound of her lust, only twelve feet away, separated only by a wall…it was too much. My hand stroked faster, gripped my shaft firmly, twisting my wrist on the upward stroke…oh God, it was Maggie…her tight cunt around my cock…like it was sucking on me…

My heart pounded, hand flying up and down as I fell into her, deeper and deeper…Phil standing nearby watching…her begging for more….

The hot lust in my cock that had started when she appeared naked, erupted from me in hard, delicious spurts of ecstasy. Eyes shut, lips parted, gasping as my hand coaxed every drop, every hot, slippery, atom to shoot onto my stomach. I gasped a final hard breath and stopped.

White viscous globs of cum pooled in my naval, threaded across my abdomen. Holy shit, I’d been horny! I reached for the jeans next to the bed and managed to clean up my mess with the inside of one of the pant legs.

I cocked my ear and listened. They were still talking? My hand froze and I stared straight ahead. What if he was telling her about me, about the threesome?

The End
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