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one
 

 

Adam clapped a hand on Gary's back and said, "Hey man, don't take it so hard. It's not like they fired you because you sucked, it was purely a budgetary decision."

"I appreciate that, but on some level it still means I was expendable. My manager had to eliminate one team member and I was the one he chose. Christ, the job market is awful right now, not a great time to be looking for something new.” Gary drained the remaining beer from his mug.

"You've got severance, that'll help. Want another brew?"

Gary checked his watch and even though he knew he should be getting home to drop the bomb on Alexandra, he wanted to delay that, so he said he'd have one more.

Even though the bar was packed with the happy hour crowd, Adam had no trouble flagging down the pretty blonde barmaid from the other end of the bar. He just had one of those big personalities. Everyone always knew Adam was in the room. He was the type of guy who always got what he wanted because he never stopped until he had it. Gary envied Adam that. Although he was no wallflower himself, Gary knew he'd be standing at that bar for ten minutes trying to flag the barmaid down. He also envied the way Adam easily slipped into flirting with the girl, who barely looked twenty-one, several years younger than either of them. Maybe it bothered Gary how openly the girl flirted back.

"What can I get for you guys?” the barmaid asked, all smiles. Gary wondered if it was just in his head, or was the girl leaning further over the bar than necessary for Adam’s sake.

"I'll have one more Guinness and my pal here will have a Harp,” Adam said with a flash of white teeth that was more predatory than a smile. He didn’t even pretend he wasn’t staring at the girl’s tits. It was a transaction and she understood that. She stuck her tits out there for him to look at and he would tip her well for it. He wanted to laugh at Gary trying to restrain himself from looking. Guys like Gary just didn’t get it. Not really. When she brought their beers, he gave her a ten-dollar tip, letting his hand linger on hers when he handed it over. "Thanks, honey."

"You are unbelievable. Doesn't Maggie ever get tired of your constant flirting?” Gary asked with a shake of his head.

"I don't do it as much in front of her, genius. And besides, she knows it's all in fun. It's not like I would ever cheat." Probably not, anyway, Adam supposed.

"Really? In all your years of marriage you've never slipped? Not even once?"

"What do you consider cheating?” Adam responded with a chuckle. "But seriously, what kind of guy do you think I am? I love Maggie. She's the mother of my children. I’m not running around looking to cheat on her.” It was true, he wasn’t looking to cheat on Maggie, but sometimes things just happened—and Adam had a rather fluid definition of cheating. He didn’t screw other women, but if a stripper gave him a hand job, well, that wasn’t cheating. He doubted Gary was as flexible. 

“Don’t worry about me, pal,” Adam said. You’ve got your own problems. How do you think Alex is going to take the news?"

"You know her. She’s always unflappable. I'm sure she'll have a plan worked out five minutes after I tell her. She's great like that. I just don't want her thinking it's my fault."

"You really need to loosen up, buddy. It's just a job, it's not the end of the world."

They finished their beers while checking out all the women in business suits just off from work. Some of them, particularly the younger ones, had very short skirts or tight tops and while Gary certainly appreciated it, he wasn't sure how appropriate it was for the workplace. There were a couple women at his office—that was his former office—who distracted him every time they walked by. He realized he'd miss that.

The men separated in the parking lot and Gary asked if there was anything he should bring over when the two couples got together on the coming weekend. Adam said he thought everything was covered, but if there was anything Maggie would reach out to Alex.

When he got home, Gary realized his wife was not in a good mood. Alexandra was making dinner, stalking around the kitchen in a stained baby-tee and running shorts. Her poker-straight, white-blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, but looked ready to break free at any moment. When Gary greeted her she barely paused long enough to accept a peck on the cheek.

"Your son has been a terror all day," Alexandra informed her husband while draining the pasta.

"What's up, honey?"

"He just won't settle down. He's got a cough, so he's been miserable."

"I'll go see how he's doing."

Alexandra glared at her husband’s back as he left the kitchen. She knew it wasn’t right, because it was not his fault she was in such a bad mood, but on days like this she desperately missed working and she could not help resenting the fact that Gary got to dress like a grown up and leave the house every day while she was stuck chasing Connor around and wearing whatever happened to still be clean. Alexandra feared that made her sound like a horrible mother, but knew it wasn’t true. She loved her son, she just found being a stay-at-home mom much more difficult than she’d anticipated. 

Gary found his son in the family room watching the Cartoon Network and he was cranky just as his mother had said. Gary wasn't one of those guys who thought a stay-at-home mom had it easy. Just from the times he'd been left alone with his son he knew how exhausting it was to chase a toddler around all day. He thought Alexandra was a great mother, though anyone who'd known her before she had Connor would have doubted that. She just never seemed the domestic type.

Dinner was a hassle, with Connor again refusing to behave. Gary felt bad for the little guy because he was sick, but it was frankly something he wasn't in the mood for after the day he'd had. But still, he handled it because he wanted his wife in as good a mood as possible when they sat down to talk, and he could see that was already going to be an uphill battle. He hadn't said a word yet because he was waiting for the perfect time, as if there was one. Gary hung out downstairs while Alexandra bathed Connor and got him to bed. He was formulating his plan.

Alexandra knew something was up with Gary. He’d been acting strange from the moment he stepped in the door, and then he was trying to get her drunk like she was his prom date. Her husband had a terrible poker face. He always had. She could pry it out of him, but frankly, she didn’t have the energy, and she knew he would have to tell her eventually anyway.

With Connor finally down for the night, she changed into her jammies and relaxed on the bed and savored the first moments she’d truly had to herself all day. The Kindle came out of the nightstand and she jumped back into the latest dirty book from Ben Boswell she’d just downloaded. She didn’t even have five minutes before Gary appeared, and he clearly wanted to talk. Alexandra looked up from the screen. 

"Lexi, honey, there's something we need to talk about.” Gary was the only one who got away with calling her Lexi. She tolerated Alex when she had to. But back when she worked, in the office or the courtroom, it was always Alexandra.

"I was just taking a break,” she sighed. “I've still got laundry to fold and I was going to take a shower. Can it wait?"

"Um, no, it's pretty important."

Of course it can’t, she thought. "I'll be down in a couple minutes then."

Gary poured two glasses of wine and waited at the kitchen table. He went over what he planned to say in his mind. When Alexandra appeared she was freshly showered and clearly exhausted, but perked up seeing the glass of wine.

"You have no idea how much I look forward to my couple glasses of wine in the evening.” She settled into the chair opposite him and clutched at the wineglass like a talisman. "Maggie and I are going to have to steal away for another spa day soon."

"You might want to hold off on that," Gary cautioned. The last time the wives went to the spa for a day it almost melted his credit card.

Alexandra eyed her husband suspiciously. "What's going on? There's something wrong, I can tell."

Gary cleared his throat and laid it all out for her. He made sure to stress how it was a budgetary decision and not about his performance. It wasn't that Alexandra didn't understand, but she also wasn't always the most sympathetic person. She came from a dour Presbyterian family that swore by the classic Protestant work ethic. They believed that if you weren’t successful it was because you weren’t trying hard enough. It was a personal defect. When he'd finished the telling of it, her alabaster cheeks were flushed and her crystal blue eyes were boring holes into him. 

"Why did you wait until now to tell me this?"

"I could tell you were burned out earlier, so I didn't want to tell you until we could really sit down and talk."

"Don't be such a pussy, Gary," she snapped, instantly regretting it. She softened her tone. "I'm sorry, I've just had a rough day. But I do wish you'd get better at confronting unpleasant things. Delivering bad news is like pulling off a band aid, the quicker you do it the better."

"I know, I just feel so badly about it. With the six weeks of severance I know the pressure's off a little bit, but it’s not going to be easy to find something quickly."

Alexandra reached across the table and took her husband's hand. "Don't worry about it, sweetie, we'll be okay. We always are. I don't think we're going to end up out on the street. In fact, I've got some ideas already."

“You’re taking this way better than I thought you would,” he said. Gary assumed the wine had done the trick and blunted the blow. He would probably have to face the music tomorrow.

“We have money in savings and it’s not like we’re incapable of pulling through. It’s just going to take some planning, that’s all.”

“I’m going to work up my resume first thing in the morning and I’ll hit the ground running,” he promised.

“Just try to relax and absorb it, honey. Losing your job is a big deal. Make sure you think before you rush into anything. Like I said, we’ll plan this all out.”

“Okay. Thanks, babe.”

They left it at that and Alexandra went upstairs to fold the laundry while Gary watched television for a while in the family room. And while she folded, Alexandra was already planning. She had truly been mad when Gary first dropped the bomb. Did he fight to keep his job? She loved him dearly, and one of the reasons she’d picked him was because he wasn’t like other men—more sensitive, caring, laid back—but there were drawbacks to that too, and it drove her crazy that Gary could be too passive. 

The anger passed and then Alexandra had to keep the smile off her face because she immediately realized this could be her escape hatch—if she worked it right. Gary would not be happy when she proposed she return to work while he stayed at home with Connor, but these were modern times. It was not unheard of for a father to stay home instead of the mother. The economic downturn had created a lot of these households when only the wife could find a job that paid enough. It would hurt Gary’s pride to not be the breadwinner, but he would get over it. She was excited for the first time in a long time.

Alexandra put the laundry aside and pulled her Kindle out again. Her hobby of reading dirty books on the device was one of those little secrets Gary didn’t know anything about. Reading those stories when she could steal a moment to herself made Alexandra feel sexy and reminded her there was life beyond laundry and dirty dishes. She often read stories about married women like her, who happened into crazy sexual adventures. The book she was currently reading, Dark Tides was about a couple taking a dream cruise around the Caribbean on a private yacht. But taking a luxury cruise was not the only fantasy being fulfilled in the book. The wife indulges her husband’s fantasy and sleeps with the very black captain of the yacht.

 Interracial sex was not a fantasy Alexandra harbored—though she could imagine hot times with someone like Shamar Moore or Morris Chestnut—but the scene she was reading had her particularly turned on. The wife was parading around on the yacht in a tiny little bikini, driving the Jamaican crew members mad. She really crossed the line when she asked the captain to rub lotion on her with his big, dark hands. Her husband watched from below decks.

It was putting herself into that scene and imaging those guys lusting after her that got Alexandra going.  She had always liked the attention of men—especially when she realized she could use it to her advantage. And she’d had her fair share of tiny bikinis back in the day. But Gary was not like the husband in the book. If anything, he was uncomfortable when she received too much attention. He would not encourage a set up like in Dark Tides. That didn’t stop Alexandra from fantasizing in the moment. She could almost feel the hot sun on her skin, and then the hotter hands of the yacht’s handsome captain.

Alexandra slipped a hand underneath the waistband of her snug cotton pj bottoms. Her fingers glided over the light fuzz of downy hair and she stroked her damp lips. She groaned. It had been too long since she’d indulged herself. Fingers dipped between her lips and her thoughts moved on from the book to when she and her friends would sun themselves on the lawn in college and guys would find a million and one excuses to come over and flirt. Most of those boys were dismissed, but if she found one cute she would give him a few minutes. And if he had a good rap—and access to a good party that night—Alexandra might meet up with him later that night. And if the party was really good, and he was really cute, he might end up back in her room for a drunken fumble in the dark. It had been exhilarating to be so carefree. 

She lightly stroked her clit in a little circle, but as her breathing got heavier she rubbed faster and harder. Her thoughts moved on to those early days of being a junior associate and going to happy hour after work. There was always someone flirting with her in those downtown bars—usually someone from the firm. They didn’t care about her wedding ring. Alexandra would flirt back. It was harmless fun. Gary never had anything to worry about. Alexandra’s suits were tailored to draw just the right amount of attention—and she missed it. When she went out in her mommy-wear, it felt like men looked right through her, even though she tried not to be too dowdy.

Alexandra’s nostalgic thoughts dissipated into fog as her climax closed on her. Her clit was slippery, but she kept her fingers there and focused on the building intensity there, biting her lip as quiet whimpers escaped her throat. Her climax was inevitable, and when it came—with a single throaty moan—her entire body heaved and tensed. Alexandra snapped her thighs closed around her hand. She blinked hard, as if the orgasm had startled her. 

The climax receded more quickly than it came, and she lightly stroked her mound as the aftershocks warmed her body. She was suddenly sleepy and barely managed to put the Kindle away before drifting off.

 Just a few minutes later, Gary turned off the television downstairs and dragged himself to bed. It had been an exhausting day, and despite his wife’s calm reaction to the news, he was still fraught with worry. He did not share Alexandra’s confidence that everything would work out so easily. 

Gary found Alexandra on her side, facing the side of the bed, breathing deeply. He had hoped to maybe catch her awake so they could snuggle, maybe a little more. Their sex life was too infrequent for his tastes, especially when she slept in tight little shorts and camis. Seeing her ass in those shorts brought a stirring in his pajama pants that demanded attention. But he understood how exhausted his wife was. He eyed the tissue box on his nightstand and with a sign of resignation pulled his boxers down. 

His shaft was only semi-hard when he started, but staring at Alexandra’s long, athletic body quickly had him hard. He couldn’t believe her ass was still so tight after having a kid. He knew the other husbands were jealous of him. Gary stroked it harder. He knew that Adam, in particular, would give his right nut to get his hands on her. Gary tolerated Adam’s flirting because he knew it was meaningless. 

As if modeling for him, Alexandra stirred, rolling half onto her back. The cami rode up to expose her flat stomach and it clung to her braless tits. He imagined pulling that top away and playing with her pert breasts, and that was about all it took. Gary barely had the tissue ready to receive his load as he came with a quiet grunt. 

Gary felt a mild self-disgust as he disposed of the tissue and slipped into bed. It just felt weird to be jerking off while his beautiful wife, who he should be fucking, lay just feet away. But then he felt her warm body beside his and instantly felt better. 

 






  

two
 

 

Sleeping in was something Gary rarely had the chance to do. During the week he had to be up early for work and on the weekends he always had chores and errands and other activities that rarely let him stay in bed past eight in the morning. But it wasn't the fact that Alexandra let him sleep until almost ten that was such a pleasant surprise. It was the way in which she woke him up. Before he even opened his eyes, he felt his wife's warm mouth wrapped around his cock, slowly moving up and down. She also had a hand under his t-shirt and was gently playing with his nipple, just the way he liked it. The blowjob started in a dream for him, and it was the cute bartender from last night going down on him. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a blowjob. Alexandra hoarded them like they were gold.

Gary's eyes flickered open and there was his wife, kneeling beside him on the bed with her hair veiling her face. She stopped just short of deep-throating all seven-inches when she swept down onto his shaft. Alexandra was sucking harder and picked up the pace. Gary's moans and breathing had to have alerted her that he was awake. He stroked her fine hair and swept it back so he could see her face. Alexandra’s eyes were closed and her cheeks hollowed as she worked hard to satisfy him. A tremor started in his hips and spread throughout his body. Gary gripped the back of her head tightly and with a deep moan he let go. She kept his head at the back of her throat and sucked harder as he shot his load. Alexandra didn't let go until Gary was completely drained. She opened her eyes and smiled at her husband and then blew him a kiss. He couldn’t believe it. As rare as blowjobs were, it was unheard of for his wife to let him come in her mouth.

Alexandra hopped off the bed and Gary watched her walk into the master bathroom. Her outfit wasn’t that different than her pajamas had been—a blue tank top and tight running shorts that flattered her long, lean body, with the shorts emphasizing the flare of her hips.  

As she gargled with mouthwash, Alexandra felt rather pleased with herself. Gary would be much more receptive after a wake up like that. It annoyed her that he could stay in bed for so long. She was always up before the sun so she could get her workout done in peace. It started with a long, hard run, followed by a punishing routine of crunches and some weight training. Alexandra loved it. Gary never worked out, and while he was naturally fit, it was beginning to show around his soft middle. She was still attracted to her husband, just not as attracted. Maybe he would start working out when he was home with Connor. That’s what the blowjob was all about.

It wasn’t that Alexandra didn’t like giving head. Some women did it to impress men, but she had never had to resort to that. She did it because she liked the way it turned men to putty, but it was not her favorite thing—so she didn’t go out of her way to do it for her husband after so many years of marriage. It had become something she pulled out of her bag of tricks as a reward, or when she needed something special from him. She did not feel guilty about that. It wasn’t like Gary was going down on her every night.

Alexandra returned, pulling her hair into a ponytail held in place by a scrunchie that had been around her wrist. She climbed back onto the bed and sat beside Gary Indian-style.

"What was all that for?” Gary asked. "Not that I'm objecting.” 

"Aren't I allowed to make my husband feel good? Especially after the rough day you had yesterday."

"Thanks, honey. Don't think I don't appreciate it. I'll have to lose my job more often if it gets you this frisky.” He ran a hand up her long, smooth leg, softly caressing the inside of her tanned thigh.

"There was something I wanted to discuss with you. I did a lot of thinking last night and this morning while I was taking care of Connor.”

“Okay.”

 “I think it's your turn to look after Connor for a while," she said. Alexandra was surprised his jaw didn’t drop.

"Sure, honey. As soon as I grab a shower I'll take over. You deserve a break."

Alexandra realized he didn’t get it and narrowed her ice-blue eyes and said, "No, you don't understand. I meant on a regular basis. I want to go back to work and I think you should stay home with Connor."

Gary felt like she just dropped a two-ton weight on his chest, but it was her way to be blunt—even about major life changes. "It's something we can talk about, I guess. I mean, I hadn't really considered that."

"We can talk about it, but I’m serious—this is something I really want to do. We've talked about me going back to practicing."

"But that was once Connor started school. That's a couple more years away."

"Now is a perfect time. You said yourself that the job market is tight in your field. I know Abram Connors would take me back in a heartbeat. Stacy calls every couple months to ask if I've had enough of motherhood yet."

"I don't really know how hard it would be to find something else. I haven't even started looking yet. I don't know about this. It's a huge change."

"Think about what's best for the family, Gary. This shouldn't be about some kind of macho thing. There's no reason I should do the childrearing just because I'm a woman. Honestly, we both know that if I went back to work I'd make more money than you would."

"It isn't about the money. I never minded that you made more than I did."

"I know that, and I’ve always appreciated you’re not some knuckle-dragger. This isn’t just about me. You should see this as an opportunity to bond with your son. How many fathers get this chance?"

"You don't have to argue this like a case, honey. I'm not saying I'm against it, I just never thought about it, that's all."

"Well, think about it. Get used to the idea."

Gary pushed thoughts of being Mr. Mom out of his mind and he concentrated on his wife's body. He moved his hand higher, to where Alexandra's shorts barely covered her sex. He knew she was probably wearing a thong under those shorts. She always did. The talk of him being a stay at home dad made him want to exert his masculinity, but when he tried to touch Alexandra down there, she moved his hand back to her thigh. 

"I would love to, sweetheart, but I've got to go check on Connor. Hold that thought until tonight.” She leaned over, gave him a minty kiss and left.

Gary stared at the ceiling and wondered what he should do. The truth was, he didn't want to stay at home and take care of his son. It wasn't that he didn't love Connor, but that had always struck him as the mother's job. He wasn't a Neanderthal by any means, but he was more old fashioned than he cared to admit. He could only imagine the ribbing one of the guys at the office would have taken if he said he was leaving his job to take care of the kids.

There was also the fact that Gary had no idea what Alexandra did all day. Aside from giving Connor a bath sometimes, or looking after him while Alexandra was out, he really didn't look after his son by himself very often. Gary just didn't think he was qualified to do the childrearing day in and day out. Alexandra was in the process of potty training Connor—Gary had no idea how to take over that. All sorts of dire scenarios flashed through his mind, most of them ending with his having to call 911. But Gary also knew his wife well enough to know that in her mind this was already a done deal. He faced an uphill battle if he planned on reversing her.

Gary eventually climbed out of bed and took a long, hot shower. There were three heads, at various heights, and the water pelting his body felt like a rainstorm. After he dried himself off and dressed, he found Alexandra and Connor in the family room, where they played together as a family. It was nice to have the time in the middle of the week to relax with them and not have to worry about whatever deadline was looming at work. It made him realize just how much he'd grown to dislike his job.

After a light lunch, Alexandra asked him to put Connor down for a nap while she read in the backyard and worked on her tan. The boy was fussy and Gary had to read several stories before he would pass out. When he did, Gary decided to go find Alexandra. He walked into the great room on the back of the house and stopped cold—shocked to see his wife stretched out on a chaise beside the pool without a stitch of clothing. Of course he'd noticed there were no lines in her golden tan, but he'd never really thought about it. It was just one of those awesome things that just happened, like when you find a quarter. 

Instead of going outside, he lingered by the patio doors and watched her. Although the backyard was surrounded by a high wooden fence, which was in turn ringed by tall shrubs, it still struck Gary as kind of dirty and wrong that his wife was outside, totally nude, in the middle of the day. What if a neighbor could peek through the shrubs or the UPS man came around to the gate? He knew Alexandra wouldn't care. Not that she was a tramp, but she'd never been shy about her body. She had a great figure and didn't mind at all if people admired it. Although he wasn't the overly jealous type, Gary thought some of Alexandra's outfits were a bit over the line and wished his wife would dress more modestly when they went out. Just because he was proud he had a wife other guys wanted to check out didn't necessarily mean he wanted them doing it.

Alexandra laid her book aside and stretched, extending her arms high over her head. Gleaming with tanning lotion, she really did look like a goddess and Gary's prick throbbed in his shorts. Stretching, she looked even taller than her statuesque 5'10". The couple were eye-to-eye when she wore heels. Her breasts stood high and firm on her chest, capped by pale, blush-colored nipples that had hardened in the slight breeze. They were as perfect as the rest of her. Her flat stomach gave way to the gentle swell of her hips. The little jewel that dangled from her belly button—a reminder of her more rebellious youth—glistened in the sunlight. The other reminder, a tiny Celtic knot tattooed on the small of her back, was something she’d always talked about getting lasered off, but he suspected she secretly liked having it. Alexandra was very fit, lean and athletic, but not curvy. There was no sign at all that she'd ever given birth, a fact of which he knew she was very proud. She was waxed smooth at the juncture of her thighs, and almost as if she knew he was watching, Alexandra parted them slightly. Gary turned away from the window because he knew if he kept watching his wife he was going to run out there and jump her bones right by the pool.

Gary didn't mention seeing Alexandra in the backyard, but it was on his mind the rest of the day. He couldn’t get those gorgeous images of his wife out of his mind and regretted having not gone out there. Dirty thoughts led to wandering hands and Alexandra questioned why he was suddenly so affectionate. Gary just shrugged and pretended nothing was different. At dinner, he encouraged Alexandra to indulge in more than her usual couple glasses of wine, knowing that being tipsy always made his wife flirty—if not downright horny. It was a quick bath and story for Connor, then Gary brushed his teeth and double-checked his appearance before seeking out Alexandra. Gary was ready for some loving, even if the thoughts in his head were more lust than love.

Alexandra sat on the bed in a short pink silk robe, rubbing lotion into her skin, while some reality show played on the television. Gary walked in and turned off the television.

"How do you know I wasn't watching that?” she asked, not looking up. She had the robe pushed off a shoulder so she could reach it with the lotion.

"Because I've been married to you for ten years and I know you just turn the TV on for background noise.” He sat beside her on the bed.

"So I guess you think you know me pretty well then. What am I thinking about right now?"

He looked into those familiar clear blue eyes, but couldn't penetrate her cool exterior. Instead of answering, he took the lotion from her and said, "Here, let me take care of that for you."

Alexandra chuckled and said, "You can't fool me, mister. You're just trying to get into my panties."

He peeked inside her robe and said, "But you’re not wearing any.” He pushed her robe off her other shoulder and she held it with her arms to keep from exposing too much of her body—an oddly demure gesture from a woman who’d been fully nude in the backyard. Gary had a soft touch and knew just where to use his hands to set her tingling.

"What makes you think you're going to get lucky tonight? That would be twice in one day."

He kissed the side of her neck, while sliding a slick hand down to rub her chest just above where she held the robe. "I remember when getting lucky just twice was a bad day. Besides, I know how hot you get when I tell you what you want to hear."

She dropped the robe to her waist and raised her lips to his. Their kiss lingered and her tongue went after his. "You do know me."

Gary pinched her nipple and gave it a sharp tug. Her nipples were sensitive, but she didn't like it gentle. "I've decided you're right, there's no reason I shouldn't stay home with Connor while you go back to work."

"Really?” she asked. Alexandra tried hard to sound surprised. Her plan of seduction had worked perfectly and she didn’t feel a bit guilty. From the wake-up blowjob to the nude sunbathing—of course she knew he was watching—to her pose on the bed when Gary just came in, she’d been leading him around by his dick all day. And now that he’d formally agreed to what she wanted, it was time for his real reward—and one for herself. All of that teasing all day had Alexandra quite horny as well. 

Alexandra pushed her breast into his hand and her tongue back into his mouth. Her hand dove into his shorts. It was funny how she reacted to being given what she’d asked for—or demanded, he reflected. She could be so predictable. Gary really didn't like the idea of staying home any more than when she'd first proposed it, but he honestly couldn't think of a good enough argument to refute it. He knew it would sound petty if he insisted she had to stay at home because she was the woman. Still and all, the prospect of being home all day with a toddler scared him.

"Really," Gary replied. He peeled back her robe and pushed his wife onto the pillows behind her. As he moved on top of her, he pushed his shorts down and she pulled his shirt over his head. He cupped her tits in both hands and alternated licking both of them, making Alexandra shake and moan. "You're right, it does make sense.”

"Mmm, I love it when you talk like that. You're making me hot!” Alexandra laughed. Her laugh turned to a throaty moan when he caught as much of her breast as he could in his mouth and attacked her nipple with his tongue. She clamped her thighs around his and rubbed her sex against him. He drew back on her nipple until his teeth caught it and then he drew it out, extending it until she cried out and arched her back. He did the same to her other nipple and she humped his thigh more forcefully, grinding her wetness into him. When he moved down again, Alexandra was a writhing, moaning mess.

Alexandra spread her long legs wide and bent them so her feet were planted on the bed. She also spread her pussy open for him and Gary stabbed at it with his tongue, teasing all around her clit, but purposely staying away from it. Her strong scent filled his nostrils and Gary had to resist the urge to bury his face in her and go full throttle. He tickled her clit with his tongue while bending a finger inside her to rub her g-spot. She howled and lifted her hips off the bed, which he took as the cue to grab her hips and fasten his mouth onto her pussy. While he sucked her clit he slipped a second finger inside her. Alexandra clawed at the sheets and humped his face and hand while crying out his name over and over. Gary added the edge of his teeth to her clit and Alexandra came hard. 

"Sweet Jesus! Ohhhhh…"  Alexandra screamed. She hate/loved being teased and her husband knew it. He was playing her just as she’d been him. Her pussy clenched around his fingers and flooded his mouth with nectar. "God, I can't take it anymore," Alexandra rasped, pushing Gary's mouth away. 

Her tits thrust at the ceiling while she sucked in great lungfuls of oxygen and she quivered every time an aftershock shot through her body. This aggression wasn’t like him and Alexandra realized how tortured he’d really been all day. She liked seeing this side of him and wished she saw it more often. Gary climbed on top of her, prick stabbing down and kissed her deeply. She clung to her husband, hands moving up and down his back. "Damn, you were amazing," she said. "You know that tongue of yours is the only reason I married you."

"And all these years I thought you loved me," he laughed.

"Well, there's that, but a girl has needs."

Wrapping her legs around Gary, Alexandra turned them both so she straddled him. Reaching between them, she grasped his cock and fit it into her pussy. She pushed back and sank onto him. God, he felt good. She loved the way he filled her. He reached for her hips and desperately tried to thrust up at her, but she was back in charge. Alexandra built to a strong, steady rhythm, using her long legs and strong thighs to rise almost completely off of him before slamming back down so hard their thighs slapped loudly together. She swept her hair back out of her face so that it fell down her back and sat back and gripped the headboard with both hands, riding him with all her power. 

Gary gasped like a fish out of water and Alexandra moaned every time she pounded down onto him. Her tits jiggled appealingly and he reached for them, pulling on her nipples. Alexandra arched her back and drove her hips forward rapidly, clenching her husband tightly with her pussy. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!” she sobbed, biting her lower lip as she fucked the daylights out of Gary. In just a couple more minutes those sobs turned to screams and she reached orgasm again. She locked her thighs almost painfully around him and while her muscles worked on him Gary also came, blasting his load inside her. 

Climbing down, Alexandra sighed loudly and stretched, flushed from head to toe. Meanwhile, Gary lay beside her, wondering for the millionth time how he’d gotten such a sexy wife.
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Gary and Alexandra arrived at The Hamiltons' at seven on the dot. Adam opened the door and greeted the couple, Gary with a handshake and Alexandra with a clench and a kiss on the cheek. While his wife ushered Connor down to the den to see Aimee and Tyler, Adam led Gary into the living room and fixed him a drink. 

While it was not quite as large as Gary and Alexandra's, Adam and Maggie's house was yet another suburban McMansion, with a dining room off to one side of the center hallway and a small living room on the other. At the back of the house was a big den, which flowed into the open kitchen. Maggie's taste was rather different than Alexandra's and the house had more of a country, Laura Ashley feel. There was a large, soft couch and love seat in the den, both of which were turned toward a television, which was shuttered inside a dark wood armoire. Sweet smells and sounds of cooking floated in from the kitchen and Gary shouted a hello back to Maggie, who said she'd be right in.

"So Maggie tells me you're giving up the career to strap on an apron," Adam tossed out.

"Very funny. I am not giving up my career, I'm just taking a break and giving Alexandra a turn to go out and slave away."

"Hey man, you don't need to be defensive. I'm sure it wasn't an easy choice. I know I'm not cut out for cooking and cleaning."

"Don't listen to him, he's being an ass," Maggie said, smacking her husband playfully on the shoulder as she came in from the kitchen. She gave Gary a hug and stretched up on her tip toes to give him a kiss on the cheek. She was a petite woman, just a couple inches over five feet.

"Oh, I know. I expected some ribbing when I agreed to do this," Gary said.

"I think it's great, Gary. More men should be open enough to stay home with their kids. I know this one wouldn't last two seconds if he had to stay home with the kids all day."

"No, I would hire an au pair."

"Then how come I can't have one?” Maggie pouted.

"I'll get you an au pair anytime you want, honey. Say the word."

"Don't be fooled, Maggie. He just wants to move in some hot little nineteen-year-old Swedish girl. I wouldn't trust him for a second," Alexandra said, joining the conversation.

"Why does everyone think I'm such a snake?” Adam complained with a grin.

"If it hisses and rattles what else could it be?" Alexandra teased.

"If it's a snake you really want…"

"Watch it, you don't want Gary to have to take you outside. Be polite and make Alex a drink," Maggie ordered her husband.

"Do you want another, hon?"

"Not until after dinner unless you want me sloshed before dessert."

Gary took a seat while his wife joined Adam at the bar, in the corner of the room. He caught his friend sneak a peek at his wife's ass in her tight gray skirt, but he didn't pay it any mind. That was just Adam. He always aggressively flirted with Alexandra, but it was harmless. If he ever tried anything Alexandra could eat him for lunch.

"I forget, is that one olive or two?” Adam asked as he prepared her martini.

"You can't remember how to make my favorite drink? I think I'm hurt," Alexandra kidded.

"I can't be expected to remember everything, can I?” He skewered two olives and added them to her drink. 

"You seem to study me enough.” Alexandra sipped her drink and enjoyed the surprise that flashed across Adam's face. "Don't worry, I won't tell your wife, or my husband. A guy like you, I think I'd be offended if you didn't check me out."

"In that case," Adam said. He knew Gary couldn't see him from where he was sitting, so he took his time looking down the front of Alexandra's thin, clingy green blouse, which she'd left unbuttoned enough to give a healthy—yet discreet—view of her cleavage. In her three-inch heels, she was just a hair taller than her husband, but Adam still had a couple inches on her and consequently a better view down her blouse—right down to her lacy green bra.

Alexandra quite enjoyed giving Adam the peek, but warned, "Better enjoy the view while you can. Here comes your wife."

"Dinner's ready, guys. Alexandra, could you get the kids?” Maggie said. Gary may not have been able to see her husband looking down Alexandra's blouse, but it didn't escape Maggie's notice and for the millionth time she wished Adam would show some decorum. 

"I'll do it, I guess I'd better get used to it," Gary piped up.

"Let me help ya, buddy. It'll show Maggie you're not the only one who can take care of his kids around here."

After the kids were deposited at one end of the living room table, with Maggie and Gary supervising them, the couples dug into the marvelous dinner Maggie had prepared. There was warm fresh bread and a vegetable soup, followed by lamb chops and a big tossed salad. Everyone complimented Maggie on her culinary skills—especially Gary—who always marveled that she could whip together such an amazing meal while chasing two kids around the house. The pretty brunette blushed under his praise, while Alexandra complained that he never talked about her cooking like that. There was a reason. Alexandra was competent in the kitchen, but simple, quick meals or take-out were more her speed. 

When dinner, which the kids ended up wearing more of than eating, was finished, Alexandra and Maggie cleared the table while the men checked on the score of the game in the den. The couples' dinners were like clockwork after several years and almost always followed the same pattern.

The Taskers—Alexandra was actually Markov-Tasker—and the Hamiltons met when they'd signed up for the same Lamaze class. While Alexandra and Maggie couldn't have been more different, the two women became fast friends and the couples began to spend time together.  Although she had a newborn of her own—plus another child—to take care of, Maggie was a godsend to Alexandra after Connor was born. Alexandra had said more than once that she would have been lost without her friend. Not long after Aimee and Connor were born, the couples started the tradition of their dinners. 

At least once a month they got together at alternating houses for dinner and some grown-up time after the kids were put down for the night. When they were lucky, they found babysitters and were really able to relax, maybe even go out. They'd play games or watch movies together, whatever they felt like. No matter what the couples did, they always had a great time together. There were only two rules to the dinners. First, no talk of parenting after the kids were in bed. And second, they were to be dress-up nights. Not suits and cocktail dresses, but nice clothes were expected. It was a chance for the women to dress up and feel like real adult women.

Ordinarily the women cleaned up the kids after dinner and got them ready for bed, but again Gary volunteered, to the surprise of his wife. 

"Are you sure, honey? You're going to have your hands full soon enough. Why don't you relax down here and I'll take care of it," Alexandra said.

"No, really that's okay.” He pointedly looked at Adam and said, "I don't consider it a chore to look after my son.” Gary held the stern look for a few seconds before breaking out laughing.

"Notice my sweet hubby didn't even offer," Maggie said, kissing Adam on the cheek. "Can we swap men? I think I'm getting the short end of the stick here."

Adam's eyes lit up at the word swap, but Alexandra gave her husband a big, deep kiss and said, "My man is one in a million. I'd never give him up, even for a night."

Gary snatched up Connor, careful not to get any of the mess on his dark blue polo and followed Maggie upstairs. They went into the master bath because it would have been tough to maneuver in the other, smaller one. The kids were all stripped down and deposited in the tub for a good scrubbing and Gary and Maggie were on their knees beside the tub, working side-by-side.

"Do you mind if I take off my sweater?” Maggie asked. "I'm going to get it soaked if I don't."

Gary could think of the sort of response her husband would have to that question, but knowing Maggie wasn't quite the flirt his Alexandra was, he simply told her he didn't mind. It wasn’t like she was naked under it. Maggie was wearing a maroon knitted sweater that nicely brought out the auburn highlights in her short dark hair, a black, pleated skirt that just about reached her knees and black tights.   

Under the sweater was a matching stretch camisole and while it didn't show any more than a bathing suit would have, modest Maggie just didn't feel comfortable whipping her sweater off in front of Gary without asking him first. While she did catch Gary taking a quick look, he behaved like a gentleman as always. She'd always liked him and thought Alexandra was very lucky to have such an easygoing husband. And she was even more impressed when Alexandra told her of the plan for Gary to become a stay-at-home dad. There was no way Adam would ever consider such a thing, not that she would ask. Maggie loved being home with the kids and wouldn't want to switch roles. She really loved her husband, but sometimes she wished he shared some of Gary's qualities.

"Are you really okay with the staying home thing?” Maggie asked.

"At first I thought it was crazy, I'll admit, but I'm coming around. It will be good to spend more time with Connor. I felt like I barely saw him when I was working. I know I've got a lot to learn, so I hope Alexandra doesn't find another job too quickly."

"Anytime you need a hand, feel free to pick up the phone and I'll be over in a flash."

"Don't be surprised if I take you up on that."

"I mean it, any time. I really do think it's wonderful that you're open to trying something like this. Even in our generation too many men are old fashioned."

"Thinking of anyone in particular?"

"No, Adam's great, really. Yes, it would be nice if he lent a hand around the house every once in a while, but he does have his chores too. He takes care of the yard and the little maintenance things. I just think it's great what you're doing, that's all.” Maggie’s genuine warmth came through in her voice. He tried to remember the last time his own wife had such a sincere moment. 

Gary was touched. "Thanks, Maggie. That really means a lot.” He thought the way she blushed was very sweet. "At least there's one person I know won't be snickering behind my back."

"I'm with you all the way. Scout's honor," she promised, holding up three fingers, before she giggled and used them to splash Gary. He splashed back and they both ended up laughing hysterically.

Downstairs, Alexandra was working on an after dinner martini while Adam sat beside her on the couch with a drink of his own. She'd kicked off one of her heels and pulled up the leg underneath herself, flashing a good bit of thigh—which did not escape Adam’s notice. The conversation had started out about home improvement and all the things he'd love to get done around the house, but wound around to Alexandra's eminent return to the workforce.

"I guess Gary's going to have plenty of time to get things done around the house now."

"Don't be so hard on him, you jerk. Chasing a kid around all day is a lot harder than you think. He's not going to have that much free time. He's got a house to maintain, too."

"You're going to have him doing laundry and cooking dinner too?"

"Well, it’s part of what I've done while staying home, so I don't see why not. But of course I'll lend a hand."

"You really are wearing the pants over there, aren't you?"

Alexandra smiled and raised an eyebrow. "Do you have problems with strong women? Are we insecure?"

"I can handle a strong woman just fine, hon. But how would you handle a dominant man?"

"It's a shame you'll never find out, dear.” She drained her martini and held it out, saying, "Refill, please?"

"I've gotten the last three. I think it's your turn. And while you're up…"  Adam knocked back his drink and offered her the empty glass.

"Why yes, sir. I live to serve," she said with a mock Southern accent.

Smiling sweetly, Alexandra took his glass and walked to the bar, putting an extra swish in her hips. Adam's alpha male bullshit could be tiring, but she did enjoy playing with him. Men like Adam were so easy to wrap around her little finger, and she'd been doing it since college. Men underestimated her because of her looks, but she was not just another pretty face, and she’d always used it to her advantage. It annoyed her that Adam had trouble accepting the idea that a woman could be his equal, Alexandra did find his cocksure attitude something of a turn on. He wasn't malicious, he was just who he was. The sharp-edged back-and-forth she had with Adam was something she'd always enjoyed with her male colleagues, and she'd missed it since becoming a stay-at-home mom. And as much as she loved her husband, it was something that had always been missing in their relationship. Gary was wired to avoid confrontation and while that made for a harmonious home life, Alexandra felt that you had to mix things up once in a while to keep it exciting.

Adam watched Alexandra’s ass in that snug skirt and couldn’t help fantasizing about bending her over the bar and hiking it up. He bet they could pound a quick one out before their spouses came downstairs. It was almost like that ass was taunting him. Alexandra’s flirting was fun, but he always thought there was something more behind it. Maybe in another place and another time…

Alexandra mixed both drinks with a heavy hand on the booze. She’d always liked a strong drink and knew Adam could handle it. His gin and tonic had just a splash of the latter. Since she was mixing the drinks, she treated herself to an extra olive. When she carried the drinks back to the couch she noted how long it took Adam's eyes to make the trip up her long legs and over her tits to arrive at her face. It was obvious what he was thinking about. It was written all over his face. She smiled and bent deeply at the waist to present Adam his drink, giving him his second look down her blouse of the evening. She knew the teasing was mean, but it was fun, and having Adam so nakedly checking her out made Alexandra's pulse race. The looks she used to receive from men around the office were something else she'd missed about working.

Adam was so slow taking his drink from her that she asked, "Are you done yet?"

"Actually, if I could just have a moment more?"

"Sure," Alexandra laughed, tossing her hair back and leaning farther forward. She put a hand on his shoulder and came so close she could feel his breath on her chest. She could hear their spouses upstairs and felt so naughty. She reminded herself it was harmless fun. 

"Memorizing things for later?” she asked.

"You'd love that," he shot back. 

Alexandra straightened up and returned to the safety of the far end of the couch. They were both silent for a while, lost in their thoughts. Adam was past just hiking her skirt up and taking her. He wanted to see it all—rip open that blouse and fuck her right there on the couch. Alexandra was pressing the flirting tonight and she had him more revved up than he had been in ages. Something had gotten into her—that was for sure. So was Alexandra all show and no go? Was she only like this with him because she felt safe because of their friendship? Gary was lucky to have such a hot wife who put it out there, but if Maggie flirted like that he'd be pissed.

When Maggie and Gary came back downstairs the couples played Pictionary. Maggie had a great hand and led her and Adam to victory. Afterwards the couples switched partners and Alexandra and Adam easy crushed their opponents. Neither of them was a great artist, but it was like they read each other's minds.

Around midnight they decided to call it quits. Despite all the martinis, Alexandra did not appear drunk at all. Adam, on the other hand, had clearly had too much and was acting rather goofy. Knowing he'd have to drive, Gary was sober as a judge and the one glass of wine Maggie drank turned her cheeks rosy, but that was about it. Alexandra went upstairs and fetched Connor without waking him. There were quiet hugs and pecks on the cheek and the Taskers left.

Adam went upstairs and collapsed on the bed in his boxers while Maggie straightened up a few things before heading to bed. He used the time to flick over to Cinemax and see what they had to offer. There was some softcore show called Black Tie Nights. He thought the pretty blonde on the screen bore a passing resemblance to Alexandra, which set his cock to throbbing all over again. She was lying in a tub, touching herself, and he could just imagine Alexandra did a lot of that. He didn’t see her as one of those women who didn’t masturbate. He heard Maggie coming up the stairs and quickly shut off the television.

"Geez, I'm beat," she said as she came into the bedroom. She peeled off her sweater and put it in the laundry basket. Unclasping her skirt, Maggie let it drop to the floor and placed it in the laundry as well. "I just want to get a shower and go to bed."

"Hold on, Mags," Adam said pushing himself up and sitting on the edge of the bed.

Maggie stopped in the doorway to the bathroom and asked, "What is it?"

"Come here for a minute."

"Adam…"

"Just come here, babe."

Sighing, she walked over to her husband. He pulled her up against him and sitting he came to about her shoulders. He kissed across her shoulders and then the nape of her neck. Maggie tilted her head back and ran her fingers through Adam's thinning brown hair. As tired as she was, his lips did feel good.

"Sweetie, I'm not sure I'm in the mood. It's been a really long day," Maggie protested, but weakly. Her resolve melted as Adam kept kissing her neck. After nearly ten years of marriage he knew just how to push her buttons, but she was surprised he was so amorous. Usually when Adam had that much to drink he just passed right out.

"Come on, I know you're not that
tired,” he protested. 

He pulled her lips to his and parted them with his tongue. Her pert breast fit nicely in his palm when he cupped it and though he was a tad rough with the sensitive flesh, her nipple still responded by burrowing into his hand. He moved his hands up and down over her breasts, dragging against her very tender nipples and Maggie moaned into their kiss while pushing her body into him. 

Adam pulled her camisole down past her breasts and massaged her naked flesh. When he teased her nipples with his thumbs she shook from the jolts of pleasure. His lips traveled down her freckled chest until he caught a pale, pink nipple and sucked on it while simultaneously grasping Maggie between the legs. He forced the heel of his hand into her mound and she shoved back, grinding him through panties and tights. He was particularly rough, and while Adam had never been the gentlest lover he wasn't usually that aggressive. But Maggie didn't mind too much, she loved that she could still get such a reaction from her husband after all these years and two kids.

Lifting her off her feet, Adam turned Maggie and laid her on the bed. He yanked down her panties and tights while she pulled the camisole over her head and he crawled onto the bed between her legs. While they kissed, she pushed his boxers off and grasped his cock, feeling it hot and hard in her small hand. Adam put his hand over hers and moved it so the tip rested against her lips.

"Honey, wait," she breathed, breaking their kiss. She stretched her arm out, reaching for the nightstand, barely reaching the drawer to pull it open. Adam grabbed her arm and pulled it back.

"Not tonight, babe. I want you now.” Adam nudged forward, but Maggie turned her hips so he couldn't enter her.

"It just takes a second. Please, Adam, no accidents."

Knowing he was defeated, Adam let his wife get a condom from the nightstand and then put it on him. The condom was always a mood killer for him, but she wasn't comfortable with the Pill and he loved his wife so he made do. And tonight he was so horny, nothing would have stopped him.

Once Adam was safely sheathed, he shoved hard into Maggie. She cried out and dug her nails into his shoulders. He was in a bit too much of a hurry tonight and she wasn’t totally ready, so his thick shaft hurt when he entered her. Maggie took a deep breath, forced herself to relax and closed her eyes. Adam's weight pressed her down into the bed and she spread her thighs wider as she felt him trying to thrust deeper. Shifting, Maggie angled her hips so he rubbed her clit every time he entered her. 

She moaned softly—she wasn't a screamer—and her pussy clenched around him. After just a few moments she was wet for him and pain turned to pleasure. The throbbing in her clit spread through her pussy and Maggie felt it growing larger still, ready to spread through her entire body. She opened her eyes and looked up at Adam, whose eyes were shut tight and teeth were gritted.

Adam felt Maggie's short nails digging into his back and he listened to her quiet moans, but with his eyes closed it was his friend's leggy blonde wife lying beneath him. He didn't always fantasize about other women in bed, but whenever he saw Alexandra he couldn't help himself. He imagined throwing her down on the bed and forcing her legs apart. He knew she'd be ready and willing—at least she was in his fantasy. He grunted as he pounded harder and harder into Maggie, thinking, Take that you little tease! 

Usually a condom made him last longer, but not tonight. Maggie cried out beneath him and her whole body clenched up. Her pussy squeezed him tightly and he cried out and came. He opened his eyes, blinking the sweat out of them and stared down at Maggie, red faced and glowing from her orgasm. 

God, she's beautiful, he thought, instantly guilty that he’d been thinking of another woman. He didn’t really need anyone else. He said, "I love you so much, babe."

"I love you too, honey."
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Although Gary told her there was no hurry because of his severance, Alexandra had a job in less than a week. As she predicted, her old firm jumped at the chance to get her back and said she could start immediately. She felt guilty running out on her husband without more prep time, but Alexandra was chomping at the bit to get back into the swing of things. She went on a shopping spree with Maggie to spruce up her work wardrobe and on the following Monday she was back at work. Alexandra fell right back into her groove as if the last three years hadn't happened.

Things did not go so swimmingly for Gary. Alexandra left him lists and instructions, but he still felt hapless every morning when he started. It was so weird to get up with Connor and then see Alexandra off to work when he should have been leaving. He found himself sitting on the couch staring at Good Morning America and wondering what the hell he was doing, but Gary had agreed to the arrangement and he was determined to make it work. After a week, he was at his wits end. He'd never been happier to see a weekend come around. Without an ounce of guilt, he passed Connor off on his wife all weekend and did nothing but watch baseball and sit on the couch. 

Monday came and Alexandra left again and Gary felt like the weekend had passed in the blink of an eye. He finally got Connor to play on his own so he could straighten up the kitchen when the doorbell rang. The UPS guy's terrible timing, he thought. He swung the door open and his annoyance melted away when he saw it was Maggie. Her short auburn bob was pulled back into a ponytail and she was wearing shorts and a baggy t-shirt, which made her look nearly ten years younger.

"Alexandra thought maybe you could use a hand."

"Please, come on in.” Gary took the big diaper bag from her shoulder and she ushered her kids inside while pushing a stroller. He'd never been happier to see anyone in his life.

Maggie set Tyler and Aimee up in the den with Connor and then joined Gary in the kitchen, where he poured her a cup of coffee. She took in her surroundings and commented, "It's not as bad as I thought it would be. Alexandra had me expecting a disaster area."

"If it doesn't look that way it's a miracle. Connor demands constant attention. I don't know how she ever got anything done."

"It's just because you're new at this and you haven't figured out how to manage his time yet. Alexandra had Connor in a routine. You just have to find yours. Besides, he can probably tell you're frazzled and he's taking advantage."

"Great, I'm being outsmarted by my three-year-old son!"

Maggie placed a reassuring hand on his arm and giggled sweetly. "They're like bears, they can smell fear."

They finished their coffee and then Maggie pitched in to clean up the kitchen. Afterward they took the kids out back and let them run themselves ragged while the grown-ups relaxed and took in the sun. Gary felt so much better with Maggie there. He’d truly felt trapped before. It was nice to have someone to talk to. He didn't feel comfortable telling Alexandra about how difficult he found things. It would be like admitting defeat. Maggie was a great listener, though he felt guilty unloading all his problems on her, but she didn't seem to mind one bit. When the kids were tired out, they made lunch together and then put all the kids down for a nap in Connor's bedroom. Maggie used the time to give Gary some tips that she promised would make his life much easier. After the nap, she headed home to take care of her own house.

The next day Maggie showed up on his doorstep again and Gary was just as happy to see her. She came by every day that week and by the end he felt like he finally had a handle on things. When she left on Friday he gave her a big, long hug and told her he didn't know where he would be without her.

"Thanks, but it's nothing really. Just common sense," Maggie said, blushing as red as her t-shirt.

"Really, having just Connor is rough, but you've got two to chase around all day. I bow before you."

"Stop it, silly. I'll see you Monday.” She gave him a peck on the check and led the kids away.

Maggie was impressed by Gary’s dedication to getting everything right. And she wasn’t proud of it, but she was also happy to see him struggling like that. As good a guy as Gary was, she knew he didn’t realize how hard a stay-at-home mom works before he had to do it himself. She hoped he would tell Adam. Maggie couldn’t have been happier to lend a hand and get Gary up and running.  Not only was it nice to have another adult around during the day, but it was great to spend more time with Gary and really get to know him. It was unusual to spend so much one-on-one time with a best friend’s husband.

Gary missed Maggie as soon as she left, and not just because she lightened the workload. Alexandra was already working long hours and he was lonely. He'd forgotten just how brutal her schedule could be. Twice that week she was even later than she was supposed to be and he had to reheat her dinner. Gary was beginning to feel that if he didn't see Maggie every day he'd have no adult companionship at all. 

Alexandra was so happy working, and so he didn't say anything. And there was a benefit to her being happy. Their sex life dramatically improved when she started working. Alexandra wanted to make love almost every night and in bed she was insatiable, like when they first met. The change in her was amazing. There was just one thing bothering Gary, and he had trouble keeping quiet about it.

Gary didn’t know how to tell her, but some of Alexandra’s work suits were too sexy. And he didn’t know how to say that without sounding like a prude. She didn’t dress inappropriately—she didn’t cross that line. Her clothes were beautiful, all expensive, well-tailored suits, but the skirts were all hemmed at least a couple inches above the knee and when she wore pants they always clung to her ass. If she wore a blouse with her suit, it was unbuttoned perilously low, and if she wore a silk shell it was impossibly tight. Gary could just imagine the men in her office watching her all day, waiting for her to drop a pen. It’s what the guys in his office did when the young, attractive receptionist came around in her little outfits. Gary appreciated that Alexandra wanted to be sexy, but he was afraid she was giving men at the firm the wrong idea, and it seemed like that was what she wanted. When he worked up the courage to say something, it provoked the expected response.

"Are you trying to say I look like a slut?” Her clear blue eyes bored right through him. Gary had followed her upstairs when she came home from work, at almost eight o'clock, and caught her just as she was about to undress. She'd just unbuttoned her jacket when she spun on him. She thought she had to be hearing him wrong.

"No, not at all, honey. You're taking this the wrong way."

"You said my clothes are too revealing, how am I supposed to take it. Should all my skirts go down to my ankles?"

"Uh, no, I didn't mean…"

"I don't think I dress any differently than I ever did. Have you always thought I dressed like a tramp?” She put her hands on her hips and her jacket hung open to reveal a pink satin camisole beneath. It was stretched tight over her breasts and her nipples were two prominent peaks. "You don't have an answer for that, do you?"

"Lexi, come on, you're blowing this out of proportion. I didn't say you dress like a slut and I don't think you're a tramp. I just think you're an incredibly smart woman and you don't have to, uhm, do anything else to get attention at work."

"Some things have changed, but it's still a man's world, Gary, and no matter how smart I am that's not always enough, so I believe in using all the assets I have. I know some guys at work check me out—I’m not stupid—but I use it to my advantage. If a partner wants me on a case because he likes the way my ass looks in this skirt that's fine with me. I don't care why I'm there as long as I am there, because when he's done looking at my ass he's going to look at my briefs and see I'm the best damn lawyer in the firm." Alexandra decided to ignore the rest of it—the part of her that just liked attention for the sake of it. 

Gary recoiled from her anger. He hated to admit it, but she had some points. Alexandra had always dressed to get attention—this was not a new thing. And he’d never been thrilled with it, but maybe it bothered him more now that she was going out in the world and he was not. His insecurity was showing, and it wasn’t pretty. Way back when Gary had asked Alexandra why a girl like her was going out with him when she had so many options, and she just said that he was cute and sweet and that was everything to her. So maybe he was being a little oversensitive, but could be more understanding about it.

"I just don’t like it. It sucks that you think you have to use your looks to get ahead."

Alexandra slipped off her jacket and walked toward her husband. "We all do it, at least all the smart women. And as long as men are men, we’ll have to keep doing it. Weren't there some women around your office whose blouses were always open a button farther than they should have been? No one who always found an excuse to bend over and pick up something?"

"Well…"

"And I'm sure you never looked because you wouldn't want anyone to look at your wife that way if the situation were reversed, would you?” Alexandra smirked when Gary didn't answer. She knew the truth. Gary was a sweet guy—but he was still a guy. 

Alexandra reached down and felt his throbbing shaft through his shorts. He swallowed hard while she rubbed it and she leaned closer and whispered in his ear, "Even you like the way I dress—you just don’t like that other men like it.”

“I don’t want those guys thinking they have a chance…”

“Who cares what they think? I know I’m coming home to you, and that’s all that matters.” She felt his cock twitch as she rubbed it. “Your dick doesn't lie, sweetie. You like the view just as much as they do. Or maybe you're thinking of some cute little secretary with a clingy sweater where you used to work.” She went down on her knees, pulling his shorts with her.

"Honey, Connor's still up," Gary protested.

"This won't take very long," she promised, just before she swallowed him. Alexandra bobbed eagerly on his cock while he leaned back against the bedpost and wound her long blonde locks between his fingers. All sorts of things raced through his mind and she was right—a couple of the women from his old office did flash through his mind. He wondered if any of his wife's co-workers were thinking about her while they were fucking their wives.

Alexandra only sucked him long enough to tease and then pushed him back onto the bed. Gary groaned. Hiking up her skirt, she pulled a frilly pink thong down her long legs and crawled on top of him without even taking off her heels. She was wearing elastic-topped thigh-highs and he felt their smoothness as she straddled him. He had no idea she wasn’t wearing pantyhose. The thigh-highs made the outfit so much hotter.

Although he hadn't done a thing to her, Alexandra was dripping wet when she mounted him and she rode him hard. Gary was right. She didn't have to sex up her image for work—she was confident she would have been noticed anyway—but she did it because she wanted to. She counted the hard-ons she caused in the office the other day and it came to a baker's dozen. It made her feel sexy and powerful and horny as hell. 

Alexandra couldn't believe Gary would complain because while the other guys may get to look at her, he was the one reaping all the real benefits. She wondered if maybe she should sneak Gary into the office late one night and fuck him on the conference table. That would be hot. 

"Oh God, oh God!” She cried and arched her back as her whole body locked up and she came. It took that little, surprising even Alexandra.

Gary was bucking off the bed—staring at his ridiculously sexy wife—thrusting right back into her and he came, too, digging his fingers into her hips. 

Alexandra fixed him. Gary did not bring up the subject of her wardrobe again, even though it stayed in his mind as he watched her go off to work every morning. He just hated that one of those lawyers might think she would be putting something out there. And what if one of those men tried to take it? He trusted his wife, of course, but with him staying home she might at some point feel she needs a real man. It was a ridiculous, archaic thought, but he couldn’t help thinking it. 

 
 

~~~
 

“How’s Mr. Mom doing?” Adam asked as Maggie cleared dinner.

Maggie hid her irritation. Gary was a good man, and she didn’t like her husband picking on him. “Gary is doing well. He’s got the hang of the staying home thing.”

“That was pretty quick. I figured after a few weeks he’d be begging Lexi to quit working and take over.” He grabbed another beer from the fridge. 

“Dad, can I have the iPad?” Tyler called from the other room.

“Yeah, but a half hour—that’s it. If you give me trouble, it’s going away for a while.” Adam didn’t like the way his son always had his face buried in some piece of electronics. He thought the boy should be outside playing.

“Are you admitting that taking care of the house is hard work?” Maggie asked. Generally, she’d always felt he was dismissive of her role as a homemaker.

“I know you work hard to take care of this family, and I appreciate it, hon.” 

“But?”

“But it’s just a different skill set. If I had to do laundry all day and clean the house and chase the kids around, I’d blow my brains out. I need to be mentally engaged. I need to be challenged.”

“You’re saying taking care of the family isn’t challenging?” Maggie stood with her fists on her hips.

“Listen, babe, I’m not saying that. I’m just saying I’m not cut out for it, and I don’t think most men are. I know Gary would rather be out there in the world than potty training.” Adam came over and gave her a kiss on the cheek, which she grudgingly accepted. 

“I would never say it to her, but I don’t think Alexandra was cut out for it. She was good at it—she’s good at everything, I guess, but I know she didn’t like it. I bet she’s much happier to be working.”

Adam chuckled. “Yeah, she is more of the man in that marriage.”

Maggie hit him in the arm. “That’s not nice. You know, you could use a little of Gary’s sensitivity. It makes him a good man, and besides, modern women like that sort of thing.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t be spending so much time over there. Sounds to me like you might have a crush on him,” Adam said without conviction. He didn’t see his wife spending time with their friend as any threat to their marriage. He knew Maggie very well and knew what she wanted. He pulled her into his arms, her token resistance quickly melting.

“What are you doing? I have to finish cleaning up dinner,” Maggie complained, squirming in his arms.

“Just reclaiming what’s mine before Gary steals you away.”

“He’s not doing any stealing.”

Adam planted his hand on her ass and kissed her. Maggie giggled as she tried to turn away. “That’s because you like a strong man. You like a man who takes charge, babe.” He held the back of her neck and made her kiss him. His gripped tightened and she gasped. She did like it when a man took charge. The kiss was exciting and a tingling spread through her body. Maggie flicked her tongue back at his, but then pushed him away. She really did need to finish cleaning up, and the kids were just in the other room. It wasn’t like they could just do it on the kitchen table. Those days were long over. They could continue this later, if they weren’t too tired.

“Later, okay?” she asked.

“Sure, babe,” Adam pouted. 

The brief moment had caused a stirring in his pants and he was reluctant to let go. Sometimes he wished his wife was more spontaneous. The kids were engaged, they could have snuck upstairs for a quickie. He imagined the same scene happening between Gary and Alexandra, except their roles were reversed. In his fantasies, Alexandra was always ready to go.

Maggie watched Adam go into the other room and was a little annoyed by his pouting. Yes, she liked a strong man, but it would be nice if he took her feelings into account sometimes. It would be nice if he was more attuned to her feelings. It wasn’t fair to compare the men, but Gary always listened—really listened—when they talked, so she knew he must be that way with Alexandra. Maggie could feel herself opening to Gary more and more, in a way she’d never even done with Alexandra. Adam was crazy to think she had a crush on another man, but she could not deny she and Gary were getting close. 

 






  

five
 

“Get him! Get him!” Maggie shouted. 

“Give it your best shot,” Gary taunted. 

They were in the backyard and Gary wielded the garden hose like a weapon. Maggie and the kids confronted him from the other side of the yard, trying to figure out how to rush him without being taken out by the hose. The kids didn’t really care. When he blasted them with the cool water they just squealed and ran away, but Maggie was determined to get that hose and get her revenge. 

Maggie directed the kids to the right and she went to the left. Gary laughed as he sprayed the kids and they fled. He had plenty of time to turn the hose back on Maggie. She did not flee this time, ignoring how cold the water was. She took the blast and kept coming. Gary was surprised. He took a few steps back, but didn’t really get out of the way. Maggie charged him and when he realized she wasn’t stopping it was too late. She tackled him and they both went tumbling backward into the pool. It was setting a terrible example, but the kids were kept well back from the pool and the adults had just gotten carried away with themselves.

Gary went down in the deep end with his arms wrapped tightly around Maggie, holding her in place. His heels gently tapped the bottom and he kicked upward. They burst through to the surface and they were both giggling like kids. He kept Maggie trapped, wriggling in his arms and it felt good. Perhaps a little too good. He suddenly released her and swam backwards, hoping she hadn’t felt him getting hard. She pursued him and brought him down again in the shallow end, pushing between his legs to hold him.

 “I got you!” she crowed.

“You’re just as wet as I am,” he pointed out.

Gary shifted his hips, hoping to find a more comfortable position for his cock, but then she shifted and bumped right against it—but she didn’t react. Over the past few weeks, he’d become much more aware of how sexy Maggie was. He’d always thought she was pretty, with her thick auburn hair and big, brown eyes, but she never dressed in a way that invited being checked out. Besides, she was his friend, he just hadn’t thought of her that way. Gary still didn’t think of her like that, or at least he tried not to, but Maggie had a nice, curvy body. She was not taut like Alexandra, but she was soft in the right places. She wore a traditional one-piece navy swimsuit that flattened out her plump tits, but the loose white tank top she wore over it now clung to her body and her nipples poked through both garments. He tried not to wonder what she looked like topless.

“But I’m on top!” Maggie seemed to realize what she’d just said and blushed deep crimson. She climbed out of the pool and offered Gary a hand. 

“It’s about nap time, isn’t it?” Gary suggested, thoughtfully changing the subject.

They herded the kids inside and dried them off, changing their clothes. The kids fought napping, but, left alone in a quiet, dim room and they easily succumbed to dreamland. Gary went to the master bedroom to change, while Maggie retreated to the guest room.

It was with horror that Maggie realized she hadn’t packed any underwear to change into. She’d worn her bathing suit over there under clothes. She’d been so focused on choosing a swimsuit she didn’t hate that she’d simply forgot. She didn’t reflect on why she wanted to look good for Gary. She had a tank top that supposedly had a built-in bra, but those didn’t really work for busty women like her—those things were a joke—and an undershirt tank. Those layers were not going to support her. She sat on the bed helplessly for a few minutes and then decided she simply had no choice. She pulled on the two tops, arranged herself in them and checked the mirror. Her nipples weren’t quite visible and her boobs looked good, but it was obviously she was braless. She had a loose, olive cotton skirt that came to her knees. It wouldn’t be obvious she wasn’t wearing panties either, but she would know. 

Of course Gary noticed. Maggie saw it as soon as she came downstairs. He was pouring out two glasses of iced tea in the kitchen and he paused to look at her, but not at her face. He stared for a few beats—until he caught himself—and then went back to pouring. He was too much of a gentleman to say anything, which was one of the things she loved about him. Adam surely would have had a comment. 

“Do you want a snack?” Gary asked.

Maggie turned her back when she realized she was blushing again. She liked that Gary was checking her out. It felt good that he was looking at her like a woman, not just his friend. It was like someone had thrown a glass of water in her face when she realized her husband was right. She did have a crush on Gary. When did that happen? Yes, he was a great dad and a sweet guy, but she was a grown, married woman. She was not supposed to have crushes. Maggie got a grip on herself and turned back with a big, silly smile. 

“I’m good. Maybe some carrot sticks. I’ll take these into the other room.” She reached for the glasses.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Sure.”

Gary wanted to kick himself. Maggie had come bouncing into the room and he couldn’t help himself and stared, and now she was embarrassed. Apologizing would probably just make things worse. He couldn’t even believe she wasn’t wearing bra—not that he didn’t appreciate it. It just wasn’t like her. Maggie looked good. She was so cute with her dark bob brushed out and no make-up. She was just naturally pretty. Throw in a nice body like that and of course he noticed. He thought back to what Adam had said about looking at women and thought that even his friend wouldn’t mind Gary checking out his wife. Maggie was so sweet, he knew she would just let it go.

Maggie was flipping through channels when Gary came into the family room. He handed her a bowl of carrot sticks and she said thanks, but they didn’t look into each other’s eyes. For the first time ever things were awkward between them. They were both lost in their thoughts. Maggie tried to not think about her newly realized crush, while Gary thought she was mad he had been staring at her tits. 

Gary was having trouble thinking about anything but her beautiful breasts. They were sitting so close together, even though there was plenty of room on the large couch. Her chest rose and fell steadily and for a second he thought Maggie was breathing heavy. No, he knew that was crazy. It was all in his head.

“What time do you expect Alexandra to be home today?” Maggie asked, taking a stab at small talk.

“I have no idea. Lexi’s home late so often anymore I don’t even try to have dinner ready when she gets home. She’s never home at dinnertime.”

“I hate it when Adam gets hung up at the office. It’s not as often as it seems to be for Alexandra.”

“It’s tough. I know the cliché is the wife waiting at home with the romantic dinner on the table and blowing out the candles because the husband never came home from work, but sometimes I feel that way—in reverse, obviously.”

Maggie laughed. “Now you know how it feels to be taken for granted. If your situation ever reverses again you won’t take Alexandra for granted again.”

“I’ll remind Adam not to take you for granted, how’s that?”

“Thanks.” She beamed.

Gary leaned in close. It felt like the tension had drained that quickly. They really had built up a rapport. He whispered conspiratorially, “Not that I think any man could take you for granted. You’re pretty great.”

Maggie hugged his arm. “You’re a pretty great wife, too.”

“Gee, thanks.”

They settled in to watch television while they had some peace and Gary brought up House of Cards on Netflix. He had been after Alexandra to watch it forever, but she never had time for it. She did not watch much television in general, and when she did flick it on, it was primarily for background noise. Maggie shared his love of a good drama—another thing they had in common. 

Maggie snuggled in beside him, laying her head against his chest, while he slipped his arm around her. She briefly considered that she should not be snuggling like this with anyone but her husband, but it was just Gary. It was harmless. It felt so comfortable, so right, that she quickly nodded off. 

Gary listened to Maggie’s soft breathing, trying to remember the last time he and Alexandra had the time to just sit like that. He couldn’t remember. He closed his eyes—just to rest for a second—and soon he was asleep too.

 
 

~~~
 

 

Maggie slowly drifted out of her dream. In it, she and Adam were in bed, kissing and touching each other. Hands moved under clothes, confidently touching all the right places, and her breath caught. Her breathing deepened as she sought to pull his clothes off. Maggie’s eyes fluttered open and her head was in Adam’s lap. They must have fallen asleep together, she thought. She felt frisky from the dream closed her eyes, turning slightly. He must have been having a good dream too, because he was already hard. His shaft pressed into the side of her face. He moaned and shifted in his sleep. His hand came to rest on her breast, fingers dragging across her stiffening nipple. Maggie smiled and kissed his prick again, pressing harder and wishing his shorts weren’t in the way. He tightened his grasp on her breast and the twinge of excitement that shot down to her pussy brought her fully awake.

Horror seized her and Maggie froze. In that moment she remembered where she was and who she was with. She squinted her eyes open and looked away from his lap and her fears were confirmed. She was not in her own house. And that was not her husband’s lap her head was in—nor his cock she was kissing. Oh my God! She remained perfectly still, tuning all of her senses to Gary. His breathing was still deep and steady. He seemed to be asleep. But her face was still buried in his crotch and his hand was on her tit. With his arm around her, she didn’t know how she was going to extricate herself without waking him. She did not want him waking up while they were in that position. Maggie was sure he would be just as embarrassed as she was. And yet, through that embarrassment, she rubbed her face softly against his hard shaft, feeling its length and girth. She couldn’t be sure, but it felt like Gary had a nice cock in his shorts. Realizing that did not help with her arousal. He was still rubbing her breast and she could feel herself really getting wet.

Gary had snapped awake as soon as he felt Maggie nuzzling his cock. He was confused at first, too. It was natural to assume it was his wife down there, but as soon as he palmed her breast he knew it wasn’t his wife. That wasn’t Alexandra’s tit. And yet, he didn’t stop touching her. It felt good and natural and he was a little too turned on to think clearly. He was just naturally hard coming out of his nap, but Maggie kissing him through his shorts felt good. 

He looked down and tried to regulate his breathing, so she wouldn’t realize he was awake. His prick twitched and she paused for a second, but then she kept moving. Maggie had to be awake. Her movements were too deliberate. Gary couldn’t believe shy, sweet Maggie was doing this. No way he ever would have thought she had this in her. She could only be doing it because she thought he was asleep. He was a little ashamed, but he decided to let it ride for a few more moments and enjoy it. He had no idea what came next.

Maggie knew she had to stop before he woke up, but the passions burning inside her wouldn’t allow her. What would she say to Gary if he realized what was happening? His hand touching her felt so good, but it slowly dawned on her he couldn’t be asleep. His thumb and forefinger lightly pinched her nipple and the moan slipped from her lips unbidden. He was not doing that asleep. He wanted it just as much as she did. Maggie turned and looked up at him.

Their gazes met and they stared at each other wordlessly. Gary kept massaging her breast and her excitement had turned Maggie’s cheeks crimson. She softly kissed the bulge in his shorts and then her lips curled into a sly smile. Gary returned that smile while giving her nipple a light pinch. Both their hearts were pounding, but neither of them ran. They chose to act like adults.

Sitting up, Maggie sat across-legged on the other end of the couch and they continued looking at each other—still wordless. Finally, Gary spoke. 

"What just happened?"

"I don't know. Something. A dream, maybe?"

Gary grinned. "It was a nice dream."

"It was."

"Are—" Gary was cut off by Tyler calling out for his mommy through the baby monitor. There was so much to say, but it was not going to happen then. Maggie gave him an apologetic look and ran upstairs to fetch her son.

They'd slept longer than they thought and Maggie had to run out of there to get home and start dinner. She knew they had to talk, but was relieved to busy herself with gathering the kids and their things to leave. She caught Gary checking her out again and this time she just smiled for him. At the door their usual hug turned into a tight embrace and what had been a peck on the cheek turned into a soft, lingering kiss that left Maggie warm and fuzzy-headed.

The door closed and Gary's head was spinning. He was pretty sure what they'd been doing wasn't right, but he didn't think it rose to the level of cheating. It was just some touching, right? It wasn't even like they really kissed and all their clothes had stayed on. He tried to convince himself he had nothing to feel guilty about and hoped Maggie felt the same way. She seemed okay with it. He hoped she stayed that way.
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Adam scanned the crowded bar until he spotted the tall blonde sitting at a table toward the back. Even in the big happy hour crowd Alexandra was a hard woman to miss. He stopped at the bar to pick up a gin for himself and a martini for Alexandra, which he set down next to the one she was already working on.

"Sorry, finding a parking spot was a bitch," Adam said. The table was small and he ended up pressed against Alexandra.

"That's okay, although I was determined to punch the next guy who tried to pick me up."

"Can't blame them. A woman like you sitting alone in a place like this is like chum thrown into a shark tank. It's all instincts, babe."

"I'm not sure how I feel about being compared to chum."

"I'm just saying that when a guy sees a woman like you the higher brain functions shut down."

"That must be why some guys can't take no for an answer.” Alexandra nodded in the direction of the bar and Adam saw a tall, Italian guy staring at them. "Do you mind if I borrow you for a second?"

"Use me as you will."

Alexandra returned the stranger's stare and put an arm around Adam. Pressing her lips against his ear, she said, "I want him to think I'm telling you something incredibly sexy right now, like I want you to slip your hand up my skirt or that I'm going to drag you out into the parking lot for a blow job.” She nibbled on his earlobe and kissed the side of his neck down to his collar. Loosening his tie, she unbuttoned the collar so she could kiss more of his neck.

"Did it just get hot in here?” Adam asked, surprise in his voice. He was startled by this turn of events. His cock had sprung to immediate attention and her lips sent shivers down his spine. "Better not stop, he's still looking."

"Then this will get him.” 

She put her hand under the table and rested it on Adam's thigh, knowing what it would look like to their friend at the bar. Turning Adam's face to hers, Alexandra kissed him hard, though she kept him from slipping her the tongue. He held her by her ponytail, keeping her lips pressed to his. Going with it, Adam palmed her breast and when she didn't stop him, he released the lower button on her jacket and slid his hand inside in one smooth move. All he found between him and bare skin was a flimsy, lacy bra, and her hard nipple was practically burning a hole through it.

She didn't know how long they kissed, no more than a minute or two, but when Alexandra opened her eyes their voyeur had apparently gotten the message and was gone. The show was over, she thought, but before she ended it she let her hand move up and she squeezed an impressively thick cock. She just couldn't help herself. Alexandra pushed away from Adam, removing his hand, and swallowed half of her second martini.

That got a little out of hand, she thought. Alexandra had simply wanted to teach that pushy jerk a lesson. Before Adam arrived, he’d been very aggressive about picking her up, not caring when she said her husband would be there any minute. She had to bluntly tell him to go away after being nice didn’t work. She didn’t think Adam would mind if she used him to show the jerk what he was missing, but somehow what she’d meant to be a fairly innocent tease had gone much further. She did not plan on kissing Adam like that, or let him grope her. But she’d become turned on and had stopped thinking. 

Adam's heart was pounding and his cock felt like it was going to explode. Did that really just happen? he wondered. He knew Alexandra was a flirt and a tease, but wow! He had no idea she had that in her. Maybe there really was more to their flirty banter than she’d let on. That couldn't have just been about teasing some random guy, could it? Really, he didn't care why she did it—he just wanted her to do it again. Now that he had a taste he wanted more.

"That showed him," Adam said.

“You don’t think it was too much?” Alexandra tried to keep it light. She could see Adam was just as turned on as she was, and she didn’t want things to get weird. A guy like Adam could get the wrong idea.

"No, I think that was perfect.” Adam knocked back most of his drink. "Hey, if you ever need me again don't hesitate to ask."

"Sure, as long as Maggie doesn't mind."

"She can't mind if she doesn't know."

“Come on, now. We don’t have secrets, the four of us,” she replied, knowing this little encounter would stay their private moment. Gary certainly would not understand. He also probably would not have played along, but been annoyed that the guy was hitting on her. It was hot that Adam could just roll with it. And she didn’t think Maggie would be okay with Adam groping her. 

“Some things are best left unmentioned,” he said.

Adam waited for his heart to stop pounding—and his dick to go down—and fetched another round. He returned to find Alexandra leaning forward to retrieve her make-up bag from her purse. Adam could see the lacy bra he’d felt was black and nearly sheer. He couldn’t remember the last time Maggie had worn anything like that. Alexandra caught him looking and he just smiled.

“Like the view?” she asked.

“I bet everyone in your office likes the view.”   

"Don't tell me you think I dress inappropriately."

"Not at all. I need to figure out how to get you to work for me. I guess Gary doesn't appreciate it?"

"He thinks I should be more demure."

"No disrespect, but he's crazy. If Maggie dressed like that I'd be ripping her clothes off every day."

"In our house it's been the other way around lately. Not that I'm complaining. He just needs a little encouragement to get started."

Adam laughed. "Maybe he's already worn out by the time you get home."

"He's adapting to watching Connor. I'm proud of him."

"That's not what I meant. Besides, isn't Maggie over there almost every day? She’s probably doing all the hard work. Unless she’s the one wearing him out.” 

"You think my husband is fucking your wife?” Alexandra almost choked on her martini.

"No, I'm just kidding. Could you even imagine that?" Adam had to laugh.

"It doesn't bother you to kid about that? I mean, they are spending a lot of time together. Who knows what could happen?"

“You mean something like this evening?”

“Very funny,” she replied.

"Maggie would never cheat on me. It's not even a possibility."

"But what if something did happen between them? I mean, hypothetically. I don't think Gary would ever cheat on me either, I’m just playing devil’s advocate."

Adam sipped his gin and tried to imagine it happening. He just didn’t see it, but tried to humor her. "Not that I think it would ever happen—I mean, come on, not Maggie—but if she and Gary hooked up I could live with it—as long as I got reciprocal benefits."

"Really? Now that's an interesting thought. So you wouldn’t be jealous at all? They could screw all day, as long as you got to fuck me?"

Adam considered it another moment. Yes, another man touching his wife made him jealous, but then he weighed that against finally getting to fuck Alexandra. “Yeah, Lexi, I think I could live with that deal.” He smiled evilly.

“Don’t call me that,” she corrected.

“How about you? How would you feel if Gary and Maggie got it on?”

“Well, like you, I couldn’t imagine any two people less likely to cheat. And anyway, they’ve got the kids around all day. But if something happened and Gary was honest with me, I think I could let it go.”

“And what about some kind of reciprocal deal?”

Alexandra thought about that thick cock she’d grasped and a smile quirked her lips. “That might be fun. But don’t get your hopes up.”

It was nine when they left the bar and they spent another forty-five minutes talking in the parking lot sobering up before they left. Alexandra felt guilty she’d lost track of time. She knew Gary was home waiting for her. He thought she was working late, and she’d let him keep thinking that. She felt like it was finally time to get out of there.

“I really need to go. Gary is going to kill me,” she said.

“If you must. Tonight was a lot of fun. We need to do this more often.”

“Sure, that would be nice.”

“Hey, if Maggie and Gary are always hanging out, why can’t we?”

“Okay.” She turned to get into her car.

“What? No hug goodbye?”

They looked at each other for a moment and there was a weird tension in the air, like it was the end of a date and she was waiting to see if the boy would kiss her. Not that she was encouraging that. What happened earlier was an anomaly. Adam pulled her into his arms and his hand went right to her ass. It did not shock her, and she had to admit, she kind of liked it. She loved attention, and she was getting a lot of it tonight. She could not wait to get home to her husband. Gary wouldn’t know what hit him. Adam kissed her, and she let him. It seemed only fair after earlier.

Adam’s cock throbbed. Alexandra’s tight body pressed against him was enough to do that, but now they were kissing again. She still fought off his tongue, but that didn’t matter. It was a steamy, sensual kiss. She ran her fingers through his hair, his nails raking his scalp. Adam got the chills. Their kiss went on and on, until she pushed him away. He saw she was breathing as hard as he was. She looked a little dazed. Perfect, he thought.

“See you soon,” she said, and quickly turned away from him.

Adam watched her go and for the first time in all the years he’d lusted after the sexy blonde, he thought he had a real shot at sleeping with her.

 
 

~~~
 

 

Alexandra braced herself as she closed the door behind her. It was very late and she knew Gary was going to be pissed. Connor was already in bed so the house was quiet, except for the faint murmur of the television from the family room. She slipped her leather briefcase from her shoulder and stepped out of her heels so he would not hear her clicking down the hallway on the hardwood floors. 

“Hey, sorry I’m late,” she said cheerfully.

Gary was watching some movie, which he clicked off. He came around the couch and did not look angry. She was relieved. They embraced and kissed. When Gary pulled back his expression had changed.

“You’ve been drinking,” he said.

Damn, she thought. Alexandra had hoped the breath mints had taken care of that. Caught, she copped to the truth. “I met Adam at Happy Hour for a few drinks. I guess I should have texted you or something.”

“Happy Hour ended long ago.”

“We got to talking. You know how it is.”

“Yeah, I guess so. You’re safe out with Adam.”

Alexandra flashed back to their kiss and hoped guilt didn’t wash across her face. “You know how he is. It’s all harmless.”

Gary took her in. “He must have appreciated that outfit.”

“Don’t start that again,” she sighed.

Alexandra was utterly startled when Gary grabbed and kissed her. Not only was it out of nowhere, it was unusually aggressive. It was fiery and possessive. His tongue plunged past her lips and she desperately sucked on it. After her evening this was exactly what she needed. It was like Gary had read her mind. She snapped out of her stupor and grabbed at him, tearing at his t-shirt. He held her face in both hands, so tightly it almost hurt—but that only turned her on more. 

Gary pulled on the buttons holding her jacket closed and almost tore them off. She shrugged out of the expensive garment and let it drop to the floor in a heap. He grunted upon seeing she was wearing nothing but the sexy bra and she wondered if it was disapproval or arousal. He pawed at her tits in a rush, like he couldn’t quite control himself. She had to ask him later what had him in such a state. He teased her nipples through the sheer lace and she tore her lips from his to moan. She dug her nails into the back of his neck and directed his kisses at her throat. Gary sucked her tender flesh and nibbled at her neck and she clutched him tighter. Alexandra’s heart was pounding and her pussy was soaked. On her worst night she didn’t need endless foreplay, but she had been ready to go when she stepped through the door. Gary was just driving her crazier now.

“Hey!” she exclaimed when he spun her and pushed her forward over the back of the couch. Her short skirt was pushed up over her ass until her tattoo was just exposed and he tore the expensive lace thong away. That last part annoyed her, but she’d let it go under the circumstances. He just wouldn’t be able to complain when she went shopping for new stuff. And with one sharp thrust, he fully entered her. Alexandra cried out.

Gary held onto his pretty wife’s narrow hips and drove his cock into her. He looked down on her tight body and thought about how lucky he was, but that didn’t push the other thoughts out of his mind. Alexandra held onto the couch, not knowing that just hours earlier he’d fooled around with Maggie right there. He hadn’t been able to put thoughts of his friend out of his mind. What would Maggie have done if he’d bent her over the couch like this? He imagined her big tits bouncing beneath her as he took her from behind. Would she be loud? Alexandra could be pretty loud, and she liked the dirty talk. Maggie didn’t seem like that. He felt guilty for thinking of Maggie as he fucked his wife and he forced his mind back into the moment.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me!” Alexandra cried. Her orgasm rushed toward her quickly. She thrust back at her husband and it almost hurt when they slammed together. His balls slapped at the backs of her thighs. She loved that Gary was taking her like this and wished he found this side of himself more often.

As he pounded his wife, Gary imagined Adam ogling her at the bar and staring down her top every time she leaned forward. He knew Adam would have done it, just as he knew that Alexandra wouldn’t have minded. She might have even encouraged. He knew nothing would have happened at that bar, but ginning up a little jealousy helped with his own guilt over Maggie. God, his wife was hot. She looked amazing with the sweat glistening on the long expanse of her back. Other guys would be ten-deep to take his place if he ever lost her. He couldn’t do anything to risk losing her. He stared at her perfect ass thrusting back at him and let out a deep, animal grunt and collapsed down against her back as he shot his seed deep inside her.

Alexandra felt Gary coming inside her and reached down between her legs. With his shaft throbbing inside her, it just took a couple flicks of her clit to bring her over the edge and she cried out his name as she surrendered to her climax. 

Gary levered off his wife and pulled up his shorts. Despite the central air, they were both a sweat mess. Alexandra, in particular, looked well-used. He felt a surge of pride for taking her like that. He ran his hand up her back and said, “I love you, hon.”

“You just did a pretty good job of showing that. Love you, too.”

“Let’s go up to bed.

 






  

seven
 

 

Gary was restless all morning on Monday. He hadn't spoken to Maggie since last Thursday—since their little bit of fun—and now it was almost noon and she hadn't even come over yet. He didn’t see her Friday because of a doctor’s appointment. That left Maggie three days to stew about what had happened and decide they’d done some horrible thing and that she couldn’t face him. He desperately hoped she didn’t feel that way, but he didn’t know how else to interpret her silence.

At first, he thought he should feel guilty about what happened, but then Alexandra came home late and tipsy Friday night after having drinks with Adam and his annoyance wiped out his guilt. He had still been horny from fooling around with Maggie the day before, and Alexandra looked particularly hot that day, so they had quick, angry sex in the family room as soon as she stumbled into the house. He’d held his tongue that night, but he couldn’t hide his annoyance the next day, which led to a minor row. Alexandra pointed out that she never gave him crap when he went out for happy hour and Gary couldn’t explain how it was different without sounding like a jealous husband, so he’d dropped it. He at least hoped that Adam shamelessly flirted with her as usual—it made him feel better about what had happened with Maggie. 

Gary was in the backyard, tossing the ball with Connor when there was a rap on the gate and it opened. Maggie ushered her kids through it and followed them into the backyard. "Hope we're not interrupting anything important," she said brightly.

"Not at all. Connor and I were just wondering where everyone was today," Gary replied, hoping his relief did not show. Maggie looked cute as a button in jean shorts, layered red and white tank tops and a red bandana holding her dark hair back. Gary was attracted to her at once and feared his feelings might be more than he’d thought. He might have a full-blown crush.

"Aimee was fussy this morning, so I told her we weren't coming over until she behaved herself."

Gary glanced over and Aimee was all smiles as she ran over to Connor and the kids ran off together while Tyler picked up the forgotten ball and played with it. "She seems good now. You're going to have to teach me all of your parenting secrets."

"No secrets here. I just think my daughter has an enormous crush on your son."

"It looks like Connor might feel the same way," he said, watching the kids and happy for the distraction. "At least he's got good taste in women. Should we start planning the wedding now?"

"Let's see how things work out, but you never know what may happen in the future.” Maggie playfully patted him on the arm and then went after the kids. Gary noticed—no hug.

It was already late morning, so lunch was rapidly upon them. Playing with the kids kept the adults busy, so there was no awkwardness. If Maggie was bothered, she showed no signs and Gary began to feel silly for being so uptight. 

Lunch was quick, and followed by the usual struggle to get the kids to nap. Connor was a particular pain and Gary had to stay in the bedroom longer to get him to settle down, while Maggie went downstairs to clean up lunch. Once the boy was finally down, Gary went to the kitchen, but found it empty. Maggie was sitting in the family room. Seeing her on the couch brought it all rushing back and he couldn’t think of anything but what had happened between them. Blood rushed to his crotch, and he prayed he would not get a full erection. He joined her on the couch—leaving an unusual gap between them—and reached for the remote. 

“House of Cards?” he asked.

Maggie bit her tongue. They had to talk about what happened, but Gary seemed content to pretend it was nothing. Was it nothing to him? She couldn’t believe he felt that way. He just was not that kind of guy—which was why she had such a huge crush on him. Gary probably didn’t know what to say, just like her. It was probably all he was thinking about—just like her. It had been a strange few days for Maggie. Whenever she had a spare moment, she thought of Gary, and she got the chills. She felt guilty, of course. It was just her nature, but at the same time she thought fondly of their encounter. Maggie told herself that it was okay because they’d stopped themselves before things got out of hand.

If Gary was not going to bring it up, Maggie realized she had to.

“Don’t you think we need to talk?” she asked, looking him in the eye. Her feelings for Gary were giving her newfound courage.

"Thank God," he replied, exhaling loudly. "I wanted to talk about it, but I didn't know what to say. I have no idea what you’re thinking."

Maggie smiled. "Then you should have asked. Maybe you should start by telling me what you think." 

"I, well, I, uhmm.” Suck it up and be a man, Gary told himself. He could almost hear it in Alexandra's voice. "I know that maybe what happened between us wasn't appropriate. I'm sorry if you feel like I did something I shouldn't have, but it felt like there was this moment between us."

"Do you think it was something we shouldn't have done?" Maggie was concerned.

"Uh, no. I mean, we didn't go too far, did we? We didn't have sex, no clothes came off. We didn't even kiss—not really. Maybe we went past flirting, but I don’t think we really cheated, did we?” Gary threw the last out there hoping Maggie would pick up the reference to the way their spouses always behaved. They probably deserved to show off some steam after the way Alexandra and Adam had behaved all these years.

"You’re right. All we did was take a nap together. We were both having good dreams that confused us a little when we woke up. But when we realized what was happening we stopped. We were responsible.” It was what she’d been telling herself all weekend. 

"No, we were totally cool. I bet if I told Alexandra about it she'd think it was silly."

Maggie stiffened. "Did you?"

"No, I didn't see any reason to.” Gary could see she was relieved, which meant she hadn't said anything to Adam either.

"No, it can stay our little secret. It'll be nice to have something between us," Maggie said.

“And those two,” he added, “who knows if they would have had as much restraint.” Gary didn’t see Adam stopping himself if he were unleashed on Alexandra.

They fell back into silence, but the space between them was tinged with energy. The air was cleared, so they naturally wondered what came next. Did they go back to how it was before? If they could, did they really want to. They reasoned away what they’d done, which meant there was not an impediment to doing it again. If napping together was innocent…

Gary was the first one to voice it. All he could think about was getting close to Maggie. He didn’t care that they were playing with fire. He thought about Adam and Alexandra out at the bar Friday night, laughing it up and shamelessly flirting. How far had that gone without their spouses there to temper their behavior.

"Y'know, I’m kind of tired. If you are too—” Gary suggested, without meeting Maggie's eyes.

"I could totally use a nap," she interjected, trying not to sound eager. She was confident they would behave themselves this time, but it would be nice to lie down together. "Should we just stretch out here?"

Gary’s stomach was in his throat when he suggested, “There's not much room on this couch. We’d be more comfortable upstairs."

"That way if one of the kids wakes up we'll be close."

“I’m not suggesting…” he hastily added.

“No, we’re both adults. We can lay on top of the covers, dressed, and it’s fine,” she agreed.

Gary couldn't help but admire her round ass as he followed her up the stairs. He'd always liked a nice, meaty ass. In the bedroom, he drew the shades halfway while Maggie kicked off her sandals and sat on the side of the big, king-sized bed—Alexandra’s side. That felt wrong. The peach down comforter was drawn up, which was good. 

Maggie felt odd enough being in the bedroom with Gary, but was glad the bed was made. If she'd seen the bed unmade she wouldn't have been able to help but think of him in it with Alexandra. Gary walked around to his side and climbed onto the high bed. His t-shirt and baggy shorts actually weren’t all that different than what he usually slept in. Maggie was on the far side of the king mattress, on her back and stiff as a rod. He lay down on his side, facing Maggie and encouraged, "Come on over, there's no need to be shy."

Maggie was suddenly shy and had to force herself to get closer. It didn’t feel so innocent any longer. Butterflies filled her stomach, but she moved onto the bed and spooned against Gary. His arms wrapped around her and she breathed a sigh of relief. It felt so warm and natural to be in his arms. He softly kissed the back of her head and she closed her eyes, letting the tension seep from her body. Her heart was pounding and she was tingling all over, but she willed herself to sleep.

It was not as easy for Gary. With Maggie's soft, curvy body pressed against him, he sprung immediate wood and he couldn't think about anything but touching her. He had to keep his crotch back from her. Her tits were right there and he knew how good they would feel in his hands. Knowing that she wanted him to touch her didn’t make his struggle any easier. He listened closely to her breathing and when he was sure she was asleep he tried to force himself to do the same, but he just couldn’t. Gary knew he had to just relax and control himself, even if it meant laying there awake the whole time, but he was weak. After the first time went so well, it was just too easy to justify having a little fun.

Just by moving a few inches, Gary was cupping her breast again, although through three layers he couldn't feel as much as he had the first time, when she’d been braless. Still, he kneaded her breast and thought he could feel her nipple rise. He concentrated attention and when Maggie breathed heavier he knew he found the spot. His cock was an iron rod in his shorts, pushing him further. How far could he go without waking her? He wiggled closer so his shaft was wedged against her butt.

Gary nuzzled past her hair and kissed the back of her neck. One arm was pinned beneath Maggie, but he was able to twist it around enough to rest it on her smooth tummy where her top had ridden up. It was not as tight as his wife’s, but he liked Maggie’s softness. A woman should feel soft, he’d always thought. But her tummy was not really where he wanted that hand. He began sliding it down—inch by deliberate inch—and he paused every moment to see if she reacted. Her breathing remained smooth and steady. Finally, he reached the vee between her thighs and he pressed his fingers to her mound. Maggie sighed in her sleep and her thighs parted slightly. 

At first he just rubbed down there, trying to figure out where to touch her through her cut-offs, but then she stiffened and moaned and he knew he was in the right place. He froze, but she didn’t push him away. Was she still asleep? Gary pressed more firmly, using the seam of her shorts to rub her pussy. Maggie stirred and pushed back against him. Gary moved by instinct, pressing his cock harder into her ass, and soon they were slowly grinding into each other. Maggie’s soft, mewling sounds signaled that she had to be awake, and she still went with it.

Maggie awoke with Gary's hands all over her and his cock pressed firmly into her ass. His touch was nice and so different from Adam's. He was truly exploring her body, not just going through the motions. She knew there had to be boundaries to keep things from going too far, but she so wished her clothes weren’t in the way. Still, she was angry that she hadn’t thought to wear something looser so Gary could get his hands underneath her clothes. She kept her eyes closed and just enjoyed her growing arousal. Her hand slipped over his to let him know it was okay. 

Gary felt Maggie's hand over his between her legs and he thought she was going to stop him, but she did just the opposite. She guided his hand so that he was touching her just right. She moaned so softly he barely heard it. It was hot between her legs and he felt her shorts growing damp. He worked his prick against her ass and it felt really good. It was like some weird throwback to dry-humping in high school. Maggie worked her ass back to him and he began to fear he might blow his load right in his shorts.

Maggie couldn’t take it any longer. She pulled at her layered tank tops, and it took some effort, but she wrestled them off. Her flimsy white cotton bra was not sexy, but her stiff, dark nipples were clear through it. Maggie really hadn’t thought they would be going here again, or she would have worn something sexy for Gary—or gone braless again, if she had the nerve. She slipped the front clasp and lost her bra too, before sliding back against him in the same position. It felt safer, not facing him, for some reason.

Gary’s hands moved right back into place. The feel of his warm hands on her bare skin was perfect. She wiggled against him in encouragement. He pinched her nipples, gently rolling them between his fingers and Maggie quaked. It sent waves straight to her clit, which was throbbing from his massaging fingers. She felt his cock against her ass and wanted to do more for him, but she also didn't want to break their embrace. Besides, from the way Gary was moaning and humping her, he seemed to be having a pretty good time anyway.

Maggie almost stopped him when Gary unbuttoned her cut-offs. She knew she had to stop him, but sweet lord she didn’t want to. He pushed his hand down inside her panties and touched her mound, fingers tickling over the downy, trimmed hair covering it. He massaged her mound and she whimpered and trembled. Maggie felt no control of her body. Gary touched her so flawlessly. He kneaded her breast as his fingers rolled her nipple while he rubbed her clit. He was kissing and nibbling the side of her neck. She came with a low, keening cry. Maggie gasped for air and her eyes snapped wide open.

It was so different from his wife, but Gary could tell Maggie was coming. She shook and moaned in his arms and flooded his fingers—but was still pretty quiet. Alexandra would be screaming at the rafters, but he liked the sexy subtlety of Maggie’s climax. His ego didn't need a screaming woman to stroke it. When Maggie stopped shaking, he held her by the hips and really went to town rubbing into her. God, he loved her round, cushy ass. He just couldn't get enough of it. 

Maggie turned in his arms and stared at him earnestly. Her hand moved to his crotch, but she kept it outside his shorts. He watched her petite hand rub him and it only took a minute before he groaned and a wet spot spread on the front of his shorts. She couldn’t believe she’d just made him come—even though he’d done the same for her. That felt like cheating. But you never really touched him, she thought. It was a hollow excuse, and she knew it. Maggie knew they had just crossed a line, but strangely it didn’t slow her down. She threw herself at Gary and kissed him. He held her tightly and they made out like teenagers on that bed until they were out of breath.

“Are we okay?” Gary asked, squeezing her. Maggie’s head rested on his chest.

“I think so.”

Gary heard the hesitation in her voice. “Don’t feel like we have to do anything.”

“I don’t. Don’t worry, Gary. It was perfect.” She squeezed him.

They were over the line. Gary wasn’t delusional enough to deny it. If Alexandra had some guy touching her like that he would be on the war path. He couldn’t reason this away. And yet… It just felt so right with Maggie. What they were doing felt natural, and he did not want to stop. He didn’t know if he could stop if they kept seeing each other. And he decided that was okay with him. They would keep it within bounds. It would only be a little cheating.

 
 

~~~
 

Tuesday found the new couple losing their hesitation. While they played with the kids through the morning, they snuck glances at each other, signaling that nap time could not come too soon. Gary loved how Maggie would shyly smile at him, blush, and look away. She was still becoming comfortable going for what she wanted. She watched Gary and couldn’t believe she’d never noticed how sexy he was in the past.

There was no pretext of napping once the kids were down. Gary led Maggie into the bedroom by the hand and they fell onto the bed kissing and touching each other. Maggie swore that every time they kissed it got better. Maggie struggled with her guilt a bit more than Gary, and she limited him when they fooled around. Her top came off, but that was it. She made sure she was wearing a sexy bra this time. She also kept his hand out of her pants. Gary was frustrated by their high-school-first-date level of making out, but he respected her and stayed within her limits. That only made Maggie want him more. And that night, Alexandra had no idea what hit her.

Wednesday was a repeat performance of the day before and Gary grew even more frustrated. No, he was not prepared to go all the way and fully cheat on his wife, but he needed more than some dry humping and heavy petting. He pushed it further than the day before and he made Maggie come by rubbing through her shorts, but he did not push harder. They were going to have to have a talk. He had no idea what she was thinking. It was all flirty banter now. They hadn’t talked seriously about what was between them.

Maggie was just as frustrated as Gary. She just had more self-control. Or, she feared losing that control, so she tried to keep things cool. But that was not realistic. Gary was not some fifteen-year-old boy who was going to be put off by just grabbing her boob. And that wasn’t what she really wanted anyway. It felt amazing when Gary made her climax. She couldn’t believe how easily he made her come. She also understood how easily things could get out of their control and she was not ready to fuck him. Her needs were real though, and when she went over on Wednesday she dressed to tease Gary.

Gary could only smile when he saw her that morning. She wore a knee-length, flouncy white cotton skirt and a blue-and-white tie-dyed peasant top with a scoop neck that showed off plenty of cleavage. All he could think of was the dirty things he wanted to do to her.

Alone in the bedroom, they stood beside the bed and just stared at each other. Gary just couldn’t believe how pretty she was. Maggie trembled as she waited for him to touch her. 

Gary grabbed her blouse and Maggie raised her arms so he could pull it over her head. She was wearing a filmy blue bra with a front clasp he flicked open while he covered her breasts with kisses. She cradled his head, running fingers through his hair as he flicked her nipples with the tip of his tongue. They turned and fell onto the bed. His leg pushed up between her thighs and he pressed it to her sex. Her little panties were hardly any barrier at all and he felt her damp heat. She ground harder and harder against his leg, gasping for air. 

Reaching down between them, Maggie put her hand in his shorts and wasn't too surprised to find Gary wasn't wearing any underwear. He’d come prepared too. The tip of his cock was wet and she used the sticky fluid to lubricate her hand over his prick. She pulled him up to kiss her again and Gary jacked his knee against her crotch, giving her something nice and hard to rub against.

"Does that feel good?” Gary breathed in her ear. It was the first time he’d tried the kind of talk his wife liked.

Maggie nodded and moaned, "Mmmhmm.” Dirty talk did not come naturally to her.

"I want to feel it. I want to feel you come again. It's so sexy,” he whispered.

She did feel sexy. Gary made her feel sexier than she had in years. It was great to know that someone besides her husband could still look at her that way. For the longest time she'd felt like she lost her identity as a woman. She held Gary tightly and rubbed her pussy into his leg and imagined he was inside her, that they were doing it instead of just pretending. Staying in control was just as tough as she’d feared. Her eyes flew open and she stared up into Gary's. Her bottom lip quivered and her body was flooded with intense pleasure. She was coming already.

Knowing Maggie had come, Gary rolled onto his side and traced little circles around her nipples with his fingertips. She was still panting and perspiring, but she reached over and touched him through his shorts.

"I want to do something for you," she said.

"You don't have to, Maggie. You being here does it for me. I don't want you to feel you have to do anything with me."

"I said I want to, dummy. I know you'd never push me into anything. You're a good man. I just want to make you feel good too.” 

Maggie hooked her bra and walked into the master bathroom. Gary had no idea what to expect. His brain filled with images of Maggie blowing him, but he didn’t think she was ready to go there. Even he had to admit that might be too far. She returned with a bottle of baby oil and he smiled. Was this something she did for Adam? He couldn’t imagine his friend settling for a hand job. She sat cross-legged beside him and told him to take off his shorts, which he did. Gary folded his arms behind his head and looked up at her expectantly. She squirted some oil into her hand and then rubbed her hands together to warm it up.

"You do that like a pro. Have a lot of experience?"

"Ha ha.” She wrapped both warm hands around his cock and Gary wasn't laughing anymore. Her soft, slick hands felt great. Maggie paid plenty of attention to the sensitive head, making him shake uncontrollably. She felt self-conscious with him watching her so closely, but sexy at the same time. With his prick in her hand and Gary quaking on the bed she felt more in control in the bedroom than usual and it was a nice feeling. Also seeing how hard she'd made him was making her horny all over again. 

"God, that's good," Gary moaned, twisting on the bed. He didn't think he'd ever enjoyed a hand job so much in his life. A lot of it was that Maggie was great with her hands, but it was also who was doing it. To watch sweet, girl-next-door Maggie sitting there with his prick in her hands was hot. He wondered if there was any chance she'd lean forward and take him in her mouth. God, he wished. “Please, take off your bra,” he pleaded.

Maggie giggled and unhooked her bra and shrugged out of it. His eyes flicked back and forth, from her thick, dark nipples to her big, dark eyes.

“Touch your tits,” he breathed. She didn’t react. He knew he was pushing it, but asked, “Please?”

Maggie felt so naughty when she reached up and touched her breasts. She was not very experienced with fondling herself. On the rare occasion she masturbated, she just rubbed her clit until she finished, and moved on. But her oily hand felt good, especially when her nipple slipped through her fingers. This was supposed to just be about getting Gary off, but she was all worked up again. But it was getting him off. The way Gary looked at her made Maggie feel like a goddess.

Gary did not want to be the only one coming. He laid a hand on her thigh and then eased it under her skirt, massaging her hot flesh on his way up. She straightened her leg for better access. Her panties were sopping and clung to her lips. He started by rubbing her through them, and she gripped his shaft tighter. She scooted closer. The more he rubbed her pussy, the more aggressive she became with his cock. Pre-cum dripped from the tip and she swiped it with her thumb, adding it to the lubrication. Cum boiled in his balls, but he did not want to come yet.

Maggie lifted her butt so he could peel her panties away and then she laid back. She was so hot. She was losing her mind. Her hand slipped all over her tits and she jerked Gary faster. She felt so depraved. They were side-by-side, head-to-toe. Her skirt was up around her waist and her legs spread. He could so easily roll over and just put it in her. 

Gary curved two fingers inside her and Maggie’s butt jacked off the bed when he found her g-spot. Her cry was the loudest sound he’d heard her make yet. She gripped his fingers tightly inside her. His thumb rested on her clit and she was putty in his hands.

“God, I want to make you come,” he moaned.

“Yes,” she whimpered, forcing the word out. 

“Do you want to come for me?”

“Yes.” She drew the word out and had begun trembling in anticipation. 

“Tell me. Say it, Maggie.”

“Please,” she stuttered. Their actions were so dirty. They should be talking dirty, she thought. “Please make me come, baby.”

The words were barely out of her mouth when she climaxed so hard she gave a great cry. She twisted on the bed and it felt like her heart was going to explode out of her chest. She’d never climaxed so hard in her life. She wasn’t even aware she was still jerking him off, but she was, and her orgasm brought him off too.

Gary thrilled at the peek at Maggie’s dirty side and he came immediately. His cum arced into the air, shooting across his thigh and then onto Maggie’s tummy. She kept jerking him until the last drops of his load oozed onto her pumping fist. And still she kept going, like she would never stop. He finally had to take her hand off him.

Maggie stared at her gooey hand like she didn’t quite understand what she was seeing. When was the last time she’d jerked off a guy like that? High school? It seemed so silly and juvenile, but she was glad she’d pleased Gary. He looked so content as he stared at her. Back then, she’d thought it was disgusting to get a guy’s stuff on her, but now she rubbed it between her fingers. It was kind of sexy to be so dirty. She regretted she was going to have to go clean up. 

“So that was something,” Gary sighed.

“Yeah. It was..something,” Maggie agreed. Then they were both laughing. 

They sat up and shared a long, slow kiss. They both wanted to just spend the day in bed. Maggie went into the bathroom and cleaned up, while Gary fixed the bed. She returned and they snuggled together. They really did nap after that, falling asleep in each other’s arms. Only the sounds of the baby monitor woke them.
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“Have you noticed anything weird about Gary lately?” Adam asked. 

“No. If anything, I have no complaints at all. I think he finally hit his stride. He’s got everything handled. He doesn’t even bitch at me about coming home late anymore. Not since we had it out last weekend.” 

Alexandra was squeezed next to Adam at the same corner high-top table as last Friday. They had decided to make happy hour a regular thing. Part of her motivation was to show her husband that she was her own woman. She did not like the way he reacted the last time and needed to make a point. She had texted Adam last Monday that they were on for Friday again. Honestly, she wanted a reaction out of Gary when she came home, but he had been in such a good mood all week she didn’t know if she would get one. 

Adam put his hand over hers. “If it’s going to be a problem, we should at least make it worth the fight, right?”

“Slow your roll, tiger,” she replied, giving him a good-natured smirk. She let his hand linger before she took hers away. 

“Hey, I’ve just been looking forward to this all week.”

“I don’t know why. It’s only drinks.”

“I just like your company,” he said. “You look fucking hot, by the way.”

“Thanks, but you’d say that if I was wearing a paper bag.”

“You’d look hot in nothing but a little paper shopping bag.”

“Stop it,” she said without conviction.

Perhaps she did put a little more effort into her look knowing she was going to be meeting Adam after work. The sleeveless navy sheath had fine white pinstripes and it hugged her trim body like a second skin. Only the little matching jacket really made it appropriate for work—only just. It came to the knee, longer than a lot of her work attire, but the slit made up for that. Alexandra was pushing the standards by wearing it and was shocked when Gary did not hassle her in the morning. The looks she’d been receiving all day had her pulse racing. One of the partners had asked her to drinks after work. It was an offer she should have accepted, but she knew what was on his mind and was not in the mood to fight off a drunken pass. Besides, she had plans and would not let Adam down. 

The day had left Alexandra more than a little worked up. It was probably not the way she should be feeling when meeting another man for drinks, but then Adam was not just any other man. He was a friend. This was not a date. 

“Maybe you’ll text me a picture wearing nothing but a bag,” he teased.

She smiled and looked at him. “I wondered how long it would take you to bring that up.”

“C’mon, babe. You can’t blame me. That was hot.”

Adam was only kidding when he’d texted her back Monday. He told her he would need incentive to meet for Happy Hour again and she should text him a sexy picture. He knew it was over the line, but he was feeling cocky after last Friday night. It felt like something had changed between them. Alexandra no longer seemed to be just tolerating his flirting.

She only responded with a long string of “hahahahaha,” but Adam kept working her. He texted a couple times a day asking for his picture. She should start slow if she was nervous, he suggested. It did not seem like he was getting anywhere—which was not surprising—but then on Wednesday afternoon his phone beeped while he was in a meeting. Adam took a quick glance down at his phone to clear the text—he figured it was nonsense from his wife—and his jaw dropped open.

Alexandra looked like she was in the bathroom at work, in front of the mirror. She was wearing a tight green blouse and she’d undone several of the buttons—more than she could have gotten away with walking around the office. Adam saw deep into the shadow of her cleavage to the black lacy edges of her bra. He completely lost the thread of what he was saying and his boss asked if he was okay. 

The following day—without prompting—Alexandra sent another photo. In this one, her blouse was completely unbuttoned and pulled slightly apart so he could see almost all of her tits. They were constrained by a sexy deep maroon bra that pushed them up. Adam got hard at his desk and was rubbing himself before he realized it and stopped. He begged for more, but she did not respond. There was no picture today, but Adam understood why. Alexandra’s dress was exceptionally hot, but there was no way to show anything without taking it off. Maybe he could help her with that.

Sending the picture was a spur of the moment decision. Adam’s begging was rather sad, and she thought the first photo she sent was pretty harmless. He’d seen as much peeking down her blouse in the past. But sending the text gave her an illicit thrill and soon she was thinking about what other dirty texts she could send. Knowing Adam was sitting and looking at her picture and lusting for her made Alexandra hot. It was just the thing a woman like her loved. 

She thought about it all night and the next day she couldn’t help herself. Alexandra went into the bathroom to send Adam another picture. She locked the door and unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it open. She took several photos before settling on one she liked, and by the time she finished she was so wet. She’d barely sent the photo when she slipped into one of the stalls and hiked up her skirt. Soaked panties were nudged aside and she rubbed her clit to bring off a rapid orgasm. Alexandra bit the side of her hand, but her muffled cries still echoed through the empty bathroom. The only reason she didn’t send a picture the following day was because she was afraid she might push things too far. Adam already had the wrong idea, she was sure. And he did. Adam brought it up as soon as they were together again.

“You’re going to delete those pictures, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Only if you sent me better ones,” he taunted. 

“Come on, Adam. How do I know you’re not going to show anyone?”

“How do you know I haven’t already?”

“Have you?” She looked stricken.

“Of course not. No one is going to know, Lexi. Certainly not Gary.”

Alexandra let the Lexi thing go. “Christ. He’d kill us both.”

“I don’t know about that. Gary’s not kicking my ass.” 

“Stop it, Adam.”

“Just sayin’. But seriously, what’s my incentive to delete the pictures. What will you do for me?” Adam loved seeing the confident woman squirm just a little bit.

Alexandra narrowed her eyes and fixed him with an annoyed look. “What do you think I should do? It’s just two pictures. Neither of them is really all that bad, and my face isn’t in the frame anyway. I could very easily deny it.”

“Don’t be like that, Lexi. It’s more fun if you play along.”

“Fine,” she sighed. 

Adam watched her and it looked like she was really thinking about it. Of course he wouldn’t really blackmail her, but it was fun to play with her. Her green eyes darted to him, and then she looked away. A DJ, who’d been setting up on the other side of the bar, finally got to work and loud music began blasting through the bar. Adam didn’t recognize the song, but then he’d stopped listening to new music around 1990. Alexandra said something, but he couldn’t hear over the music. She had to lean in pressing her breasts against his arm. Her lips brushed his ear and he shivered.

“I said, I could promise you better pictures, but that would put me right back in the same situation, wouldn’t it?”

“If you weren’t lying to me.”

Alexandra placed her hand on his thigh as she pressed closer. She felt Adam shake and smiled. Guys were just too easy to manipulate. But then, she wasn’t in her right mind either. She was acutely aware of how close they were.

“I always keep my promises.”

“That’s good to know. And you always tell the truth?”

“I’d like to think so,” she answered. It felt like she was being led into a trap, but she still went.

“Okay, so tell me the truth…”

“About what? Are we suddenly playing Truth or Dare? This is Happy Hour, not a preteen sleepover.”

“I just have a simple question,” he said.

“Go ahead. I’ll give you an honest answer.” Alexandra anticipated a question about whether she was wearing panties. It a was thong—her dress was so tight it showed panty lines. 

“You’ve been thinking about last Friday just as much as I have.”

“What do you mean?”

“Really?” Adam just stared at her.

Alexandra knew what he meant, of course. But she did not want to confess what she felt about that. She’d rather have told him about her panties. They were both adults, but she didn’t know that it was safe to talk to Adam about that. Flirting with Adam was a fun escape—she didn’t want to bring feelings into it. 

“What do you want me to say?” she asked.

Adam was a little confused. She was a woman. He just assumed she’d be ready to talk about what she was thinking, but then he could also see why she might not want to dig into anything that would cause trouble for their marriages. She had to know he was cool.

“Listen,” he added. “I’m not getting all googly-eyed with you. I just want you to know that you’re fucking hot and last Friday was fucking hot too.”

Alexandra relaxed. She could see the lust painted all over his face. That was something she could deal with. She brushed her lips across his stubbly cheek and briefly sucked on his earlobe. She was aware she was sending mixed signals—that was part of the fun. “Last Friday made me want to fuck you silly,” she said in a whisper that was almost a moan. Then she added, normally, “Is that what you want to hear, Adam?”

Adam audibly gulped, and replied, “You love being a fucking tease, don’t you, Lexi?” 

“I guess I like to play—within limits. It keeps life interesting.”

“So what do you say you and I get out of here,” he suggested. 

“Where do you suggest we go? You can’t bring me home any more than I could take you home.”

Adam racked his brain. He hadn’t really thought it through. He didn’t really think Alexandra would go anywhere with him, for one thing. He knew better than to suggest a hotel, although there were a couple no-tell motels out by the highway. Alexandra would be completely out of place in her sexy work clothes. They looked too expensive for a call girl. When was the last time he even just hung out with a girl? It was well before he met Maggie. Back in high school, when there was nowhere else to go, they would just find some secluded spot and have some beers. Adam thought he was onto something.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

Alexandra looked leery. “I am not going to a hotel with you.”

“Give me some credit.”

“Okay, let’s go.”

Adam dropped money onto the table to cover their tip and then led her through the crowd with an arm around her narrow waist. In the parking lot, he planted a kiss on her cheek and told her to follow him. His first stop was a package store, where he grabbed a pint of Jamison. 

Alexandra stayed in her car and shook her head as she watched him come out with a little paper bag. She was dying to know what he had in mind. He wanted to get her somewhere secluded, that was clear, but then what? What did Adam think was going to happen? She thought through several scenarios, and then each left her with that nervous, tingly feeling. It wasn’t right, but she realized she was game if he wanted to sit in the car somewhere and make-out. She could pretend she was a teenager again. That would be hot, it not silly. They pulled out of the small lot and she followed him. At least they were headed away from home.

The large industrial park was deserted. Although it was late evening, the sun had not set yet, giving the place a weird, abandoned look. Alexandra worked in a big, old converted bank downtown and took the train in every morning. She was not used to these industrial parks, full of their big, concrete boxes. It had to be where Adam worked. Alexandra had heard him bitch about his boss and complain about reports stacking up on his desk, but she realized that she did not know exactly what he did. He was always content to talk more about her. So did Adam want to get her on her back on the conference table in his office? She squirmed as a rush of heat overcame her thinking of it. But that was dangerous. Would they stop themselves in time? Adam turned into a parking garage and she followed him.

Adam was relieved when he saw Alexandra’s headlights flick on as she followed him into the garage. The orange sodium lights overhead left the structure pretty dim and shadowy inside. It was virtually abandoned at that hour, with only a car here or there. People only parked out in the garage when they could not find anything close to their building and had no choice anyway. Up on the fourth level it was completely clear, and he pulled into a parking spot. She got out of her little sports coupe and climbed into the passenger side of his big Expedition. He cracked the windows and left the radio on—turned to the local classic rock station.

“Really? You want to go parking?” she asked. 

“When’s the last time you hung out with a guy in the front seat of a car?”

“I always found the backseat to be more comfortable,” she said with a wink.

“We can certainly…” Adam gestured to the backseat. It would be more comfortable back there. He didn’t like the center console between them—it was a longer reach for her.

“Don’t get too far ahead of yourself there, Adam,” she said, holding up a hand. “The front seat is fine with me. This thing is pretty roomy.”

Alexandra sat with her back against the passenger door, so she could face him. She kicked off one of her heels and her left leg was folded somewhat awkwardly, but she was flexible and the seat was large. But the odd position rode her dress high and she was hard pressed to keep Adam from seeing her panties. She kept a hand in her lap and just hoped he didn’t notice. But of course he did. He cracked open the bottle and passed it to her, still in its paper bag, and his eyes flicked right to her lap. She didn’t know if he could actually see anything, but he seemed to be trying really hard. 

“So when was the last time you went parking with a boy?” Adam asked. His eyes swept up and down her tight body, but they were drawn like magnets to her crotch. He was sure he would see her panties if she moved just the right way.

“I’m pretty sure I was done with that by college. Honestly, I don’t think we had to resort to that more than half a dozen times. Maybe if I met a guy at a party and there was nowhere else private to go, but generally if I was out on a date there was somewhere to go. The guy I dated the longest in high school had a pool house.”

“That’s hard to compete with. I’m sure the backseat of a Buick doesn’t measure up after that.”

Alexandra laughed. “Oh, I don’t know. There’s a certain charm to a quick, frenzied tumble in the cramped backseat of a car. For one thing, there’s always the risk of getting caught, and that’s hot. And you’re pressed so tight together, and you’re doing it because you’re so horny you don’t care how uncomfortable it is. You just want to fuck, so you figure it out, right?” The look on his face was priceless. She knew exactly what Adam was picturing.

“Yeah, I understand just wanting to fuck, Lexi.” He took the pint back from her. He needed a drink. 

“Why do you purposely try to get under my skin like that? You’re like the boy pulling my pigtails in elementary school. I am not Lexi to you.”

“You don’t know why boys want your attention, Lexi?”

She leaned forward across the console. The top of her dress was tight, so he didn’t see much more than cleavage, but that was enough. He looked back up into her green eyes. She was right there. Alexandra kissed him. It was quick, but laden with promise. “You have my attention.”

Adam was frozen, brain short-circuited by his sudden erection. By the time he could react, she was back in her seat, just out of reach. 

“How about you?” she asked. “Do you have a lot of experience with girls in cars?”

“More than you, it sounds like. I didn’t have a pool house to go to,” he said and chuckled. “Back when I was a teenager the standard date was grab some food, maybe go see a movie or go to a concert, something simple like that. If it was a movie, the fooling around usually started in the theater, so we were pretty hot and bothered by the time we left.”

Alexandra looked wistful. “I remember those days. Fooling around in the back of a movie theater was hot.”

“You like that risk of getting caught, don’t you? Or is it someone watching that gets you?”

“Who says it can’t be both?” She smiled and took a long draw from the bottle.

“I had an old Cutlass Supreme coupe, so the backseat wasn’t too bad, but if it was a double date someone was stuck in the front and that big armrest thing always got in the way.”

Adam could almost put himself back there. His best friend didn’t drive, so he was always bugging for a double date. Adam drove, of course, so he and his girl—he was dating Dana at the time—always got stuck fooling around in the front when they went parking at the community college. He’d end up humping that armrest more than he did Dana.

“Looks like you’re remembering some fun times,” Alexandra commented.

“I had some fun back in the day, when things worked out right.”

“You mean a stud like you didn’t always score?” she teased.

“Not all girls are as easy as you.”

“Ouch.” She laughed. “So you think your chances of scoring are good tonight?”

“I got you here. That’s half the battle.” Adam watched her shrug her way out of the little jacket, leaving her smooth, bare shoulders in the open. He always wondered how strapless dresses stayed on. He figured it must be the tightness. That dress hugged Alexandra like a second skin. He said, “I’ve already got you taking your clothes off. That’s progress.”

“Yeah, how about you turn the air back on. It’s steamy in here.”

The windows had already begun to fog up, just from them sitting there. He cranked the ignition and turned the air conditioning to MAX. Adam had to admit it was pretty hot in the SUV, but he was just in a polo and khakis because it was casual Friday. But he actually didn’t mind getting dressed up for work. He knew he looked good in a jacket and tie, and he certainly liked it better when the women in the office were dressed up—though no one measured up to Alexandra. He didn’t know how anyone in her office got any work done with her strutting around in that dress—jacket or not. It looked more like a little cocktail dress than something for work. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her, and when she shifted he was finally rewarded with a flash of black panty between her tanned thighs.

“My eyes are up here,” she chided. She was smiling when he met her eyes.

“You can’t blame a guy for looking when you’re in a dress like that.”

“Guys always assume we dress for your attention. Maybe women just like looking good for themselves.”

“You put on a dress like that, you know what kind of attention you’re going to get. You must like it.”

Alexandra played innocent. “Maybe.”

“I think we’ve already established you like to tease.”

“Have we?”

“Come on now, Lexi. We’re both adults.”

She just stared at him.

Emboldened, Adam ordered, “Show me your panties.”

“But that would be teasing, wouldn’t it? I’m not going to fuck you, Adam.”

“So prove me right. You know I love to be right.”

Alexandra gripped the dashboard and seatback tightly with both hands. She was flushed with adrenaline and it was the only way to keep them from shaking. It didn’t matter how bad of an idea this was. She did not care about the dangerous path they were going down. They were on that course the second she stepped into the SUV. Her legs slowly opened and she let her dress ride up. She found she had to change the way she was sitting, and unfolded her leg and placed her barefoot on the wide, low center console. She was completely exposed to him. Alexandra was so excited she thought she might pass out.

Adam almost put his seatbelt on. He thought it was the only thing that would keep him from leaping over that center console and on top of Alexandra. Thank god there was something in between them. The tiny scrap of black lace hardly hid her bare mound and he wondered if she shaved or waxed. Adam bet a woman like Alexandra waxed. She opened her legs even wider, showing she was completely clean down there. He swore he saw a strip of wetness down her panties. He cock felt like it was going to explode in his pants and he forced himself to look away, if only to catch his breath. Alexandra was breathing heavy and her eyes were lidded with lust. She wanted it just as much as he did. 

“Do you like the view?” she breathed. 

“It’s almost perfect.”

Alexandra laughed, surprised. “Almost?”

“Sexy as they are, those panties are ruining my view.”

“I bet you’d love me to take them off.”

“You know you want to.”

Alexandra did want to, that was the problem. She wanted those panties off and she wanted to shove his face down to her pussy. Adam probably knew what he was doing down there, unless he was too selfish. But oral would be wrong. So far, this was just teasing. They hadn’t even really kissed, not like last week. She could not take her panties off, it would be too awkward in the front seat, but she could…

Adam’s mouth moved, but no words came out. She pulled her panties to the side, stretching them to really get them clear. His reaction was worth ruining the expensive lingerie. The way he looked at her made Alexandra shiver to the core. She could feel his lust washing over her like a wave. It was a physical force in the SUV. And his lust fed her need. Alexandra was so horny it felt like she was dripping down there. He had to see it. She ran a finger slowly between her lips and couldn’t restrain her moan. She was ready to go. Alexandra needed to come.

“Uh, that’s better,” Adam stammered. He was usually much more confident with women, but Alexandra really had him back on his heels. This couldn’t just be all about teasing. He knew that just by looking at her. She was touching herself because she needed to, not just for his benefit. He summoned his bravado. “You’re so fucking wet, aren’t you Lexi?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, closing her eyes. Her finger still traced a lazy line up and down her lips. It felt so good to be touched.

“Show me. Show me how horny you are. Play with your pussy, baby.” His confidence was going. It went right out of his head that this was his friend’s wife he was commanding. Nothing outside the confines of that SUV mattered in that moment.

“Yes…yes…” she gasped.

Alexandra had passed teasing and was full-on playing with herself. God, she loved having an audience for it. Did Gary ever just sit back and watch her like this? She couldn’t remember. She would have to make him. It was the hottest thing ever. Touching herself for Adam was perfect, but she wanted more affirmation than his words and lusty glances. She stretched out her leg and planted her bare foot in his crotch. He was thick and straining at his khakis. It was just what she did not need to feel. Suddenly, all her thoughts were focused on freeing him from his pants and playing with it. But once she started playing with it, she knew she’d be putting it in her mouth, and then it was just a small step to… Alexandra couldn’t believe that she was contemplating cheating on Gary for the first time in their marriage.

“Christ, Lexi,” Adam moaned. He filled his brain with random thoughts—his fantasy team, cars, Stallone movies—anything to try and keep from blowing his load in his khakis. He wasn’t into feet, but Alexandra was damn good at rubbing his cock. 

She smiled. “I need to make sure I’m not the only one horny here.”

“You know you fucking make me horny. If you’re not careful you’re going to make me come, too.”

“Is that what you want?” she asked. 

Alexandra knew just by looking at him that Adam was as close as she was. He was rubbing himself against her foot to make sure she got him just right. And her fingers had her close to the edge. They slid between her slippery lips and were teasing her clit just enough to keep her riding high without coming. But she needed to climax. She needed it badly.

Adam unbuckled his belt and pull his cock out. He couldn’t take it any longer. The foot job felt great, but he wanted some skin-on-skin contact. He saw Alexandra was surprised, but that was silly. She showed hers—why shouldn’t he show his? He really hoped that taking his prick out would inspire her to do more than use her foot. Those pretty lips would look great wrapped around his shaft.

It was like he read her mind. Now Alexandra really did want to touch him. Adam was big, but that didn’t surprise her. In her experience, a lot of confident guys had something to back it up. He was a bit thicker than her husband, but size had never been that important to her. Thinking of Gary gave her a pang of guilt, but she still rubbed her foot along Adam’s length. It was so hot and smooth, though he could have used some grooming. 

“Shit, come here, Lexi.”

It was not a request. Adam grabbed her leg and dragged her closer. It was awkward, even in the big SUV, and Alexandra ended up almost sitting on the padded center console, while her leg was bent back and her foot planted on the window behind him. He was lucky she was so flexible. 

“Adam, no,” she whimpered, afraid he was going to pull her into his lap. It would be so easy for him to impale her on his cock—and she didn’t know that she would stop him. But no, he just took her free hand and put it on his prick. Her fingers instinctively curled around it and she started stroking him. He did not try to touch her pussy, but grabbed the back of her head and kissed her hard. Alexandra was dizzy with excitement.

“I want to hear you come,” he demanded, pressed cheek-to-cheek with her. 

His hot breath was on her neck. His fingers were wound tightly in her hair. It almost hurt and she liked it.  Alexandra rubbed her clit faster, just a little bit harder. She knew just how to get herself off quickly. She’d snuck fast orgasms many times over the years. Her other hand was busy jerking Adam’s cock and his grunting in her ear made her tug him harder. She was not going to be the only one coming. 

“God yes! Oh God!” she hissed, desperately trying to keep quiet.

“Shit, Lexi!”

“Oh Fuck!” Alexandra cried, giving up on silence. Her climax was like a physical blow and her entire body tensed as it rocked through her. It was an incredible rush, and for a second, she forgot she was supposed to be jerking Adam off. She just held onto his shaft.

Seeing Alexandra come was even hotter than the many ways Adam had imagined it. He’d pictured her to be a screamer, so he loved her foul language. She was his type of girl. The only way that would have been better would be if his cock had been in her while she came. Alexandra trembled against him and she held his prick so tightly it was starting to hurt. He tried to get her to ease off, but she did not let go. Instead, she leaned back just enough so that she could look down at what she was doing. She started jerking him again, this time with a purpose. Adam leaned back too—he was awkwardly twisted in his seat—and touched Alexandra while she finished him. He groped her tits through her dress and unsuccessfully tried to pull it down to expose her. When that didn’t work, Adam pushed his hand between her thighs. Her smooth mound was soaked. He couldn’t believe how wet she was. He thought, God, I’ve got to fuck her! And he lost it that second.

Adam’s cum jetted up, staining Alexandra’s dress on the belly. His second blast almost reached her tits, and the rest of his load oozed out over her pumping fist, like a flow of lava. It was so sudden she didn’t have time to react or point him away. Adam knew coming on her dress was a mistake, but he felt positively presidential.

Alexandra watched his cum running down over her wedding ring and engagement diamond and felt a wave of guilt. It was hard to tell herself it was all harmless in that moment, with such a stark reminder of everything she could be risking. But the bad part of her looked down at her hand and thought it looked so deliciously nasty. She had not let that part of her off the leash in so long, and now it was singing inside her. She didn’t know what to make of her mixed feelings. Alexandra released his cock and looked for something to clean her hand.

“So that happened,” Adam said brightly. He couldn’t read Alexandra and was worried she might freak out. 

“Yeah, that happened.” She found some napkins in the glove compartment and cleaned her hand as best she could. She also wiped at the DNA on her dress, but that didn’t help much. She was going to have to run right upstairs when she got home and clean up before Gary could see her. She forced back her guilt. “You realize we could be in big trouble, right?”

“Only if either of us is stupid enough to say anything.”

“You don’t feel guilty?”

“I know Maggie would be hurt if she found out, so I’ll never tell her. Did we do wrong? Yeah, we did. But I feel like we kept control of ourselves, which is something. Right?”

Alexandra thought of how close she was to losing control. She didn’t think he was any better than she was. If she had told Adam, do it, fuck me, she knew he would have been right on top of her. “We shouldn’t do this again,” she said firmly.

“Maybe not. I get what you’re saying, but you love to play around like this just as much as I do. Don’t deny it. Don’t backslide on me.”

“Maybe a little,” she conceded with a crooked smile. “But we should not be doing this stuff.”

“So you want to keep it to naked pictures and sexting?” 

“Adam!”

He pulled her in for a kiss and she greedily accepted it.
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On the surface, it seemed like just another regular Saturday night dinner for the two couples, but everyone had illicit, sexy things on their minds. Each individual was not only tempted, but also afraid they had some tell that would give the game away to their spouse. How could they be expected to act normally around each other given what they’d been doing with the other spouses? Everyone had secrets and they all feared exposure.

Maggie kept flip-flopping between excitement and fear. Of course she couldn’t wait to see Gary again, but she hoped that nothing in their body language would give away that they’d been playing while their spouses were at work. For the first time, Maggie hoped Adam would be too busy drooling over Alexandra to notice what she was doing. This was going to be a barbecue by the pool, after all. Adam could never resist Alexandra in a bikini.

Maggie was exasperated after trying on every swimsuit she owned. She had a couple tankinis, but didn’t like how she looked in them. She went with a black tank one-piece, with green accents, that she thought flattered her. It sort of shaped her butt and didn't flatten out her chest much. Would Gary still find her attractive when she was next to his hot wife in their swimsuits?

Adam was in a hurry to get out of there and wished his wife would be quicker. She was usually ready before he was. Maggie came down and he swore there was something different about her, but he just couldn’t quite put his finger on it. It seemed like she was wearing more make-up than usual, and she’d done something with her hair. He saw so eager to see Alexandra it was a miracle he noticed anything at all.

Gary had a spring in his step as he helped his wife put everything out for their guests. He couldn’t wait to see Maggie again—especially after yesterday—and just thought it was a shame they wouldn’t find any time to be alone. He was in such a good mood that he didn’t notice how odd Alexandra was behaving.

As they had been for the past couple weeks, Alexandra’s naughty, attention seeking side and practical, moral side were warring. She had no idea how she was going to act normal around Adam after jerking him off in the car last night. Gary had not seen her dress when she came in and had no idea what she’d been up to, but she knew what she’d done. It bothered her, but not as much as she felt it should have. But none of that guilt stopped her from dressing to provoke Adam. She was shocked when Gary didn’t challenge her bikini choice. It was the raciest one she was willing to wear while the children were around.

Maggie and Adam plastered on smiles when Alexandra greeted them at the gate—but for very different reasons. Of course she looks like that, Maggie thought, taking in the leggy blonde. The translucent sarong tied at Alexandra’s waist barely hid her tight ass, which was hugged by a white trimmed black bikini bottom. The matching top covered her breasts, but they looked like they could struggle free at any moment. Maggie stood straighter, pushing her chest out. Alexandra hugged and kissed them both before ushering them into the yard.

Gary gave Adam an extra firm handshake, but his friend barely noticed. He only had eyes for Alexandra as she walked away. Gary felt no annoyance. He thought Maggie looked adorable in the little floral sundress she wore over her swimsuit, and he was able to give her a nice, lingering hug.

They fell into their usual pattern, with the women chit-chatting and chasing the kids, while the guys hung out by the grill and had beers.

"I never see you anymore, man. You've got to get Alexandra to give you a day pass sometime so we can go grab a drink," Adam said, slapping Gary on the back. He seemed unusually friendly, Gary thought.

"Yeah, sometime, if she gets home early enough. She's rarely home from work before seven-thirty or eight anymore. Now I understand how she felt when I worked."

"But you were in the rat race for years. You know how it can be. Work just never seems to end and if you're a five o'clock rocket you never get ahead."

"Yeah, you're right. And the work seems to make her happy."

“Listen, you don’t really mind that Lexi and I have gotten together for happy hour a couple times, do you? It’s just, you were my happy hour buddy and now you’re not there.”

“It’s cool,” Gary replied, though he didn’t buy for a second that Adam thought of Alexandra as a buddy. Adam probably loved the chance to hang out with her, especially given the way she dressed for work. Gary knew he should be bothered, but he was hardly in a position to complain, was he? He wished that there was a way he and Maggie could get out without the kids. “It’s better that it’s with you than some strange guy, right?”

"Totally. Besides, it’s not like you’re lonely. Isn't Maggie over here almost every day?"

"Just about. That doesn't bother you, does it?"

"Not in the least, man," Adam said, literally waving off any concerns. "You're a good friend and Maggie's my wife, if I can't trust you two, who can I?"

“Yeah, man. She’s safe in my hands,” Gary said uneasily. 

Adam chuckled mirthlessly. “Besides, if you ran off with my wife I guess I’d have no choice but to sleep with yours.”

Both men laughed tensely.

Poolside, Alexandra corralled Connor and forced him into his swimmies, while Maggie did the same with her kids. Maggie had shed her cover-up. 

"I've got to thank you again, hon. You've done wonders turning Gary into the perfect househusband. I almost wished we'd tried this arrangement years ago," Alexandra marveled.

Maggie thought the same thing, but didn't say it. "I can't take all the credit. He's just good at taking care of things. I think it comes naturally.” She watched Alexandra slip off the sarong and lower into the pool. When she touched the cool water her nipples puckered and poked through the bikini top like pebbles. Maggie glanced to the other side of the pool, where the men were sitting and talking. Although Adam was wearing sunglasses, she knew exactly where his eyes were fixed.

"I just hope coming over here to help him hasn't been too much of a burden. I owe you a massage at the spa next time we go.” She took Connor and brought him into the water with her. "Maybe next weekend we can get away."

"Maybe.” Maggie joined Alexandra in the pool with her own kids. She could feel Gary watching her and couldn’t help smiling. "But you don't have to treat me, really. I'm happy to come over. It's nice to have adult company and conversation."

"I should do something. You’ve been so good to Gary—to us."

"Adam said you picked up the bar tab last night."

"I guess that's a start.” Alexandra stiffened at the mention of the night before. She asked, "I didn't keep your husband out too late, did I? We just lost track of time."

"No, it's okay. I know you guys have a good time together. Besides, I'd rather he was at the bar with you. At least that way there's someone to report his behavior back to me.” 

Maggie was pretty surprised when her husband didn’t come home until after eleven. He had obviously been drinking more than he should have if he was driving, and she wondered if Alexandra was just as drunk. Instead of being jealous, Maggie was relieved they’d spent the evening together. It alleviated some of her guilt. She had stayed at Gary’s when they found out their spouses were hitting happy hour again and she’d had a wonderful time. It almost felt like she and Gary were the couple.

"He was typical Adam. He was pretty much what you’d expect."

Maggie thought about her husband's roving eye and said, "I'd never expect him to completely behave himself. I just expect him to keep his pants zipped."

"At no time did I see his pants come off," Alexandra said with a tight laugh. They were never completely off, she insisted to herself.

The men stripped off their shirts and joined their wives in the water. Knowing it was what men always did, Maggie compared their physiques while they were side-by-side. Gary wasn’t nearly as buff as Adam, but she liked his body. His tummy was soft and he had the beginning of love handles, but he felt comfy and safe in her arms. Adam on the other hand, had still retained some of the athlete's muscle tone he'd had in his youth. Adam's chest was wide and his arms thick and firm. His chest had a light covering of brown hair, while Gary was smooth. Maggie found both men very attractive in their differences.

Adam tried to be careful, only using his eyes behind his sunglasses, but he could not keep his eyes off of Alexandra. Her tight body looked incredible in that bikini. It was even better now that he had some idea of how she looked out of the bikini. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t actually seen her tits bare yet. He had to do something about that. He stayed low in the pool and hoped the water and his baggy board shorts hid his boner. Alexandra boosted herself out of the pool and seeing her ass like that physically hurt. He had no idea how he was going to get out of the water.

Gary worked the grill after their swim while the wives dried off the kids and Adam buzzed around, making sure everyone's drinks were filled, and chatting. Adam kept the blender busy, mixing strawberry and banana daiquiris and margaritas. He had a heavy hand on the booze, which drew a look from Alexandra.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?”

“I hear you’re easy when you’re drunk,” he replied, grinning.

“Hush! Someone might hear you,” Alexandra warned, but Maggie was walking to the other side of the pool, where Gary was corralling the kids. 

“Don’t worry. Your drink isn’t any stronger than anyone else’s.”

“So you’re trying to get us all drunk?”

“It might make the night more interesting. Maybe the others will get drunk and pass out.” Adam ran his hand down her bare side. He loved how firm she felt.

“Quit it,” she warned, even though she liked his touch.

Gary and Maggie went inside to put the kids down. Alexandra finished cleaning up the deck and Adam lit the tiki torches placed around the perimeter. The evening was cooling and Alexandra ducked inside to change, but her only concession to the chill was to add a short khaki skirt and skimpy tank top over her bikini. She wanted to keep Adam on his toes. Her hair was in a ponytail that fell straight down her back.

"Gary said he was cool with you coming home so late. Is that true?” Adam asked. He was already buzzed, but it didn't stop him from pouring more drinks for himself and Alexandra.

"Surprisingly, yes. He was already in bed when I got home, and just gave me a kiss and rolled over."

"He didn't want any nookie?"

"No, I guess he wasn't horny, but God knows I was," she answered, and then wanted to kick herself for admitting the truth.

"Wonder why?” he asked, coming closer and touching her on the arm. She stepped into him and he felt her stiff nipples pressing into his chest.

"You were so bad last night.”

“We both were.”

“We came so close to going too far.”

“I’m starting to wonder what’s too far,” he said.

Adam dropped his hand to her butt and he gave it a firm squeeze, which pulled her into his hard-on. His cock was throbbing and he wanted Alexandra so badly. He thought he could take her right there on the deck if Gary and Maggie took their time upstairs. Alexandra put her arms around his neck and looked deeply into his eyes, but didn't kiss him. 

"You love Maggie. I'd like to think you wouldn't cheat. Playing around, teasing a little bit, that's fine, but fucking around is entirely different. I know I wouldn’t be okay fucking behind Gary’s back.” 

Alexandra would not be okay with it, but she didn’t know that she would be able to control herself. Adam knew just how to drive her insane while seeming to do nothing at all. He wasn’t just a fun flirting partner anymore. Adam had become a man to her—one she cared about deeply. She could see past the rough exterior to what his wife saw in him. Adam was a tough guy to get close to, but there was something magnetic about him that made Alexandra need to try.  

"I have a conscious. I couldn’t just fuck around on Maggie and be okay with it. I love her. She’s my life, and always will be. But lust is different, and sometimes it’s hard to deny that temptation. And I don’t know that I want to. But I don’t want to hurt Maggie, so I know we have to be careful."

"No, Gary and Maggie will never know about any of this,” she agreed. 

"Maybe we can work out that reciprocal deal we talked about."

Alexandra laughed. “Now I know you’re not thinking clearly.”

“I don’t know. I know Maggie has a crush on your husband.”

“Really?” Alexandra just could not imagine it.

“And I’m getting a weird vibe around them.”

“It’s just wishful thinking.” She shook her head.

“Wishful thinking that my wife wants to sleep with another man?”

“Sure, because it means you get what you want.”

Adam seriously thought about it. He even tried to picture it. Would he truly be okay with Maggie screwing Gary? Picturing it didn’t do anything for him, but when he thought about the big picture, he was still fine with it. If Maggie was going to have an affair, Gary was probably the best, most harmless, possible choice. And then there was the possibility of getting Alexandra into his bed.

Alexandra watched him thinking and lightly kissed him. She felt his erection against her and the kiss grew hungry. It was risky, but their spouses would be tied up with the kids for a few minutes.

 
 

~~~
 

 

Gary did his best to rush through the bedtime ritual, which was not easy when the kids were so wound up from playing and having a sleepover. Once they were settled, Maggie took the baby monitor receiver and eased the door closed behind her. Gary was right there in the hallway and he pinned her against the wall, his lips seeking hers. She eagerly opened her mouth to him and pushed her hands under his t-shirt to caress his bare back.

"You look so sexy tonight," Gary said, coming up for air.

"I was hoping you'd like it.” 

Before dinner Maggie had changed into a pink sundress with a floral print. The outfit, which had spaghetti straps and fell just above the knee wasn't immodest, but it was more skin than Maggie had shown in a long time. She’d added a matching sweater against the encroaching chill and Gary was pulling at it. 

"It looks great—especially when you lean over.” He peered down and enjoyed the rare view of her cleavage. 

Maggie knew she'd have to be careful leaning forward in the dress, but then maybe she wouldn’t bother. She liked that Gary was peeking. Sadly, her own husband was so enthralled by Alexandra that she didn't think he'd glanced her way once. She knew Adam loved her, but it would be nice not to be taken for granted. Gary kissed her again and cupped her breast. She wished she could feel it better, but her strapless bra was so padded.

"Shouldn't we be getting back? They might start to wonder what's going on if we're up here too long," Maggie wondered.

Gary softly kissed her throat and said, "No, I don't think it would even occur to them we might misbehave. They're the crazy flirty ones, remember?”

“You don’t think they would… Do you?” It was hard to ask her question with Gary kissing her neck like that.

“Those two?” Gary didn’t like giving up prime kissing time to talk about their spouses, when he thought about it there did seem to be this strange tension between Alexandra and Adam. “Maybe they’re acting a little funny, but I just don’t see her doing that.”

Maggie pushed him back. “But you do think my husband would?”

“I didn’t say that.” Gary wondered about Adam sometimes, but when push came to shove, he was probably all bluster. He couldn’t see his friend risking it all for a piece of ass.

“You sort of implied it.” 

Maggie pushed him back when Gary tried to grab her again. Maybe she sensed what Gary did. Were Adam and Alexandra standing closer, touching more than usual? She’d always put up with his wandering eye because she thought it was harmless. He was like a neutered dog. Adam might have wanted to act out, but he couldn’t. And even if Adam ever was tempted, would he really choose Alexandra? That could go so horribly wrong. But they had been out drinking, and things just happen when people are drunk. Sometimes when they are sober, even. Maggie thought about her and Gary. Adam and Alexandra hooking up suddenly seemed much more possible. She had a crazy idea—maybe it would be better if something had happened between their spouses. If Adam and Alexandra hooked up it would make what she was doing with Gary seem less wrong.

“I didn’t mean anything,” Gary said, reaching for her again.

“I know. It’s just been a weird time.” Maggie gave him a full, deep kiss, one she wanted to continue all night. But she broke off and said, “We really should get back down there.” She giggled. “Maybe we’ll catch them in the act.”

 






  

ten
 

Adam and Alexandra were behaving themselves when the other couple returned to the patio. The gas fire pit, just to the left of the seating area, had been turned on and Maggie might have been a little disappointed. Gary accepted a fresh drink from Adam and winced at its potency. He could tell that both his wife and Adam were tipsy already and he tried to recall the last time they’d all been really drunk together. It had been a long time. Even Maggie took a big, strong drink from her husband without complaint. Gary sat back on a chaise lounge and Alexandra cuddled up between his legs. It almost felt odd to be matched with his own wife. The other couple sat opposite them on a loveseat lounge.

"We should take a vacation together. We could get the grandparents to take the kids and we could spend a week like real grownups, but without the responsibility,” Adam suggested. Maggie was leaning on his chest and his arm was around her.

"We could go to Cabo. It would be a blast," Gary suggested. He and Alexandra had gone right after college and had a great time.

"We're on the same page, my man. Sun, sand, surf, bikinis, body shots."

“Body shots. That is so cliché,” Maggie commented.

"If you really want to go crazy why don't we just go to Hedonism?” Alexandra said with a laugh.

Adam looked at Alexandra and imagined her on the clothing optional beach. "That would be great, but I don't think everyone would be down with it.” He thought his wife would pass out from shock at Hedonism.

"Hedonism would be…interesting," Gary added. How would Maggie react to a place like that? He could imagine Alexandra in her glory strutting down the sun-drenched beach without a stitch of clothing.

“I hear they play a lot of couples games down there,” Adam said.

Maggie elbowed her husband in the side. “Where are you hearing about Hedonism?”

“You just see stuff on the Internet.”

“What kind of games?” Gary asked.

“I know they do musical chairs, but with laps. And there’s some weird game where you’re not paired up with your normal partner and you have to change into each other’s bathing suits,” Adam said.

“I’m not sure I want to see you in one of Lexi’s bikinis,” Gary chuckled.

“I don’t know,” Alexandra piped in. “It could be hot.”

“I’d pay to see it,” Maggie added.

“You’re not going to see me in a bikini,” Adam said firmly.

“Not secure enough in your manhood?” Gary teased.

“How about just the top?” Alexandra suggested. 

“How much?” Adam asked.

“A crisp hundred-dollar bill.”

“And I get to take the top off of you.”

Alexandra looked to her husband. Gary shrugged. Now he knew they’d all had too much to drink. He was kind of interested to see where this was going. How far would Adam push things if they were all sitting right there?

“Okay. Let’s do it right now,” Alexandra said, springing to her feet.

“Now?” Maggie said, surprised.

“Why not?” Adam asked. He stood too.

Alexandra had the same question in mind as her husband. How far would Adam push removing her bikini top? Of course she had inside information Gary did not. Still, he had to behave himself in front of their spouses—didn’t he? Adam slid the low table that took up the space between the seats to the side and Alexandra stepped into the opened gap. Adam was very close and when she shivered she told herself it was the chilly night—except they were close enough to the fire pit that she felt its heat down her side. Its dancing flames cast giant, crazy shadows of her and Adam onto the back of the house. 

“How do we do this?” Adam asked, suddenly shy. Alexandra looked delectable in front of him and he knew what he wanted to do, but in front of their spouses he felt limited. True, they were all drunk and loose, but how wild could things get? How much pawing of his wife would Gary tolerate?

“Don’t tell me you’ve never taken a bikini off of a woman before,” Alexandra said.

“I know he has,” Maggie commented. “It wasn’t that long ago, was it? I know you remember what to do. Go for it, hon.”

Okay, that was weird. Adam thought his wife was encouraging him to lay hands on another woman. That couldn’t be right. He looked at Maggie and she didn’t look mad at all. That was all the encouragement he needed.

Alexandra’s loose tank top had big, open sides and Adam easily reached inside to find the bikini knot on her back. He was not in a rush and caressed her soft skin. Alexandra stiffened under his touch, but he knew enough to know it was not because she wanted him to stop. It was probably less than a minute, but to the two of them it felt like an eternity. 

“Can’t find it?” Alexandra asked, forcing the words out. She hoped she kept her voice neutral. She was drunk and horny, so what would have been relatively innocent normally had her heart beating hard.

“Oh, here it is,” he replied. A simple pull opened the knot and her bikini top went slack.

Adam moved onto the knot at the back of her neck, which gave him the chance to touch where she was really sensitive. The way they were positioned, Maggie had a better view of them than Gary did, and since his wife seemed okay with all this, he softly massaged the back of Alexandra’s neck and even gave her ponytail a little tug before he pulled out the knot at the back of her neck. He heard the barely perceptible whimper escape her lips and felt her sway on her feet.

Gary could see that his wife’s eyes were closed and he knew that look on her face—he’d just never seen another man cause it before. He didn’t think he much liked that, but then reminded himself of what he’d been doing with Maggie. There was no moral high ground to be had. But it got him thinking about that late night they’d just had. The only reason he hadn’t been angry was because he was filled with thoughts of Maggie, but now he realized he should be paying more attention. Maybe there was something going on between Adam and Alexandra. He knew his flaring temper made him a hypocrite, but he didn’t care.

Get on with it! Alexandra thought. Their spouses had to have noticed Adam’s lingering hands and she doubted they were drunk enough to be okay with it. He untied her top, but of course it hung up underneath her tank top. She reached for it, but Adam pushed her hands down.

“That’s my job, isn’t it?” he commented. 

“You move like you’re being paid by the hour.”

“You can’t rush a craftsman.”

“And it’s not like he gets this chance every day, does he?” Gary piped in. Alexandra thought he sounded annoyed.

Adam took full advantage when he reached inside her top. He brushed aside her bikini top and cupped her tits in both hands. Her nipples were already full with lust and the brush of his warm hands pulsed pleasure down through her body. He was quick, but he gave them both a quick pinch before grabbing her top and pulling it out from under the tank top. Alexandra was left woozy on her feet and dry mouthed. She dropped onto the chaise at her husband’s feet and gulped her drink down, ignoring the high alcohol content. 

Maggie was even surprised. She knew her husband was one to push things, but he had to be drunk to so openly grope Alexandra in front of them. And the tall blonde didn’t resist him one bit. As she watched, she had slipped out of her sweater. It didn’t seem so chilly out there any longer. Maggie was just as wary as Gary about their spouses, but she felt nothing but relief. If Adam and Alexandra really were playing around in some form, it left her free to keep taking “naps” with Gary. 

The tense silence was finally broken by Maggie, who asked, “I think there’s something you need to do, honey.”

“Oh, right,” Adam replied. He was left a bit dazed himself.

Adam pulled off his shirt and then tied the neck of Alexandra’s bikini and slipped it over his head. However, it was clear that the back was not going to stretch far enough to tie, even with Maggie’s help. Still, it was amusing for the group to see him posing in the half-tied bikini top. They all toasted to him, except Alexandra, who needed a new drink.

“So what other games are there?” Maggie asked. She was scared and intrigued by where this was all going.

“There’s a card game we used to play in my frat that could be fun. The game is pretty basic, but the side rules could get a little crazy. Are you guys up for it?”

Alexandra looked uncertain.

Gary offered a cautious, “Why not?”

“Alright, I trust you,” Maggie said, hoping she sounded sincere. She didn’t trust her husband at all at that moment. 

“I need a new drink,” Alexandra pronounced. “Can I get anything for anyone else?”

“I’ll go find a deck of cards,” Gary said. The couple got up and both went into the house. After finding the cards in their stack of family games, he met his wife in the kitchen. Her loose tank top hid little. The sides were completely open, revealing her pert breasts, and her nipples, which had hardened instantly in the cool air conditioning, stood tall through the thin cotton. He felt like he needed to say something, but didn’t know what.

“Gary,” Alexandra started. She knew she had to relieve his tension. “Don’t be mad at Adam. That really wasn’t anything.”

“His hands were all over your tits. If that’s nothing now, I wonder how far the bar has moved.” Gary inwardly winced as soon as the words came out of his mouth. Weren’t his hands all over Maggie’s tits the day before? This situation had gotten so strange.

“We’re all drinking, we’re having fun. It didn’t mean anything.”

“I just have to wonder why he’s comfortable with his hands all over you—and why you’re fine with it.”

Alexandra faced him with her hands on her hips, working up annoyance despite her guilt. “Are you asking me something? Come out with it.”

“No, I’m not. I guess this night is getting weird. I wonder how complicated it’s going to get.”

“If you’re not okay with all this, we can stop now. We can tell them we’re tired.”

“Is that what you want?”

“No. I’m having fun. If it stops being fun for me, I’ll let you know,” Alexandra said. It was weird. She had never seen Gary so guarded. She had no idea what he was really feeling. She thought maybe they should stop this.

“No, we should keep going. But am I understanding you—you think we should all have a little fun,” Gary said. He hoped his wife picked up his meaning.

“I think everyone should do what they’re cool with. It might be fun to see who chickens out first.”

Gary laughed. “You’re thinking Maggie is going to lose her mind.”

“I love her, but she is a little uptight.”

“I think she might surprise you, babe.”

The guys carried the glass topped table over by the fire pit, and the girls brought the chairs. Adam told them all to sit where they liked, but warned they would be getting up and moving and that their positions had meaning.

“This game is called Kings and Serfs,” he said.

“Of course it is,” Gary snarked. “It sounds like something they would play in a frat.”

“Has anyone heard of it?” Adam continued, ignoring Gary. He could tell his friend was annoyed, but Gary wasn’t stopping anything, so Adam was going to keep pushing. He felt the night was ripe to take things to the next level, whatever that turned out to be. No one knew the game, so he explained it. “This isn’t as complicated as it’s going to sound, but bear with me. We’ll do a couple practice rounds before we really get into it. 

“The first chair, where I’m starting is the King chair. Going clockwise, the next chair is the Minister, followed by the Peasant, and finally the serf.” They all looked around. Gary was in the Minister seat, Maggie was the peasant and Alexandra was the serf. She was not pleased by what they could mean. “The serf deals. Everyone gets an equal number of cards. Then the serf gives the King their highest card, and the King gives the serf any card they choose. That’s just a formality.”

Adam handed Alexandra the cards, which she took with a good-natured sneer. Once she shuffled and dealt, she gave Adam a king and he handed her back a 7. He waited for everyone to look over their cards and then continued.

“Okay. King starts every hand. I put out a set of matching cards. Here, I’m going to lay out two 3s. The next person has to put out an equal number of the same or higher cards, or pass. So Gary, you can put down 2 of anything 3 or higher. Or pass. The hand ends when at least one person has laid something down and everyone after them has passed. The round ends when everyone is out of cards.”

“Sounds simple enough,” Maggie said.

“So what’s the catch?” Alexandra asked.

Adam smiled broadly. “In our frat, if you passed, the person above you, who laid down cards, can order you to do something. But the serf never gets to give an order, because there is no one below them.”

“Of course,” Alexandra said.

Gary’s mind immediately filled with the possibilities. His jealousy had lessened as he considered the ways tonight could go. Perhaps it would be a chance for he and Maggie to fool around out in the open. If Alexandra was content to let Adam grope her, what could she say? And what was Adam going to do? Gary was surprisingly okay with the game. He just hoped Maggie didn’t lose her nerve. He glanced over and saw her nervously bouncing in her chair and tried to radiate strength at her.

“Let’s play a few hands with no rules so everyone can get the hang of it,” Adam said.

“Sounds good,” Gary agreed.

Despite their all being drunk, it went pretty well. There were some glitches in the first run through, but by their third try everyone seemed to have it down. It was time to play for real. They drew to see who would sit where. Alexandra ended up as King—or Queen, as she insisted. Adam was her Minister, Gary the Peasant, and poor Maggie was the first Serf. The cards were shuffled, dealt and exchanged, and Alexandra began.

Alexandra laid down three 9s.

Adam studied his cards meaningfully before passing.

“Are there any limits to the Queen’s power?” she asked.

“Nope. Oh, one other thing. The King—excuse me, Queen—can overrule anyone else’s order,” Adam answered.

“That’s good to know. I’ll start easy. Adam, drink.”

Adam took a sip of his cocktail and play moved to Gary.

Gary passed as well, and Alexandra also ordered him to drink.

Maggie was able to place three queens on the table. Unfortunately, when Alexandra passed, Maggie had no control over her. As everyone passed in succession, there were no orders given and the hand was over. Maggie put the played cards aside. As the last player to lay down cards, Maggie started the next hand, playing two 5s. Alexandra improved on that with two 7s, which Adam matched. Gary had to pass, leaving Adam to issue an order. It took him a minute to think, as he was completely distracted by Alexandra’s tits. She did not put her bikini top back on, or otherwise cover up, and her tits were right there for him to stare at. He loved the way they subtly jiggled every time she moved.

“Tell the table Lexi’s best trick in bed,” Adam ordered.

Gary chuckled, and wondered if Adam already knew. You’re just being paranoid, he chided himself.

“Isn’t that more about me than him?” Alexandra interrupted.

“You can always overrule,” Adam smugly answered. It was a dare, and he knew she would not back down.

“Go ahead, dear,” she said, batting her eyes innocently.

Gary ran through the catalog of his wife’s excellent sexual tricks, but it always came back to blowjobs for him. “It’s her blowjobs,” he said. “She’s got this special thing she does.”

“Come on, that’s part of the answer,” Adam demanded.

Gary looked at his wife, who just sat there trying not to blush. He complied. “She’s really good about taking care of the balls. She never forgets the balls.”

“Really? Impressive,” Adam said, clapping his hands. “That’s good to know.” 

Maggie sat there red faced. She wasn’t sure if she was ready for her secrets to be spilled like that. It was one thing to be made to do something—she could see this game turning into a strip card game very easily, and she thought she was ready for that—but to be talked about like that seemed out of bounds.

“Serf, I believe it’s your turn,” Alexandra said.

Maggie got her head in the game and shuffled through her cards. She’d actually dealt herself a good hand for this game. She deployed 2 kings.

“Very nice,” Gary said in admiration.

“It doesn’t get me anything,” she said peevishly.

“You won’t be Serf forever, hon,” Adam said.

The whole table ended up passing again, leading to a new hand. Game play seemed faster with Maggie having no ability to give a command. The next hand went with Alexandra laying down a card, followed by the guys both putting down cards and Maggie having to pass. That left Gary giving Maggie a challenge—and he thought it was time to see how she would react to a real push.

It hadn’t escaped Gary’s notice that Adam was staring at Alexandra tits every five seconds. Hell, she looked pretty awesome and he was staring too. But it wasn’t fair that his wife was the only one on display, so he turned to Maggie and said, “You know, Lexi is kind of letting it all hang out over there…”

“Thanks,” Alexandra interrupted.

“I’m not complaining, honey,” Gary gave Adam a pointed look and added, “I don’t think anyone’s complaining. I just don’t think you should be the only one. It’s time for Maggie to show something.”

Maggie instantly flushed. Even though she knew where all this was probably going, she couldn’t control her initial reaction. “What do you want me to do?” she asked.

Gary knew he couldn’t just have Maggie take her dress off. It wouldn’t be fair, and he didn’t know that she would even do it. It was hard to judge how wild she was ready to get. He settled on equalizing things between the two women. “You can take off your bra. That’ll get you closer to Lexi.”

You love me braless, Maggie thought, sticking her tongue out at Gary. That seemed innocent enough, though her dress was so tight in the chest it would take some maneuvering. She might need to loosen the zipper on the side. She reached for it, but Alexandra stopped her.

“I’m not overruling, but I do think it’s only fair that if Adam took my top off that Gary should take off your bra. Don’t you guys think so?”

It was a challenge to both men. Adam now had a chance to follow through and show he wouldn’t mind Gary touching his wife if it was reciprocal. And she would see if her husband was ready to play. Both men agreed without hesitation.

Gary sensed there might be some kind of trap in his wife’s challenge, but he scooted out of his seat and helped Maggie to her feet. He ran his hands over her sides and back experimentally, like he was trying to form a plan, but really he just loved touching her. She remained very still and then closed her eyes. He came to the same conclusion—that her tight dress would not allow for the easy removal of her bra. He found the zipper and felt a rush of excitement as he tugged it down. 

“Hey, you don’t have to go that far,” she complained playfully.

“I need to make sure I please my Queen,” he said diplomatically. Alexandra only gave him a placid smile.

The thin straps slackened and fell off her shoulders and Maggie instinctively tried to hold her dress up, but Gary pushed her arms back to her sides. The thick, black strapless bra was edged with lace and provided an upward explosion of cleavage. Her flesh was hot to the touch and Gary’s prick stirred in his shorts as he caressed her sides. He felt the goosebumps raise on her flesh and he liked the way she squirmed. He hoped he didn’t seem too familiar with her body in front of their spouses. 

Hooks gave way in the back with some effort and her breasts pushed the bra away from her once they were free. It sort of fell into the front of her dress, pulling it down. She flashed all the others as she stood straight and proud, thrusting her tits forward. Gary was proud of her moment of bravado. He didn’t even think, but covered her breasts with both hands, giving them a nice, firm massage. Maggie gasped and pushed into his hands. It felt so natural that she couldn’t help herself.

Their spouses exchanged glances. Adam would have loved to know what Alexandra was thinking, because he was sure this was not the first time Gary was feeling up his wife. And strangely, there was no urge to leap over the table and deck his friend. It turned out what he told Alexandra was true. He really didn’t mind Gary and Maggie playing around since he’d been intimate with Alexandra. It almost seemed…right. But more than that, Adam felt himself getting hard watching Gary play with Maggie’s tits. That was unexpected. He saw the lust on his wife’s face, saw her sexually in a new way, and it was damned hot. Adam was very confused.

Gary realized he’d been groping Maggie way more than Adam had touched Alexandra, so he plucked her bra from her dress and tossed it onto the table. He wanted to leave her dress unzipped, but she wouldn’t go for it. He zipped her. Gary finally noticed the way their spouses were watching them and he knew he crossed a line. He also noted that maybe they didn’t look so surprised.

After a long pause, Adam said, “Ready for the next hand?”

Everyone was gun shy to push things for the rest of the round and they finished with simple drinking challenges, or a quick flash. Adam showed his ass at Alexandra’s command and Gary ended up losing his shirt toward the end. The order the players ran out of cards and exited the game determined the seating order for the next round, which ended up being: Adam, Alexandra, Maggie and Gary. Gary took his position on the bottom good naturedly, whereas Adam had an evil gleam in his eye at being on top. Gary had a feeling things were about to take a turn.

Alexandra had the same feeling as her husband and wished she could pull Adam aside to warn him to take it easy, but she could not get him alone. She realized—just as he had—that he was not being paranoid. There was clearly something going on between their spouses, as hard as it was to believe. How could it have happened? Alexandra could not imagine either of them making the first move. She watched Maggie and her friend still seemed to be the same cute, shy woman. Maggie did not seem capable of pouncing on her husband.

Cards were dealt and Adam started low, with a pair of 3s, almost like he wanted to give everyone false confidence. They made it through to Gary, who passed. Maggie finally had her chance to give a command, but she seemed at a loss. She knew what she’d do if they were alone, but what could she order him to do in front of their spouses? She could make him strip down again, but that wouldn’t have left him with much. 

“Come on, babe, you’ve got to make him do something, even if it’s just drink,” Adam said.

“He’s your serf, make him do something you want,” Alexandra suggested. “Make him give you a massage. He’s pretty good at that.”

“Only pretty good?” Gary responded.

Alexandra winked at him.

“Okay, that’ll work,” Maggie agreed. She knew very well how good Gary was with his hands. She’d been so lost in the last challenge that she had not caught their spouses response to Gary touching her, so she didn’t know anyone suspected anything.

Adam watched as Gary touched his wife once again. The undercurrent of jealousy was even weaker than before and he felt himself stiffening up again. Maggie closed her eyes and leaned back into Gary. He could see that she wanted more. It was so obvious. He picked up his cards and examined them. It was time to really get this game going. 

A pair of 10s topped the table, and Adam couldn’t beat that, so he had to pass, but no one could command the King. Alexandra had to pass as well and he didn’t even pause before ordering her to massage him. She walked around behind him and tugged her fingers into his shoulders. He winced at first. She was surprisingly strong. But it did feel good.

Maggie had to pass this time around. Alexandra commanded, “Come over here and help me massage our King.” She felt bad about leaving her husband out, but teasing Adam would be awfully fun.

Maggie was a little disappointed about giving Gary up, but she felt a strange thrill as she approached Adam and Alexandra. One word lit up her brain like a lightning bolt—threesome! Not that she would do that—what about Gary—but “sharing” her husband with Alexandra filled her brain with strange ideas. She tried to move in behind, with Alexandra, but the tall blonde directed her around front. Adam took her and pulled her into his lap, facing him. His hard-on poked right into her, and she realized it was for Alexandra, not her. Adam gave her a challenging look. They’d been married long enough that he didn’t need to say a word. Maggie was sure he expected her to jump up, maybe smack him, but this was the new her. This was the Maggie who let Gary make her come—over and over again. She did not run. Maggie ran her fingers through his hair, massaged his scalp, and gave him a long, deep kiss. His cock surged against her.

Gary couldn’t help feeling jealous seeing Adam get all the attention—though it bothered him more to see Maggie throw herself at him than watch Alexandra’s massage. Alexandra was no longer just rubbing Adam’s shoulders, but had been rubbing his chest until the spouses kissed. Her hands were almost caught between husband and wife. For a second Gary thought of his wife grabbing Maggie’s tits and his cock throbbed. Alexandra did start to rub Maggie’s back, staring at him while she did it. She was trying to communicate something to him—was it acceptance—but he couldn’t quite read her. He was too much of a whirl of emotions.

The massage threesome lasted just a few minutes—it felt like an eternity to Gary—and they got right back into the game. Everyone in the group felt they were on the precipice of knocking the barriers down. The only question was who had the guts to push first.
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It was a new round and Alexandra started as she was the last to throw down cards. She tingled with anticipation and was almost afraid to put her next set down. Maggie went next, but had to pass, so Alexandra told her to, “Give the poor serf a massage.”

Maggie was happy to take care of Gary. She thought it was mean that Adam just had all the attention anyway, and she wanted Gary to know he was important too. She started with his shoulders, but as he was still shirtless, she moved on to first caressing his shoulders and arms, and then leaning forward over him. Adam was right across the table and he stared down her cleavage as she touched their friend. It was the strangest thing, but it looked like Adam actually liked seeing her with Gary, not that he was tolerating it. Was there something about her husband she should know?

Gary had to pass, but Maggie didn’t want him to move. She was enjoying herself. She ordered Gary to sit there and enjoy himself.

“Now this game is getting fun,” he said.

Adam went, but Alexandra passed. She could have gone, but was more interested in seeing what command Adam had for her. He made a show of taking a long, slow sip of his drink and then ordered, “Give Maggie a kiss. And don’t punk out, babe.”

Alexandra hesitated but a moment. She had no problem with the request, it was all about teasing, but it was something she had never done before. It was so cliché for girls to kiss back when she was in college—especially to tease guys—and Alexandra was not a cliché. But now, drunk and horny, it seemed like a great idea. She did not wait for Maggie to stop massaging Gary, but took Maggie’s face in both hands and planted her lips right onto her friend’s.

Maggie floundered at first. She didn’t have any time to prepare. But Alexandra was surprisingly soft. It was a light touch of the lips at first, just enough to get her attention, and then the real kiss came on, firm and hungry. It didn’t feel like Alexandra was just kissing her for the guys and Maggie naturally kissed her back. The blonde was such a good kisser—she wanted to. Maggie stopped massaging Gary and put her hands on Alexandra’s sides. She made the first playful flick of the tongue, and Alexandra responded. Maggie felt her heart thumping in her chest and her flesh tingling all over. Alexandra’s kiss turned her on as much as any other kiss had—more than a lot of clueless boys. They only stopped because Alexandra pulled back. Maggie wanted more.

Alexandra was breathless and a little confused. Maggie really, really kissed her. That was no playful tease. Maggie wanted her in that moment, and it was contagious. Alexandra only stopped because if she hadn’t, she might never have. She stepped back to gather herself, and as she did she saw both husbands staring at them slack jawed. She laughed.

“You’ve never seen anyone kiss before?” Alexandra asked.

Maggie giggled. “Yeah. We kiss every time we see each other.”

“I wish it was like that,” Adam said. 

“Get me drunk more often.” Maggie winked at him.

Gary was still speechless.

Maggie had to pass and Adam pushed it with a question for his wife. “Who’s the best kisser at this table?”

She played coy. “Between you and Alexandra? I don’t know that you’d like my answer right now.”

“Hey, what about me?” Gary asked, snapping out of it. He was getting a little tired of feeling left out and didn’t think.

“How would I know?” Maggie answered awkwardly.

“Yeah, how would you know?” Alexandra echoed, arching an eyebrow.

“Well, if she’s going to answer, she’s going to have to find out,” Adam said. He fixed Alexandra with a look, daring her to stop him. 

“What?” Gary said.

“I want you to make out with my wife, man. We need an answer,” Adam insisted.

Gary was dumbfounded by Adam’s directness, but Maggie didn’t need to be told again. She dropped herself in Gary’s lap and started making out with him. He was stiff at first, and tried to push her away, but his lust for her was too strong. His will weakened and he dashed his tongue at hers, demanding access to her mouth. He clutched her body to his and moaned into her mouth when she wiggled on his lap, teasing his prick. After a moment, he nearly forgot their spouses were watching.

Adam was watching, raptly. If he thought watching massages had his blood pumping, then he was not ready to watch his wife make out with another man. He was painfully hard and utterly confused. Maggie looked so into it, like a little slut who was dying to cheat, and that only made it hotter. Did he know her at all? It turned him on at a visceral level, but he didn’t understand it at all.

Alexandra could tell by the look on his face that Adam was experiencing this on another level. She knew what he looked like when he was turned on, and he looked out of his mind. It was almost as interesting to watch his reaction as it was to watch the necking couple. She was turned on by the voyeuristic thrill of watching two people going at it. It didn’t bother her that one of them was her husband, but it did not add a lot either. She was just turned on by the erotic charge of the whole night.

Maggie didn’t pry herself away from Gary until she was literally out of breath. Her drunk brain was buzzing and her body tingled with excitement. The moisture between her thighs told her how badly she needed to come. She so wished she and Gary were alone. If she was lucky, that’s where all this was leading. 

“So?” Alexandra asked, when Adam seemed incapable of speaking. “Who’s the best kisser at the table?”

On shaky legs, Maggie returned to her seat and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand, smearing what little lipstick she had left. “It’s hard to say. You’re all really, really good,” she giggled. “Maybe I need another example.”

“I know who’s kiss it looks like you enjoyed the most,” Alexandra pointedly said.

“Uh, what’s next,” Gary said, conspicuously adjusting his shorts. He could not believe they’d just done that. He looked to his wife to see how she felt about it, but cool as ever, she gave away nothing.

“It’s your turn, dear.” Alexandra sounded sickly sweet.

Gary laid cards on the table with trembling hands. Alexandra was acting like nothing happened, and Adam seemed perfectly fine—no, not just fine, he’d encouraged what happened. For the first time, he thought there was a very real chance they would swap spouses—completely. He couldn’t believe the Adam he knew was okay with that, unless to him the chance to finally fuck Alexandra was worth giving Maggie to Gary. And god, did he want Maggie. He wanted her so badly he was just about ready to do it right there on the patio. And would he really be okay with Alexandra screwing Adam? He honestly just did not know. He knew it was a fair trade, but would they all be able to look at each other afterward?

Adam passed, but Gary could not command him. Alexandra passed as well, and Adam made the magnanimous announcement, “As your humble King, I grant Gary the ability to give Alexandra a command. I suspect that doesn’t happen much at home.”

“Haha,” Alexandra said. 

This was it, Gary realized. He could push things if he chose to. He could see how far Alexandra was willing to take this, and search out his feelings at the same time. Gary drained his drink and commanded, “Honey, give our King a couch dance. The kind they give in the back room.”

Alexandra looked at her husband with raised eyebrows. Her only thought, He wants us all to fuck. She did not know if that was a good idea. Maybe after they all talked and cleared the air, but she thought they should draw some kind of line tonight. Everyone else seemed out of their minds, so she realized she might need to be the one to draw it. She thought of how she’d only just resisted fucking Adam in the car the night before. She was confident she could go right to that line again and stop. 

Taking her phone in one hand, and Adam’s hand in the other, she led him to one of the chaise lounges, which was half-reclined. She dialed up a good R&B slow jam on her phone and set it aside. There was no question she knew what to do. It had long been a sticking point in her marriage that she’d been to strip clubs with clients from time to time. She tried to explain to Gary that she had to do it to keep the playing field level with the guys, but he’d never liked it. And here he was encouraging her to show off what she’d observed. 

Alexandra began by swaying and rocking next to the lounge, while Adam looked up at her. He wanted it so badly he nearly licked his lips. She smiled down at him and roughed her long, blonde hair, pulling out her ponytail. Her back was to their spouses, so they got the benefit of her shaking her tight ass before she turned around to show off to Adam. She bent forward, nearly in half, and that little denim skirt rode all the way up. Adam gave her ass a hard swat and she spun around, shouting, “Hey!”

“I couldn’t resist,” he chuckled.

She turned her back again and shed her tank top, tossing it away. She stared at Gary, who looked like he didn’t know how to react. She kept swaying to the music and cradled her breasts in her arms before turning back. Adam reached for her, but she stepped back and made a show of swinging a long leg over the lounge to straddle it. Her legs kept widening as she stepped higher over the lounge. Her pussy was almost in Adam’s face and she reached forward to pull the lounge higher, so he was sitting up. That made it easy to slide down his body and straddle him, pushing her bare tits into his face. He grabbed her sides and held her in place. She felt him trying to use his mouth, so she pressed harder and smothered him. It was not time for that yet.

Gary couldn’t deny it was hot seeing his wife move like that. Alexandra had a natural talent for moving sensually to music, and with her long, lean body she looked like a serpent charming Adam. He could only imagine how hot it was to be on the receiving end of her moves. A little jealousy burned at the edges as he watched, but he tried focusing on his wife, rather than who she was dancing for. 

Maggie scooted closer and took Gary’s hand. “Are you jealous?”

“Aren’t you?”

“I think it’s kinda hot.” She giggled. “I know Adam must be this close to losing it.”

“I get that.”

“Maybe I can do that for you some time,” she said, leaning over to nibble on his ear. Neither of their spouses was paying any attention. 

“That would be hot, babe.”

“I love to drive you crazy.” Maggie nibbled at the side of his neck. 

“Damn, you’d better stop that,” he warned.

“Why?” She also began caressing his bare chest.

“Because you’re going to make me lose it.”

“Fun.”

“Two can play at this game,” he warned.

Maggie uttered a little cry when Gary pulled her into his lap. She moved her ass against his hard-on, and he turned her just enough so that if their spouses looked over it would be unclear that his hand was up her dress. She spread her thighs and he found soaked panties.

“You are a horny little minx, aren’t you?”

“So do something about it,” she cooed.

Alexandra leaned over Adam with her hands braced on either side of him, with her tits hanging in his face. She was grinding on him hard and wondered how much more he could take without coming. Her hair hung down, veiling their faces, and she risked a kiss. Adam cared less about appearances. He grabbed her breasts and lightly pinched her nipples. She whimpered.

“Careful, they’re right over there,” she warned.

“Oh, you don’t think I have license to do what I want now? Gary was all over my wife.”

“And it looked like you loved every second of it.”

A cloud crossed his face. “I don’t know what to say. It was hot.”

“I don’t mind, as long as I get enough of your attention.”

“You have my attention, Lexi, don’t worry about that.”

Adam leaned forward and caught her nipple between his lips. She sagged forward, pressing herself to him. The pleasure radiated through her body, straight to where her pussy throbbed. She hissed his name in warning, but he didn’t stop and his torture of her tits made her control slip. It was difficult to be so horny for so long—she hated it. Adam promised sweet release and it was hard to give that up. As she grinded on him, she felt his cock surging against her, like it was trying to rip free. It was just his shorts restraining him. Her bikini panties felt like so little protection.

“Adam,” she hissed again.

He pulled away, but only briefly. “Lexi, I don’t think they give a fuck what we’re doing.”

Alexandra flicked her hair back and looked over. The pretense of the game was gone. Maggie was in Gary’s lap and they were kissing intensely. She could see his hand was under her dress and by the way Maggie moved her hips it was obvious what Gary was doing. It was strangely sexy to see her husband like that—possessing another woman. It made him instantly sexier to her and she almost wanted to go over and take him back—or maybe join in.

Adam snapped her attention back by grabbing Alexandra and forcefully kissing her. He caught her breathless, pressing his tongue into her mouth. His brain was a whirl. He wished he could split himself in two. Every time he looked over to his wife with Gary his skin sizzled, like his entire body was aflame, but he also desperately wanted Alexandra, and he couldn’t fully pay attention to both at once. But the choice was obvious. The blonde on top of him deserved his attention.

Alexandra gasped when Adam forced his hand between them and touched her mound. Her bikini bottom was soaked through. She wondered if he thought she was always that way now. He rubbed her and her body reacted. She pushed against his hand without thought. Did it matter anymore that they were doing this in front of their spouses? Or did that make it hotter. All she knew was that when Adam pushed her bikini aside and sank two fingers into her, she wanted to scream. He curled them up and found her g-spot and she dug her nails into his shoulder while moaning into their kiss. God, he was going to make her climax so easily.

On the other side of the patio, Gary heard warning bells in his head when Maggie slipped to her knees. She looked up at him with a devilish smile and tugged at his shorts. “What are you doing?” he asked in hushed tones.

Maggie giggled. “I thought you were a little more experienced than that.”

“I mean, I know what you’re doing, but you shouldn’t be doing it.”

“Do you really think they care?”

Gary glanced over and saw his wife was clearly riding Adam’s hand. Her body rose and fell above his and her head hung down. He thought they were kissing until he heard Alexandra’s moans over the music piping out of her phone. Maggie was right. They could probably do anything they wanted to, but he just couldn’t quite shake the feeling that all of this was somehow wrong. He felt like a wet blanket. Everyone else seemed to be rolling with it just fine. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to. He wanted nothing more than to put his dick in Maggie’s mouth. He’d fantasized about it, and it was even hotter because she didn’t seem like the kind of woman who did that sort of thing, but here she was, on her knees, almost begging him to let her. Gary knew he was a fool. He lifted his butt off the chair and his shorts came down.

Maggie grabbed his cock when it sprang out and put it right into her mouth. There was no teasing, no playfulness, she just stuck it right in there and it made Gary wonder if he was right, that she didn’t do this often—or at all. She took him about halfway, sucking lightly, and pulled back. It was slow, like she was trying to get a feel for it. And each time she took a little more into her mouth. Gary cooed his encouragement, telling her how good it felt, and she began moving faster. 

“Mmm, baby, that’s good. Suck it just a little harder. Yeah, Mag, that’s hot,” he moaned. 

Gary pulled her hair back from her face so he could really see her. He always liked watching Alexandra sucking him. There was something so hot about watching a beautiful woman sucking his cock. It was even hotter with Maggie because she looked so sweet and cute. She started by staring up at him, but now her eyes were closed in concentration, and her cheeks were hollowed as she sucked him harder. He fought the urge to push back at her mouth, the way he did with his wife. Maggie might not be ready for that yet. 

“Oh God! Oh Fuck!” Alexandra cried. “Fuck! Make me come!”

Gary’s head snapped over, but Maggie never broke from the task at hand. It was like her whole world was his cock. He saw his wife trembling on top of Adam. He knew she was coming—her body language was clear to him after so many years of marriage. There was no denying the truth—it was hot to see Alexandra climaxing like that, to really see it from outside. But seeing another man making her come so hard, well that made his stomach burn. He couldn’t help but wonder if she was coming harder for Adam than she did for him. 

Instinctively, he went from holding Maggie’s hair to holding the back of her head and pulling her onto his cock. She resisted at first, and looked up, questioning, but then she went with it and started sucking him faster. He loved how malleable she was. Gary watched Alexandra lay on top of Adam and kiss him. Yes, this was all so wrong, but he felt so damned good. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes, thinking of nothing but Maggie’s blowjob. Technique could be learned, but the enthusiasm she showed could not be faked.

Adam squeezed Alexandra tightly to him. He loved that he just made her come like that. He planned on doing it many more times. But they were taking a moment, and that allowed him to look over. He was shocked to see his wife on her knees in front of Gary. Maggie rarely gave him oral anymore. It had become something like a birthday present, or an anniversary gift. But there she was, sucking on Gary like her life depended on it. And he was holding the back of her head, pushing her down. Adam couldn’t believe she allowed that. But instead of being angry or jealous, he just wished he were closer so he had a better view. He wanted to see his pretty wife sucking that cock up close. His own prick surged and Alexandra rubbed against it in response. 

“You like seeing your sweet wifey on her knees,” Alexandra cooed in his ear, nibbling on it.

“It’s…”

She grasped his cock. “I know. You don’t have to explain. I bet you’d love me to go over there and join them, wouldn’t you? You’d love to see sweet Maggie take care of us both.”

Adam’s strangled moan was all the answer she needed. Alexandra slithered down his body and dragged his shorts with her. Now she had a license to play a bit more and she was going to take it. She gave his prick a little kiss on the tip as she began stroking it. There was finally time and space to get to know his cock. Last night in the car was cramped and quick and Alexandra had been driven by purpose. Now she had time to play. He seemed even bigger, thicker, now that she was face-to-face with him. It could have been from watching his wife be a whore, though, she thought. But Maggie wasn’t a whore, and Alexandra was sure she gave a better blowjob. She was going to prove it to Adam.

Maggie was so pleased with herself. She felt so nasty for taking the initiative and going for Gary’s cock. She knew it was something Alexandra would do. Going down had always been something she just sort of did because it was expected. It wasn’t that she didn’t like it, but it just didn’t do anything for her. But now that she was acting out, and Gary was reacting the way he did, she was really into it. She almost wished she’d given it more of a chance years ago, rather than letting it taper off throughout her marriage. 

When Gary pushed on the back of her head, she was afraid she might choke, and she resisted, but then she relaxed. Maggie wanted to please him. And she knew she was succeeding by the way he was moaning and shivering. He kept whispering her name over and over. She knew he had to be getting close and wondered how she would know. But there was no warning. Gary suddenly went stiff and his prick was squirting into her mouth. Maggie did cough and choke this time. Even when she did suck off Adam she didn’t swallow. She never had. But Gary left her no choice. She swallowed his thick seed, but it kept coming, and soon it was running down her chin. There was just so much of it. Maggie swallowed like a good girl—she assumed that’s what Alexandra did—and hoped she wasn’t too much of a mess. 

Gary looked at his cum dripping from Maggie’s chin and he thought it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. He hadn’t gone fully soft and now he wanted to throw her down and fuck her. All he could think about was fucking her. But he would not be the one to go there. He didn’t know if anyone would be okay with that.

Maggie climbed back into his lap, his wet cock pressed against her thighs. It would be so easy for him to just slip inside, she thought. She wanted Gary to screw her, but she had the same doubts he did. Instead, she whispered, “Please make me come.”

Gary hiked up her dress and ripped her panties. Maggie startled, and he smiled. Her pussy was soaked, soaked like he’d never felt, and his fingers slipped across her clit. Maggie jumped again. His fingers slipped inside her so easily. She moaned his name and put her head on his shoulder.

Adam watched from the side. Saw his wife sit on Gary’s lap and spread her thighs wantonly for him. Her dress was around her waist. He wished he was closer. Next time he would try to be. Yes, he was decided there would be a next time. He saw Gary’s hand moving and Maggie swooning and knew his friend was getting his wife off. Maggie shook and shivered and hung onto Gary tightly. It seemed like it only took a couple minutes for her to come on Gary’s hand—come like she was desperate for it. Damn, that was hot! Adam flooded Alexandra’s mouth. He held her head tight, shooting right down her throat. Unlike Maggie, Alexandra didn’t struggle at all. She eagerly swallowed every drop and kept on sucking after he was dry, like she wanted to bring him back to life again. Instead, he pulled her mouth off of him and pulled her up into an embrace. He was trembling when he held her.
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No one understood how to break the strange, awkward silence. None of them had a frame of reference for what had just happened. Alexandra sat on the chaise between Adam’s legs, and Maggie remained on Gary’s lap, though her skirt was pulled down. The slow jam R&B music coming from Alexandra’s phone only made the moment more surreal. It was like the music was encouraging the party to keep going, but none of the participants knew what should come next. It was probably only a few minutes, but it felt like they’d been sitting like that all night. 

“I’ll be right back,” Alexandra said, hopping to her feet. She could feel Gary watching her and knew he probably wanted to come inside with her, but instead she walked over and grabbed Maggie’s hand. “Let’s freshen up,” she told her friend. 

Adam watched the ladies disappear into the house and then looked to Gary. The men had known each other a long time, and he thought he had a pretty good bead on who Gary was, but Adam didn’t know what his next move should be. The Gary he knew would have never allowed any of this to happen. So did Gary want to punch him, or was he cool with the trade? Adam went on the offensive.

“So how long have you been screwing my wife?” Adam asked, walking over to grab fresh beers from the cooler.

Gary turned ashen. “It’s not what you think,” he stammered. 

“Hey, we’re all adults here. I don’t think I have any right to bitch, if you get my meaning.” He tossed Gary a beer, then sat across the table from him.

“I’m not fucking your wife. Are you fucking mine?”

“Not yet.” A slow smile crept across Adam’s face.

“So you’re fooling around with Lexi?”

“Only after we figured out you and Maggie were hooking up. How did that happen?”

“It was an accident,” Gary said defensively. Although he wasn’t any more wrong than the others, he still felt like he had to explain himself. He just couldn’t take the cocky attitude Adam did. “One afternoon we fell asleep while the kids were napping and things just started happening before we were fully awake. And then it sort of snowballed.”

Adam looked skeptical. “Hey, I’m not judging. I know things happen. Sometimes it just all builds up and you can’t control yourself. But you haven’t fucked?”

“No. We were adamant about that.” Gary knew how hollow that sounded. If Adam were trying to justify his fooling around with Alexandra as it’s okay because we didn’t screw Gary would have found it ridiculous. He also got a weird vibe from Adam—like his friend was actually into Gary and Maggie being together. 

“You said you and Lexi weren’t having sex, yet,” Gary countered.

“Listen, I think we can all come to some sort of arrangement. This is obviously something we all want—and like I said we’re all adults—so why don’t we figure something out. If we’re all cool, why should anyone hold back. Everyone can have a good time.”

“You’re pretty casual about this.”

“We’re all friends. You know I think Lexi is hot,” Adam said, and the other man’s casual use of his wife’s nickname annoyed Gary. “And you’re into Maggie. I never saw that before, but my wife is beautiful, why wouldn’t you be? And it’s not like we’re pushing the wives into doing anything. Hell, I think they might want it more than we do!”

“And you’re really okay with it? You really don’t care if I sleep with your wife?”

A weird look crossed Adam’s face, and he said, “Yeah, I want Maggie to have fun. And you’re a good guy. I know you’re not going to steal my wife. Are you okay with it?”

Gary felt like it was a challenge. If Adam was practically throwing Maggie at him—didn’t want to punch him for what had already happened—how could Gary really say no? Wouldn’t that make him an asshole? But he didn’t know if he could say yes as casually as Adam did. He wasn’t sure how he felt. Yes, he wanted Maggie in his bed, but he wasn’t sure he was okay with Alexandra screwing Adam. 

Adam watched the struggle on Gary’s face. Clearly, his friend had mixed feelings about all this, which only made Adam feel stranger about his own feelings. He could almost visualize Maggie and Gary together—not that he thought about the Gary part of it—and he wanted it to happen. It wasn’t even just about Alexandra, but he just thought Maggie fucking Gary was hot. It was getting him hard again, and he wanted to grab one of the girls.

“I think this is a conversation we should be having with the girls present,” Gary said.
 

~~~
 

 

Alexandra handed the mouthwash bottle to Maggie and then spit into the sink and examined herself in the mirror. She looked a mess. She looked like she’d been doing exactly what she had been. At least Maggie looked the same. Maggie’s short brown hair was all over the place and her lipstick was smeared and worn away. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were a little unfocused. Alexandra wondered just how drunk Maggie was. Neither of the women had spoken since entering the house. 

“Are you okay?” Alexandra asked. 

“I’m great,” Maggie answered brightly. “Are you good?”

Alexandra knew Maggie was not inquiring about how she felt. “I’m okay. I’m only asking because I know you’re not much of a drinker and you’ve had a lot.”

“Really, I’m awesome.” Maggie stumbled as she tried to put her hand on Alexandra’s arm. She steadied herself against the sink.

“Tonight got kinda out of hand, didn’t it?”

“I guess. I never imagined…”

“Neither did I. Is there anything we need to talk about? It didn’t look like tonight was the first time you kissed my husband.”

Maggie was already flushed, but still managed to blush as she looked away. “It was just a little fooling around, I swear. It just sort of happened.”

Alexandra turned Maggie and made her friend face her. “I get it. Something happened between Adam and I, too. We were drinking too much and it was late, and I don’t know…”

“Adam’s a hot guy. I get it. I think we’ve all been acting out on feelings we didn’t even realize we had. As long as we’re all honest from this point out, it’s okay. Grown-ups can make their own choices, right?”

“Right,” Alexandra replied, drawing out the word. She was taking into account that her friend was drunk and might not feel the same when she was sober, but it sounded like Maggie was suggesting they keep up what they had been doing. “So you’re saying we’re all good to keep going?”

“If everyone wants to.”

“And you’re okay with Adam and I…”

“I think it’s all pretty sexy, isn’t it? I mean, Gary makes me feel so good. You’re so lucky.”

“Thanks. If you’re good with all this, I guess I am. It’s weird, but if it works for us, who can judge?”

“That’s right. Whatever the four of us want to do is cool.”

Maggie hugged Alexandra tightly and then kissed her. Alexandra was prepared for a peck, but it was a real kiss. And it was soft and nice. She was happy to return the kiss and it made her think about exploring more with Maggie. She had never thought of herself as bisexual, but Alexandra was discovering a lot about herself lately. Their kiss broke and Alexandra smiled as Maggie giggled lightly. 

“Let’s fix our make-up and get back downstairs. Hopefully the guys aren’t killing each other,” Alexandra said.
 

~~~
 

 

Gary experienced a moment of genuine confusion when the girls came out of the house. He did not know who he wanted more—his wife or his lover. Alexandra and Maggie were so very different from each other. There was really no comparing the women. And in that moment, he wanted them both. For a fleeting moment he thought about having them both—together—but he could not imagine anyone agreeing to that—except maybe Maggie. 

He and Adam were sitting at the big round table and Alexandra sat beside him, while Maggie returned to her husband, sitting on his lap. Adam put his arms around her like nothing had happened. Alexandra took Gary’s hand and squeezed it tightly. 

“Did you boys have a chance to talk while we were freshening up?” Alexandra asked. She knew that if she didn’t take the lead they would all just sit there staring at each other.

“We did. I think we got everything out in the open,” Adam replied.

“No fists swinging?” she asked.

“I think we’re a little more mature than that,” Gary said.

“So everything is out?” Maggie asked nervously. She looked back at her husband, who only smiled.

“Yeah, babe, I know you’ve been hooking up with Gary during nap time,” Adam said. “It’s all good. Lexi and I haven’t exactly been behaving either.”

Maggie smirked. “I didn’t think so.”

“So where does that leave us?” Alexandra asked. “Can we go back to where we were before?”

“Do we want to?” Adam added.

“You really think we should all just keep this going—you dating my wife while I play with yours in the afternoon?” Gary asked. He was skeptical. He still had trouble wrapping his brain around Alexandra being with another man—and Adam being okay with him and Maggie.

“With some tweaks, why not?” Adam answered.

“Tweaks?” Maggie asked.

“It sounds like we’ve all been holding back, mostly because we’ve been sneaking around. On some level, we wanted to do the right thing, even if we couldn’t quite behave ourselves. But if we’re not sneaking around…” Adam let it hang out there. He knew the others would get his drift. It did not appear to him that anyone would have a problem with that, except perhaps Gary, who still seemed to be on the fence. His own wife was surprisingly adaptable. Did he really know Maggie at all?

“So let’s just all start fucking like rabbits? That’s what you’re suggesting?” Alexandra asked. “I don’t think that’s a good idea unless everyone is truly onboard. No one should feel pressured into doing anything. Everyone has to be in completely or no deal. It sounds like this could all be fun, but it’s not worth the consequences if it destroys our marriages.” She could see that Gary was wavering. There would be no agreeing to anything until they’d had a chance to talk—alone. 

“Obviously,” Adam said.

“That’s a good idea,” Maggie said. She knew what she wanted, but she did not want any hurt feelings. “I think this could all be a lot of fun, but we all have to want it.”

“It’s not going to happen tonight. We all need to go off to our own corners and really talk and spend some time with this idea,” Alexandra said. She watched Adam’s face fall. “You guys are welcome to stay in the guest room, or you can come back and grab the kids in the morning.”

“It’s not a long walk. The fresh air would do us good,” Maggie said. “We’ll call you guys in the morning.”

 






  

thirteen
 

Their parting was awkward. No one wanted to appear overly eager, so they reverted to normal friendly hugs and kisses when Maggie and Adam departed. Left alone, Gary thought the house seemed painfully quiet. He and Alexandra stood by the front door.

“Do you want to talk, or would you like to sleep on all this?” Alexandra asked. She was always one to cut to the chase.

“Christ, I don’t know what to think. Honestly, this is not a decision I thought I’d ever have to make.” Gary walked into the kitchen and she followed.

“You’re having trouble with me and Adam, aren’t you?”

Gary took down two glasses and filled them with ice water from the receptacles on the front of the refrigerator. “How do you know?”

“Because I know you, and I know your jealous streak.” Alexandra smiled. “And I know you’re not very conflicted about sleeping with Maggie.”

“I guess not. Does that hurt you?”

“If you ran off and had an affair, yes, that would hurt, and we’d be over. And I’m not thrilled that you were fooling around behind my back.”

“Is that why you and Adam got together—because you figured us out?”

“The first time, no. It was just a drunken kiss. He was flirting and I was teasing and we were drinking. Things just went too far.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“Hey, don’t be judgmental.”

“I’m not. I just know how much you like attention and how you can get sometimes. It’s like her perfect storm. Let’s just say that no one is innocent here, so no one will be casting stones.”

“That’s a good idea,” Alexandra agreed.

Gary was pissed about Alexandra and Adam—even if it meant he was a complete hypocrite—but he had the sense to keep it to himself. His wife would use it to beat him into the ground. It’s just that it played on all of his old insecurities. He knew he’d out kicked his coverage when he got Alexandra to be with him. He wasn’t a bad looking guy, but she was stunning. It was the reason it bothered him when she dressed too sexy and why it bothered him when other men looked. Alexandra loved him, he knew that, but deep down he’d always had trouble really accepting it. And now he was being asked to let her go off and fuck a guy like Adam. Could she guarantee she wouldn’t fall for him? Of course not—not any more than he could promise he wouldn’t fall for Maggie. He already had feelings for Maggie, more than just lust and friendship. He thought he could keep it in check, but did he really know? This just all seemed so dangerous—and yet…

“Do you really think you could do something like this and not develop feelings for Adam?”

Alexandra chuckled, but instantly regretted it. This wasn’t the moment for that. “Of course I could. First of all, you’re my husband and you’re the only man I want to share my life with. No one could ever replace you in my heart. Second of all, this is all about sex. Don’t you get that?”

“Yeah, of course I do.”

“Good. Even if there was a chance I would leave you for another man—and there’s not—it wouldn’t be someone like Adam. He’s a good time, and I’ll admit it, there’s something sexy about his cockiness. I’ve always found guys like that sexy. But I also realized a long time ago that guys like that don’t make good partners. Maggie loves him, god bless her. If we did this, it would only be about having a good time. It’s what we were doing, just taking it to its logical conclusion. You weren’t about to leave me for Maggie, were you?”

“No, it was all in fun.”

Alexandra was not a fool. She could see he had a crush on Maggie, and it stung a little bit. But she also trusted him not to let it get out of hand. It may have been overconfidence, but she just did not see Gary leaving her for someone like Maggie. She was content to let him have his little crush if it made him happy, but it was different for Alexandra. For her, it was all about the crazy hot sex. It was about cutting loose in a why she didn’t quite feel she could with her husband. Adam would never judge her.

“So are we going to do this?” she asked.

Gary grinned. He really didn’t have a strong argument against it. And he really, really wanted to fuck Maggie. “Yeah, let’s do this.”

Alexandra set her glass down and slipped her arms around her husband. “And besides, there could be fringe benefits.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Maybe one of these nights Maggie and I will do more than kiss.”

Alexandra slithered her tongue into his mouth and cupped him down below. He grew hard under her touch and she continued rubbing him. She climaxed very hard when Adam was playing with her on the patio, but she still needed more. She needed a cock inside her. She was happy it would be her husband’s.

“I didn’t think you were into girls,” Gary replied breathlessly. He untied her bikini top and threw it onto the kitchen floor. Her nipples were already hard from the chilly air conditioning and when he rolled them between his fingers she whimpered. He loved that little noise she made when he touched her. 

“I didn’t think I was either, but that kiss was hot. I’m willing to see what happens.” She shoved her hand down the front of his shorts and grasped him, pumping. “You’d love to see that, wouldn’t you?”

Gary bent and ran his tongue all around her nipple. More whimpering. His cock throbbed. She was so very good with her hands. “I’m a guy aren’t I? I’d love to see Maggie make you come.”

“Mmm, so it’s all about me? I like that.”

“It’ll always be all about you, babe.”

With a quick kiss, he spun her around and bent her over the island in the middle of the kitchen. Alexandra was so tall that it was the perfect height. He ripped the rest of her bikini off and his shorts hit the floor. That silly little denim skirt was still in the way and he pushed it up around her waist. His fingers traced her lips. She was ready for him. He buried his cock in her with one hard thrust.

“Oh fuck!” Alexandra cried, biting her lip. She mustn’t wake the kids upstairs, but he felt so good. 

Gary held her narrow hips and fucked her with a series of slow, staccato thrusts, nearly pulling out completely before ramming back into her. It was almost punishing and it made him feel good to take her so roughly. He felt like he was reclaiming his wife from Adam. 

“Oh…fuck…Gary…” she moaned each word with a thrust. He forced her down with a hand in the middle of her back and her nipples grazed the cool surface of the marble countertop. She loved that his inner beast had come out and he was taking her. If Adam fucking her was going to bring this out in her husband—well, that was just icing on the cake. She would have everything she wanted.

“Take my dick. You’re fucking mine,” he growled, pumping faster into her. Her ass looked so perfect from this angle. It was why he loved to take her from behind. 

“I’m yours, baby! Fuck me! Fuck me!” 

She could hear her cries echoing in the kitchen and bit her fist to muffle herself. It hurt, but that only added to her overall ecstasy. Gary quickly drove her over the edge and she was climaxing before she knew what hit her. Alexandra pressed her forehead to the countertop and shoved herself back at her husband, taking him as deeply as she could. She worked her muscles, drawing him in and trying to keep him there. 

Gary cursed and shivered. Fucking Alexandra felt too good. It had always been hard to hold out with her, and tonight was no exception—even after coming in Maggie’s mouth. He cursed and grunted his wife’s name through gritted teeth. He spilled his seed deep inside her and kept his cock embedded there. 

“I love you,” he rasped.

“Love you so much,” Alexandra sighed.
 

~~~
 

Maggie was on her back on the ottoman in the living room with her dress bunched around her middle. Adam held her legs straight in the air—her ankles framing his ears—while he drove his cock into her. She gripped the bottom of the ottoman on either side, hanging on for dear life. Adam seemed out of control. He stared down at her with an almost glazed look in his eyes, like he was a million miles away. For a deflating second she feared he was fantasizing about Alexandra, but then he started murmuring her name.

“Maggie…oh Maggie…so fucking hot…”

Her boobs were bouncing wildly and she grabbed them, but that only freed her to slide on the ottoman again. Her head hung over the edge and she went back to gripping the piece of furniture before her husband fucked her right off of it. It was exciting that Adam was so filled with passion. He hadn’t taken her wildly like this in a long time. She ached for him, and told him so.

“Baby, don’t stop,” she moaned. It was the first time she experimented with dirty talk after Gary had introduced her to it. She hoped Adam liked it too. “You feel so good.”

“Maggie…ohhh…”

Adam’s eyes suddenly came into focus. He saw his curvy wife prone beneath him, staring up at him with elation. He had been picturing Gary fucking her. Gary was fucking her right on one of the lounges by the poolside in his fantasy while Adam watched and Alexandra sucked his cock. It was the perfect moment. But now he was back in the present and he wanted to make his wife come. He wanted to make her scream. But he also wanted a taste of his fantasy. He remembered the way she so eagerly sucked Gary’s cock. Did she want his that way?

Maggie whined her disappointment when Adam pulled out. She was getting so close. He quickly moved around her and stood over her head. She barely had time to contemplate what he was doing before he leaned down and pushed his dripping prick into her mouth. Maggie opened up—she hardly had a choice. He shoved it down her throat and she started gagging immediately. She pushed back on his hips and he pulled back, but only far enough that she stopped choking. And then he started fucking her mouth. Fucking it hard. 

Adam could be a little rough, but he was never like this with her. She thought about that look on his face when he was watching her with Gary. He liked it, she realized. Her husband liked her acting like a little whore. And now he wanted her to do it with him, too. Maggie closed her lips and sucked as hard as she could while he fucked her mouth. She was going to make him come—and come fast. 

Maggie’s screams were muffled by his prick. Adam leaned closer and shoved his fingers into her pussy. He used them to fuck her there as hard as he was fucking her mouth. She bucked and twisted on the ottoman. He found her clit and she let his cock flop out of her mouth so she could scream into their empty house. That’s what he wanted to hear. He wanted her to let it all out. But she still had a job to do and he fed her his cock again. It was a good thing he was fucking her mouth, because when he started fingering her she lost all technique. She came and soaked his fingers while going stiff as a board and shouting around her mouthful. 

“God yes! Oh yes!” she cried when he took his prick from her mouth.

Adam pumped it a few more times and his thick, pearly seed dropped all over her face, shooting over the bridge of her nose and across her lips before shooting past and into her hair. He squeezed his cock until he’d left every last drop on his wife’s pretty face. Adam fell back onto the couch to catch his breath. That had been incredibly intense.

Maggie laid there—tits heaving—until she didn’t feel like she was going to faint any longer. She felt the cum drying on her face and pushed off to her feet. She left Adam in the living room and went upstairs to clean herself. She shed the dress too and returned in a short cotton nightgown. Were they going to talk now? They’d hardly spoken on the walk home and were tearing at each other’s clothes the second they walked into the house. It was a miracle they made it into the living room.

She sat beside Adam on the big sectional. He’d gotten himself a beer while she was gone. She took his hand and kissed him.

“So tonight…” she began.

“Yeah, tonight. Jeez.”

“I’m sorry about the thing with Gary, baby. I didn’t want to hurt you,” she said in a rush.

“You don’t have to apologize, hon. I should have known something might happen.”

“Really?” She didn’t know how to take that.

“Leaving a sexy woman like you alone with another man for all that time, I guess something was bound to happen. Men and women can’t just be friends.”

“Gary is my friend,” she protested.

“I’m sure he is. And he also wants to fuck you like crazy.”

Maggie blushed and looked away.

“Hey, I don’t mind, hon. I get it. I bet lots of guys would love a chance with you.”

“Now you’re being crazy.”

Adam touched her cheek, made her face him. “No really. You’ve never given yourself enough credit for how beautiful you are. You’re hot, Mags. If you were more confident and showed it more you’d be getting looks all the time.”

“And you’d like that?”

He got that weird look again. “Yeah, I would. It feels good knowing other men want you.”

“Then you’re okay if Gary and I…keep going?”

Adam nodded. “It would be hot.”

“It’s not just pride, is it, Adam? This turns you on. Me acting like this makes you horny.”

“I don’t know what it is, but yeah, Mags. It was hot seeing you like that, and not just the kiss with Lexi. It was hot seeing you with Gary.”

Maggie flashed a wicked grin. “Maybe you should watch us sometime.” The thought of Adam watching her with her lover gave Maggie the shivers. 

“Shit, Mags. That would be incredible. Maybe if we do this, we should all do it together.”

“I think I’d like that,” she replied. She realized Gary might take some convincing, but it was obvious Alexandra loved to show off.

“So we’re doing this?”

Maggie nodded and kissed him. “Oh yeah, we’re doing this.”

“Christ, I love you, Mags!”

“I love you too, baby!”

 
 






  

fourteen
 

 

Maggie swung by to pick up her kids that following morning after church, but she didn’t stay long and they didn’t talk about their new relationship at all. Gary was on pins and needles being alone with both women in the house, but nothing was going to happen with kids running around, and besides, even if he did have them both alone it was not fair to Adam for anything to happen. He had at least been hoping for a clue as to which way the other couple was leaning, but Maggie gave away nothing.

Alexandra and Gary had incredible sex again that night, after the kids were in bed. She teased him about his fantasies of a threesome with Maggie again and he popped his cork in record time. She also extracted a promise from him that if Maggie came over the following day that he would behave himself. She did not want anything to happen until they were sure everyone was together on this, and he agreed. It would be a hard promise to keep.

Gary opened the door the next morning to find Maggie in a flowery, sexy little romper. It had a sweetheart neckline that showed ample cleavage and it buttoned up the front. As all his blood rushed to his cock, he could only think about pulling that dress off of her. Maggie waited until the kids rushed inside and then leaned up to give Gary a slow, sensual kiss. He was stunned she did it right there in the front doorway, where anyone could see. He pulled her inside and shut the door.

“We need to be more careful than that. We don’t want the neighbors talking,” he said.

“Let them talk. I’m over here so much they are probably already doing it anyway.” She laughed. 

“Seriously, we have to be somewhat discreet.”

She pressed herself to him and touched his cheek. “It sounds like you and Alexandra want to do this.”

“We do, but I think we need to figure out how it’s going to work before anything happens.” Gary squirmed away from her. He didn’t know what had gotten into Maggie. Her sexual confidence had been growing, but she was shot out of a cannon today. Had Saturday night pushed her over the edge? He wanted to tell her she didn’t need to try so hard. She was perfect just the way she was.

Maggie frowned, but conceded, “I guess that makes sense.”

“So you and Adam are ready to go, just like that?”

“Sort of. I don’t think I’m aloud to fuck you until we’re all together again.”

“I promised Lexi something similar,” he said. It was strange to hear Maggie throw around fuck so casually. 

“But that doesn’t mean we can’t play around at nap time,” she said, reaching for the front of his long, plaid shorts.

Gary stepped away. “Why don’t we take the kids to the park and see how it goes?”

“Okay.”

Maggie was a little confused. Gary couldn’t keep his hands off of her before. Was he less excited now that it was all out in the open? Or did he want to call the shots? Maggie was behaving differently because that seemed to be what the guys wanted. It was certainly what her husband wanted. His words from Saturday night replayed in her head as she was getting ready that morning, and she promised Adam she would keep him apprised of whatever happened between her and Gary. But now she was wondering if anything was going to happen.

They rounded up all the kids and herded them to the neighborhood park, where they had a huge playground with a wooden castle. While the kids climbed all over it, they sat on a bench and Maggie took Gary’s hand. To any observer, they were a couple.

“What was Alexandra like after we left?”

“She wasn’t mad, if that’s what you’re afraid of. She’s way too practical for that. We talked about what we did—that night and for the last few weeks. We talked about what we wanted.”

“It sounds like an awful lot of talking. Adam and I had to wait to get to the talking.”

Gary felt a pang of jealousy. “Hey, we didn’t just talk.”

“It’s funny, Adam and I didn’t really have to discuss it much. I think we both just knew what we wanted and were ready to say yes. Gosh, that sounds so crazy! How did we become these people? Saturday night I was—” she lowered her voice “—going down on you while my husband watched, while he played with your wife. The next morning, I was preparing refreshments at church. It’s insane.”

“Are you sure this is something you want?” Gary squeezed her hand.

“Yes! That’s the truly crazy part, I do.” She looked at him longingly. “I do want this. I want it so much. You’re all I think about. I want to make you happy.”

“I think about you too, Maggie. I want you to, I can’t deny it. But we can’t get carried away.”

“Oh, I know. Don’t worry, I love Adam. It just feels good to have a crush on a sweet guy at my age. I thought those days were behind me.”

He stroked her cheek. “You’re the sweet one, Maggie. You make me feel so alive, so wanted. Lexi loves me, but it’s different.”

“I get it. Maybe it’s better if we don’t overanalyze it, but just enjoy it.”

Gary nodded. “I think you’re right. My only question is—how are we supposed to behave ourselves?”

“Who said anything about behaving ourselves? We just can't cross the line.” Maggie smiled.

“Right.” Easier said than done, he thought. At this juncture, the last thing he wanted was to break his promise to Alexandra, and he knew it would be harder than ever to control himself now.
 

~~~
 

Alexandra was slightly annoyed when her phone chirped. She was deep in an expert’s report in preparation for a deposition and did not need the distraction, but she could not help smiling when she was it was Adam.

-Do you think they are behaving?

-Depends on what u mean by behaving

Alexandra did believe that Gary would keep his word. But just because their spouses weren’t fucking didn’t mean they were behaving. The real question was, if Gary and Maggie started fooling around, would they be able to stop themselves? She didn’t have confidence that she could control herself if Adam began touching her. The best policy where she was concerned was to avoid Adam until they had everything worked out. After that, she would have free reign to indulge herself. 

-Maggie knows where she’s allowed to go

-Same for Gary. They’ll be good

Adam changed the subject.

-Why no pics this morning?

-Since when do I owe you pictures every day?

-I need something to keep me going until I see you again

-It will be soon enough

-When is that?

-Gary and I think we need to all talk and have a plan before we go further

-We think we should all be together the first time it happens

Alexandra thought that was interesting. She hadn’t really considered that. Really, she had not thought about it in any detail, but just assumed next time something happened it would be after another happy hour and would probably be a hurried screw in the back of a car—or maybe they would get a motel room if they felt adventurous. Both possibilities were exciting. God, she hadn’t been fucked in a car in years. And going to a cheap motel for sex had its own sleazy appeal. Over time, they’d probably end up doing both, she assumed. 

-That could work

-But that doesn’t mean we can’t meet for drinks

-I thought u wanted us all together

She knew full well why Adam wanted them together when it happened. If she were a different sort of woman she might be annoyed or jealous, but she got it. Alexandra didn’t mind that Adam wanted to see his wife fucked—just as long as she got proper attention. It might be hot to see their spouses together, she supposed, but she did not have Adam’s burning desire for it. 

-Just for the main event

-We’ll see. I have work to do

Alexandra put the phone face down on her desk and got back to work. But Adam was not far from her thoughts and before lunch she ended up in the lady’s room taking a topless picture for him. Just because she was not going to meet him for drinks didn’t mean she couldn’t tease him to keep him on the hook.
 

~~~
 

Maggie had been relentless. The kids were worn out from the playground, and as soon as they were down she dragged him into the bedroom and jumped on top of him. His resistance faded quickly as she opened each button on the front of her romper. He’d kept his promise, but only because he’d come in Maggie’s mouth and being sated returned some willpower. 

That evening Gary told Alexandra he’d stuck to his promise, but it had been difficult. He found it was a relief to be able to be honest with his wife about what was going on, but it still felt weird to tell her that he’d been fooling around with another woman just hours earlier. They did not discuss details, but Gary assured his wife that they needed to plan whatever they were going to plan soon.

“They wants us all to be together,” Alexandra said.

“What do you mean? Like an orgy?”

“Not a mass of bodies on a bed, if that’s what you’re thinking. They just want us all to be in the same room.”

“Maggie said something about that, but she wasn’t specific. That’s not really what I was picturing. How about you?”

Alexandra shrugged. “I’m good either way. I thought Saturday night was a lot of fun. Having us all together created this crazy energy.”

“You don’t think you’d be inhibited by having me there? Or distracted?” Gary did not know if he could fully let go and be with Maggie the way he wanted to if their spouses were right there, fucking right next to them.

“I think it’s kind of hot. And honestly, I think Adam kind of has a thing about watching.”

“Hmm.”

“If you’re not okay with that we don’t have to do it. Remember, everyone has to have a good time. No one gets dragged into this.” Alexandra was annoyed that Gary was throwing a wrench into the works, but she tried to be supportive and not show it. 

“No, I’m not going to be the wet blanket. I want this as much as everyone else does. I’m good with that plan.”

Alexandra smiled and kissed him. “Then let’s make plans.”
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Gary felt his hands trembling as be buttoned his shirt. He looked at the wedding band on his finger and wondered if he would look at it the same way when this night was over. There was a slight queasy feeling in his stomach that just would not go away. He felt silly. It wasn’t like he was just going to go out and pick up a woman and cheat on his wife. He could not even claim the nerves of being with a new woman for the first time. Maggie’s body had become very familiar to him, and he wasn’t worried that he wouldn’t be able to deliver sexually. It just felt strange to him. Everything was so premeditated. 

“Can you come out and zip me?” Alexandra called from the bedroom.

“Be right there,” he called back. His voice echoed around the marble appointment bathroom of the suite they shared with Maggie and Adam. The sand colored marble was everywhere, up into the glass-doored shower stall and surrounding the giant spa tub. The couples had flipped a coin to decide who would get the suite’s master bedroom, and Gary and Alexandra won. They split the cost of the suite, but he still tried not to think about how much the suite was costing them. It was on one of the higher floors of one of the most extravagant casinos in Atlantic City. All the stops were pulled out for this night.

Alexandra was by the mirror over the dresser putting in the second of a pair of dangling golden earrings. Her golden hair was freshly styled into a sleek bob by the salon downstairs. She looked like she was about to walk a red carpet in that dress, and for the moment his only sexual thoughts were for his wife. Alexandra liked to dress to impress, but he’d never seen her dressed quite like that.

The deep red bodycon dress was actually two pieces. A crop top had wide shoulder straps and presented a hint of cleavage. Her midriff was exposed and just below her navel was a figure-hugging skirt. The gap seemed to highlight her navel piercing, and she’d added a dangling jewel that matched her dress. In the rear, her tattoo was only barely covered. The skirt wasn’t too short, but slit high in the front. The way she was standing now he could just make out the top of her black thigh high stocking. Gary stood close behind her and zipped the top in the back.

“Do you approve?” she asked with a sly smile. His expression already said it all. 

“You look…” 

If her husband was rendered speechless, she couldn’t wait to see what Adam thought. The dress left a lot of skin exposed, and on any other night she knew Gary would be flipping out. She slipped a wide, golden bracelet onto her right wrist to complete her accessories. A necklace, which looked like dripping gold, hung to just above her cleavage.

“I’m going to go finish my make-up. You should check and see how the others are doing,” she said. 

Gary watched the goddess walk into the bathroom and tried to remember she was his wife. That uneasy feeling in his stomach kicked up a notch.

Adam stood by the big window overlooking the ocean and sipped from a tumbler of Scotch. They had the good stuff in the suite’s bar. They had spent enough for the room. He was going to enjoy himself. If he looked to either side, he could also see the boardwalk stretching off into the distance. Every summer they took the kids to the boardwalk—not this one, but Ocean City—for the rides and the junk food and the videogames. He seriously doubted they would see the boardwalk tonight. Whatever games they got up to would be happening in this very room. Adam grew hard thinking about it.

The first time he saw Alexandra she was pregnant, and Adam knew he wanted to fuck her then. He could see her potential. She was one of those women who only looked pregnant from the side. She would not be gaining even an ounce she didn’t have to. It was one of the reasons he’d pushed Maggie to buddy up with the other couple in the Lamaze class. They all became fast friends, which meant in a few months he got to see himself proved correct. Alexandra snapped right back into shape right after she dropped that baby. He guiltily wished his wife had a little of that in her. 

Adam never seriously thought he would get to fuck Alexandra, but he flirted and teased and pushed anyway. He picked up that she liked that sort of thing, which only made it more fun. She could give as good as she got. It annoyed her husband, but he didn’t really care. He liked Gary a lot, but he didn’t think his friend ever appreciated just how hot his wife was. And now here Adam was, just a few years later, ready to close the deal. He was going to screw Alexandra silly—if he could hold his oil while seeing Gary fuck Maggie. Being able to see his wife’s newfound slutty side was a very, very nice fringe benefit. 

Gary came out of the master bedroom, pulling on a jacket, and Adam turned away from the window. Adam saw how pale his friend looked and went over to fix him a drink. “Here,” he said. “It looks like you could use this.”

“Thanks,” Gary replied, downing half the whiskey. “Are you sure you’re really okay with all of this?”

“Yeah, I think it’s going to be hot. Listen, there is no one I trust to share my wife with more than you. I told you that before, and I meant it. Do you have a problem with me and Lexi?”

“It’s not you specifically, but I guess I’m not as open as you are. It’s just not as easy for me to have another man sleep with my wife.”

“But it’s okay for you to screw mine?” Adam raised an eyebrow as he poured Gary another one.

Gary smiled. “When you put it that way I just sound like a dick.” He took another drink. “Listen, I’ll be cool.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear.” The men clinked their glasses together and both drank. 

“Are we just about ready?” Maggie asked, standing in the doorway of the second bedroom.

“Just waiting on you girls,” Adam said. “Come over and join us for a drink.”

Maggie crossed to the bar and as he watched her, Gary thought, Who is that woman? She certainly was not the pretty girl-next-door who used to come to his house every day in a baggy t-shirt and shorts. The jewel toned satin cowl-necked halter dress flattered Maggie’s curves and the drooping neckline exposed an incredible amount of cleavage and a lovely black pearl necklace. The dress just about came to mid-thigh, where patterned black stockings completed the look. Gary could not believe Maggie was showing so much skin. To say she looked incredible was inadequate. She walked uncertainly on her heels over to the bar and her husband poured her a drink. Gary saw that half her back was exposed. He wondered where that fantastic cleavage was coming from and looked forward to finding out. 

“Maggie, you are…wow…I…” Gary stammered.

“Thanks. I’ll take that as a compliment,” she replied. 

Maggie flashed a smile and hoped she looked more confident that she felt. Alexandra had talked her into the dress. Even with her newfound confidence, it was not something she would have ever considered on her own. She would not have shown that much skin in public even if she had a body like Alexandra’s. But her friend assured her she looked hot and pointed out what a special night it was going to be. Maggie took umbrage knowing they were unlikely to run into anyone they knew—one of the reasons they chose Atlantic City—but she still didn’t think she belonged in that dress. She smiled wider and told herself, Fake it ‘til you make it.

“Let’s toast to possibilities,” Adam said. 

The triad tapped their lowball glasses together and sipped the excellent whiskey. Maggie gave her husband a long, slow kiss, and then slipped out of his arms and did the same to Gary. The kiss with Gary lasted longer and Adam watched it eagerly, his prick growing hard as he watched her tongue slip into his friend’s mouth. Maggie had never looked sexier and it drove Adam crazy to know that she’d done it all for another man. He felt a tinge of disappointment when the kiss ended. 

“Here, I left a little smudge,” Maggie said, rubbing her lavender lipstick away from Gary’s lips with her thumb. 

“Are you guys starting without me?” Alexandra said. She’d pulled open the double doors to the master bedroom like she was making a grand entrance. 

“Just giving my two favorite guys a kiss,” Maggie giggled.

“And what about me?” Alexandra asked.

The women came together. Alexandra still towered over Maggie, as the gold-chrome spiked heels on her shoes were a crazy five inches. She cupped the shorter woman’s cheek, brushing back her loose, dark hair—worn down with a wet look—and softly kissed her. It was electrifying and a shiver went through Alexandra. Maggie pushed with her tongue and Alexandra accepted her. She wanted to watch the guys’ reaction, but Alexandra’s eyes automatically closed as she enjoyed the erotic kiss. By the time the kiss was done, Alexandra felt like she needed a drink too.

“Ohh, tonight is going to be awesome!” Adam sounded like a little kid waiting to go to the boardwalk.

Gary had to agree. Seeing the wives making out while all dolled up was just about the hottest thing he’d ever seen. He was ready to skip the rest of the night if they wanted to keep going. 

“You look incredible, honey. I mean, wow!” Alexandra told Maggie. She’d seen the dress before—they’d gone shopping together—but seeing Maggie all done up was different. She felt her first real tinge of jealousy. 

“Let’s have one last drink and get out of here,” Adam suggested. He poured out four measures of whiskey. “To letting go and going crazy!”

 
 

~~~
 

The night began as soon as they left the suite. Adam naturally fell into step beside Alexandra, and Gary fell back to walk beside Maggie, who took his hand when they boarded the elevator. Looking at the women, Gary thought both he and Adam were lucky. There were no losers in this trade. He saw Adam’s hand on the bare small of Alexandra’s back and decided to be cool with it. He was going to have to get used to seeing Adam touching his wife tonight. 

Dinner was the first part of the plan, and they had a wide, curved red leather booth in the casino’s top steakhouse. The place was going for an old school, Rat Pack kind of vibe and they had it nailed. Alexandra grinned slyly when she caught several of the men she walked past tracking her with their eyes. She was proud that Maggie was garnering attention too. She knew that dress was perfect for her friend. The girls sat in the middle of the wide semicircle, the men on the outside. Adam ordered an expensive bottle of wine straight-away.

“This is the kind of life we should be leading,” Adam said, slipping his arm around Alexandra.

“Some of the partners at my firm do lead this life,” Alexandra commented.

“It’s a world away from our normal lives in suburbia,” Maggie said.

“It’s fun for a getaway every now and then, assuming you can afford it, but I bet it’s exhausting to do all the time. I like to go out, but I left the need to go out back in my 20s.,” Gary said. 

“You’re probably right,” Adam agreed. “I like being able to come home to my family and chill out.”

Speaking of families reminded Maggie of the kids and she took her phone out of her little sparkly clutch. “I should probably text my mom and check on the kids.”

Alexandra put her hand over Maggie’s. “Your mother is perfectly capable of watching the kids for a night. She’s probably thrilled to have them. I know Gary’s parents are. They think we don’t go out enough.”

“Yeah, babe. Tonight we are different people. We’re not worrying about the cares of our everyday lives,” Adam said.

“Everything is fine, I’m sure,” Gary said. 

Maggie turned and smiled at Gary, who kissed her as casually as if she were truly his own wife. It just felt like the natural thing to do. But what he meant as a peck on the lips turned into a lingering kiss that was only broken up when the wine came. He felt a swell of pride having planted his flag first, as it were.

Adam made the next move, his hand disappearing under the table as the waiter came over to take their orders. Alexandra jumped for a moment and Gary could well guess what Adam was doing to his wife.

The words on Alexandra’s menu swam together for a moment as Adam took advantage of the high slit in her skirt. His fingertips skittered right over her stocking tops and she parted her thighs as far as the tight skirt would allow. She thought she was clever and daring for not wearing panties with her eveningwear, but now she realized that maybe leaving herself so vulnerable to Adam was not a great idea. She licked her lips as his fingers traced her smooth, shaven slit, pushing deeper with each pass. Alexandra was already excited by the possibilities of the evening, so it was not long before Adam had her nice and damp. He found her clit and she tensed her entire body, hoping to control her reaction. 

“Madam?” the waiter inquired.

Alexandra looked up at the handsome waiter in his sharp white shirt and black tie and forced a thin smile. It was hard to think about food with Adam’s fingers dancing on her clit. She shifted in the seat, but it didn’t help. “I’ll have the 6 oz. filet,” she squeaked out. 

“Very good. And the dressing for your salad?”

“Creamy Italian,” she gasped. Alexandra practically moaned the second word as Adam chose that moment to plunge his fingers into her. It took every ounce of willpower to maintain any propriety. She glanced to her husband, who looked surprisingly amused by her predicament. 

Gary could not see much, just that Adam’s hand was under the table and the way Alexandra moved, but he thought it was amusing to see his wife try and order while being teased. Maybe it was easier because he couldn’t actually see anything, but he found it kind of hot too. He liked seeing Alexandra turned on. 

Maggie was a bit jealous that Alexandra was being played with while she wasn’t, but she knew Gary wasn’t the type to pull that kind of trick. Adam had never done it with her either. Adding to her jealousy, but she knew how to get him back. She quite obviously put her hand in Gary’s lap and squeezed his cock through his trousers. He jumped, almost knocking over his wine, and she laughed. 

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Uh, yeah. Just took me by surprise,” he replied. He took his napkin and spread it over his lap, making sure her hand was completely covered. 

Alexandra had no idea her husband was being played with as well. Her eyes were closed and she was trying to control her breathing. The throbbing in her pussy was driving her crazy and she did not want to make a scene. Usually, being slowly fingered like that would not make her climax, but Adam’s thumb was firm on her clit, and the situation turned her on madly. 

“Adam,” she hissed.

“Yes honey?” he answered innocently.

“You have to stop. Ohhh…”

“Why?”

“It looks like you’re having a good time,” Maggie chimed in. Watching her friend get all worked up was having an effect on her. She squeezed her thighs together as the tingling between her own legs grew.

It seems to me that women who go out without panties are looking for this sort of thing. Don’t you agree, Gary?” Adam said.

“Yeah, I’d say he’s right,” Gary agreed. His wife’s lack of panties was news to him, but he did not show his surprise. He was also doing a much better job of appearing normal, despite Maggie’s talented hand. 

Alexandra gripped the edge of the table and fixed Adam with a glare. “Please stop. I don’t want to make a scene.”

Adam heaved a theatrical sigh and withdrew his hand. He made sure everyone could see his soaked fingers before wiping them on a cloth napkin. “Oh, all right. Have it your way.”

“Thank you.” Alexandra sagged back into the booth gasping. She’d only just avoided coming and was almost as sorry as she was relieved. 

“Would you like me to stop?” Maggie asked.

“No, you can keep right on going,” Gary encouraged. Her hand felt amazing, but he was confident he could keep from coming. 

Maggie kept teasing Gary off and on throughout dinner, keeping him rock hard even as he enjoyed the excellent steak. She only gave him a break when she paused to eat her own dinner. She went heavy on the wine, knowing it would help with the night to come, and was just about ready to slip under the table and really take care of her man by the time that dinner was over. Instead, she followed Alexandra to the ladies’ room so they could refresh their make-up. 

“You have Gary right in the palm of your hand,” Alexandra teased. She applied a fresh coat of deep red lipstick. “Literally.”

“I love taking care of him. He’s always so into it,” Maggie replied.

“He is like that, isn’t he? I’ve always loved it that he’s so appreciative.”

“Adam takes it like he expects it.”

“I like that. It’s hot when he takes control.”

“It can be. He had control of you earlier.” Maggie giggled.

“Hey, that’s not fair. I didn’t have any warning.”

“I didn’t see you fighting it.”

Alexandra smirked. “Are you saying I’m easy?”

“Let’s see.”

Maggie kissed Alexandra, who fell back against the cool marble wall, letting Maggie pin her there. They were alone in this part of the bathroom. The attendant was in the lounge part with the couch. Alexandra shoved her tongue into Maggie’s mouth and they began an erotic duel. Her hands attacked the brunette’s body, tracing her curves and feeling the stiff bustier Maggie wore under the sexy dress. She was not surprised by it. Alexandra insisted her friend buy it. She heard the sounds of other women coming in and she quickly pulled Maggie into the big handicapped stall, swatting the door closed. 

Maggie’s back slammed into the door and she fumbled for the lock. The way Alexandra’s hands roamed her body was making Maggie melt. Her heart pounded in her chest and all she could think about was touching her friend’s soft, smooth body. The tight bodycon dress did not allow for much access, so she did what her husband had done earlier at the table and pushed her hand into that slit in the front of the skirt. Alexandra threw her head back and moaned when she found the blonde’s pussy. Rather than just finger her, like a man would do, Maggie instead teased her clit.

“Oh fuck,” Alexandra whimpered. She tried—and failed—to be quiet. Whoever else was in the bathroom had to have heard her husky moans, but she couldn’t help herself. Adam’s earlier teasing had left her too vulnerable. She was fully Maggie’s.

Alexandra sagged forward and nibbled at Maggie’s neck. She did not want to leave a mark, but she was so horny she couldn’t promise anything. Maggie shivered and moaned, laying her forehead on Alexandra’s shoulder. Alexandra grasped the metal clasp at the nape of Maggie’s neck and—after some fumbling—flicked it open. The top of Maggie’s dress fell forward. It might have dropped off her completely if it wasn’t cinched at the waist by a thin belt. Alexandra took her exposed tits in her hands and pinched both nipples.

Maggie gasped Alexandra’s name and rubbed her clit harder. It felt like the taller woman was going to sink to the floor and Maggie had to stoop lower to keep touching her pussy. Alexandra was already so wet it was difficult to keep centered on her clit. 

Alexandra grazed her lips from Maggie’s neck to her breasts. Those tits were full and beautiful—a bit larger than her own—and she kissed them all over before centering her tongue on Maggie’s thick, engorged nipple. Her brain was getting cloudy as Maggie brought her closer to coming and she stuffed that big tit into her mouth to muffle her increasing moans. She also pushed a hand up under Maggie’s dress and found her friend’s thong soaked. Alexandra desperately pulled at the tiny bit of lingerie until it yielded and fell to Maggie’s high heels.

“Alex…wait…” Maggie pled. Alexandra did not. She held Maggie’s mound in her hand and squeezed, massaging with her slender fingers. 

Maggie almost tumbled off her heels when Alexandra touched her pussy. The tall blonde’s fingers curled inside her, while the heel of her palm rubbed her clit. She opened her legs as wide as she could to give her friend full access. The years of sex with the kids in the other room served Maggie well and she limited herself to soft whimpers while Alexandra played with her. She squeezed Alexandra’s face to her breast, not only to steady herself, but to muffle her cries. Maggie would have been mortified if they were thrown out of the restaurant for having sex in the bathroom.

Alexandra tried screaming Maggie’s name, but it came out as a weird, stifled cry. She almost couldn’t breathe from being crushed into Maggie’s tits, and when she came that made it so much more intense. She wanted to slip to the floor and flail, but Maggie clung to her. The orgasm was so sharp and intense that it seemed to tear through her in a flash. She was then able to control herself and focus on finishing her friend. 

“Mmm…mmm…Alll…” Maggie whimpered, coming right behind her friend. She went perfectly still as the climax took over, and then finished with little tremors while she clung to Alexandra. 

Alexandra pulled Maggie upright and gave her one more long, sensual kiss. “I don’t think I’m the only easy one here.” She smiled.

Maggie giggled. “Maybe not.” She bent down to pull up her thong, but Alexandra stopped her and demanded the underwear.

“If I’m going without panties, so are you.”

“I never agreed to that.”

“You are now.”

The girls returned to the booth and Gary stood to allow them to slide into the interior. As she passed her husband, Alexandra pressed the thong into his hand. She laughed at his surprised expression.

“I was starting to think we’d have to send a rescue party after you two,” Adam said. He gave Alexandra a casual kiss, just like she was his wife.

“We got a little distracted,” Alexandra replied.

 
 






  

sixteen
 

Maggie clung to Gary’s arm as they walked through the casino floor. Between the drinks and her heels, walking was a little tricky, but really it was just an excuse to stay close to her man. She could tell he was uptight from the second she saw him, but there had not been a chance for her to talk to him alone. But she sensed him relaxing through dinner and was glad to feel most of the tension had left his body. 

It had taken a few weeks to pull this trip together and the anticipation had been almost too much for Maggie. It didn’t help that she had seen Gary almost every day during that time and they were restricted in their behavior. After that night by the pool, Maggie was ready to let it all go. She wanted to sleep with Gary in the worst way, but now she was being denied and it was just too much. They still touched each other and played around, but Gary had become oddly reserved. He drew a harder line than she thought was required. No blowjobs. All she wanted to do was please him, but he held her back. 

“How about we play a little blackjack. We could make some interesting wagers,” Adam suggested. 

Adam was torn. As much as he wanted to get upstairs and get busy, he was also enjoying parading their hot wives around the casino. Alexandra was on his arm and every time he saw a head turn he beamed with pride. Alexandra looked so amazing in that dress he wondered if any of the passersby thought he was paying for her. 

“I want to do slots,” Maggie said, her tits bouncing appealingly as she jumped up and down.

“Why don’t we split up for a while?” Gary suggested.

“That sounds like a good idea,” Alexandra agreed. “Let’s meet at the room in an hour.”

“Hour and a half,” Adam insisted.

“Okay,” Gary said. He blew his wife a kiss and escorted Maggie away.

Once around the corner, Gary pulled Maggie into his arms and kissed her. “Finally, I have you all to myself,” he said.

“I know this double date isn’t as much fun for you, hon. I promise it will be worth your while.”

“It already is, Mags. You look incredible tonight.”

“Alexandra helped me pick it out.”

“You guys should go shopping together more often.”

“I’ve been trying to make it sexier lately.”

“You’d don’t even need to try—but I do love the way you’ve been dressing lately.”

“Thanks, baby.”

They kissed again, then Gary added, “Just don’t go too far. I love the woman you are.” He didn’t even realize he’d let the L-word slip out of his mouth. He was just thinking that he didn’t want to see Maggie turn into Alexandra, and even thinking that made him feel guilty. He loved his wife—he just liked Maggie’s sweetness and didn’t want to lose it. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll always be me. I could never pull off what she does. Now let’s go win some money.”

 
 

~~~
 

Alexandra stood behind Adam, rubbing his shoulders. His jacket was off and she enjoyed feeling his muscles through the expensive shirt. She could not help but think about pulling off that shirt and getting at what was under it. There were three other men at the table and they kept stealing glances at her. She couldn’t help posing and leaning forward to give them the best view. 

“Crap,” Adam said, watching the last of his chips swept away.

“Sorry, baby,” she cooed, leaning over to kiss his cheek. “Do you want me to get you more chips?”

“Forget him. Why don’t you come over here and sit with a winner?”

They both glanced over and stared at the cocky twentysomething sitting in the first position at the table. He was handsome and Middle Eastern, and his jewelry looked like it was worth more than Alexandra’s car. She was about to tell him off when she had an idea. It seemed like a good time to test her hypothesis about Adam.

“What do you have to offer?” she asked, sliding away from Adam. She stood beside the new guy and when he put his arm around her waist she draped herself all over him. She knew this would have made her husband steam, but she suspected it would get a different reaction from Adam.

“I’m Talib,” he said by way of introduction. He took a hundred-dollar chip and slid it toward her. 

“I’m Lexi,” she said, taking the chip and pressing it into her cleavage. She was amused that he thought she was for hire. He probably thought he could buy whatever he wanted. 

“There’s more where that come from,” Talib said. He gave her ass a nice squeeze. 

“Let’s see how you do before we go any further,” she said. She kept her eyes on Adam as she leaned over and kissed Talib on the cheek.

Adam wasn’t pissed because he knew she was playing with him. He sensed it was some sort of test, but didn’t know how to pass. When Alexandra kissed that stranger’s cheek his cock twitched to life and as Adam watched his hands roaming her body he got fully hard. It was much the same as when he saw Maggie with Gary, just a little less intense. He had come to terms with the fact he was a voyeur and it didn’t bother him. Instead, he sat back and watched the show. It would be fun to see how far Alexandra would take it. 

Alexandra was not quite as brave as she pretended. After Talib won a couple hands, she ended up on his lap and she felt his hard-on pressed against her. It made her hot, but she was also nervous. Adam wouldn’t let her get into any real trouble, but how long was he willing to watch? Talib moved his hand to the slit in her skirt and she moved it aside, but he was persistent and went for it again.

“This isn’t the place for that,” she warned.

“We could always go somewhere else,” Talib said. He slid another hundred-dollar chip toward her. “We could have a really good time.”

Alexandra kissed his cheek, leaving a red lipstick mark and whispered in his ear, “I’m not a cheap whore, dear.”

“That’s not a problem.”

Talib slid another chip toward her and moved his hand to the slit in her skirt again. He toyed with the top of her thigh high before she pushed his hand away again. Toying with him was a turn on, but the only man she would be leaving that table with was Adam. She was not ready to expand her stable of lovers.

“I think it’s time we go, honey.” Adam stood and held his hand out to her. She took it and he pulled her out of Talib’s lap.

“Hey,” Talib said. 

“Careful, son. That’s my wife,” Adam warned. “I let her play sometimes, but when it’s over, it’s over.”

“Sorry, lover. Maybe next time,” Alexandra giggled. She turned back and blew Talib a kiss as Adam dragged her away from the table.

“God, you’re a little slut,” Adam said, pulling her tight.

“And you loved every second of it.”

“I’ve got to fucking have you.” He pulled her toward the elevators.

“I don’t think it’s time yet.”

“I don’t care.”

The security guard by the elevators looked at her skeptically. Only guests were allowed upstairs after a certain time and they had to show their keycard. The way he looked at Alexandra made it clear he didn’t think she was a guest of the hotel. She loved it and pranced past when Adam flashed the key.

They were alone in the elevator and all over each other. Neither cared about the smoked dome of the security camera in the corner. Adam pinned her against the wall and pushed his hand up the slit in her skirt. That slit was seeing a lot of action this evening. Alexandra briefly considered going down on her knees, but knew the elevator ride would be too short. 

The doors to the suite flung open and she tried to drag him to one of the bedrooms, but Adam pulled her into the common living room. He spun her around and pressed her to the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out onto the boardwalk and the ocean. No one was in a position to see them, even if the glass hadn’t been reflective, but that wasn’t the point. It was all about the game.

“You’re such a naughty fucking tease,” Adam breathed, kissing her neck from behind.

“You want a tease. You want more than a tease, don’t you, Adam?” she gasped. He was manhandling her and she loved it. 

“Is that so?” He nibbled her neck like he didn’t care if he left a mark. He also pulled at the zipper holding her top closed.

“What if I didn’t stop his hand?” She heard him gasp. “He would have felt how wet I am.”

“Fuck, Lexi,” Adam growled.

“He did that, I might have gone with him. I don’t know if I could have controlled myself.”

“Whore.”

“Just like you want your women.”

Her top, unzipped, hung around her neck and he shoved both hands inside it, roughly mauling both her breasts. It was a little painful, but that only excited Alexandra. He pinched her nipples and she whimpered, pushing back at him. She forced a hand back between them and grasped him through his pants. He was thick and full. And she wanted him. She wanted him badly. So far, the night had been all about teasing. Alexandra was damned well ready to get fucked.

Adam pulled her top over her head and then pressed her tits against the glass. They both liked to pretend that someone out there in the night could see her. Her heart pounded in her chest and the cold, air-conditioning-chilled glass made her nipples ache. He tried to pull her skirt up, but the tight, elastic bodycon material would not allow it. Instead, he unzipped that too and pulled it down over her hips.

Alexandra gasped. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“What you’ve wanted forever. I’m finally giving you the fucking you’re desperate for, and I’m going to do it right here where everyone can see.”

He kicked her feet apart and pulled her butt back toward him. She heard clothes hit the floor and in the reflection in the window she saw he’d at least dumped his jacket. His fleshy head probed at her lips and she pushed back to capture it, but he was elusive. She wiggled her ass, but he didn’t give it to her. Alexandra sobbed in frustration and he finally pressed it against her again. She pushed back while he nudged forward and they finally came together. She smacked her palm against the glass.

“Yesss…” she hissed.

Adam pulled back on her blonde hair so they were cheek to cheek. “Is that what you wanted?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“The tease finally gets what she deserves.”

“Yes,” she repeated one more time. 

Adam couldn’t quite believe it. After lusting for her all these years, here he was, finally fucking Alexandra. It was a moment he never seriously thought would come, no matter how much he tried to convince himself it was possible. He let go of her hair and her forehead lightly thumped into the window. He wanted both hands free to explore her. It was the first time he’d ever had her completely nude. Well almost—she still wore her thigh highs and heels, but that only made it better. Her endless legs were perfect in those black thigh highs, and the spiked heels made her the perfect height to fuck like this. 

Alexandra shivered when his hands traced down her sides. She was so tight and firm everywhere. He only equated women with bodies like that with strippers, which he thought she might actually like—the way she loved to show off. He held her narrow hips and thrust hard into her, eliciting a string of intense moans. Adam grabbed her jiggling tits and kneaded them. When he rolled her nipples she cried out his name. He felt her squeezing him inside, working those muscles down there, and he didn’t know how Gary every held out with her. Maybe he didn’t. He slid one hand down over her hairless pussy and rubbed her clit. He was determined she would come first.

“Adam…oh fuck! Yes! Fuck!” she cried.

She kicked into overdrive when he found her clit. Alexandra slammed back against him and tried every trick she knew to impress him. It always drove Gary crazy when she worked her pussy muscles around him, but Adam just kept pounding away without losing rhythm. The sound of their flesh slapping together filled the suite.

“Feel so fucking good, Lexi. God, you’re fucking hot,” he moaned.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she cried.

“Come on, Lexi. I wanna feel you come!”

“Ohhh fuck!”

Alexandra wanted to hold out. She wanted to wait until he was ready too, but she was just too horny and Adam was too good. He played her body so easily, like they’d been lovers for years. She loved the way he knew how to use her. She climaxed loudly and violently, shaking and slapping the window. Adam held her up by the hips and kept fucking her until she was able to stand on her own power again. Then he pulled out.

Adam spun her and she looked at him, confused and still very horny. “I want to taste you,” he said.

 
 

~~~
 

Gary and Maggie were on the beach. They’d walked outside for a midnight stroll on the boardwalk and ended up down on the sand with the bright lights of the casinos and shops behind them. Maggie carried her shoes in one hand—Gary held the other. It was a sticky, humid night and the only saving grace was the slight breeze off of the ocean. A crescent moon hung in the sky and cast silvery light on the ocean. Maggie stopped, stood on her tip-toes, and kissed Gary, who received it warmly. She held the back of his hand and the kiss went on and on. They were ready to devour each other.

“God, I want you,” he breathed, holding her close. 

“I want you too, baby. I want you so bad,” she said, still covering him with little kisses. She worked at the buttons on his shirt.

“Right here on the beach?”

“No, silly. I don’t want sand everywhere. But I want to feel you. I love your skin against mine.”

“Maggie…” He kissed her again. She pushed at his jacket, pushing it from his shoulders. “What are you doing?”

“Let’s go swimming.”

Gary knew what she meant. He hated to be a wet blanket, but he didn’t know if he was up for skinny dipping. He glanced back and saw the built-up dunes between them and the boardwalk. They would probably get away with it, but weren’t they too old for this nonsense? They had a perfectly good room right upstairs, and he was ready to use it. Gary had been holding back for weeks. He thought if he saw Maggie naked again without fucking her he just might explode. 

“Come on, Mags. Let’s go up.”

“I want a quick dip first. Do it, baby.”

Maggie danced away from him giggling. The booze and the mood had her perfectly elated. She’d never felt so free. It was like tonight anything was possible. She was playing the naughty girl and she didn’t want to miss out on anything. Fooling around with Alexandra in the bathroom had been hot. This would be hotter. She skipped away with her back to the water and pulled up the bottom of her dress to tempt Gary. She hoped it was light enough for him to see her pussy. But he just stood there. Next, she unclasped the top of her dress and let it fall. Her pale tits seemed to glow in the moonlight. He stood there agape.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come play with me?”

“Maggie.” His voice was strangled. 

“Come and get me.”

Maggie pushed the dress down over her hips and let it drop to the sand. She turned and ran full tilt for the ocean, stocking feet pounding on the hardening sand. She didn’t even give a thought to her thigh highs—trying to pull those off would be too awkward. Maggie splashed into the water and screeched. It was impossibly cold! She made it up to her thighs in the dark, greenish water, turned tail, and ran screaming back toward the shore. She snatched her dress out of the sand and scampered back to Gary.

“A little cold?” He was amused.

“Oh stop it! It was freezing!”

“I could have warned you.”

“Warm me up.”

Gary accepted her almost nude body into his arms and they kissed. He grabbed her sweet, plump ass and almost lifted her when he gave it a healthy squeeze. Her naked tits were crushed against his chest and he grew still. When Maggie felt it, she rubbed against him. Ah, it was such awesome torture. He wanted her upstairs, like now. He slipped off his sports jacket and pulled it over her shoulders.

“I want you. Let’s go upstairs,” he pled.

“Not just yet.

Maggie went to her knees in the sand and pulled at his belt.

“Why here?” He didn’t stop her from pulling his pants open, or pushing them down with his boxer-briefs. 

“Because I want to be bad.” She gave him a wicked smile and took him in her mouth.

“Sweet jesus, Mags,” he gasped, going weak in the knees. She swallowed just about the whole thing and pulled back slowly, cheeks hollowed from sucking so hard.

Maggie clutched his ass cheeks and bobbed fast and hard on his shift. He had such a cute butt. The threat of getting caught was a turn on, but the reality of it would be mortifying, so she knew they had limited time. Someone was going to come along at some point. So she worked her tongue along his shaft as she sucked him and took him as deeply as she could, which was to almost swallow his shaft completely. It was easier when she moved faster. She moved one hand to his base and jerked him while he was not in her mouth, and Gary began breathing rapidly. He held the back of her head, but did not try to force more into her mouth. She liked how he was thoughtful like that. Gary gasped her name over and over, and when he stiffened she knew what was coming. 

Gary tried to pull back by instinct, but Maggie kept him in her mouth. A rush of pleasure flooded his body and then flowed out through his cock as he shot his load into Maggie’s mouth. She happily swallowed, working her throat to get every last drop. She’d become much better at it over time and got about all of it now. There was only a little pearlescent drop in the corner of her mouth, which she got with the tip of her tongue when she let him go. 

“That was awesome, Mags. You didn’t have to…”

She kissed his cheek. “Maybe I just wanted to. Making you happy isn’t a chore.”

“Damn, you are perfect, aren’t you?”

“Now we can go upstairs.” 

Maggie realized her dress was a mess. It was sandy and a little damp from the beach and she did not fancy putting it back on. Luckily, Gary’s jacket just about covered her. If it had been just a tad longer it could easily have been one of those jacket dresses she saw on the red carpet. It just came to an inch or so below her ass, and if she buttoned it the important bits were essentially covered. She would just have to be careful about how she moved. She also shed her sandy, ruined thigh highs.

“You’re going to walk through the casino in that?” Gary was incredulous. He didn’t know if his wife would even do that.

“It’ll be fine,” Maggie insisted. We’ll just have to be quick and careful. Let’s go!”
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Gary and Maggie entered the suite in a fantastic mood. She was buoyed by all the attention she’d received on the way to their room, while he was ready to rip that jacket off of her. Oddly, he hadn’t felt the same kind of jealousy downstairs that he felt when other men ogled his wife. He had a strong attachment to Maggie, but it just was not the same. Or it could have been that he was completely preoccupied.

They were just a couple minutes late, but when they walked into the living room it was apparent that Adam and Alexandra had been quite early. Gary wondered if they’d spent any time gambling at all. Alexandra was on the edge of the long, curved leather couch, with her stocking-clad legs over Adam’s shoulders. Adam knelt on the floor, his head squeezed by her thighs, his face buried in her pussy. Judging by her cries, Adam was quite good at what he was doing. Gary was a statue, unsure what to do. He was unprepared to walk in on that scene.

“Oh god! Yes!” Alexandra cried. She gripped the back of the couch with one hand, and Adam’s head with the other. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were closed. She did not know they were no longer alone.

“That’s kinda hot,” Maggie said, squeezing Gary’s arm.

“Uh, yeah.” He was still watching, stunned.

Maggie knew she had to get his attention back. She didn’t want to lose him. He didn’t resist when she dragged him toward the other end of the couch. The couples would have a perfect view of each other, due to the curve of the couch. She pushed Gary down to sit on the couch and stood in front of him, blocking the view. He still looked dazed until she unbuttoned the jacket and dropped it to the floor.

Gary’s eyes focused on Maggie’s lush curves. She looked incredible standing there in front of him, presenting herself. Damn, he wanted her! He tried to put his wife and Adam out of his mind. That was what they were here for, wasn’t it? Maggie stepped closer and he lightly caressed her tits, tracing her dark, puffy nipples with his fingertips. She shivered. He looked up and down her soft body and the little line of dark hair above her mound seemed to point the way for him. 

“Oh, baby,” Maggie cooed, parting her thighs so he could better touch her. She put a hand on his shoulder for support as his fingers traced the lines of her sex. Her lips glistened. She was so ready for him.

Alexandra’s eyes popped open when she heard Maggie’s voice. She saw Maggie standing, nude but for her heels, in front of Gary, who was obscured. Maggie moved subtly, shifting her hips, which suggested Gary was touching her. Alexandra felt a surge watching the other couple, and her clit sang when Adam’s tongue traced over it. She was glad he hadn’t noticed the other couple. Alexandra did not want him distracted until she came. 

Maggie’s eyes were locked into Gary’s while he teased her. His fingers dipped between her damp lips and she could not contain her moan. His thumb flicked at her clit and she sagged at the knees, barely holding herself up. The desire that passed between them in that look was almost too much to bear, and she closed her eyes. It was a singular moment she had never experienced before. His fingers pressed fully inside, filling her, and he curved up to stroke her g-spot. 

“Ohhhh…” Maggie’s loud, low moan filled the room. Her entire body was alive with pleasure and when she opened her eyes she decided she had to have Gary. She could not wait any longer.

If Adam hadn’t had her on the verge of a crazy climax, Alexandra might have been jealous. It was clear Gary was making Maggie feel something incredible. Watching was hot, but it was also strange to watch her husband share a moment like that with another woman. But Alexandra was having her own moment. Adam was amazing at going down—much better than she’d honestly anticipated—and she was about to tumble over the edge into the endless fall of a massive orgasm. He had kept her on that edge so long that she wanted to scream. And then she went over that edge and she did scream. Alexandra screamed and arched her back and wailed Adam’s name. He just went right on licking and kissing her pussy and that massive orgasm easily cruised into a second powerful one. Her whole body throbbed and she had to push him away because it was just too much to process.

Adam crawled up her body, held her face in both hands, and kissed her full on. His tongue pierced her and she kissed him back like she could not get enough of her own taste. Alexandra lay back on the couch, spent, when he released her. He dropped down next to her, cock pulsing. He was so ready to fuck, but first things first.

He’d heard his wife’s cry and been tempted to look up, but making Alexandra scream was his only priority then. Alexandra’s pussy was just as sweet as in his fantasies and he could have licked her beautiful box all night—he loved making her come. But now that he knew Maggie was there with Gary, he just had to see. And at the moment all he could see was his nude wife barely balanced in high heels, leaning forward onto Gary. He wanted to shift closer on the couch, but didn’t know if that would be tacky.

Maggie straddled Gary and tore his shirt open. The buttons bounced and skittered across the hardwood floor. She was not distracted by Alexandra’s loud orgasm. After planting a quick kiss, she leaned in and flicked her tongue around his nipples while kissing his chest. He gasped her name and ran his fingers through her hair. She sat far enough back that she could also work on his pants. When she took them off this time, they were going to stay off for the night. She felt him kicking his shoes off and then she briefly rose from his body to push his pants down. His prick popped up between them when she settled down on his lap again.

“I need you,” she breathed between kisses.

“I want you so bad. You’re incredible. You’re so sexy, Maggie. So beautiful. Waiting’s been torture.”

She pressed her lips very close to his ear and whispered. Her words were only for him. “Do it. Make love to me, Gary.”

Gary reached between them and Maggie rose up when he grasped his shaft. The second she felt him against her, Maggie settled down onto his shaft. Thank god she blew him on the beach, because he would have come right there if she hadn’t. Maggie felt incredible around him. He’d thought a lot about this over the past few months, but the reality was so much better—especially once she started moving.

Maggie pressed her forehead against Gary’s and their eyes were locked once move as she slowly worked her hips, pulling him inside her. His cock was wonderful. She had always thought that sex was sex, but Gary felt so much different inside her. And his hands on her body—gentle, loving—were different. She loved the way her husband made love to her, but there was something magnificent about making love to Gary. After just a few seconds she didn’t think she’d ever be able to give it up. 

Adam felt a chill as he watched his wife fuck his best friend. This was not just fucking—he could sense it too. It should have disturbed him, but it only made watching them more powerful. He would not lose Maggie to Gary, so watching their coupling was safe—and dizzying. Adam was swamped with a swirl of feelings he didn’t know was possible. There was a weird, primal reaction to the wrongness of watching his wife fuck another man, but then there was an erotic charge from watching something so forbidden. It felt like a privilege to experience something so few men would allow themselves to feel. Watching Maggie gyrate on top of Gary made the cum boil in his balls.

“That’s really something, isn’t it?” Alexandra whispered in his ear. “The two of them are totally into each other.”

“Jealous?”

“Not really. Not as long as I get to play too.”

Alexandra grasped his cock and Adam shivered. He really was on a hair trigger. She slowly stroked him and saw how tense his body was. He was fighting for control. “You’re good for more than once in a night, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah, babe. We’re going all night,” he breathed, barely looking away from the other couple.

Maggie was still rocking slowly on top of Gary, and Alexandra took a moment to watch. There was something hot about it. She didn’t quite get the charge Adam did, but it just made her wet to watch two people fucking. Actually, she preferred not to think about the man being her husband. She watched for a moment more and then plunged Adam’s meat into her mouth. She would let him have this moment of focusing on the other couple, but she wanted him all to herself later.

Adam gritted his teeth and fought coming as hard as he could. It was right there, and Alexandra was so good with her mouth. He could hear Gary and Maggie murmuring to each other, but could not make out the words. They were mostly moaning. Maggie let out those little surprised sounding moans she did whenever they made love, but then she would pop out a louder, strangled moan, like Gary had just done something that really rocked her. For the first time, Adam wondered if Gary was bigger. He had not gotten a good look. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know.

Gary lifted them both and laid Maggie on her back on the couch. He briefly looked over and saw his own wife going down on Adam. He did not acknowledge the other couple, but went right back to focusing on Maggie. Adam admired that. It was hot that Gary was so captivated by her. Maggie wrapped her legs around his waist and he began really laying it into her. Maggie cried out and Gary grunted with every thrust.

Alexandra could hear the others’ coupling had gotten more intense, but she could not see with her face buried in Adam’s crotch. Adam must have liked what he saw, because he laid a hand on the back of her head and started fucking up into her mouth. She relaxed and took it, although she choked when he just pushed too deep. He did not seem to care. His moans sounded closer to growls and his grip tightened on her head. She struggled against him, but being manhandled like that was sexy and she did not really want to escape. Anyway, she knew she would not have to endure it long. And then as she expected, Adam blew his load. It blasted into back of her throat, but then into her mouth. It was a heavy load, surprising her. Alexandra choked on it, and saliva and cum dripped from her chin as she kept sucking. Adam finally let her go and she wiped her messy chin on the back of her hand.

“Got a little carried away there, Tiger,” she said.

“Sorry, babe.”

She snuggled close to him and kept stroking his wet cock. It was already twitching back to life, as promised. Alexandra also spread her legs and began touching herself lightly. She had climaxed a lot already and couldn’t believe how badly she needed to come again.

“Ohhh babe…ohhh babe…feels so good…” Maggie cooed, staring up at Gary in amazement.

Maggie wanted to pinch herself. She could not fully believe she was really doing this. When she took her vows so many years ago and never thought she would make love to another man, but here she was—Gary driving his cock deep inside her. And it was incredible. Sex with him was even better than she’d fantasized. It was perfect. She pulled him into her with her legs and her hands rested on his shoulders. She’d had a tiny orgasm when she’d first settled on him—the first time anything like that had happened—and now she was building to something big. She was just enjoying the feeling of him when she was on top, but now Gary was pushing her higher and higher. She wanted to scream. She did. Maggie howled her pleasure, and when she looked over she saw the others watching. Alexandra jerked Adam off and touched herself. That was hot too. Maggie grabbed Gary’s face and pulled him into a kiss. And there it was…

Gary felt Maggie shiver and buck beneath him. He knew the signs that she was coming and he moved even faster, fucking her harder. He wanted to come too. He only took a moment longer and she was still shivering when he planted inside her and stayed there—his cock pulsing as he came.

“Oh, shit!” Adam whispered. He knew he just saw Gary come inside his wife. It was the last bit of encouragement he needed. He was rock hard again.

Alexandra gasped when Adam grabbed her. He pulled her down so she was almost laying back on the deep sofa, while his knees rested on the edge. Her legs went over his forearms and he grabbed her butt, lifting her to him. She got the idea and grabbed his shaft, putting it to her pussy. She groaned when he thrust into her. He lifted her butt and pulled her hard against him. They slammed together and Alexandra loved it. Adam was so powerful, and he was going so deep. He filled her like she had not been filled in years—no slam on her husband. Adam grunted like an animal as he took her and she felt possessed by him. 

Gary was fully in the afterglow with Maggie. They snuggled and shared little kisses. But when he heard Adam’s strange grunts and Alexandra’s cries he could not help but look. Adam seemed to be fucking his wife like a porn star. Alexandra hung onto the couch and let Adam take control. It bothered him to see his wife just submit to Adam like that—but it was a silly complaint. He had to exorcise those thoughts from his head. Alexandra was a big girl and she could do what she wanted. And he could do as he pleased with Maggie. 

“Look at them!” Maggie marveled. “It looks like Adam’s making up for lost time.”

“Is he always like that?”

“He can be tender, too.” She kissed Gary’s cheek. “Maybe not like you, but he has his moments. But mostly, Adam just goes for it.”

“Damn.”

Maggie wasn’t really watching her husband. She was much more interested in Alexandra. The more she thought about the other woman, the hotter Maggie thought she was. It was hard not to think of her that way when she was on her back getting pounded like that. Alexandra looked incredibly flexible with her torso bent that way and her long legs up over Adam’s muscular arms. Her firm tits jiggled every time Adam slammed into her and her toned stomach seemed to ripple. She thought about the kiss they’d shared earlier and she wanted more. Would Gary be jealous? She did not want him to feel left out, but she wanted to play with his wife too.

“Oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! I’m gonna come, baby! Oh fuck!” Alexandra cried. She knew the others were watching now and that pushed her over the top. Having men look at her in the office paled in comparison to having people watch her fuck. She felt like the hottest, dirtiest porn star. She hoped Gary was proud of her. She came hard and screamed and Adam showed no signs of slowing down.

Adam pulled out, proud of how Alexandra screamed. He wanted to hear Gary make Maggie do that. He was going to do everything he’d dreamed of doing with Alexandra tonight. That little tease was going to be his whore until the sun came up. And he needed Gary to keep up. If he couldn’t, Adam would just take care of both girls. He didn’t mind. He pulled Alexandra up from the couch, spun her around, and pushed her forward so that she held onto the back of the sofa. He loved that view of her sweet little ass. He went right back to work.

“You like that baby? You need a good, hard fucking, don’t you?” he taunted.

“Yes!” Alexandra gasped.

“I knew ya did.”

“Fuck me!” she cried.

Adam grabbed her hair and wrenched her head around so she could see the others. He saw the wild look in her eyes. This was magic for her. He smacked her ass and fucked her even harder. If Gary objected, he didn’t say a word. 

“Fuck me!” Alexandra cried. She looked at Gary, who seemed fascinated.

Gary didn’t know what to think. This was a side of his wife he’d never experienced in all their years of marriage. He wasn’t jealous anymore, but wanted to see how far she would go. Just how crazy could she get? In the meantime, he’d become rock hard again from watching, and he wanted more of Maggie. 

Maggie had the same idea. She took Gary’s hand and pulled him over by the others. “I know you want to fuck me like that, don’t you?”

Gary kissed her hard. “I love it when you’re a dirty girl.” Then he bent her over the couch beside his wife. Alexandra looked over with a dazed smile, but then closed her eyes and went back to pushing her butt back at Adam. Gary easily slid inside Maggie and took ahold of her round hips. He liked the way her heart-shaped ass rippled when he thrust his cock inside her. Maggie cooed her encouragement and he found himself quickly getting into it. It didn’t seem so weird to be fucking another woman while his wife was fucked right next to him by his best friend. 

“Feels so good…fuck me Gary…” Maggie cried. She did not want to be outdone by Alexandra’s crazy moans. Looking back over her shoulder, she winked at Gary and then blew a kiss to her husband. This must be driving him insane.

Adam thought his head was going to explode. He loved fucking Alexandra, but here was his wife, getting plowed right next to him. He could see, hear and smell every exquisite detail. Maggie’s tits swayed beneath her every time Gary slammed forward. Gary’s fingers sunk deep into her supple flesh, and it appeared he was trying to show he could fuck hard too. Not that it was a competition. Adam thought it was funny that Gary was all eyes forward, like he was trying to pretend the others were not right there.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Alexandra screamed. She was obviously coming again and when she finished she sagged into the couch. She would have dropped away if Adam did not hold her to keep fucking her. She slapped her hand back at him and pleaded, “Stop! Stop!”

Alexandra sank into the couch and tried to get her heart to stop pounding. For a second there she thought she just might pass out. She had not had a crazy night like this since that party in college, and she’d been a decade younger then. She no longer had the same ability to just go and go and go. Adam stood over her, his cock gleaming as it stood out in front of him. His attention shifted to the other couple while she took her break.

She became captivated by the other couple as well. Gary grunted as he took Maggie and she was moaning his name over and over, begging him to fuck her. It sounded so strange coming from a sweet woman like Maggie. Alexandra had never been so close to another couple having sex, and it brought her libido roaring back. Feeling devilish, she decided it would be fun to jump in and play. She did not think Adam would mind.

Maggie’s eyes snapped open when she felt another pair of hands on her body. Gary still held her hips, which he used to pull her back into him. The new hands were decidedly feminine—and curious. Alexandra started by tentatively touching her—a hand on her side, then trailing down to cup her hanging tits. Alexandra held them both and then pulled her nipples. Maggie wailed and swooned. She didn’t know if she could handle two lovers at once. 

Adam stepped aside, happy to take a backseat for the moment. He felt no jealousy at not being included. Seeing the other couple playing with his wife was his nirvana. Alexandra looked like a pro, playing with Maggie’s tits and then sliding a hand between her legs. Maggie bucked wildly, and Adam assumed Alexandra found her clit. That got Gary’s attention. When Gary saw his wife had joined them he looked like he didn’t know what to do. Adam was afraid he might stop, but then Gary smiled at his wife and seemed to redouble his efforts. Adam had to admit it. He was impressed with Gary’s staying power. He was also shocked Maggie had not come yet. He began stroking his long shaft.

“Come on, Maggie. I want to feel you come. I want to feel you come while my husband fucks you,” Alexandra whispered into her ear. She nibbled on Maggie’s ear and kissed her cheek. She rubbed the woman’s clit, and she could feel Gary’s cock sliding past her fingers. It was all so crazy, and she loved every minute of it. They were like ancient Romans, giving in to every base desire. 

“Ohhh…Jesus…” Maggie cried. 

There was no controlling herself. Like Alexandra moments before, Maggie thought she just might pass out. She wailed and the orgasm was a tsunami, knocking her mind from its moorings. She was adrift in a sea of pure pleasure. Maggie was only barely aware of her body being moved around. She felt a shift of weight on top of her and when she came up for air Alexandra’s nude body was stretched over hers. The blonde’s cool, green eyes gazed down into hers. Maggie’s eyes blinked into full focus right before Alexandra kissed her. 

Alexandra was going on pure instinct. She’d pulled Maggie away from her husband and put her down on the couch. Maggie was glowing from her orgasm and Alexandra had an overwhelming need to taste her. She waited until Maggie seemed to catch her breath and then she pounced. They shared a soft, passionate kiss, and then she stalked down Maggie’s body. It was her first opportunity to really take in Maggie’s beautiful body, and she ravished those big, soft tits. She kissed the pale flesh all over and was encouraged when Maggie pulled her closer, directing Alexandra’s ruby lips to her thick, excited nipples.

“Oh my god! Oh my god!” Maggie just repeated it over and over. Alexandra was sucking her nipples and rubbing her pussy, and Maggie was in heaven. Alexandra moved lower and she braced herself. She wanted to remember every second of her first time. Alexandra’s lips brushed hers, then the blonde kissed her down there, peeling her lips apart. Maggie was still feeling the aftershocks of her last climax and she knew Alexandra would bring on another one effortlessly. 

Alexandra eagerly lapped at Maggie’s musky nectar. She realized she was not only tasting her friend, but her husband, and that made it so much hotter. Gary had just fucked this women and now Alexandra was going to make her come too, with her mouth. It was a communion she didn’t think they would ever share, but now it was all she could think about. She wanted to make Maggie come just as hard as her husband had. 

Gary was not touching himself the way Adam was, but he was feverishly watching their wives. He was afraid he would come in two seconds if he did touch his cock. But he also wanted to give the Sapphic lovers his full attention, because he didn’t know if he would ever see anything like this again. He had no idea his wife was into other women. Maybe that taste by the pool had seduced her. He watched Maggie twisting and turning on the couch, gasping and moaning, and he knew she was going to come. Maggie cried out and crushed Alexandra’s head between her thighs. Yes, that was it. His wife just made his lover come! Was there any coming back from this bizarro world?

Maggie popped right up from the couch. Rather than needing to recover, she was high from her latest climax. She wanted her own taste. It was Alexandra’s turn on her back. The women kissed as Maggie eased her friend down. The kissing went on much longer this time. Maggie just loved to kiss Alexandra. She could have done it all night. She could taste herself on the blonde’s lips, and she loved it. When she moved onto Alexandra’s smaller, perkier boobs, she was too hyped up to be very gentle. Luckily Alexandra liked having her pale nipples played with roughly and she panted for more. 

Adam had to stop touching himself or he was going to come, and getting himself off in the middle of an orgy would have been embarrassing. He felt like he should say something to Gary, but also did not want to get too close. It seemed to odd to stand next to another naked man—especially when he was so aroused. He didn’t want anyone getting the wrong idea.

“Look at those two. Goddam! Did you have any idea, my man?”

Gary shook his head. He was still dumbstruck. He had never thought his wife was hotter, and he thought Maggie had transformed into someone else entirely. “It’s fucking incredible.”

“We should have done this years ago. Those girls are fucking hot for each other.” After a few moments, Adam added, “I can’t just watch.”

“Go for it,” Gary encouraged. He was content watching. He didn’t want to ruin the perfect beauty of their wives.

“Yes! Yes! God, just like that, Maggie!” Alexandra cried. Maggie’s face was buried between her legs and she was going at it like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment. Maggie’s tongue explored every inch of her, but it was when that tongue attacked her clit that Alexandra started crying out. It felt incredible. She was so lost in Maggie that she didn’t notice Adam had come over. When she opened her eyes, his cock was right in her face.

Adam liked the way Alexandra looked surprised when he pressed his cock to her lips. She hesitated, but then opened, and he pressed his cock into her mouth. There was only one word for the way she stared up at him—submissively. By taking his cock, she was conceding complete control to him. He held the back of her head and eased his prick deeper and deeper into her mouth. She was forced to open wide and relax her throat. Alexandra was moaning too much to really suck him, so he just slowly fucked her mouth. All the moaning made it feel so much better. She struggled against him, but Adam did not stop until his balls were resting on her cheek. 

Gary realized it was foolish to sit back and watch. Adam was choking Alexandra with his cock, but she did not stop him. Maggie’s ass waved alluringly in the air and Gary took the invitation. He knelt on the couch behind her and slid right in. Maggie whimpered with pleasure, but did not stop licking Alexandra. 

The foursome moved as one, pleasuring each other like it was their only reason for being. There was no awkwardness, just everyone playing their part. The men had it the easiest, as they weren’t sandwiched between lovers. Gary pounded his cock into Maggie and Adam steadily slid his prick in and out of Alexandra’s mouth. Alexandra’s whole world was the couple on either side of her. She allowed Adam to use her mouth as his wife licked her pussy. She had no idea what her own husband was doing. Maggie was surprised, and thrilled, when Gary joined them, but she was laser-focused on making Alexandra come. 

The men were too stimulated by their wives to last long. Adam gave out a gargled cry and pulled back just enough to unload into Alexandra’s mouth. She choked on his cum in that position, and it bubbled up out of her mouth. He loved seeing his load on her pretty lips, so it was perfect. Gary came just seconds later, trembling and then falling away from Maggie. And Alexandra finally came, destroyed by how good it felt to be used by Maggie and Adam. The orgasm swept through her and she was fully spent. She pushed Maggie away and curled into the fetal position as she tried to control her trembling. Maggie snuggled against Gary and he hugged her tightly. Adam sat back and took it all in.

The night had reached its apex and no one even knew what to say. 

 






  

eighteen
 

 

Gary awoke and knew immediately that the soft body curled up against him was not his wife’s. They were both nude. Maggie was warm in his arms and he squeezed her. She sighed in her sleep. The sun had only just begun to rise over the ocean beyond the window and the room was still mostly dark. Now that he was awake, Maggie’s body pressed to his had the usual effect and he eased out of bed as his cock stood at attention. He was a little surprised he could still get hard after how much he’d come last night. 

The hot water pounding his sore body felt good. It was the first time sex had ever left him feeling so exhausted, but then he’d never had a night like that one. He decided he could give himself a pass. And his sleep had been restless. His dreams were filled with images of the bacchanalia they’d shared, but it was like it was happening to someone else. He could not believe they’d ended up in a crazy foursome. Did we really do all of that? he asked himself. He wondered what his wife and Adam were doing in the other bedroom. Were they awake yet?

Maggie was awake when he came out of the bathroom, patting himself dry with a towel. She had thrown the sheets back and lay on her side facing him. She was a voluptuous sex bomb and his hard-on came right back. She took in his cock and smiled. “I’m glad you’re happy to see me,” she said.

Gary climbed into bed with her and inhaled the fresh scent of her hair. She’d showered before bed the night before. “I’m always happy to see you, Mags.”

“I was just afraid how you might feel after last night.”

“I’m a grown up, like everyone else,” he insisted.

“Things got a little out of hand, didn’t they? All that was not exactly what we’d planned.”

“Are you okay with it?” 

Maggie giggled. “Oh my god! Last night was so incredible. I don’t know if I could do it again any time soon, but it was so sexy and crazy. I never felt that way before. It was like I was free to just do anything I felt. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it.”

“So you don’t regret anything?”

“Do I feel like I was a dirty little slut? Yes! But it was allowed last night.” She looked up at him, concerned. “Do you regret anything?”

“No—I don’t know. No, regret is not the right word. I’m not saying it wasn’t hot, but it was just all so strange. I’m not sure I’m the orgy type.” Maggie had begun stroking his cock and it was hard to think.

She kissed him. “I’m sorry, baby.”

Gary laughed. “Don’t apologize. Last night was…I don’t know. I’m not saying it was bad. Seeing you and Lexi…holy shit. That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. I mean, wow.”

“But?”

“I guess I was just really all about you last night. We waited so long, god, I just wanted you all to myself.”

“Oh, baby. I want that too. I’m still all yours. It’s just us now, baby.”

“And that’s perfect.” They kissed.

“You don’t care that that means Lexi spent the night with Adam?” Maggie asked.

“I’m sure they were as exhausted as we were, hon,” Gary said.

As if on cue, they heard Alexandra cry out from the other bedroom. “Oh yes! Oh fuck! Adam!”

“Guess they’re awake now,” Maggie giggled.

“Who cares what they’re doing?”

Gary rolled on top of Maggie and slid right into her. He loved the way her eyes widened when they came together. He kissed her as he gently rocked his cock in and out of her.

 
 

~~~
 

Alexandra bobbed on Adam’s shaft like a piston head, also stroking him in time. He was still taking forever after coming so many times last night. He was on his back looking up at her like he was a prince and she was his concubine. But he had just woken her up by licking her to an incredible orgasm. She then pushed him away when he tried to fuck her. She was still way too sore. Alexandra would get him off, but he would have to wait for more sex. 

“Yeah, suck it, Lexi. Fuck your mouth is good,” he growled. 

Adam looked up at the beautiful blonde sucking him and thought he would never tire of that sight. In a perfect world he could get Alexandra to blow him every day, but he knew that would never be the arrangement. He wondered if Gary was enjoying Maggie at that moment. If he was, Adam wished he could have seen it. It was that thought of Maggie going down on his friend that made him pop his cork. 

Alexandra had learned Adam’s cues, and she pulled back right before he came. He was still tapped and only a little caught her cheek before the rest oozed over her pumping fist. She smiled up at him and finally said, “Good morning.”

“Christ, I couldn’t imagine a better morning.”

She wiped her cheek clean and crawled up to lay on the bed beside him. They did not cuddle, but he seemed content to look over her nude body. “That was a fun wake up. Maggie is a lucky girl” she said.

“Not as lucky as I am.”

“Thanks.”

“You were fucking off the hook last night. I thought I was going to lose my mind when you and Maggie went at it. Have you two been secretly lusting after each other all this time? Is that what you do when you meet to get coffee?”

Alexandra laughed. Figured Adam thought they were sneaking off to go down on each other when they were really sitting in a Starbucks. “Yeah, it’s just like that. We’ve been lovers for years.”

“I thought so!”

“Seriously, it was as much a surprise to me as it was to you. I’ve never given any woman a thought like that.”

“Really? No wild college experiences?”

“Oh, there were some of those, but not with other girls.”

“Do tell.”

“Maybe some other time. That was not even on my radar until Maggie kissed me, and I thought, that was fun. She’s a lovely kisser. It got me curious. And then last night, it just seemed like everything was on the table.”

“Turned out that way, didn’t it?”

“I’d say we covered all of the bases,” Alexandra agreed.

“All? Not quite all.” Adam looked like he had something particularly dirty in mind.

“What do you think we should have done that we didn’t do?”

“I don’t know if it’s a case of should’ve as much as we didn’t really do everything.”

“Are you saying you want to suck Gary off?”

“You’re insane!”

Alexandra kept a straight face for as long as she could and then succumbed to laughter.

“You’re trying to kill the mood, aren’t you?” he asked. “No, nothing gay. But last night you two girls were together, and then we had that orgy moment, but there were no threesomes.”

“I don’t know that Gary would have been cool to sit back while Maggie and I gave you all of our attention.”

“It didn’t have to be that way.”

She thought about it and realized what he was getting at. Adam was definitely kinkier than one would expect. “You’re talking about you guys sharing me, or I bet you’d rather it was Maggie.”

Adam didn’t answer. Her tone made him wonder if he should admit it, but her expression showed she knew it was true. He couldn’t help it. Having his wife blow him while Gary fucked her would be so hot. Not that sharing Alexandra wouldn’t be fun too. 

“It’s okay. I think that could be fun to watch—as long as you boys kept enough in reserve to take care of me.” She was not actually sure her husband would be up for anything like that. She was stunned he took part the way he did when they were all together. 

“That’s not the only thing,” Adam said, rolling onto his side. He gently rubbed her breasts and then teased her nipples when they became hard. He didn’t know if he had it in him to fuck her again—he needed more of a break at this point—but he just couldn’t stop touching her. She bit her lip when he tweaked her nipple and looked at him helplessly. He could tell she thought she should stop him, but wouldn’t. 

Her pussy was red and swollen and he touched it lightly. She was still soaked and he wet his fingers as he dipped them between her lips. Alexandra whimpered and then jumped when he teased her clit. Her breathing was getting deeper and deeper. Adam knew she was too sore to fuck, but it seemed like she could just come endlessly if he played with her. That, however, was not his target. He slid his wet fingers lower, over her taint, and pressed one to the rosebud of her asshole.

“Whoa!” she exclaimed, pulling his hand away. “We never talked about that.”

“You don’t like it in the ass?” Adam asked.

“Does Maggie?”

“I don’t know. I never thought she would be up for it.”

“But you think I am?”

Adam just grinned. “I think you’re up for just about anything, Lexi.”

She smacked his chest. “You’d better adjust your expectations, mister.”

“So you’re not?”

A smile slowly spread across her lips. “I didn’t say that. It has been a long time, and I didn’t particularly enjoy it way back when, but maybe with the right attitude and the right preparation I’d try again.”

That was all Adam needed to hear. Obviously Gary did not use her ass, so he would love taking it. 

“Listen. I’m going to take a shower,” she said. She’d taken one before bed, but she wanted to truly be fresh when she saw her husband. Also, she wanted some time on her own to think.

“I’ll be here waiting for you.”

 
 

~~~
 

The couples sat across from each other at the table still paired off in switched couples. Alexandra was ready to return to her husband, but Maggie remained lingering by Gary, and had sat next to him when the room service arrived. The table was loaded with eggs and pancakes and waffles and fruit, toast and coffee. It looked like Adam had ordered everything on the room service menu. There was also orange juice and champagne for mimosas, but Adam was the only one interested in drinking. Everyone else was on the coffee. Alexandra took hers black. Smalltalk flowed between the couples, but it was obvious no one wanted to be the first to bring up what had happened the night before. It came down to Adam to make a joke.

“Think we should tell them to throw out that sofa?” he said.

“Maybe they should put a plaque on it,” Alexandra said. She’d attacked the food. All that play had left her wolfishly hungry.

“This is usually a high rollers suite. I kind of doubt that was the craziest thing that’s ever happened up here,” Gary said.

“Really?” Maggie made a face.

“Hookers and blow, babe,” Adam said. 

“I guess you guys are lucky then,” Maggie replied. “You didn’t have to pay for it.”

“But having a little blow would have been interesting,” Adam said.

“We might be in the ER in that case,” Gary said.

“Look at us,” Alexandra said. “Who would have guessed that two boring suburban couples would come down to Atlantic City and have an orgy in a high rollers suite.”

“God, what would the neighbors think?” Maggie asked. “They would never guess in a million years we’d be capable.”

“Not someone as sweet and innocent as you—that’s for sure,” Gary said.

Maggie squeezed his thigh under the table. “Do I have to show you again just how innocent I’m not?”

Gary smiled. “Maybe later.”

“I think all the guys in the neighborhood would be jealous. If they got to watch what we did last night—if they had what we had—they’d never be able to handle it. Josh would have a heart attack!”

“Nicole would be saying a thousand Hail Marys!” Alexandra said.

“I don’t know about Megan and Mal, though. There’s something about those two. I think they might be into it,” Gary said.

“Do you think?” Maggie asked.

“Yeah, there’s something different about those two these days,” Alexandra agreed. “She’s got a spring in her step that I don’t think comes from regular domestic bliss.”

“Do we have that now?” Maggie asked.

Adam smirked. “I know I do.”

“I think he might be up to something, too. I wasn’t spying or anything, but I saw some hot young thing at their house while Megan was away,” Gary said.

“Well, I hope no one is paying as much attention to us as you appear to be paying to Megan and Mal,” Maggie said.

“Maybe Mal was bringing his work home. Doesn’t he run a yoga studio or something? Maybe we should swing over for a lesson sometime,” Alexandra said.

Maggie’s eyes lit up. It was hard not to notice how fit their neighbor was. “That’s a great idea.”

“Settle down, ladies. I think we have a complicated enough situation already,” Gary said.

“Speaking of our situation. Where do we go from here?” Adam asked. “Is this a thing now?”

“I think that’s something we should talk about. Privately,” Alexandra said.

“But what are we talking about? Is anyone interested in keeping this going?” Adam pressed.

Gary gave Maggie a sidelong look. He didn’t know that he was ready to give her up yet. If he continued seeing her every day, the temptation would be too great—especially now that he knew what he’d been missing. But was Alexandra becoming Adam’s mistress a price he was willing to pay? “I think it’s something we can talk about, if that’s what everyone wants.”

“We need to get a move on anyway,” Alexandra said. They are going to kick us out of here at eleven.”

They wrapped up breakfast, and for the first time since they’d paired off the night before, the married couples were alone together. Adam and Maggie went off to pack and Alexandra followed Gary into their room—the one she’d shared with Adam the night before. 

Alexandra closed the double doors and stood by them, watching her husband as he begun to pack. He might have wanted to wait to talk until they were really alone, but she could not hold out. She had to know what he thought after all that had happened. It felt like he wouldn’t make eye contact with her all through breakfast. Spending the night swapped had been Adam’s idea and she’d happily gone along with it. Did Gary resent that?

“Well?” she asked.

Gary stopped packing and sat on the edge of the bed. He looked exhausted. “Well what? Don’t you want to think about this more before we talk about it?

“I think it’s better we talk now, while the feelings are all raw. It’s too easy to rationalize things if we wait until later.”

“Okay, what do you want to talk about? Going forward or last night?”

“Let’s start with last night. Are we okay? We need to know that before we decide anything else.”

Gary sighed. “I’m okay. I’m actually more okay than I thought I would be. Last night was not at all what I imagined. When we agreed we’d all be together, I just assumed we would maybe start in the living room and then go to our bedrooms. I certainly did not think we’d end up as a big pile of bodies. I’m still not sure how that happened.”

“I think I started it,” Alexandra confessed. “It felt sort of like we were in a real life porn movie and I got a little carried away. Everything felt so good and I wanted it all.”

“I could tell.”

“Are you pissed?

“No. Just surprised. I probably shouldn’t be—I know you well enough…”

“What does that mean?” She put her hands on her hips.

“Let’s not kid ourselves. We both know you love attention and last night was sort of the logical conclusion of that. For a minute there you were really the center of attention. I’m not complaining. It’s good that it happened in a safe environment. I always wondered what you’re craving for attention meant—what it could lead to unchecked—and I think we found out last night.”

“It wasn’t just about that,” she said. Alexandra didn’t know whether to be offended or not. There was a lot of truth to what Gary said, but that did not explain what happened.

“No, I don’t think it was. I think you find Maggie as sexy as I do.” He finally smiled.

“Sort of. It really did start as curiosity, but she is a lot of fun. She knows what she’s doing. How are you with me and Adam?”

“It was weird watching you two, I’m not going to lie. It’s strange how different you are with him. But it’s okay. I don’t have the problem I thought I would with it.”

“It sounds like there’s a but there somewhere,” she said.

“It’s not something I think I need to see. If we do go forward, I don’t know that I’m up for another night like last night.”

“I understand. I think Adam’s the opposite of you. He really likes seeing Maggie like that.”

“I sort of got that sense. But he’ll have to figure out a way to indulge it another way.” Gary chuckled. “He can take you out all dressed up and see the guys come on to you. That way everybody wins.”

Alexandra shook her head. “You’re a pill. It sounds like you want to keep this going.”

“I do, but I think we should keep to ourselves, if you know what I mean. If you and Adam go out, that’s fine. And Maggie and I can have our time together.”

“I’m good with that. I bet they will be, too.”

“I think Maggie will. It sounds like Adam might not be.”

“Don’t worry. I can get Adam to play along.”

“So we’re swingers now?” Gary was incredulous.

“Are we swingers if we only play with one other couple? Is this an open marriage?”

“It doesn’t matter what we call it as long as it works for us.

Alexandra finally crossed the room and they held each other. “I love you, you know,” she said. “I could never share with Adam what I share with you.”

“I love you too, babe. I know Adam’s no threat. We just all have to make sure we’re honest with each other about what’s going on as we go forward.”

“Agreed.”

 
 

~~~
 

 

In the other bedroom, Adam and Maggie were having much the same conversation, except they agreed they wanted to carry on very quickly. Their feelings were much less complicated.

“I know you want to screw Alexandra, but are you sure you’re okay with Gary and I sneaking off together?”

“I’m more than okay with it, Maggie. I think it’s hot. You don’t have to sneak off.”

“Gary wasn’t entirely comfortable with last night. I don’t think you should be planning on a repeat performance.”

Maggie sat on Adam’s lap, playing with his shirt buttons. His hand was on her thigh, just under the hem of her skirt. She wore a cute, clingy purple sundress.

“That kind of sucks.”

“I promise I will share all of the details with you. How’s that?” Maggie kissed his cheek. She could feel him stiffening underneath her.

“That’ll have to do. You guys should go on a date. Lexi and I can watch the kids.”

“You just want to play naughty babysitter with her.”

“Maybe,” he conceded. His hand slid higher under her dress. He touched the satin of her panties. “I think you do too.”

“Mmm, maybe. She’s so sexy.”

“Who knew my wife was a secret lesbian all this time?”

“Stop it! I am not.”

Adam pressed into her panties and felt she was damp. She squirmed as he rubbed her mound and he watched the rise and fall of her tits as she became more aroused.

“I don’t know. You seem to be getting turned on thinking about it. I don’t mind, baby. I think your shopping trips are going to be much more interesting from now on.”

“Could be, but I’m getting wet because you’re touching me.” Maggie moved her butt on his lap to tease his cock. 

“So you still want your old husband even after Gary?”

“You’re silly. I want you more for letting me have Gary. Why don’t you pull those pants off so I can show you how grateful I really am.”

Maggie fell back onto the bed and peeled off her panties, while Adam lost his pants. She kept the dress on. Adam fell on top of her. His thick cock slipped right into her and she reflected on how lucky she was to have two such different lovers to please her. Except for maybe Alexandra, Maggie thought she was the luckiest woman in the world.
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