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Our Story



Andy

A few years ago, we moved out to the country. Louisa loves animals and had always wanted a couple of horses. The property was 12 acres at the end of a cul-de-sac, and there were three other similar properties with new houses along the road within easy walking distance. As we built our house, we got to know all the neighbors and found them to be very friendly and helpful in every way.
It made a longer commute for me, but it did not take long for me to grow very attached to the quiet tranquility of the area. Louisa has her own business and was now able to work from home, so we set up an office for her over the new barn. I must admit I was a greenhorn when it came to horses, but soon, with the help of Amy and Martin, our immediate neighbors, I found myself enjoying riding the trails in the area. I even found that looking after the horses, yes shoveling their shit too, was therapeutic.
We have been married for about three years, and when first we met, it was one of those eureka moments. I had gone through an amicable divorce and was about to use Louisa as a consultant for a building. The first time I walked into her office, neither one of us said a word for a few moments; we just looked at each other, and then she smiled. I was hooked. She glanced at her watch and said, 'Why don't we go to lunch.' It was ten thirty, I nodded, and for lunch, we talked about everything but business. She told me later that she felt the same attraction I felt for her. A year later, we were married.
Amy and Louisa, who were both in their mid-thirties, soon became close friends. Amy was very outgoing and very funny in a boisterous kind of way. She was pretty tall and had short, very dark brown hair that looked almost black and went well with her dark complexion and beautiful long legs. Her very athletic body meant she definitely wasn't afraid of flaunting her shape.
Louisa is a lot more reserved with a dry, cutting sense of humor and tends to be conservative in her dress and personality. She also has a massive inferiority complex, which she is trying to overcome, and an unwavering determination to always do her best in anything she does. Louisa is a natural blonde, worn very short since moving out to the farm. She is slender with a killer body and a beautiful innocent pixie-like face. She is most comfortable wearing blue jeans and a jean shirt.
When we first moved in, the dogs would bark, as they should, when Amy showed up, but she soon had them lining up to be petted or given a small treat. It took only a short time before both Louisa and Amy would barge into each others' house without knocking, merely calling out, "It's me." It did bother me at first, but I soon fell into line with the dogs. Amy also had the habit of hugging and kissing us both on the cheek when she arrived or left. I couldn't really complain, could I?
The other folks in our little community were Lena and Bob, both a few years younger than us, who lived next to Harriet and Val. Val was older, possibly in his early fifties. In contrast, Harriet was in her mid-twenties and quite a hottie, in Louisa's opinion.
We had been to a couple of parties during the winter of our arrival and found that all eight of us got along very well. Because of Louisa's almost terminal shyness, we never ended up in the hot tub, despite the suggestions by everyone. Though I must admit that the last party we went to got a bit wild. Louisa and I watched as hands wandered a lot among the other couples. Louisa's eyes got wide as we watched Martin openly fondling Lena's bum and then draped his arm across her shoulder, ending up with his hand cupping her breast. And in the kitchen, Harriet was draped over Bob's back, reading some documents on the counter. We were standing at the bar talking with Val and Amy. Everyone had consumed a few drinks, and Amy was leaning against me with an arm through mine with her left breast gently pushing against me. Val let a hand that had been resting on the bar fall to Louisa's bum, giving her a little squeeze. She stiffened and seemed to be deciding whether to run or stand still. She let the hand rest there a few moments before finally, Louisa took my hand, and we made an excuse to leave. I kind of wanted to stay and see what would happen but was pulled home by my arm.
'Well, that was unusual,' I said as we got ready for bed. 'Do you think we should have stayed a bit longer? You know to be polite.'
'He had his hand on my ass.' Louisa said with finality as she stepped out of her dress. 'And what about the others? Amy had her boob pressed against your arm.'
'Well...err...yes. But she is always hugging both of us, so what's the difference?'
'Well...Yes.'
'And you do have a beautiful bum. I'm surprised it hasn't happened before. The guys are always looking at your behind.' I smiled and took her into my arms.
'Really?' Louisa said with a lopsided grin. 'They are?' She was now naked but for her panties.
'And checking out your magnificent rack.' I said, stepping behind her as I slid a hand up to her tits, giving both of them a gentle squeeze.
'Oh Andy,' she murmured, 'You are just saying that. You just want to have sex.'
'Say it,' I pressed a hand to her surprisingly already moist pussy. 'Go on. We have a deal, remember?'
'You just want to...you want to fuck me.'
Louisa had agreed to use more common words, to start telling me what she wanted me or her to do, to relax her straitlaced ways. To enjoy life more, especially our sex life. Louisa had always been shy, particularly in the bedroom, but she had finally agreed to try new things, to be more open, and she was diligently working toward her goal.
'The lights,' she said, about to tell me to turn them off as I tore her panties down her shapely legs. She hesitated, 'Leave them on,' she whispered as she bent over, showing me her beautiful ass as she climbed onto the bed. She pulled me up to kiss me passionately and reached for my fully erect cock beginning to stroke me softly. I slipped a finger into her already moist cunt and teased her clit, bringing a moan from deep in her throat. I kissed her nipples, feeling them harden as I toyed with them. She held my mouth to her tits, her breathing quickened, and she covered my hand at her pussy with her own. I moved a second finger into her, and then suddenly, she came in a small climax.
'Oh, fuck me,' she murmured with a groan, got to her knees, and pulled me with her. 'Stick your big cock into me...from behind. Fuck me hard.' I got behind her on my knees, and she grabbed my cock, guiding me to her slit. I slid in and grabbed her hips, plunging deep into her pussy, bringing a cry of pleasure from her lips. I began with slow strokes, but Louisa wanted more. She pushed back at me and cried out, 'Harder...come on fuck me harder. Fill my cunt up with that cock of yours...'
This was new, I had never seen her this animated before, but I began slamming into her, pulling her back to me by her hips, then suddenly she gave a guttural scream as she climaxed strongly, quivering gently and collapsing forward, pulling me with her. We lay spooning for several moments. I had not cum yet but was willing to forgo my pleasure for hers. I slowly withdrew, thinking Louisa was finished with me, but she rolled over to kiss me with a satisfied smile. She reached down, taking my cock into her hand.
'Let me help you with that,' she whispered and shuffled down on the bed. She looked up at me and flicked out her tongue to lick the sensitive head. Louisa opened her mouth and slowly engulfed my cock. I couldn't believe my eyes, Louisa hardly ever sucked my cock, and here she was, with our mingled juices trying to take me deep into her willing mouth. I hit her gag reflex, and she backed off slightly and then began to lick me clean of our fluids. She kept eye contact with me for some time, bobbing her head up and down, taking me as deep into her mouth as she could. She swirled her tongue around my shaft while she played with my balls. She smiled up at me, 'Do you like me sucking your cock?' she asked sensually before diving back onto my throbbing dick. 'Oh' shit, honey...oh yes,' I gulped in reply. No more than three minutes later, I cried out softly, warning her, 'I'm about to cum.' Before swallowing me quickly, she said, 'Cum in my mouth.' Louisa closed her lovely lips tightly around my cock as I came as never before. She took every rope I shot eagerly into her mouth and then started to let my stream leak out the corners of her mouth. Finally, after I had finished cumming, Louisa opened her mouth and let my sperm flow onto my belly.
She coughed up a small clump as she sat up. 'Sorry, love, I wanted to swallow it all, but there was so much. I could only swallow the first bit.'
I pulled Louisa down to my chest and held her head. 'Honey...' I began weakly, 'That was amazing. You have to do that more often.' Louisa had never tried to swallow my cum before. In fact, until now, she had always said she didn't like the taste of cum at all!
'Well,' she grinned, 'We agreed to spice things up. How was that?' she asked with a grin.
'As long as you let me return the favor to you?'
'Yes. Of course. Next time you can eat my...err...pussy.'
'I want to do everything to you...with you...for you, that we can think of. OK?'
'Yes, Andy,' she said warmly, 'But remember, we both have to agree exactly how far to go. OK?'
'Yes, I agree.'
A short time later, I got up to let the dogs out, and Louisa took a shower while I checked on the horses giving them a flake of hay each. Then I showered and climbed into a newly made bed with my love.
It was still early, and we chatted comfortably in each other's arms.
'So, what brought this on?' I asked.
She looked up at me hesitantly, 'You won't get mad?'
'No, not after those results.'
'Amy and I have been talking...about...well, lots of things. But...well, about sex.' She glanced up at me. 'And maybe tonight seeing all those wandering hands has sort of wound me up. Well...err...I actually thought about letting Val continue groping my ass. You're not mad, are you?'
'No. Not at all,' I assured her, 'and talking to Amy, that's probably a good idea if you are comfortable talking to her.'
'I am,' Louisa said smiling, 'She's very open about sex and...well, she encourages me to open up.'
'Good,' I said, holding her close. 'Just remember that I love you no matter what you decide.'
We fell into a deep satisfying sleep in each other's arms.
I woke the following day to a wet dog's nose poking my shoulder, then a damp lick from the same dog across my face. Sheba, our Labrador, had the habit of nosing open the door to the bedroom and climbing into bed with us. I ruffled her ears and realized I had slept in. The smell of coffee wafted in through the open door, and I dragged myself up and followed my nose to the delightful aroma. Louisa was in the kitchen making breakfast and, to my delight, was wearing just an apron leaving her ass bare and her braless tits jiggling and peeking out the sides and top of the apron as she stirred a batter for pancakes.
She saw me coming and smiled when she saw I was naked. I took her into my arms and kissed her deeply. Just then, the back door flew open, and Amy bounced in, calling out, 'It's...it's...us,' she finally got it out, staring wide-eyed at the two of us. Martin, who was directly behind Amy, had a massive grin on his face.
'Morning Martin...Amy,' I said nervously, stepping behind the central island, effectively hiding my now shrinking junk. Louisa calmly walked to the bedroom to cover up. She returned shortly wearing a robe and handed me my robe as well. Her face was bright red in embarrassment, but she did have a slight grin as well. Once we had made ourselves presentable, we both looked at a grinning Amy. 'Oh. Don't get all dressed on our account. I liked what I saw. Neither one of you should be hiding those good-looking packages you got there,' she said, still smiling. Martin said quietly, 'Cut it out, Amy.' But he was also smiling shyly.
'It's nine o'clock,' Amy said in explanation. 'The pool...remember?'
'Oh...yah...err...sorry,' I mumbled. 'We must have slept in.' I checked the clock; it was five after nine. I had not noticed the time.
'Would you like us to come back, Louisa, Andy?' Martin asked politely. 'There's no rush; we can do this any time.'
'Have you had your breakfast?' Louisa asked. 'I have enough for a few extra pancakes. Go on sit...sit.'
'Just coffee for me,' Martin answered.
'Me too,' Amy said, still smiling.
'Let me go and change,' Louisa said, poring a cup for both of them.
Martin and I had been talking about putting in a pool in the backyard, and he had quoted me a fantastic price. We talked about the positioning of the pool and landscaping for another couple of hours. Finally, Amy suggested we come over for supper, and we could have a good look at their pool and decide what features we would like. They were just getting their pool ready for the summer. Martin had been the developer and general contractor for the four houses and acreages. He had done a fantastic job with the design and building.
That evening Louisa put on a pair of comfortable black shorts, a white t-shirt with short sleeves, and a pair of heeled sandals. She said she was still a little embarrassed with the idea of Martin and Amy having seen her pretty near naked. I assured her that it was a story she would soon be telling all her friends. She did not agree.
Amy greeted us warmly with a kiss and a hug that was a little longer than usual. She assured Louisa that she would not say anything to anyone about her flashing them unless it was OK with her. But she still gave a wicked smile to Louisa. Louisa finally began to see the humor of the situation and laughed. 'It is funny,' she said. 'It's a good story to tell everyone. I don't mind, truly.'
We had a delicious steak with all the fixings done on the barbeque by Martin. We had a good look at the operation and layout of their pool now that it was operational.
'Why don't we have a dip?' Amy suggested. 'The pool is up to temperature.'
'I would say I don't have a bathing suit, but then you've already seen me bare assed,' Louisa joked to the giggles from all. 'No, really. I don't have a bathing suit.'
'Use one of mine Louisa,' suggested.
Louisa looked at me, and I shrugged, 'Sounds good to me.'
Amy and Louisa came back a good while later, Louisa was wearing a white mesh cover-up, and I could see she was wearing a black bikini beneath it and was obviously a little hesitant in taking off the cover-up. Amy had on a bright red bikini that hid very little; when she turned to encourage Louisa to drop the cover-up, I could see she was wearing a thong, hiding even less than I thought. Martin and I had changed and were already in the pool.
Shyly Louisa slipped the cover-up off, and both Martin and I held our breath at the sight before us. I had always known how beautiful she was, but as she stood there in a black bikini that left little to the imagination, I sighed in awe at her loveliness. She was timidly trying to decide where to place her hands, but finally, she just smiled at us and walked over to the pool.
'It's the biggest bikini I've got,' Amy said as she stepped into the pool. 'I guess Louisa is a little bigger in the...err...chest department than I am.'
'She looks absolutely gorgeous,' Martin said approvingly as he helped Louisa step down into the pool.
'I love the painting up in the bedroom,' Louisa said in a blatant attempt to change the subject. 'Who did it?'
'Valtor...Val, down the street, painted it about two years ago,' Amy spoke up. 'He's really good. You should see his gallery. You know it's me, right?'
'The nude...in the bedroom?' Louisa asked uncertainly.
'Yes. He had me pose for it. He's really sweet if you don't mind his eccentricities and roaming hands.' She shrugged with a laugh.
'He has those for sure,' Louisa agreed.
'I'd like to see that,' I piped up.
'What, the painting or his roaming hands?' Amy quipped. 'Come on, Andy, I'll show you the painting,' she took me by the hand, and we got out of the pool, drying off with a couple of large towels. 'Maybe we can convince Louisa to pose for one as well. You know, for that rock wall over your fireplace.' She chatted happily as I followed her nice ass up to the bedroom.
It was really a stunning nude painting of Amy viewed from her left rear, reclining with her left hand extended as if waving to someone in the distance, with the shadow from a tree partially shading her face.
'I love it,' I said after studying it carefully. 'He is excellent. Do you think he would do one of Louisa?'
'Without a doubt, but getting Louisa past her shyness could be a problem.'
I glanced at her carefully before speaking. 'You have already been helping Louisa. Before we met you, she was painfully withdrawn. But now, she is starting to come out of her shell. I just wanted to thank you.'
'She's my friend. Actually, both of you are,' she smiled up at me and gave me a peck on the cheek. 'Now let's go back downstairs so you can watch my ass as you did while coming up,' she giggled, putting a little more sway into her walk and giving her ass a light slap. She was incorrigible, which is great.
Martin and Louisa were sitting in the lounge chairs on the patio when we arrived. To my surprise, Louisa had not put her cover-up back on, which was a good sign.
'Oh. You have to try these,' Louisa said, holding up her glass. 'It's a Tequila Sunrise. It's great.' Louisa was what I'd call a "cheap drunk," two glasses later, she was halfway there. We sat and chatted for some time, and after her third drink, Louisa was happily drunk. Not falling down drunk, but I wouldn't let her drive. Fortunately, we only had to walk next door. As we got ready to leave, Louisa hugged Martin and kissed him on the lips. 'I had a good time Martin, thanks.' She said, looking up at his face with a grin. Then she hugged Amy, also kissing her on the lips. 'You're my best buddy,' she whispered, 'I'll bring you your bikini tomorrow. OK?'
'You keep it, honey. It fits you better than me.'
'Really?' Louisa hooked a thumb into the strap over her breast, pulling it outward and looking down at her now exposed nipple. 'Thanks, Amy.'
Martin and I shook our heads and smiled. Then I took Louisa home and got her to bed before she fell asleep. As I looked at her, all I could think was, 'God, I love her to bits.'
The next day was a regular workday, and it was a Monday. Unlike me, Louisa slept in while I went to work. Just before noon, Louisa called. We had agreed that every Monday, we would suggest a little something to spice up our lives. I was in my office with a client when I took the call.
'Sorry honey, I'm with a client right now. I'll call you back.' She said OK but check your email. Then I hung up. Our business was completed, and as I sat chatting to Samuel, the client and personal friend for years, my computer pinged. Without thinking, I opened the email. It was a photo of Louisa, completely nude, eating a banana in a very suggestive way. With a caption, "Please bring me a bikini or two to fit these parts, as small as you like," with arrows pointing to her boobs and pussy. I must have reacted with a startled expression on my face before I quickly closed the window; I suspect he got a glimpse of the photo before I could shrink it.




The Other Side to Our Story

Louisa

I was working on a set of plans and at the same time on my banana exercises (more later on this) when the phone rang just before noon. It was Amy, and she said, 'Put on your new bikini and come over. I've made lunch today, and we need to work on your tan.' She insisted, so I put on my new bikini and joined her for lunch, a lovely fruit salad with a bottle of outstanding dry white wine.
'Hang on a minute,' I said, holding up a finger and my phone. 'I have to send this to Andy by noon.' Amy was standing beside me and saw the nude selfie I was about to send.
'Wait...wait,' she cried out, 'You're sending this to Andy?' Taking the phone out of my hand. She looked at the photo of me trying to take a selfie in a mirror. It wasn't very good, but I'm not good at taking pictures.
'OK, you better fill me in,' she insisted.
'It's part of a little game we play,' I blushed, 'I have to send a nudie of me to him by noon. So, come on, give me back my phone.'
'We can do better than that, and we have 20 minutes.' Amy fiddled with my cell phone and said, 'Strip. I'll take a better one than that. Go on. Strip, we're all girls here.'
I was very hesitant to walk around naked in front of Amy, but I finally removed my bikini. Amy stood there staring at me with a frown on her face. 'OK. Turn to the right...look back at me. No,' She stopped, looking around. She grabbed a banana from the bowl, peeled it, and handed it to me. 'Face me, legs crossed at the knees, left hand on your hip. Shoulders back, lean forward slightly, and put the banana in your mouth,' she smiled wickedly. 'Make love to the fruit.' Did she know about my exercises, I wondered?
'Amy,' I said loudly. 'I'm not some porn star.'
'No, if you were, it would be a big dick,' she laughed, and I joined in. Soon we were laughing so hard tears were running down our faces. I was hanging on to her shoulders, and soon we were hugging. It took some time before we finally finished the photo.
'I've only got five minutes,' I grabbed the phone, sent the photo, and gave Andy a call to make sure he would open it before noon, the deadline. Then Amy took the phone and smiled as she examined the photo. She handed it back to me, grinning, 'I sent a copy to me,' she said. 'You are now mine forever,' she giggled, rubbing her hands together like some movie villain.
'You won't show that to anyone? Will you, Amy?' I begged.
'No, of course not, Honey, unless you tell me it's OK. I know Martin would love to see it. We have quite a collection of our own. I'll show you if Martin approves. OK?'
'Sure,' I said as I put my bikini back on.
I should have gone back to work, but it was so pleasant at Amy's that we just sat at their pool in lounge chairs with the second glass of wine of the afternoon, both of us laughing and having a good time. 'I'm going to show that photo to Martin, you know,' Amy said, teasing me for the second time.
'I know you won't, Amy unless I say go ahead. You promised.'
'OK. I won't, but you have to tell me about this little game you and Andy are playing.'
'Well...only if you promise not to tell a soul.' Amy promised. 'You know I am really shy, and my self-confidence is zero,' I looked at Amy before continuing. 'Why do you think I do most of my work here at home. Right?'
Amy nodded quietly, knowing I would continue in my own time.
'Andy has been wonderful, never pushing me too hard. But since we moved out here, it's been brilliant,' I paused to take a drink. 'You have been a great help to me because, well, you are you. Andy and I came up with a plan. Every week, usually on Monday, we would suggest a little dare to be done by the next Monday. It started with such a simple thing, we went to a restaurant, and I undid the top two buttons of my blouse. Then next time, just a flash of my boobs in a low scoop-necked top.' Amy glanced over at me and smiled. 'The last thing we did was rather naughty. I was dressed in a loose dress, and all I had on underneath were black seamless nylons and a garter belt. Then we went downtown in the evening to a restaurant. You know how windy it gets among the skyscrapers, and a couple of guys got a little flash of my bum.' I laughed and looked down at the bikini Amy had given me. 'Part of the game is also to use a more common terminology than vagina or penis.' She looked at me with a grin, obviously wanting more. 'Like pussy...cock. etc.' I blushed. 'Do you know how hard it was for me to wear your bikini last night? And to pose for the photo that we took this morning? Let alone send it to Andy.'
'I know, honey,' Amy said quietly.
'But you know,' I continued with a slight grin, 'It is working. I'm actually starting to enjoy these little games. It turns me on. And the sex with Andy is great.'
'Well, he is pretty well endowed from the brief flash I got the other day,' Amy quipped with a broad grin. 'Was the kitchen flashing an accident?'
I looked down at the pool before answering with a shy smile. 'Well, Andy's full-frontal was not by design; he happened to waltz in at the right...or wrong time.' I laughed, 'But I think subconsciously, I knew what time it was.'
'You little slut, you,' Amy snickered. 'So, Martin got a freebee look at you.'
'I hope you don't mind, Amy.'
'It was great. I loved it. I Love you and Andy.' Amy said, tickled. 'Are you still thinking of surprising Andy with a nude painting?'
'Yes, for sure, but maybe in a little bit. Val kind of groped me the other night at your place.'
'I should warn you, Louisa, if he does a painting of you, that's not all he will want.'
'What else,' I asked hesitantly.
'You have to keep this quiet, OK?' I nodded in agreement. 'He will try to fuck you. At the very least, get a BJ.'
'WHAT?' My eyes got wide, and a hand flew up to my mouth. I looked at Amy, wondering, but before I could ask, Amy answered my unspoken question.
'Yep, I did. And we have three paintings done by Val.' There was silence for a few seconds.
'Err...exactly what did you have to do?'
'I didn't have to do anything. I chose to suck his cock, and then he fucked me,' Amy said simply, 'You are not the only one who has got past shyness.'
'What about Martin?' I asked, puzzled. More questions filled my mind and but I looked away in confusion. Amy sat quietly, waiting for me to absorb the revelation. 'Does he know?'
'Yes, he knows.'
'You were shy?' I finally settled on the first of many questions.
'Yes,' Amy said softly, 'Oh, not as bad as you are.' She kept her answers short. 'Harriet likes to be involved as well. She likes girls as much as she likes boys.'
My mind was sorting through questions I wanted answering. 'So, you had sex with Harriet and Val? Is Martin all right with you...well...you know?'
'With what, Louisa? Don't you have an agreement with Andy about terminology?'
I glanced down as I usually did when flustered. 'OK. OK, Amy. Is Martin all right with you...fucking and giving Val a BJ, plus whatever Harriet did.'
Amy smiled as she watched my face. 'He was there each and every time.'
'HE WATCHED?' I blurted out, shocked, leaning forward in my seat.
'Honey, I've told you this in confidence. I hope you will still be my friend because I love you and you are my best friend. But I also know you were seriously considering going to Val to have him paint a picture of you as a surprise for Andy. I did not want you to do this without knowing the whole story. OK?'
'OK, thanks...I think?'
'Finally. Just so you know, Martin and I have...' Now it was Amy's turn to turn shy. 'Martin and I sometimes like to get together with like-minded people and have sex.' She looked over at me, waiting for a comment. When she looked up again, I stared at her with a smile.
'So...so...are you guys attracted to Andy and me?'
'Very much so,' Amy whispered. 'But quite frankly, not if it would upset our friendship. Do you understand?'
'Yes. Can I tell Andy about this?'
'Sure, and I'm sorry for dropping this on you, but I felt it was time.' Amy got up, glancing at her watch, 'Martin will be home early.'
I got up and enveloped my friend in a warm hug. 'I'm glad you let me know...because...well...to be honest, I kind of like you and Martin.' I stopped talking and kissed Amy passionately on the lips. 'If you want, you can show Martin the photo,' I said bashfully as I held her close.
'Thanks, honey, you know I was always going to, don't you?' Amy said as I walked to the back door, and we both just smiled.
Andy came home a little later than usual, and I was busting to tell him the afternoon's revelations. He handed me a small package and gave me a warm kiss that I felt all the way through my body, all the way to my toes. It was Monday night, so he brought pizza home.
'Go try them on while I warm up the pizza,' he smiled at me. 'And I want to see if they fit.' I opened the package in the bedroom and found three tiny bikinis, a red one, a white one, and a bright blue one. I could hold all of them in the palm of one of my hands. I put on the white one and, with a pair of heeled sandals, walked out to the kitchen carrying the other two. I wanted to tease Andy a bit as I changed. The white one was about the same size as the black one Amy gave me. I walked, turned, and strutted my stuff to the delightful smile on Andy's face. But it was the red and blue ones that made his day. The tops barely covered my nipples, and the bottoms were thongs. Basically, strings with a small triangle covering my trimmed pussy. Of course, the interval when I changed bikinis brought a stiffness to his pants. Andy wanted to carry me into the bedroom for his nefarious intent, but I made him sit down with me on the couch first.
'Amy and I had quite a talk today,' I laughed, remembering the photo she had taken. 'She took the photo, by the way. As I said, we had a long talk today,' I stopped trying to get it right before speaking. 'Would you like a nude painting of me, like the one Amy has?'
'Wow. That would be great,' Andy grinned. 'We could hang it in the bedroom.'
'Don't get too excited; there's a hidden cost to me posing for a painting,' I said with a wicked smile.
'What. We can afford it now.' Andy shrugged.
'Amy was telling me the price she and Martin paid, and I'm not sure you would want to pay it.'
'Come on, Louisa,' he insisted. 'What's so pricy?'
I put my pizza down, wiped my fingers, and settled myself down onto Andy's lap. I was still just wearing the blue bikini. 'I would probably have to have sex...with Val and Harriet. You could join in, I understand, if you wanted.' I wrapped my arms around his neck and squirmed my bum to settle into his lap.
'WHAT THE FUCK,' Andy exclaimed, dropping his pizza to my lap. 'With both of them? I mean with either one of them?' He was shaking his head, 'That's a price you don't have to pay.'
'Of course,' I said quietly. 'But think a minute. Martin and Amy have three paintings by Val. What does that tell you? How do you think I found out?'
'Amy told you, right.' I smiled and nodded my head. 'So that means that Amy and Martin have...'
'Yep,' I said, kissing Andy warmly. 'What about Martin and Amy? Would you like to fuck Amy? Think about it. Remember I saw you staring at her ass the other night.'
'I don't know,' he answered carefully. 'So, you would be fucking Martin. Is that right?'
'Right now, it is only a fantasy,' I said, getting a little excited at the prospect. 'But it's something we can discuss. I'm not suggesting we invite them over tonight and ravish them.' I could feel Andy getting hard, his cock poking me. 'The way Amy put it was, "they were attracted to us, would like to get together with us, but not at the danger of losing our friendship."'
'Well...' Andy sat speechless for a few seconds. 'I must admit, just thinking about it is a tremendous turn-on. But I'm not quite there yet. It's something we should talk about in detail. OK?'
'Yes, I agree,' I wiggled my bum feeling his hard cock. I stood, picked up the dropped slice of pizza, and took a small bite before putting it down and reaching for Andy's hand. 'Since you have spiced up my pussy with your pizza, perhaps it's time for you to have a little snack. In the bedroom.' Andy laughed and followed me into the bedroom, undressing as we walked. 'We can always eat the pizza later,' he said as he slipped the tiny thong down my legs and pushed me into the comfortable, easy chair in the corner.
He knelt between my splayed legs and started kissing his way upward from my knees. I pushed myself forward on the chair until I was leaning back with my pussy over the edge of the cushion. I slid the bikini top off and let a hand make its way down to my moist slit, letting a finger gently rub my clit, waiting for Andy's tongue to arrive. He smiled up at me as he finally just barely touched my pussy with the tip of his tongue; my stomach clenched involuntarily in anticipation as he teased me. I could stand it no longer and grabbed his head, forcing him into my needy slit. He stiffened his tongue and began fucking me with his oh-so-talented appendage. He has definitely gotten good at eating my cunt, the stray thought flew through my brain as I moaned. 
Andy slipped a long finger in reaching for my G-spot as he began paying attention to my clit with his tongue. Not long after, I began groaning loudly, I swear my vision blurred, and my head flopped about jerking. I felt it would not be long before I would pass out, my stomach contracted, and suddenly I came with a mind-blowing intensity. I must have been holding Andy's head to my pussy, and I started crying; genuine full-on tears were rolling down my face. I'd cum so hard I'd completely lost it in the moment and ended up crying with pleasure. I slumped forward in the chair and would have collapsed to the floor but for Andy.
Andy squeezed himself up beside me in the oversized comfortable chair and nuzzled my tits, kissing them softly. I held him to them, and he gave my boob a light bite. We cuddled for a few minutes, and when I was back on planet earth, I reached for Andy's cock and slid down to the floor. I smiled up at him, watching his face as I began stroking his wonderfully hard cock. Precum was still leaking from the slit, and I flicked my tongue to lick it up sensually. Last time I had tried swallowing his load, and this time I was hungrily determined to get all of it. I had found that I really liked the sweet-bitter taste. I pursed my lips, kissing the bulbous head, and slowly took his penis into my mouth while watching the reaction on his face. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Andy's cell phone lying on the floor and, on an impulse, picked it up and handed it to him. He had always asked me to let him video us having sex. I smiled as he began recording.
'Would you like to see me doing this to another guy?' I asked before slipping his cock back into my mouth and licking the sensitive spot behind the swollen head. He didn't answer immediately, but his cock seemed to swell slightly. He nodded, deliberately smiling vaguely. I began bobbing up and down relentlessly on his shaft, taking him deeper with each plunge. He was hitting the back of my throat and brought tears to my eyes as I gagged. Letting my hands go of his pole, I started to just use my mouth, taking him deep. 
I concentrated on my exercises, relaxed my throat, and pushed down hard, and suddenly he slipped into my throat. It was just briefly, but I had done it. Then I tried again, and this time it went easier, and I held him for several seconds before coming up for air. It was just a couple of times, but I had his cock deep in my throat. I could tell he was getting close, 'Come in my mouth Andy...please,' I begged as I backed off. He didn't disappoint. Suddenly, he tensed, groaning deep in his throat as the first jet hit the back of my throat. I quickly grabbed his cock and held it to my open mouth as the rest of his cum soon filled it. Between spurts, I swallowed, managing to down all his seed.




How Things Can Change

Andy

It was almost five o'clock on Friday afternoon, and the cell phone was on my desk calling out to me. I had to stop looking at the video and get some work done. Just one more glance, I promised myself, like some AA member getting a last drink before quitting. I opened the video and watched Louisa sucking my dick and actually taking me deep into her throat, a first. "Would you like to see me doing this with another guy?" Louisa whispered seductively. The more I watched, the more the answer came out the same as when I nodded to her when she originally asked a week ago. Yes, I would, I realized. I didn't dare stand up in case anyone entered my office as I was now sporting a raging hard-on. I had to stop and get to work. The sensible thing to do was delete the video, but I knew that would not happen. So, I emailed it to our home laptop, deleted it from my phone, and called Louisa.
'Hi honey,' she answered cheerfully on the speaker. 'I'm over with Amy getting some sun.' I knew she would probably be with Amy at this time of day.
'Getting some sun?' I asked, picturing the two of them just wearing their bikinis. 'What are you wearing?'
'Nothing at all,' she giggled, 'We decided we don't want tan lines.' I moaned out loud as I pictured them naked; this wasn't helping me in the least. The mental picture of them would linger with me for the rest of the day.
'You're killing me,' I groaned.
'I know,' she laughed, and I heard Amy giggling in the background.
'You are a cruel woman Louisa,' finally, I laughed with them. 'Just thought to tell you I will be late tonight. Can I bring something home for dinner?'
'Sure. Chinese?' she suggested. I heard Amy loudly calling out, "She can always eat me." And both of them giggled wildly.
'Are you guys drunk?'
'Not yet. But we are waiting for Martin to come home and join us,' Louisa teased, or at least what I thought was teasing. 'It's too bad you have to work.'
"OK...OK, you two, enough. I'll be home by seven. And, I'll bring Chinese for all of us. Behave...both of you. Bye.' I knew how much Martin loved the Chinese food I would bring home from our favorite restaurant. I sat at my desk, eventually getting some paperwork done.
We ended up eating around the pool under a large sun screening umbrella at Amy and Martin's place. To my surprise, Louisa was wearing her new blue bikini, and she seemed to be enjoying the attention she was getting from Martin. Both the girls had gotten a little too much sun this afternoon. Despite applying generous amounts of sunscreen, they were both suffering from sunburn. After we finished eating, Martin opened another bottle of wine, and we sat around chatting.
'They will be starting your pool on Monday,' Martin said, 'It should take them three or four days to finish. That not including the landscaping.'
'Great,' I answered as I watched both Amy and Louisa squirming, running their fingers under the strings of their bikinis. 'We should have a party, maybe the weekend after next? Will that be enough time for the pool to be ready?'
'Maybe give it another week before everything is settled and cured.' He suggested, and I agreed.
'Listen, boys,' Amy asked as she undid the top string of her bikini. 'Would you mind if we took our tops off?' She asked, holding it in place with her right hand. 'We got a little too much sun today, and the thin strings hurt.' I looked at Louisa to see a slightly hesitant expression on her face.
She glanced at me, 'Maybe I should get a wrap or something?'
'Don't be silly,' Amy said as she dropped the hand that was holding her top before hanging it on the back of her chair. 'We're all friends here. Come on, Louisa, it's time to relax. We've all seen tits before, haven't we?' Amy's tits were now fully exposed and had obviously been sunburnt.
'Come on, Louisa, it's not like your top is hiding a lot, really; it's tiny!' Martin said with a smile.
'That's true,' she finally agreed as she removed her bikini top, her face going even brighter red than before. She watched our faces as she folded the top and placed it on the table. Her beautiful boobs swayed slightly, and I saw how red they were from the sunburn.
'You two need to put some after-sun lotion on those wonderful boobs,' I suggested with a grin. 'Would you like me to do that for you...I mean, I am willing to help.'
'Stop it, Andy,' Louisa protested mildly, 'Actually, the cheeks of my butt need it more. I've never had a thong on before, and well...' she stopped when she saw the smiles on all of our faces.
'I volunteer for that duty,' Martin stuck his hand up, grinning gleefully, bringing a chuckle from the rest of us, including Louisa.
'Come with me, Louisa. I've got some lotion that will take care of that burn,' she said as she stood. She took Louisa's hand, and they walked inside. Both Martin and I followed their departure with interest, watching their thong-clad asses strut away. We glanced at each other and shook our heads.
'We are lucky men Andy,' Martin said happily, and I agreed instantly. 'Louisa has come a long way in six months.'
The girls returned a short while later, Amy in a thin short multi-colored wrap and Louisa in a sheer white wrap with her bikini bottoms in her hand. Neither wrap actually hid much of their bodies. Both girls' tits were clearly visible, and if you looked hard, even for a second, you could make out their pussies as they approached and sat down. I got up and jumped into the pool to try to hide a growing problem in my shorts. Martin was only a second behind me, much to the laughter of our wives.
'You know there is something you two could do to relieve this growing problem,' Martin called the girls. They whispered to each other and seemed to reach an agreement before they stood up, removed their cover-ups, flipped them over their shoulders, and with a giggle turned, strutted away naked arm in arm, waving to us over their shoulders.
'Not what Martin was suggesting, girls,' I called out.
'Dam,' Martin said, watching the ladies walk away. 'I will never forget that beautiful image as long as I live.'




The Flip Side of Change

Louisa

'What did you want to happen?' I said as I stroked Andy's slowly growing cock, my head lying on his chest, watching the miraculous resurrection of his recently deployed shaft. We had rushed home from next door to jump into bed, and he had fucked me as I knelt on all fours. He had been gentle to start being considerate of my sunburn, but we were both so horny that soon I began pushing back, demanding he fuck me harder, sunburn soon forgotten in the throws of my need.
'Well, I guess...I really didn't know...I just know I was ready for anything you wanted to do. What about you?'
'I was too, but it was Amy,' I glanced up at his face, then back to his swelling tool. 'She rubbed the lotion on my bum...sorry ass. Then she turned me around and with this ...I don't know...sort of smile, she also applied the lotion to my boobs.' This brought new life to Andy's cock, and I think it was because of my description of Amy fondling my boobs. 'She...err...she also gave me a kiss as she slipped a finger a bit between my legs.'
'Did you stop her?'
'No, I think... I really liked it.' I said hesitantly. 'Do you mind...well, you know, me liking her attention?'
'No. Not at all,' he said with a slight groan. 'Can I watch if you want to try being with a woman...with Amy?'
'Sure. That would be hot,' I replied. 'Anyway, she asked me if I thought I was ready to...err...to be with Martin. I said I would have to have a talk with you. Just to be sure we were on the same page. Was that OK?'
'Yes.' Andy said as he gently caressed my tits. 'So, are we going ahead with us switching partners with Martin and Amy?'
'Yes, but I want to start slow.'
'Yes.' He replied with a groan as I stroked his now hard and fully recovered cock.
'You know,' I smiled up at him as I slid lower, 'I think I have developed a real liking for sucking your cock, and I never thought I'd say it, but I'm starting to like swallowing your cum. But I know I need to practice to get better.' I flicked out my tongue, licking the precum from the slit before kissing the swollen head of his cock. 'What do you think of me having Val doing a painting of me? You know, some time down the road.'
'I don't think we are ready for that just yet,' Andy said with a moan. 'What about some boudoir photos? We can have them blown up. Maybe have Amy take some of you?'
'That would be a good start,' I agreed. Maybe Andy was pushing me toward a little girl-on-girl action. 'You know, maybe I should show Amy the video of me sucking your cock, and if you want, you could let Martin have a look at it too.' Andy just nodded with a grin and a groan as I got back to the task standing straight before me. Again, I worked his wonderful cock to the back of my throat and, with only an easy push, swallowed him into my throat, this time holding him there a little longer each time he invaded my throat; my exercises had paid off. It only took a couple of minutes for Andy to flood my mouth with his spunk, and of course, I swallowed. How could I do anything else after my confession only a few minutes before?
I was really busy getting a report ready for a client for the next three days. I was working so hard every day I'd even forget to eat any lunch. I finished just before three o'clock and emailed the report to the client. I sat back exhausted and knew the client would want me to go to Calgary to explain every little thing to him personally. He is a bit of a pain, but they paid well. Amy must have a sixth sense because not ten minutes later, she came bounding up the steps to my office carrying a fruit platter and a nice bottle of wine.
'Come on, girl,' she stated with finality. 'You have to stop and eat something; besides, I haven't seen you in at least three days.' She hugged me, handed me a napkin, and poured me a glass of wine. She was wearing her red bikini, and I could see she was honestly concerned for my well-being. I collapsed on the small couch, kicked my shoes off, and put my feet up on the ottoman as I blew out a large sigh.
'It's done,' I said with a groan, rotating my head trying to ease the neck strain I always develop after too long at my desk. Amy flopped down beside me, putting the fruit plate on the ottoman. 'Oh, thanks, sweetie,' I moaned, 'I don't think I would survive without you. Did Andy put you onto me?' I asked as I began picking up some fruit. As soon as I started eating, I found out just how hungry I was.
'No. I figured this out all by myself.' We sat just relaxing, enjoying each other's company and me eating my fill of the delicious platter.
'Your neck bothering you?' Amy asked.
'Yes, I always get neck pain when I overdo it,' I replied, rubbing my neck. Amy got up, removed the mostly empty platter, and patted the ottoman.
'Here. Sit on this, and I'll work that neck of yours,' she ordered. I didn't put up any sort of fight as I sat, as ordered. 'Take your t-shirt off,' she then instructed. Then she began manipulating my neck with her surprisingly strong fingers as I sat there, topless. She had me moaning in relief very quickly.
'Oh, that's so good, Amy,' I murmured as the stressed muscles relaxed.
'Babe, I've only just begun,' she whispered in my ear. 'I'm going to take advantage of you shortly.'
'OK,' I replied as I felt the butterflies begin dancing in my stomach. I felt her stop for a few seconds, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw her red bikini drop to the floor.
'Stand up,' she instructed, and as I stood, she pulled my shorts and panties to the floor. I willingly lifted my feet to help her. Amy pressed her naked body to my back and slid her hands around to grasp my boobs firmly. She pinched my nipples gently and slipped a hand down between my legs. 'Are you ready for this?' she whispered in my ear.
'Oh yes...oh yes,' I said as I turned to face her. We stood silently looking into each others eyes, our breasts pressed together, erect nipples brushing softly together, our legs intertwined, we were breathing rapidly, and our faces were flushed. I didn't know exactly what to do, but Amy sure did. She pulled back slightly and lowered her lips to my breast. She flicked out her tongue, first to one nipple, then the other, as I moaned, shivering in anticipation. She kissed my tits and slid a hand down to my moist pussy; she wasted no time but inserted a single finger lightly past my labia which she then withdrew and used to glide it over my clit before moving it up to her mouth and licking my juices off of it. Amy smiled at me as I shuddered. I practically came right there and then.
Amy took the same finger and slid it into her own pussy. When she presented the finger to my mouth, I eagerly took it into my mouth, licking it clean. She smiled as she pressed me back down to the couch, spreading my legs as I sat. As I opened my legs, she sank to the floor in front of me, running her hands up my legs stopping short of my cunt. Then she kissed her way up, teasing me, pleasuring me without any penetration. Nipping, kissing, and licking everywhere but where I wanted. She kept this up forever, I thought, but it had only been a few minutes. I couldn't wait any longer.
'For fucks sake, Amy,' I cried, 'Stop messing about. Get to it.'
Amy laughed lightly at my need, cruel bitch, I thought, just as her tongue finally invaded my pussy. Her lips gently sealed around my clit as she sucked it while a finger probed deeper into my wet cunt, searching for my g-spot. Amy played my pussy like Eric Clapton plays the guitar. It took less than five minutes before a truly earth-shattering explosion occurred when she made me cum for the first time. It was like an out-of-body experience. I seemed to hang there suspended, looking down as my body went through a series of ecstatic convulsions. Wow.
As I recovered, Amy slipped up to cuddle me, holding me to her chest like a newborn baby. 'Oh, wow, Amy,' I whispered, nuzzling her boobs as I came to. 'That was great. Does that make me a lesbian?' I asked, still perplexed.
'No, honey,' Amy laughed as she sat up.
'Wait...wait, Amy,' I stopped her, 'I want...I want to...err... well, to do it to you. OK?'
'I wouldn't have it any other way,' she reached for the wine bottle and filled our glasses. 'Just need a little drink,' she handed me my glass and sat back down, spreading her legs slightly.
'Now, just take your time and do what you would like to me,' she instructed as I knelt between her legs. So I did.
Later, we lay side-by-side giggling and having a good time just cuddling and messing around, beginning to tell each other our sexual experiences. It was good fun, and then I realized I had a video I should show her.
'Have a look at this,' I said as I opened the laptop and loaded up the video. I showed Amy the footage we had taken of me sucking Andy's cock. Amy kept looking at me in wonder, and when the clip was finished, she asked, 'How long have you been able to deep-throat Andy like that?'
'Well, not very long. It's just recently I have really gotten into it, maybe one or two weeks. Why?'
'Louisa, to be blunt...I have been sucking dick for fucking years, and I still can't take a...a...cock as deep as that.' She looked at me in wonder, 'How did you...I mean...how are you able to do that. And you swallowed.' She pointed at the screen.
'A banana,' I said.
'A banana?'
'Well, actually, quite a few,' I said, looking at Amy. 'I'm an engineer, I wanted to do...err...that, so I figured a way to...please Andy and myself. About two months ago, we watched a porno one night, and the girl...well...she took this massive dick right down to the point her nose was pressed against the guy's belly. It turned Andy on. You know, like it really turned him on, and I must admit me as well, so I decided I would learn to do the same.' I looked at Amy before continuing, 'I started with a ...well, a small dildo, but that didn't work. Then one day, I was eating a banana, and well, a little light went on, so I tried pushing it to the back of my throat. And low and behold, it worked better. So, starting with a small banana, peeled, of course, and taking it as deep as I could.' I glanced at Amy, and she waved me to continue. 'Increasing the size as I got used to the pressure at the back of my throat. Soon I was able to...well...repress my gag reflex, and now I can quite comfortably...err...well.'
'Swallow a big cock,' Amy finished for me.
'Yep,' I said with pride. 'But the first time, I almost choked, but now I find it a lot easier.'
'You think I can learn your technique?'
'I don't see why not.'
'You will be so popular,' she said, hugging me. 'What about Martin? She asked.
I nodded, knowing the inference, 'Friday night.'




Bringing Out The New Girl

Louisa

It was Friday morning. I had been looking forward to the little party we were to attend at Amy and Martin's place that night. OK, really nervously preparing myself to engage in sex with Martin, our neighbor, and not my husband. Andy and I, with the help of Amy, had been slowly bringing me out of my almost terminal shyness and lack of confidence. I was ready to take the next step, but here I was, landing in Calgary to see a client who needed to be taken by the hand every time I did any consulting work for him. I'm not sure if I'm pleased with the delay to the party or relieved. Half an hour after landing in Calgary, I knew I should have gone to the now postponed party. My luggage was now on its way to Heathrow Airport near London...frigging England.
I still had my walk-on carry-all, but it only contained my laptop and make-up bag, no clothing, and no panties. You see, the dare of the week was...not to wear pants or panties until Saturday morning. So here I was heading for my hotel wearing a thin pale blue summer dress with a scoop collar, buttons down the front, and the hem just above my knees; I guess I could buy another dress before meeting with Ivan Cohen, my client.
Have you heard of Murphy's Law that three things always going wrong?
Mr. Cohen was waiting for me at the airport with his driver. The lost luggage, I count that as No.1. He wanted to go over to the building site right away as he had to leave for England. Maybe he could bring my luggage back with him on his return? To please him, I accompanied him to the building site; without getting a more appropriate dress. Murphy's Law No.2. We went over the plans at the construction trailer, and I managed to ease his concerns about the footings, which I could have done on the phone. There were two other men there, the building superintendent and the concrete contractor, Jim Perry. I was sure everyone was aware that I was panty-less by the small smiles on their faces. Everyone was happy with the specs; no changes were necessary, and then we stepped out of the trailer. I had my carry-all in my left hand; after stepping from the lee of the trailer, that's when the Chinook hit. Murphy's Law No.3. A Chinook is a warm gusty wind that can occur anytime in Alberta. It picks up and tosses all loose objects like a helter-skelter, sand, waste paper, and most of all, dresses. I was, trying to hold my dress down while the wind gave the three men a long look at my bare bum. I managed to hold the dress down in front but not the back until I dropped my carry-all. I turned and pushed my way quickly back into the trailer, the three men had big smiles on their faces, and I was mortified. What was I going to do?
The concrete contractor, Jim Perry, came into the trailer and handed me the stapler from his desk. 'Mary uses this little trick around here when she goes commando,' he said with a wide grin. I was confused, so he took it back and knelt down in front of me, and stapled the hem all the way across between my legs, leaving my dress tight against my legs.
'Oh,' I said with a smile. 'Thank you.'
'No, Louisa,' he grinned, 'Thank you.'
'Mr. Cohen...I...err...I'm terribly sorry...' I stammered when we were alone - assuming he would fire me from this and future projects.
'Louisa honey,' he grinned, holding up a hand to stop me. 'The main reason I hired you is that you are dammed good at your job. The other is because you are a beautiful woman, and I like your company.'
'So, you are not going to fire me?'
'Hell no.' he put an arm around my shoulder and gave me a peck on my forehead. 'You can flash your butt at me anytime. See you when I get back from England. OK?'
'Yes...err...OK. Sir.' I smiled, still blushing but happier. Mr. Cohen drove away shortly after that, leaving me stranded.
Jim came back into the trailer while I was waiting for the lost luggage clerk to answer the phone so I could make arrangements for my lost luggage. I had worked with Jim on numerous projects before and had met him and his wife several times; we had even been to a party at Amy and Martin's place with them. I found him a likable, even hunky sort of guy in his mid-forties. 'Are you trying to book a flight back tonight?' he asked, seeing me on the phone.
'No, I'm going back tomorrow morning, if I can change my flight reservation. Now I'm just trying to find out about my lost luggage.'
'Well, Mary is looking forward to you staying at our place,' he said. Amy had made the arrangements for me to stay with them. I had met Mary several times and liked her immensely; she was charming, beautiful, and, well, hot.
'Are you folks sure? I wouldn't want to put you out.' I had already booked a room, just in case.
'We're on our own now that the kids are away at college,' he smiled at me, 'Mary is really looking forward to seeing you again.' Was there a hidden meaning in the smile on his face, I wondered?
Mary and Jim live just west of Calgary on a small ranch, and although it's a bit of a drive, it is worth it. The ranch sat alongside a small river with rolling hills spotted with the odd clump of trees, Aspen, Fir, and Alder. Mary greeted us on the porch with a warm hug and kiss for both of us. She is slightly taller than me and also better developed, in a very curvy way. This afternoon she was wearing a short denim dress, although all dresses seemed to be short on her, and a comfortable pair of slippers. Their three dogs ran around with their tails wagging until I gave them a quick tussle.
'I'm so glad to see you again,' she said, taking my carry-all and my arm leading me inside. 'Where's your luggage, dear?'
'On its way to England,' I laughed as I explained my lack of clothing. I didn't mention my lack of panties.
'Oh,' she said, noticing my stop-gap dress adjustment. 'I see Jim has modified your dress for Chinooks,' she laughed. Jim had gone out to the barn to feed the animals, and we were sitting in the family room. 'I don't know how many times I've been caught flashing my behind.'
'You got caught out without panties?'
'And without a bra, sometimes both,' she said with a wink.
'I managed to do it right in front of a client.'
"Ivan?' she laughed quietly, 'he just loves a good-looking woman giving him a little show now and then. Trust me, I know from personal experience.' She leaned forward, whispering, 'and by the lightness of your dress, I would guess he got an eye full.'
'Well...err...' I blushed, but seeing the humor as well, I smiled.
'Would you like to grab a shower to wash all that grit off you?'
'That would be wonderful,' I agreed quickly, 'let me just give Andy a call to let him know where I am.' As Mary showed me to the master bedroom, I spoke with Andy. I told him of the trouble I had and the flashing of my behind. He laughed.
Andy: 'Do you like Mary and Jim?'
Me: 'Very much.'
Andy: 'Amy suggests you have your party with Jim and Mary.'
Me: 'I...err... don't know about that, maybe.'
Andy: 'Is Mary in the room?'
Me: 'Yes.'
Andy: 'Hang up and undress while she's there.'
Me: 'Really?'
Andy: 'Yes. If you want to go further, go ahead, but we expect a full "Oral" report tomorrow. I love you.'
Me: I faltered and agreed with a wicked grin on my face. 'I love you. Bye.'
I hesitated, watching Mary laying out towels and a robe. I undid the buttons and stepped out of the dress, lying on the bed. I unsnapped the bra and gave my boobs a quick rub. I bent over and began pulling the staples out of the bottom of the dress, giving Mary a good look at my naked body.
'I see you like going Commando as well,' Mary said as she glanced at me.
'Commando?'
'No panties, silly,' she smiled. 'Ivan and Jimmy must have been impressed.'
'Oh, I guess,' I replied, looking down at my body. 'So was the building superintendent.'
'Henry was there...Oh,' she laughed, 'I would have loved that. He is so prudish.' We both started laughing until Jim stepped into the room.
'Sorry ladies,' he said without withdrawing from the room and giving me a good look. 'I have to run into town. Some trouble with the big concrete pump. Don't delay supper for me; I could be late.' He smiled at me and gave me a thumbs up and a wink. I made no attempt to cover my naked frame, I even smiled back, and I saw a slight knowing smile on Mary's face.
The long hot shower felt beautiful, and I came back into the master bedroom with a towel wrapped around my drying hair. My dress and bra were not on the bed, but as Mary came back to the room, 'I've got your dress and bra in the washing machine,' she stated, 'you can pick out something from my wardrobe, it should fit or use the robe for now. Panties are in the top drawer,' she pointed to a dresser.
'Oh, I can't wear panties until tomorrow,' I exclaimed, seeing the questioning look on her face. 'I...we...have a dare going on. That is Andy and I...' I stopped and picked up the thin green robe and followed Mary out to the family room, still carrying the robe.
'This sounds interesting, Louisa,' she said, grinning from ear to ear. I pulled the robe on and sat down while she poured us a large glass of wine. 'I've noticed a very different Louisa since the last time we met. More open, not nearly as shy...I mean not shy at all.'
I smiled at her, feeling a little nervous for some reason. I took a big drink. 'Yes, we have been working on that.'
'I'm glad you have, honey. I'll bet Amy was a great help,' she said, 'I would love to hear the whole story if you want to tell me. But I'm really curious about the dare. Why can't you wear panties until tomorrow?'
I explained our weekly dare, and Mary's smile widened as I told her how Amy had helped break down my lack of confidence. For some reason, I began telling her about almost everything we had done to overcome my shyness. Almost everything except for my first experience with a woman that Amy and I had shared on Wednesday and the purpose of the postponed party for tonight. Just then, the oven sent out a beep, and Mary went to the kitchen.
'Supper in about five minutes,' she called out. I joined her and set the table for the two of us. We had a lovely supper of fresh trout Mary caught earlier that afternoon. After supper, Mary washed, and I dried the dishes, and we chatted constantly. Ultimately, we ended up in the family room with a fresh bottle of wine. I must admit I was being less than lady-like with the robe, allowing it to gape quite often. But Mary seemed to like the view.
'Let me just check something,' she said, getting up and letting the dogs out for a run. She was back within a few minutes. 'In about half an hour, I will give you a view of something you will love.'
'Can I have a hint?'
'You have to be naked.'
'Oh. OK,' I agreed without hesitation and with a slight smile on my face.
'Are you getting any riding in?' We sat talking about our horses, and I showed Mary a photo of our two Morgans. I met Mary and Jim for the first time when they delivered two Quarter horses to Amy and Martin when they had stayed for several days.
'OK,' Mary said finally and stood up. She took my hand, and we went into the master bedroom, where she unbuttoned her dress, slowly watching my reaction. I decided she was teasing me as I watched her remove her bra; she was not wearing panties. She is beautiful, I decided. Her breasts were noticeably bigger than mine, with a slight sag and small pink nipples. Like me, she was completely shaved clean between her long legs where they met.
'Take off your robe,' she said quietly, holding out her hand as my robe fell to the floor. Mary gently pulled me to her and kissed me softly on the lips. 'Let's go outside,' she said, leading me out to the back deck. Mary led me to the hot tub, and she climbed in. Then helped me get in. It was completely dark on the deck, and only one tiny light to be seen way off in the distance.
'It's the neighbors' ranch you can see way over there,' she said, leaning her head back against a headrest. 'Lean back and close your eyes for a few minutes,' she suggested. When I opened them, I could see stars, I mean millions of stars. It was amazing.
'Wow!' I said. As we sat cheek to cheek, so to speak, watching the stars. 'I can see why you live out here; it's beautiful.' We even saw two satellites streak across the sky. 'I'm so glad I came out here,' I said quietly, turning to Mary. She slid a hand down to my leg, turned to me, and gave me a warm, gentle kiss. I responded hungrily but softly and spread my legs as I reached out to her thigh. When we broke apart, we smiled nervously, quietly, and stared into each other's eyes. Mary caressed my face lovingly and watched my reaction as she slowly moved her hand to my pussy. I quivered in expectation and copied her by slipping a hand to her mons and then a finger to her outer lips.
'Have you ever been with another woman?' she asked before kissing my breast.
'Jut once,' I sighed, holding her to my right boob. 'Amy,' I beamed, probing her pussy carefully.
She giggled quietly. 'Wait,' she said. I was startled, but she smiled, reassuring me with a quick kiss and then standing up. 'Let's go inside.' She took my hand, and we ran inside. On the big King-sized bed were two large towels. Mary picked up one, beginning to dry me from head to toe. She kissed each of my breasts and my lower lips in passing. Then it was my turn; I dried her carefully and could not restrain myself but had to lick her pussy; it was so sweet tasting. Mary held me to her before raising me to stand, and we kissed more urgently as we hugged, our breasts and legs entwined.
'Wait,' she said again to my frustration. 'Jim will be home soon,' she whispered, 'do you want him to join us or...'




Where is My Wife?

Andy

'I wonder if she's enjoying herself?' I asked Amy as we sat outside waiting for Martin to make another pitcher of Margaritas.
'I bet she is,' Amy answered with a wide grin. 'I saw how Mary and her were looking at each other at the party here in the early spring. It was very subtle, but there was chemistry there.'
It had been one of those warm early summer days, and the early evening was just beginning to cool down. We were sitting around the pool, and all Amy was wearing was a light cover-up that wasn't hiding much of her lithe naked body beneath.
'Well, as you suggested, I told her to have fun with Mary and Jim,' I said just as Martin handed me my drink. I let the sentence hang there waiting. Amy smiled broadly, and Martin moaned.
'Do you think she will?' Martin asked.
'I really don't know,' I replied, 'but I think she has to come to that decision independently. Either way, I'm sure I'll find I'm good with it.' I smiled wickedly, remembering Louisa's excitement she had exhibited waiting for this night to come and the disappointment when she had to postpone the evening for her trip. 'She was disappointed when she had to work, but she seemed to feel a little better when you set up her trip to Mary and Jim's place.'
'Yes, I noticed,' Amy gave me a look,' how did you feel when she told you about her and I...' Amy paused, looking for the right words. 'Well, when we fooled around?'
'Honestly,' I grinned, thinking back to when Louisa described her romp with Amy to me, 'I was sorry I missed it. I guess I must be some sort of pervert voyeur.'
'I think we all are,' Martin agreed, 'and we are very fortunate to have beautiful and like-minded wives.'
Amy gave Martin a look and a nod, 'Tell Andy about tomorrow night.'
'Well, actually,' Martin began hesitantly, 'I...really never had to work. Sorry,' he apologized. 'We are going to a party...in town. I didn't want to make you uncomfortable... well, because... it's a swingers party.'
'Oh.' I said, somewhat taken aback.
'We wanted to invite you and Louisa...but I thought it might be a little too much too soon for Louisa,' Amy said eagerly. 'Sorry.'
'No. It's OK.' I replied, thinking about what Louisa might be doing right now. 'You know,' I said with a wicked grin. 'Louisa might be agreeable to going to that party. Assuming we can just take it easy...you know.'
'Of course,' Martin said. 'Everyone usually starts slow. And, you don't have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable.'
'I will let you know by 3:00 o'clock tomorrow. OK?'
'Great, I know you and Louisa will fit right in.'
Amy stood up and slipped her cover-up off over her head, now standing before us naked. With her left hand on her hip, she smiled at us and asked, 'Will it be the pool for a swim or the bedroom for...?'
Saturday night:
Andy was surprised when Louisa eagerly agreed to go to the party. She had returned home early in the afternoon, about half an hour after her missing luggage showed up. After she had quickly showered and put away her clothing, she pulled Andy onto their bed.
'So, how detailed would you like me to be?' she asked, pulling Andy to her naked body as she smothered him with kisses.
'Surprise me.'
'Well, first, Mary and I jumped into the hot tub where we began...kissing and caressing, and then we ended up in their big bed. Jerry was away in town, so we had a great time. I went down on her, and she did me.' She stopped her tale, took hold of Andy's growing member, and smiled at him. 'We were asleep when Jerry returned home, but as he got cleaned up, we started playing with each other. He came to the foot of the bed looking down at us stroking his thing.'
Andy stopped her, 'His cock?'
'Yes, his cock,' Louisa smiled. 'He has a nice one. I...err... I just had to suck his cock. He came in my mouth twice and fucked me while I was licking Mary's pussy.'
'Did you swallow?'
'Oh yes, I'm really starting to love...err... sucking a cock. Oh, and we have been invited up to their place for the Labour Day weekend party. Apparently, it's quite a party.'
'Speaking of parties...how do you feel about the party tonight?'
'I'm actually looking forward to it,' she said without reluctance. 'We won't have to do anything if we don't want to, right?'
'Right.'




The Party

Louisa

That evening Louisa was wearing a short green flared summer dress with buttons down the front with a plunging neckline, and thin spaghetti straps. She had on white high-heeled sandals and a skimpy white thong...no bra.
Amy was wearing an even shorter flared white skirt, barely covering her ass, and a white bustier. Her nipples peeked out over the top, and a pair of 4-inch pumps with thin straps.
Louisa and Amy sat in the back of the SUV as they drove to the party, holding hands. Louisa was very nervous, but Amy reassured her that even if she dropped her panties on the table...no means no.
'Just remember the Golden Rules...No means No, and if you leave your panties on, it signifies that you are not interested in fucking anybody. But. If you take them off and put them on the glass table... Well then... OK?'
There were about 12 eclectic couples of various ages, from early twenties to late forties. Both Andy and Louisa were having a good time dancing and having a few drinks. Louisa danced with everyone that asked, and a few were quite free with their hands, but she didn't seem to mind. She was actually quite enjoying herself. It may have had something with the alcohol she had consumed, but she found herself returning a few of the squeezes and kisses she received.
Within a couple of hours, she noticed many of the people were in various stages of nudity, and soon some were quite openly engaged in sex. While Louisa was dancing, she spotted Amy; minus her short skirt and panties, on the other side of the pool with another woman face deep in her pussy. She smiled and could feel her own arousal at the scenes around her. The top two buttons and the bottom two of her dress magically came undone. Louisa giggled and undid one more top button.
"I might as well take my dress off," she thought to herself as her breasts were peeking out.
Louisa took a break and went looking for Andy and Martin. She was outside in the garden to get a breath of fresh air when she was approached by Stan. She had danced with him several times and let him get a good feel. He smiled and took her by her arm toward a quiet spot in a dark corner. They kissed softly, and his hand pushed aside the thin dress, quickly finding Louisa's breast. Stan teased the nipple, pinching it lightly. She moaned softly, not resisting his advances. "I should stop this," she thought, but...but...it felt so good.
Louisa heard groaning to her right and noticed a woman bent over an oversized chair being fucked in the ass by a well-developed guy she had danced with earlier. She shuddered and gave a slight moan as Stan gently pinched her nipple and was instantly moist between her legs.
Stan undid one more button leaving her dress held together with a single white button. Then he bent down, kissed her swelling nipple, and suckled it lightly. Louisa held his head to her breast, trembling as a wave of desire moved through her.
'Get on your knees and suck my cock,' he said quietly as he gently pushed on Louisa's shoulder with one hand as he pulled down his shorts with the other. He pulled out his hardening cock, and placed Louisa's hand on it.
She looked down, seemingly in shock, but her hand was already beginning to gently slide up and down his cock. It may have been the drinks she had had, but she slowly settled to her knees, bringing the hard cock level with her lips. She swallowed audibly, licked her lips, and, seemingly without thought, opened her mouth and gave the cock a light kiss.
'Tell me you want to suck my cock,' he whispered.
'I...' she sighed, looking up at his smiling face, 'I want to suck your cock,' she responded ostensibly in a daze. Louisa pursed her lips and took the swollen head into her beautiful mouth. 'Mmmm,' she moaned as she swallowed more of his cock into her mouth. Soon she had Stan's cock deep into her mouth and, with a gentle push, into her throat. She played with his balls and bobbed her head back and forth with more resolve. Louisa let go of his cock and grabbed Stan's ass cheeks, trying to get all of him into her throat.
Louisa let him slip from her mouth and quickly licked the precum from his cock. She smiled up at him as he watched her take him deep into her throat time and time again. A movement from her left drew her attention, and she saw one of the other men standing watching. She moaned and brought a hand down to her wet pussy, swiftly inserting two fingers into herself and finding her clit. She had never been this turned on in her life. Suddenly she shivered as a small orgasm followed rapidly by a larger one hit her within seconds.
'Cum in my mouth,' she muttered just as Stan grabbed her head and forced his cock deep, shooting the first string directly into her throat. She held his cock several inches from her face so he could see his cum shoot into her mouth. She licked him clean, devouring all he had to give.
'Thanks,' she said casually as she stood and walked away smiling.
Louisa undid the last buttons leaving her dress open, showing her magnificent body to all, and headed for the bar. Ron, the owner, and host, saw her coming and, with a big smile, handed her a Tequila Sunrise.
'Are you enjoying yourself, Louisa?'
'Yes, I am Ron,' she smiled at him and was pleased to see he was staring at her naked boobs. She sat down on a stool and began chatting with him. 'You have a lovely home. Love the pool and garden.'
'Yes, I noticed you were enjoying the garden with Stan,' Ron said with a smile. He was a big man with gray starting to creep into his dark hair, all he was wearing was a pair of swimming trunks. His smile and kind disposition made him popular with everyone.
'Oh,' Louisa said quietly, realizing Ron must have seen her on her knees. 'I...err...I err... I don't know what came over me. Sorry.'
'Sorry,' he laughed, 'honey, that was the sexiest thing I have ever seen. You sure looked like you enjoyed it. You are a very beautiful woman, and I wish it had been me on the receiving end.'
'Really,' Louisa smiled, admitting to herself that she had enjoyed herself sucking Stan off and being watched. Being watched, she suddenly realized, was what had turned her on so much. 'Have you seen Andy or Martin?'
'No, not for a while,' Ron smiled at her seeming to read her every thought. She was still yearning for a release. 'We could go look for them if you want?'
'OK,' Louisa agreed as Ron came around the bar, and she took his hand.
They looked around the pool and garden but without luck. As they walked past the Panty table, Louisa grinned shyly at Ron and stopped. She remembered the rule explained by Amy; if she took her panties off and put them on the glass table. "Why not," she thought to herself, "I need a good fucking." She put a hand on his shoulder to steady herself as she removed her thong and threw them on the table. Louisa smiled up at Ron bashfully as he reached down a hand to cup her lovely ass. They made their way up to a small balcony over the pool area. Louisa was the one to stop and turn to Ron. She smiled up at him and reached up to bring his head down for a kiss. She pressed herself to him with a giggle, 'Have we looked long enough?' she asked as she reached into his trunks for the growing cock while Ron softly played with her tits.
'I reckon so,' he replied as he sat down on a small couch.
Louisa let her dress fall to the floor before she dropped sensually to her knees between his legs. As Louisa pulled down Ron's trunks, he lifted up to help, and his cock slapped her chin as it cleared the elastic band. Ron took one of the couch cushions and gave it to Louisa to kneel on.
'Are you a good cocksucker?' he asked, looking down at her with a smile.
'No,' Louisa hesitated, then replied firmly, 'No. I am a great cocksucker.' She beamed up at Ron as she took the biggest cock she had ever seen into her hands. One hand was not enough to reach around the girth, and it was at least eight inches long already, and it was definitely still growing.
'Wow,' Louisa beamed, 'now that is a cock, wow,' she leaned forward to kiss his bulbous head and licked the drops of precum that had already formed at the slit. She was purring. She licked from the base up to the tip and was about to take the cockhead into her mouth when an adjacent door opened, and Tony stepped out.
'What a delightful sight,' he said. He was using a towel to dry his hair and making no move to leave. Louisa had already danced with Tony several times, and simply, she smiled up at him. He was in his late twenties, tall, blonde, very handsome, and very naked.
'Should we ask Tony to join us?' Ron asked Louisa politely.
Her mind said no, but the rest of her body said yes. Her body won again. She nodded her head and, in a small voice, said, 'Yes. Oh yes, please.' She could not believe what she had already done and was about to do this evening. She tried to convince herself that it must be the alcohol; deep down, she knew different. A tiny thought flashed through her mind, something to do with Andy and Martin...then it was gone.
Tony sat down beside Ron while Louisa leaned back with a sensual smile as she stroked both their rigid dicks before her. As she looked at Tony's cock she noticed it wasn't anywhere near the size of Ron's, although that was probably not a fair comparison. It was still one of the biggest she'd seen, but it just didn't have the same intimidating girth. Involuntarily she licked her lips as she leaned forward, giving Tony a soft kiss on his cockhead and looking up into the lust-filled eyes of both men. Louisa first engulfed Tony's rampant cock letting her saliva lubricate his shaft, taking him deep into her mouth. She stopped as he reached her throat. She hesitated and held him there shortly before beginning to bob up and down on him.
"My banana training has been worth the effort," Louisa thought to herself as she studied the two marvelous dicks standing tall before her smiling face. She seemed to be having a hard time deciding which one to attack first.
'Mmmm,' Louisa said, quickly selecting Tony. 'Fuck me, Ron,' she whispered, wiggling her shapely ass and giving his cock a slight pull. Ron moved to his knees behind her and leaned down, easing a long finger into her sopping wet pussy. Louisa arched her back, pushing against him as he slipped another finger into her.
'Yes...yes... come on fuck me,' she cried and took Tony deep into her willing throat. With a hand on the small of her back, Ron held Louisa in place while he guided his cock to her soft, eager pussy lips. Slowly he entered her, giving her time to adjust to his hefty shaft. To his surprise, Louisa pushed herself back onto him with a muffled groan taking him deep into her slippery pussy.
Now spit-roasted, Louisa seemed to go wild. Soon though, the three of them settled into a rhythm. As Ron pushed her forward onto Tony's cock she would take him deep into her throat. It did not take long for Louisa to have her first small orgasm...then she had a second. A short while later, as Ron carefully slipped a well-lubed finger coated with her juices into her ass, she had a violent third orgasm. So fierce, she nearly passed out.
The two men paused for a few seconds until her moans of pleasure were heard. Then she returned with a weak, muffled gasp, 'Oh fuck...oh...don't stop. Don't stop. Fuck me!'
Tony held her head and faced fucked Louisa until he cried out, 'I'm cumming...' he prepared to pull out of her mouth until she held him firmly in her mouth, looking up at his face as he shot four or five strong ropes of cum directly into her mouth. Louisa swallowed them as quickly as they arrived.
Now it was Ron's turn to finish. He held Louisa with his hands, clasping her hips as he pounded her without mercy. And she whined in pleasure, pushing back as she tried to lick clean Tony's softening cock simultaneously. Finally, Ron exploded into Louisa, bringing a final climax to her.
The two collapsed forward to lie still coupled together onto Tony's lap. Ron slipped out of her and sat down on the floor. Louisa smiled at him, and it was then she noticed Amy, Martin, Andy, and Gale - Ron's wife - sitting on the sofa behind her with smiles on their faces.
'Oh...err...Hi...we were looking for you,' she stammered, blushing and looking for someplace to hide. 'Err...err...how long have you...?'
Much to the merriment of all of them.
Soon Louisa joined in the laughter. As she laughed, she was reminded of the shy, almost innocent girl she used to be, and then she looked at Amy, and two thoughts ran through her mind. The first thought was how glad she was she had met Amy. It had really brought her out of her shell and changed her life. The second thought was how badly she wanted to lick Amy’s pussy at that moment in front of everyone. But maybe that was best left to next time!
 
The End. For Now.
 




Books By This Author

Crossing The Line: A White Wife Crosses The Line Between BBC Fantasy and Reality
 
What happens when you cross the line between fantasy and reality? When you take that step past the point of no return?

Well, here I was, well and truly stood at that point; I knew full well if I took another step, I would be well and truly past the point. If I took that step and turned my fantasy into reality, how would it actually feel?

As I knelt in front of his enormous black cock, part of me was trying to resist. I'm a happily married woman, after all. In fact, I love my husband, and we actually had a pretty good sex life. But here I was, desperate to live out my fantasy of sucking a much larger black cock.

What would it do to our relationship if I did it? What would it do to how I thought of myself if I took the step from a happily married white wife to a big black cock hotwife?

As hard as I tried, I could feel my willpower fading. I knew I was about to crumble; I was about to do it. I was going to suck that big black cock and cross that line.
A White Wife Gets Blacked: An unsatisfied wife confronts her darkest desires
 
How could he dare to say that to me? I'm a married woman, he's a married man. He's my boss, and I'm his employee, and this is wrong on so many levels.

He just told me that due to my mistake, if I didn't suck his cock I'd be fired. How dare he try to blackmail me like that. I'm not just some whore that will suck a cock for a job.

It's so wrong, so very wrong. And the worst part is that I'm starting to get wet just looking at his big black cock. But there's no way I'm going to let him make me suck it, no matter how much the thought is turning me on.

Even though my husband hasn't given me any action is over a year, I know I should be faithful, shouldn't I? But it's so big and black. I don't know if I can resist.
Consequences: A couple push their boundaries when they enter the world of sharing
 
It was all supposed to be so simple. The plan was to join the local country club, attend a few events with my pretty young wife and make some contacts. Yep, contacts. I was there for business. We joined this club so I could make contacts and generate work, much like many other people that join.

So how on earth did it go from joining the country club to find clients, to watching my little blonde wife on her knees, in front of this guy with a massive black cock?

Well, we met him and his wife at the club, so I guess that bit sort of makes sense. In fact he was a prospective client. But that was the last part that made sense. His wife was pretty flirtatious, and it wasn't long before I was enjoying her, naked and at my mercy.

But as I discovered, everything has consequences. My pretty little blonde wife was the consequence. This started as a little fun, a bit of swapping for an hour, something different to spice things up. But it's brought something out of both of us.

Now it isn't really swapping any more. My wife is on her knees in front of him while she makes me watch. And he is much, much bigger than me and she seems determined to tell me all about it.

It was my idea in the first place to join the country club, and it was my idea to play along with this partner swapping thing with them. So I guess that makes it my fault my wife has just told me all about how huge this guy's big black cock is.

This is all the consequence of my actions, I'm just not sure if I like the consequences or not!
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