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Chapter 1

Jason

The blaring of the alarm clock yanked me from my warm cocoon of sleep. My arm shot out and stabbed the snooze button.

“Let’s call in sick. I don’t wanna get up.” Grace rolled over, snuggling her chin into my neck, and her leg shifted to cover mine. Her hand drifted from my chest down over my stomach and lower...

Warm tremors of desire and lust flooded through me. “Mmm...” I smiled and turned to kiss her forehead. “I know what you want. Even after last night, and you still want more.”

Her fingertip teased in the slit, glazing the knob of my dick with slipperiness. “Hey. It’s not just me who’s been fired up these past few days.” Her lips pressed into me, sucking my neck and ending with a gentle nip of her teeth.

I rolled onto my side and kissed her lips. She was warm and soft in my arms, the floral scent of her hair infusing my nostrils. “I know. Except it’s been more like a week than a few days. But it’s always like that before we go to the club—fucking like minks.”

I pulled my hand back and closed it over her breast. The button tip of her nipple slid between my fingers, and I scraped my thumbnail over the pebbly surface. Oh yeah, she wanted this as much as me. The satin smoothness of her skin brushed against my palm as I lowered my hand over the curve of her waist and then down to the hot moistness between her legs.

Oh God. She was driving me nuts with her hand, pulling on my shaft, twisting her wrist with each upward stroke. My hips rocked back and forth and my fingers parted the folds of her pussy. She gasped when my finger stroked her clit, softly teasing the underside. Yeah, she was already wet; and ready as a cat in heat.

My eyes opened wide when her hand left my cock and pushed my shoulder forcing me to lie on my back. She sat up and threw the covers away, turning in one fluid motion to straddle my hips. Her fiery mane of hair fell forward over her shoulders as she gazed at me, with eyes heavy lidded and lips parted. Wanton desire exuded in the soft features of her face and breath, hesitant and raspy.

Oh fuck she was hot; gorgeous tits jiggling a little as she rose to her knees, fingers once more curling around my shaft, sliding the thick knob through her pussy lips. Much as I wanted to jerk my hips up to impale her, it was too erotic watching this. My cock looked huge and thick nestled between the slick darkness of pussy lips, her hips lowering and then rising to slide it slowly in the hot furrow.

For just a moment, I pictured her on top of another guy. It was his dick she was adoring with her pussy, taunting and teasing him, so close to her opening. His cock, she begged to be fucked with. Another man fucking my wife. “Ride it baby.” The slight rise of her belly, filled with another guy’s cock.

I grabbed her hips, my fingers digging in, pulling her onto me. “Oh...fuck it.” Tight, hotness gripped my cock, the cheeks of her ass like a quick kiss on my balls before she rose again. She rose slowly and fell once more onto me, enfolding my cock deep in her hot wetness.

This time she rotated her hips in a slow, sensuous circle, pulling my shaft while her eyes closed. I touched her clit, vibrating the firm nub with my finger.

“Oh yeah, Keep doing that... Don’t stop…” She breathed the words and rose again, quicker now, riding my cock, her breasts now bouncing heavily.

My hips jerked up and down in tandem with her, the lust in my cock threatening to erupt. “That’s it baby ride him harder.”

Her lips were soft, her breath now a pant as she bucked on top of me. The sight of my cock pounding hard into her was too much. “OH FUCK! I’M COMING” The first jolt of lust spurted, pulsed hard from my shaft. A second, burst forth as my fingers clutched at her, pulling her hard on to me. My body locked, legs trembling as lust spilled from every cell in my body.

My cock became white hot metal, her flesh squeezing and pulling as her own orgasm flooded over me wetly. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she yelped, each word punctuated with a jerk of her hips, increasing  the pleasure spilling out of my rod.

With each pulse of jizz I snarled back, “Ride him, baby! Fuck him Grace! Fuck him!”

Emptied, I moaned “Oh God” as I sank back onto the pillow, and panted, my heart pounding, racing in my chest.

She slumped forward, her arms brushing each side of my head, our foreheads touching. “Oh fuck, Jason. That was so good.”

I held her and stroked the satiny skin on her back. “Fucking A.” I smiled and tilted my chin up to kiss her lips. “I can’t wait until Saturday night. Just you and me and a hundred sexy people.”

Her hips moved and I could feel my cock slipping out, dribbling our passion over my pelvis. She whispered in my ear. “Jason?”

My head pulled to the side and I lifted the lock of hair from her cheek. “Hmmm?”

She smiled and rolled off of me, once more snuggling into my body, her fingers threading through the hair on my chest. “When you came...you said fuck him? I’ve never heard you call your dick, him. It’s usually ‘it’. What was that all about? You’re changing it from an object to a persona?” She laughed and looked up into my eyes.

My chest tightened and the breath inside stilled for a moment. It would be easy to go along with the silly explanation, calling it a ‘him’ but I hesitated. Maybe it was time to tell her, especially now that we had gone to the couples club already; the outing coming up was a return trip…

“Actually, sometimes I think about you fucking another guy while I watch. When you’re on top, looking so hot and sexy...well.” My hand cupped her cheek. “I think a lot of guys fantasize that.” I was watching her face carefully. “Does that upset you?”

She pulled back and her eyes narrowed, looking past me.

What was she thinking? Was she angry? Weirded out? The muscles in my neck tightened watching her.

“No. I’m not upset. Surprised maybe, but not upset.” She snuggled into me once more and I let out the breath that had hitched in my throat.

My arm rose and I pulled her close, my hand skimming absently over her back. “Look it’s just a fantasy. Probably because we’ve already gone to the club. The last time, when you were dancing in that skimpy dress, I saw lots of guys and women checking you out. I liked it.”

“Yeah. I noticed that as well. It was the first time a woman gave me the once over in a club.” She made an odd purse of her lips. “It was… so blatantly sexual. It was funny because...” she turned her head and nibbled the bottom of her lip for a second. Then with a sharp sort of nod, she said, “Okay, frankly, I liked it. I’ve been given the once over by guys forever… but it was different when it was coming from a woman.” She tilted her head and looked at me from the corner of her eye. “Remember that pretty brunette in the red dress?”

Uh oh… I looked up at the ceiling stalling for time. This was a minefield I was about to step into. “I think so.”

If my nose wasn’t growing with that lie, my dick sure was, even after coming like thunder. I had noticed the couple, both of them devouring Grace with their eyes. She’d been petite, every curve highlighted in her own short, form fitting dress. The guy was tall and dark haired like me, but a few years younger and more athletic looking. Actually when I pictured a guy with Grace, he was who I had in mind.

Which of course would naturally lead to me fucking his wife. Not that I’d mind but really, it was more watching Grace get her cookies off with him while I watched, that got me hot. And that’s the truth; even though I have a hard time believing it myself!

I tried to be oh so casual about it all when I replied, “So you liked her checking your body out? I wonder if they’ll be there on Saturday?” So far, we’d never played with other people, only watched what was happening and then fucked each other blind in an area that had more privacy. Some of the beds had drapes you could pull around them if you wanted, and those were the ones we used. A lot of other beds were just out in the open too—to each their own I guess.

So every time we ever went to the club, we’d pull the curtains and jump each other like a couple of horny teenagers. It had always been just the two of us. Was that about to change, this time? I held my breath as I waited for her reply.

She was looking in my eyes and chewing her lower lip, gauging her reply when her eyes flew open wide. “Shit!” she said, sitting  up quickly.

“What’s wrong?”

She threw back the covers and swung her legs over the side of the bed. “Oh no! I forgot I have that meeting about the new claims system at ten! I can’t call in sick! I’m presenting the section on prescription drugs!”

She stood up and glanced at the clock. “I’ve only got half an hour to shower and get out the door. I’m going to be late!” She scampered across the floor, treating me to the sight of her curvy butt cheeks doing a small jiggle. Just as she was going through the bathroom door, she said over her shoulder, “Besides which, I’m meeting Chloe for lunch.”

It was no wonder that the couple at the club had been checking her out. Even though she was in her mid-thirties, she had the body of a cheerleader, lots of curves, all firm from the time spent at the gym.

That damned claims meeting. Who would schedule an important meeting on the Friday before a long weekend? If not for that I would have loved to linger in bed, talking about her interest in the lady at the club. Oh well. I sat up and then slid off the bed, my nose twitching, mouth watering for the coffee brewing in the kitchen.

We’d talk about this later. Maybe make it an early night… well, head to bed early, that is!


Chapter 2

Grace

Thank God the meeting was over. The rest of the day would drag though, doing all the statistics on service times the suits always loved to hear about. I glanced at my watch as I sat waiting in my car for Chloe. Ten minutes after twelve. Something must have come up or she’d be here. I reached for my cell phone and was about to send her a text when the door to her office building opened and she appeared.

Her hand rose, waving to me and her face beamed in a wide smile. I started the car still watching her scamper down the wide, granite steps, a flash of tanned thigh under a green pencil skirt. Her boobs, straining the buttons of her white blouse, bounced a little as she raced across the sidewalk and opened the car door.

“Sorry Grace.” Golden locks of hair, brushed her shoulder as she lowered her body into the seat. “There was a phone call from some long winded woman. You know how it is with some customers. They love the sound of their own voice.”

“That’s okay. After the morning I put in, I deserve a long lunch.” I set the cell phone into the console and glanced in the rear view mirror before steering the car onto the street. “Do you mind if I pop into the drug store before we eat? I need to pick up Jason’s prescription. I won’t be long.”

“Sure. No problem. Is anything wrong with Jason. He isn’t sick is he?” She turned to face me, her big blue eyes filled with concern.

I stifled the chuckle that threatened to erupt from my mouth. No nothing wrong, aside from the fact that I was wearing him out with sex. It’d been just shits and giggles, his idea to try Viagra. But I wasn’t telling HER that.

“No. He’s fine. Sometimes his back acts up and he needs some pills to help him sleep.” A car pulled away from the sidewalk in front of the drugstore. It was parcel pick-up but I wouldn’t be long and besides, Chloe would be in the car if it had to be moved. I pulled in and grabbed my purse, letting the car idle. “Be back in a flash.”

I scurried into the store and up the aisle to the pharmacy. After giving my name, the clerk handed me the parcel and rang in the amount owing on the cash. Exactly five minutes later I was back in the car.

Chloe gave me a small smile and looked at the people walking fast on the sidewalk, probably hurrying their lunch hour. “That was fast.”

Once more I eased out onto the street and grinned at her. “Told you. The usual or do you feel like something different for lunch?” When she didn’t answer right away, I glanced over at her. “Chloe?”

She seemed to startle and her gaze brushed by me. “Uh? Sorry. Yes, the usual is fine.” She looked down at her hands and her face seemed tight, lips drawn together.

What was up with her? Normally she was a chatterbox, asking me for all the latest gossip at work. “Are you okay, Chloe?”

Her head and she forced a smile. “I’m fine. Hey, it’s the long weekend coming up. Who wouldn’t be?”

I reached over and patted her leg. “For sure. And the forecast is great. Just four hours at the sweat shop and then freedom.” The little strip mall was just ahead. I turned into the parking lot and found a spot right in front of the small Greek restaurant.

As we walked in, Chloe turned to me. “So, any plans for the weekend.” The corners of her lips twitched in a smile and her eyes twinkled.

That was a relief, She was more like the normal Chloe. I slipped into the leather seat on the high booth and leaned forward, my hands tapping the table top. Oh boy! Did we have plans. She’d shit if she knew. “Not much. Definitely soaking up some sun next to the pool.”

“Oh.” She grinned, looking into my eyes. “You know, it’d be nice for us to do something together this weekend. Maybe you and Jason can come over for dinner on Saturday or we can go out for dinner. I think it’s about time our husbands met. I think they’d like each other.”

The smile fell from my face and I turned when the waitress appeared at our table. Saturday? There was no way. Jason and I would be at the club. “We’ll have two glasses of Sauvignon blanc to start.” I smiled at the waitress and took the menus from her hand. I looked across the table at Chloe, who was watching me closely.

“Saturday’s out. I do want us all to get together though. How about you guys come over on Sunday? We’ll have lunch and lounge around the pool.” Actually, why hadn’t I thought of this before? It was high time we hung out as couples. And I’d kept Saturday night off the table.

The waitress returned with the wine and set them before us. Chloe picked up her glass and held it before her, looking down at the table for a moment. “That would be great. We’d love that. But...”

“But what? Seriously. The forecast is for high eighties. Can you think of anywhere better to be?” I picked up the glass and took a long sip, eyeing her over the rim. What the heck?

She set the glass down and looked to the side before answering. “It’s just that it’s been so long since Ethan and I went out or entertained. I haven’t danced since my cousin’s wedding last October. That’s what? Nine months ago? Why don’t we do that? Get the guys to check out some clubs with us? Kick up our heels?”

My eyes widened as she spoke. Why was she still talking about Saturday? I’d said it was out. “Maybe some other weekend. But we’ve got plans on Saturday.”

I signaled to the waitress that we were ready to order. Why we ever took the menus was a question, when we always ended up ordering the same thing— souvlaki for me and moussaka for Chloe. When she came over I gave the order and then turned back to Chloe.

She looked thoughtful for a moment and then she spoke. “What are you doing Saturday?” There was a small smile on her lips and she looked directly into my eyes. 

I looked down at the glass of wine, twirling the stem in my fingers slowly. “We’re actually going out of town for the evening.” That past was true. The club was fifty miles away in Black Rapids.

She leaned forward and grinned. “On the holiday weekend? Traffic’s going to be insane! What’s out of town that’s so special?”

Oh my God. She was like a dog with a bone on this. My mouth pulled to the side and my voice was low. “It’s Jason’s Aunt Edna. She’s sick and we’re spelling off his cousins, visiting her to give them a break.” I looked over at her and grinned. “Now about Sunday...how about you come over at two. That way you can sleep in and take your time.”

The waitress had set Chloe’s gyros down in front of her as I spoke, catching her attention for a moment. Thank goodness. Now we’d get off the subject of Saturday night. I’m not a great liar at the best of times but today her besieging the Saturday subject had me a bit rattled.

She placed her napkin in her lap and leaned forward grinning at me. “I’m starving. Is there anything you want me to bring on Sunday? Of course we’ll bring wine and beer, but anything else?” She picked up her knife and fork, and began to slice into her lunch.

I took a sip of wine before answering. After the morning I’d had, skipping breakfast, the alcohol melted into my muscles in a warm fuzzy way. Maybe I’d have a second glass. “Just bring yourselves. I can’t wait to meet Ethan. I feel like I already know him.”

My eyes drifted from Chloe’s mouth down the smoothness of her neck, to the small line of cleavage between her full breasts. What kind of bathing suit would she wear—a one piece or bikini? Was it the wine, or the excitement this morning, talking in bed with Jason? Actually revealing that I’d liked being hit on by that woman in the red dress?

Whatever. I’d always thought Chloe was pretty, with the curvy, petite body, now I saw her with fresh eyes. More the way a man would look at a woman, sizing her up, undressing her in his mind and wondering…

She reached across the table and patted my hand. “I know. Same here with Jason. From all you’ve told me about him, he sounds like he’d be a blast to hang with. The life of the party.” Her eyes dropped and she pulled her hand back to toy with her food. “Too bad about his aunt.”

My gut tightened and my gaze dropped to my plate, avoiding hers. I nodded and took a bite of the pork. I really hated lying to her.

***

An hour later, I dropped her off at her office and headed back to work. I sat in the car for a moment, refreshing my lipstick and getting a breath mint from my purse. Even though I was glad for Chloe that she’d landed a job at Griffiths, I missed working with her. Getting together for lunch a couple times a week wasn’t enough. She was right— and the four of us should start doing more things together. That would be fun.

I was about to open the door when the paisley case of my cell phone, resting in the console caught my eye. Shit, I’d left it there all through lunch. I picked it up and pushed the button to see if there were any texts or calls I’d missed.

The screen lit up and a text message from the O Zone Club popped onto the screen. They’d sent it a little over an hour ago.

“We’re really looking forward to a sexy night at the club! No need to take in fireworks in the park! There will be plenty shooting off here on the dance floor and in the playrooms! See you Saturday!”

There was a tug low in my stomach and I grinned, picturing the Couples Club. Not that they had to send out a reminder to the people who’d already booked, like us, but it was probably good business. I slipped the phone into my purse and opened the car door.

It wasn’t until I was in the elevator going up to the fourth floor, thinking about the lunch with Chloe, that it hit me. Oh no. I’d left the phone in the car when I went into the drug store. Had it buzzed then and she’d read the message from the club? I fished it out and looked at the message once more.

Sent at twelve twenty p.m. Were we at the restaurant then or the drug store? Oh my God. It could have been either place. She’d been late leaving work...exactly how late? Oh my God.

It sure explained the questions at lunch about Saturday night. My face was hot as I rushed back to my desk. I’d have to play dumb and watch her closely, to see if she’d read it. No way was I going to volunteer that info. I’d know on Sunday when they came over to the house.


Chapter 3

Chloe

The afternoon dragged along. It had been quiet. Guess not a lot of people were thinking about insurance on the Friday before the July 4th weekend. I knew I sure as heck wasn’t thinking about it.

I’d been biting my nails, wondering about that text message on Grace’s phone. A reminder about a sexy Saturday night? And she’d lied through her teeth every time I’d brought it up. Something was up and she’d looked so guilty.

When Margaret left the office early, I’d pulled up the website for the O Zone. OH MY GOD! It was a sex club! A Swinger’s club for couples! Jason and Grace were swingers? Oh my God. I couldn’t wait to tell Ethan! Oh shit! Grace had asked us to their place on Sunday! Did she have more than swimming in mind? Maybe swinging was more like it. Oh my.

I clicked through various pages of the website, glad that it wasn’t busy and I was alone and able to do this. Holy cow! The photos of the women on the dance floor left little to the imagination. And then there were the pics of the play rooms—king sized beds, some kind of like bunk beds, others with a wicked looking ‘S’ curve and then there was that machine! Oh my. It was kind of like a saddle but the horn was a huge rubber cock. Had Grace ever tried that?

There was a tingling in my pussy as I skimmed through the sexy pictures. I glanced up at the clock. Thirty minutes until I could lock the door and go home. I squirmed in my chair and squeezed my legs tight together. There was another warm jolt of pleasure between my legs.

I flipped back to the photo of the machine, trying to gauge how big that dildo actually was. Fuck it looked huge. A flash of Grace squatting on it flooded my mind—long ivory legs parted, the huge thick dildo invading her cunt while her lips and closed eyes showed how turned on she was. I could feel the tingling in my clit grow hotter and definitely wetter. I read the caption on the pic and learned it was called a ‘Sybian’ machine.

It was time to cool down a little. What if a customer came in, wanting to file a claim or something? Even though the air conditioning was set at a frosty sixty degrees for menopausal Margaret, a trickle of sweat rolled down my neck. I grabbed a tissue and dabbed my face and neck. Next, I clicked off the site and back to our company’s home page.

I glanced at the door and then clicked back to the swinger site. I wouldn’t look at photos but maybe reading a bit would calm me down. Besides which, I had to know more about this. How had Grace and Jason found it? Joined this club? And what was with these playrooms? Did everyone have to have sex with each other? Was that a given when you walked through the door?

I read for the next twenty minutes, managing to calm down just a bit. Still, when I glanced at the clock and it showed five, I quickly shut down my computer, turned off the lights and locked up. I couldn’t wait to get home and see Ethan. I’d jump his bones the minute he walked through the door.

It was only a ten minute walk to our apartment and the day was warm. The swinger site had made it clear that people from all walks of life were part of this lifestyle. That was a new term—lifestyle. As I passed other people on the sidewalk, I took more than a passing glance at them. What about that guy in the sports coat, sauntering along beside the woman in the short tight dress? Were they swingers? The next one, a raven haired beauty in the low spandex top and skimpy jogging shorts, probably was. What was with the small smile she gave me when we passed each other?

Scantily clad mannequins in the window of a lingerie store caught my eye. I paused, looking at the lacy bra and G string panties on one of them. The other sported a garter belt with black stockings and a black bra. I’d never been in the store but had always wanted to. I pulled the heavy glass door open and went inside.

The aroma of spicy candles and perfume filled my nose as I wandered over to the display of corsets. Most were black but there were a few fiery red ones. Fiery red like Grace’s hair. Did she wear a corset at that club? They were pretty sexy.

“May I help you find something?”

I spun around to see a sales woman with dark eyes and bright red lipstick, smiling at me. For a moment my mind went blank noticing the low cut blouse and clinging black skirt. With a body and face like that she could easily model the corsets and they’d sell like hotcakes. “I’m looking for some sexy lingerie to surprise my husband.”

The sales lady placed her fingers on my shoulders and smiled wider still. “How about something in red? That’ll catch his eye and other things. Plus red is your color. You’re a summer type—blonde hair, blue eyes with a hint of a tan. Yes. Come this way.”

‘Come this way?’ Fuck, I’d pick any way to come right about then. Do you have a Simeon machine? I thought to myself as I followed her, watching her hips gyrate.

We stopped at a rack of bras and panties.

“You’ll want to start with the right foundation. Were you thinking of a negligee as well?” She pulled a bra from the rack and then her eyes dropped to my chest. “Thirty-four D?”

I nodded, noting the low lacy cup of the bra. Normally my girls need a little more support and fabric to hold them up but the idea here wasn’t to hold them all that long.

“Would you like to try it on for size? Some companies vary in what the label actually reads. I could help you determine if it’s the right fit.” She smiled at me and once more her gaze dropped to my chest.

I grew hotter still and my voice was a squeak when I spoke. “No. I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’ll take it and the matching panties.”

Her gaze dropped to my hips and she leaned to the side checking out my ass. “High cut, bikini or G string? A G string would be effective. You’ve got kind of what I call a bubble butt, high with a well defined bum.”

I swallowed and looked at her wide eyed. A bubble butt? Me? Sure I knew the term, but never thought it applied to my ass. There was a mirror on the wall beside me, and I glanced over to it. Yes, I DO have a bubble butt! Nodding to the saleswoman, I said, “I’ll take the G string. I think it’ll really surprise him.”

She smiled, took the panties, a strip of lace really, from the hanger and led the way to the cash register. “You’re sure this is all you’d like today?” Did I hear her correctly? She blinked her eyes slowly and my pussy tingled. What the hell was going on with me?

I gave my head a mental shake. Now there was a thrill tingling in my clit as I pictured Ethan’s face when he saw me in that outfit. He’d give me the ‘all I’d like today’, for sure.

As she folded the items and placed them in tissue paper, she glanced up at me. “We’ve just received a line of swim suits. If your hubby likes this, he’ll love the bikini. We’ve got some in this exact shade of red. No lace just lycra, but they’re pretty sexy.”

I sighed. I really shouldn’t. We’re really close and tight budgeted, saving for a home, but... We’d be at Grace and Jason’s house on Sunday. What kind of bathing suits do swingers wear? Probably not much. For sure Grace would be in a bikini. My bathing suit was a one piece Speedo, built for comfort and coverage when you’re swimming. I’d be dowdy next to her.

“I’ll take a bikini as well. In for a dime, in for a dollar I guess...” The thought of being at Grace and Jason’s, flaunting my body in a bikini caused my brain and other areas to fry. If it was just hormones deciding the purchase of a bikini, Ethan would let me know. Maybe I’d only ever wear it with him around but it was worth the money, even so.

I waited silently for a few minutes for her to return with the bikini. My pussy was wet and aching to get home to Ethan. My mouth fell open as I realized that just reading about the swinger club, knowing Grace and Jason would be there was making me horny. Is that why they went? If just thinking about it got me this warm, what was it like for them waiting to go? Was it to rev up their sex life? After fourteen years of marriage, they probably needed a little spice. Fuck! After seven years of marriage, even we could use a dash of naughty.

I paid for the bikini and lingerie and raced out the door. I would beat him home if it killed me. Ready and waiting in my sexy lingerie.


Chapter 4

Ethan

I trudged up the wooden stairs and took the apartment keys from the pocket of my jeans. God, it had been a hot one out there. A cold beer or five would hit the spot. It would be great if Chloe was home and had the AC cranked up. When we are able to buy a house, it’s got to have central air.

When I stepped inside cool perfumed air drifted onto me. The AC was good but what was with the perfume? That was something she normally only wore when...I grinned and set my lunch box on the hall table. “Chloe?”

“In here.” Her voice called out from the kitchen.

When I stepped inside, my eyes almost popped out of my head. Holy fuck! She was wearing a red bra that her boobs overflowed and the panties were only a triangle covering her pussy. Taking small steps in a set of high heels, her hips swayed from side to side, her hand extended holding an icy beer out to me. By the time she reached me my cock was already stiffening.

I grasped the bottle and took a long swig, nearly choking when her hand cupped my crotch. Wow. Normally I initiate sex and normally it’s in the bedroom. “Someone’s pretty horny. I like the bra and panties.”

She stepped back and swirled in a slow circle, before facing me with a soft smile. The panties did nothing to cover the cheeks of her ass, which was waaay okay with me. She had the nicest ass that I’d ever seen on a woman.

Gripping her own bottle of beer she skimmed it across her chest, taking care to rest it for a moment between her breasts. I reached for her breast and tugged at the lacy fabric, pulling it down to expose her nipple. Oh yeah. It was all pebbly and firm, the dark button top protruding a little. I had the feeling that the cold of the beer bottle had nothing to do with how erect her nipples were.

Her hand once more went to my crotch and she pulled at the zipper.

My cock swelled even harder and I could feel the drop of pre cum oozing from the end. “You don’t want to do that, Chloe. I need a shower. Bad. But hold that thought, will you?”

Her blue eyes twinkled and the tip of her tongue skimmed over her lower lip. She pressed closer, and her tongue brushed the spot under my jaw. “I like it down and dirty.” Once more she tugged at the zipper.

It was all I could do to keep from tearing the string of panties off and throw her onto the kitchen table and fuck her blind. But since she was initiating this, I’d let her play it her way.

Her fingers slid into the opening of my jeans and curled around my shaft. “Oh yeah, that’s the way to greet your man,” I said, my voice low. I took another long sip of beer and set the bottle down on the counter. “I like the sexy look. How many of these beers did you have before I got home?”

“Just one, while I slipped into the bra and panties.” Her eyes were sultry looking into mine.

There was a small jerk of her hand before my cock popped out of my jeans, hanging heavy in her palm. The tip of her finger played in the slit, teasing more juice from me, and then rose to her lips and tongue. Oh fuck. She was always sexy and hot but she was pulling out all the stops with that move.

Her voice was a purr when she spoke. “I haven’t showered either. I’m a dirty girl. You like dirty girls don’t you?”

My eyes shut for a moment and I sucked in a long breath. “Oh fuck, Chloe. Yeah.” Her hand went back to rubbing my shaft, twisting her wrist as she pulled softly on my meat, just the way I loved it. My fingers threaded through her hair and I pulled her mouth to mine, my tongue rolling against hers. Enough teasing. The way she was acting, she wanted to be fucked and rode hard.

I un-hooked her bra and tore it from her shoulders and down her arms. Even my big carpenter’s hands, her tits overflowed them. I pinched the tip of her nipple between my fingers, and was rewarded with a soft moan from her throat. She was soft, lush and aching for more.

My hand skimmed down the satin of her belly and lower to push the lacy straps of the panties off. My fingers slipped through her slippery furrow. Oh God she was so wet and willing. Her weight shifted from side to side, stepping out of the panties as I finger fucked her. Holy fuck, her hole was hot and tight and the nub of her clit swollen. From the sounds of her soft whimpers of lust, she was as ready to come as me.

I gripped her waist, lifting her up and setting her on the table. Her legs parted and I stepped between them, my cock drizzling over her thigh. She settled back on the table, balancing her upper body on a bent arm, while the other hand reached for my cock. It was a sexy sight, watching my wife’s passion, legs spread opening her lower lips, the longing in her softly slitted eyes.

“Yeah, that’s my dirty girl.” She held my cock in her fist, the thick knob protruding, aiming it at her cunt. As she pulled me up inside her I felt the white hot of her tight walls gripping and clinging my shaft.

She tilted her head back and let out an “Ahhh...” as I filled her.

The soft whimper of her voice and her eyes tightly closed inflamed something deep inside. Immediately, I pounded into her, claiming her with cock. Her breasts, heavy and full, rocked up and down on her chest as I thrust deep again.

She sucked in a deep breath through her teeth and her hand shot to her clit, teasing the burgundy nub quickly with her fingertip. “Oh yeah! Fuck me! Fuck me hard...” Her hips rocked up and down, meeting each thrust with a hard reciprocating jerk.

Oh God. It was close. Her cunt sucked on my shaft each time I drew. I pushed deeper, driving her higher on the table with my cock.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah, that’s it! That’s it!” Her words were mumbled through parted lips. She had her head pitched forward, watching me impale her, straining to envelop me even deeper.

I had never seen her so… so damn cock hungry!

“You cock hungry cunt!” I grunted. “You need this meat, don’t ya?”

“Yesss!” she snarled back. Her hand went to my waist pulling me in. She lifted her head and looked in my eyes. “You like me cock hungry, don’t you?”

“Hell yeah!”

She dropped her head back down, pulsing her hips as she watched us. “Good! Give it to me!”

Christ she was hot! Shit she was sexy! I couldn’t hold back at all! “Oh fuck! I’m coming!” I drove my cock into her, fast and hard...I could feel my cock pulsing, shooting my cum deep, pushing into her flesh. A last final spurt of hot ecstasy, holding hard into her flesh, while my legs strained and trembled. We hung onto each other as we spasmed in ecstasy, shivering through the pleasure.

She rolled her head back from my shoulders. Her eyes opened and there was a soft smile on her lips. “Oh yeah, that was good.”

“For sure. Fuck. What got you so fired up? I love it! Whatever it is, keep doing it. You’re a sex kitten today.” I leaned over and kissed her lips.

At the sharp nip of her teeth on my lower lip I jerked back. “What—”

“A love bite.” She grinned and kissed me again. “Wait till I tell you about lunch with Grace.” Her hands pushed on my chest and she sat up. She edged forward off the table, and reached for a paper towel. As she dried the combination of our lust from between her legs she chuckled. “You won’t believe it.”

I tucked myself back into my pants and picked up the bra and panties laying in a red heap on the floor and passed them to her. “Try me. After a welcome home like that, it’s got to be good.” I walked over to the fridge and got two more icy bottles of beer for us.

I watched her slide the panties on and then helped her with the clasp of the bra. She pulled my hand leading me into the bedroom. God. It’d be good to get out of the sweaty clothes and into a pair of shorts. She sat on the bed and leaned back against the headboard watching me peel the T shirt off.

“Well, first of all, she asked us to their place on Sunday to have lunch and swim in the pool.” The grin on her face shone and her eyes twinkled.

“It’s supposed to be hot as hell all weekend. That might be nice.” I tossed the shirt into the hamper and my fingers tugged at my belt buckle. “And?”

She leaned forward and her eyes were wide, while a big grin spread her lips. “THEY’RE SWINGERS!”

My breath hitched in my throat and hands froze on the leather belt. “What? What do you mean they’re swingers? Is this what the party is all about? They invited us over to have wild monkey sex with them? I’ve never met them let alone—”

“No! That’s not it.” She rose to her knees, sliding closer to me. “I only found out when Grace left her phone in the car. The swinger club sent a text reminding them about Saturday night.”

I continued undoing my pants and pushing them off. “How do you know it was a swinger club? And should you be reading her texts? I tried to keep my voice casual but I was dying to find out more. Chloe actually was friends with a swinger? And I’d be meeting them Sunday? What the hell? Sunday just got more interesting.

“The message was all sexy, talking about playrooms and stuff. But just to make sure, I checked it out when I got back to the office. No one was around, don’t worry.” She rose from the bed. “I’ll show you.”

With that she raced from the room, her boobs and ass jiggling with each step. My cock noticed too. Or maybe it was the prospect of meeting this swinger couple that had its attention. I tossed the pants and socks into the hamper and sat on the side of the bed.

When she returned she held her laptop in front of her and sat beside me. She let out a short laugh. “I tried wheedling it out of her at lunch. Asking her about her plans for Saturday night. She’s not a very good liar.”

I nudged her with my shoulder. “What? You thought she’d just come right out and tell you? That’s pretty private stuff, Chloe.”

She turned and scowled up at me. “You don’t want to know any more about this?”

My stomach fell and I shook my head watching her. “I didn’t say that. Look, I need to take a shower. Why don’t you order a pizza and then we’ll check out that website together?” I leaned over and nuzzled her neck. “You were sure horny after reading about it Who knows? It might start something up...”

Her fingers threaded through my hair and she purred into my ear. “I was hoping it would.”


Chapter 5

Jason

“You asked them over on Sunday?” I peered into Grace’s eyes as she swam towards me. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to meet Chloe and her husband. Hell, Grace liked her so much that it was high time I met her. But Sunday? There was always an aftermath of hot sex after going to the club. I would have preferred Sunday for just us.

She paused and then stood to her feet, holding her head to the side while she wrung water from her curly red locks. “Yeah. Well, it was kind of spur of the moment. Sorry, I should have checked with you first I guess. But that’s not all...”

I handed her the goblet of wine. “What else?” My gaze drifted down over her naked breasts. That was another thing. If Chloe and her husband came over, we’d have to put bathing suits on. Since the privacy fence went up we’d gotten pretty used to lounging around in the nude. Especially on hot day.

She took a sip of wine and then her face became serious, almost a look of worry in her eyes. “I’m not certain, but she may know we’re going to the swinger club on Saturday.”

“WHAT?” My eyes were wide staring at her. Her gaze dropped and she sucked her lower lip in, biting it softly. “How could she know that? You thought she knew and you still invited her over on Sunday? What were you thinking? Or...” A smile twitched in the corners of my lips.

“No! It’s not that. We’re friends. Although she IS pretty attractive.” She took a deep breath and continued. “It’s all your fault, anyway.”

“WHAT?” I was beginning to sound like a parrot, repeating myself. Either that or I needed a hearing aide. “How could it be my fault?”

She strolled up the steps of the pool, the water glistening on her golden body. There was definitely something to be said for an all over tan. “It was you and that damned Viagra. If I hadn’t stopped to get your prescription, she would never know.” 

I handed her a towel and followed her to the lounge chair. “Sorry. I fail to see how that has anything to do with her finding out. Besides which, you were totally on side with playing with Viagra.”

“I know. I think it’ll be fun.” She looked over at me and sighed. “It’s my fault. I left my cell phone in the car and she may have seen the text from the O Zone.”

“Oh.” I smiled and reached for her hand. “But maybe she didn’t. Look, what’s done is done. They come over and we just act normal. Even if she saw it, I’m not sure she’d want to admit that. Reading someone’s text messages is kind of nosy, don’t you think?”

Grace laughed and shook her head from side to side. “Hmm? What’s worse, being accused of being nosy or going to s swinger club? I’m not sure.”

I got up and shoved her legs to the side to sit down beside her. “Our sex life is nobody’s business but ours. If she knows and it affects your friendship, then she wasn’t much of a friend.”

My fingers inched up her thigh and into the damp warmth between her legs. She shifted her leg to give my hand better access.

“We never finished our conversation this morning. Remember? We were talking about the woman at the club, hitting on you.” My finger found the swollen nub in the slickness of her pussy and stroked it softly.

“Ahhh...that’s nice.” Her eyes closed and she shifted lower on the chair, spreading her legs even wider.

Her naked body, unfolding like the petals of a flower, the pleasure on her face, in her parted lips was an erotic and beautiful sight. I could feel my cock getting thicker watching her. But we had all night for this—slow and sensual sex.

I tossed the towel onto the concrete and slid off the chair, kneeling between her legs. Her ankle rose to rest on my shoulder as I continued teasing her clit. “Yeah, that woman looking at your body, the look in her eyes was hot. She’d love to be where I am right now.”

Her arm rose and draped over her forehead, and her chin rose, sucking in a deep breath at my words. There was no doubt that from the look on her face and the small rocking rotations of her hips that this was turning her on.

I parted her swollen lips with my fingers and blew a soft breath of air onto her delicate folds. She gasped and arched upward, her body begging for more. “Such a pretty sight. She’d probably love to do this.” I bent lower and the tip of my tongue slid over her clit.

“Oh baby, lick it.” Her words were a whispered command.

My tongue circled it and then I flicked quickly, rewarded by her grinding upward into my mouth. Oh God, this was hot. I thrust my fingers inside her cunt, pumping them slowly in and out. My lips closed over her swollen nub and I sucked it, my tongue still vibrating the tip.

Movement above me caught my eye and I looked up to see her hands gripping her breasts, fingers squeezing the erect protrusions of her nipples. Her chest rose and fell in a fast pant and she rocked into my mouth. My fingers were slippery from her arousal, the taste of her skin tingly on my tongue while my nostrils filled with her musky scent.

“Don’t stop...I’m so close...”

The words were just a breath in my ears, urging me on. I drew back and lapped my tongue on her clit, pushing all of my fingers inside, spreading her wide. The pulpy mound of the G spot rested against the pads of my fingers and I curled then upwards, pulsing them, coaxing the orgasm from her.

A fresh gush of warm wetness flooded into my palm and she moaned. I had her. I pressed my tongue onto her clit, vibrating it with a fast fury.

Her heel bit into my shoulder as she strained upward, pushing my tongue and fingers deeper still. Oh yeah, her legs shuddered in the throes of her orgasm, while guttural, filthy words fell from her parted lips. She was a moaning incoherent body in the throes of white hot lust. There was never anything more beautiful or rewarding to me as a man. With just my fingers and tongue, I put her there.

Her hips jerked back and hand gripped my hair, pulling me off her pussy. “You gotta stop now honey!” She squirmed away and a loud gasp huffed from her mouth. “Oh my God! That was intense.”

I smiled and shifted so that I could look down into her face, see the heavy lidded eyes and full lips parted but curled at the edges in a soft smile. Her breath was still a pant but she rose to kiss my lips, her hands cupping my cheeks, rubbing the wetness away.

“I love you.” Her eyes were soft and warm, gazing into mine.

I dipped down and kissed her again. “I know. Ditto for me.” I pulled a tendril of hair back from her cheek and smiled at her. “I guess that’s a fantasy you’d like to try. Believe me, I’d like it too. Watching you with another woman.”

She grinned and moved to sit up in the chair. “It’s every guy’s fantasy.” She reached past me and lifted the goblet of wine. “But we haven’t finished. I want to hear more about your own little revelation this morning. Another guy doing me.” She took a long sip of the wine, her eyes meeting mine above the rim of the glass.”

“I’d better break into that Viagra. I have the feeling we might both enjoy it.” 


Chapter 6

Chloe

As I dried off from the shower, the ring of the doorbell was followed by the quick thuds of Ethan’s bare feet going down the hallway. Good. Perfect timing. Pizza in bed while we checked out the swinger website. The last time we’d picnicked in bed had been when we were dating, when we couldn’t get enough of each other.

Not that things were all that bad now. They were just more routine and predictable. But this news today! I could hardly believe how horny I’d been at the office. And practically jumping Ethan’s bones the minute he’d walked in the door...I smiled and my face became warm. But he’d liked it too. He came like thunder.

I sprayed some cologne mist and walked through it. Mmm. It was special, our sexy night treat. After opening the door, I scampered down the hall to the bedroom. The lights were low and a candle burned on the night stand, beside a plate containing a big slice of pizza. He stood on the other side of the bed and pulled the comforter back.

I slipped into the cool sheets, sat propped up by the pillows bunched high against the head board. “Wow. this is kind of romantic, dining in bed with the candle and all.”

He handed my laptop to me and smiled as he eased in beside me. “I’m not sure how romantic it is but it is different. I’m still kind of reeling about your friend Grace.” He turned away and lifted his plate of pizza from the night stand on his side.

I nodded, watching him take a large bite. The sparkle in his dark eyes and the dimple showing in his cheek reminded me of when we’d met. Everything had been fresh and we’d been as excited as kids never getting enough of each other.

“Yeah, me too.” I flipped the lid open and typed in my password. The blue screen lit up and I clicked the mouse pad to show the website we’d seen earlier.

“So, she and her husband are in their mid thirties, huh? I wonder if most of the people who go there are that age.” He took a swallow of beer and set it down on the table before turning to watch the screen.

I clicked on the ‘About Us’ icon. “Let’s see. I saw some pictures earlier and it looked to be a range of ages, from people in their twenties to their sixties.”

“SIXTIES!” His eyes were wide and he let out a laugh. “I don’t want to see that. It’d be too much like seeing my parents make out.”

I elbowed him in the ribs. “I hope we’re still doing it in our sixties. Good for them I say.” My eyes flitted over the words on the screen, focusing on some of the phrases. “...wide range of ages...couples club...sexy fun...playrooms...single males screened...respectful...” I turned to him. “It doesn’t sound like some sort of orgy or grope-fest.”

“Click on the pics. I want to see who actually goes there.” He nudged me with his shoulder and took another bite of pizza.

“I’ve already looked earlier but sure...” I clicked on the tab at the top of the page that read “Photos and Events” Immediately a video of the dance floor flashed, people laughed and danced together. It might have been the scene in any bar except for the brass pole set off to the side where two women in bras and G-strings danced. At the back of the area, above it was a screen showing a silhouette of an obviously nude woman, dancing. Now THAT you wouldn’t see at just any bar.

“Wow. That’s sexy. There’s a range of people. They’re not all models and beefcakes. Well, except for the two on the stripper pole.” Ethan edged closer to me, both of us staring at the screen in awe.

Even though we’d had wicked good sex only an hour before, the sight of the sexy people and the nearly nude women made me tingle. I sneaked a glimpse at Ethan’s lap. Yeah. He was feeling it too.

“Wait till you see this next one.” I clicked the arrow for the next picture to pop up. The saddle type machine with the dildo sticking up in its centre filled the screen.

“Holy fuck! And women actually ride that? It looks kind of like a mechanical bull.” His eyes were wide, leaning closer for a better look.

The sight of it once more caused a jolt of pleasure to flood my pussy. “Yeah. What would that be like?” Again, I was struck by the sheer girth and length of it.

His fingers snuck under the sheet onto my tummy, inching lower until he reached my clit. I spread my legs wider, balancing the laptop on my tummy.

“I’d like to see that.” He stroked softly and smiled at me.

“Fuck that. I wouldn’t mind feeling that.” I reached under the sheets and curled my fingers around his shaft as I pictured what it would be like.

“Okay. Next screen.” His voice was low in my ear.

After I clicked again, the ‘playrooms’ showed, a series of large beds, some arranged in tiers, some round and low in the centre of the room. The lighting in the room was low but even so, the coverings on the beds were a pristine white.

“Look at that. People actually fuck each other with everybody around, doing the same or watching. I’d heard of places like that but this is the first time I’ve actually seen pictures. And to think that Grace...” He took the laptop from my hand and turned into me.

His cock was rock hard and drizzling pre-cum over my thigh. His fingers slid into my opening and pulsed in and out. Oh God. This was so fucking hot. For a moment I pictured us on one of the beds in that playroom, fucking each other and watching other people.

“Hey. Let’s move to the end of the bed where we can watch.” Without waiting for his answer, I rose and crawled down there, poised on my elbows and knees, with my ass high. I looked across at the mirror on the wall, and smiled seeing him scramble and kneel behind me.

It was a side view of both of us—me waiting like a cat, back arched to tilt my pussy higher to taunt him, while the nipples of my breasts brushed across the cotton sheet. Behind me, Ethan was a Sartre, his cock thick and long in his fist, glazing his oozing arousal across my ass before aiming it at my opening.

He entered me slowly, stretching me while I watched in the mirror. It was doubly erotic and hot, feeling it while also watching it go in and out—a hint of what being in that playroom might be like.

“Oh yeah, baby.” My hips rose to meet him and a soft sigh of lust drifted from my lips when his balls slapped my pussy. It was an erotic kiss to my lower lips.

His fingers pressed into the soft pillows of my ass, holding me still as he withdrew, inch by inch. In the mirror, the woman’s ass and legs looked tiny, the thick cock about to enter her again, impossibly huge. He grabbed the middle of his shaft and this time slid it slowly through the slippery furrow. My hand shot between my legs, fingers touching the knob and rolling it against my clit.

Oh fuck, my legs trembled with the burst of excitement that filled my pussy. “Mmm...” He pulled back and this time his thrust into my cunt was fast, making my boobs bounce.

“Oh yeah. Just like that.” His words were guttural as he drew back and once more pounded his cock, hard into my flesh.

I jerked at the sharp sting in my ass and the sound of the hard smack. Oh! In the mirror the man fucking the small blonde, had loose lips and heavily lidded eyes. Ethan had never slapped my ass while fucking me before. Oh yeah. he was getting into it too. Like he was fucking someone new, watching someone fuck me.

Oh God. Each time he thrust into me, his thick knob punched my cervix, sending pain and pleasure deep inside. His balls bounced firmly against my clit, making me crazy for more. My fingers fisted the sheet and my other hand shot down to tease the ridges of his balls, fingers scraping at his flesh.

“Oh fuck, yeah.” Followed by the hard slap and sting in my other cheek.

This was so fucking hot. I bucked against him, rubbing my clit quickly with my finger. My breath was a fast rasp through flared nostrils as wanton lust shot through my pussy. With muscles clenched tight deep inside, I pulled and gripped his cock, straining to keep it inside. Needing it inside.

“OH FUCK!” A wave of searing lust flooded through my pussy, spread to my thighs and gut. He was like a jackhammer now, the muscles in his ass tight, a deep hollow in the side, as he pumped fast and furiously.

My head fell onto the bed as the next tsunami of wicked pleasure claimed my body, a gaping wet quivering hole to be filled and pounded. With eyes squeezed tight, lips soft against the sheet, there was only the hot wetness where we joined. Our bodies surrendering, infused with wild pleasure.

I sighed and my knees still shook from the force of the orgasm. Ethan’s fingers held my ass firmly in his grip and he strained so deep inside me that I cried out. Yes. Hurt, but in such a good way. Hurt by his strength and iron cock. My body was weak and spent as his cock expanded, shooting fire deep inside. His breath was a sharp hiss, his cock spurting ecstasy into me.

A fast gasp and he fell forward, the firm muscles of his stomach pressing into my ass. “Oh baby. That was so fucking hot.” He gasped a few breaths. “Where did that come from? And so soon after we—”

“I know.” A soft giggle drifted from my throat. “It was that whole swinger thing.”

I felt him ease back and his cock slip out. I rolled over onto my side and smiled at him. “How are we going to visit Grace and Jason knowing that they’ve actually done this? I mean, we’re both going to look at them...well differently.”

He dipped down and put his lips over my nipple, his tongue hot and nice there. “You mean sexually. That’s more accurate.” He pulled back and stood up next to the bed. When he looked down at me there was a small smile curling his lips in the corners. “As for me...I’ve never met either of them. It’s actually going to be the only way I see them. If you think, I’m going to be sitting across from them, munching on hors d’oeuvres and not picturing them at a swingers club fucking whoever, then you’re mistaken.”

I sat up and my gut tightened for a moment. Where was he going, talking like this? It was all well and good to fantasize, spice up our sex life, but actually DO it? “Ethan?”

He stopped in the doorway and turned around. “Yeah?”

I bit my lower lips and looked at him. “I don’t know if we’re on the same page with this.”

He came back and his head tilted to the side when he gazed down at me. “What do you mean? We just had awesome—”

“We aren’t really going to DO this. It’s just hot shitz and giggles, right?” I watched him sink to the bed to sit beside me.

“No Chloe. We’d never do anything without talking it through. Especially something as potentially dangerous as this. I mean, we have to be in complete agreement. And if we never do it, that’s fine by me.” He rose to his feet and smiled. “What time are we going over there on Sunday?”

“Noon. We’ll probably have lunch there.” I rose to my feet to follow him into the bathroom.

He turned and there was a wicked grin on his face. “Good. We’ll have the whole morning to fuck each other’s brains out. We’ll be too pooped to have any horny thoughts when we’re over there. Not saying it won’t cross my mind watching them, but I wouldn’t actually—”

I swatted him on the shoulder. “I know what you’re getting at. It will flit through my mind as well every time I look at both of them—the fact they’ve actually done this. It might be a little weird for me.”

Little did I know, how weird.


Chapter 7

Grace

Jason came into the bedroom and stopped short, eyeing me from head to toe. “That’s new, right?”

I could feel warmth creep up my neck; I looked over at my reflection in the mirror. I had second thoughts about buying the skimpy black lace dress. “Maybe it’s too much. Do you think I should change?”

“Are you kidding? You look great! If we were going anywhere but the club, I’d say no, but there? It’s perfect.” He walked over and the back of his finger drifted from my throat, down over the plump softness of my breast to the edge of the dress. He looked into my eyes and his voice was a low rumble. “Everyone will want to fuck you blind—men and women.”

I smiled and twisted to the side to check the profile. The cheeks of my ass were barely covered in the form fitting Lycra sheath. I scowled as my fingers tugged the hem lower. I still wasn’t sure it wasn’t too daring. Thank goodness I had a tan and didn’t have to wear stockings.

“Look, wear a raincoat over it, at least until we walk in the door. Believe me, you’ll fit right in. I like you showing off your body. You’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen there.” He bent over and picked his loafers from the closet.

My heart was light but I couldn’t resist giving his arm a light swat. “Only one of the sexiest?”

He looked up at me and grinned. “THE SEXIEST, okay?” He slipped the shoes on and stood up, looking straight into my eyes. “I mean it.” He leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.

“Good save.” I laughed and walked out of the bedroom, taking small steps in the impossibly high heels.

His hand touched the curve of my ass. “I love a woman in heels. Their butts just seem to pop and catch my eye.”

I walked to the front door and opened the closet to get my spring overcoat. Even though it was a warm night, there was no way I’d walk the ten feet or so outside to the car. Jason took the coat from me and held it for me to slip my arms into the sleeves.

“What time are Chloe and her husband coming tomorrow?”

I shrugged the coat higher and turned to him. “Thanks. I told her two o’clock.” Throwing him a quick wink, I continued, “Plenty of time to sleep in and mess around a bit before they get here.”

“Good thinking.” He smiled and held the door open for me.

***

Forty minutes later, it was just about dark when we drove into the parking lot at the club. There were two couples walking across the pavement, almost at the door. The women were dressed in very short sexy dresses, one in red, the other a sparkling silver, also taking small mincing steps in their high heels. The guys were dressed in casual dark shirts and trousers, holding the arm of each of their partners as they walked to the entrance.

As Jason walked around the front of the car to open my door, I gazed at the club. There was nothing very eye-catching about it outside—a one story building, the only light shining from the windows was at the front door, under the small sign. And the neighborhood was dark too, an industrial park, actually, where the businesses were now closed for the day.

The door opened and Jason extended his hand, smiling at me.”Ready?” His voice was chirpy, betraying the casual sophistication in his body, showing his eagerness to get inside.

“For sure.” My legs swung around and I took his hand, rising to my feet. I took a deep breath as I walked by his side. Even though we’d been here a few times before, it always made me a little nervous walking in. The place was still new to us. That novelty added to the thrill I guess.

Inside, there was a high counter where a dark haired woman with red cat’s eyes eyeglasses was finishing taking the money from the couple standing there. Her smile was warm and friendly when they left and she turned to us.

“Welcome to the O Zone. Did you make a reservation?” Her manicured hands rested on the hard surface of the marble counter top.

Jason stepped closer and pulled his wallet from his back pocket. “Hi. Yes. Under Johnson? He smiled at her and slipped a fifty out.

Her lilting words “Oh yes; Grace and Jason?” drifted into my ears as I walked to the coat rack across the room. The sounds of music could be heard as well as laughter and animated conversation. I slipped the coat off and hung it up. When I turned, Jason was standing waiting.

He reached for my hand and led me down a short hall and around a corner, where the room opened up. To the left, the brightly lit bar was lined with guys waiting for their drinks, served by young men in white shirts and red bow ties. 

Jason leaned into me and murmured into my ear. “I’ll get us some wine and then we’ll find a table.” He squeezed my hand and took a place waiting at the bar.

Beside me were a few small high round tables where people chatted and laughed. The women sitting there were in their thirties or forties and dressed to the nines in low cut dresses, their legs long and naked, preening their sexuality.

I smiled watching them. With birds, it’s the male who flaunts the bright plumage and puffs their feathers to attract a female. Here it was the opposite. The men were more conventionally dressed but quite overt in their appreciative looks at the women. But it wasn’t just the men who were free to give you the eye and smile. No. Women often did the same to men and other women. I loved that about the club. No cattiness, just lusty honesty.

Beyond the tables was the dance floor. It was still fairly early and there were only a few couples up. The couple nearest, danced close, their foreheads touching as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Her hands draped over his burly shoulders while his hands grazed over her body, from her back to the curve of her ass, all the while swaying softly to the beat. Behind them to the left, another couple was spooned, her butt tucked into his groin, hips swaying together, while her arm was raised and hand skimmed lightly through his hair. From the way they moved and the looks on their faces, they could have been making love.

A dark haired beauty, with heavily made up eyes and glossy red lips, slithered by me, her fingertips brushing my arm. “Love the dress.” She looked down at my cleavage and then into my eyes, leaving me with a soft, seductive smile. My breath hitched in my throat and my eyes widened watching her. Fuck. She thought I was hot? I couldn’t tear my eyes from the ultra leather mini skirt that showed the crease of her butt cheek, especially when her hips swayed wide to the side, an exaggerated sexy invitation.

A light touch on my arm caught my attention. “Here’s your wine, babe.” Jason turned to look where I’d been looking at the sexy bottom disappearing into the crowd. “You like?”

I let out a raspy sigh and blinked slowly. “You think? Fuck, I hope we see her on the dance floor later.” I waved my hand in front of my face, like I’d bitten a hot tamale.

Jason’s dark eyebrows bobbed a couple times and he leaned in. “Don’t worry. I’ll be watching for her.” He took my hand and led me past the tables to a narrow corridor, bordered by the dance floor and a row of sofas, tables and chairs, where more people lounged, flashing a lot of skin.

We stepped up to a higher platform where there was an empty table. I slid onto the stool and smiled. Perfect. We could see the stripper pole, the dance floor and of course, the white screen on the wall. Would I ever have the nerve to stand behind it and dance in the nude?

He sat next to me and placed his hand on my thigh, rubbing it lightly as he looked around the area. “Don’t look now but, that woman in the red dress last time we were here... She’s sitting on the sofa behind us. She’s wearing orange this time.”

My eyes widened and lips parted. Oh boy. I glanced around, noting a group of three younger women with the tall black guy, football fullback body. Farther along there was the blonde woman and her swarthy skinned partner. Tonight she wore a plunging, orange dress, the ‘V’ of the dress straps meeting at her naval. The curve of her breasts flowed out past each edge of the strap.

A small smile formed on my lips as my eyes met hers. Despite the fact that her partner was leaned close talking into her ear, didn’t deter her from returning my smile, maintaining our eye contact. There was a tiny spark of lust shooting through my pussy as I turned back to Jason. I sure hoped she would be on the dance floor next to us, later.

Jason’s eyebrows bobbed and he squeezed my thigh. Yeah. He was definitely fine with exploring my bi side.

I took a long sip of wine, watching the stripper pole now. The song had changed to a faster one and more people were dancing but even so, their eyes were caught by the two women rubbing their bodies on the gleaming brass pole. The curvy brunette hugged the pole between her legs, her tight sequined  skirt riding high as her knees bent and she pulled herself erect, slithering up the hard surface. Her partner’s manicured fingers skimmed over the brunette’s back, pulling her closer and kissing her lips.

The pole was like a shiny phallus between their bodies. One that they used to swirl from, circling in their soft seductive dance. The arousal in the softly hooded eyes as their hands caressed each other’s bodies was echoed in the faces of people dancing nearby, watching them. My breath was ragged as I inhaled and squirmed in my seat. THIS was one of the big draws of the club—the blatant acceptance and celebration of sex.

Jason leaned over and kissed the fold of my ear before whispering softly. “Let’s dance.”

I slipped off the stool, walked past the group of young people and stepped down onto the hardwood floor. Jason’s fingers rested lightly on my waist following close behind. There was a small opening near the back of the dance floor and I stepped quickly into it, already swaying my hips in time to the music. The beat throbbed through my stomach, steady and primal and my hands rose over my head, hands running through my hair as my shoulders rolled forward.

Jason smiled and stepped closer, his hands on my hips pulling me forward to grind and roll our lower bodies against each other. Like most of the other dancers, it was an erotic vertical dance that mimicked what would follow later, the horizontal mambo.

There was a touch between my shoulder blades that flowed down along my spine. I turned and there was the raven haired beauty that had complimented my dress me earlier. Her chin was lowered and it seemed that she was all darkly shadowed eyes as she stepped into me. When her hands cupped my waist, my breath caught in my throat. Jason seemed to evaporate into the sidelines as she gazed into my eyes.

My pussy tingled when her hands slipped lower and slid around, clutching the cheeks of my ass. When our pelvis’s rocked tight together, my arms went around her, hands quivering lightly on the bare skin above the dress. Oh God. This was it. Dancing erotically, touching satin soft skin while the perfumed heat of our breasts drifted into our nostrils and parted lips.

Her gaze dropped to my lips and she edged closer to brush her mouth against mine, her breath infusing my senses. Her lips were full and soft as velvet as we swayed to the music. I couldn’t take the subtle teasing any longer. My hands rose and fingers threaded through her thick black hair, pulling her mouth firmly onto mine. I kissed her hard, thrusting my tongue between her lips to dance with hers. Her sharp intake of breath was like an erotic arrow shooting deep into my core.

Her hand rose to grip my breast, pawing and kneading it through the fabric for a moment before slipping inside. “Ahhh...” My head fell back and I inhaled slowly, basking in the hot warmth of her fingers pinching my nipple.

I stood still, unable to move as pleasure flooded my pussy, aching for more.

The music faded and her hand was once more on my waist. She smiled and kissed my lips quickly before turning to Jason, running a finger along his jaw line. She grasped the hand of a tall, silver haired man and led him off the dance floor.

I almost fell into Jason’s arms from the weakness in my knees. He held me and led me, slowly swaying to the song that started playing. I clung to him and strained up to whisper in his ear. Oh God, his cock was rigid, pressing into my stomach.

“Oh fuck, that was hot.” I kissed his ear and my tongue darted along the fold. My hand slipped between us and closed over the bulge in his pants.

He pulled my ass tighter to him and nuzzled my neck. “It was hot to watch. I think the old guy she’s with is probably escorting her to the playroom as we speak.”

I drew back and looked into his eyes. “You mean—”

He shook his head and leaned forward to kiss my lips before he spoke. “That’s not the drone you’re looking for Luke. I’m afraid that you were just foreplay for them.”

I snuggled into his chest, feeling a heaviness in my own. God she’d come on so strongly, so sexy and hot. I could have sworn that she’d be the one to break my girl cherry.

I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders when the song ended. I led the way from the dance floor, with chest high, my hips swaying, purposely meeting the eyes of the women still swaying on the stripper pole. The night was still young.

But when I took my seat on the high stool and glanced around, the ‘woman in red’ now in orange, who had given me the eye earlier, and her partner were gone. I glanced around and saw that a lot of people were missing in action. I finished my wine and turned to Jason.

“Well? I don’t know about you but I wouldn’t mind checking out the action in the playrooms.” He set the glass down and rose to his feet.

“I’m all in. After that dance, I’m more than ready.” I slid off the chair and took his hand, letting him lead me down the short hallway to the back.

We stopped at a counter to pick up a combination lock and continued down a short corridor. We entered an area where rows of lockers lined the two outside walls. Sitting between the gray metal banks was a line of low wooden benches with white bath towels neatly folded placed every few feet. Jason stopped at the first one where the door hung ajar, empty.

His eyes never left mine as he unbuttoned his shirt and I slipped the tight dress over my head and off. A small smile played on both our faces as we watched each other. This was what it was all about—us. The whole evening had been hot and exciting for both of us. We teetered on the thin edge of taking it to the next level, actually playing with as opposed to alongside another couple.

If there was anything that had been solidified in my mind that night, it was that I couldn’t wait to try some bi action. The dance with the dark haired woman had left me craving more. And Jason wanted that too. It would be a small step to take it to the next level from there, fulfill his fantasy of seeing another guy fuck me.

I wrapped the towel around my body and tucked the end of it securely between my breasts. My finger traced the outline of Jason’s cock, pressing against the light cotton towel. Oh yeah. The bi thing was hot but so was that.


Chapter 8

Jason

Our footsteps were soft walking from the change area to the other room. When the door closed behind me, I held Grace’s hand in mine, standing quietly, giving time for our eyes to adjust to the low lighting. The muted sounds of bodies sifting and making love on beds was punctuated by low sighs and moans.

In the middle of the room, on the low over-sized round bed a couple were engaged in sixty-nine. The woman’s blonde hair cascaded over thick dark thighs, her head bobbing slowly up and down as she deep throated his shaft. The line of her back curved down into her waist and rose again, as she straddled the guy’s head between her legs. Soft slurping sounds and sighs of pleasure drifted from both ends of her torso.

There were a series of king sized beds along the far wall, arranged next to each other. Two of them were occupied with couples, but the far one was empty. I nudged Grace and discreetly pointed to it. At her slight nod and eager eyes, I held her hand leading the way.

There were curtains that framed each bed, kind of like in a hospital but they weren’t drawn. Obviously the couples making out on the two beds didn’t mind the fact that people could watch them. Actually, most times that’d we’d been at the club, this was the case. I smiled as we got closer. There was something hot about watching other people fuck. Grace and I had always pulled the curtains, but tonight I was realizing that there’s something hot about being watched as you fuck.

The broad back and shoulders of the guy on the first bed caught my eye. There was a tangle of legs below the firm cheeks in an ass rising and falling, driving his cock deep into his woman. There was just a glimpse of her forehead as she lay totally dwarfed by the mountainous man. But the soft moans were definitely pleasure not pain.

Grace squeezed my hand and hesitated for a moment, signaling with her eyes to look at the couple on the next bed. Bingo. It was the dark haired woman and the silver haired guy. From the dance floor. I could feel my already thick cock begin to stiffen more. We’d be right next to them.

She was astride his hips, rising and falling on his shaft. As we passed, her eyes turned to us and she smiled.

Grace slipped her towel off and laid it on the bed before easing down onto the cool white surface. I tugged my towel off and then knelt beside her, nudging her hip to get her to roll onto her side and face the other couple. There was no way we weren’t going to watch the dark haired beauty as she rode the silver stallion. Grace wanted it as much as I did. When she turned over I snuggled in behind her, pulling her tight and lifting her leg over mine.

The silver haired guy turned his head and smiled at us. I think we played into another level of his own fantasies. He looked up at his partner and his hand gripped her hip, stopping her movements while he shifted his butt to the side a few inches. She followed his movements, being steered by his joy stick deep inside her.

Before, her slender thigh had blocked the view. Now it was possible to see his cock as it slid into her depths.

I grinned at him and pushed and pulled at Grace’s body until we were angled on the bed in such a way that they’d see everything too. My hand cupped her breast and then slithered down her tummy to part her slippery lips. God she was wet. Her nub was firm under my finger.

She moaned softly and began to rock her hips into me. Beside us, the woman resumed her ride on the silver stallion, his cock long and glistening going in and out of her. As I played with Grace’s clit, I watched the wanton sight of the other woman’s pussy being softly fucked. Her hips rotated on it and her hands cupped her breasts, rolling the tips of her nipples between her fingers.

It was sexy as hell, making my cock dribble pre-cum into Grace’s already wet pussy. I pulled back and my hand pushed at the knob, forcing it into Grace’s cunt. Holy fuck, the hot tightness there...watching the other woman ride the guy’s cock...seeing him watch us.

His finger left his partner’s hip and landed on her clit. “Oh yeah...” the soft murmur drifted from her lips as she rolled her ass in a slow circle, pulling on his cock.

I pumped faster into Grace, my senses filled. There was a delicate scent in the room of arousal from all the couples. I could feel the ripples of Grace’s pussy walls as my knob slithered up inside her. Hearing the coos of pleasure escape from the strangers beside us, with the soft slurpy sound of her pussy as she glided over him again and again.

Grace raised her torso balancing on her elbow, pushing hard against me each time I drove deep. Her breasts heaved and jiggled with each thrust. The other guy was watching us as intently as we were.

“Fuck me, Phil!” The dark haired woman’s hips were rising and falling like a jack hammer, her boobs bouncing heavy on her chest.

“Jesus, Maya...Don’t stop.” His words hissed through his teeth, as he strained upward, his finger a whir on her clit.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah...” Grace’s fingers fisted the sheets, pushing back hard as her own orgasm started.

Oh fuck. It was too much, everyone coming... “Aaaah.” I sucked in air as my cock surged in white hot lust, shooting deep into Grace. I spasmed watching Maya ride Phil’s cock... releasing another spurt of pleasure.

Grace’s cunt tightened, spasming in her own ecstasy, pulling more from me still. Another hot jolt made my legs tremble. It was taking all of me...but I didn’t care. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh, moans of pleasure, whimpers. All of it melded together flooding through my veins like molten fire. Oh God. One final jerk and my head dropped onto Grace’s shoulder.

She turned and kissed me softly. “God, I love you. This was fantastic.”

She eased down and her arm curled around my body. My cock was still in her slippery cunt but it was fading. I kissed her neck, snuggling close and inhaling her scent. “You’re the best. And yes, this was the best yet. I’m glad we found this spot next to them.”

I looked over and Maya had tipped forward, her chest on Phil’s while his hand stroked lightly along her back. His face was soft as he turned to kiss her head. I had the feeling that even though his hair had mostly turned to silver, he wasn’t that much older than us. Maybe mid to late forties. But Maya, she was our age. It showed in the lines of her body, breasts still firm and high.

I hugged Grace closer still. Maybe next time, she and Maya would get together. If we saw Phil and her at the bar, later, I’d buy them a drink.


Chapter 9

Grace

Sunday Morning…

After a long hot shower, I toweled off and followed my nose, wandering into the kitchen. The aroma of coffee mingled with the smell of bacon. I smiled watching Jason stir scrambled eggs and then turn to take the toast from the oven. On Sunday mornings, he took over in the kitchen, usually preparing enough food for an army.

His eyes met mine and there was a devilish grin on his lips. There was no need for words. We were both thinking the same thing—how awesome last night at the club had been. Awesome enough that it had been hard to get out of bed this morning, both of us still buzzing with ramped up sexual excitement. It was always this way after a night at the club.

“What time did you say they’d be here?” He took a plate from the cabinet and dished eggs, bacon and toast onto it.

I took a seat on the high stool and leaned forward, placing my elbows on the granite surface of the island. “At two. Why?” I smiled sweetly, my gaze locking with his as he set the plate and cutlery before me.

“Well...” His fingers tugged at the neckline of my robe, exposing my shoulder. He leaned over and the scratchy stubble of his beard was like sandpaper before his lips closed over my skin.

A jolt of lust sparked in my pussy and a small giggle rose in my throat. “I think we have time. It’s only eleven.”

His hand slipped inside the gaping robe and fingers toyed with my nipple. He was whetting my appetite and it wasn’t food that would satisfy it. He stood straight and walked over to the stove to dish out another plate for himself.

When he turned carrying his plate over to join me at the island, he smiled. “Let’s go for a swim after breakfast. When they get here we’ll have to wear bathing suits. I’ve gotten spoiled this summer.”

I took a sip of coffee. “Yeah, I know. I hate the thought of that as well. I like my all over tan and the feel of the water. Even a bikini feels restricting.”

His hand skimmed my thigh as he continued to eat. “That was really hot last night. Too bad we didn’t see that couple at the bar later.”

The scene of them on the bed next to ours flashed in my mind. We’d been close enough that we could have reached out and touched them. It was the first time that it had happened. All the other times, we’d been farther away from other couples. “Yeah, I know. It’s great to go to the club but it’d be nice to make some friends there.”

He turned and grinned at me. “You mean fuck buddies.”

I nodded and took a bite of bacon, slowly chewing it as I pictured what that would be like. Maya was the total opposite of me in looks. Her hair was black and complexion, olive. She was so dusky in tone that her nipples had been really dark, deeper than a chocolate brown. When she’d kissed me on the dance floor, I’d wanted more...to explore her body with my hands and mouth. My kegel muscles tightened, sending waves of tingling pleasure through my pussy.

Quickly, I finished what was on my plate and gulped the coffee. I grabbed our empty plates and put them in the dishwasher. “Let’s go.” I nodded my head in the direction of the patio door and slipped the bathrobe off. I tossed it on the stool and started to open the door.

Jason was right behind me. No doubt he’d been picturing the scene at the club as well. The day was already hot and humid, the stillness broken only by the sounds of birds high in the trees. I smiled as I walked over to the pool, my bare feet padding on the smooth concrete. The wooden fence surrounding our back yard was about ten feet high, giving us total privacy.

I stepped down into the water and sunk to my knees, submersing my body. Oh yeah, it felt good. The water was just slightly cooler than my body.

At the soft touch on my shoulder, I turned to face Jason and smiled. Sometimes, he just took my breath away when I looked at him. It was like the first time when we’d met. His chest was broad, the pectoral muscles dark with the skim of dark hair, while below that his abdomen was still flat and hard. His dark chocolate eyes gazed into mine and his lips were parted and curled up in the corners, as he stepped closer.

I glanced down and smiled seeing the thick knob of his cock bobbing, straining upward to his navel. My hand fluttered through the water and I grasped it, curled my fingers around the shaft and massaged it gently.

His eyes closed for a moment and the small hiss of his mouth sucking in a breath of air followed. Oh yeah, he was as ready for this as I was. God, we’d both woke up horny and had gone at it like rabbits and here we were again. I loved that club!

I looked up at him and smiled. “Are you thinking of that couple? Imagining that it’s her hand on your cock?”

His eyes met mine and a soft sigh left his lips. “No. I was thinking of the two of you on the dance floor. I can’t wait to see you together and then for Phil to fuck you after.” His hips rocked gently back and forth, like he was fucking my hand.

He leaned over and his hands went under my armpits and he lifted me up and set me on the concrete edge of the pool. He moved closer, his feet on the bottom step and rubbed the slippery tip of his cock through my pussy.     

“You wish it were her mouth there, don’t you?” He pressed forward, his hand gripping my knee, pulling my leg higher, for his cock to tease my hardened bud. “Her tongue licking your pretty pussy. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh yeah...” A thrill of lust gushed in my cunt at his words. It was close...the muscles in my cunt squeezing adding to the thrill in my clit.

His mouth was on mine, tongue swirling over mine. My hips thrashed back and forth, swollen clit riding his hard cock.

As the first wave of hot pleasure consumed me, my mouth left his. “Oh fuck...”

He pushed me onto my back, thrusting his thick rod hard into me...punching into my cervix, spreading me again and again. My legs quivered, straining to pull him deeper still. There was only the hot pulsing wetness of my cunt and his pelvis brushing my clit with each stroke.

His hips became a jackhammer, thrusting the hard cock faster and faster into my cunt. One final deep thrust impaled me, shooting fresh jolts of ecstasy to my core. “Jesus Grace...I’m coming!” Another short jerk and then another as his lust erupted deep inside me.

“Ahhhh...” His eyes were squeezed tight, his lips tight while sweet release flowed through his body, and into mine.

His head fell forward onto mine, our foreheads touching. “Oh my God. That was good.”

My hands skimmed over his back, loving the smooth muscles and masculine feel of him. For all that I might be curious about sex with another woman, there was nothing that could top a thick cock pounding hard into my cunt—especially Jason’s. With that wicked curved shaft of his, he usually hit my G spot.

He stepped to the side and propping his hands on the edge of the pool he hopped up to sit and then lay beside me. “Grace.” He nuzzled my neck and whispered in my ear. “I adore you. Someday, we’re going to make that fantasy, a reality. We both want it. I think we’re both able to handle it, don’t you?”

My fingers threaded through his hair and I closed my eyes. “I love you too. Yeah, let’s make it happen. Maybe next time at the club.” I sighed and tapped his shoulder. “I’d better get up and start getting food ready for when Chloe and Ethan get here.”

The shrill sound of the telephone sounded from inside the kitchen.

“Just a few more minutes.” He turned and kissed my lips.

I pulled back. “No. I’d better get that. It might be Chloe. Maybe something’s come up or she’s lost our address.” I scrambled to my feet and raced across the patio and into the kitchen, grabbing the phone on its fifth ring. It was Chloe’s voice that answered my hello. 


Chapter 10

Ethan

I looked over at Chloe as we waited for the door to open. She’d already knocked once without results. Surely, after the second knock, which was louder, they’d hear it and answer the door.

After a minute, standing there, the door still firmly shut and no sounds of footsteps or movement inside, I sighed. “Are you sure we’ve got the right house?”

Her eyebrows drew together and she reached into her purse. When her hand came out, she held a piece of paper between her thumb and forefinger. She looked down at it and shook her head. “It’s the right house. 948 Lincoln Drive.”

I chuckled as a thought popped into my head. I leaned closer and muttered close to her ear. “Maybe they didn’t make it back from the swinger’s club last night.”

She grinned and rolled her eyes. “Maybe they’re too worn out to answer the door.” Taking my hand, she started down the steps. “It’s a gorgeous day. They’re probably out back in the pool and can’t hear us. We’ll go to the side of the house. There’s probably a gate to the back yard.” 

I followed her across the lawn and down the concrete walk at the side of the house. She turned to me and smiled, nodding her head to the wooden gate in the high fence. The sun’s rays beat down on my head and a trickle of sweat trailed down my temple. It was sure a scorcher. Being next to a pool would be nice.

I reached around her and my thumb pushed down on the metal latch before pulling the gate open. I let Chloe go ahead. Grace was her friend after all. I nearly toppled into her when she stopped short. I looked over her shoulder at the expanse of blue water in the pool and my mouth fell open. My eyes opened wider as my dick became granite hard.

They were naked, his back to us as he pounded into her with his cock. Only her legs, long and lithe, curled above his waist was all that showed of Grace. Was this how swingers welcomed you to their home? Just jump right in and join the fun?

I took a step forward and Chloe’s hand grasped my arm. Reluctantly, I turned to look at her. Her eyes were as wide as mine and she shook her head from side to side. My eyes were drawn to the sight at the edge of the pool again. It looked like they were finishing up—they were gasping and clinging to each other. After a few more seconds he rolled off and lay next to her.

Chloe’s fingers dug deep into my arm, tugging me back. I took a step backward, my gaze never leaving the sight across the pool from us. Grace’s legs sprawled open, her pussy exposed in more ways than one. Shaven completely clean, the dark lips glistening with cum. Oh fuck.

There was a jerk on my arm and I stepped back again, watched Chloe close the gate quietly.

My mouth formed the silent words. “What the fuck?”

Her finger crossed her lips and we crept quietly up the sidewalk and around to the front of the house. She clutched my hand hard, walking fast to our car. When we inside she turned to me with saucer-like eyes.

“Oh my God! Can you believe that? She asks me here for lunch and we catch them fucking like rabbits at the pool.” Her hands covered her gaping mouth.

“Why would they do that? Talk about blatant invitation! Were we supposed to join in?” My dick was still throbbing, pressing hard into my shorts. It wasn’t like I would have minded watching a little more but really, the least they should have done was warn us. Maybe we weren’t like them—not swinger types.

Chloe shook her head. “No. I can’t believe that. Grace did everything she could to hide the fact that they were going to that club. But why would she...” her voice trailed off into a question mark.

She reached in her bag for the scrap of paper. She peered at it with narrow eyes before holding it out to me. “See? It says here twelve o’clock. She KNEW we’d be here yet they go ahead and make a show of fucking when we’re supposed to arrive!”

I took the paper from her and studied it. Yes it looked like twelve but the one in front of the two was a series of faint scratches. My eyes lifted and looked into hers. “Chloe. Are you sure she said twelve? This looks like maybe her pen was skipping and she was trying to get it to work by scratching it over the paper.”

She plucked the page from my hand and her eyes were narrow peering at it. “I’m sure she said twelve.” But her voice was anything but sure.

“Why don’t you try calling her? Say that we’re running late or something and verify the time.” Some of the strain in my pants eased off. That had to be it—a mix up in the time. From what Chloe said about Grace, there was no way that little scene back there had been intentional.

Chloe reached into her bag once more. She hit a button on the cell phone and held it to her ear.

I watched cars zip by us as we sat parked on the street. My stomach rumbled. I’d finished the pizza early that morning and had been looking forward to lunch. Chloe only had yogurt and fruit. She must be starving as well.

“Hi Grace. It’s Chloe.” Her eyes rolled for a second and she bit her lower lip. “We’re running a little late today. We’re on our way and will be at your place shortly.”

Her head drew back and eyes popped open wide. “Are you sure? I’m positive you said twelve.”

Again there was silence for a few moments.

“If you’re sure. We can always go home and come for two if that makes it easier for you?” She turned to look at me and smile. “Okay. We’ll see you soon.”

She clicked the phone off and grinned. “She said to come on over. I know she had said twelve. But maybe she got it mixed up. That would explain what we just saw at the pool. At any rate, let’s wait ten minutes to give them some time to get dressed at least.”

“We could go get a doughnut. You must be hungry too.” I started the car and eased it out onto the street. A trickle of sweat rolled down the side of my cheek. God it was a hot one today. I adjusted the air conditioning turning it full blast onto my face. But it wasn’t just the heat of the day. I couldn’t get the scene of Grace and her husband out of my head.

How would I ever face them and talk about everyday stuff after that? I chuckled. Yeah, how about those Mets?

I looked across at Chloe. She was being awful quiet, probably thinking the same thing as me.

She sighed and a smile flashed on her lips. “I’d like to ask her about last night. Especially now...after seeing them...you know.”

There was a drive through coffee and doughnut shop on the next block. I put the signal light on and then turned to grin at her. “After seeing them doing the horizontal mambo? She really is a natural redhead.”

Her hand flew out and swatted me on the arm. “You looked!”

I laughed. “Of course I looked! Did you think I wouldn’t? Don’t tell me you didn’t.” Actually, I couldn’t get it out of my mind.

“It’d be hard to miss. Jason’s got a good body too. He must work out.” She smiled and her eyes met mine.

“Well he was exercising one muscle. That’s for sure”

***

Twenty minutes later, we were once again at Grace and Jason’s door. This time it was answered right away.

Grace’s gaze flickered between Chloe and me, a bright wide smile on her lips. “Come in. Sorry about the mix up in the times, but you’re here now.” Her voice was cheerful and confident.

I watched Chloe step forward and her arms circle her friend’s shoulder as she leaned forward to kiss her cheek. “No. My mistake. What a great day for being around a pool.” She stepped to the side, extending her arm out to me. “Ethan, this is Grace. Grace, Ethan.”

With my hand extended I stepped into the foyer, but she brushed by my hand and hugged me, planting a kiss on my cheek. She was about an inch taller than Chloe, with a thinner athletic build. Her bare back above the sun dress was taut under my fingertips resting lightly there. “Nice to finally meet you. Chloe talks about you all the time.”

Behind her was a dark haired guy, in his mid to late thirties, about my height. Of course that was Jason. I’d seen his ass and now I was getting an eyeful of dark eyes, wrinkled in the corners as a broad smile lit his face. There was a shadow of beard on his deeply tanned cheeks.

He stepped forward and grasped my hand with a firm grip. “I’m Jason. Nice to meet you.” He grinned at Chloe and like Grace, gave her a big hug. “Hi Chloe. At last we meet.”

“Absolutely! So nice to finally meet.” Chloe’s head dipped and her eyebrows drew together. “How’s your aunt?”

Jason’s eyes flashed wide and his head drew back. “My aunt?”

Grace’s gaze met his before her arm went around Chloe pulling her along to the kitchen. “Oh she’s fine. At least she was when we left her last night. Jason’s cousins really appreciated the break and it was nice for us to get to spend some time with her.” She smiled at Chloe and continued. “What would you like to drink? Beer have wine, beer, gin, coolers...”

Jason managed to regain his composure and smiled over at me. “Yes...well. What’s your poison Ethan?” His arm swept to the side, inviting me to proceed him on the way into the kitchen.

“A beer would be great. We brought some too.” I handed the six pack to him.

He pushed past Grace who now stood next to the island counter with Chloe. As he opened the fridge, Chloe spoke. “I’ll have white wine, please.”

The kitchen was bright and seemed more airy and big because of the wide patio doors leading to the backyard. The deep blue of the pool, surrounded by the soft beige of the concrete dominated the yard, although there were colorful beds of pink flowers set at the edge of the manicured lawn.

“You’ve got a nice home, Jason.” I took the can of beer he extended.

“Thanks. We’ve done a lot of work on it. New cabinets and the pool’s only a couple years old.” He took a couple of plastic goblets from the cupboard and poured wine.

“Why don’t we take our drinks outside?” Grace turned to Chloe. “Or maybe you’d like to change into your bathing suit first? It’s so hot out, I think I’m going to put my bathing suit on.”

Chloe glanced at me for a moment and smiled. Bathing suit or birthday suit like we’d seen earlier?

“That’s a good idea.” She picked up the canvass bag and grinned at Grace. “Oh God, a dip in the pool would be great.”

Grace led the way down the hall while Chloe chattered about her new bathing suit and the store where she’d bought it.

Jason grabbed a can of beer for himself, popped the tab and took a hearty swig. “How ‘bout you Ethan? You need to get changed too?”

“Naw. I brought an extra pair of shorts. I usually swim in these.’ I glanced down at his shorts, clam diggers like mine, that he didn’t look in any rush to change out of. He nodded his head to the side, indicating the back yard.

I slid the heavy glass door open and stepped out into a furnace, the heat hitting me in a wave. His soft footsteps sounded behind me as we walked over to the pool and each took a lounge chair.

“Wow. That’s some fence you got there. It must be ten feet high. Why you could do practically anything back here and no one would know.” It was a cheap shot that I couldn’t resist— it was hard to keep the chuckle from rising in my chest.

His eyes darted to the side and he was quiet for a moment. “Yeah. It’s great. Sometimes we skinny dip.” He smiled before taking a long swallow of beer. “Grace helped me build it. She may look delicate but she can swing a hammer with the best of them.”

“Oh really? That, I’d like to see. You guys skinny dip?” I grinned at him noticing the dart of his eyes again. He wasn’t getting off that easy, especially with me knowing they’d gone to a swinger’s club and had been fucking their brains out when we’d arrived. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that the mix up in times wasn’t planned.

“Yeah. Sometimes. Don’t tell me you and Chloe have never done that. It’s great—the way the water feels and—” At the sound of the patio door shutting we both turned.

The breath caught in my throat watching Chloe and Grace walking across the patio to us. They might as well have been naked for all the covering either of their suits provided. Chloe practically spilled out the small triangles of red cloth covering her boobs and the only sign of a bathing suit on her hips were spaghetti straps puckering the soft roll of her flesh and the triangle on her pubes.

Behind her Grace wasn’t much more concealed. Her body was lithe; breasts stood higher but they weren’t as full and bouncy as Chloe’s. Her eyes seemed to be focused on Chloe’s ass, and there was a small smile on her lips.

“Can you bring us a couple more beers, Grace?” Jason’s voice broke the trance that both Grace and I seemed to be under.

“Sure.”

When she turned, my gaze dropped to the cheeks of her ass, fully exposed with only a string separating firm luscious orbs.  There was just the slightest hint of a jiggle in her flesh as she stepped through the door and then out of sight.

I glanced at Jason, only to see him openly grinning back at me. For a moment my neck became warm. He’d caught me ogling his wife’s ass and he seemed pleased by that?

He turned his head before standing up, “Chloe. Here, take my chair. I’ll get another one.” He smiled at her, and walked quickly to the edge of the patio, grabbing two more chairs and pulling them to a spot across from Chloe and I.

“Thanks Jason.” Chloe eased down onto the vinyl surface and took a sip of wine, looking totally comfortable in the scant bikini.

From the smile that curled the corners of her lips, you’d think that this was an everyday thing, going nearly nude in front of a guy who was practically a stranger. Maybe it was all the talk and the wild sex we’d had since this whole swinger thing had come up on Friday but it made me proud to see her so comfortable.

I took another long haul of the can, draining it, feeling the warm numbing sensation float into my muscles. The sky was a clear blue, the temperature hot while the water beside us looked refreshing. Add to that, a wife who was flaming hot, and her girlfriend checking her ass out, obviously interested was making my head spin… Jason’s cool demeanor watching everything going on added to it.

There was a tingling sensation in my dick. This could be an interesting afternoon. 


Chapter 11

Chloe

When Grace led me into her bedroom to change into my bathing suit, I was surprised. I’d have thought she’d change there, while I changed in another room.

She must have noticed something in my expression because she said, “Hey, it’s just us girls; no different than if we were at the gym. Beside, Ethan may need to use the bathroom or another room to change.” She laughed and lifted the sun dress over her head.

I watched her pluck a hanger from the closet and slide the dress onto it. I gazed down and tugged the edge of my shirt up to peel it off. Holy shit, somehow being in her bedroom while we stripped was waaaay more suggestive and naughty than any time I’d changed at the gym. I could feel my heart beat faster and my cheeks become warm.

When the drawer in her dresser hissed, sliding out on its track and ending with a small thud, I glanced over. Her hand rifled through the clothes as she stood there, completely naked.

“There it is.” She smiled at me and lifted a royal blue string bikini from the drawer.

Once more I looked down, hiding the flush of my cheeks and unsnapping the waist band of my shorts with trembling fingers. I slid the fabric off and reached for my bag. When I took the red bathing suit out, she laughed.

“Look at us, all dressed up for the 4th of July! You in red and me in blue!”

I managed to flash a small smile. “Yeah, all we need is white.” I slipped out of my panties and shoved them and my bra into the bag.

“Well you won’t find it on me. I always sunbathe in the nude.” She stepped closer and her hand tapped the cheek of my ass and rested on my skin softly. “Here’s the white.”

I gulped and felt my cheeks really burning now. She stood so close, making no attempt to cover herself while her fingertips tingled on my skin. The sweet scent of her perfume drifted into my nose and the heat of her body emanated close to mine. There was a tug low in my stomach as I stood there.

“Sorry Chloe. Am I embarrassing you?” Her hand grazed my upper arm softly and I turned my face up to look her in the eyes.

I shook my head. “Embarrass? No. It’s true. What’s to be embarrassed about?” The words tumbled out of my mouth as I struggled to regain my composure. She was making it very difficult standing so close to me with not a stitch on. I pulled away and lifted my feet to slide them into the loops of the bikini. As turned on as I was being naked in her bedroom with her, this was new territory. It was one thing to fantasize but this was actually happening.

“That shade of red is definitely your color—kind of a hot orangey red.” Her head dipped to the side as she stood holding her bikini, her eyes on the small bit of fabric covering my mons. Once more I felt a tingle in the spot between my legs. What the hell was she doing just standing there checking my bikini out but making no move to put her own on? I lifted my head and our eyes met. There was a small smile on her face, and for just a fraction of a second her gaze flitted to my chest. If a guy did what she was doing, there’d be no doubt in my mind as to what was on his mind. But this was Grace.

But then again, she went to that swinger club, so who knew?

“I wish I had boobs like yours. You must be a double ‘D’. “ Her hands cupped the undersides of her breasts, lifting them a little. “Look. A full ‘C’ but still a ‘C’.”

Oh my God. There was no mistaking the hot flash of lust that pulsed in my pussy gazing at her boobs. They may not be as big as mine but the nipple was firm, surrounded by a circle of pebbled dark aerole. Fuck. I could imagine kissing them, drawing the nubs into my mouth.  I looked away for a moment hiding the flush in my cheeks. What the hell was happening to me? Knowing she was a swinger was affecting me more that I expected.

I gulped and forced a smile to my lips, looking into her eyes. “Don’t be silly. You’ve got great boobs. What is it that guys say sometimes? More than a handful’s a waste.”

She smiled and flashed another quick glance at my chest. “Still....” She took the bikini bottom and bending forward stepped into the legs.

My heart raced in my chest as I put my bikini on. Had that been a come on? Some sort of swinger test or something?

I sighed and felt my stomach fall. What a hypocrite I was. Ever since we’d found out about Jason and her, Ethan and I had been turned on as hell. Now here I was getting changed, naked for a while and she’d commented on my breasts. I slipped the shorts and top into my bag. And what a weak spineless comment ‘more than a handfuls is a waste.’ Hell! She’d even touched my butt!

I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders, turning to look into her eyes. “Grace, I’d give anything to be as toned as you are. There’s not an inch of fat on you and your boobs in that bikini are awesome. Hell if I were a guy, I’d have a hard time, “I grinned and rolled my eyes, “Yeah a hard time, that’s a good one...well, you know what I mean.”

Fuck trying to concentrate on her eyes while she stood so close, with only the tiniest of bikinis covering her boobs and pussy was making me stammer, trying to hide the fact that I was attracted to her. But it was more than that...my gut was screaming that she felt it too! It was a game of Mexican stand-off but if she wanted more, shouldn’t SHE make the first move? She was the swinger after all.

She smiled and patted my cheek. “You’re so sweet. I know what you mean. I guess every woman would like bigger boobs, or to be taller or have a smaller ass or—”

“Okay. I got it.” My hands rose to grip her shoulders. We looked at each other for a moment silently and my gaze flickered to her lips. “You’re perfect Grace.” I smiled and a chuckle bubbled from my throat, dissipating the tension between us. “Look at us. If someone didn’t know better, I’d swear they thought we had some sort of girl crush going on.”

She grinned and her head fell back to gaze up at the ceiling for a beat. “Yeah. Crazy huh? We’d better get out there. They’ll be wondering what’s taking us so long.”  She stepped to the side, leading the way across the room and through the doorway.

I sighed and followed behind her. Oh God, the sight of her firm ass cheeks, the crease underneath taunting like a smile with each step was mesmerizing. Somehow, I felt like I’d dropped the ball, expecting her to give some hint, some move, encouraging something more, especially when she’d arranged for us to be naked together in her bedroom!

In the kitchen, she stopped and picked up the wine glasses, smiling as she turned to hand me one. “It’s funny, but I never thought you’d own a bikini, let alone show up here in one. I would have taken you for the sensible tankini or speedo.”

I took a long sip of wine, eyeing her over the rim. It was either a challenge or a subtle put down that I was too conservative. Or was everything she said or did filtered through the lens of her being a swinger? “You’re right. Usually I wear a speedo one piece but today...I just felt sexy. Maybe I got hormones running rampant. I don’t know.”

“Tell me about it. That gets worse...” She smiled and bobbed her eyebrows quickly, “...or better, when you’re in your thirties.”

“Like a fine wine ages...” I chirped, doing a quick once over of her body with my eyes.

Her eyes widened and then she peered at me closely. “Yeah.” She lifted the wine glass and took a long sip. When she finished she took a deep breath, looking down for a second. “This may sound weird...we’ve been friends a long time but this is the closest we’ve ever came to talking about sex.”

I nodded, feeling the breath hitch in my throat. My mind was a whirlwind picturing the swinger website, incredible sex with Ethan, watching her and Jason earlier. Was she going to come clean with it? Was this the opening that I’d hoped for?

She smiled at me. “Let’s just say that seeing you in a bikini...well, it’s pretty hot. If you say you’re feeling sexy, well you sure look the part.” Her hand rose to clasp my shoulder. “And what’s wrong with another woman, a good friend, saying so? I think people should just relax and accept other people, y’know?”

Gazing into her eyes, the easy warm smile on her lips while her hand sent hot shivers through my body...something came undone inside my mind. My hand rose and I cupped her breast, tugging at it, pressing my fingers into her flesh. “Like the fact, you’ve got nice boobs. Accepting yourself too.”

Her flesh filling my palm made my hand tingle and a jolt of electric lust spark in my pussy.

At the surprise in her eyes, my hand dropped and I grinned, trying to hide the burning sensation that flared in my cheeks. Oh shit. I’d gone too far, misread any signals she’d given out. I may be interested in exploring my bi side, especially after looking at so many swinger flicks, but was she?

Her chin dipped lower and a smile formed slowly on her lips, eyes twinkling as she stared at me. “Absolutely.” She leaned closer and kissed my cheek. “Thanks. That was nice.”

My heart pounded in my chest and words failed me. Did she mean ‘thanks, it was a nice thing to say’ or ‘thanks, I liked your hand on my tit.’?

“C’mon, let’s join the guys.”

This time, it was me who stepped ahead of her through the doorway.


Chapter 12

Grace

As I got a couple more beers from the refrigerator and filled a silver bucket with ice, my mind re-lived the scene earlier with Chloe. I was becoming a bit obsessed about wanting a bi experience. It had been a bit impulsive and risqué to suggest we change in the bedroom together, but she seemed okay with that.

Even lingering naked, cupping my boob while admiring hers—fuck what was not to love, they were spectacular!—but she hadn’t been shocked. A soft giggle drifted from my mouth. There’s probably narcissism and a little bit of lesbian in all women. And in the kitchen, she’d actually put her hand on my breast! She had kind of pushed things to that level, talking about feeling sexy and all.

I stood stock still as the realization hit me. Feeling sexy? That was how Jason and I were the week before and after a visit to the club. My mouth dropped open. She knew about the swinger club! It was the only thing that made sense with this change in her behavior. But I couldn’t just come out and ask her...What if I was wrong? Jason would kill me and I’d never be able to look her in the face again.

I tucked the wine and cans of beer in the ice and opened the patio door to join the others. As I walked across the warm concrete I smiled watching Chloe. Her slender legs were propped on the lounge chair, and she turned her head saying something to Ethan, sitting in the chair beside hers. She must have sensed my attention as she looked up and smiled, watching me carry the drinks.

“Thanks Grace.” Jason rose and grabbed the two beers, tossing one to Ethan.

I topped up Chloe’s goblet and added some to mine before taking a seat next to my husband. She smiled, taking a sip and making eye contact with me over the rim of the glass. I knew she was thinking the same thing as me, about the thing in the kitchen. My gaze drifted over her body as I sipped the wine. God she was gorgeous. Wide blue eyes, high sculpted cheekbones and full lips set in flawless ivory skin. And her body was lush and feminine, making me squirm in my chair.

“Hope you guys don’t mind, but it’s too hot for this.” Jason tugged the hem of his shirt up and over his head. He sat back and took a long sip of the beer. Just a soft billow of his abdomen bordered the waistband of his shirt, while his chest was firm and covered in fine dark hair.

“No complaints here.” I smiled and turned to Ethan. “Feel free to lose the shirt. It’s too hot for clothes.” When I glanced at Chloe, she looked down into her drink, trying to hide the smile that curled the corners of her mouth. I huffed a small sigh. Good one, Grace. ‘Too hot for clothes?’

Ethan cleared his throat after tossing his shirt over the back of his chair. “Jason tells me you helped build the fence, Grace. Somehow, it’s not hard to imagine you pounding...” Again he cleared his throat and glanced at Chloe before continuing. “...a hammer.”

Chloe had been sipping her wine but sat forward, coughing. Her hand flew to her mouth and she looked down, trying to get control. My eyebrows drew together and I was about to get up to help her but she waved me off with her hand. Well, that was odd, the look on her face and Ethan sliding a glance her way in some private joke.

I looked over at him and smiled. “Yeah. Actually it was fun. Banging away at nails...I can see why guys like swinging a hammer. It relieves some frustration.”

This time it was Ethan who started laughing, choking back the beer. “That’s one way of putting it. I would have liked to see you working on the fence. When Chloe and I get a house, maybe you’ll help us with ours.”

I rolled my eyes and grinned at him. There was definitely something more going on than just discussing home projects. “Laugh if you like, but you’d be surprised at how handy I am. I’d be glad to help you guys.” I turned to Jason who was watching all of us like a hawk. “Jason will too, I’m sure.”

He sat forward and patted my thigh. “Absolutely.  I mean, I’m no carpenter...but I’m pretty handy. As for Grace, you’ll see for yourself. We’d be happy to help out. Have you looked around? I mean at houses, of course.”

Ethan’s head bobbed back and he looked into Jason’s eyes. “Yeah, of course, houses.” He glanced over at me and then turned once more to Jason. “A few. But we’re not in any rush. I’d like to bolster the down payment a bit more.”

Chloe sighed and her fingers tapped on the arm of the chair. “I think we’re ready now.”

I couldn’t resist. “Are you sure you’re ready?” I had to stifle the chuckle that threatened.

Her cheeks became pink and her lips twitched in a smile before turning to Jason. “We’re only shy by a few thousand. Mom and Dad have offered to lend us that. You’re just being cautious and dragging your heels.”

He rolled his eyes and smiled at her. “It’s that open house you went to see with your mother last week. You two are totally sold on it but from the spec sheet, I think it’s maybe too small.”

“No it’s not! It’s the same size as Grace and Jason’s. If you weren’t so stubborn, you would have gone to see it later with me.” Her mouth was set in a firm line and she gulped a long sip of wine.

I took a deep breath, my mind scrambling to find a safer topic. Obviously there was some disagreement in this one.

“Hey! If it’s about the same size, how about I just check out yours?” Ethan smiled at me. “It’ll keep peace in the family. That is, if you don’t mind showing it to me. For size, I mean.”

My eyes flashed wide and I glanced over at Jason. He looked as surprised as me at Ethan’s request. And he’d made no bones about the fact that he wanted me, not Jason to give him the guided tour. A warm smile spread on Jason’s mouth.

He turned, and glancing between Ethan and me, he spoke. “Sure. That’s a good idea.  It’s hard to tell from a spec sheet. You have to get inside, get the feel of it to really know if it’s the right size and fit.” He glanced at Chloe and reached for the bottle of wine to top her glass up. “Chloe and I will be fine right here, enjoying the sun.”

“That’s a great idea, Ethan. Thanks for keeping an open mind and suggesting this.” Chloe smiled at him and with a wave of her hand shooed him away.

I shook my head and grinned at him. “Okay. I’ll play real estate agent and give you the tour.”

His eyebrows bobbed up and down as he stepped closer. “I wish all the real estate agents wore bikinis. This is a tour I’ll really enjoy.”

My chest was light and I laughed falling into step beside him. “If all the agents wore bikinis, how much of the house would you really look at? Isn’t that the point?” I sneaked a glance over at his chest and shoulders. Not bad, firm abdomen, a little less hair than Jason but really burly arms and shoulders. He was a pretty good looking guy, no doubt about it.

“Sure, but this is still nicer. A gorgeous half naked woman showing me her bedroom.” When he grinned there was a boyish dimple in his cheeks and his eyes twinkled.

I stepped through the patio door and paused next to the island counter. “Actually I’m more than half naked but who’s counting? Help yourself. Walk around and open cabinets if you’d like.”

I watched him look around the room, take a stand next to the window and check the long counter.

“The kitchen is a good size.” He strode from the room and when I caught up with him he was in the living room, standing in the centre and appraising it, glancing around. “This is good too. I only caught a glimpse as we walked by, but now that I’m in it, it feels right.”

“Good. There’s two bedrooms on this level and the bathroom. Come on, I’ll show you the master.” I walked ahead of him down the hallway, opening the door to the spare bedroom and the bathroom. I could feel his eyes checking out my ass as I proceeded him. He popped his head into both of those rooms and murmured, “Yes. That’s good.”

I took a deep breath as I stepped into the master bedroom. Chloe’s bag sat next to the king sized bed and the top drawer of the dresser was still slightly open. I turned around and watched him step around the room, a small smile on his face.

“This room is nice. You’ve even got a king sized bed with plenty of room to spare.” As he rounded the bed he spotted Chloe’s bag and the drawer still open. He looked over at me and his eyes were wide. “You both changed in here? At the same time?”

I could feel my neck getting warm as I watched his face transform imagining it. “Yeah? Lots of women change together...like at a gym. What’s wrong with that?” But my mind was filled with the image of Chloe and I standing together, naked.

Ethan shook his head and looked down for a moment. A small chuckle erupted from his throat. “Absolutely nothing. Sorry. Forgive a guy for sexy thoughts. Hey! I’m still in my twenties and it’s a proven fact that men think of sex every minute of the day. And being with a totally hot woman in her bedroom while she’s practically naked isn’t helping.”

For the first time since we’d come inside, he looked sheepish and embarrassed. My heart went out to him and I stepped closer to stand beside him. “Sorry. That sounded harsh. Of course it’s awkward being alone in here especially when I’m...” I looked down at my boobs popping up from the small triangular cloth.

“Yeah.” He looked into my eyes and there was a small smile curling his lips. “Grace?”

“Mmmhmm?”

“I have a confession to make. Chloe and I actually were here at noon. We slipped in the gate and well...you guys were at the pool.”

My hands flew to my mouth and I stared at him with wide eyes. Oh no! They’d seen Jason and me fucking at the side of the pool? My heart hammered in my chest and my face was on fire for a few moments. I closed my eyes and shook my head from side to side. With a deep sigh I once more looked into his eyes.

“Okay. We’re busted. Honestly, we really thought you’d be here at two, with plenty of—”

His hand touched my arm and he gazed into my eyes. “Don’t. Actually it was a pretty hot first impression. I liked it and I’m pretty sure Chloe did too. We’re not prudes, you know.”

My mouth fell open as I stared at him. Why had he told me this? Why had he made a point of it and letting me know they weren’t prudes? Oh my God. It explained Chloe’s behavior earlier in the kitchen. Hormonal my ass. She’d been turned on and had actually made the first move. Well, almost the first. I sure hadn’t been shy about my body.

I let out a long breath and grinned at him. “I’m glad you aren’t prudes. Obviously, neither are we.”

His hand continued to skim lightly on my upper arm, the fingertips dangerously close to the side of my boobs. “You and Jason are pretty cool. I’m glad you invited us over today. We’d like to get to know you better.”

I gulped and there was a small tug low in my tummy. If I wasn’t mistaken, it wasn’t getting together for drinks or going to a movie, he was talking about. Holy cow! Maybe I didn’t know as much about Chloe and Ethan as I thought. Were they into swinging as well?

I smiled and took his hand in mine, leading him from the bedroom. “Jason and I think you guys are cool too. And we’d sure like to see more of you.” But not before the four of us had a chance to talk about all that was left unsaid.


Chapter 13

Jason

Grace and Ethan had been in the house for about twenty minutes. I looked over and smiled when I saw her appear in the doorway, Ethan following closely.

“Looks like the tour is over, Chloe.” I turned and smiled at her. “Think he liked what he saw?” Of course she would take that to mean the house, but it was Grace’s body I was thinking about.

She took a sip of wine and her smile curled on her face like a cat’s. “I liked what I’ve seen so far.” Her eyes didn’t leave mine for a long moment.

There was definitely more to that comment than just the words. More than the general layout of the house and the size.  She and Grace had been together changing into their swim suits. Was that what she was referring to? Time to find out.

My eyes drifted over her chest and tummy, lingering for a beat on the teeny ‘V’ at her crotch. “You and Grace are such good friends. And seeing the two of you together today, in your bikinis, makes an old man’s heart speed up.”

She leaned forward and her hand rested on my thigh. “I wouldn’t call you old, not by a long shot. Experienced maybe, but not old.” She smiled at Grace before turning to Ethan. “Well? Did you like it?”

“For sure. I hate to admit it, but you were right. I’ll go and look at that house with you.” His gaze flitted to Grace and me. “I like what you’ve done to this house. The decorating...everything is perfect.”

“Thanks.” I looked at Grace about to give her all the credit but the look on her face was nervous. What the hell had happened in there? My jaw set looking over at Ethan.

“Umm? Jason? It seems that Chloe and Ethan were here earlier...when we were at the pool. We didn’t hear them and they left quietly.” She glanced between Chloe and Ethan. “Ethan told me, inside.”

I chuckled nervously. “Ah...oops?” I looked around to everyone else standing there looking like they were feeling… well as weird as I was feeling, I guess. I gave a small laugh. “Oops all around, I guess!” I finished the last of the beer and stood up. “Would you like another beer, Ethan?”

His eyes met mine and he nodded. “Sure. But I’ll go with you.”

I walked to the kitchen, barely able to believe what I’d just learned. I wasn’t embarrassed. It wasn’t like we planned it or anything but hell....His footsteps padded behind me as I pulled the door open and stepped inside.

I grabbed another couple cans of beer and tossed him one, standing watching him as I popped the tab. “Hell of a way to first meet a guy, seeing his ass as he bangs his wife, huh?”

He took a swig and then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Yeah. But I’m not complaining. It was...” his eyebrows bobbled, and he said with a shrug, “It was kind of a turn on man.” He gave a short laugh. “I sure wasn’t ready for the hard on that nearly winded me though.”

I polished half the beer in one swallow and grinned at him. He was a little embarrassed but kind of amused as well. “You braggin’ Ethan? The sight of a couple fucking and your dick gets hard that fast?” I raised my eyes to the ceiling. “Oh to be in my twenties again...”

He laughed and shook his head. “You’re not that old. And Grace is certainly not that old. Fuck, she’s smokin’. If I was you, I’d be hittin’ that every hour.”

I held the beer can tight in my hand watching him. How to break into this... How could I let him know that I’d give anything to see him with Grace? The fact that Chloe’d be right next to me, probably under me, was a side benefit altogether too sweet. But then they’d know we were swingers. Grace would kill me if I let that cat out of the bag. Chloe and she were friends after all.

“Go on with you. You probably have your hands full with Chloe. And in your twenties. We’re probably lucky on a long weekend that you’d get out of bed long enough to visit us.”

He stepped forward and his hand gripped the counter top as he looked at the floor silently. He seemed to be deliberating on something. Maybe I’d gone too far with that comment? Or maybe their sex life wasn’t that great. I took another swig of beer letting him come to some sort of decision or let it drop.

His eyes were wrinkled in the corners when he looked up at me. He shook his head and once more looked down at the floor.

“What? Jeeze, I’m sorry if I stepped out of line. I mean it’s none of my—”

His hand rose in the air, palm facing me and effectively shutting me up. He shook his head from side to side. “No man. It’s not that. Chloe and I have a good sex life, especially this weekend! After she told me...Well you know, about Saturday night.” His eyes rose and met mine while he grinned kind of crookedly.

I could feel my chest tightening as well as my face. Saturday night? What was so special they did last night? I had to hear this one. “What happened Saturday night?”

His head fell back and he looked at the ceiling. “Oh maaan! You know. The CLUB! That sex club!”

My head jerked back and my eyes were wide staring at him. The sex club? Were he and Chloe members? How had Grace and I missed them? Still, it was better to play it safe. “You went to a sex club? You and Chloe?”

His mouth dropped while his eyebrows pulled together. “Not us! You guys! You and Grace.”

“Grace and...” My voice was a squeak. I took a deep breath and continued in a lower voice. “Grace and me? I’m sorry but—”

“No way! Look Chloe read the email from the O Zone on Grace’s phone.” He shook his head and smiling he looked away for a moment. “I know. She shouldn’t have and I told her that but she did. We looked it up online and we’ve been fucking like minks ever since! And then to come here today...Well...I’d like to know more.”

I stood stock still digesting what he’d just said. They knew. They’d come over knowing what we’d done the night before. And fucked like minks because of it. I turned and reached into the fridge for a couple more beers. I handed one to him and looked into his eyes.

“Okay. I’ll admit it. We went for the same reason you just said. It spices up our sex life. We like it.” I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It was a relief to get it out there. Grace might be upset but there it was.

Actually it was her fault. She’d let Chloe see her cell phone. So she had no cause to be pissed off with me.

“So tell me. What’s it like, man? I need details.” He popped the beer can and held it before him, his eyes staring intently into mine.

He was so earnest, so eager to hear more that I had to laugh. I stepped towards him and clapped him on the back. “Not here. It’s a couple’s club actually. If I’m going to talk about it, it’ll be with the two of you and Grace of course.” I stepped through the doorway into the warm afternoon.

I didn’t know how much hotter it was going to get!


Chapter 14

Chloe

My gaze flitted from Grace to Jason and I had to look down to hide the smile that threatened to burst forth. So Ethan had told her we’d seen them earlier.

I wasn’t surprised to see Ethan follow Jason to the kitchen to get more beer. It was better for them to do the guy talk thing, now that the truth was out there.

I looked across at Grace. She smiled shyly and took a sip of wine. I guess it was up to me to bring the subject up, especially after what had happened between us earlier.

“Grace...I know that you were at a swingers’ club last night.”

Her eyes widened and her hand quickly swept across her mouth as she sputtered wine. I leaned forward and patted her foot. “It’s okay. I’m not shocked...although I admit I was at first. I read about the club and well...Let’s just say that the past two nights have been really sexy for Ethan and me.”

“So you read the text message on my phone? I wondered about that.” Her eyebrows lifted and she took a deep breath. “Was that why you kind of came on to me in the kitchen?” Her finger rolled over the rim of her glass as she looked me in the eye.

She didn’t look angry that I’d snooped or even embarrassed. I stood up and stepped over to he and sat down on the bottom part of her lounge chair. I rested my hand on her thigh as I gazed into her eyes. “As I recall, you didn’t seem to be in any hurry to get dressed. Hell, you even cupped your hands under your breasts, making sure I’d notice them. What was all that about if you didn’t want it to go to a higher level?”

Her lips parted and it looked like she was about to say something but she looked down into the glass of wine.

I couldn’t stop the smile that flashed in my face. She was the older woman with much more experience in that whole swinger thing, yet she seemed kind of shy suddenly. A tendril of hair had slipped forward across her cheek and her long eyelashes shielded her eyes as she gazed down. My hand rose to tuck the lock of hair back, behind her ear and I lifted her chin so that we looked into each other’s eyes.

“Don’t be embarrassed. I’m sure as hell, not. Actually, I’m dying to hear more about that club.” It was true. I leaned closer and peered at her with wide eyes. Now that it was out in the open, I wanted the dirty details, all of them.

A slow smile spread on her lips and into her eyes. “Look, I want to tell you but...”

“But what? C’mon Grace.” My hand dropped and I squeezed hers tightly. Why was she being so coy and secretive?

She looked past me, to the house. “Jason and Ethan are coming. I don’t want to get into this until they’re here. If Jason’s okay with talking to you guys about it, then fine. It is pretty private stuff you know.”

My stomach fell as I rose to my feet as the guys came up to where we were sitting. When I looked at Ethan, he bobbed his eyebrows and grinned at me. Jason looked like the cat that’d swallowed the canary. What was up with those two? I eased down into the other lounge chair and picked up my glass of wine.

As I sat down, my tummy took flight with butterflies. Ever since I’d learned about this swinger thing it was like being in some sort of sexual ‘Wonderland’, like Alice. And just like Alice, I was eager to explore.

Ethan took the chair next to me and reached over to squeeze my hand. There was an element of eagerness in his eyes. What the heck had those two talked about in the kitchen?


Chapter 15

Grace

It was all I could do to stop myself from blurting everything out to Chloe, especially with her sitting so close, looking absolutely lush as she stared into my eyes. It would be so easy to tell her everything and the fact that she KNEW about the swinging thing and had actually touched my boob earlier...well, she was as bi curious as me.

But...This wasn’t just about me. Jason was part of this too. There was no way any sort of conversation was going to happen without him being there. Ethan was obviously enticed by the club as Chloe. That remark about ‘getting to know us better’ proved that. My stomach tightened despite the smile I gave her.

When I saw Ethan and Jason walking out the door towards us, I tried to read Jason’s face. Whatever happened would all hinge on his okay. His eyes met mine for a long moment as his lips twitched in a small smile.

He took a seat next to me and his eyes lit up. “Grace, it seems we don’t have any secrets anymore, not with Chloe and Ethan. Not only did they catch us making out earlier, they know about the club too.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, unaware that I’d been holding my breath. I smiled at him. “Yes, I know. Chloe and I had the same conversation that you and Ethan had.” I leaned closer and my voice was soft when I spoke. “Are you okay with this? Talking to them about it?”

“C’mon Jason. At least tell us what the club’s like. We don’t need to know who you messed around with or how far you guys go but...that club...I’d like to know more.” Ethan sat forward, the beer dangling in his hand between bent knees.

Jason’s hands extended palms out. “That’s fine by me.” He looked over to me and said, “Grace. I thought you’d be upset and I haven’t said a word.” He gave a small grin. “Yet.”

I looked across at Chloe and Ethan, watching us like hawks. I smiled recalling the first time I’d been in the club. Even though the website had said that people treat others with respect, I’d expected anyone who gave me a second look to expect to have sex with me. It was funny seeing Chloe and Ethan looking so eager. Did they think that now everyone knew, we’d just have an orgy?

“Actually, we’ve only been to the club a few times. We’re not full fledged swingers,” I said.

“Not yet.” Jason’s voice was low, followed by a chuckle.

I glanced over at him and patted his thigh. With a grin on my face, I turned to Chloe. “What I mean is, we’ve done soft swing, we actually haven’t had sex with another couple.”

Chloe’s eyes narrowed and her eyebrows drew together. “But you’ve had sex there! In front of a bunch of other people?” She lifted her glass to take a long swallow.

Ethan’s eyes were wide as marbles and he sat back in the chair, pushing on the crotch of his shorts. He let out a quick sigh and grinned. “Sorry. Just thinking about it...”

I couldn’t stop the chuckle that spilled from my chest. It was obvious that he was getting a hard on and Chloe was squirming in her chair as well. “No one else. Just Jason and me. But let me tell you that’s been enough—”

“For now.” Once more Jason interjected finishing my sentence.

“Hey! I’m the one telling it.” I gave his arm a swat.

“Okay, okay. Fair ball.” He sat back and took a long swallow of beer.

I turned back to Chloe and Ethan. “Look, I know you’re interested and you’ve gone crazy looking at the website and watching swinger porn but—”

“But what?” Chloe’s head dipped forward, staring at me.

I took a deep breath. “But you really need to communicate as a couple before you try anything. That’s why we’ve never done anything with another couple. I’ve never been one hundred percent sure how I’d feel seeing Jason with another woman.” Face it, a part of me was still a little insecure.

Jason reached over and rubbed my arm. “And I would never push the issue. I love you too much for that.” He looked across at Ethan. “That’s another thing buddy. In this area, women call the shots by and large. Any guy who drags his wife to a club when she’s not ready is asking for trouble. I saw one couple the first night we went there. The woman had a screaming fit right there in the parking lot. It was a bad scene, dude.”

I nodded and patted his hand. This was one reason I loved him so much. Going to the club had brought us closer as a couple. He wasn’t in it just to fuck other women.

Chloe grinned and extended her glass, signaling for Ethan to get her a refill. “I like that. Women calling the shots.” She smiled up at him as he rose to get the bottle of wine. When she turned to face me, her face was serious. “It’s really weird. When we learned about you guys and the swinging thing we had some awesome sex. And coming over here today, knowing that...”

Watching her, I couldn’t help the tingle that flooded through my pussy. They’d known we were sexually open and had come over expecting more? And Ethan standing next to her pouring wine into her glass, the crotch of his shorts filled out quite nicely.

I sighed. Much as I wouldn’t mind taking this to the next level, I had to be sure they were ready. This couldn’t happen on a whim that they’d regret later. And then there was our friendship—Chloe and mine. I couldn’t jeopardize that either.

Jason stood up and stretched. He smiled at me before turning to Chloe. “If you two want to get together again with us...go to the club even, Grace and I would like that too.” He placed his hands on his hips and his chin dipped down, gazing at them. “You’re both really attractive and we like you. Hell, we’d love to get close to you sexually but...” His lips drew together in a straight line and he shook his head. “Not today. You two need to really think about this and if you want to try it, just dangle your toe in the water first.”

I stood up, put my arm over his shoulder and stretched up to kiss his cheek. God I loved that man! I turned to Chloe and Ethan. “Speaking of dangling your toe in the water, who’s ready for a swim?”


Chapter 16

Sex  Oops I mean, SIX days later...

Ethan

“Hurry up, Chloe!” I glanced at my watch for the third time in five minutes. What was with women that they took so much time to get ready?

“Hold your horses. I’m almost done and we’ve got plenty of time.” Her voice drifted from the bathroom, down the hall to where I stood waiting.

“You sure you have the time right, today? She said noon, didn’t she?” I grinned remembering my first impression of Grace and Jason, the two of them fucking next to the pool. Well today, if everything went as planned we’d be joining them with that.

I took a glass from the cabinet and turned the cold water tap to fill it. The week had flown by in a whirlwind of mind blowing sex. Between the romps in bed, we’d talked about swinging, even role played a bit. Chloe and I were ready. The fact that she and Grace were both bi-curious made it even hotter. Maybe we wouldn’t actually switch partners but that, the girl on girl, was definitely on the table.

I pushed at the crotch of my shorts, trying to adjust my dick to a more comfortable spot. I gulped the water, wondering how my cock could get thick so easily after a week of non-stop sex. For sure there’d be no performance anxiety today.

The heels of her sandals clacked on the hardwood floor, walking down the hall. I set the glass down and turned to watch her enter the kitchen. Holy shit! The wait had been worth it. In the form fitting sun dress, she exuded sex appeal. Her cleavage was a deep warm valley, and the skirt barely covered her ass.

She grinned and stepped into me, throwing her arms around my neck. “You like?” Sweet, floral scent drifted into my nostrils when she leaned closer to kiss my lips lightly.

“Are you kidding? You’re smokin’ hot.” I took her hand and placed it on my crotch. “Does that convince you?” My eyes closed softly when her fingers pressed in.

“Oh God, Ethan. I can’t believe this. We’re dressed up like we’re going on a date. And we’re just as excited too.” Her wide blue eyes sparkled above cheeks flushed pink.

“It’s mind blowing, isn’t it. Yet, the past week was like our honeymoon all over again. I can see why Grace and Jason got into this.” My hands cupped her cheeks and I tilted her face to look deep into her eyes. “I love you, Chloe.”  

Her smile faded and her eyes were soft gazing into mine. “I love you too.”

There was no need to say anymore. It was the final affirmation that whatever happened later, it would only serve to enhance our relationship. If either of us had second thoughts or was uncomfortable in any way, it would end right there and then. We were in this together, hand in hand or we weren’t in it at all. We’d talked about this all week and this was a final taking each other’s temperature before leaving the house. I told myself that I’d keep it up though, once we got there.

“Ready?”

Her lips curled in a smile as she nodded her head a bunch of times. We both were excited!

***

Twenty minutes later we were at Grace and Jason’s front door. Once more the weather had cooperated with clear skies and temperatures in the high eighties. A bead of sweat trickled down my back under the light cotton shirt as I stood holding Chloe’s hand in mine.

The door opened to reveal Grace’s head peeking around the edge of it. Her green eyes were above a wide smile, while behind her, Jason’s dark eyes were dancing, laugh lines spreading from the corners. “Hi! C’mon in,” their voices chimed together, and the door opened wider, welcoming us.

Chloe was the first one to enter, her hand rising to her mouth followed by a soft giggle. When I stepped inside and the door closed, the sight of Grace’s naked breasts peeking out from the edges of a sheer lacy cover-up, met my eyes. She stepped forward and hugged Chloe, planting a soft kiss on her lips before turning to me.

Her smile was impish as she stepped forward and her arms folded over my shoulders. Her breasts pressed into my abdomen and her kiss was light against my lips, the floral scent of her hair drifting into my nostrils. I could feel my cock begin to stiffen as I pulled her close.

Behind her, Jason’s eyes locked with mine as he hugged Chloe. He smiled and looked down at my hands clasping just above her ass. He was very okay with his nearly naked wife in the arms of another man.

She eased back and turned to put her arm around Chloe’s waist. “Let’s get a glass of wine, shall we, and then you can get changed into your swim suit.”

My cock was thick watching the two women walk into the kitchen. Chloe was all curves, from the narrowness of her waist to the swell of her hip and the crease under the cheeks of her ass, swaying alongside her friend. And Grace! The cover-up sure wasn’t covering much, the tanned and toned orbs of her ass showing through the faint fabric.

Jason’s arm extended and he grinned. “Beer? Or would you like something stronger?”

My eyebrows rose and I smiled at him. “Beer’s good.” He was dressed like me in a pair of clam diggers and a golf shirt. Well, that much was more or less what I’d expected. But Grace! There was no doubt with what she had on, or more accurately, didn’t have on, what she was dressed for. I’d read somewhere on one of the swinger sites that the hostess sets the mood in stuff like this.

I followed the women into the kitchen and watched Grace pour wine into two goblets. If she’d been completely naked she couldn’t have looked sexier. The edges of the short robe skimmed the tips of her breasts, revealing dark pebbled nipples, a small tummy and a landing strip of auburn pubic hair. She was completely at ease, lifting the glass and handing it to Chloe.

Jason stepped by her and reached into the fridge for a couple cans of beer. “So, how has the week been?” He handed me one and grinned looking from Chloe to me. “Lots of talk, lots of sex?”

I laughed as I popped the tab. “Yeah, you could say that. We’ve talked, which led to sex, and more sex. How about you two?”

It was Grace who spoke. “Same here. It’s amazing isn’t it? We’ve been really looking forward to you coming over today.” She sidled close to Jason, putting her arm around his waist, her left breast becoming completely exposed in the process.

It was hard to tear my eyes from the sight but I needed to see how Chloe was taking all of this. Her eyes were wide but there was a smile on her face as she gazed at Grace and Jason. She was okay with this even though her cheeks had flushed pink. I let out a soft breath and turned once more to Grace and her husband.

“Oh my.” Chloe took a long swallow of wine. She cleared her throat and spoke again. “I needed that. It’s funny. We’ve been the same—aching to see you guys but now that we’re here, I’m nervous. I mean, how do we start?”

It was exactly what I’d been thinking. We all knew where this was going to end up but the steps leading to it...What, if anything, should we be doing? It was like a race, where you’re all pumped up, ready to sprint but not sure where the starting line was.

Grace pulled away from Jason and stepped closer to Chloe, tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear as she gazed into Chloe’s eyes. “I think you should finish your wine. Relax. We have all afternoon.” She leaned forward and kissed Chloe’s lips.

My cock was oozing its arousal and my hand tightened on the beer can as I watched the tender, sensuous sight of the two women kissing. I glanced over at Jason, only to see his arousal matching mine.

The kiss ended and Chloe took another sip of wine while Grace’s fingers drifted along the low edge of her neckline.

“I love this dress. You look so hot in it.” She let out a soft laugh. “Maybe too hot.” Her fingers rose to the shoulder strap and pushed it down.

My heart was hammering in my chest and I took a long haul of beer, my gaze never leaving the women. What was next?

Their foreheads touched, and Chloe’s teeth pressed into her lower lip as she looked down at Grace’s chest. Ever so slowly, her hand rose to cup and knead Grace’s breast. “I’ve thought of doing this all week.”

Grace smiled and her hand tugged at the other shoulder strap, pushing it lower, tugging the fabric down and exposing Chloe’s breasts.

Oh my God. My lips fell open as I watched Grace fondle Chloe’s breasts, her fingers topped by fiery red nails, teasing the nipples. Beside me, Jason’s breath was slow and steady, breaking the utter silence in the room.

Chloe’s hand drifted around Grace’s back and lower still, pulling her close. There was urgency in her movements, her lips nuzzling Grace’s neck, as her hips pressed forward, an urgency that soon ignited in Grace as well.

I barely dared to breathe as Grace pushed Chloe’s dress down, revealing the thin string of panties on her hips, the ivory skin of her ass and flash of golden thigh as it glided to the floor. Her hand curled over Chloe’s butt cheek, tugging at the supple flesh.

Her face titled up again and she kissed Chloe’s ear. The whispered words were too low to hear but whatever she’d said made Chloe grin and step out of the loop of fabric circling her feet. Grace grabbed the bottle of wine and turned her head, flashing a small smile at Jason and me, before sliding the patio door wide and stepping out into the bright sunshine. Chloe slipped her sandals off and followed.

Oh fuck, my dick was so hard it was almost becoming painful! This was it! A scene straight from the raunchiest porn flick was about to happen. But it was not just some unknown but sexy babes going at it but Chloe and Grace! I took the cold can of beer that Jason extended and hustled out the door and across the patio to where they lay stretched on the chaise lounge, every red blooded man’s fantasy come true.


Chapter 17

Chloe

The breath hitched in my throat as she leaned into me, her gaze on my lips. The touch of her mouth on mine was a tingling butterfly and simultaneously, our lips parted. My clit was on fire, longing for more. My hand cupped her neck and I pulled her hard onto my mouth, forcing her lips wider with my tongue. The sweet taste of wine, her heady perfume aroused me further. I pushed the lacy cover-up down and off. My hand skimmed down her neck and chest and I clutched her breast...kneading and rolling it in my palm as I devoured her mouth with mine. Oh God, my pussy was wet, craving more of her.

My mouth left hers and I kissed her jaw, her throat, moving down to where I longed to kiss. My tongue circled the firm tip of her nipple and I suckled, tasting sweet perfumed flesh.

“Ahh... yes… that feels so good...” Her words were a yearning sigh as her fingers rolled over my head.

When she eased back, stretching her body on the lounge chair, I followed her, never breaking contact with her breast. My hands clutched her warm flesh, pulling and kneading as I moved to kiss her other nipple.

Oh God. The warm pressure on my breast from her hand, pulling at my flesh sent jolts of longing through my pussy. I pulled back for a moment and rolled onto my side to lie beside her, once more kissing her lips. Our breasts pressed against each other, both of our hands roaming quickly over each other’s bodies.

My hand skimmed the valley of her waist to her hip, and down to the hot moistness of her pussy. The first time touching another woman... I barely breathed, feeling her skin like satin under my fingertips. Oh God. This was it. To touch another woman, toexplore her pussy with my fingers…

Her knee bent and swung up, opening herself. Oh yeah. She wanted this as much as I did. My finger pressed into her fold, sliding slowly through the slick furrow.

She jerked and a soft mewl sounded deep in her throat. Even if she hadn’t signaled that I’d stroked her clit, I would have known. It was firm, protruding just a little from the soft folds of skin, just like mine probably was doing right then.

Oh God, her fingers slithered under my arm, reaching for my pussy. I wanted it so much. My knee rose, and the muscles in my ass tightened, thrusting my groin to meet her hand.

Her finger on my clit jolted through my body like white lightning. It was my turn to sigh. “Oh yeah...” floated from my mouth like a blessing. My hips rocked back and forth, pushing her finger to the sweetest spot, the underside. “Don’t stop,” I now sighed. My chest heaved and heart raced as her finger teased my clit. It was so fucking hot, her fingers were perfect, sweet torture.

“Fuck that’s hot.”

At the hoarse whisper, my head turned. Ethan and Jason stood a few feet away from the bottom of the lounge chair. They each held a can of beer next to their chest and their eyes were slits watching us. After a quick glance lower at the tenting of their shorts, I smiled.

“Don’t stop on our account.” Jason grinned and his free hand rose to rub the bulge in his shorts.

Grace’s hand pulled at my neck and I turned to kiss her again. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she fluttered the tip quickly against mine. The sensation of her fluttering tongue began a new flow of pleasure through me. Oh yeah, her tongue down there, vibrating my clit...

Fuck, I wanted that!

The fact that Ethan and Jason were watching us, getting so turned on, made it even hotter. Whether it was the wine or the anticipation building all week, any inhibition I had evaporated. They wanted a show...well, I wanted to give them one, almost as much as I wanted Grace’s tongue licking my pussy. But it was time to slow down a bit. The orgasm was close...too close. I wanted this to last forever.

I pulled back and smiled, gazing into her eyes. “This lounge chair is too narrow. Let’s go for a swim to cool down a bit.” I leaned into her again and whispered, my lips brushing the fold of skin of her ear. “Plus, this will drive the guys nuts.”

She giggled and nodded her head. I rose to my feet, tossed my panties onto the chair and watched as she stood up. With shoulders pulled back, breasts perky and high, she took my hand in hers, leading me over to the pool. I’d never paraded naked in front of anyone but my husband, yet here I was strolling casually across the patio in front of everyone. It was as natural as that, yet my breath was raspy walking behind her.

It had a surreal quality to it, like I had stepped onto the set of a porn flick. I loved it! For the first time in my life, I wanted to flaunt… flaunt what? My sexuality? No, that wasn’t it exactly. The guys were watching us like hawks, yes… and I wanted them to get their money’s worth or something. I let my hips roll into each step, enjoying my vamping. It was strange for me. I was the object of their wanton desires—all of them—Grace’s as well as Ethan and Jason’s.

Whenever guys gave me a once over—in a bar, or just walking down the street even—I had always felt a rush of being self conscious. Those episodes of being checked out always had an element of me feeling embarrassed or something.

But here I was, striding across my patio, turned on as much as I had ever been in my life, and turning on these people around me… and I felt happy? No, not happy… sort of fulfilled. Yes, fulfilled. I was putting myself out there sexually—unselfconsciously wanton—blatantly wanton and they were into me being in this mood. And their being into me, made me want to go even deeper into this arousal.

Me turning them on was turning me on even more!

I glanced over my shoulder and smiled slyly at Ethan and Jason. It was in their eyes, longing and lust watching Grace and me.

I turned back to her and pulled at her hand, stepping forward to kiss her while my hands roamed softly over her back and then cupped her ass. Our groins pressed tight together, sending fresh jolts of pleasure through my pussy. When she pulled her head back and her lips curved in a small smile, I knew she felt it too—the debauched pleasure we were about to explore.


Chapter 18

Grace

It was a fantasy come true. I’d been so hot for her all week; when she’d told me she wanted try sex with another woman, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven.

The woman at the club from the other week was beautiful and sexy as hell, but she couldn’t hold a candle to Chloe.

Just walking in the door she took my breath away. She was so totally hot, her gorgeous boobs spilling up from the neckline of her dress, while the look in her big blue eyes made my heart beat faster. Her lips were full and a little pouty in a flawless ivory complexion that suited the mane of golden hair.

And now exploring each other’s bodies, feeling the pleasure, hearing the soft moans from her throat at my touch was intoxicating. Her lips were soft and sensuous everywhere she kissed, sending quivering pulses through my body. A part of me wanted to slow down, make this last.

Her finger stroked my clit gently. “Oh yeah...” The words flowed from my lips, as I became lost in her tender caress. I knew it would be like this with another woman—the soft touch wrapping the heat within.

I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to have her, bring this pleasure to her. My fingers shot between her legs, sliding into the hot slipperiness of her furrow. Her breathing quickened and hips humped back and forth on my finger; her body wanting and craving this too. Oh fuck, it made me want her more.

At Ethan’s words of wonder, his voice low, charged with lust, I smiled. Chloe and I were totally hot and the fact that the guys were watching, almost creaming their jeans just amped everything up another notch.

When she turned back to me and kissed me again, I showed her what I wanted—to tease her clit with my tongue until she screamed for more. At her whispered words, my stomach sank for a moment—go for a swim? But she was right. It was happening quickly, and if she had any second thoughts...well, hopefully she wouldn’t.

When I stood up, Jason’s eyes locked with mine for a moment and he gave a small nod of his head. As for Ethan, from the state of his pants, he was hot with this.

I took her hand in mine and led her to the pool. Her tug on my arm stopping me and the kiss that followed took me by surprise for a moment. But her lips were delicious and decadent, her pussy pushing and undulating against mine. I smiled at her and turned to walk down the steps into the pool.

The water was cool on my skin, refreshing as it flowed between my legs. There was a small splash and Chloe shot by me, her arms pulling at the water, swimming to the other end of the pool. Her ass was a flash of white as her legs scissored, propelling her forward.

I turned and grinned at the guys. They were standing still as statues, their beer cans in hand watching us with frank longing. “Are you guys coming in? Loose the shorts.”

I dipped lower in the pool and swam towards her. She was almost at the other end and I kicked harder to catch up with her. Now that the guys were going to join us, it was important that I talk to her.

Her hand spring from the water, grasping the ledge of the pool. I was soon treading water next to her, smiling into her eyes. “Chloe, Jason and I have never swapped partners. It’s a big step.”

She reached for my hand and pulled me closer. “Actually, I don’t think that Ethan and I are ready for that either. But that doesn’t mean that you and me—”

“Oh no. THAT’s definitely going to happen.” I smiled and kissed her lips. “But Ethan doesn’t expect—”

“No. Actually we hadn’t planned that. Neither of us are ready for that.” Her hand drifted along my back softly.

She was so beautiful, smiling at me, her lush body grazing against mine that the spark of longing in my pussy flared hot. I cupped her breast and my thumbnail teased the tip of her nipple. Her eyes closed for a second and her lips parted with a gentle sigh. The passion we’d both felt on the lounge chair was stirring once more.

I pulled my hand back and slipped under the water, drifting lower until her pussy was before my face. Holding her thighs in my hands, I pulled forward and my mouth nuzzled between her legs. My lips pursed over her clit, pulling on it. After a minute of this my lungs burned and I thrust up to gulp air. When I saw the soft longing in her eyes, her lips open and breathing quickly, I smiled.

She pushed off from the wall of the pool, swimming slowly to the shallow end. I wasn’t far behind her. Before us, Ethan and Jason were low in the pool, their shoulders and hand holding a beer can above the water. Neither of them said anything as Chloe, followed closely by me, walked up the steps out of the pool.

I watched the crease under her ass, and the hint of her pussy as she walked over to the table and picked up the goblet of wine. God, that was sexy, just the slightest jiggle in her bottom above slender and firm thighs. I finished the rest of my wine and grabbed a towel from the table.

“Let’s get comfortable. “ I nodded my head to the side of the pool and headed over to spread the towel there.

After a quick glance at Ethan and Jason, I lowered my body onto the plush cotton. Chloe’s eyes were soft slits and there was a small smile on her lips as she slowly walked over. It had been sensuous and wanton, the sway of her hips and how her breasts pulled high shook with each step. She was totally in the moment, tantalizing each one of us. 

She knelt down and leaned forward to kiss my lips, her hand laying softly on my cheek. Once more the touch of her tongue skimming over mine sent of wave of pleasure through my body. When she pulled back her hand lowered and nudged my shoulder gently, until I was spread on my back on the towel. There was a flutter low in my tummy gazing up at her, anticipating what would follow.

Her hand trailed to the side of my breast pulling at the soft roundness as she bent lower to tongue my nipple. The gentle touch on my sensitive skin, sent a shiver through my body that pulsed in my clit. I gazed at her profile, the blonde curls tucked behind her ear, her eyes seductive slits as her lips closed over my nipple. Oh fuck. The reality was better than any fantasy, especially knowing our husbands were probably drooling as they watched.

My fingers feathered over the back of her head and lower, over her back to the swell of her ass. Her skin was like satin, warm and smooth under my fingers.

Her hand left my breast and skimmed over my tummy and my breath caught in my throat. This was what I ached for. My leg slid to the side, opening myself to her touch. Her finger teased my clit softly.

“Oh fuck, yeah. Just like that.” My hips convulsed up, humping her finger. It was so fucking hot. She had me just where I wanted to be.

“Ahh...” I sucked a gasp of air as her tongue traced a trail down my stomach. Oh God. I wanted her mouth on my pussy.

She rolled onto her side and shifted her body so that her pussy was next to my head.

It happened so quickly—her fingers prying my lips apart and her tongue hot on my clit. The sensation was incredible. The tip of her tongue probing, licking... she was so hungry, this was so… so dirty!

I rolled onto my shoulder, and gazed at her pussy, the darker lips swollen, while a sheen of wetness glazed the burgundy skin of her furrow. Her clit was a firm nub peeking through the lush aroma of her flesh. This was it. The first time kissing, making love to another woman, all the while she was driving me mad with her tongue and lips.

Leaning my head forward I licked her clit, tasted her arousal, a tingly sweetness on my tongue. My lips closed around it, sucking it into my mouth, as my fingers slid down through her folds and pushed deep inside, mimicking what she was doing to me. Her hips rocked forward pressing her pussy harder onto my mouth.

Oh God! The lust in my pussy from her fingers fucking deep into my cunt and her tongue flicking fast on my clit, was going to my head. I wanted more of her... I wanted to give her the same molten pleasure she was giving me. I slurped and lapped on her clit while the fingers of my hand drove deep into her hot slippery tightness.

I sensed movement behind her body. But the hot desire and lust was building, blinding me to everything but us. My mouth ravished her clit... Hot pleasure in mine. We were as one, each striving deeper, our tongue swirling dervishes, caught in a dance of lust. I felt her thighs tremble and her hand gripped my ass. Her tongue fell away from my clit.

“Grace! Fuck, suck it...don’t stop!”

Her cunt tightened on my fingers and released a fresh spurt of slippery pleasure. My tongue was like a vibrator, the muscle aching, determined to bring her to the crest of the wave. Her pubic bone pelted my chin as she rocked in lust.

“Yeah baby. I’m COMING! DON’T STOP!”

Her juices covered my lips and cheeks. My hand drove deeper still into her cunt. My lips clamped over her clit, sucking it while tormenting the tip with a flickering tongue. The moans from her chest and the jerking of her hips were my reward. Oh God. I’d never eaten out a woman before but I’d done good. She was a quivering mass beside me.

Her hand swept to my forehead pushing me back.

“Stop.” There was a soft laugh and her hips jerked back. “Fuck Grace. That was so good.” She sighed and her legs flopped together.

My stomach dropped when she pulled away and slid across the towel to pop down into the pool. Holy fuck. I was still horny as hell and it was ending?

Her hands on my ankles tugged me closer to the edge of the pool. There was a wicked and wanton smile on her lips and I sat up enough to push closer. My lower legs dropped into the cool water as I perched, my ass resting on the edge of the pool.

“Now, it’s your turn.” Her voice was sultry as she edged closer to my pussy.

I laid back, propping my upper body on my elbows watching her. Oh fuck, what an erotic sight. Legs splayed exposing my pussy while she edged closer. When her tongue once more lapped my clit, I moaned with pleasure. It was almost better than the sixty-nine we’d done, being able to see her eyes and hair while she sucked and licked my clit.

“Oh yeah...” My eyes closed, relishing the fullness in my cunt from her hand pumping rhythmically.

“Oh Jesus. This is so fucking hot.” Jason’s voice drifted into my ears. I glanced over and sighed in lust, watching his hand squeeze the bulge in his shorts.

Chloe’s tongue became a fast whir, her hand fucking me harder with more urgency. My orgasm was close. My eyes drifted shut, giving myself over to her mouth. My hand closed over my breast, squeezing the nipple, adding to the pleasure in my cunt.

“Ah...” The first hot jolt of lust shot through my pussy. My hips rocked into her mouth, hand gripped her head pulling her harder onto me. “Oh God...” Another wave of lust consumed my body, legs quivering. Oh god...how decadent and hot....a woman licking my pussy...” Oh yeah... Don’t stop!” My words were a gush of breath, heart hammering, chest panting.

“OH!” That last one was intense. My fingers curled, fisting her head, pulling her away. Her tongue was too much on my clit now.

I looked down and saw her hand rise to scrap the wet lust from her lips and chin. Her eyes looked into mine and she smiled. “That was fucking nice.”

I leaned forward and my hands cupped her cheeks, tilting her head up so that i could kiss her lips. “Oh my God, yes.”

“I just wish I’d got it on my cell phone. That was beyond nice. It was smokin’ hot.” Ethan stepped beside me, and gazed down at Chloe.

I smiled seeing the huge tent his shorts had become. The afternoon was just getting started.


Chapter 19

Ethan

One thing I’d never been accused of was beating around the bush. I smiled watching Chloe walk up the steps of the pool and take my hand. Holy fuck! Last week, if I hadn’t been up front with Grace about catching them in the act or told Jason we knew about the swinger thing, maybe none of this would have happened.

Ever since that Friday night when Chloe had told me about them being swingers and then watching all the swinger orgies flicks all week, I’d been like a teenager. It seemed that walking around with a hard-on was a way of life. But what I’d just seen...well, it went beyond the realm of fantasy. Chloe and Grace doing sixty-nine, eating each other out till they screamed? Oh boy.

But what now? I had stolen a few glances at Jason when the girls were goin’ at it. Hell, he made no bones...Ha! that was funny...no bones about the fact that he was turned on. Fuck, he’d even gone so far as to rub at his dick. I hadn’t done that but if he had taken it out of his shorts I might have been tempted to play with myself as well.

I smiled at Chloe and pulled her close to my body. “My God, that was hot.” Her hand skimmed over my stomach and rubbed my cock—not difficult to find seeing as it was hard as a rock.

At the soft touch on my shoulder, I turned to see Grace grinning up at me. Her eyes were still soft and sexy looking and her lips were puffy from all the action with Chloe, but it was the fact that she was totally naked, the tips of her nipples actually touching my arm and that narrow arrow of reddish pubic hair—Oh God! How much more of this could I take?

“I’ve got an idea.” She reached over and her hand rested lightly on Chloe’s arm. She looked over at Jason and then turned back to me.

Jason stepped closer, nuzzling her neck while his hand pulled her away, back over to the towel spread on the concrete. She eased down onto the towel while his fingers tugged at the snap on his short and the zipper. He glanced over at me and smiled, sliding the shorts off.

I could feel my heart pound in my chest and my mouth dry up. This was it. That look had said it all—the invitation to join them on the towel... well not actually join them but be next to them. My dick was like granite, oozing a bead of pre-cum. I looked down at Chloe. Her tongue rolled slowly over her bottom lip and she seemed to smile at me with her eyes before her head gave a slight nod.

Oh my God! No backing out or second thoughts. She was totally into it as well! Were we becoming swingers?

Her arms curled around my neck and she rose on her tip toes to kiss my lips. As she was about to break off the kiss, I gripped her harder and my mouth pressed tighter to hers, exploring with my tongue. The scent of another woman was on her lips, the taste on her tongue. I couldn’t get enough.

Grace’s words drifted by my ears. “I’ll get another towel and spread it out.”

Chloe pulled back and smiled at me. From the look in her eyes, she knew what had sparked that passionate kiss. She slipped her hand over mine and led the way to the side of the pool where Grace was straightening a striped towel next to the other one.

A bead of sweat trickled down the side of my face as I glanced down and unbuttoned my shorts.  Chloe slipped beside me and lowered her body onto the towel. She lay on her back, with her hand tucked under her head. I think I’d seen that pose before, in sexy men’s magazines. Somehow, today had unleashed some sort of sex kitten in her. I’d never seen her so confident and sensual.

Next to her, Grace, her upper body angling up propped on her elbows, smiled at Jason. While she wasn’t as well endowed as Chloe, there was a sleek cat like quality to her lithe and tanned body. One of her legs was bent at the knee, sprawled idly outward, revealing a hint of her pussy lips.

When I shoved the shorts down, my cock popped free, dangling heavily as I bent to slide the cotton fabric from my legs and feet. I glanced again at Chloe, only to see her gaze focused on Jason’s package, while Grace made no secret of the fact that she was checking out mine. I sneaked a peek at Jason.

Whoa! For a guy in his forties, he wasn’t doing too bad. It might not be bouncing off his tummy but the laws of gravity weren’t on his side, not with the width of that schlong. Holy shit, it was dark and almost evil looking, the knob at the top pointed like a the end of one of Chloe’s vibrators.

I forced my eyes away, looking past Grace who was still seemingly mesmerized by my meat and sank down on my knees next to Chloe’s. She smiled as I lowered and rested my shoulder on the hard surface, leaning in to kiss her once more. My cock pressed into the softness of her thigh, leaving a smear of my arousal there.

She reached down and tugged at it, pulling me over and on top. From the corner of my eye, I saw Jason on one knee, squatting, while Grace’s hand pulled back and forth on his dick. At the movement of her head going forward, I turned to watch. Oh my God, she was giving him head about a foot away from where Chloe and I were. Just being able to watch two people do this, right next to us was a turn on way past any porno I ever watched. It was fucking hot!

Chloe’s hand pushed on my cock, lowering it to her opening at the same time as her hips curled up to meet me. Oh my God, I couldn’t take much more of this before I’d blow a load. I thrust deep inside her slippery tightness, still watching the live sex show next to us.

Grace’s jaw was wide, inching forward to deep throat her husband. Meanwhile Chloe’s muscles tightened harder on my shaft. Fuck, I’d never been in such a sexually charged situation!

I pulled back slowly, loving the feel of her slick flesh pulling on my shaft, till the end of my cock nestled at the opening of her cunt. My lips sucked in air and I held the pose. This was so fucking hot I wanted it to last as long as possible. But the sight of Jason pumping harder into his wife’s mouth...his gazes at Chloe and I with blatant lust was too much. My hips took on a life of their own, pounding my cock fast and furious into Chloe...driven faster at the whimpers of pleasure in her throat.

My hands gripped her ass, pulling her higher, as I thrust deep. “Oh yeah, baby...that’s it....I’m COMING!” A final thrust...my legs hard and quivering...hot jets of spunk pulsing deep...Oh God, another spurt of pure pleasure, spreading through my body...Chloe’s tight cunt squeezing, milking my cock...Jason’s pants of pleasure as he blew a load...all magnified the orgasm coursing through me.

“Oh fuck...” One final deep spurt of joy and I gasped, head falling forward onto Chloe’s neck.

My heart thundered in my chest as I panted for air. I turned my head to watch Jason and Grace, saw the hiss of his breath through clenched teeth, his eyes soft with lust watching Grace swallow and dive onto him once more. Oh my God. It was incredible...fucking over the moon, hot.

Chloe’s head was also turned watching Jason’s cock empty into Grace’s mouth. Her fingers threaded through my hair and she murmured softly. “Fucking amazing.”

There was one final jerk of Jason’s hips, pulling away from Grace. A thin viscous thread of cum trailed from his knob to her lips. His hand left her hair and trailed down her cheek, while his cock still thick and heavy, slapped down onto his thigh. He bent and kissed her softly, running his tongue along her lips. The love they shared was evident in their eyes when he pulled back and smiled at her.

She turned and gazed at Chloe and me, a small smile curling the edges of her lips. “Wow. Just wow.”

Chloe shifted and my cock, now totally spent and soft, slipped out. She stretched closer to Grace and kissed her gently. “Totally. That was amazing.” A small laugh bubbled from her throat. “Amazing Grace.”

“How sweet the sound...” Jason piped in and got to his feet. “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m parched. Between the sun and sex, I need some ice water.”

“I’ll have a glass too, if you don’t mind, Bro.” I called after him, watching him walk across the patio to the kitchen.

Chloe pulled away from Grace and snuggled close to me. Now it was just the three of us, basking quietly in the afterglow of sex. My hand trailed over Chloe’s arm as my eyes met Grace’s. It was the oddest feeling watching her, while caressing Chloe. There was a bond between us that I’d never experienced before, an intimacy that was tender and totally accepting. Grace and I hadn’t had sex with each other physically but I’d been part of the sexual experience she’d had with Chloe and also with Jason only minutes before.

Grace sat up and her hand covered mine. “I’m glad this afternoon happened. No more secrets between us. Look how much fun we just had.”

The moment was tender and real. Even though my chest was light basking in the new level of friendship, a part of me was nervous at the novelty. I couldn’t help myself when a laugh rose from my belly. “I guess this means we’re swingers, like you and Jason?”

The patio door banged shut and her gaze rose looking past my shoulder. I turned to see Jason carrying a tray where a jug of ice water and glasses perched, walking over to us.

She rose to her feet and scooped the towel up. “I hope so. Although at this point, it’s just soft swinging, you know?”

I watched her walk over to the table, spread the towel and take a seat. Jason poured water into each of the glasses and sat next to her, totally relaxed, gazing at her with a small smile.

There was no doubt about it, watching them while laying close to Chloe—they were in love and even closer as a couple after the bout of sex. My arms tingled and I hugged Chloe against my chest. I’d seen a different part of her sexuality that afternoon. A totally uninhibited woman exploring and enjoying another aspect of her sensuality, being comfortably naked and aroused by Grace.

Her breath was warm, brushing the folds of my ear. “I love you so much, Ethan. I’m glad this afternoon happened.”

I kissed her temple and then stood up, pulling her hand to join me. Hand in hand we walked over to the table and sat down, next to our new intimate friends.


Chapter 20

Jason

As I carried the ice water to the table, Grace’s words drifted into my ears. ‘Soft swinging....’ Watching Chloe and Ethan, snuggling close together, after doing just that, soft swinging, I pictured Grace and I, our first time and how we’d felt so connected to each other afterwards. To an outsider, it would seem odd but once you’ve done it, it’s as natural as holding hands at the movies.

I poured the water and took a seat next to Grace. The afternoon had been hot and sexy. And my wife’s first bi experience was with one of her best friends. I grinned thinking of how it’d started— all this because she’d forgotten her cell phone and Chloe had read the text message. There’s a saying about a small ripple becoming a tidal wave at some point.

When Chloe and Ethan took a seat across from us, there was a look of wonder in their faces.

“So...how often do you two go to the swinger club? Are you members?” Ethan smiled and reached for a glass of water.

I could feel the chuckle building in my chest but I managed just a grin as I looked at both of them. “Not as often as we’d like and no, we’re not really members. Maybe you’d like to go with us the next time?”

Chloe’s eyes lit up and she leaned over the table speaking to Grace. “That machine...the one that looks like a saddle with the big dildo mounted on it...have you?” Her head turned to the side but her eyes locked with Grace’s.

“Not yet, but I’m dying to try it. Actually, it’d be hot watching you on it.” Grace leaned over and patted Chloe’s hand, her eyes as bright as a kid’s on Christmas morning.

“What about those playrooms? Do they actually fill up with all kinds of people fucking in the open? Are there orgies?” Ethan grinned looking from me to Grace.

This time I did laugh. I shook my head and smiled at both of them. “You know, the first couple of times we went, we just danced and watched the action. Don’t get me wrong, when we got home we fucked like rabbits. The atmosphere is sexual and hot. But it isn’t a grope fest. There’s a lot of respect too. Like earlier here...we were only inches apart yet I never touched Chloe,” I turned to look at Ethan, “and you never touched Grace.”

He smiled at Grace and his voice was low, “Not that I didn’t want to. Holy shit, you’re hot as hell, just like Chloe.”

When Grace got up and walked around the table to stand between Chloe and Ethan, my heart beat hard and my breath caught in my throat. Oh God, this was a fantasy she knew I had. Watching her standing there, the three of them naked as jaybirds, and see her bend to kiss his cheek, her hand on Chloe’s shoulder caused a stirring in my groin. Even after mind blowing and yes, it and my dick were really blown earlier....

“Thanks Ethan. Both of you are attractive as hell to us.” She turned and stepped away brushing her breast lightly across his shoulder in the process.

His cheeks flushed and he gulped hard, turning to look at Chloe. But she must not have noticed because the smile on her face never faltered. I glanced at Grace, who smiled and winked her eye at me returning to her spot.

I cleared my throat and continued, “Like I was saying... It’s respect and knowing your limits. Grace and I have never done a full swap. She’s not completely comfortable with that and I don’t push it. We probably will some day.”

Ethan leaned over the table staring at me, his eyebrows drawn together in a straight line.” But it’s okay with you, Jason? I mean, you’re totally fine watching Grace with another guy? I mean, seeing her and Chloe was a guy’s wet dream, but really, another guy?”

My hand rested on my dick for a moment and I let out a short chuckle. “Fuck! Just the thought of it and I’m getting hard. I think it would be awesome.” Oh God. Even seeing her tease him with her breast glazing his shoulder had been hot.

He sat back and shook his head. “Wow. I’m not sure either about Chloe and another guy.” He reached for her hand and his smile was a little sheepish gazing at her.

My stomach fell but I smiled to hide the disappointment. Grace was close to a full swap and if it were them, she’d be even more comfortable. Anyone could see that Chloe and Ethan were crazy about each other. Sex with her would be fun but that’s all. Both of us loved our spouses, case closed. But Grace with Ethan...Wow!

“Well, it’s not something any of us have to worry about today.” I rose to my feet and finished the glass of water. My dick was thick from thinking about Grace and Ethan and I made no attempt to hide it, letting it hang heavy and low against my thigh. As I set the glass down, I noticed Chloe and Ethan checking it out. Let them. At almost nine inches fully erect, I was proud of it.

Chloe’s eyes rose to meet mine and a small smile curled her lips. Her gaze dropped once more and lingered. My stomach floated almost up to my chest as the realization sunk in. She and I were on the same page with this. I was dying to see Ethan fuck Grace but she was looking forward to a wild romp with me.

“Hey Chloe.”

She startled for a moment and her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink when our eyes locked. “Yeah?”

“Grace made a couple platters of munchies earlier. Would you help me get them? I’m going to grab a couple more beer.” From the corner of my eye I saw Grace and Ethan’s eyes widen, staring at us, but I extended my hand to Chloe.

“Sure.”

As she rose slowly to her feet, my gaze roamed over her body, and I smiled. I needed to talk to her, see what we could do to get our partners on side. Maybe leaving Grace and Ethan alone outside while Chloe and I did something as innocent as getting drinks and food together would be a start.


Chapter 21

Ethan

Holy cow! He got hard so fast just talking about me fucking Grace...And the size of his cock...

I watched him follow Chloe into the house. He was actually in pretty good shape for being ten years older—no middle age paunch and his ass was tight above muscular thighs and calves.

My chest tightened picturing Chloe almost drooling over his dick. I’d caught that and the way he’d ogled her body, asking her to help him in the kitchen. Shouldn’t he have asked Grace with that? What the hell was he up to? Goosing her when she bent to get the tray from the fridge?

I took a long swallow of beer, finishing the can off.

“I really hope you two come to the club with us. It’s an amazing place.”

At her soft voice, my gaze flashed over to Grace. There was a small smile on her face as she picked up the goblet of wine. It was funny. Here we were sitting stark naked after a wild bout of sex, so relaxed talking about a swinger club like it was a fine dining experience.

The sun’s rays really brought out the red in her hair and highlighted her high cheekbones. With the slight tilt of the corner of her eyes she looked feline and the casual way her arm extended to the side resting on the arm of the chair added to the lithe, cat-like aura. If she was nervous about her husband and Chloe being in the kitchen together, she wasn’t showing it.

“This whole afternoon has been amazing—you and Chloe and then the four of us by the pool. I’m still in a state of shock, pleasant shock. Yeah, I’d like to be in a whole room full of people fucking and sucking.” As I pictured it there was a shot of pleasure that flooded my dick, making it heavy once more. “It really must be something to experience.”

She sipped some wine and looked over the rim of the glass, her eyes narrow with mirth. “I can see you’re really up for it.”

I blew a gust of air and my eyebrows rose high. “No kidding.” When she set the glass down on the table I rose to get the bottle and top it up. This time when I sat down, I took the seat next to her and leaned close. “So Jason is really up for seeing you with another guy? I’m still trying to get my head around that.”

Her head tilted to the side and her gaze locked with mine. “It’s actually a common fantasy, being a cuckold. Whether it’s masochistic or just seeing how sexy your wife can be with another guy, getting her jollies...I couldn’t say. I’d like to try it.”

My ears weren’t the only senses that took that in. My eyes widened and my cock was rock hard. Was she hinting that she’d like her and me to get it on?

She took a sip of wine and my gaze openly dropped to her breasts and lower still to that tantalizing auburn landing strip on her pubes. My hand floated over to her thigh and rested there on the hot silk of her skin. It was as far as I would take it without Chloe being there. Hell, it could even be taken as a small gesture of friendship, even though we both knew it was more.

At the thud of the patio door opening, I turned my head to see Chloe walking out the door carrying a large wooden tray. Behind her, Jason held a tray with more food and a couple fresh cans of beer. Whatever had transpired in the kitchen had to have been pretty quick from the softness of his cock, slapping his thigh with each step.

As they got closer and I made no move to remove my hand from Grace’s thigh, their faces lit in warm smiles. If anything they seemed happy to see Grace and I sitting close together.

“Cheese, pepperoni and crackers.” Jason looked at Grace and winked his eye. “I added some smoked oysters. You know what they say about oysters.” He laughed as he set the tray on the table.

Chloe’s gaze met mine and she grinned. “Somehow from the state of your dick sitting so close to Grace, I don’t think you need the oysters.” She set the tray down and ambled closer to get the bottle of wine and top up her glass.

When she was done she stepped behind Grace’s chair and her hand rested on her girlfriend’s shoulder. “What have you two been talking about?” She smiled glancing at me and then looking down over Grace.

Grace’s head fell back against the chair and she looked up into Chloe’s eyes. “Jason’s fantasy. Seeing me with another guy.”

Chloe bent lower and kissed Grace’s forehead. She smiled and glanced over at me. “Funny, that’s what Jason and I talked about too. I’m cool with it if you two want to.” Her hand slinked lower and she massaged Grace’s breast, tweaking the nipple between her thumb and forefinger.

Oh God. My cock was standing straight up, a bead of pre-cum oozing from the slit. I sure didn’t need the oysters or Viagra or anything to get me going. Chloe stepped away from Grace and now stood next to me, bending lower and her hand rubbed my cock softly.

Her lips brushed my ear and she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “Jason and I will watch. He’s okay with that and so am I.”

I turned and looked into Jason’s eyes, saw his head nod slowly.

It was like being in a dream, an erotic fantasy when Grace rose to her feet and stood before me, her naked breasts directly in front of my face. Her fingers threaded through my hair, pulling me forward. Oh Jesus, this was incredible. A naked woman urging me on to fuck her while her husband and my wife gave us their blessing!

I filled my palm with her supple flesh, pulling and kneading her breast while my lips closed over the firm pebbled skin of her nipple, tongue teasing the tip. With my other hand I gripped her ass, squeezing the cheek lightly.

She kissed the top of my head and reached for my hand, pulling me to my feet. As I stood up, Chloe’s open lipped smile and her eyes soft with lust, met my eyes. There was a subtle nod of her head and I followed Grace, over to the pool and the plush towel.

Again there was an unreal quality as she dropped to her knees and her hands closed around my cock, pulling it forward, away from my stomach. My breath caught in my chest looking down into her beautiful green eyes, the tip of her tongue rolling over her lower lip, while her hands curled and rolling gently, sent waves of pleasure through my shaft.

Movement to the side caused my gaze to shift there. Jason stood next to Chloe, towering over her while her hand played softy on the bulging muscles of his upper arm. His hand fisted a cock that was thick and dark as he watched Grace.

I sighed when hot, wetness closed over my knob, like wonderful velvet. Her tongue circled the ridge, lingering on the sensitive line of skin on the underside, flicking gently there and making my knees weak from the erotic pleasure.

Slowly, ever so slowly, her mouth lowered, tongue sliding against my shaft until her lips pressed into my groin, her breath warm and moist on my skin, while her mouth drove my cock crazy with lust. The tips of her finger rolled over the ridges of my sack, tightened like walnuts, and behind to the tight muscle there between my balls and asshole. Oh man…

Oh fuck! The pressure of her fingers pushing the ridge of muscle, my cock deep in her throat was almost too much. I pulled back before I blew a load right then and there. I dropped to my knees and kissed her lips, my tongue dancing with hers, whipping at it, lashing it. Still holding the kiss she shifted and lowered until she was on her back with me straining forward, my arm supporting my torso.

My hand skimmed her body, her breasts, tummy, down to the hot wetness of pussy. My finger pressed into her slippery furrow and a soft moan rumbled in her throat when I teased her clit. She was so ready for more, pumping her hips into my hand.

I couldn’t wait any longer! I pressed her knees wide and slipped between them, my cock poking out from my fist, aiming lower to her opening. Her legs cupped my ass as I thrust forward into...hot, tightness. She mewled when my balls slapped against her ass, buried to the hilt in her cunt. Oh God. I pulled back and pounded once more deep inside.

“Oh yeah...hard...fuck me hard!” Her whispered words incensed my body and mind.

Her ruby lips were parted, eyes soft slits of passion while below, her breasts bounced from the force of my cock thudding deep into her. Oh God, her muscles became vise-like gripping my meat when I pulled back. The sharp sting of her fingernails digging into my ass, clutching, yanking me forward spurred me on. Once more, I thrust hard, impaling her with my shaft.

Her eyes closed for a moment and when they opened, she looked behind me and to the side.

Still jerking deeper into her, I glanced over to where her gaze fell.

Oh God, Chloe’s legs were tucked under her haunches, her hand resting on Jason’s thigh as he sat beside her.  His fingers closed around his shaft, rubbing it slowly as his gaze focused where Grace and I joined. If I’d ever wondered what rapture looked like, I knew it now. It was all over his face.

Her hand looked delicate on the dark muscled skin, mere inches from the deep purple knob protruding above his fingers. For a fleeting moment I pictured her hand touching it and my breath caught in my throat. Before I had time to register my reaction, whether it was shock, jealousy or lust, Grace bucked hard up against me.

She stopped clawing my ass with her hand; now her fingernails flashed bright whirring on her clit. A gush of hot wetness coated my cock. Ohmygod, she was coming! The sight of her riding my meat, hips pumping fast as her finger flew against her hot bud put me over the edge.   

My hips pulled back and ploughed hard into her again. “Oh yeah...”

There was nothing but the exquisite tightness on my cock. The sweet jolt of my balls against her ass each time I pumped into her. My hips were a jackhammer, pumping an iron piston hard and fast into the hot wetness.

A geyser of lust exploded from my cock deep inside her. “FUCK!” My legs trembled from the strain and pleasure. Once more I jerked high, pulsing a searing pleasure that consumed and fired in every cell of my body. Lost in ecstasy, lost in the lust of Grace.

“Oh God. Ethan that’s so fucking hot.” It was Chloe’s whispered voice that filtered softly into my ears as the final spurt of lust shot from my shaft.

I collapsed forward, caught my upper body on my arm. My whole body was tight, the muscles still tingling from the hot release. There was a gentle tap on my shoulder blade and I looked over.

Jason was on his knees, his cock hard and dark in his hands as he nodded his head to the side. “My turn.”

Oh God. I pulled out, loving the sweet sucking sensation of her satin wetness on my cock. I rolled to the side and shifted my body to give him room. Before another heartbeat, he was between her legs, thrusting deep inside. His cock glistened with each withdrawal, slathered in the result of Grace and my orgasm.

Grace’s hands rose and circled his neck, the pink heels of her feet pressing into his waist. Jason was like a man possessed, fucking his wife like there was no tomorrow. It was a wonder to me watching him, but I knew. A big part of what was driving him mad with lust was the fact that she’d been fucked by another guy, was filled with another man’s cum.

It was hot and wonderful watching him drive deep inside her, watching the love in her eyes and in her touch on his skin.

I looked across at Chloe. Her lips curled in a small smile when our eyes met. She felt it too, the wonder of the moment.


Chapter 22

The week following, Wednesday night 

Grace

Oh my God. I flopped back onto the bed, totally drained.  Another raucous bout of sex even though the Cleveland Indians were playing the Yankees on cable TV. Jason was an avid fan but even the Indians had to take a back seat to his libido these days. Not that I was complaining.

He passed me a wad of tissue and smiled. I tucked it into place wincing a little from the tenderness between my legs. Ever since the weekend, we’d fucked a couple times a day at the very least. And of course, it was the scene of Ethan fucking me and the bi-sexual thing with Chloe that got us fired up.

My stomach felt heavy as I tossed the damp tissue into the waste basket. Both of those scenes were hot as hell for me but I knew in my heart I wasn’t being fair to Jason. I’d enjoyed both of our play partners while holding him back from the same experience, not that he’d be interested in doing a bi thing but Chloe? Fuck, she made ME hot for her, why wouldn’t it be the same thing for Jason? He was honoring any qualms I might have.

God, I loved him.

I rolled over and snuggled into his body, inhaling the male musk of his skin, a mixture of aftershave and sweat. That smell always got to me, like a bee drawn to nectar. “Jason?”

His hand skimmed along my back, sending shivers up my spine. “Mmhmm?”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh oh.” He chuckled and jerked his hand onto mine, keeping me from swatting him.

I strained forward and gave his neck a little love bite.

“Ow!”

“Serves you right.” I kissed him and snuggled into his neck once more. “I think I’d be okay with you fucking Chloe.”

My eyes flew open and I smiled when he pulled away from me, staring at me like I’d grown an extra head. “I’m serious. I fucked Ethan and neither you or she minded.”

He shook his head, his dark eyes crinkled in the corners. “MINDED? That’s the understatement of the year. Fuck. We both thought it was hot!”

I looked at him silently for a few moments. I knew it was true. Chloe and I had lunch that afternoon, a brown bag one in the park giving us privacy to talk. It was funny. Now that we’d been together sexually, we’d grown even closer. I knew her better than anyone else, aside from her husband, of course. We’d always been affectionate, hugging before we left each other but now there was an element that bordered on love. Not so much romantic. More like a deep connection.

“She and I talked about that today. From the sounds of it, Ethan is on board as well. It’s just sex. Totally awesome sex that we share as a couples. She likes you but she loves her husband. Same with us. I had great sex with Ethan but it’s you I want to share my life with.” I pulled him closer to my body, feeling his heartbeat in concert with mine. We were soul mates, two halves of a whole. There was no one else I’d ever want to grow old with.

His breath was warm on the top of my head. “Are you sure, Babe? You think you can handle that, seeing me fuck another woman?”

I pulled back and looked into his eyes. “But that’s just it. It isn’t just any other woman, it’s Chloe. She and Ethan are tight as a couple.” I looked down at the coverlet and bit my lower lip. “If it were some sexy stranger at the club, I couldn’t say how I’d feel. That might not sit right with me.”

I sighed. This was tough, facing my insecurities. Jason was a great looking guy. I’d seen other women give him the eye and of course he’d have to be blind not to notice that as well. When was I ever going to be proud that he’d chosen to be with me rather than fearful that he’d be stolen from me? It was silly but there it was.

His finger touched under my chin and he lifted my face until our eyes met. “How about we take it slow, do baby steps? Maybe, when we see them this weekend I’ll kiss her. Then we’ll check to see how you and Ethan are with that. Sound fair?”

I nodded and my lips curled in a smile. I sighed, letting the overwhelming surge of love in my chest for this man, this wonderful man, out. He pulled me close and we settled back into the warmth of the bed.

“I love you, Grace. Nothing will ever change that. If you change your mind at any point, I won’t think any less of you.” His hand rubbed across my arm and he squeezed me tight.

“Double ditto for me.” I rubbed my mons against his thigh. “Actually, I’m looking forward to it.” I pulled back and grinned gazing into his eyes. “Know what?”

His head tilted to the side and his smile was tentative. “What?”

“Chloe is dying to fuck you.”

His eyes went wide and if the light in the room was any brighter, I swear he would be blushing. After a minute of silence, he pressed his groin into my tummy. Yup. He was hard as a rock again. That thought had done the trick.

My oh my oh my! I wouldn’t be able to walk straight if we kept that up. But what a way to go.


Chapter 23

Friday Evening

Chloe

I tossed the empty Styrofoam containers in the garbage and rinsed the plates. From the corner of my eye, I saw Ethan open the fridge door and take out a couple of beers. That was odd. Normally we stopped drinking beer after dinner but he was getting us fresh ones?

Actually all week he’d drank more than I’d normally seen him do, four or five every night. Even though he said he was having trouble sleeping and it helped him fall asleep, there was more to it than that. He’d been acting kind of off ever since Tuesday. Sure we’d screwed like rabbits all day, especially giving that new vibrator a workout, but he’d been quieter than normal.

I turned from the sink and gazed at him as he sat back down at the kitchen table. “Are you having any second thoughts about going over to Grace’s tomorrow?”

His head jerked up and his eyebrows were high as he looked back at me. “No! Are you?” He looked down at the table again and his thumbnail scraped at the label on the bottle.

My eyes narrowed as I gazed at him. There was something he wasn’t telling me. I walked over and stood between his open legs and ran my fingers through his hair. “Is it Jason?”

Once more his head shot up and his eyes were wide meeting mine. “Jason? What about him?” His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

I shook my head and a small chuckle left my throat. “What about him? Only the fact that tomorrow he and I will be getting it on. That’s all! Something we all agreed on.” My breath hitched in my throat for a moment. “Are you having second thoughts about that?”

I pulled his head forward into my chest and my hand stroked through his hair. “It’s okay if you do y’know. I mean, we don’t have—”

He pulled back and his hands gripped my wrists. “No Chloe. That’s not it.” He nuzzled his face into my breasts and when he looked up at me again, there was a smile on his face. “Believe it or not, I’m kind of looking forward to seeing that. I never in my life thought I’d say that—that the sight of another guy screwing you would excite me, but there it is.”

There was a tingle between my legs at the thought of tomorrow—the four of us naked and doing anything and everything to each other. It was going to be hotter than hot. His hands fell and he pulled me closer, his fingers cupping my ass.

“I just hope you don’t get spoiled being fucked by him. I mean he’s hung like a fucking horse—”

My hands flew to the side of his face and I forced him to look up at me again. “Ethan! Stop. There’s no way that would ever happen. He might be thicker but yours is longer and you know how to use it! How many G spot orgasms have I had because of that?” My chin jutted forward and I clasped his face harder. “Plenty!”

His dark eyes seemed to soften and a small smile flashed on his lips. Oh my God. I’d had no idea that this was the cause of any reticence on his part. He was actually worried about Jason ruining me for sex with my own husband? Not going to happen.

I took a seat at the table and reached for the cold bottle of beer he’d opened for me. “You believe me, right?”

He nodded and his cheeks seemed to darken for an instant. Still gazing down at the bottle, his finger picking at the label, his words were low. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow. When you and Grace had sex last time, it was a fantasy to watch. How many times have we looked at swinger porn and that happens? It’s almost a prerequisite in any film.”

His wistful tone of voice was anything but turned on. I thought back to the films we’d watched and he was right. There was always girl on girl while the guys stood back, usually playing with their dicks and watching. Just once, I would have liked to see the guys at least touch each other during those scenes, if not blow each other. THAT could have been hot.

I gazed at Ethan, noticed the softness of his eyes and the small smile curling his lips. Was he thinking that too? I reached over and placed my hand on his bare forearm. “Ethan?”

He looked over at me.

I couldn’t help the grin that spread on my face watching him. “Know what I’d like to see?”

His eyebrows drew tight together but he remained silent.

“I’d like to see guy on guy. I mean, why should it just be the girls who explore their bi side? Surely, guys are curious too. It’s not like, you’re gay or anything. Hell, look at Grace and I. Sure it’s fun but I’m still into guys for the most part.” I watched his frown melt away and his eyes grow wide. But it sure wasn’t shock that was there—more like interest.

Encouraged by his reaction, I continued. “Have you ever thought about doing this, exploring your bi side? Fuck, that would be hot to see! You and Jason getting it on, two great looking virile guys...” I could see it in my mind’s eye, the two of them naked, giving each other head. Now my pussy was really tingly and warm.

“You wouldn’t be shocked or think any less of me, see that as a weakness, not masculine?” He peered at me, an intensity in his eyes. His knuckles were ivory gripping the beer bottle.

I could feel my eyes grow wide, while inside my chest was light. This was it! This was why he’d been so quiet this week. It was like a wall had fallen and we could see each other clearly again, becoming closer by the second. Oh my God. To think that he’d kept this to himself, afraid that I’d think less of him if he admitted to being curious! Men! Why could they not be more like women when it came to expressing their feelings?

I stood up and stepped between his legs again, looking down into his eyes. “I could never think anything you do makes you less of a man. Actually, I’d think more of you, if that’s possible. It would be a brave and totally hot thing.” I bent down and kissed his lips. “And if Jason isn’t interested, there are probably lots of straight guys who would be.”

***

A half hour later we were in bed, with the laptop propped up beside us. It was amazing how many porn flicks there were of a two guy, one gal, threesome where sex between the guys was a big part of the action.

We had only watched a bit of one, where a totally ripped young guy was giving head to a guy, slightly older but in incredible shape when Ethan’s cock slid between the cheeks of my ass, pumping slowly. It was a hot scene to watch and much as I wanted that, there was something that I wanted more.

I rolled over and shifted lower on the bed until my mouth was next to his cock. His fingers threaded through my hair as he watched the scene on the laptop. My fingers curled around his cock pulling it away from his stomach and into my mouth. The slippery slit oozed a salty taste on my tongue, while above me a soft gasp left his lips. Oh yeah. There was no doubt about it, getting head while watching two guys go at it was hot for both of us.

My head lowered, taking more of his shaft into my mouth, urged along by his hand on the back of my head.  I could feel my eyes water as his knob brushed into my throat, my nostrils flared wide sucking air. The bridge of my nose pressed into his stomach, my lips pressed against the nest of hair in his groin. Oh my God, all of him filled my mouth and throat. His hand held my head still as his hips gave small jerks forward and back, fucking my mouth.

His balls were tight walnuts hugging high into him. From the sound of his breathing and movements, he was close. I pulled back, letting my tongue flick the underside of his cock as I rose. I had to swallow, take a gulp of air before I took him inside again. His fingers pressed my head, urging me onto him, while his ass clenched tight pushing his cock deeper.

The sounds of the guy on the video drifted above my ears, the grunts and soft moans echoed by Ethan. My fingers circled his shaft, following my mouth up and down, twisting with each upward stroke the way he liked.

Gasping, he pushed deep, his cock pulsing in my mouth when he started cumming. With each jet of cum, he gasped, straining deeper. My mouth filled, and a dribble of hot creamy jism slid from the corner of my lips down onto my chin. I rose and swallowed, smiling at the thin viscous thread that still joined my lips to his cock. His cock was slippery and wet in my hand, already beginning to soften.

He pulled me higher and we kissed, his tongue stroking into my mouth, swirling over mine, sucking a little the faint remnants of his orgasm. Did he envy me, sucking a cock, feeling it rocket into my mouth from sheer lust?

The snap of the laptop shutting made me smile and I settled into his arms. “That was fucking nice, Chloe.”

“Yeah.” It was a soft sigh. I didn’t say it and neither did he but we were both thinking it. How receptive would Jason be to this?


Chapter 24

Jason

When the doorbell rang, I looked to see if Grace was finished in the bathroom and able to answer it. Nope. She was still in the shower.  We’d slept in and even so, she’d seemed to be dawdling, in her own world. Well that was okay I guess. We had all day with Chloe and Ethan. No rush.

I walked to the door and when I opened it, they stood huddled under a large black umbrella, rain dripping from the rim. It was pouring so hard they got soaked coming from the driveway to the door even with the umbrella! Her blonde hair hung in curly strings, clinging to her pink cheeks, while streaks of dark mascara smudged from the corners of her big blue eyes. Behind her, Ethan looked damp too, his collar pulled up over his neck, a rivulet of rain streaking down the chiseled line of his jaw.

He smiled when our eyes met and looked down at Chloe.

“C’mon in you two, out of that rain. Too bad about the weather, but into every life a little rain must sometimes fall, I guess.” I stepped back and Chloe scurried in, already shrugging out of the wet raincoat., Ethan spun around, pumped the excess water off the umbrella, onto the step and folded it shut.

“Where’s Grace?” Chloe leaned forward and stretched on her toes to kiss my lips quickly. My wife’s words earlier that week played in my mind, “Chloe’s dying to fuck you’.

Instead of letting her go, I held her close, felt her breasts press into my chest while I kissed her temple, inhaled the floral scent of her hair. When I let go and stepped back, my gaze roamed over her body, from the damp white shirt, her nipples an erect shadow, the tips pushing against the light cotton knit. An inch of tanned tummy and naval peeked out before the line of the denim skirt hugging her hips started. Oh God, she was so round and cuddly, all T’s and A in her scant clothes.

“She’s still in the shower.” I held my hand out. She’s running a little late.”

Ethan stepped into the room and shook my hand. He looked into my eyes and continued. “Actually, that’s good.” He turned to Chloe but she had slipped her shoes off, and was on her way to the bathroom. When he looked back at me, there was a shy grin on his face. “I need to talk to you Jason, while we’re alone.”

My stomach fell into my sandals. Was everything off now? They’d changed their minds? But not from the way Chloe was dressed and her running off to the bathroom to see Grace. “Sure. Let’s go into the kitchen and crack a beer. Mano a’ mano.”

His smile deepened and he heel toed his wet shoes off, looking down at the floor, muttering what sounded like ‘mano a’ mano’.

I walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge to grab two cans. I tossed him one and smiled as he cracked the lid and took a deep swallow. “What’s up, Ethan?”

He wiped a trace of foam from the side of his mouth and looked away before turning to gaze at me. “You know this whole bi thing the girls have going...”

“Fuck yeah. It’s hot as hell. I sure hope they get into that again, today.” It had been the prelude to everything that happened last weekend and I couldn’t think of a better way to prime the pump, especially to see Ethan fuck Grace again.

He smiled and looked down at his feet again before speaking. “That’s just it—the bi thing.” He looked over at me and his voice was soft when he spoke. “Have you ever considered doing it? Maybe not the butt fucking but...say touching even?”

I was about to take a swallow of beer but my hand froze mid way to my mouth. The bi thing? Between us? What the hell was he asking? I’m an open minded guy but THAT? It had never crossed my mind until now.

He looked down at the floor again and his normally dark face flushed a ruddy shade. This was hard for him....but it was hard for me too! Right out of the blue, he was suggesting a bi scene? A GUY ON GUY BI SCENE? I cleared my throat and this time it was me who looked down at my feet. “Well, actually no, I’ve never thought about it. I have a hard time keeping up to Grace, let alone think about doing anything with a guy.”

I watched his hand fidget and he shifted his weight from one side to the other, making only occasional eye contact as he spoke. Fuck! This was embarrassing. I felt for the guy but this was too sudden. I’d never considered men when I got hard. It had always been just women.

“Look Ethan, I’m not judging anyone. I hate people judging me and I’ll be damned if I’ll do that to anyone else. Especially in this area. Whatever gets your dick hard has always been my motto, as long as it’s between consenting adults.”

He smiled and took a long swig of beer. “Forget I mentioned it, okay? It’s something Chloe and I talked about. She was really interested in seeing it. Kind of like the way you and I like seeing her and Grace. I said I’d talk to you.” He chuckled and his face still had that embarrassed ruddy tone. “So we talked. You ain’t interested and that’s that. She’ll have to shelve that one.”

But that wasn’t just that. He’d started something. Something I’d never had occasion to think about until then. Furthermore, I couldn’t deny the fact that there was a tug in my gut and my cock was just a bit thick picturing him on his knees before me. But then he’d probably expect me to reciprocate. Was I ready for THAT?

The sound of a door opening, followed by the soft padding of footsteps and Grace’s laughter hooked my attention. We both turned to see Grace, her breasts barely covered by a sheer black peignoir, the smooth line of tanned tummy and legs walking through the archway entrance. Behind her, Chloe giggled and gave Grace a soft swat on the ass.

I grinned watching them play around, half relieved that the conversation Ethan had started was now over. He was right about one thing. The idea of me doing anything bi wasn’t on the table that day and maybe never would be. But it was definitely something to think about and talk to Grace to get her thoughts.

“Hello.” Grace stepped close to Ethan and threw her arms around his neck. On the balls of her feet and toes, she strained upward to kiss his lips, rubbing her body against his.

This time the thickness in my crotch intensified, watching them. Add to that, Chloe’s fingers drifting lightly over Grace’s ass as she passed by to stand next to me. By the time her arm came around to circle my waist I had a full blown boner happening.

When Grace stepped away from Ethan, the bulge in his jeans showed that he was as aroused as I was. His gaze never left her ass as she walked over to Chloe and me.

“Would you like a glass of wine Chloe?” Grace’s fingers trailed down Chloe’s bare arm, and her green eyes were heavy lidded, smiling at her.

“That would be nice.” She eased away from me and sauntered over to the patio door, looking out into the back yard. “Too bad it’s raining. I was looking forward to swimming nude.” She turned back to face us, a small smile lifting the corners of her full cherry colored lips.

Grace opened the fridge and took a bottle of wine from inside. As she stepped to the cabinet she spoke, “Don’t let the rain stop you...getting nude I mean.” She poured wine into two glasses and handed one to Chloe.

“I thought you’d never ask.” Chloe set the glass down on the counter next to her and tugged the waistband of her shirt up and over her head.

Somehow, the sight of her topless, her creamy full breasts and slender waist above the short jean skirt was more erotic than if she’d been totally nude. Even though I’d seen her naked last week, I couldn’t help but marvel at how gorgeous a rack she had, each boob more than a handful and topped by dark pebbled top-hat nipples. And today, Grace had given me the okay on sampling that.

I glanced over at Ethan. His lips were parted as he watched his wife’s sexy confidence, flaunting herself. I knew the feeling. It was like seeing your partner for the first time again, the magic and mystery experienced through other people’s eyes and senses.

Grace’s head tilted to the side gazing down at Chloe’s boobs. Her hand lifted and the back of her fingers brushed over the blonde woman’s nipple. “So perfect.” She leaned in and kissed Chloe’s lips, just the faintest touch of their lips meeting.

She eased back and her hand slipped over Chloe’s, stepping towards me. Her chin was lowered and she looked up at me through the dark fringe of her eyelashes, bringing Chloe over, offering her friend and lover to me.

My eyes were wide and a jolt of pure pleasure spiked low in my gut down to the thickness of my cock as she gave me her blessing to be with Chloe.

I risked a glance at Ethan, double checking how he was taking this. We might not be on the same page when it came to sex between us but he was still Chloe’s husband and he needed to be on side with this as well. His eyes met mine and he nodded.

Chloe stood before me, her blue eyes meeting mine as her hands rose to rest in the curve of my shoulder and neck. Her naked breasts were a magnet to my eyes and then my hands. Her flesh was supple and her nipples firm in my palm and I grasped and pawed at her. I bent lower to kiss her lips, taste the trace of wine on her tongue, my hand lowering and sliding round to cup her ass, pulling her closer.

The floral scent of her hair and perfume filled my nostrils as I kissed her lips. Her tummy pressed against my cock and she squirmed from side to side, while a soft moan rumbled in her throat. She wanted this as much as I did.

I pulled away from her mouth, kissing her neck while my eyes sought Grace’s. How was she doing with this? I had to know before this went any farther. But there was only interest in her intent gaze, as she stood beside Ethan, her arm circling his waist.

I gasped at the jolt of lust that filled my cock from her hand. Chloe was pawing and grasping at the waist of my pants, tugging at the snap and zipper.

“Let’s go into the bedroom and get comfortable.” Grace’s voice drifted softly in the air and I looked over at her.

Oh God. The sheer gossamer of her peignoir draped over her figure like a soft promise whispered in the night. I could see her nipples outlined starkly then the fabric shadowing the underside of her breast down to her crotch. Her lace draped arm reached out and began to stroke Ethan’s crotch, her fingers peeking out from the cuff caressing the fly on his pants. My own cock gave a pulse and I could feel my own pre-cum ooze.

It was actually going to happen! We were going to fuck each others’ spouse! I was going to have sex with another woman, and my wife was going to watch! She was going to get on her back under another man and I couldn’t wait!

Chloe stepped back and she picked up the glass of wine, draining it in one long swallow. When she set it down again I took her hand and we followed Grace and Ethan down the hall and into the bedroom.

The room was dim with the curtains over the windows closed. The sound of rain hitting the glass and the roof seemed to add to the intimacy and closeness of the moment. Grace stood next to the bed, shrugging out of the whisper of fabric and tossed it aside. She turned and her knees pressed into the plush mattress, as she positioned herself at the other side of the bed.

My fingers flew, tearing the golf shirt over my head, flicking the snap and zipper in my shorts open, all the while watching Chloe push the skirt over her hips and step onto the bed. My cock thudded heavily against my thigh, finally free of the fabric. I couldn’t wait to get next to Chloe but I glanced to the side, at Ethan.

Oh fuck. He was already naked; his cock tight against his stomach but his eyes had been on my cock. He glanced away quickly and rounded the bed to lie next to Grace. For a moment I just stood there, trying to sort out how I felt about that. After our talk in the kitchen, I knew he wanted to touch me, maybe even to suck it. More pre-cum slid from my slit as I pictured that.

My thumb and forefinger circled the base of my cock as I gazed at the three of them, naked on the bed. My chest was light and I inhaled deeply, giving a little jerk of my wrist, making my cock bob heavily. Yeah, it was something to be proud of, knowing each of them wanted it, even Ethan.

Chloe shifted closer to Grace making room for me, laying on her side, torso propped up on her elbow, her lips wetly glistening, hanging open. Her eyes met mine and the tip of her tongue slid over her lower lip. Her gaze fell to my shaft, sending fresh lusty pleasure through it. I stepped closer, kneeling on the bed next to her chest.

Slowly, tantalizingly slowly, her hand drifted forward and fingers circled my shaft. Her focus was entirely on my cock as she came forward and her mouth opened wide to close over the tip. Oh fuck! Watching her do that, while feeling the hot slippery thrill of her tongue was driving me nuts. Especially, when Grace was doing the same thing to Ethan. His fingers threaded her red curls, pulling her mouth deeper onto his shaft, while his breath was a fast hiss.

It was difficult to say which was making me hotter—Chloe’s mouth, her tongue flicking into the slit of my knob or seeing my wife deep throat Ethan. My balls were getting tight and my heart was racing in my chest. I had to ease up or I’d be blowing a load waaaay sooner than I wanted.

I pulled back and took a step to the bottom of the bed. My hands gripped Chloe’s ankles and I pulled her body down the bed. Her lips were full and parted, and her eyes were soft slits watching me push her legs apart. I knelt down on the dense carpeting, her pussy now only inches from my face.

“Oh yeah. Lick me.” Her hips rocked up while her fingers spread plump dark pussy lips, opening herself to me. 

For just a moment I savored the lewd sight, the tiny lighter color of her clit protruding up, as her ass made small circles, writhing in wanton craving for my tongue. I leaned close and my lips closed over it, tongue curling from the underside and swishing back down. She was salty and the musky aroma of her pussy infused my senses.

Beside us, the sounds of Grace’s mouth on Ethan, and his harsh shallow breathing added to my arousal. A small and soft sucking sound was counterpointed by low quick hisses.

My fingers pushed into Chloe’s slick, wet opening, pumping in and out as I ravished her clit with my tongue. Her fingers pressed into the back of my head, her hips humping her cunt harder onto my mouth. A fresh hot wave of slippery wetness slid over my fingers as my tongue flicked over her clit. From the soft mewls in her throat, her body rocking and rolling under my mouth, she was close.

Her fingers now pushed at my head and she squirmed to the side away from my tongue. “Not this way. I need that big cock inside me.” She continued pushing her body higher on the bed until she was next to Grace again.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I rose and knee walked up the bed, poised between Chloe’s outstretched legs, already lowering onto her, my hand at the base of my cock directing it to her opening. Her breasts fell to the side as she lay gazing up at me, her hands reaching to grip my shoulders. Neither of us could wait another second to get it inside her, pummel hard into her body.

It was hot satin gripping me shaft, pushing deeper and deeper. My arms trembled holding my upper body above her while my ass was rock hard, straining into her cunt. Her grip there tightened and her heels dug into the small of my back, pulling me closer, sending new jolts of pleasure into my cock.

For a moment Grace’s movement caught my eye. She was now sprawled beside Chloe, and Ethan was mirroring my position between her legs. Grace’s head turned and her hand shifted to stroke Chloe’s nipple. I could feel the heat of Ethan’s body, hear his breathing as he entered my wife’s cunt.

It was fucking hot, being this close to them, almost the sense of being in their skin, as I thrust into Chloe. Her heels on my ass were almost painful as she strove to pull me deeper, striving for her orgasm. I thrust hard and fast, caught up in consuming lust, wanting to take her there, even as Ethan was pumping hard and furious, like a jackhammer into Grace.

Oh God! I jerked deep, my cock spurting hot and fast...holding it there as lust drained out and bliss filled my body...another deep sharp jerk when a second spurt shot out... “Fuck!” The final shot was the most intense. For a moment everything dimmed. There was only my cock, the centre of my universe, pulsing in pleasure.

Chloe’s muscles tightened and her legs quivered holding me tight inside. “Oh yeah, oh yeah...” Her eyes closed and her face tightened as she became lost in her own orgasm. It was erotic as hell, seeing her ride the wave of ecstasy my thick rod had caused. I jerked once more deep inside, tilting my pelvis to rub tight circles on her clit. Her eyes opening and hot panting breath showed an even higher level of delight claiming her.

The grip of her legs relaxed and she sighed a fast huff of air and seemed to melt into the bed. I smiled at her and then turned my head to watch Grace and Ethan. With each thrust, her boobs bounced, beside her arm, a hand rubbing furiously at her clit. Chloe’s hand shot out to clutch Grace’s boob and she pinched the nipple.

Grace was close, her lips parted and eyes glazed. Above her, Ethan emitted a series of grunts, his hips jerking spasmodically as he spilled his cum deep inside her.

“Fuck me hard. Oh God....” her voice became a babble of choppy sounds, incoherent as she too became lost in ecstasy.

If I hadn’t just shot my load, I would have got hard again watching my wife get fucked by another man. It was something I fantasized about. Here, it had happened twice with Ethan.

Chloe’s hand skimmed over my back and I glanced down at her. Yeah, she was enjoying watching Ethan get his cookies as much as I enjoyed watching Grace. Seeing them fall into each other’s arms spent and happy was an extra layer of turn on for me.

I rose up, felt my cock slip out of Chloe, trailing a drizzle of cum over her thigh as I shifted to lay next to her and watch Grace and Ethan.

Grace’s eyes slowly opened and she turned to gaze at me. She was like a big satisfied sexy cat, lolling under Ethan’s taut body. “Oh my God. That was good.”

Ethan dipped lower and he kissed her cheek, before sitting back on his haunches. “Fucking hot.” He sighed and a slow grin spread on his lips.

My gaze fell from his wide eyed face, over the breadth of his shoulders and lower still. His cocks was dark and glistening, resting on his thigh, still a little thick with arousal. I couldn’t help wonder what it would be like to touch it, feel it grow hard in my hand. He’d opened a can of worms earlier in the kitchen, planting a seed that grew each time I looked at him.

He looked over at me and his eyes widened when he caught that I’d been checking his junk out. “Mind if I get another beer Jason?”

“Actually, I’d like one too. I’ll come with you so we can bring the wine in with us.” I rolled away from Chloe and stood up. As I walked out of the room Ethan’s bare feet padded on the floor behind me. I was so conscious of his eyes on my body, knowing he was interested in exploring his bi side.

The funny thing was, it didn’t shock me now. My initial repulsion had faded. If anything, I was curious to see what it would be like to be touched by him.


Chapter 25

Ethan

Jason grabbed a couple beers from the fridge and when he stood, his head nodded to the glasses and bottle of wine still sitting on the counter.

His eyes met mine for a moment and a smile spread over his lips, flashing a row of perfect white teeth. “I’m half tempted to take a Viagra. I could spend the whole day in bed, the four of us messing around.”   

“Oh man. I don’t think I need it, but I know what you mean. Being right next to Chloe and watching you fuck her, totally rocked. I wasn’t jealous at all. It was hot seeing her suck you first.” The words had tumbled out of my mouth before my brain kicked into gear. My neck burned and the sensation rose to my cheeks. What the hell had I said? Especially after our conversation earlier.

Jason looked down at the floor. I sighed but relief flooded through my chest. At least he had the sensitivity to realize how embarrassed I was, and to not make a thing about it.

I was about to pick up the glasses and the bottle of wine when he spoke, stopping me cold.

“You really would like to try this bi thing?”

I turned and gaped openly at him, nodding my head. I didn’t trust my voice. The ball was in his court now. Was he considering it? There was a stirring low in my gut and my shaft started to get thick.

“Look. I’m not sure I could do anything with another guy’s cock but I’m open to you touching mine. Hell, if you want to suck me off...” He put the two bottles in one hand while the other fell down to squeeze his dick.

I took a step towards him, my gaze riveted on his cock. It had started to get thick, like mine. He held up a hand, palm facing me.

“Not here. Not yet. If we’re going to do this, the girls have to be there.”

Shit! He was totally right! I nodded. “Absolutely. Chloe really wants to see this. I think it’s as much a turn on for her as it is for me watching her and Grace play with each other.” I gave a little shrug. “And as for me…” I looked Jason in the eye and wasn’t blushing anymore. “As for me, I want to see what it’s like.”  I turned back to the wine, scooped everything up and started back to the bedroom. My heart beat fast in my chest and I had to control my speed walking back to the bedroom. Hell, I would have raced there if I thought that wouldn’t scare the hell out of him.

When I entered the bedroom, Chloe and Grace were sitting next to each other. I only caught the tail end of Chloe’s words. “...love to see it, too.”

I set one of the glasses down and poured wine in the other. “What were you two talking about?” I glanced at the open doorway. I thought Jason was right behind me. Where had he disappeared to? Had he changed his mind that quick?

Grace rose higher and shifted her legs, so that she sat with them bent beneath her bottom. Stark naked, with pert breasts that jiggled a little when she moved, she grinned at me. “Chloe told me you want to try some bisexual stuff. Oh God. That would be so hot! Did you mention it to Jason?”

I handed the glass to her and then reached for the second to top it up. “He’s not as keen as me but he said he’ll let me try it on him.” I looked over my shoulder and lowered my voice. “He— we both want to keep going all afternoon!”

Grace sputtered as she took a sip. After a few coughs she smiled and wiped the drop of wine from her lips. “That horn dog!”

Chloe sat forward and her eyes were as wide as saucers. “Speak for yourself. This is going to be fun, even if I can hardly walk straight afterwards.” She turned to me. “Ethan, you’re really going to do this? It’s so totally hot!”

I handed the glass to her and nodded. There was an icy sensation on my back and I lurched forwards. When I turned Jason was standing behind me, a huge grin on his face, extending the icy beer.

“Five minutes. I took my little blue friend.” He glanced over at the girls. “So you two are in on this as well?”

“Oh my God. I’d give anything to see that. Surely, you know that. Look at how you two are when Chloe and I get busy with each other.” Grace leaned over and kissed Chloe’s neck, her hand lifted to cover Chloe’s breast, squeezing and rolling it gently. After a few moments, she eased back and sat close to her, their hands holding the wine glasses, watching and waiting for Jason and I.

My cock was tingling at the thought of what would follow, even though there was no expectation that Jason would do anything with it. He’d made that clear. I turned and took the beer from his hand and set it on the bedside table. My gaze fell over his broad chest, the dark fine hair extending from the centre to curl near his nipples, down the knots of his abdomen and lower still.

His cock was dark and hanging heavy from the nest of black hair, glazing the muscle of his thigh. Inch by inch, my fingers went towards it, touched the smooth satin knob, circling the slit and then the ridge of the cap. I hardly dared to breathe as my fingers closed over it, pushing lightly until my hand pressed into the small pillow of his groin.

I glanced to the side where Grace and Chloe sat huddled together mesmerized, their eyes round while their lips parted softly. It was plain that this was something totally new to them, being titillated by the sight of two men doing this.

Once more, I gazed down at him. Jason’s cock became heavier in my hand, the columns on the underside more pronounced under my fingers. His breath was a ragged gasp in my ears but I wouldn’t dare to look up at his face, not yet.

I dropped to one knee, my lips a mere half inch away from his pulpy knob, the slit oozing a drop of shiny arousal.  My hand continued rubbing, pulling his skin up and down the firm shaft as I edged forward. I’d never done anything like this before, never even thought of doing this and now it was all I wanted—to take this walk on the wild side, suck another guy’s cock. Especially Jason’s, a totally hot older guy who was hung like a bull.

My lips parted, his drizzly slit tingled on my tongue, the taste a little sweet, the musky male scent filling my nostrils. I swirled my tongue over his knob, felt the thickness push against my cheek...edging forward, still gripping and rubbing the base of his rod until it pressed against the back of my mouth. I paused and breathed slowly, through flared nostrils, waiting it out, the gag reflex to calm. My fingers lowered to scrape against the tight ridges of his balls.

“Fuck that’s hot. He’s almost deep throating him.” It sounded like Grace, but I couldn’t be sure, nor did I care.

Once more I lowered my mouth until his was in my throat, my nose grazing his pubic bone. Slowly, I eased back, felt my eyes water and looked up at him. His lips were parted breathing fast shallow pants while his eyes were softly narrow, glazed in lust. He still held the bottle of beer at his side and for whatever reason, this made it perfect—to be sucking his cock, while his posture was nonchalant, casually holding a beer. Getting a blow job while having a beer— such a guy fantasy.

My hand closed around his balls, rigid now like walnuts tight to his body, and I once more lowered till all of him was in my throat, still gazing up at him through a film of teary eyes. There was a flash of movement from the corner of my eye and then Chloe’s body was next to me.

Her hand closed over my cock while she knelt beside me, her cheek against Jason’s hip. She leaned in, her tongue extended, licking at his shaft as I pulled back releasing him. The touch of her hand, pulling and pushing my shaft as I sucked him, her mouth so close, straining to share his cock with me, made me quiver.

I eased back and my eyes closed for a moment when his cock slid into her mouth, her hand pumping steadily on my meat. His knob slid over my lips and I gazed up at him. He held the base in his thumb and forefinger, directing the turgid rod into my mouth, while his eyes linked with mine.

“Just a little bit more. Shit, it feels good.” His fingers fisted my hair and he pulled me hard onto his cock. Rough and masculine. My hand jerked up and down below my lips as I jerked forward, taking all of him into me.

His breath was raspy and a low moan rumbled in his throat when Grace rose from the bed to join us. My gaze flitted up and I saw them kiss, lips barely touching while their tongues danced together. Her fingers dug into my shoulder and she pushed me back. The look in her eyes when she gazed down at me was filled with heat.

She reached for my hand, tugging me up as she fell back onto the bed, her legs spread wide. “Fuck me, fuck me hard.” Her ass, perched on the edge of the bed, rocked up and down and her knees were bent gaping open.  Her need was as great as my own, both of us totally turned on by what had just happened.

I gripped her hips in my hands pulling her higher, and pounded my shaft deep inside, gasping at the velvet grip of her tight cunt. Her breasts bounced from the force of my thrust and she cried out. My eyes closed for a moment, lost in the hot slipperiness of her flesh. When I opened them again, Chloe climbed onto the bed across from us, perched on her knees and elbows, her ass high waiting, for Jason.

Her slender white thigh and the curve of her ass looked small and delicate as he approached, his thick turgid cock aimed there—the cock that I’d felt deep in my throat.

Oh God. The atmosphere was electric, all of us clamoring for more. Grace’s fingernails clawed at my ass, pulling me deep inside, her other hand working her clit. My hips became a jackhammer, pounding my cock harder and deeper into her. It was close, so close....

When Jason’s meat entered my wife, his fingers deep in her soft plush of her ass, it pushed me over the edge. My cock was white hot as the first spurt erupted into Grace. Watching Jason fuck my woman was so totally hot, his cock thick and hard. Oh God. Another molten spot of bliss shot through me, pulsed deep into Grace...mingled with the creamy wetness of her own orgasm.

Chloe’s cheek was against the comforter, her eyes squeezed shut while a trickle of drool fell from her parted full lips, caught in her throes of ecstasy.

My knees trembled as the final spurt of pleasure shot from my cock, deep inside Grace. I fell forward and gulped air, my heart pounding in my chest. Grace’s green eyes were soft gazing up at me, her lips parted, curled up in the corners.

“Oh fuck. That’s it for me for a while. I’m totally drained.” Her head turned and she gazed at Chloe and Jason.

When Jason pulled away, his cock was still hard and wet but there was a satisfied smile on his lips.

Chloe fell onto her side and smiled over at me. “Wow. I can’t believe I came again. So soon after the last one. Watching you and Jason...oh God that was hot.”  

I was still basking in the afterglow of the moment, unable to form a thought. It had been incredible. I couldn’t imagine anything hotter than what had just happened. But it wasn’t just the sex. When I gazed at the three of them there was a connection; different from any sort I’ve ever had with friends before. Of course Chloe and I were in love but the feeling I had for Jason and Grace was close to that. We shared mind blowing pleasure of the most intimate nature. This was something special.

Jason took a seat next to Grace and idly cupped her breast in his palm. The look they shared was tender. She edged up on the bed and I felt my softened shaft slid out of her. She sat up and they kissed.

Chloe’s eyes met mine and we smiled. This was a new level in our relationship and a new level with Grace and Jason. The look in her eyes said it all. In love with each other and with our new lifestyle and friends.


Chapter 26

3 Months Later

Grace

“I still can’t believe we’re going on a cruise, and a Lifestyle Cruise at that!” Chloe’s fingers pressed into my arm as we waited in the long line-up to board the ship.

My insides quivered looking at the massive, behemoth of a ship docked outside. “This is going to be amazing! I can’t wait to board and check out the pools.” 

Behind us, Jason’s voice seemed awestruck, commenting to Ethan. “My God, there must be hundreds of people in line, but it’s moving along pretty fast. The cruise line sure knows what they’re doing.”

I looked around at the people in line with us. There was an assortment of ages, ranging from people in their early twenties to people pushing seventy. Many were slim, decked out in bright sundresses and colorful shirts and shorts, but there were also people carrying some extra pounds. I’d kind of expected that, after being at the clubs.  That was an aspect of the lifestyle I liked, it was inclusive; you could see just about every body shape and size in this horde.

When the Check In sign came into view, Ethan and I traded places. I took our passports from my bag and handed Jason his.

He smiled at me. “I checked the weather report when you were in the shower this morning. It’s snowing in Black Rapids.”

“Yes!” That was the final thing that made this trip just perfect, crappy weather back home. Now for a week of Caribbean sunshine, sex and fattening food. I glanced over at the line of people waiting at the other Check In and my breath caught in my chest.

No. It couldn’t be. The blonde haired woman’s head turned another couple of inches and my mouth fell open. Abby Henkel?  What the fuck? She and her husband are swingers? True, the ship was enormous, but they were bound to run into each other. What were the odds that someone from Black Rapids, (other than Chloe and Ethan) would be on this cruise, let alone someone from work?

You just never know about people. Huh! Abby Henkel. The guy standing next to her, holding her hand must be her husband. Pretty buff for a guy in his fifties. Actually Abby’s quite attractive too. Well, the cat will be out of the bag soon enough. Maybe we’ll all get together for some fun.

“C’mon Grace. We’re next.” Jason tapped my arm and nodded to the Check In station. Ethan and Chloe were just leaving it.

I stepped quickly to catch up with him. “I just saw someone from work!”

His eyebrows sprung up in shock. “Really?”

“Yeah!”

“Did they see you?”

“Not yet.” Abby was cool. This could be really, really interesting!

He handed his passport to the pretty black officer, who flashed a set of perfect teeth at him. She examined it and reached for mine. “First time on a cruise?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes lifted from the photo to mine. “Have a nice time.”

I grabbed Jason’s hand and we took our place behind Chloe and Ethan, waiting while the people in front posed for photos and were issued their boarding pass. Oh God. I could barely contain the excitement. We were almost there!

Jason smiled at me and his voice was low, “So you know someone on the cruise? Someone you work with? How is it we never saw them on-line or in the club?”  

“I don’t know. Believe me, she’s the last person I would ever have expected to see on a cruise like this. Actually, she was in a serious car accident. She’s lucky to be alive.” I turned to the line-up where I’d seen her. Abby and her husband were just going to the Check In counter. I tugged at Jason’s hand and nodded my head, signaling to check it out.

“Whoa! They’re a good looking couple. Can’t wait to meet up with them later.” His dark eyes glinted when he grinned down at me.

***

Thirty minutes later, the four of us stood on the top deck watching the skyline of Miami recede in the distance. A warm breeze lifted and streamed my hair out behind me as I stood arm in arm with Jason.

My chest was almost bursting with excitement and love when I looked up at him.  He was not only handsome as hell, he was everything I’d ever wanted in a man, sensitive and sexy. His eyes crinkled in the outer corners when he looked down at me, and kissed my forehead.

“I love you, Grace.”

“Ditto.” I snuggled in close, inhaling the scent of his aftershave, feeling the warm strength of his body .

Next to us, Chloe and Ethan held hands, gazing over the ocean. The love they shared was never more apparent than now.

They were our best friends and lovers. And to think it had all started with a friendly reminder from the couples club on my cell phone, the couples club where we were now members.

Chloe turned to me and reached around my waist, drawing me closer. “Did I see Abby Henkel earlier?” I nodded, grinning.

We both looked over to where she and her husband… Glen, I think… were standing. “She’s cute, for an older gal, don’t you think?”

“I heard she got pretty banged up.”

I grinned. “And now she’s going to get banged again!”

“I had no idea they were Swingers!”

“Me neither. I wonder how they got into this?”

“It should be an interesting story!”

I had to agree. Abby and Glen Henkl; Mr. and Mrs. Middle America were swingers.

“I can’t wait to hear it!”

The End

A Note From The Author

I tried to explore the theme of intimacy, trust and renewal in Sultry Swingers. In any committed relationship, these are aspects that need constant attention, and yet I’ve found myself spending more time ensuring the recycling was properly sorted instead of finding out what my husband’s favorite book of the year is. And it was he who pointed out that fact, while we were visiting a club up here in Canada. That conversation ended with the most erotic dancing and public sex of my life up until then, and the next morning firmed up (pun intended) into the idea for this book.

I had a wonderful time writing this book. Honest, the research was a joy to do! (cough, cough) I truly hope you enjoyed reading it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews are an enormous help to struggling authors get their books in front of more readers.  If for any reason, this book missed the mark for you, please accept my apologies.  Hundreds of hours went into its creation and all I can say is "I did my best." If you want to let me know where it fell short, there will be no bad feelings on my part, I promise.  I will take your feedback to heart, and try to improve--if not on this one, then certainly on the next. 

Click this link to leave a review!

A few words and choose the star rating and you’ll be doing readers such as yourself a huge favor! You see, YOUR review will help others with YOUR tastes find good books!

And now, onto my Free Book Offer!

Mia’s Readers Club!

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

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

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

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

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!

The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!




First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…
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Click here to learn more!

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