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Seduction and Swinging at the Reunion








 For many years, my wife and I have actively fantasised about bringing others into our bed. For many years, I thought that was where it would stay, in the realm of fantasy, but with my high school reunion approaching, Sally was hatching a plan. It was a plan I was happy to get on board with, seducing the one that got away. Lana.
It’s a big leap, from fantasy to reality, and I think I’m ready to take it. The big surprise is just how ready Sally and Lana are.
There's no going back now
.


Chapter One




We were out for dinner when it started. Our usual spot is a small, family-run bistro that’s just a short walk from home. We can share a bottle of wine or a few cocktails and walk home without troubling the traffic police. It was our usual date night conversation, a little bit risqué, some teasing, some people watching, and usually some sharing of fantasies. It usually ended with us both heated up and frisky, barely keeping our hands off each other on the way home before falling through our front door in the throes of passion. We’d just finished our meal and were enjoying the last of the wine when Sally threw me a curveball.

"Who are these ladies in these pics?" Sally asks as she hands her phone across the restaurant table to me. I look at her phone, and she's been browsing through my social media, something I never do. She’s on a page for my upcoming school reunion, and there are pictures of people from my senior year.

“Just some girls I went to high school with,” I reply, “ancient history.”

"Did you fuck any of them?" She asks me, semi-seriously.

“No,” I replied honestly, “is that alright?”

“Why not, Michael?” She asked, “Didn’t you want to fuck them?

“It’s a long time ago,” I hedged, “I really can’t remember.”

“Did they want to fuck you?” She kept going.

It was thirty years ago. If I remember correctly, I probably wanted to fuck every girl I met. That was what it was like as a teenager. I took another look at the pictures again.

“That one, Lana,” I said and pointed at the taller, blonde girl with big tits, “once at her birthday, wanted to fuck me, but I was with someone else, and it never happened.”

“Do you think she would fuck you now? Sally asked me with a wicked grin, “Would you fuck her now, if you got the chance?”

“No, I don’t want to fuck her now,” I said, “Why would I want her when I have you? You are more than enough, Sally.”

It wasn’t a line; it was a true story. Even though we played this game regularly, I was very happy with Sally. Her body is as toned and firm as it was on the day we met, the product of a religious fitness routine. She’d had her boobs enhanced on her fortieth birthday, though she joked that it was really a present for me, because I love big-breasted women. Her skin is still smooth, and her sex drive has never wavered. She was constantly initiating sex or sending me messages telling me to hurry home and fuck her. I honestly had no interest in other women, despite our pillow talk.

“That’s so nice of you to say, Michael,” she smiled, “your reunion is coming up, what if she wants to fuck you? You are hard to resist.”

There was no value in continually reassuring Sally now. She didn’t want to hear it. It was time to lean in, tell her what she wanted to hear, take her home and go wild, then forget about it all until next time she gets a horny notion in her head. Besides all that, all this talk of fucking Lana was getting me horny. I’d seen her pictures now, and although she wasn’t up to Sally’s standard, she was still quite beautiful. She was easily the equal of most of Sally’s friends, whom Sally constantly teased me about fucking. As fantasies went, Lana was on the top shelf.

“She’s only human,” I replied, “so I suppose she might want to. I suppose I’d better give her what she wants.”

I could see Sally’s skin flush a little, and her nipples became rock hard. I had hit the mark.

“Mmmm,” she purred, “now there’s a development.”

“I’ll get the bill,” I said, “and show you exactly how when we get home.”

“Don’t just sit there,” Sally said raggedly, “let’s get moving.”


Chapter Two







Sally and I raced home, torn between wanting to walk quicker and wanting to stop and make out. Sally would rub my cock as we kissed, and I would lift her short dress and thrust my finger into her wet pussy. If we hadn’t moved a little quicker, we would probably have been arrested for public indecency. Finally, we tumbled into our living room.

“Get me a drink, lover,” Sally said, “and I might just show you my tits.”

“Is that so?” I asked, “Pouring us both a bourbon and sitting beside Sally on our sofa, “I’d like to do more than see them.”

“All in good time, Michael,” she said, taking a sip of her drink and then slowly unbuttoning her dress, “are they as good as Lana’s?”

“I think yours are marginally better,” I said, sipping my drink casually, “but until I’ve done a full test on both lots, I’m going to have to hold my answer.”

“What would that test involve?” Sally asked, rubbing my cock through my pants.

“Thorough scientific testing,” I said, “How they feel in my hands, in my mouth, even with my cock in between them.”

“Will you come on them?” Sally asked, putting her tongue into my ear, “Your tasty spunk all over Lana’s tits?”

“Of course,” I groaned, “I need to be thorough.”

Sally unzips my pants, working my achingly hard cock out of them. She starts to pull on my cock as she continues to tease me.

“Does she know how big your cock is?” Sally asked, “Once she knows about your cock, she won’t be able to help herself; she’ll be throwing herself at you.”

She bent over and took my cock in her mouth, alternating between sucking my cock and talking about me fucking Lana.

“She’s going to be so wet for you,” she said around my head, “you’ll give her the fucking of her life.”

More sucking and gagging as she took me deep into her mouth. I decided to join in her fun and turn the tease on her.

“You can suck my cock after I’ve fucked her,” I told her, “and taste her wet pussy all over my cock.”

“Mmmmm,” Sally moaned her agreement around my cock, her fingers furiously pumping in and out of her own, no doubt, very wet pussy.

“Once probably won’t be enough,” I told Sally, running my fingers through her hair as I did, “you’ll need to be sharing this cock with her.”

Sally decided that it was time to switch it up, climbing onto my lap and grinding her pussy on my thigh, while she played with my cock and started a bit of role play.

“Oh, Michael,” Sally put on a voice, I've been waiting years for this. Hurry up and fuck me.”

“Can you handle my massive cock, Lana?” I growled in Sally’s ear.

“Yes, I want your big cock,” Sally said, “it’s so much bigger than my husband’s puny twig.”

I picked up Sally by her hips and lowered her onto my cock, watching her smile blissfully as I filled her. She rocked her hips back and forward as she rubbed her clit and continued our dirty game.

“It won’t be the same now,” Sally groaned, “now that I've had your big cock inside me. I don’t want to go back to his toothpick.”

“It’s alright,” I soothed, “my cock is always available, and if you ask my wife nicely, she’ll guide my cock into you, and lick my spunk out of you when I’m done.”

This is Sally’s go-to fantasy, helping me seduce and fuck another woman, then licking her afterwards. We’ve never been remotely close to making it a reality, but we have talked about it plenty, and it always ends the same, with Sally having a toe-curling orgasm while she rides my cock, and me coming quickly afterwards. Tonight was no exception, as Sally went into delirious raptures as soon as the words left my mouth.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Sally cried as she threw her head back, “let me watch you fuck her.”

Her words trailed into sweet, sexy whimpers as her pussy clenched around my cock and she dug her fingers into my shoulders.

“That’s it, Babe,” I soothed, “that’s good.”

Her pussy was quivering around me, and I allowed myself to think about what fucking Lana would be like. We’d played this game a million times, but what Sally was saying this time made it seem more real, more like it could come true. Did I dare to dream?

“Why don’t you put a big load in Lana’s pussy?” Sally growled in my ear.

I lasted barely thirty seconds before I blew my load; it felt like bucketloads, as if I hadn’t come in months. Sally looked at me with a knowing smile, and we fell asleep, tangled on the couch.

I was in our king-sized bed when I woke. We must have come upstairs at some point in the night. Sally wasn’t in bed, but I could hear the sound of our coffee machine frothing milk. I knew if I stayed put, I’d soon be drinking coffee with a potential side of fucking. There was definitely no need to rush.

My instincts proved correct when Sally arrived at the door with two cups of coffee, her robe undone.

“Your coffee, Sir,” she said as she placed it on the bedside table, “you can tip me afterwards.”

“I will,” I said, “thank you very much.”

We sat in the bed silently enjoying our coffee, before Sally turned to look at me seriously.

“I want you to fuck Lana,” she blurted out bluntly.

“Oh, we’re playing this game again,” I said, smiling as I felt my cock start to stir.

“We can,” Sally said, “but later. I’m serious now. I want you to fuck her.”

I looked at her for a moment, waiting for the hint of a smile, or some other signal that this was just more foreplay.

“Lana specifically?” I asked, “Or any woman?”

“Do you have others in mind?” Sally asked, looking at me seriously.

“Ummm,” I pumped the brakes, “no, nobody specific, I mean, are you serious?”

“Yes,” Sally said, “I’m totally serious. I want you to fuck Lana. Is that alright with you?”

I looked at her, shocked. It’s easy to say it’s alright. Even easier when your dick is hard and you’re engaged in a passionate tryst and it’s driving you both wild.

“Is this a test?” I asked meekly.

“I’m going to start again here,” Sally says patiently, “I can see you like the idea, because you’re rock hard again, so that’s a given. Just sit and listen to what I’m thinking, alright?”

“Sure,” I said, “that’s a good idea.”

“We’ve had these fantasies for a while now,” Sally explained softly, “other people, threesomes, you know what I’m talking about. It’s been good fun, but I think we are in a position where we trust each other enough to make it real.”

“Go on,” I said, feeling a growing excitement. I knew that I needed to shut up and let Sally lead the way.

“I think there are a couple of my friends that would go for it,” Sally continued as I tried to think of which of her friends would be interested, “but the problem is if we ask, and they say no, well, what then?”

“But if they say yes?” I asked, forgetting my earlier resolution to let Sally do all the talking.

“Possibly even worse,” Sally responded, “let’s say Brenda says yes, I don’t really want to fuck Brad. Cheryl is single, and I know she would, but what if the others found out? No, it has to be someone outside our circle. At least until we get a handle on it.”

Sally was right, as always. However, I was excited to hear that Cheryl would be interested in joining us, something I would save for discussion at a later date.

“Good point,” I said, “go on.”

“So, if we are going to do this,” Sally continued, “someone who is not in our circle of friends is better, and someone who lives a long way from here is better still. The fact that Lana is still so hot is the cherry on top. I think you agree?”

“Well, yeah, sure,” I said, “she seems pretty nice.”

“She’s fucking hot, Michael,” Sally informed me, “I think your reunion is the place to do it. With any luck, I can join in afterwards.”

My cock swelled at this. Sally was giving me the green light to fuck another woman, and to top it off, she wanted a threesome afterwards.

“You’re the boss,” I said, “let’s make a plan.”

“You won’t be able to plan anything with your cock that hard,” Sally said, “lie on your back.”

I did as I was told, and Sally straddled me, my cock sliding easily into her wet pussy. She was obviously as into this idea as I was.

“Now,” Sally said as she rocked her hip, “tell me how you’re going to fuck Lana and send me proof.”

I groaned as a new game began.


Chapter Three







After the decision was made, Sally and I put a plan of sorts into place. With only two weeks to the reunion, I made contact with Lana and told her how much I was looking forward to seeing her again at the reunion.

She was initially surprised that I had contacted her, but we soon warmed up to some regular chats.

We discussed our current lives, careers, and marriages and eventually began talking about the past. I got the impression she wasn’t happy in her marriage, though she never said it outright. Nor did she say she was blissfully happy. She mentioned that she had a crush on me back at school and was disappointed that nothing came of it. I told her I regretted not making a move, and I should have given her more attention. She liked that, and after just a few days of casual chats, she was sending me pictures of herself, some almost naked, the others, totally naked.

She’s in good shape, toned and sporty, with big tits and a great arse. She ups the ante and asks me to send a dick pic. She also asks me about Sally’s and my marriage, literally in the same message. I reply honestly, telling her that Sally is on board with me seeing other women, so long as I keep her informed. I even offer her the chance to message Sally directly.

A few days out from the reunion, it’s starting to get very real. Neither of us has said it outright, but we’ve both come pretty close to confirming that at some point in the weekend, this affair will get physical.

The reunion is in my old hometown, a couple of hours away, so Sally and I booked a hotel just near the venue. Sally had booked a room with two king beds, hoping that all three of us would be spending the night. The main reunion was for former students only on Saturday night, followed by lunch at a winery on Sunday for students and any partners who wished to attend. Lana lives a little closer than we do, but she let me know that she and a friend were sharing a motel room not far from the venue, and that her husband wouldn’t be making the trip. I took the fact that she had told me that as a good sign.

When the night came, I was beyond nervous, and I could tell Sally was too. As I got ready in our hotel room, she ran me through plans and scenarios.

“Are you absolutely sure you want this?” I asked her for the thousandth time.

“Completely,” Sally answered, “and if Lana isn’t on board, we’ll find someone else.”

“It’s just a lot to put on her,” I continued, “to cheat is one thing, this is a little more.”

“She’s all but told you she’s going to fuck you tonight,” Sally reminded me, “it just gets down to whether we can make a party out of it.”

“You won’t get jealous if she only wants me?” I asked, once again, for the thousandth time.

“Of course not, Darling,” Sally soothed, “this is just a beginning. We are both going to enjoy many new things tonight, tomorrow, or whenever. Now you need to get going, you’ve got a MILF to fuck.”

Despite Sally’s encouragement, I was still nervous as I entered the venue. I grabbed my name tag, said a quick hello to a few people, and headed to the bar to grab a nerve-settling drink. As I took a gulp of bourbon and cola, I spotted Lana walking into the venue. She looked fantastic, her blonde hair and boobs bouncing as she strutted in, easily outshining her friend. Every eye in the room was on her, and she was making a beeline for me.

“Hello, Michael,” she beamed as she hugged me and kissed my cheek, before whispering in my ear, “it’s so good to see you.”

Our embrace lingered longer than it should have for two old friends, and I was sure everyone in the room was watching us. We came apart as her friend cleared her throat quietly.

“You remember Brenda,” Lana quickly recovered as she made the introduction. In truth, I didn’t really remember Brenda,

“Of course I do,” I lied, extending a hand, “how are you, Brenda? Can I get you ladies a drink?”

Brenda shook my hand and smiled. She was really quite pretty, but I only had eyes for Lana.

“I’d love a white wine, thanks, Michael,” Brenda smiled, before joking, “I can’t remember whether Lana prefers sex on the beach or a long, comfortable screw.”

“Shoosh, you bitch,” Lana said playfully, “I’ll just have a white wine, too, Mike. Don’t listen to her, she’s sex obsessed lately.”

“Just making up for lost time, Darling,” Brenda replied, “just like you should be.”

Lana gave Brenda a harsh look before looking to me to see if I had picked up on this comment. I smiled at her and raised an eyebrow, then turned to the bar and ordered drinks. With drinks in hand, we moved to a tall table in a quiet corner. Brenda quickly took her leave.

“I’m going to leave you two to catch up,” she announced, “I need to find Gary Bowen.”

I looked at Lana for an explanation as she walked across the room purposefully.

“Gary Bowen was her first,” Lana explained, “Brenda got divorced last year, and she has been chasing her sexual youth, and the attention her husband stopped giving years ago.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?” I asked, fully aware that Lana and I could be doing the same thing, and that Lana might not be getting the attention from her husband.

“There’s definitely nothing wrong with that,” Lana replied, “I’m sure there are things we all wish we’d done then, and now.”

“I never paid you enough attention back then,” I said, “ I could make up for that now. If attention is what you need.”

“I see,” Lana said slowly, “it’s true my husband doesn’t pay me much attention anymore. It was nice to get your messages. Nice to be seen.”

“You’re very beautiful,” I said, “I want you to know that. I wish we’d been together then.”

Lana had moved closer to me; I could feel her almost touching me, her breath slightly ragged.

“There were rumours about the size of your dick,” she said, “I never thought they were true, but that photo you sent me. It got me thinking a lot.”

It was time to close the deal. We had danced around the inevitable too long. There was not a single other person at this reunion that I wanted to talk to; now it was time to see if this was real.

“I know you're married,” I said quietly, “but I know you came without your husband, and we’ve shared more than just friendly messages. Why don’t you come back to my hotel room, and we can make up for lost time?”

Lana paused to process what I had said. I wondered for a moment if I had blown it, until she subtly moved her hand and put it on my dick. She smiled as she squeezed my rapidly hardening cock. I groaned, wanting this more than ever.

“Is your wife back in the hotel room?” Lana asked, “Do we need to go to my motel?”

“I think we’ll only be cramping Brenda’s style,” I joked, “my wife Sally is currently having a cocktail in the bar of our hotel. She will stay there until we finish, or we message her to join us.”

Lana let out a slight gasp at this revelation, then shut her eyes as she debated with herself. Finally, she opened her eyes and looked at me intensely.

“Let's go,” she said, “before I come to my senses.”

It was a short walk back to the hotel, and we rushed across the lobby. I paused to point out Sally in the lobby bar, and we exchanged a wave. I think this put Lana’s mind at ease.

As soon as we were in the room, we kissed and embraced. Lana’s breathing was hard and ragged, and I moved my lips down her neck.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”

I lifted her dress and pulled aside her g-string. My fingers explored her pussy as she moaned and panted in my ear. Her pussy was smooth, freshly waxed by the feel, and she was wet and excited.

“I went and got waxed just for you,” Lana said, “do you like it?”

“I love it,” I told her, “but I would love your pussy, whatever you did with it. I’ve been thinking about eating it for weeks.”

I squatted in front of her and pulled aside her g-string before I buried my face in her pussy. My tongue probed her wet hole as Lana filled the room with sounds of pleasure. Her hands gripped my head, holding herself steady while I licked her pussy like a man taking water after a week in the desert.

"I can't remember the last time he ate my pussy,” she told me between moans and pants of pleasure, “I’m going to cum. I can’t remember the last time he made me come.”

Her whole body shuddered as her orgasm wracked her body. She screamed through the waves of pleasure as I rolled my tongue around her swollen clit and sucked it into my mouth. She gripped my head as I kept tickling her clit with my tongue, keeping her coming for as long as I could. I wished Sally were here to see me please this woman, and I knew then that this was the future of our sex life. Pleasing others to please each other. With Lana’s legs quivering with pleasure, she moaned louder and pushed my head away, lying back onto the bed, still telling me how much she had enjoyed it.

"I need that cock,” she panted, “I want you to fuck me. I want to see your cock for real and feel your cock in me. Please fuck me, Michael.”

I stood and looked at her on the bed. Her body was amazing, and I was more than ready to fuck her, but I wanted to make sure she enjoyed every moment and that it was a night to remember.

“Why don’t you undress for me? I asked, “Then I’ll show you my cock, and give you everything you want.”

She didn't waste any time, springing to her feet and unzipping the front of her dress, the hint of cleavage previously on offer becoming a full view of her fulsome breasts. She steps out of the dress, then removes her bra, taking her breasts in her hands and pulling up her nipples to lick them for me.

“Do you like my tits, Michael?” She asked, “Do you want to suck on my nipples?”

“Yes, I do,” I said, “and I want to come all over them. We’ve got all night, though, and even tomorrow.”

“Mmmmm,” Lana hummed approvingly as she pulled her g-string.

“Will you leave your g-string for Sally?” I asked her, “She wants to know how good I treated you. I think your wet underwear will be good for that.”

“Oh fuck,” Lana quivered as she passed me her g-string, “you two are quite the kinky couple. I need to hear more.”

“We’ve got time for that later,” I said, “sit on the bed and I’ll show you something.”

Lana sat on the bed with her eyes glued to me as I unbuttoned my shirt and pants. I delayed pulling my boxers off, and she had to be content with the outline of my hard cock. She bit her lip and gave a small gasp as I freed my cock, and it waved proudly in the air. I moved towards her outstretched hands, and she took hold of it with both hands. She slowly stroked it, played with my balls and rubbed my precum all over the tip. Her hands were soft and cool against my hot, rock-hard cock. She worked without any urgency, like she had no rush to do anything else.

“Can I taste it?” She asked me.

She didn’t wait for an answer, and I wouldn’t have told her no, as she leaned forward and took the tip into her mouth. She started slowly but built up pace, bobbing up and down and moaning as she's sucking, as if she’s enjoying this as much as me licking or fucking her. For my part, I was loving it. Sally gives great head and can make me blow in just minutes if she wants to, but this was something else. Maybe it was just the thrill of a different mouth. I groaned softly, thinking about further research.

“You are so good at that,” I murmured, playing with Lana’s hair, “so good.”

Lana stops and looks up at me, smiling at the compliment.

“I’m out of practice,” she says, “if he won’t lick me, I’m definitely not sucking his dick. Now fuck me, please.“

“Are you ready for my cock?” I asked, “Are you ready to cheat on your husband?”

I’m not sure why I asked her; the last thing I wanted was for her to reconsider her infidelity. Something about saying those words made me so hard, though, and they did something to Lana, too. Something I couldn’t believe.

"Fuck me,” she commanded with authority, ”stretch my pussy like his dick never has. I want you to ruin me for his small prick.”

I climbed onto the bed and spread her wide, slowly pushing inside of her. The look on her face told me I was the biggest she had had, and that I needed to go easy.

“It’s so big,” she gasped, “I’m not sure I can…”
Her words trailed off as I slid further into her, and she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan.

“That’s it,” I said, “relax and enjoy it, I’ll just go slow.”

Lana’s eyes stayed shut as I filled her. Once I was all in, I started pumping slowly, her wetness providing some lubrication as her pussy stretched around me. It was exquisite, and as she warmed into it, she pulled me closer and urged me to fuck her faster.

“That’s it,” she yelled, “ride me hard.”

I had no hesitation, pumping into her and pushing her legs back further so that I could thrust deeper into her. I was pounding her hard now, her pussy fully accepting my cock, her eyes wild with the pleasure of being fucked intensely.

Suddenly, her back arched, and she screamed as her orgasm hit her hard. Her legs shook, and I lifted them up to go deeper again, kissing her calves as her pussy tightened around my cock and her orgasm washed through her whole body.

I fucked her slowly now, and played with her ripe nipples while her orgasm subsided and she looked up at me with bright eyes, a look of complete joy across her face. I handed her my phone.

“Press the dial button,” I said, “call Sally and tell her you liked it. Then tell her to come up here and watch me fuck you again.”

Lana hesitated, but I could tell she liked the idea.

“She just wants to watch?” She asked, “Doesn’t she want to fuck you?”

I pulled my cock out of her and rubbed my cock around her wet pussy lips, causing her to shudder with pleasure.

“She’ll fuck me after we’ve fucked plenty,” I tell her, “and you’re welcome to stay the night and watch us fuck. We even arranged a spare bed. Dial the number.”

I pointed at the second queen-sized bed in the room and pushed my cock back into her, causing a quick gasp. She pressed the button on my phone, and didn’t have to wait very long for an answer.

“Hello, is that Sally?” She asked tentatively, “It’s Lana, thank you for letting your husband fuck me.”

There was a pause while Sally replied, but I couldn’t hear what Sally said.

“He’s fucking me right now,” Lana continued, “and it’s amazing, but we think you should see it.”

Another pause, while Sally spoke.

“No, I won’t let him come until you get here,” Lana replied, “but hurry, because I want you to see me come, too.”

I slid my cock into her as she ended the call, and I started to pump back and forth slowly. I took the phone from her and we started to enjoy ourselves again.

“Sally doesn’t want you to come until she gets here,” Lana told me, “she wants to see you come in me.”

“I see,” I said, “and will you stay and watch me fuck her?”

“I’ll stay as long as you two will let me,” Lana said, “now get on your back. I want to ride you.

Sally walked into the room as I was lying on my back, walking straight over to the bed beside us and sitting down to watch.

“Don’t stop for me,” she instructed, “please carry on. Thank you, Lana.”

If Lana was disturbed or concerned by this, she didn’t let on; she continued in her stride, lowering herself onto my cock once again. Within seconds, she was bouncing on my dick, my size no longer an issue as she rides me. I turned to look at Sally’s reaction to this. Her mouth is open and she is breathing hard. Her hand is between her legs, as she furiously finger fucks herself. While I watch Sally watch us, Lana gives us a sudden reminder that there are three of us in the room.

"I'm coming,” she yells as she rides me hard, and squirts all over my cock, “Mike is making me squirt, Sally,” she says, “nobody has ever done that.”

I squeeze her nipples as she orgasms again, and I turn towards Sally, seeing that watching Lana orgasm had pushed her over the edge. The pleasure of this moment was all-consuming, and I felt my nuts tighten as I shot a steady, warm stream of my spunk deep into Lana’s pussy.

“Oh fuck,” Lana said, “It feels like a fire hose just spunked in me. Sally, how do you handle this man?’

Lana rolled off of me and lay beside me. Sally moved over to the bed and lay on the other side of me.

“Thank you, Lana,” Sally said, “I hope we haven’t scared you. We wanted to do this, and you caught my eye. You really are a stunning woman.”

“That’s very nice to hear,” Lana said, almost sleepily, “thank you for letting me fuck your husband.”

“I hope this won’t be the last time you do,” Sally said, “you’re welcome in our bed any time, isn’t she, Mike?”

“Absolutely,” I said, “I told her she should stay the night, too.”

“You definitely should,” said Sally, “but I hope you can sleep through me fucking Mike. I need to reclaim him.”

I felt my cock getting harder. Harder still when Sally’s hand started rubbing up and down it, her hand sliding along easily, lubricated by the mix of juices from Lana and me.

“If I can’t sleep, can I watch?” Lana asked.

“Of course you can,” Sally replied, “I hope you enjoy watching as much as I did.”

Lana kissed my cheek, then leaned over and kissed Sally gently, before moving across to the other bed. Sally had not stopped working my cock in this whole time, and I was now hard and ready for her.

“Fuck me from behind, Mike,” she commanded, “He feels amazing from behind, Lana. Do you want him to fuck you from behind?”

Lana nodded, her eyes glassy with pleasure again, as she fingered herself, her fingers coated in my spunk. I knelt behind Sally, and we both looked at Lana as I fucked her. Faster and faster, I pounded my cock into Sally, and she moaned and swore her way towards an orgasm. Lana looked at her and nodded, encouraging with her eyes, and her own pleasure.

“Can we have a threesome tomorrow, Sally?” Lana asked as she pinched her own nipples, “I want to fuck you both.

It was too much for Sally, she threw her head back and almost howled her orgasm at the ceiling.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she yelled as we both came together, “Oh fuck, yes.”

She fell forward off my cock, as I spurted another, much smaller load onto her arse cheek. We collapsed together in a sticky mess, falling asleep as we watched Lana slowly masturbating herself to sleep.


Chapter Four







I woke to see Sally sitting on the edge of Lana’s bed, sipping a takeaway coffee and chatting to Lana like an old friend. Sally was dressed in a short, summer dress, while Lana was naked with her hair tousled. Both women looked equally beautiful to me at this point, but Sally had the slight advantage of access to her clothes and makeup that Lana didn’t.

“Good morning, sleepy head,” Sally said, “I’ve got coffee for all of us, and there’s pastries. I didn’t think we’d want to go out straight away.”

“Good morning to both of you beautiful women,” I said, trying to be smooth as I reached for my coffee.

“Sally looks beautiful,” Lana laughed, “I must look like I’ve been through the spin dryer.”

“You look good to me,” Sally said, kissing her on the cheek, “I’m really glad you stayed.”

“Me too,” Lana said, “is everything still OK? With last night, I mean.”

“Very much so,” Sally said, “are you planning to go to the winery for lunch?”

“I was going to see how last night went,” Lana looked at me and smiled, “what about you two?”

Sally and I exchanged a glance before Sally put her hand on Lana’s shoulder.

“We were planning to go, to see if we could entice you back here for a threesome,” Sally said, “but as you’re already here, I’m not sure it’s worth the trip.”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” said Lana, “I’ve been thinking about this all night.”

Lana pulled Sally towards her and kissed her passionately. The two women were over each other in a flash, unable to contain themselves any longer. I sat with my coffee, watching my two beautiful lovers kiss and touch each other. Sally paused a moment to remove her dress, a short sundress that showed off her legs beautifully. I should have known she wasn’t wearing underwear. I can imagine her at the cafe ordering our coffees and pastries with just some thin cloth between her naked pussy and the world. I groaned as I felt my cock harden at my wife’s brazenness. I wanted to join the two women, but I knew I should let them play a while. I’d had a lot of fun last night, and there would be more to come; there was no need to rush.

The two women knelt facing each other, fondling each other’s nipples while they kissed, their level of arousal growing right in front of me. I watched as Lana’s right hand moved down Sally’s body, lingering over her trimmed bush, before sliding her middle finger into her.

“Oh, that’s so good,” Sally said, throwing her head back.

“You like that?” Lana asked, “Yes, you like that.”

Sally couldn’t quite answer, just nod and moan. I could tell she liked it. There are certain tells she gives away during sex, and I’d learned them all over the years. Now Lana was unlocking them, too. An unfamiliar ringtone interrupted our reverie, and Lana suddenly looked as though she’d been caught off guard.

“Oh fuck,” she said, “that’s Ross, my husband, pass it here.”

Taking the phone with her spare hand, she swiped to answer and put it on speaker before placing it beside her on the bed. At no point did she even contemplate removing her finger from Sally’s pussy.

“Hi Honey,” she said in her calmest voice, “I’m just packing, so I’ve got you on speaker.”

“Where are you?” Ross asked aggressively.

“I’m at the motel, Babe,” Lana said, a slight furrow on her brow, “like I said, I’m packing to come home.”

As she spoke, she continued to pleasure Sally, adding a thumb on Sally’s clit to the finger in her pussy. Sally put her hand over her mouth to stifle her moans as Lana smiled confidently at her.

“Don’t lie,” came the reply, “you’re at a hotel downtown, not the motel you said you would be at.”

Lana’s smile faded slightly, but she continued to pleasure Sally, her intent to make Sally happy undeterred by her husband’s accusations.

“Wait,” Lana hissed, “are you tracking me? Are you tracking my phone?”

“Just answer the question,” Ross hit back, “you’re the one who can’t be trusted.”

“This was going to wait until I got home,” Lana said coldly, “until I could look you in the eye and tell you, but seeing as you have chosen to spy on me, you can find out now.”

Sally and I exchanged a glance, and Lana was still pleasuring Sally.

“Do you want some privacy?” Sally whispered to Lana.

“Stay right here,” Lana whispered in return, before pointing at me, “and you stand up.”

“Find out what?” Ross demanded from the phone, “Who are you whispering to?”

“Ross, Darling,” Lana said slowly as she took my cock in her spare hand, “this has been coming for a while. In the kitchen top drawer is an envelope; it’s got our divorce papers in it. We are done.”

“What the fuck?” Ross bellowed, as Lana took a break in conversation to lick a tiny drop of pre cum off the tip of my cock, before leaning across and kissing Sally.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t seen it coming, Ross,” Lana said, “so it’s time to pack your bags. I won’t be home tonight, but you need to be gone by tomorrow.”

“Are you having an affair?” Ross asked aggressively, “Did that bitch, Brenda, put you up to this?”

“No, and no,” Lana replied tartly, “for the record, I’ve been faithful all along, but last night, a wonderful man from my school gave me more orgasms in one night than you have delivered in the past five years.”

“What?” Ross spat, “So you are cheating.”

“Don’t interrupt, I haven’t finished,” Lana continued, “I’m still with them now, and while you’ve been on the phone, I’ve been finger fucking his wife and pulling his cock. I’m going to have to go soon, because I’ve got an intense desire to lick Sally’s pussy while Mike fucks me doggy style. Oh, and one other thing...”

“What else?” Ross sounded beaten.

“Brenda is not a bitch,” Lana replied, “she’s a beautiful woman who decided not to take her husband’s shit anymore, and you know that better than anyone.”

“So you’re going to be a slut like her?” Ross bit back.

“Just like you wanted,” Lana said icily, “I saw your search history on porn hub, the snide remarks about me doing more for you, or asking me to bring Brenda home for a threesome. I guess you should be careful what you wish for, Ross. Now, if there’s nothing else, I’ve got a pussy to lick. Goodbye.”

Lana let go of my cock to hang up the phone, and laughed nervously as the call ended. Sally took her hand from her mouth and let out a soft moan of pleasure.

“Do you need some time?” Sally asked Lana, “Are you alright?”

“I’m sorry you had to hear that,” Lana said, “and in case you’re wondering, it’s been coming for a while. Nothing that’s happened between us three changed what happened with Ross.”

“As long as you’re alright,” Sally told Lana, “that’s the main thing.”

“I’m fine,” Lana smiled, “so let’s put it aside for now, so we can have that threesome.”

Sally kissed Lana again, and once more, I was relegated to the role of spectator. Just like last time, I could happily wait, watching these women enjoy each other would keep me content for a long time. My moment would come. It came sooner than I expected when Lana whispered something into Sally’s ear and lay down on the bed. Sally smiled at me and motioned me over as she lowered her pussy onto Lana’s mouth.

“I think this is something you’ve wanted forever,” she told me, “go ahead and fuck her while I sit on her face.”

It was something I’d wanted forever, and it was finally here. Sally leaned forward and gently spread Lana’s pussy lips so that I could slide easily into her wet, wanting pussy. I heard Lana groan loudly into Sally’s pussy, and it felt even better than it had the night before. Sally rubbed Lana’s clit as I pumped into her deeply, leaning forward to kiss Sally. As I kissed Sally, my body overwhelmed me. I like to make sure my lover comes first, but this was too much. Kissing my wife while I fucked our lover, who was in turn licking my wife, was just crazy.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, “I’m going to come.”

“Yes,” Sally said loudly, “don’t worry, I’ll take care of her.”

She smiled as she watched me thrust my hips and empty my balls into Lana, groaning with pleasure as I did. When I was entirely spent, she pushed me away and moved down into a full sixty-nine position. I sat and enjoyed my front row seat as my two wonderful lovers licked each other into a frenzy. I can’t tell you who came first; there were barely five seconds between them, but I can confirm that Sally had one of the biggest orgasms I’ve ever seen from her. She shouted and moaned as her entire body shook in ecstasy. For her part, Lana delivered one of the wettest orgasms I’d ever witnessed, soaking the bed and Sally’s face as she screamed her pleasure deep into Sally’s pussy. When the storm had passed, the two women untangled themselves, collapsing on the bed around me, slowly catching their breath.

“So, Lana,” Sally finally spoke, “do you want to come and stay at our place on the long weekend?”

It would be a four-hundred-kilometre round trip by my estimation, a big ask, even for a long weekend.

“If the sex is this good,” Lana giggled as she spoke, “I’ll drive up every second day.”

“I’d like that,” it was my turn to laugh, “but I’ll need a few days’ recovery.”

“We can always get on with things while you rest, Darling,” Sally advised, “can’t we, Lana?”

“Like right now,” Lana said as she reached for Sally’s hand.


THANKS

Thanks for reading MILF Street: Seduction and Swinging at the Reunion. If you liked what you read, please rate and review. It will help to get my work noticed.
It’s the first in a planned series, so if you like what Sally and Mike got up to in this book, follow my author page to keep up with my latest releases.
Thanks


Matt
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Matt Black is a currency trader who started writing erotic fiction after he and his two lovers moved to a small coastal town on the east coast of Australia. Something about the fresh salt hair and two beautiful women by his side unleashed his creativity.  He writes about Hotwife, MILF and swinging. With no shortage of life experiences to draw on and a healthy network of “friends with benefits”, Matt is a welcome addition to the Velvet Pages Team.



Books By This Author

Harem Beach House: A Slice of Life Contemporary Harem


It was supposed to be a seaside holiday for my girlfriend, Rachel and me—a chance to relax, regroup and reconnect in the bedroom. Maybe even try out some new things. Work had been hectic, and our time together had been rushed and routine. Now we had two weeks of relaxation, fun, sun, and sand- with no distractions from the outside world. Or so I thought.
Our quiet beach time is interrupted by the arrival of Rachel’s friends(and my fantasy), Brandy and Annie, and what the three women have planned involves a lot of fun and sun, but not much relaxing.
Brandy wants Rachel, Annie wants to lose her gold star, and Rachel wants to see me with other women. While I don’t want to be greedy here, I want them all.
My dreams have come true, my formerly vanilla girlfriend has revealed a side to herself that I had always asked for, but can I keep up with her newfound kinks?
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