
        
            
                
            
        

    
Their First Time:

A Swingers Lusty Reunion Weekend!

A Hotwife Sharing Ménage

By

Mia Moore


About this book

A shocking discovery sparks a tsunami of lust inside Annette! At the pinnacle of a successful career, a sophisticated and beautiful business woman, she is reduced to hot molten longing at her husband Craig's revelation. Suddenly she can't keep her hands (or anything else) off him. He's in sexual heaven!

Can it get any hotter?

Yep! On the weekend of her school reunion, reconnecting with her 'bestie' Stacey, Annette and Craig make another shocking discovery! Stacey and her husband Jeff, are swingers? OMG!

After the initial surprise, Annette and Craig are curious...then titillated...then...OMG!

It's a hot wicked swinger's weekend, where Annette explores her bi-sexuality, and discovers the joys of threesomes and foursomes. Craig is totally turned on watching Annette with another guy, even if the other guy is Jeff, the heart throb Annette used to crush on.

Wild lascivious Stacey has more plans for the four of them! Instead of the school reunion dance, they'll visit a swinger's club! Things get red hot that night!

A note from Mia:

In my novels, my characters don’t always practice safe sex. In your playing, please play often and play safe!

Published by Mia Moore

Copyright 2016, Mia Moore

ISBN: 978-1-927984-85-7

License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to it and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

100422docx


Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Mia’s Readers Club!


Chapter 1

Annette noticed the pop up message appear in the bottom corner of her laptop screen but chose to ignore it. It was almost eleven o’clock and the presentation for tomorrow’s meeting needed one more run-through before she could answer emails or look at any social sites. She clicked on the Powerpoint starting slide and sat back in the plush leather chair, watching it with narrowed eyes.

That bitch Miranda would be at the meeting and if there was one thing, one item that was off in the presentation, the figures or conclusions, she’d be sure to point it out. Ever since Martin announced his retirement plans, the competition for his job had become fierce. She’d worked too many years at the bank to miss this opportunity. She sighed. It might be her last with the onslaught of fresh talent graduating from college.

“Are you coming to bed soon? You’ve been at that all evening. Surely to God, it’s perfect by now.” Craig gave her shoulder a squeeze before turning to leave their small home office.

It was meant to be encouraging. She knew that on a rational level but he’d hit a nerve instead. That damned British casual aloofness that she’d once found so alluring was now just condescending and cold. The fact that they hadn’t had sex in three months wasn’t helping either. It was a wonder they still shared the same bed.

Fuck it! She turned the presentation off and clicked on the icon bringing her to Facebook. With Michael away at college it was one way to stay in touch, or at the very least, see what her son was up to. Her eyes widened seeing the chat message icon flashing.

Oh my God. Stacey Williams? She hadn’t heard from Stacey in almost twenty years! Hard to believe that at one time they’d been best friends, an inseparable duo. But their lives had taken totally different paths after high school. She clicked on the icon opening the chat window.

‘Is this the Annette Horton who went to Jefferson High in Black Rapids? If not, sorry to bother you.’

Annette grinned, leaning forward to get a better look at the picture of Stacey that showed next to her name. She looked like she’d put on a few pounds but other than that, the quirky lopsided smile was the same.

‘Stacey? OMG! It’s been so long! Yes. It’s me. How are you?’

Her eyes lit up, watching and waiting for Stacey to reply. This was so random and totally awesome.

‘Great! Are you going to the reunion? I can’t wait to see you and play catch up.’

Annette sat back and blinked a couple times slowly. Reunion? This was the first she’d heard of any reunion.

‘You mean Jefferson High?’

Twenty years and two states over from Ohio. No wonder she hadn’t received any invitation or notice.

‘Yeah. Jeff and I will be there. Did you ever marry? Any kids?’




Jeff. He was the reason she and Stacey had drifted apart that final year of high school. Was he still as gorgeous as he’d been in school? Every girl’s panties got wet whenever Jeff, the captain of the football team smiled at them. Annette had been one of that group of girls who had to rinse out their underwear at night.

It was odd that he’d picked Stacey over any of the cheerleaders who threw themselves at him. Stacey was the quiet, bookish one whereas Annette had been the life of the party, the girl every guy but Jeff had asked out. It had hurt when he asked Stacey to the prom and not her.

Her head listed to the side remembering those days. She took a deep breath and a smiled wistfully. There was always a silver lining... Jeff’s rejection was also a turning point where she buckled down in school and improved her grades enough to get accepted at an Ivy League school. If not for that, she would never have met Craig or got the great job at the bank.

‘When is the reunion? I’ll have to check to see if Craig and I can make it. Yes. I have one son, who’s attending Caltech.’

She pictured Michael, the ice blue eyes and thick dark lashes framing them in a classically handsome face. He’d inherited her looks and Craig’s brains, thank God.

‘June 17 and 18th. There’s a dance and events planned all weekend long. They’ve even got the River Inn on-side, giving a big discount for out of towners. We’re staying there. Would you like me to book a room for you and your husband? I’m so excited to be seeing you again!’

Her stomach tightened as the words appeared on the screen. On one hand it would be great seeing Stacey and everyone but...

She took a deep breath and sighed. It wasn’t seeing Jeff. That wasn’t it. Too much time had passed for old feelings to have any relevance. Right? Hopefully, that would be the case.

It was Craig. Maybe if things were better with her husband, she’d be more interested in going. He probably wouldn’t want to go anyway, not to some parochial backwater school reunion. She could almost hear his words in her head.

Actually, it would be more fun if he didn’t go. She would downplay the reunion, make it sound really dull. It wasn’t just that he wouldn’t know anyone at the reunion but there would be the cultural clash with his English background and of course...the age difference. Being around people in their early forties was bound to make him feel even older still. A ten year difference could feel like a generation. He’d probably relish a weekend alone, anyway.

Her fingers flew typing a reply to Stacey.

‘I’ll make the reservation and check the schedule on line. They must have something posted on the internet. My email is a.bannister@yoohoo.com. Write me and we’ll get the details figured out. I’m glad you contacted me. It’s been too long.’

She closed up the laptop and stood to her feet, already feeling the familiar lead in her muscles walking up the stairs to their bedroom. How much longer would they go on like this before one of them found someone else? Neither of them was happy and they were going through the motions for the sake of their son.

Well, this was something different. It might be the beginning of something she’d been too chicken to bring up with Craig, a separate vacation. It was only a weekend but it could be the break through to suggesting a week in Paris, by herself. It had been a dream that she’d nurtured for as long as she could remember and he had no interest in going. Probably that traditional British disdain for the French.

Little did Annette know how prophetic her thoughts were as she trudged up the stairs. The high school reunion would be the beginning of something...but nothing in her wildest dreams, she would ever think possible.


Chapter 2

Craig wheeled the car over to the vacant spot at the curb that had just opened in front of Citizens’ Bank. He smiled turning to Annette and watching her gather her purse and briefcase.

“See? A perfect parking spot for the third time this week. It’s prescient. Things will go well with your presentation, you’ll see.”

She rolled her eyes and huffed a shuddering sigh. “Easy for you to say, when you work for yourself. You don’t have a bunch of cut throats competing for the same job, willing to do anything to get ahead.”

Her hand was on the door handle when he spoke, stopping her in her tracks.

“Why do you want that job so much? You enjoy what you do now. If you got the Director’s job you would inherit a whole set of headaches you really don’t need. Supervising twice as many people, answering to a Veep you despise. Seriously, Annette...I make more than enough money to maintain our lifestyle. Relax a bit and smell the roses.”

Her jaw tightened when she looked over at him. Was he once more lording it over her that his job in the investment firm, a firm that he’d started for God’s sake, netted them three times the income that she brought in? They had graduated from the same program in university but he’d been the entrepreneur, taking chances while she’d chosen the safer route at the bank. But she’d been the main bread winner for the first five years of their marriage, a fact that he conveniently forgot most of the time.

Looking him straight in the eye, she said, “How can you be so dismissive of my dreams? I’ve wanted this job since I started at the bank. It’s not just the money, you know.” Her eyes narrowed watching him.

He was still a handsome man. The crow’s feet at the edges of his eyes and the laugh lines ordering his mouth just made his face more interesting. That was another thing that wasn’t fair. A man could get older and look more distinguished but for a woman...she only looked old and… and…used up. The clock was ticking even though she was only forty-two. Being perceived as young and attractive were also assets in being considered for this job.

He sat back in the seat and looked out into the side mirror. “Fine. Knock ‘em dead, Annette, he said in a flat voice. When he turned to face her again, there was a sad look on his face, his dark eyes not quite meeting hers.

For some reason a bolt of fear shot through her gut, making the coffee and bagel she had for breakfast feel like a lump of lead. It hit her all of a sudden. He was every bit as unhappy as she was. He’d just made a weak attempt at connecting but somehow, every time they reached out to one another over the last year, their fingers just grazed each other and slipped away.

“Thanks.” She opened the car door and swung her legs out, rising gracefully to her feet. A couple of young executives in expensive suits walking by, turned and gave her the once over with their eyes. Well, it could have been her they were looking at in the tailored red jacket and skirt; but she knew more probably it was the silver Beamer.

“See you tonight.” Craig’s words were cut off when she shut the door, her heels clacking the sidewalk as she walked to the front entrance of the towering glass structure.

She didn’t have time to think about Craig and the mess of their marriage. That could keep until later. For right then she needed to focus on the presentation and the meeting, anticipating questions from her boss and that bitch, Miranda.

***

The drive to his office downtown in the high powered financial district of the city passed in the wink of an eye. Craig was still re-living the scene with Annette in his mind. God! She still looked the same, every bit as alluring as when they’d started going out in university. She jogged, had a personal trainer and had the best creams and make-up that money could buy. He’d noticed the two young financial wolves checking her out when she got out of the car. He thought at first they were admiring his Beamer, but when they watched Annette from behind as she went through the entrance he clued in, and felt rather smug. Those fellows were in their 30’s!

But she wasn’t the same person inside; not anymore. Where there was once warmth, empathy, humour and affection, now what was left was a tight, small minded and controlling bitch. Yes, bitch. Much as he hated to admit it, that’s what she was lately. She’d always been competitive but now she was obsessed with getting ahead, even competing with him. They’d once been a team, a partnership and now they were adversaries.

How much more he could take? Or, more accurately...how much more that he wanted to.

He parked the car in the underground lot and got out, hitting the fob and being instantly rewarded with the cheerful chirp of the doors locking. The lot was almost full. It was one of the perks of being a partner, the fact that he could arrive late in the morning, if you could call eight thirty being late.

When he walked through the wide double doors of the penthouse suite, the receptionist Gail was there to meet him. This morning, instead of the bubbly greeting handing him the newspaper, she was owl eyed and nervous.

“Mr. Bannister. Have you heard the news?” From the way she clutched her hands, rolling her manicured fingers over each other, the news couldn’t be good.

“What news?”

“It’s Mr. Parcher, Sir. His wife called this morning. He’s had a heart attack. He’s in intensive care at Mount Sinai.” Her words were rushed, staring intently up at him.

“Oh my God.” It was like being kicked in the gut. Anthony was five years younger than him and in peak physical condition. If this had happened to Gerald the other partner, he might have understood. The guy lived on steak and never did any exercise aside from golf, if you could call that exercise! But Anthony!

“His wife said she’ll call us with updates. They were prepping him for surgery an hour ago.”

“Is Gerald in yet? Does he know?” There were contingency plans in case any of the partners had health issues or God forbid died, but still, it would be good to talk to the remaining partner.

“He’s with Matthew and the Samson people. They couldn’t re-schedule the meeting, not on such short notice, given that they’re here from Huston.” She turned and walked back to take a seat at her desk.

Craig sighed. “If Eve calls, put her through to me at once. Oh God...poor Anthony.” He walked in a daze down the hall to his office, a corner suite with a wall of glass overlooking the city. He set the briefcase on the desk and wandered over to the window, gazing out at the vista of cityscape and a view of the Hudson.

Anthony and he had lunch yesterday for heaven’s sake. This couldn’t be happening. The man watched what he ate and exercised, even if he did take on the bulk of the work in promotion and advertising. But that was to be expected. Gerald and he had founded the firm and Anthony was the junior partner. What if...

No! He couldn’t think about that! He clasped his hands behind his back, rocking back and forth from heel to toe. Anthony would pull through. That was all there was to it!

There was a knock at his door and he turned to see Eleanor, his assistant. As usual, she was immaculately turned out, from the crisp navy business suit, and white blouse to her pixie hair style, not a lock out of place. The only concession to femininity and sex appeal was in the tight pencil skirt that hugged every curve and of course, the impossibly high heels.

“You heard about Anthony?” Her voice was husky and low, watching him over demi-glasses perched on the end of her nose, setting a file on his desk.

He walked over and pulled the chair out to take a seat. “Yes. Quite shocking. Do you think—?”

“Already taken care of. The flowers will be there when he wakes up. He will wake up and be fine.” She rounded the desk and leaned her butt against it, looking down into his eyes. Her hand rose and rested on his shoulder. “Please don’t worry about this, Craig. Think positive.”

It was the first time that Eleanor had ever touched him! It felt warm and nice...but, he didn’t know whether to be more shocked by that or Anthony’s heart attack. Sure, they’d brushed shoulders sitting close together, poring over figures of reports and once or twice their fingers brushed when she handed him a coffee or file...but that was the extent of it. And perching at the desk, almost sitting on it, was totally out of the blue, surprisingly familiar. The scent of her perfume, sharp and sweet but not cloying drifted into his nostrils.

His mouth went dry and he had a hard time keeping his eyes focused on hers. There was a soft freshness in her skin, ruby red lips curled in the corners in an encouraging smile. Her green eyes were round fringed with long thick lashes and her gaze was warm. It was the way that Annette had looked at him so long ago—interested and caring.

“I’ve cancelled all your meetings today. I thought with Anthony and all, it would be hard to give anything your full attention.” She patted his shoulder and leaned down, closer to him. “We both know that anything less than perfect is not your style, Craig.”

“Thanks Eleanor. I have to admit this has thrown me for a loop.” When she leaned closer, his heart speeded up and for a moment he worried about his own health.

She eased away from the desk and took a step behind him, her hand still claiming ownership of his shoulder. “I can tell.” Her fingers squeezed tighter and she sighed, a long breathy rush of honeyed air. “Your shoulder and neck muscles are like steel cables.”

She stood behind him and her other hand rose to grip his shoulder. He could feel the soft warmth of her midriff brushing the back of his scalp as her fingers kneaded deep into his flesh. The breath caught in his throat while she massaged his shoulders, and he went still as a statue hardly daring to move. This was unexpected and totally unorthodox for Eleanor to do this! But damned, if it didn’t feel good.

“I’ve asked Gail to hold all calls except for Anthony’s wife.” Her fingers continued to roll into his muscles, moving higher to the curve where his shoulder met his neck.

He glanced over at the closed door, all too aware of the intimacy of the darkly panelled office, her body so close to his. If her intention was to take his mind off Anthony, she was doing a bang up job of it! Oh God....why had he thought ‘bang’? There was a stirring in his groin he hadn’t felt in a while. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. It felt really good.

The blaring of the phone on his desk spiked through his body and he jerked away from Eleanor’s grasp. He grabbed the receiver and held it to his ear with hands that trembled slightly.

“Yes?”

“It’s Mrs. Parcher, Sir.”

“Thanks. Put her through, please.” He sensed rather than saw Eleanor slink from behind his chair and stand at the side of his desk looking down.

“Craig? It’s Eve Parcher. Anthony is out of surgery. They had to do a double bypass but the prognosis is good.” She sounded relieved and tired.

“Thank God, Eve, that’s bloody good news.” He glanced up at Eleanor and nodded, noticing the slow smile that blossomed on her lips.

“I shudder to think if this had happened later, on his way in to work, driving...”

Craig closed his eyes and sighed. Yes. It could have been so much worse. He startled when Eleanor’s hand once more rose to settle on his shoulder again. “Yes. Thank God for small mercies.”

His eyes met Eleanor’s and there was something...something he had never seen there before. Almost a seductive quality in the set of her mouth and softness of her gaze. His heart once more pounded in his ears and he knew he had to get off the phone before anything more happened. This wasn’t right, even if it was flattering.

“I’ll stop by tomorrow to see him. You take care, Eve. Bye.” He hung up the phone and turned slightly in his chair staring up at Eleanor. His hand closed over hers and he gave it a little squeeze before lifting it away from his body.

This was awkward and for a moment he resented her taking such liberty with their relationship. He was married and she knew that! He’d never once screwed around on Annette as Eleanor was well aware of. Office gossip and all that.

“Well...that’s that. Anthony is going to be fine. You were right. Now, to get back to work...” He smiled and turned back to his desk, picking up the file that she had left there. He couldn’t see the name on the tab or any of the papers inside. He was too busy, wondering what she was going to do next. Hopefully, she’d take the hint and leave.

“Great. You’ll be okay now?” She stepped away and looked down at him from a safe distance a couple of feet away. Two pink spots burned her cheeks and her gaze lowered to the floor. “I hope you don’t mind my massaging your shoulders. It’s probably because of this course that I’ve been taking—a mid-eastern thing on shiatsu and massage.” She risked a peek at him and there was a sheepish grin on her lips. “You looked stressed and I thought I’d give it a shot, to try to help.”

His eyes were like marbles bulging, almost on his cheeks watching her. Massage? Who was she practising on besides him? She’d divorced her husband six months ago and he’d never heard any scuttlebutt about her dating and she hadn’t mentioned it, that was for sure. Surely, if she were seeing anyone, she would have dropped a name in the course of conversation.

“No! No. It’s fine. It actually felt kind of nice but I’m not sure that...well...” He could feel the tension tighten his neck into hard ropes again. His body and his head were at total odds with this thing. Rationally there was no way this could ever happen again...but that wasn’t to say he wasn’t tempted.

“Yes. Sorry. You’re right. It was un-professional of me. It won’t happen again.” Her smile was small and shy before she turned and hurried out of the room.

Craig’s eyes followed her movements, especially the curve of her arse that the tight skirt and high heels accentuated. When the door closed, his hands cupped the sides of his head and he hunched over the file before him.

What the hell was happening to him? He was married to Annette and shouldn’t be ogling other women’s asses, enjoying the touch of their hands....and the damn blasted ERECTION!

Oh God.


Chapter 3

Annette had her own troubles that day, as well...

She thought she’d had the most up to date data for the quarterly report on the investment portfolio that she managed, the bond and treasury bills. The income was only down from projections by a half a percent for the last quarter, something that the directors and upper management could live with.

When she’d finished her presentation, Miranda had produced a report—photocopies for everyone!—that showed a decline in the earnings, contradicting almost everything Annette had presented.

Annette had turned as red as the power suit she’d worn that day. It was humiliating watching Miranda, her baby blue eyes twinkling below the bleached blonde, blowsy hair, being complimented by the head honchos for catching the latest trend. Mr. Hatch had cast a stern eye at Annette as she left the meeting, while clasping Miranda’s arm to stay her for a little after meeting chat.

Grrrr.. She tried to keep her face neutral despite the tightness of her chest and quick jerky steps of her feet, scurrying away. In the safety of her office with the door closed behind her, the tears flowed. In the normal course of events, the cut off period for the data presented was the end of March, the first quarter. How was she to know that Miranda would be able to access information for the past three weeks and use it against her? This was a new way of doing things, but hey! Cut throat was the new normal.

She might as well kiss that promotion goodbye right there and then.

There was a soft tap at her door and Martin’s smiling face beamed from the crack between the edge of the door and the wall. “Got a minute?”

She forced a smile and took a deep breath, trying to project confidence to her boss. But Martin was more than just her boss. He was her friend. He had mentored her up from a junior position all the way to manager of the bond portfolio.

He stepped into her office and took a seat across from her, a warm smile on his face under the mop of unruly silver curls. “Are you okay?”

“Sure.” Her eyes closed and the smile fell from her face in light of the closeness of their relationship. He was almost like a father to her. “No. I’m not okay. That was evil. Underhanded and I hate that fucking bitch.” The tears welled in her eyes once more.

Martin leaned forward and he tapped her hand. “For what it’s worth, I checked her figures. Projecting out three months based on her limited data is risky. I think it’ll come back and bite her on the ass. Miranda isn’t as thorough as you, Annette.”

She sighed and some of the tension drifted from her body. It was good to hear Martin say this, even if it was probably too late. The CEO had stayed to chat with Miranda after the meeting and his was the deciding vote in selecting Martin’s replacement. She stifled a giggle. “I can’t even accuse her of sleeping with him to get the job. She’d be more likely to sleep with his wife.” She grinned and added quickly, “Not that there’s anything wrong with that!”

“Of course not!” He rolled his eyes at the familiar joke.

“Annette.” His expression became serious and his grey eyes bored into hers. “I only say this because we are friends...but I think you’re trying too hard. You need a vacation. When was the last time you took time off?”

For some reason Stacey’s face popped into her head, recalling the chat that they’d had the night before. It wouldn’t be a real vacation going away for the weekend to see her and all the old gang but the high school reunion would be a nice break,.

She looked down at the desk for a moment before she answered Martin. “I can’t remember.”

“Then that’s too long.” Again he tapped her hand. “Sometimes getting away can bring a fresh perspective and be beneficial in the long run. I think you’re going to get my job, although God knows why you’d want it.” He shook his head and looked away. “It’s a huge hassle dealing with so many staff, each with their own problems and agendas.”

For a moment her cheeks flared warmly wondering if she was just one more hassle on his list but then she dismissed it. No. They’d been friends a long time and usually it was Martin who knocked on her door.

“Actually, an old friend contacted me last night. She wants me to go to our high school reunion. It’s only for a weekend—”

He slapped the desk startling her and she jumped. “Good! Go, by all means! You and Craig have fun and take the following week off. Sight see, sleep in, go out to expensive dinners.” He rose to his feet. “That’s an order, Annette.”

When he got to the door he turned and winked at her. “Don’t worry about the promotion. I still have some pull around here, y’know.” With that he was gone.

She sat and smiled, shaking her head from side to side. If only it was that easy. What would he think if he knew she was planning on going to the reunion without Craig? Kicking up her heels with the old gang.

Not to mention contemplating a separate vacation in Paris? She was going to have to talk to Craig tonight about the reunion.


Chapter 4




Annette watched Craig over the rim of her wine glass. Was this the right time to bring up the reunion seeing how shook up he was about Anthony Parcher? Even though Anthony was going to be alright, the news of someone so much younger having a heart attack had to hit Craig hard. It was probably also part of the reason that he’d made light of her meeting today and the disaster it had turned out to be. Part of the reason...but not all.

He took one final bite of the chocolate cheesecake and pushed it away. A few crumbs lingered in the corner of his lips next to the trimmed goatee. With a flourish of his napkin he dabbed them away and smiled over at her. “Going to have to cut down on rich desserts my dear, after what happened to Parcher.”

“Absolutely.” She set the glass down and her finger rolled over the edge absently, purposely not meeting his eye and assuming a casual expression. “You’ll never guess who I heard from last night. An old girlfriend from high school. Apparently there’s a reunion in a couple of weeks...the twenty fifth or something.”

He sat back in the chair and folded his hands over a tummy that was still taut and flat. “Oh?”

She glanced over at him and smiled. “Yes. You remember I told you about Stacey, don’t you? She and I were inseparable from junior to senior high. They say oil and water don’t mix but for us, that wasn’t the case.” Her hand tightened on the glass. Damn it. She was babbling, revealing how nervous she was. Craig wasn’t stupid. If she wasn’t careful he’d see through her in a heartbeat.

“Yet, you haven’t seen or heard from her in all these years? It’s what...twenty five years?” His brown eyes skewered her with their dark intensity and there was a faint smile on his lips.

She took a quick sip of wine finishing the glass and held her hand out for a refill in front of him. “The last time I saw Stacey was at her baby shower. She married the high school jock after getting pregnant in our final year. I was at university and took a bus to visit her and Jeff in Springfield.” She watched him top up her glass and nodded when it was half full. “That’s where they still live.”

His head tilted to the side. “So do you want to go? Should we schedule some time off for it? You still have some cousins living in Black Rapids, don’t you? Maybe we can visit them as well, while we’re there.”

Annette forced a smile and shook her head. This was NOT going the way she wanted. Why on earth would Craig want to visit a rinky dink city in Ohio to go to a boring high school reunion? “I’m not sure I want to go. It’s been such a long time and so much has happened in our lives. What on earth will we ever talk about with them? They live provincial lives whereas we’re in the Big Apple.” She flashed a warm smile at him. “And for you? Oh my God, I can’t imagine how bored you’d be.”

There was an odd look in Craig’s eyes when he rose and stood behind her chair. His fingers rested on her shoulders and he rubbed her muscles. “It could be fun, though. We haven’t got away together for a holiday in a couple of years. The last time was Costa Rica, remember that? But Michael was with us so I’m not sure that it counts as a ‘together’ vacation.”

Annette’s gaze flitted over the table, not really registering the almost empty bottle of wine, the dessert plates with the half eaten cheesecake or the linen napkins rumpled next to them. What the hell? They barely even kissed goodnight lately and he was giving her shoulders a massage?

Anthony Parcher’s heart attack had given him more of a shake emotionally than she would have ever thought possible. There was a sweet longing in his voice that she hadn’t heard in a very long time. What was he up to? This wasn’t at all the way she’d thought it would go.

She was scrambling for words, trying to figure out her next move. “It was a wonderful vacation though—just the three of us. It was probably the last time we’ll ever do anything like that as a family. Remember when Michael saw the sloth at the reserve?”

“It was fun but it’s time for us now. Michael’s got his own life and we have to think about us.” His fingers probed the knot of muscle in the back of her neck, just under her head.

For a moment, the muscle loosening made her melt. Her eyes drifted shut as he continued to rub her neck. The tension of the last few weeks, since she’d learned that Martin’s job would be opening up began to dissipate like smoke. “Mmm...” A soft moan rumbled from her throat.

“There’s something I need to tell you.” His voice was low and soft, still massaging her neck.

“Yeees?” She rolled her shoulder and shifted so that his fingers hit another tight area in her neck. This was nice, a quiet loving moment that hadn’t been there in such a long time. She had no idea how much she’d missed this...Craig touching her.

His hands stopped and lightly rested on her shoulders. “Today, at the office, when we heard about Anthony, Eleanor gave my shoulders a massage.” He sighed. “It made me uncomfortable. It was almost like cheating on you and I need you to know that I put a stop—”

“What?” She jerked forward and spun around to face him. “Eleanor massaged your neck...out of the blue? What the hell?” Eleanor was ten years younger than she was and that made her twenty years younger than Craig! And she’d gone through a divorce last year! A young hotsy totsy looking to fuck her boss? Maybe she thought that Anthony was going to croak and she’d get his position!

All of this went through her mind in the blink of an eye watching him. But the look on his face was one of shock, not guilt.

And for the first time in a long time, she saw him with fresh eyes. Craig was fifty-two yet looked years younger because he was in such good shape. The lines on his face and the few grey hairs at his temple didn’t make him look old, but rather lent to the distinguished aura. On his six foot frame the mop of hair was still dark and full, edging over his collar in a devilish manner. He might be wearing a Brooks Brothers suit but he’d look equally dashing in khakis and a T shirt.

“Annette! If there was anything going on between us, would I have even mentioned this? It’s because I love—”

“Then why the massage? What were you doing just now, trying to recreate the moment in your office? Were you picturing Eleanor? That fucking bitch! I want you to fire her!” Her blood pressure was sky high, her pulse pounding in her ears as she glared at him. She got to her feet so fast the chair toppled backward but his hand shot out to catch it.

She stormed out of the dining room and went into the kitchen, Craig following on her heels.

“Wait! Annette! Can’t we talk about this like adults? You know I can’t fire Eleanor for this. Be reasonable.”

But Annette was ramming pots and pans into the dishwasher, purposely ignoring him. He could fire Eleanor if he wanted to. He just didn’t want to, that was all there was to it!

It wouldn’t have been so bad if he’d just come out and told her but the fact that he was giving her a massage—the same way that Eleanor had given him one!—that was insult added to injury.

He grabbed her arm and spun her around to face him, his eyes blazing, meeting her ice cold glare. “Stop it. We need to discuss this, Annette.”

She took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders while twisting to shake his hands off her arms. But he was a lot taller and outweighed her by seventy pounds. “There’s nothing to discuss. You get rid of her or...or...”

“Or what? You’ll leave me?” His hands loosened and he jerked them back as if he’d touched a hot stove element. “Guess what? You left me a long time ago. This thing...this so called marriage is a sham! We walk around each other like polite strangers. Life is too short for this shit.” He turned around and stormed out of the room.

She could hear his footsteps in the hallway and her breathe caught in her throat. He couldn’t leave just like that! She spun around and raced to the front door. “Where are you going?”

“Out.”

His word was an ice pick that stabbed through the frozen veneer of her heart. For the second time that day, her eyes welled with tears. Damn! She didn’t want to cry...didn’t want to appear weak but... Her hands rose to cover her face and she turned away.

At the touch of his hand on her shoulder she broke down in sobs. How had things ever gotten this bad between them? He was ready to leave and who could blame him. There was a time long ago that they’d laughed about another woman flirting with him, so content and assured of each other’s love. But now...

“Annette?” His voice was a whisper while he folded her into his arms. “I still love you, you know.”

She sniffed and snuggled closer, his aftershave and cologne infusing her senses with warmth and something that she hadn’t felt in a while—longing. Her lips brushed his neck when she softly spoke, “I love you too.” She pulled back and gazed at him with tear filled eyes. “What happened to us, Craig? We used to laugh and have fun.”

His hand rubbed her back. “We used to do things together. Now, all we do is work and run this house. We need to get away and reconnect.”

A small smirk flashed in her eyes and on her lips. “We have to get away for that?” Her hands gripped the front of his shirt and she pulled him closer still, rising on her tiptoes to kiss his lips, just the faintest of touches while she whispered, “Let’s go to bed.”


Chapter 5

Craig gazed down into Annette’s eyes, barely able to comprehend what she’d just said. He’d been so close to just walking out the door, giving up on everything, but hoping against hope that she’d stop him. And she had.

With the glistening wetness in her long lashes, the pale blue of her eyes underneath was startling. She was more like the sweet and sexy woman that he’d fallen for so long ago in university. His hands cupped her cheeks and he held her close, kissing her lips gently at first. The swell of her breasts pressed into his chest and her perfumed warmth infused his senses, making his hand circle her body to pull her closer, the kiss becoming deep and passionate.

She pulled away and her cheeks were glowing with a pink flush, her eyes soft and inviting. “Let’s go upstairs.” She reached for his hand and led the way to the winding staircase.

For the second time that day his cock was stiff, watching the sway of her hips below the narrow waistband of her skirt as she walked ahead of him. Her dark mane of hair swept over her shoulder when she turned and smiled up at him.

“You go ahead. I’ll be with you in a few moments.” She scampered down the hall and disappeared in the bathroom.

He stepped into the bedroom and stood gazing at the bed as he slipped the buttons of his shirt open. It had been months since they’d had sex and even then it had been perfunctory at best, a quick release before falling asleep. But this...it was only eight-thirty and they were making a thing out of it.

They’d inched closer to the precipice, almost falling over into the no man’s land where divorce was the next step. It had scared the hell out of both of them. He slipped the shirt off and in a flash his pants and socks were off.

When her footsteps sounded behind him he turned. Annette was naked, a small smile curling her lips as she stepped by and pulled the comforter back. Her breasts jiggled slightly when she bent and sank down onto the crisp white sheets, laying flat on her back with her legs parted slightly.

His stomach did a quick tumble gazing at her body and the wanton look in her eyes. “My God, you’re beautiful.” And it was true. The smooth alabaster tone of her skin was broken only by the chocolate puckered nipples, the tips erect and protruding slightly. The dark silken threads of her pubic hair was like an arrow leading his gaze lower still, causing his cock to become harder still.

He walked around the foot of the bed to his side and laid on his side next to her, taking her into his arms and kissing her lips and neck. Her fingers threaded through his hair and she sighed when he took her nipple into his mouth. Her skin was sweet satin under his hands and the feel of her hands on his neck, the urgency in her breath made his cock pulse a thread of pre-cum as it nestled against her thigh.

When her fingers curled around it, pulling the skin gently up and down, his eyes closed and his breath was ragged at the hot pleasure in his cock.

“I bet Eleanor wanted this.” Her voice was breathy and low while she squeezed his shaft and ran her finger over the slit.

For a moment he stopped dead, his tongue ceased its rolling flick over her nipple. What the hell was she doing bringing that up for? This was make-up sex, no place for any of the harsh words spoken earlier in their fight. 

Her hand was working faster, pulling at his cock in a way that she knew he loved, with the little twist of her wrist on the upstroke. “She probably wanted to suck it.”

Jesus! The way she was acting was like she was getting hornier at the thought of Eleanor wanting him. This was totally weird when they’d just fought about that! He pulled back and looked down into her eyes, trying to read what was going on in her head.

Her eyes were narrow and soft, lips parted with just the tip of her tongue peeking out before she shifted downwards on the bed. Her ruby lips grazed the thick helmet of his cock when she whispered, “Yeah, I bet she wanted this.”

Her tongue swirled over his knob and she moaned, her hand gripping and rubbing it with gentle earnest. Oh fuck, it felt awesome, so hot and...and...decadent. For a moment his eyes closed and in his mind it was Eleanor sucking his cock, her tongue hot and slippery. At her next words he groaned with lust.

“Oh yeah. Such a big and hard cock. Eleanor wants this fucking her hot little cunt, I’m sure.”

Her tongue slicked over the pulsing hard column on the underside of his cock. The sounds of her sucking and wet slurping on his flesh, coupled with the filthy words she whispered was driving him insane with lust. The ‘why’ question in his brain was drowned out by the racing of his blood, his heart pounding hard and fast.

She took him into her mouth, inching down a little at a time until her nose pressed into his pubic bone. A tear dribbled from her eye to her cheekbone, and down to the hollow of her cheek where she sucked at his shaft.

Fuck! The sensation along with the image in his mind was incredible. He gazed at her as she slowly released him and then rose to swing her knee over his hips and straddle him. Her hand gripped his shaft and pulled it to her slit.

He didn’t have to see to know how wet she was, the knob sliding with ease against her clit. All the while she looked down where they joined, his cock rubbing against her hot little button of lust.

“Oh fuck, this is nice. No wonder Eleanor wants this. You’ve got such a big dick.” She glanced up at him and her top teeth bit into her bottom lip, her eyes full of longing. “Did you want to fuck her?”

For a moment his cock felt dead, deflated. How could he answer that? If he said yes, she might be pissed even though this was her game. If he said no, it would negate whatever fantasy she was tripping on.

His hands gripped her hips, the fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pulled her back and onto his shaft. It was hot and tight sliding into her slippery wetness. He pulled and pushed at her hips, making her ride his cock like a rocking horse.

She sucked in a breath of air through teeth gritted tight together, and her hand flew to her pelvis, the finger rubbing her clit with a fast fury. “Oh fuck, yeah. That’s it. Harder! Fuck me harder!”

His leg muscles tightened and he tumbled her over, till he was above her, never breaking contact of his cock deep inside her slick hole. She clung to him with her legs and her hand, her other hand vibrating her hot spot, all the while his hips worked like a jack hammer, driving deeper and deeper.

Oh fuck! The sensation in his cock was amazing! Hotter and wetter than ever before. They were animals, clawing and scrambling in their need for release. Riding the waves of ecstasy, higher and higher.

“DON’T STOP! RIGHT THERE! I’M COMING!!!!” Annette actually screamed, clawing at his back with her red talons.

It was the final straw, breaking the back of his release. He shoved deep into her. “Fuck! Oh yeah!” A jettison of thick hot cum shot from his cock, reverberating deep in every muscle and atom in his body. Another! Oh God! His legs trembled from the strain of the orgasm, squeezing every dollop of lust from his very core. Again. And yet again. It went on and on.

With one final shuddering thrust, the last spurt of cum left his body. He heaved a fast gush of air and his eyes closed slowly for a moment. Oh sweet mother of mercy, he was done.

At her soft giggle, his eyes opened and he smiled down at her. “Fuck! What have you done to me woman?” He lowered and kissed her lips before nuzzling close to her ear. “What was that all about? The Eleanor thing?”

He felt as well as heard her breathy voice. “I don’t know. It just got into me somehow. The thought of you fucking her. It made me kind of jealous and...well...horny as hell.”

He pulled back and looked into her eyes, already feeling his dick going limp. “Well, whatever works, as they say but, just so you know...I’d never actually do that. You’re all the woman I can handle. Or even want to handle.”

His cock slipped out and lay limp nestled against her pussy. It was nice, just laying there like that, slowly coming back down to earth.  Her hands rolled over his back and down to cup his ass cheeks.

“I love you, Craig. I’m glad we did this.” She gave his ass a little swat. “I’m even glad that we had the fight, if it ended up with us doing this. It’s the best sex we’ve had in a long time.”

He laughed and rolled off to lay beside her, his hand massaging her breast and finger teasing her nipple. “So all I have to do is tell you about other women hitting on me and you get all hot and bothered and we end up fucking like rabbits? Is that what you’re telling me?”

This time, the swat on the side of his ass she gave him was a lot harder but ended with her stroking his hip absently. “I don’t know about that. But it was odd, how horny it made me, all right.” She was silent for a moment and then spoke again. “Maybe it was the thought that you might leave that added to it. Maybe I saw you the way Eleanor sees you and I realized how much I didn’t want to lose you. Does that make sense?”

“I don’t know. All I know is that I love you and I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you happy and in love with me. If this is something that gets you hot, what does it hurt? I won’t ever do it...I mean have an affair with her but—”

“That’s good to know. I mean this is in the fantasy realm right now. If you acted on it, then we’d probably end up divorced.” Annette sat up and her face was perplexed looking down. “I don’t get it at all.”




Craig grinned and tucked a stray hair behind her ear. “Me neither. The human brain is weird and wonderful.” They’d have to leave it like that, for now. But one thing he intended on doing was some more reading on this. Was this a healthy thing for them to be doing, part of normal sexual experimentation or was this a path leading to disaster?


Chapter 6

Annette snuggled into Craig’s body, resting her cheek on his chest. The room was dark now adding to the gentle intimacy of the moment. Her mind was going ninety miles an hour trying to figure out why the thought of Craig fucking Eleanor had turned her into a total sexual animal. There had been times that she’d talked dirty in the bedroom but what had just happened was way out there, compared to that.

Maybe it was like that line in the Madonna song, Forbidden Love - ‘Rejection is the greatest aphrodisiac’. She’d never understood that lyric until now.

One thing she was sure of though, was that the connection they felt to each other, right then and before when they were making love was something she didn’t want to lose. When she considered the day that she’d had, the horror of the meeting, it paled in comparison to losing Craig.

Her fingers threaded through the mat of fine hair on his chest, feeling the beat of his heart under her fingertips. He really loved her and had tried to be honest about what Eleanor had done. Even if he had been tempted, and he was a red blooded male after all, he had felt the need to come clean with his wife about what had happened. How many guys would actually do that as opposed to acting on another woman’s flirty behaviour, especially one as pretty and young as Eleanor.

“Are you serious about wanting to go to my high school reunion? It could be as boring as watching paint dry, you know? You won’t know anyone and I’ll be catching up with Stacey and Jeff...” This time when she brought up the reunion, she felt trepidation but it was due to the fact that she now wanted him to go.

“Absolutely! It’ll be fun to see where you went to school, meet the people you hung around with. The only thing I ask is that we combine the trip with some time off. Maybe do some touring around the country with no set schedule. We both need a break.” He kissed the top of her head and shifted over to turn the bedside lamp on and get out of the bed.

“Where are you going?” She watched him cross the room and smile before disappearing out the door.

“It’s a surprise. I’ll be right back.” His words drifted from the hallway, followed by the light padding of his footsteps down the stairs.

She huffed a sigh and smiled, enjoying the warm heaviness of her muscles from the bout of raucous sex. A surprise? Whatever it was, as long as she didn’t have to get up and they’d end up snuggled again, she wouldn’t mind.




After a few minutes Craig appeared in the doorway again, carrying a couple glasses and a fresh bottle of wine, a slender dark blue book tucked under his arm. He set the bottle down and handed her the book. Oh my God! She grinned and opened her high school year book, thumbing to the graduating class of 1993.

Craig settled next to her and handed her a glass of wine.

She closed her eyes and shook her head seeing her old high school grad picture, her hair long with wispy dark bangs almost hiding her eyes. The expression on her face was serious yet containing all the optimism of youth.

“Wow! You were a knock out.” At the elbow in his ribs he corrected his statement, “Still are. Actually you look even better today. Where’s Stacey?” He took a sip of his wine while she thumbed to the next page.

Her finger rested under Stacey’s picture and she couldn’t help the grin that spread her lips. Oh my God. Stacey’s long blond, wavy locks seemed to dwarf her fine facial features, except her wide blue eyes that stared out. Even in the photo, she seemed shy and nervous; a characteristic that was markedly different from Annette’s outgoing bubblieness. But that was the way it had always been with the two of them, opposites yet close as peas in a pod.

“Stacey was always the fragile china doll in school. She never really knew how pretty she was. If she had wanted, she could have been the home coming queen or head cheerleader but she was shy.” Still, Stacey had managed to snag the most ripped guy on the football team, Jeff.

Her finger slid down the page to Jeff’s photo and the grin fell from her lips. He was the all American jock football hero with the comma of hair casually brushing a broad smooth forehead. His eyebrows were thick and dark over eyes that twinkled in a mischievous way, matching the small smirk on his lips. The guy was gorgeous back then...what would he be like today? She huffed a sigh. Hopefully he had a beer belly and was bald. It wasn’t fair to be so good looking all your life.

“This is Jeff, the guy she married.”

“Whoa. He looks like the class player.” Craig chuckled. “He knocked her up, right?”




“Yeah. But they’re still together so that counts for something.” Annette took a sip of wine, while Craig slid the book away from her lap and stated rifling through the pages.

“There you are again! Nice cheerleader outfit, so sexy. Do you still have it? Maybe we can—”  He turned and snuggled into her neck, letting out a low growl as he kissed and licked at her ear lobe.

She giggled and pushed his head away. “It would never fit now. I was pretty skinny back then.”




He turned back to the book and came to a series of pictures of couples at the prom dance. “Where are you?”

She leaned forward and her eyes scanned the page. When she came to the photo of her and Sean, caught unawares as they entered the large gymnasium, she grimaced. She’d held out till the last minute waiting for Jeff to ask her and when he asked Stacey instead, she’d hastily accepted Sean Fowler’s request.

Even though the guy was almost as good looking as Jeff, he was on the sleazy side. He’d already been drinking when he picked her up at her house and her Dad had just about nixed the date. In retrospect she wished he had.

“There I am. With Sean foul mouth. He was a creep. I left halfway through the dance.”

“Hmmm...wonder if he’ll be at your reunion.” Craig squeezed her hand and leaned over to kiss her forehead. “So, the forty dollar question...which one of these guys did you lose your virginity to? Should I be looking over my shoulder at the reunion?”

She giggled and took a sip of wine again. “He’s not in this book. His family was in the military and he transferred the year before graduation. It broke my heart for a while. We wrote to each other but eventually, we both moved on with our lives. So no, you don’t have to worry about former boyfriends.” She wouldn’t mention the crush she had on Jeff. That was ancient history.


Chapter 7




At the same time that Annette and Craig were tripping down Annette’s memory lane, Stacey and Jeff were enjoying an evening of raucous sex, except not with each other. They were at their best friends’ house, part of a group of eight people in various stages of undress.

Stacey was no longer the shy, meek minded young woman that she’d been in high school. Two children later and managing the office of her husband’s plumbing and heating business had beaten any reticent shyness out of her. She was still gorgeous, with bouncy blonde hair and eyes so blue they were like dark pools that men and women alike, longed to drown in. No longer did she wear clothes that hid her body but rather her dresses were tight, highlighting every curve of her lush figure. When she walked into a room, heads turned.

At the moment when Annette’s finger was pointing her picture out to Craig, Stacey was on her elbows and knees, her succulent ass high in the air getting good and truly fucked by Ron Jefferson, one of their swinger friends.

Jeff stood off to the side watching his wife, her skin porcelain and pure white, a sharp contrast to the velvet blackness of Ron, his thighs muscular, dark steel, pounding a cock almost as thick around as his wrist into his delicate wife’s pussy.

His eyes closed for a moment before he looked down into the almond shaped eyes of Maya, the hot little Malaysian chick who had joined the group just that night.

She had been angling all night to suck his cock, sidling up to him like a cat in heat. When Stacey gave him the go ahead, he couldn’t get out of his clothes fast enough. His hands threaded through her hair and he held her head, pulling her deeper onto his shaft with each downward stroke. Her eyes watered but it was clear she loved every minute of it, her fingers massaging his balls.

From the corner of his eyes he saw Dani slide over on the cushioned vinyl mat, so that she was next to Stacey, leaning in to kiss her lips. Dani was kind of an older version of his wife, the same blonde hair and curvy body with big, bouncy boobs. The saying, that girl on girl was really a narcissist expression, was certainly true when the two of them got together.

Dani broke off the kiss and shifted to lay on the mat before Stacey, spreading her legs for Stacey’s tongue. He smiled knowing this was one of Stacey’s favourite things in the swinging lifestyle—to get fucked by a big black cock while she kissed and licked a gorgeous woman’s pussy. And Ron was not minding the action either from the look on his face, his lips slack and eyes soft slits of dark chocolate.

“Oh yeah, that’s it. Fuck me harder.” Stacey turned and grinned at Ron before lowering to tease Dani’s clit with her whirring tongue.

Oh God, the sight of her wanton lust, was almost enough to put him over the edge, blowing a load into Maya’s throat. But...not yet. He pulled Maya’s head back, his cock gliding ever so slowly from the hot wetness of her mouth. He needed to cool it for a while. He lowered to his knees and kissing her lips, he held her, guiding her body back until she was flat on the mat next to Stacey and Ron.

Maya’s body was tawny and lush, from her rouged red nipples topping melon sized breasts to the swell of her hips curving from a narrow waist. Her pussy lips were full and parted slightly with a gold ring piercing the left side, right next to her clit that protruded slightly from the burgundy folds of her skin, like a miniature cock.

Jeff’s arms snaked under Maya’s thighs, lifting her hips and ass slightly, so that she was splayed like a feast awaiting his mouth. The musky scent of her arousal drifted into his nostrils as he lowered further incensing his lust to claim and suck her clit, use all of his fingers to fuck her cunt. His tongue swirled over her hot bud, tasting the sweet saltiness, sucking it between his lips while her tight slickness closed harder on his fingers. There was a soft shudder of her thighs and her pelvis bucked up, pressing her pussy harder onto his mouth.

Oh yeah, this was a moment he loved. When with the flick of his tongue, he could make a woman scream with pleasure. Beside him, the slapping of Ron’s balls against Stacey’s pussy became faster and the soft whimpers and moans louder. When someone’s hand curled around his cock, rolling up and down, he paused for a moment and a lusty sigh shuddered in his chest.

Fuck. This was heaven. Eight people naked, fucking and sucking each other, their hands wandering to caress whatever and whoever. He had no idea who’s hand was jerking him off and that just made it even better, more decadent and free.

His fingers curled to probe Maya’s G spot, and he smiled feeling the pulpy mass of flesh under her pubic bone. He could tell she liked it from the low moan and the gush of wetness that flooded over his fingers. She was close...so close. With her clit firmly held between his lips, he worked her over with his tongue, flicking and licking like there was no tomorrow.

Her thighs squeezed shut, clamping his head between the firm muscles, squirming and humping up and down as the orgasm claimed her. His mouth and chin were dripping wet from her orgasm but still he suckled her clit, almost fisting her now, inserting his thumb as well as all of his fingers.

Her fingernails slaked his back and shoulders, out of control and lost in lust. It was awesome.

The hand that was stroking his cock was joined by another, their fingers massaging his balls as well as his anus. Oh God. His mouth opened and his tongue became still, surrendering everything to the hot pleasure in his cock and ass. Maya’s legs loosened but still he fell into her, his cheeks pressed against her pussy, when the first jolt of lust shot from his cock. The hands moved faster up and down his shaft, milking every bit of cum from his cock. Another jolt and still another. The hot pressure on his perineum made the final pulse explode from him, making his legs tremble, his anus tighten on the finger pressing in.

Oh fuck. He gasped and pulled away, rolling higher onto Maya, so that his lips pressed into the soft mound of her tummy.

At the gentle stroke of fingertips on his cheek, he looked up to see Stacey smiling down at him. She leaned over and kissed the top of his head, murmuring, “Oh God, I love you. That was so hot watching you.”  

He grinned and with trembling arms he rose and twisted to see who had done the honours to his cock. Fuck, it was Phoebe and Barry, both of them smiling softly at him.  He turned to kiss Phoebe and then clap Barry on the shoulder. “Jesus, that was nice.”

He took the damp cloth that Phoebe handed to him and wiped the thick cum dripping down onto his thigh. On the far side of the mat, Claire, Barry’s wife was entwined in a sixty nine with Lacey. Lacey and Maya were new to the group, two women about ten years younger who enjoyed the swinger lifestyle. They could get all the sex they could handle without the entanglements and drama of a relationship. It worked for them and it was really working for everyone else in the group. Unicorns were rare and to have two of them was a real bonus for men and women alike.

“So you’re going to miss the party at our place next week?” Barry rose and wandered over to the bar, bringing back a couple of beers for Jeff and himself. “We’re christening the hot tub. You don’t want to miss that.” His tone was jovial but persuasive.

Stacey appeared beside Jeff and shook her head. “Sorry Barry, but we’re still not going to be able to make it. We’re going to our high school reunion in Black Rapids.”

Barry shook his head and took a long sip of his beer. Maya slid over on the mat and nestled into his arm, looking with flirty longing at Jeff.

For a moment Jeff was tempted to try to talk Stacey out of the reunion. But from the set of her jaw and determined look in her eyes, that would be like trying to move a mountain.

“I’m looking forward to seeing the gang and especially, Annette. I haven’t seen her for more than twenty years.” She leaned over and kissed Jeff’s cheek. “It’ll be fun, you’ll see. Maybe not as much fun as this but...”

A picture of Annette flashed in Jeff’s mind. She’d been a knockout in high school and if Stacey had turned him down for the prom, for sure he would have asked her. The last he’d seen her had been when she showed up for the baby shower. She’d changed in that last year of school, getting serious and going on to university. She was probably a tight assed corporate type now.

Oh well, Stacey wanted desperately to go to the reunion and it could be fun. Besides, it was only one weekend.


Chapter 8 

The reunion...

Craig rarely got to push the speedometer past sixty so it was a blast to take to the open road with the Beemer. The car handled like a dream as they sped over the George Washington Bridge, out of New York City.

A few hours later, the only signs of civilization were the distant farms and other vehicles racing along beside them.

Annette’s hair fluttered in the breeze of the open window beside her, a ray of sunshine glinting off the dark sunglasses perched on her thin, straight nose. The day was a warm one, but after a chilly spring and icy winter, there was no way either of them wanted to put on the air conditioning, especially now that they were out of the smog of the city.

In the pale yellow linen dress her olive toned skin and chestnut hair made her look a trifle Mediterranean and exotic. Her smile was bright and she seemed to quiver with the excitement of their trip. “I’m really looking forward to seeing Stacey. From her emails, it sounds like she and Jeff have done pretty well for themselves with his plumbing and heating business. They’re always taking vacations, either going to Jamaica or going on cruises.”

“That’s what we should do.” He reached over and softly caressed her bare thigh, below where her skirt had ridden up. Her skin was warm and supple, the firm muscle curving slightly under his fingertips. Her long legs were one of her best features and it was great to see her in a dress, even though they were on vacation.

“I’m not sure about doing the cruise thing. I think I’d rather visit different places and explore a bit.” She shifted in the seat so that her knees were closer to the centre console. In the process, her dress slid higher and his fingers rested on the hot moistness of her inner thigh, mere inches below her crotch.

He couldn’t see her eyes behind the dark glasses but her lips curled in a small smile. The way she’d moved...and her words ‘explore a bit’...was that a subtle invitation for sex again? Since the blow up the previous week things had been awesome between them. They’d had more sex in that one week than they’d had in the previous six months.

And the really odd thing about it was her fixation on Eleanor hitting on him. The thought of his young assistant wanting to fuck him, made Annette wild and wet. He didn’t quite understand it but he’d sure as hell loved whatever horny chord it struck in his wife.

He turned to watch the road but his hand inched slowly higher on her thigh until they could go no further, halted by the fullness of her legs meeting. “Yeah, visiting different places in the Caribbean is more my thing as well. This is a good trial run for taking time off from the office. Eleanor was more than happy to step up and do the meetings. She said she’d be in touch by email to keep me in the loop for the upcoming week.”

Annette’s hand rose to slide the glasses lower and look at him, her eyes soft and narrow. “Oh, I just bet she will.” Her other hand reached to the side lever of her seat and the moulded back support dropped to rest on the back seat. She laid back and tugged at the hem of her dress, pulling it higher.

For a moment, only the lace edging of her panties showed before she stretched her legs out, and her knees parted. Her fingers closed over his and she pulled his hand higher until his fingertips felt the steamy strip of lace covering her pussy.

He shifted slightly at the sudden pressure in his groin, his cock thick and pushing against his trousers. Talk about distracted driving! But the fact that he had to divide his attention between steering the car (thank God for cruise control!) and playing with Annette’s pussy added to the naughty eroticism.        

They passed a road sign that read ‘Black Rapids 73 miles’. They still had an hour of driving before they’d arrive in Black Rapids and be able to check into the hotel. From the way Annette was squirming under his hand, her hips rocking up and down, she was in the mood right now, not an hour from now. If it got too much for him, he could look for a rest stop.

His finger pushed the strip of lace to the side, exposing her pussy lips that were already full and parted slightly.

She moaned and her hand rose to rest on her breast, cupping and squeezing the fullness there. The dark glasses were still covering her eyes but her top teeth bit gently into her bottom lip as she inhaled a long ragged breath.

He smiled and decided to amp things up for her, take a chance that it wouldn’t have the opposite effect. “Is this what you think Eleanor fantasizes about? Riding in my car getting fingered by me?” He waited for a moment, his breath hitched in his chest wondering if it was having the desired effect.

When her hips arched her pussy higher and she moaned once more, he knew that he’d scored a point. His finger slid softly along her furrow, dipping lower and lower until it was at her opening. He pressed inside, coating his finger up to the knuckle with her hot slickness. Slowly he pulled it out and slid it upwards through her moist, silken folds until he touched her clit, the protruding bud hard to miss.

“Oh God...” She sucked in a gasp of air, wiggling her hips higher, pushing harder against his finger.

He could feel a pulse of lust in his shaft and the warmth of pre-cum oozing out the tip. This was fucking hot, driving down the highway while driving his woman crazy with his finger. But he wanted more. “Take your panties off.”

He risked a few peeks from watching the highway to see her ass rise a few inches from the seat and her hands shove the scant piece of cloth down her thighs and off. She settled back and this time her legs were even farther apart, with her right high heeled shoe resting on the outside edge of the dashboard next to the door. The dark silken hair on her mons was trimmed to just a thin line centered above smoothly shaven lips, the purple folds of skin glistening in her lusty desire.

To see Annette like this, her dress bunched around her waist, bare from her naval on down, out in public where drivers of tractor trailer or other large vehicles could see her was a lascivious sight that he’d never thought possible. Surely she must know that other men might be able to see her? But it was obvious she didn’t care.

Oh God, his cock was oozing more cum, getting harder and hornier at the thought of her laying there so exposed.

Ahead of them was a transport truck...should he?

His foot shifted over and he pressed the accelerator, all the while his fingers rolled over Annette’s clit, dipping down into her honey pot to pull more slipperiness out.

“Oh yeah, right there...please, just keep doing that.” She was wet and moaning like a cat in heat.

He couldn’t wait to get to the hotel and fuck her ass off but there was one thing he wanted first...

The car was edging closer to the transport. He steered it into the passing lane and pulled up alongside the transport, maintaining a steady speed.  From the angle of his seat in the car it was impossible to see across and up into the cab of the truck, so he’d just have to imagine the look of shock and then arousal on the guy’s face.

He kept his eyes on the road, trying to focus on his driving while his hand was on autopilot playing with Annette’s pussy. From the sounds in her throat and the way she was bucking and writhing she was close.

“Oh God! Fuck! Don’t stop! YEEEEESSSS!”

Her slippery wetness coated his fingers and palm when she grabbed his hand, pulling it tight against her pussy. Her torso tensed and she arched higher as wave after wave of pleasure flooded through her body.

A warm feeling filled his chest knowing that she was there, at the pinnacle of ecstasy, and he’d caused it.

At the sharp blast of the truck’s air horn he jerked and turned to see Annette staring up at the truck.

Her mouth was wide open in shock when she turned to stare at Craig. “Oh my God! He’s watching us!”

He grinned and pressed the horn before accelerating more to pass the transport. “Yes Ma’am! You probably made his day.”

When he was past the truck and once more in the driving lane, he turned to look at Annette, trying to gauge her thoughts. But the fact that she hadn’t yelled at him or hit him counted for something. “The guy’s probably going to pull over at the next rest stop and jerk off after seeing that.”

The look on her face was one of wonder and surprise, still not saying a word.

“You didn’t mind that, did you? Because I sure as hell liked it. The thought of some guy leering, getting totally turned on and wanting to fuck you...” He reached over and pulled her hand onto his crotch. “See?”

She blinked a couple times and then shook her head. “You know? It’s not that different from my Eleanor thing.”

Holy shit! She was right. He’d never thought of Annette getting fucked by another guy but...as long as it wasn’t her going out and having an affair....well, it might be hot as hell to watch.

When she turned and unsnapped his pants and lowered the zipper, he put the turn signal on and pulled into the rest stop he spied up ahead. Her fingers pushed his trousers open and scooped his turgid shaft from the tight folds of fabric.

He lifted the lever to slide the seat as far back as possible and sat back, watching her turn and lower her head until her lips glazed his knob, the tip of her tongue teasing more cum from his slit. This was shaping up to be a wonderful vacation.


Chapter 9

Stacey lay back on the lounge chair next to the pool, watching Jeff walk away. The sun was high and beating down on her skin despite the layer of sunscreen that she’d slathered over her face and neck. It was great to be one of the first people at the hotel. From this spot, she could see everyone arriving, since the pool was in the centre of the block of rooms and nothing or no one would get by unnoticed.




It hadn’t been tough to talk Jeff into cutting out early. Fridays were usually half days for him anyway. Actually, they’d talked about the reunion most of the week, getting the old yearbook out and reliving old memories. He was as anxious to see their old classmates as she was.

The one thing that was different now was that she was no longer the shy wallflower that she’d been in high school. In retrospect she’d never realized how attractive she was but that was probably due to being Annette’s bestie. She’d always been over-shadowed by Annette, the head cheerleader, life of the party and the most popular girl in her class. Annette had oozed self confidence and fun whereas she had been the bookworm and the one volunteering to serve at all the dance canteens rather than get down on the dancefloor.

And to think that Jeff had been attracted to her, seen through the reserved shell to the real Stacey underneath. Maybe because she was the only girl in their class that had never bothered flirting with him—too shy and tongue tied whenever he was around—that he’d seen her as a kind of challenge? She grinned and pushed the sunglasses farther up her nose, admiring the muscles in his back and shoulders. Even the cotton he was wearing couldn’t hide the fact that he was ripped, his long legs still lean and muscular. He was as great looking as he was in high school, despite the years that had passed.

At the sound of voices to her left she turned to see a man and his wife dragging a suitcase and stopping at a room on the ground level. She sat up and pulled the sunglasses lower to get a better look. The woman had shoulder length dark hair, her smile wide below a set of dark sunglasses, gazing up at her husband.

Stacey’s mouth fell open and she rose from the chair, her heart racing. “Annette?”

The woman turned and lifted the glasses from her face and the look of surprise mirrored Stacey’s. “Oh my God! Stacey! Is that you?” She placed her hand on her husband’s arm and murmured something before striding across the patio area to where Stacey stood.

For a moment the old shyness seized Stacey’s chest and she stood frozen to the spot. Annette looked wonderful, her petite and trim body moving with the easy grace of a jungle cat, her chin held high. Her manicured nails flashed a cherry red as long delicate fingers opened the gate to the chain link fence and she scampered over.

Stacey’s arms circled Annette and she hugged her close for a few moments both of them talking at once. 

“Oh my God! You look great!”

“You haven’t changed a bit! I would have recognized you anywhere!”

Their hands still gripped each other’s shoulders when they pulled back to check each other out from toe to the tops of their heads. For a few seconds Stacey was very conscious of the fact that she was in a bikini and Annette’s linen dress was designer expensive.

“It has been too long since I’ve seen you. Oh my God the last time was when you were pregnant. And now, two kids? In college?” Annette icy blue eyes sparkled and still she held Stacey with her hands, seemingly reluctant to break the bond after so many years apart.

Stacey’s hand rose to thread through her hair and she shook her head. “Oh my God, yes. This is awful that we let this go so long without getting together.” She reached for Annette’s hand, squeezing it tight.”And you? Michael is it? He’s at Caltech? Wow!”

“Yeah. We’re pretty proud of him.” Annette gazed over at the entrance to the hotel lobby and back. “Is Jeff here?”

“He’s gone to get us a drink.” This time it was Stacey who gazed past her friend checking out her husband. “It’s Craig, right? Your husband? I can’t wait to meet him.” From the brief glimpse of him before Annette came over, he was a pretty attractive guy too. Tall, dark and so distinguished looking with the trimmed goatee.

“Yes. Hey! I think I’ll go change into my swimsuit too. We’ve got a couple hours until we go to the school and register and then there’s the dinner and dance.” She hugged Stacey once more. “There’s so much to get caught up on! Have you seen anyone else yet?”

“We’re the first!” She tapped Annette’s shoulder. “Go! Get changed and bring Craig back. Jeff will be back any minute.”

She watched Annette grin and then spin around, hurrying off to join her husband in their room. Aside from a few faint lines on her forehead and framing her eyes, Annette was just as pretty as she’d been in high school. She wasn’t the slender pixie she’d been but had filled out in all the right places. It was obvious she took care of herself, from the gym to expensive beauty salons. Annette had really done well for herself and it showed.

Stacey lowered into the lounge chair and smiled seeing Jeff appear in the hotel doorway carrying two mixed drinks. She took the one he extended and her words burst forth in a rush. “She’s here! Annette and her husband just arrived. They’re getting into their swimsuits and are coming right out. Isn’t that marvellous?”

Jeff’s head jerked back and his eyes opened wider before he took the chair next to her. “How’s she look?”

“Even prettier, if you can believe that!” She took a sip of the drink, tasting mostly mix. That was good. It would be a long day and they had to take it easy. She gazed at Jeff over the rim of the glass, noticing the bob of his eyebrows.

“No! I know what you’re thinking and not everyone is like us Jeff! They’re probably straight as arrows so don’t get any—”

“I’m not! I was thinking of you, babe! You’re the one more likely to put a move on Annette than me! I mean, you were always so close and—”

“Shut up!” She pushed his shoulder but the grin on her lips belied her words. Annette was exactly the type of woman she was attracted to, pretty, confident and with a totally lush body...but they were friends, old friends. That kind of swinging relationship belonged in her other life, her real life, not the one she was revisiting that weekend.

Her lips tightened in a grimace of warning, staring at him. “You’ve got to watch yourself. No flirting or carrying on. Okay?”

He lowered his voice, and then looked past her at the sound of a door opening.”Okay. But if the dance ends up being a total drag, we leave and make our own fun. You’re still okay with that, aren’t you?”

She turned and watched Annette appear, wearing a white lacy cover-up over an ivory one piece swim suit. Even though it wasn’t a bikini, the colour and cut was flattering and sexy. She could have been a model from a magazine. And her husband was no slouch either, with the open colourful Hawaiian shirt and clam diggers. Even though he was older, he was in great shape.

Annette pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and rushed forward when she spotted Jeff. “I can’t believe it! My God Jeff, you look exactly the same. It’s so not fair.” She pushed the gate wide and strode over to hug him.

Stacey noticed Craig’s shy smile as he followed his wife through the gate. He watched Annette and Jeff hug for a moment before turning to extend his hand. “Hi. You must be Stacey. I’ve heard so much about you. I’m Craig.”

Whether it was the British accent or the winsoome grin he gave, trying not to stare at her boobs, she couldn’t resist. Her arms went around his shoulders and she pulled him close for a warm hug. “Handshakes are for business meetings. Come here! So nice to meet you!” He not only looked good but his aftershave was sexy too.

“Oh my. Well...it’s wonderful meeting you too!” He grinned and pulled back, this time unable to hide the glance at her chest.

The bikini hid only the very necessary naughty bits, showing the swell of her boobs and curve of her hip from a trim, tiny waist. She felt a warmth in her chest, pulling her shoulders back and flashing a flirty smile at him. Whereas before she had felt a tad uncomfortable and under-dressed when Annette first appeared, this was something she was eminently familiar with, being the focal point of a guy’s appreciative gaze. Another place...another time and she’d enjoy getting it on with this dude.

Annette stepped back from Jeff and tugged at Craig’s arm, pulling him closer to Jeff. “Craig, this is Jeff, Stacey’s husband.”

Craig and Jeff shook hands, mumbling the usual ‘pleased to meet you’. There was an odd expression on Craig’s face glancing from Jeff to Annette. He didn’t look threatened at all, but rather...strangely interested? If that made any sense?

If there was one thing that Stacey had learned over the years since she’d been in the swinger lifestyle, it was a sixth sense, or as she liked to think of it, a sexth sense. Annette may be the same old Annette but this Craig...there was something sexy and adventurous there. A diamond in the rough. She smiled gazing into his eyes. She could polish that diamond and make it shine, given half a chance.


Chapter 10

Craig excused himself and wandered from the pool area to the bar inside to get a round of drinks. The three of them were re-living high school stories, interspersed with catching up in their present lives and he doubted whether they’d mind him taking his time at the bar. He downed a quick drink while the bartender was mixing the round to bring back.

He turned and leaned his back against the bar gazing out the window to the pool area. Whoa. That Stacey was nothing like the girl he pictured from what Annette had said. There was nothing shy about how she presented herself in the scant bikini! It was smashing how the tiny flaps of cloth were working overtime to keep her nipples covered, and forget the lush swell of flesh surrounding them.

When she pulled him into her body for a close hug, he was glad that Annette had given him a blow job on the way there. How embarrassing would it have been if he’d gotten an erection meeting Annette’s best friend from high school! That would have gone over like a lead balloon.

His eyes squinted to see Stacey better when she stood up and wandered over to the pool to dip her foot in. She was only a few inches taller than Annette but she was easily twenty pounds heavier, filled out in all the right places, with a Jennifer Lopez type butt, all bubbly and lush.

“She’s pretty prime, huh?”

At the low whistle and deep voice, Craig spun around to face the young beefcake bartender in the white golf shirt, the sleeves of which were tight on bulging muscles. He had the drinks set on the bar and his eyes were focussed on the three people at the pool, specifically Stacey.

“Uh...yeah.  Nice figure all right.” Craig reached in his pocket for his wallet, following the bartender’s gaze. The guy had to be in his late twenties and he was ogling Stacey?

“Are you kidding? The brunette’s not bad either.” He placed his elbows on the bar and leaned closer, his voice almost a whisper. “The blonde’s husband invited me to their room later tonight when I’m finished work.” He chuckled softly and his eyebrows bobbed a few times. “I think they’re into ménage.  I’m game, if you know what I mean.”

Craig stood stock still, his eyes wide watching the handsome blonde man. He swallowed hard and then cleared his throat before glancing down to scoop a fifty from his billfold. What the fuck? Had he heard right? This guy was doing a threesome with Stacey and Jeff? His hand shook slightly handing the money to the bartender.

“Wow! Lucky you, I guess.” Holy shit! Wait till Annette heard this one! She’d never believe it. Craig’s mouth was dry, the words coming out like a croak. It was a weak answer considering the tumult that was happening in his brain and the shot of lust that pulsed in his cock.

The bartender rang the register and grinned when the drawer popped open. “You guess? No guesswork on my part. I’m getting laid. Damned straight!”

Craig looked at the bartender still not believing his eyes or ears. Jeff had set this up? From the shit eating grin on the young bartender’s face, he wasn’t lying. Oh my God. He slapped a fiver on the bar and took the other bills that the guy handed him.

His heart was beating a mile a minute and he was sure that his face was fire engine red from all that he’d heard. Of course he’d heard about ménages and sexual swapping and such but to actually meet anyone who had done it! Impossible. But no...it was happening. Wait till the guy saw him join the others at the pool. He’d sure wonder then, wouldn’t he?




Oh my God! He’d think that THEY were part of that whole swapping and ménage thing! Oh shit.

He picked up the drinks and set them on a tray and smiled at the bartender. “My wife and I are here for her high school reunion. She hasn’t seen these people in over twenty years. Funny how people’s lives just go in totally different directions, eh?”

The bartender’s eyes flashed over to the pool and then to Craig’s face. “Oh.” This time it was his turn to colour pink. “Hey buddy? Don’t say anything about what I just told you. I...uh...probably should have kept my trap shut.”

Craig sighed but felt gratified that he’d got the upper hand, at least for a little while. It was clear who would have the upper hand later that night and he was looking at him. “No problem. Mum’s the word.” He picked up the tray and headed out the door.

Yeah, Mum was definitely the word. Stacey was almost old enough to be the guy’s mother all right, even if she was porn star hot.


Chapter 11

Annette managed to keep up her end of the conversation talking about her life, their lives, old classmates, all the while kicking herself mentally for the flutter in her tummy every time she looked at Jeff.  Fuck! It wasn’t supposed to be like this!

He was supposed to have a big beer belly and jowls, not look every bit as hot as he had in the tight football uniform, the pants tight, hugging a sweet little ass with that delectable hollow at the side. His eyes were still that shade of green and blue that could change in a heartbeat depending on his mood. The jaw wasn’t jowly but rather, square and firm with a hint of bearded shadow.

When he’d hugged her when they’d said hello, it was just a little longer than was normal between two old friends. Especially so, with his wife and Craig looking on. She knew her cheeks had been almost scarlet when she’d broken off.

When Craig appeared carrying the drinks, she was grateful for the reprieve, smiling up at him as he handed her the glass of wine. He winked at her and then turned to offer drinks to Stacey and Jeff. Hmmm...That was odd. What was with the wink? And he actually looked like he was having a great time meeting them, instead of being bored out of his skull.

He pulled up a chair and sat next to her, grinning across at Stacey and Jeff. His face was flushed and a bead of perspiration trickled down his temple.

“Should you put on a hat Craig? The sun is really hot and—”

“No. No! I’m fine.” He turned to her and once more he winked his eye, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“Annette tells me you’re a partner in an investment firm. Maybe we should get together after this reunion and you can help me with my portfolio.” Jeff picked up his drink and took a long sip.

Stacey leaned forward and tapped his wrist, smiling sweetly up at him. “Although it’s probably me you should get together with, rather than Jeff. I look after the finances in the family.” Her blue eyes were a deep shade of aqua that seemed to sparkle when she gazed at him.

“Get together?” Craig’s smile became wider and two red spots appeared on his cheeks above the goatee. His voice felt strained, kind of high pitched.

Annette’s face tightened looking at him. The sun and heat along with the long drive...not to mention the fact that she’d kind of drained him sexually...it all must be getting to him. Her hand slipped over his shoulder. “I’m going in to get a hat for you, Craig.” She smiled at Jeff and Stacey and was about to get up when his hand clutched her wrist.

“I’m fine. Honest.” He suppressed a chuckle and then turned once more to Stacey. “I’d like to get together with you...to discuss your portfolio and how best I could satisfy your needs.” He looked down and his lips tightened, the outer edge twitching. When he looked over at her again, he grinned. “Is it long term, steady performance you want do you think, or do you usually take advantage of short, fast spikes in the market?”

A slow smile curled Stacey’s lips and her eyes narrowed softly gazing at Craig. Her voice was low and a trifle seductive to Annette’s way of thinking when she answered.

“I’ll take it any way I can get it. As long as the results are satisfactory.”

Annette’s hands rose along with her blood pressure. There was something else going on there and she wasn’t exactly sure what the hell it was. “Enough shop talk. You’ll have to come visit us in New York for the weekend. Craig can fix you up then.”

Jeff leaned forward and his eyes stabbed hers with their dark intensity. “If Craig is fixing Stacey, what will we be doing, Annette?”

She couldn’t help it. There was a tingle between her legs falling into Jeff’s eyes. Even though there was a teasing smirk on his lips, she could feel a sensual undercurrent.

When Craig let out a loud guffaw, she jerked back and turned to look at him. What the fuck was up with him this afternoon? Her cheeks became hot thinking about how turned on he’d been when the truck driver had seen her naked from the waist down, having an orgasm. Was that what this was all about? He wouldn’t mind Jeff watching them have sex? Men were so visual when it came to sex. That had to be it.

She took a deep breath and smiled over at Jeff. “I don’t know. Maybe we could take in a ball game. You still like sports, right?”

“I love ball.” His voice was a soft, seductive purr, his lips soft and so kissable that it was frightening.

Stacey took a deep, loud breath and turned to Jeff, swatting his arm gently with her hand. “Jeff. Stop teasing.” She turned to face Craig and then smiled at Annette. “He’s terrible. The same old horn-dog he was in high school. Don’t pay any attention. He just likes to get a rise out of everyone.”

Craig laughed and shook his head staring at Jeff. “You’re really good at that. Getting a rise out of folks, I mean.” He glanced over at the window of the bar.

Stacey’s head spun to look at the window and then at Craig. Her cheeks became flushed pink compared to the fairness of her forehead and chin. For a moment she said nothing, just flashed a look at Jeff.

“Hey you guys! Don’t drink too much and miss the reunion!”

Annette turned at the loud, male voice yelling across the patio. Oh shit! It was Sean Fowler in a ball cap and plaid shorts, grinning over at them as he unlocked the door to his room. His room was right next door to theirs. Damn it!

She looked over at Stacey and rolled her eyes. “You know what? I was toying with the idea of taking a little nap before we change and go over to the school but now I’m pretty sure, I’m going to do that. You guys don’t mind do you?”

Stacey sighed. “I don’t blame you. Sean is probably still the same asshole he was back then. We’ll cover with him, if you two want to take a break.”

Annette rose to her feet and smiled seeing Craig also rise. The way he’d been acting, it was just as well to lay down for a while out of the heat.


Chapter 12

Jeff watched Annette and Craig cross the patio and disappear into their room. She still liked him even after all these years and despite being married to the Wall Street mogul. It was flattering but that was as far as it went, even though the banter about a visit to New York City had been kind of enticing.

Stacey turned to him and swatted his arm, her eyes blazing. “You set something up with the bar tender for later didn’t you? I thought we were going to play it by ear...if the dance was boring we’d leave and figure something out, but...” She gritted her teeth and huffed a quick breath. “...you weren’t taking any chances were you? You should have ran it by me first, Jeff. And...I think Craig knows.”

“What? You’re crazy. He doesn’t know anything.” He glanced over his shoulder at the window of the bar, not really sure that the young man had actually been discreet. He remembered being that age and if a couple had asked him to join them in a threesome he probably would have been over the moon excited. He sighed. Yeah. Young ‘Studly’ in there probably had let something slip to Craig. Shit. And now Stacey was pissed.

Stacey shook her head. “That’s not the vibes I picked up and you know...I’m pretty tuned into anything sexy.” She glanced over at the room where Sean was just emerging from. “We’ll talk about this later. Maybe there’s some way of covering up and throwing them off. I’m sure he’s telling Annette all about it right now.”

He rolled his eyes skyward and took a long sip of his drink. It was one of the things that he and Stacey didn’t quite agree on—the big secrecy. What business was it of anyone else, what a happily married couple did sexually? They weren’t hurting anyone and it was their lives! Sometimes it seemed like they were going through what gay guys had to endure twenty years ago, the closet double life.




But still...There was a lump in his gut knowing he should have cleared that with Stacey first—the ménage with the bar tender. It’s just that when he saw the guy, he knew she’d like him and for sure he loved being part of that.

“Hey! Can I get you another drink? I’m on my way to the bar right now.” Sean Fowler stopped half way cross the patio and grinned. “Was that Annette Johnson out here earlier? Where’d she go?”

Jeff jumped to his feet and smiled over at his old classmate. Sean had never been as popular in school even though he was good looking and could be funny at times. He was also a bit on the crude side which put some people off. There was no way he was going to take a chance on the Blabbermouth Bartender saying something to Sean. For sure it would get all over then and Stacey would definitely kill him.

“Let me get it buddy!” Jeff pushed through the gate and strode over to Sean, noticing the beer belly paunch rounding out the golf shirt.

He pulled Sean into a big bear hug and clapped him on the back. “It’s good to see you, Sean. Are you alone? Your wife didn’t want to come?”

Sean pushed his ball cap higher on his forehead and looked at the ground for a moment. “We’re going through a divorce. The fucking bitch left me for a woman, can you believe that?” His lips tightened and he shook his head, his jowls jiggling a little bit in the process.

For a moment Jeff looked at him, feeling sorry for his old team mate. It had to be hard on him to show up there, with a failed marriage under his belt, not to mention how lonely it must be. His face was lined and there were bags under Sean’s eyes. The stress was taking a toll physically it seemed. “That’s rough buddy. What can I get you?” He clapped Sean on the back and managed a small smile.

“Beer. Make it a couple will ya?” He looked over at Stacey and whistled. “Woo Wee! Damn that girl looks fine! You sure lucked out knocking that one up! Maybe I should have tried that with Annette that prom night.”

The muscle in Jeff’s neck knotted and the smile dropped from his lips watching Sean ogle his wife. He’d seen guys do this tons of times but seeing Sean do it felt dirty. And the crack about the pregnancy? Sure it had been unplanned but Sean’s crack crossed a line. Their son Conrad had been conceived that night and he was a hell of a kid!    

“Stacey and I are quite happy. I’m a lucky guy, that’s for sure. She’s quite a lady.” He nudged Sean’s shoulder and their eyes met, his own broadcasting a silent warning.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah...sure. She was always the quiet shy one. It was Annette who got around.” Sean turned and walked over to join Stacey.

His eyes closed slowly and he shook his head a little before continuing over to the bar. Yeah, Sean was still an asshole. No wonder his wife left him. When he opened the door to the bar and looked over at the young ripped bar tender, the guy looked quickly away, becoming focussed on polishing the glass in his hand.

“Hey Brad. Can I get a couple beers and two more Ice Tea?” He sidled up to the bar and leaned his elbow on the smooth dark surface, glancing from the bartender to the poolside, where Sean was releasing Stacey from a hug and pulling a chair closer to hers.

“Uh Jeff? I may have let slip that I’m visiting you and your wife later—”

“Ya think?” Jeff leaned over the bar and his voice was low. “Look kid, it’s not cool to go blabbing about stuff like that.” He watched the dark flush in the bartender’s cheeks and knew he’d scored a point that the young man would remember. “You’re lucky my wife didn’t come in here and cancel.”

Brad’s head jerked up and the look of horrified disappointment almost brought a smile to Jeff’s lips.

“Don’t worry. I covered for you but watch it in the future. Okay?” He reached into his pocket for the credit card and Brad’s fingers closed over his. “No man. This rounds on me. Sorry dude.”

Jeff nodded and he locked eyes with Brad for a moment. Yeah. It would be okay. They’d have a good time with this guy. He picked up the tray and walked out of the bar, watching Sean and Stacey. She had her hand on his arm and was leaning close, nodding her head. Sean was probably crying on her shoulder about his divorce.

When he looked to the left seeing another couple arrive, the short red haired woman waving and pointing to him patting her husband’s arm, he paused. It was hard to tell who they were with the sunglasses and straw hats. The guy was portly, wearing dark pants and a striped red shirt whereas she was in a sundress that hung limply from her slender frame.

“Jeff? It’s Mindy and Dave Jones! Give us ten minutes and we’ll join you guys!” She grinned and took her sunglasses off, peering hard at Jeff and the poolside. “Oh my God! Is that Stacey? And Sean?”

Dave waved and turned to unlock the door, hustling her inside.

Jeff smiled and continued on to the pool. Mindy and Dave Jones. They were nice, had always been a sweet couple in high school even if they were a bit nerdy. And Stacey had said they were on the organizing committee setting the reunion up. Well, that figured.

He handed Craig his beers and then set their drinks down on the small table next to Stacey, purposely pulling his chair closer and edging out Sean. He was staking his claim and making it clear that Sean’s crudeness wasn’t going to be tolerated, especially if it had anything to do with Stacey.


Chapter 13

Craig watched Annette stand at the window of their room and sneak a peek through the side of the curtain at Sean and Jeff.

“Hmph.” She took a deep breath and inhaled loudly through her nose. “Still an asshole but now he’s got a pot belly.”

He loosened the buttons on his shirt and stretched his arms before placing his hands behind his head, smiling softly as he looked at her. It was definitely a cat and canary feeling going on in his gut...well that and a semi hard on below it.

“Annette?”

She turned and ambled over to the bed, sitting down on the side and smiling at him. “Yeah? Thanks for being a good sport about all this. You kind of like—”

“They’re doing a ménage with the young stud in the bar later tonight.” He grinned and eased forward. “Your friends, Stacey and Jeff.”

Her head jerked back and forehead became lined with puzzlement. “What? What the hell are you talking about?”

Oh this was rich! He sat up and gripped her hand, the grin on his face was ear to ear. “When I went in to get the round of drinks...the bartender, who is like something out of a men’s exercise magazine was bragging about it. Apparently Jeff asked him to their room after they get back from the dance. The young stud was really looking forward to getting freaky with Stacey.”

Annette’s jaw fell open so wide she was in danger of any stray bug flying in. Her eyes closed and she shook her head, laughing. “That’s preposterous. It was probably some idiot fantasizing and pulling your leg. There’s no way—”

“OH YEAH, BABY!” He gripped her shoulders pulling her closer, laughing all the while. “Your shy little bestie is going to get true and royally shagged by a young stud tonight and her husband set it up! Maybe Jeff’s impotent. Maybe when they’re away this is how she gets her jollies. You did say they like to vacation often.”

She shook her head but there was a grin beginning to blossom on her lips. “No. That can’t—”

“Did you not see her come on to me? Sorry but I couldn’t help having some fun out there with them. A get together to tweak their investment portfolio, indeed! The only tweaking she wants is between her legs. And he’s totally on side with it. Amazing!” He could feel his chest swell along with his cock at the thought.

Who would have thought that he’d have all these women coming on to him when he was in his fifties? First Eleanor, massaging his shoulders, flirting! Now Annette’s best friend who could have any guy in the world—even that ripped bartender!—and she was flirting with him! Craig Bannister! Sure he was in fairly good shape, not bad looking but definitely no Brad Pitt.

The smile faded from Annette’s face and her gaze dropped to his crotch, the loose shorts now with quite a high tent. “I can see the idea has some appeal for you.” She stood up and slipped the cover-up off and reached for the strap of her bathing suit.

Oh my God. This woman and her friends and fantasies were going to kill him but what a way to go! He unbuttoned the shirt and tossed it aside, his hands fumbling for the waist of his shorts, all the while watching his wife slide the cream coloured bathing suit lower and lower with languid seduction.

The suit slid past her chest, releasing the perfect firm and supple breasts topped with a dark puckered nipple, the tips sticking out like tiny top hats. With a gentle sway of her hips, each side of the suit pushed lower until it fell down her thighs and calves.

He kicked the pair of shorts off the bed and laid back, his forefingers and thumb shaking his heavy meat, slapping the knob against his taut stomach.

Annette licked her lips eyeing his cock. “Are you going to get together with Stacey? Do some tweaking of her...” She smiled and turned around and with an exaggerated sway of her hips she took a few steps to stand in front of the window. “… Assets?” Bending forward, she placed her elbows on the sill, parting the blinds to look across to the pool.  

Oh my God. The sight of her ass tilted up so that just the slight puffiness of her burgundy pussy lips showed...waiting for him while she spied on her best friend...his heart was hammering hard when he rose to his feet.

He stood behind her, holding his rock hard cock in his fist while looking over her shoulder to where the others still were. There was a bird’s eye view of Stacey sitting across from that new guy, Sean, bending forward slightly so that her breasts threatened to spill out of the tiny bikini. His breath was shallow and fast when he arched his hips forward, rubbing his oozing knob against Annette’s pussy and opening.

Fuck she was dripping wet, as horny as he was watching the others, fantasizing about Stacey. This was incredible how hot it got her thinking of another woman wanting to fuck him. But he could understand after the incident with the truck driver. He pushed inside and then gripped her hips with tight fingers, pulling her back and harder onto him. He gasped at the hot tightness, watching Stacey’s nearly naked body.

For just a moment he allowed himself to picture her there, in front of him, fucking her, instead of Annette. There was a fleeting feeling of guilt before he sighed and pulled back to shove it harder into her slippery depths. It was fucking hot and Annette was into it too. It wasn’t like he was cheating...not if the woman he was actually fucking was his wife. It was just erotic and decadently hot.

“Stacey’s got a great body, doesn’t she? I bet she’d like getting fucked by you.” Her other hand slid down her tummy and her fingers rolled into his balls, massaging them gently, before drifting forward to her clit.

Oh shit. His eyes were soft gazing across the patio to Stacey, her luscious full lips and laughing eyes, the swell of her tits and picturing the way her ass jiggled a little when she walked over to the pool. And Annette was moaning softly, arching back into him, meeting each thrust with a bump and grind of her hips. It was so fucking hot, a delirious excitement.

“Would you like me to fuck her? Is that what you’d like? Be next to us waiting your turn, or would you like to fuck Jeff?” He rocked faster into Annette’s slippery hole, his fingers splayed and separating the cheeks of her ass. He looked down where they joined and for a moment he pictured Jeff being where her was, impaling Annette with his thick cock.

The thought was wild and he could feel the pressure in his cock building, becoming lost in lust.

“Oh Jesus! Harder,” her voice took on a growl. “Hammer that hard cock...faster!” Annette was bucking her hips, tits bouncing fast, jostling the blinds, hand whirring faster than any vibrator on her clit.

She creamed onto him, hot and slippery. It was too much. The sensation of her tightness gripping him in her orgasm, the decadent picture of Jeff and Stacey put him over the edge. He rammed hard and deep into her, shooting a hot load high into her velvet hole. His legs trembled, straining at the immediate pulse of lust that followed. Her fingers scraped and clawed at his balls...moaning in her ecstasy...the two of them shuddering with pent up desire...

There was nothing but her sweet flesh sliding along his shaft, pulling every drop of pleasure from him. “Oh God!” The last jolt of lust just about buckled his knees and he gripped the window sill to steady himself.

Her hand left the blinds and slid behind her to stroke his hip. “Fuck, that was awesome!” She giggled and turned her head, trying to see him. “What the hell is happening with us, Craig? We’re becoming sex fiends.”

He leaned forward and nuzzled the back of her neck, inhaling the sweetness of her perfume, tasting the salty satin of her skin. “I don’t know, but isn’t it great? If we keep this up, I’m going to need Viagra.”

She turned and he felt his shaft slip out, slide against her hip and into her mons. “Maybe not viagra but just a little spice...like this.” Her lips brushed the folds of his ear and her breath was hot and gentle. “How are we going to pretend we don’t know about their threesome or even look them in the eye after this?”

He held her close and chuckled. “It’s our little secret, Annette. But you know...we could have some fun with this, tonight. We know what they’ll be doing later but they don’t know that...”


Chapter 14 

Stacey saw Sean hovering over Annette and Craig’s table, looking like he was angling to land there. She sighed and touched Jeff’s arm, nodding her head over to Annette. “C’mon. It looks like they need rescuing, although she owes me big time for putting up with him earlier. He’s still the uncouth pig he was in high school.”

“Every school has them.” Jeff took her hand leading the way over. “Hi Sean. Hi, you two. Thanks for saving our seats.”

Sean looked disappointed for a moment but then he spied someone else, a single woman drifting through the crowd, a drink in her hand. Stacey looked hard, trying to place her but realized the woman was probably a few years behind them in school and as such would have been invisible to her class.




She took a seat next to Annette and rolled her eyes watching Sean leave. “Smart move on your part to take a nap earlier. Honestly, he was undressing me with his eyes and making lewd comments even though Mindy and Dave were there too.”

Annette and Craig shared a look before she answered. “It’s funny how he never changed but you...you’re no longer the shy girl you were back then.”

Stacey nodded. She’d purposely worn a dress that highlighted every curve and was daringly low in the scooped neck. There was nothing shy and demure about how she looked now. She took in Annette’s royal blue wrap dress that fit her trim body to a ‘T’ without showing too much cleavage or leg. It was pretty but too conservative to be eye catching.  This also was different from the girl Annette had been in high school.

“True. But neither are you. You were always the one who was waaay out there, a party animal. If anyone were to meet us now, they’d think we were the total opposite of the way we were in high school.” She watched Annette’s eyes, trying to see if there was any sign that her friend knew about the threesome set-up that Jeff had arranged with the bartender. It was the perfect opening for Annette to make a comment.

Craig leaned forward and smiled at Stacey and then Jeff. “How about I do the honour of playing bartender and get us some drinks? It’s fun being bartender.” He chuckled and squeezed Annette’s shoulder before leaving the table and threading his way through the crowded room to the bar.

Her breath caught in her throat and she looked at the table for a moment. They KNEW! That remark about it being fun to be a bartender HAD to be because he knew! 

“Craig’s a nice guy. You two are a good fit together. It seems like he’s always got your back watching out...for you, you know.” Jeff’s face was hard to read smiling at Annette. There was some hidden meaning there, especially when Annette’s eyes opened wider and her cheeks flushed.

Stacey waited for Annette to say something and when she didn’t she felt the need to fill the void. “Yes. I like him, Annette. You met in university? But he still has a British accent. It’s kind of sexy...James Bondish.”

Annette took a deep breath and glanced from Stacey to Jeff, aiming her words at him. “It’s funny, you know. None of us wears glasses and yet, we’re in our forties. You’d think at least one of us would have some vision loss...do you wear contacts, Jeff?” She shot a smile at Stacey. “Sorry all this talk of watching, just got me thinking of that odd fact.”

Okay. Stacey’s eyes narrowed for a moment. There definitely was something going on here that she wasn’t privy to. It had gone from the innuendo of the threesome to some kind of voyeuristic thing? What exactly was Jeff up to? What had he seen?

Before she had a chance to explore this line of thought, Craig appeared back at the table carrying the drinks.

He set four glasses down and then proceeded to top them up with the bottle of wine in his other hand. “Sorry. It’s beer or wine only. It’s a gym not a five star restaurant...” He glanced over at Annette and his voice became lower, “...or even a pool bar. You can’t beat the service at the hotel bar.”

Annette scooped up the napkin that was placed next to her place setting and covered her mouth, coughing into in but her eyes were narrow like she was laughing.

“Maybe you’ll join us for a nightcap when we get home tonight. I mean back at the hotel.” Jeff’s face held a soft smirk looking at Annette and Craig. “We can share a cab ride home.” He reached for his glass of wine and grinned taking a small sip.

Annette’s gaze zeroed in on her husband, with that ‘deer in the headlights’ type look.

Stacey nudged Jeff’s leg with the toe of her high heel under the table and he grinned over at her. That bugger! They thought they were playing him but Jeff was better at this game and he had absolutely no shame when it came to sex. Craig and Annette had better watch themselves.

The wait staff who were really high school kids currently enrolled had circulated and were now at their table, setting steaming plates of roast beef and chicken in from of them. Stacey nodded and smiled her thanks and when they left she turned to Annette.

“I was serious today about getting together about the investments. Jeff and I would love to visit New York but we’ll stay at a hotel. We don’t want to put you out and besides hotel sex is always better.”

Craig had been about to take a bite of his beef but his hand paused in mid air, half way to his mouth. Annette’s eyes widened and her mouth clamped shut.

It was rich! For all the time that Annette had been the popular socialite in school, now it was Stacey’s turn to shine and this was an area where she overflowed with confidence.

“I think they know that, sweetie.” Jeff grinned over at her and waggled his eyebrows, glancing at Annette and Craig.

The light bulb went on in Stacey’s brain. So that was it! Jeff must have caught some kind of glimpse of Annette and Craig getting it on when they went back to their room to have a so called ‘nap’. The look on Annette’s face confirmed it but Craig had a good poker face, all calm and neutral.

“That is one benefit of getting away.” Craig smiled and glanced at Annette before continuing. “You two go on cruises and go to Jamaica a lot. At least that’s what Annette mentioned to me earlier. Ever stay near that Hedonism place? You must have heard of it...the Swinger’s resort?” His hand raised the glass of wine in front of his chest and he looked positively gleeful when he added. “Oh my. Maybe I spoke out of turn and you actually stay there.”

Stacey gasped and sat stock still, watching Craig. Fuck! He knew and he was making no bones about it. She glanced at Annette who was also looking a bit shell shocked. Fuck. She knew as well but was horrified that Craig had stepped over the line.

Jeff pushed back from the table and tossed his napkin on the half empty plate before turning and softly smiling at Craig. “Yeah, we have. It’s actually a pretty nice place. You and Annette should try it.”

Annette’s gaze flew to Stacey’s face. Was it true?

Stacey nodded and she took a sip of wine, gazing at her best friend and her husband, Craig. Well, it was out there now. Might as well own it.


Chapter 15

Jeff did have twenty/twenty eyesight and he’d seen some suspicious movement at the window in Annette’s room earlier that day. He’d sat next to Stacey trying to fend off and neutralize some of Sean’s remarks but the swaying of the blinds in their room had caught his eye. He hadn’t said anything to Stacey because he hadn’t been sure...not until his fishing trip at dinner when Annette had taken the bait, hook, line and sinker. He wasn’t sure that her cool British husband would have and it was great that he’d offered to get the drinks...again.

But there was no way he was going to sit there and let them get away with their sly innuendos, not at Stacey’s expense. Annette and Craig were neophytes in the sexual arena. They had no clue who they’d chosen to spar with—the Master.

It was child’s play when Craig tried to score the highest point with the crack about Hedonism. Of course, they’d been there, tons of times. The first time had been the turning point in Stacey’s confidence and celebration of her sexuality. Regrets? No way! He felt his chest fill with pride at the look on Stacey’s face, nodding at Annette, letting her know it was true.

And Annette! She looked like she didn’t know whether to wind her watch or run screaming from the room as red as a beet. Even cool, collected Craig looked a bit taken back.

“I meant it when I asked you two for a night cap. Although it wasn’t exactly a round of drinks I was referring to. You know of course about the threesome we have planned with Brad. He’s so jacked, I knew Stacey would love getting pounded by him. But, there’s always room for more, if you want to join us.”

The whole time he was talking, he could barely keep from bursting out laughing watching Annette and Craig. Their faces ran the gamut of shock, looking away for a moment pretending this wasn’t happening to actually glancing over at him, curiosity narrowing their gaze.

Craig cleared his throat and smiled before speaking, “Well...ah...I’m not sure about—”

“How did you get involved with this?” Annette sat forward, placing her hand on Craig’s arm but speaking to Stacey.

Once more he felt a surge of pride watching Stacey coolly answer. “You make it sound like it’s some sort of cult, like Scientology or something.” She laughed and leaned into Annette and Craig. “It was just the way our sex life evolved. A process of small changes. We fantasized, then talked about it...a lot!...and then we went to a club, just to watch at first.”

Annette and Craig looked at each other silently for a moment and then once more she turned to Stacey and spoke, “But, don’t either of you get jealous watching the other one with someone else? I mean fantasizing is one thing but actually doing it? I can’t see—”

“Do you ever play tennis or play bridge with another couple? You usually partner with the other person’s spouse, right? And when Craig and Jane or Mary or whoever score a point and you see how happy he is, doesn’t that make you happy, seeing him happy? The principle’s the same, but yeah, it takes a lot of communication and trust to get there.” Stacey set her napkin next to her plate and shook her head. “It’s not for everyone. Just don’t judge us too much that we’re into it. We’re the same people, just with an adventurous sex life.”

Jeff sighed and looked away for a moment seeing the look on Annette’s face. She was still a little shocked but trying to smile and be casual. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have teased you so much...asking you back to the hotel for well...sex. That was out of line. You’re into your thing, we’re into ours.” He looked around, noticing that many people were getting up and leaving the gymnasium, probably on their way to the dance portion of the evening.

“Look, Stacey and I need to catch up with some other folks. We’ll see you at the dance.” He couldn’t resist a final quip, grinning at Annette. “Save me a dance. But it’s got to be a waltz not a 50’s swing step.” He winked at her and stood, extending his hand for Stacey to join him.


Chapter 16

Annette’s eyes opened wide when Jeff winked at her and rose to his feet. She watched Stacey join him and the two of them sauntered slowly from the room, smiling and chatting with the odd person they passed.

God. They were so casual about all this...yet it was plain as the nose on your face how nuts they still were about each other.

She turned to Craig and shook her head slightly. “Can you believe that? Stacey and Jeff are Swingers. They think nothing of having sex with God knows who...like it’s some kind of sport, like tennis for heaven’s sake.” She gulped and looked away for a moment. There was a crazy contradiction going on in her body and brain. She was still trying to make sense of the whole thing but her pussy was tingling secretly.

Craig’s face tightened and he sighed long and slow. “No, it’s a lot more than that. The tennis analogy...I’m not sure how good that was. There’s a much deeper communication and understanding of each other than just a match of tennis. And trust...it’s got to be over the top.”

“You have to wonder, if Stacey and Jeff are into this...” She looked around slowly at the other couples still sitting in the gym, “...how many other people are Swingers as well? People with secret sex lives you’d never dream possible, not in a million years.”

His hand closed over hers and he leaned in close, to whisper, “Like us? Look at what’s been happening with us for the last week or so. Ever since Eleanor massaged my shoulders and I told you about it?” He chuckled softly, “I’m happy she did!”

Annette turned to face him. “Let’s not forget the tractor trailer driver thing either. That was something you really liked.” She sat still for a moment, wondering about all that she’d heard as well as their own kinkiness of late. Was this how it started with Stacey and Jeff? A little kinky stuff at first, gradually getting more and more out there?

She took his hand and rose to her feet. “We’d better join the others at the dance. There’s still a ton of people who I’d like to see.” When he stood up, she rose to the tops of her toes and whispered into his ear. “But, we’re not through talking about this...not by a long shot.”

***

Annette and Craig wandered through the throng of people at the outer walls of the cafeteria. They were constantly stopped by old classmates of hers, chatting and laughing as they caught up with each other’s lives, encapsulating the twenty years into ten and fifteen minute segments.

The whole time, Annette was like a hawk keeping an eye out both to avoid Sean and the poor woman who he’d staked claim on, as well as sneaking glimpses at Jeff and Stacey. She was still in a state of wonder at their revelation earlier. A ménage with the bartender was one thing, definitely on the wild side , but participating in orgies with strangers...well that was something else altogether.

A few times, Jeff caught her looking and nodded his head, a small smirky grin on his face. And seeing Stacey...well, she was the life of the party, laughing and pretty free with her hands, touching the arms and shoulders of both men and women. With Cerise Vanderlind, she was especially effusive in her affection, draping her arms over the raven haired, attractive woman and leaning close, their lips almost touching as they laughed and chatted. 

Annette was only half listening to Mindy Jones, her gaze drawn to Stacey with Cerise. When she glanced at Craig, he also was standing transfixed by the pair of women standing at the edge of the group of people.

Her eyes widened, even as she nodded at something or other that Mindy had remarked on. Fuck! That swinging thing...it probably involved some lesbian stuff as well! Stacey was pretty comfortable, practically flirting with Cerise... and of course, with Cerise Vanderlind, anything was possible. She’d been the class slut back then. There wasn’t a guy she hadn’t dated or fucked...or at least that had been the rumour going round. Cerise was nice but she wasn’t a girl you’d hang out with too much.

She turned back to Mindy and excused herself. “I’m sorry, but I’ve got to ask Stacey about something. I’ll catch up with you and Dave later?”

Mindy smiled, nodding her head, already turning to another couple who were wandering by.

Annette hardly breathed, glancing over at them. This high school reunion was like visiting another planet instead of tripping down memory lane. She grabbed Craig’s hand and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Do you think Stacey is bi-sexual as well? I mean, look at her with Cerise.”

His dark eyes were focused on Stacey and he nodded. “Probably. Wow. That’s like every guy’s fantasy watching two women.” He blew a gush of air and his eyebrows bobbed high.

Her head jerked back watching him. If this was his fantasy, he’d never said anything about it until now! She tugged on his hand leading the way over. Surely, she was wrong about this. It had to be that Stacey had too much to drink and was just being exuberant. They’d been best friends all through high school. If Stacey had any bi-sexual tendencies, wouldn’t she have picked up on that?

Annette placed her hand on Cerise’s arm and stepped close to the two women. “Cerise! Oh my God. You haven’t changed a bit!” Cerise’s dark eyes glanced past her, taking in Craig before she smiled down at Annette. Yeah, she hadn’t changed a bit.

“Annette! Wow! Look at you. You look fantastic! Stacey and I were just talking about the last prom, you going with Sean and then ditching him half way through. My God that was a crazy night!” Even though she was supposedly speaking to Annette, her eyes kept wandering over to Craig.

Annette turned and pulled Craig close. “Craig, this is Cerise. Cerise, this is my husband Craig.” She watched the taller woman, smile and grasp Craig’s hand, her grasp lingering a beat too long. Annette took a breath and continued, “Did you ever marry? Are you here alone?”

Stacey spoke up, her hand still on Cerise’s other arm.”She’s here all by herself. She couldn’t talk her husband into coming.” She smiled over at Craig, “You’re the patient one, putting up with all this old high school talk. It must be boring you to tears.”

Annette noticed a twinkle in Stacey’s eye, her words contradicting everything that had happened since Annette and Craig had arrived. Bored? Not by a long shot.

The song that was playing in the background changed and Stacey’s eyes lit up, bouncing on her toes and reaching for Annette. “Oh my God! Remember this song? It used to be like our anthem, we’d play it over and over when we were together.”

Annette turned her head, trying to discern the tune. Her mouth fell open and she grinned. “When I Come Around!”

Stacey grabbed her hand as well as Cerise’s. “C’mon! It’ll be like the old days!” She pulled them along in her wake, threading through the throng until they found an opening on the floor.

Annette laughed watching the other two, their arms high and hips boogying to the beat. It was like dances when she was a junior, before guys got up enough nerve to ask her out. When she became a cheerleader in the last two years, all that had changed.

Stacey and Cerise were really hamming it up, dancing like there was nobody watching but in fact totally aware that they were the centre of attention with the provocative swaying and grinding of their hips and shoulders. She couldn’t help but picture the two of them, taking it to the next level where they’d be gyrating against each other, like they were at some swinger party, where anything was acceptable.

Stacey’s breasts undulated above the neckline of her dress while the length of her thighs flashed in the strobe lighting. Beside her, Cerise’s arms were high over her head and her dark mane of hair was flying side to side above a body poured into a red satin dress.

For the first time, Annette felt dowdy; the hemline of her own dress almost reaching her knees and the curves of her waist and bust camouflaged in folds of fabric. The other two were exotic birds, spreading their plumage while she was struggling to keep up.

When the song ended and Jeff appeared at her side, she smiled up at him, relieved to see him and hear the slow song start up. “You promised me a dance.” His hand gripped hers while his other one snaked around her waist pulling her close.

The tangy aroma of his aftershave drifted into her nostrils and she could feel the heat of his body against her own, his shoulders broad and muscular under her fingers. There was a flutter low in her tummy and for a moment she was tongue tied looking up into his eyes.

She glanced at the large clock, hanging over the stage where the band was playing. It was only a little after eleven. Her cheeks flushed knowing what he’d be going home to...the ménage.

She took a deep breath and smiled. She couldn’t think about that right then, not dancing so close to him. But he must have had some kind of psychic ability...either that or the closeness of their bodies was getting to him too.

His head dipped lower so that his lips grazed the fold of her ear when he spoke. “Are you and Craig almost ready? Stacey and I are still up for sharing—”

She pulled back and her eyes were wide while her heart was thundering in her chest, staring at him.

“A cab, Annette. That’s what I meant. Share a cab. Although...” His eyebrow arched high and a small smirk lifted the corners of his lips, punctuated by dimples on either side.

She felt a touch on her hip and turned to see Stacey smiling at her, in the arms of Craig. His smile was sheepish when he looked over at her but his arms holding Stacey close didn’t loosen, their two torsos pressed tight together. Her jaw tightened for a second and she could feel a flare of jealousy make her face grow warm. But Stacey’s smile was friendly and Annette could see the look of love in her eyes glancing up at Jeff. This was who her best friend had become. If it were Cerise dancing like that with Craig, there might be cause for jealousy, but Stacey? And Craig? He was enjoying it but there was no doubt that this was as far as anything would go.

Still she watched them, Stacey turning and saying something close to Craig’s ear. He grinned and shook his head, while his hand on her back drifted lower.

Jeff’s hot breath stirred the fold of her ear once more. “Stacey is attracted to Craig. She told me earlier that she’d like to melt some of that cool English reserve. She could do it, too.”

Annette’s eyes opened wider, but still she couldn’t tear her gaze away from Craig and Stacey dancing so close together, her half naked boobs pressed into his chest. She could feel the pulse of lust, the wetness in her pussy at Jeff’s words. It didn’t help that Jeff’s hand on the small of her back slid lower to rest on her ass and tug her hips closer...so close she could feel the bulge of his cock against her tummy.

She gulped and her voice was strained when she looked up into his eyes. “Jeff...We can’t—”

His lips pressed into her neck and he nibbled at her ear lobe. “Annette...”

Her name was a caress that was a spark to the slow smouldering burn between her legs. Her eyes slowly closed and her head fell to the side a little, giving his mouth and tongue easy access. It felt so hot, being kissed like that by a guy she’d had a secret crush on for years. She was attracted to the heat like a moth to a flame. What would it be like to be with him? To have sex with him?

“Oh God. Sorry Annette. I got carried away.”

At his words her eyes flew open and she gasped falling into his gaze, the crinkled skin bordering laughing eyes, the lips full and oh so kissable. Her heart was racing and she found it hard to catch her breath.

“It must have been the song and the wine. I know you and Craig aren’t into this. I shouldn’t have said or done what I just did. Will you accept my apology?” His hand rose up her back to rest between her shoulder blades and he pulled back a little separating their bodies, but still swaying to the beat of the music.

Her stomach dropped and she could feel her knees tremble as their eyes met. What was with the disappointment she felt when he apologized? She turned and saw that Stacey and Craig were walking off the floor, her hand leading him through the clusters of people. That was it? She’d probably never see Jeff after this weekend, never dance with him again or...

“Do you mind if Cerise shares a cab with the four of us? She wants to join Stacey and me for that nightcap.”

Annette nodded numbly and let him take her hand to walk over to where Stacey, Cerise and Craig stood.




Oh my God. Their ménage had become a foursome and Cerise was part of it! She looked over at Cerise, saw her insert herself between Jeff and Stacey and grin like there was no tomorrow.

Shit.

What the hell is going to happen?


Chapter 17

The van pulled up to the hotel and Craig paid the fare before getting out and waiting for Annette to emerge. All the way there he’d felt a tingle of excitement knowing what Jeff and Stacey were going home to do. He couldn’t help watching Cerise, totally hot and wild in her tight satin dress, the high slit in the side revealing a richly tanned and muscular thigh as she stepped out of the vehicle. When their eyes met, she smiled and winked before sidling up to Stacey.

Annette was trying to look casual, saying goodnight and leaning in to give Stacey a kiss on the cheek before turning to Jeff and Cerise. But Jeff just nodded and took off in the direction of the hotel bar.

Craig took Annette’s hand and they wandered past the pool on their way to their room. The whole scene was surreal, and he couldn’t help shaking his head as he walked to their door. Stacey and Cerise’s laughter drifted across in the still night air as he slipped the key card into the lock.

“Well that was a night we won’t soon forget.” It was the understatement of the year filling the silence that had fallen between him and Annette. What was she thinking? He’d seen Jeff nuzzle her ear and neck on the dance floor. He couldn’t deny that he’d felt a spark of jealousy but there was something else as well. Curiosity?

Bullshit! It was more than curiosity. He wouldn’t have minded seeing more. He could at least be honest with himself, even if talking to Annette about it was more than he was willing to risk. Fantasy and reality—especially with Jeff and Stacey not a hundred feet away actually doing it, having group sex!— were two different things altogether.

“Trust Cerise to hook up with them. She was always on the wild side so this shouldn’t surprise me. But Stacey! I still can’t get over her doing this and probably with Cerise!” She stepped over to the window and pulled the edge of the blinds back, peeking out.




Craig followed her, looking over her shoulder and wrapping his arms around her waist. Annette was agitated but there was also an element of jealousy there. She was actually pissed that Cerise was part of Stacey and Jeff’s sex date. “Does it bother you that it’s Stacey with Cerise or Jeff with Cerise?”

She spun around and her eyes were wide. “What? You think I’m jealous?” Her hands fluttered, waving his question away. “I’m not jealous, let me tell you. It’s their lives. They can do whatever they want and it doesn’t affect us. It just bugs me that Cerise was there and so available.”

She turned around again and resumed her spying, pulling the shade further back to see. Annette was a terrible liar but to give her credit, it was probably something she wasn’t even aware that she felt, or probably more accurately would ever admit to, the fact that she was jealous.

The door to the bar opened and Jeff appeared with Brad, the fly and buff bartender, both of them laughing as they walked to the room across from theirs, behind the pool.

“Holy shit. How old is that guy? He looks like a college kid but he is built, that’s for sure.” Annette’s voice was soft and she cupped her hand to the glass to get a better look.

“He’s probably in his late twenties and yeah, he looks like he’s no stranger to the gym.” Craig leaned over to flip the light off, in case Jeff looked over and saw them spying at the window.

Annette’s hands covered his on her waist and she absently rubbed her finger along his skin. “I’m not jealous, Craig, but I will admit to being curious. How can Stacey just strip down and be ready to fuck a guy she’s never met or even do something with Cerise? And Stacey of all people! She was always the shy one.”

Craig pulled Annette closer and his chin rested on the top of her head watching Jeff and Brad step into the hotel room. Stacey had been anything but shy and reticent when he’d danced with her. She’d been the one angling her lower body tight to his, rolling her hips so that his cock pressed into her tummy. It was difficult to not react to that provocative move. Thinking about it made his shaft thicken, even after having sex a couple times already that day.

“You know...” Annette’s voice was quiet, “we could probably go for a moonlight stroll and just happen to saunter by their room. Who knows what we’ll see? There’s no one around.” Annette’s ass twisted and she pressed back into his cock.

The shot of lust was only superseded by surprise. His hand drifted higher and closed over her breast, squeezing it gently. He whispered into her ear, “We could. Nothing wrong with gazing at the moon and other things.” Fuck! This was more than he’d ever dreamed of. And it was her idea!

“We should take our shoes off. I mean, we don’t want to wake up anyone who may be sleeping with our footsteps.” Annette turned around and her grin was wide under dancing, impish eyes.

“Exactly. We’ll be a quiet as mice.” He toed the leather shoes off and tugged at his socks, smiling up at her. He slipped the key card into his pocket and opened the door.

Outside the crescent moon cast a shimmering light on the surface of the dark pool while amber lights shone above the doors of the line of rooms on each side of the patio. Just a few slats of light showed through the blinds in rooms where the occupants were still awake. Craig led the way around the pool, trying as much as possible to stay concealed in the lengths of shadow.

“Oh my God! I can’t believe we’re doing this!” Annette clung to his hand, whispering excitedly.

“Our little secret. Just a peek into how the other half lives, my dear.” He grinned as they rounded the far end of the pool and stepped closer to the line of rooms. It was just twenty feet away, with the light shining through a break in the blind on each side.

He stepped softly as a Ninja, squeezing her hand and holding a finger up to cross his lips. They clung to the dark side of the building, creeping close to the wall. He looked around at the other side of the courtyard and behind them, feeling his heart beat faster in his chest. Good. There was no one around and most of the rooms close by were dark.

It was only a foot or so away now. He edged out from the wall and peeked inside the narrow slit of window next to the blind in Stacey and Jeff’s room. Oh fuck! His mouth dropped open and his eyes were wide as saucers seeing the two naked women and the guys stepping out of their pants. Cerise’s back was to him, as she knelt on the floor, her head between Stacey’s spread legs.

His cock stood at attention as his eyes roamed over Stacey’s stupendous bare breasts, her lips parted looking down at Cerise eating her out. Annette’s fingers dug into his arm and she eased next to him, on her tip toes to see into the narrow crack of light.

“Holy shit!” she gasped.

He glimpsed at Annette, seeing her eyes as big as dinner plates. The bartender placed his knee on the bed and crept close to Stacey, his fingers threading through her hair when she turned to smile up at him. His hand was on his cock, rolling up and down on the thick shaft, aiming the arrow-like knob close to her lips. There was a flash of Jeff stepping by the other three, obliterating the view for a moment and then he was gone. Whatever he was doing could not be seen in the narrow view the window afforded.

“Oh my God!” Annette’s fingers were like a vice on his arm, her hand trembling in the excitement of spying on the sexy scene.

Craig could feel his cock throb and grow harder still, filled with lust watching the threesome. Stacey’s mouth opened wide and she took the young man’s cock deeper and deeper, her eyes wide looking up into his. All the while Cerise’s head moved slightly, her hair spread in a veil over her back, while she continued to lap Stacey’s pussy like a kitten lapping milk.

The scene started to change, when a rough masculine hand gripped Cerise’s arm, pulling her up and away from Stacey. It had to be Jeff, getting in on the action. And Stacey smiled pulling away from the bartender and laying back on the bed. Oh fuck, this was hot!

“What are you two doing?”

He jumped at the masculine voice booming down along the row of rooms. Beside him, Annette stepped back and almost stumbled in her shock. His heart was going a mile a minute, even faster than what it had been, watching the lascivious scene in the hotel room.

Footsteps sounded and a heavyset man and smaller woman beside him came into view. Fuck! They were busted.

Annette’s head was close to his arm peeking out at the approaching couple. “Sean? Is that you?”

“Annette? What the fuck are you two doing?”

Craig pulled Annette along, scurrying from where they’d been standing peeking into the room. Shit. If that asshole kept talking, Jeff and Stacey might hear them and come out to see what the commotion was!

They scurried over to stand in front of the other couple.”We were just out for a walk, We couldn’t sleep and we needed some air.” His voice was high pitched, even though he was trying to sound innocently casual. Shit! His dick was still tenting his pants.

The other guy’s eyebrows formed a straight line over his eyes, like some thick dark caterpillar. His jaw was set tight and he kept looking curiously at Annette. His partner looked like she was half in the bag, swaying slightly on her feet, her eyes a little unfocussed and lips loose in a clownish grin. 

“Doesn’t look like that to me. Looked more like you two were trying to peek into Jeff and Stacey’s room.” Sean’s eyes rolled and he shook his head. “That’s just sick, Annette.”

“Yeah.” The blonde woman’s eyes lit up and she leaned in closer, almost lurching over but catching herself in time gripping Sean’s arm. “See anything good?”

There were times when the haughty English air came in useful and this was one of those times. Craig’s chin rose and he sniffed. “Don’t be ridiculous.” His hand tightened over Annette’s and he stepped around the burly fellow, pulling Annette along after him. “Good night.” He turned slightly to see they bought it.

Sean was busy holding his swaying friend vertical, walking along the concrete walk way back to their room.

Craig hugged Annette closer. “They probably won’t remember any of this in the morning. They’ve had a fair bit to drink.”  He smiled, still feeling the effects of the orgy they’d witnessed.

“Not likely. I think he still has it in for me for deserting him the night of the prom.” She sighed coming to a halt in front of their door. “Who cares, though? I’m still smoked by everything that happened tonight.”

When he opened the door, she stepped into the cool air conditioned room, already tugging at the zipper on the back of her dress. Her smouldering gaze met his. “Fuck, that was hot.” She slid the shoulders of her dress down, over the swell of her breast and the lacy bra.

His cock was rock hard, straining against the fabric of his pants. “Oh yeah.”


Chapter 18

The crotch of Annette’s panties was damp as she pushed them lower and stepped out. The whole evening had been surreal, a sexual circus where she’d balanced on a tight rope of respectability and decorum. More than a few times she’d pictured slipping off, joining the rollicking tumble, getting wet and dirty with Jeff and Stacey.

Her pussy was so swollen with pent up arousal that there was an actual ache, a longing to be touched and filled up. Her gaze was riveted to Craig’s cock while she stepped closer. Even though she’d seen it a million times over the course of their marriage, the iron thickness, made her quiver. This was what she needed, right then and there.

Her knee rose higher, sliding over his hip and gripping his ass with her calf muscle. Before she could even rise higher, thrusting her pussy onto his flesh, he lifted her. In a flash her legs and arms encircled him, holding him tight, kissing his neck as he carried her to the dresser.

At the support of the hard surface under her ass, her pelvis strained higher, rocking into him. “Fuck me.” It was a breathy command, her lips and tongue frantically claiming his flesh.

“Oh God....” Craig moaned with lust and shoved hard into her.

It was so good...so full and good feeling his iron rod inside her. Annette’s eyes closed for a moment, “Ahhhh...yeah, that’s it...” This position, her weight pressing down on her pelvis, made his cock feel impossibly huge...almost to the point of hurt, but not quite.

For a moment she could picture it being Jeff’s, especially after witnessing the foursome just across the patio. A foursome that was still going on...

“Oh yeah...” The hot jolts of pleasure in her clit from someone...anyone fingering her made her thighs tremble straining wide.

“Oh fuck, you’re tight!” The deep guttural voice against her ear and the fast jackhammer thrusts was just a little different than normal.

Her fingernails clawed into his back. The lust consuming her cunt was white hot and hungry for more. To be devoured, her cunt fucked so deep that she screamed out...”Yeah...fuck it harder.” Her heels dug into the iron muscles in his ass, pulling him tighter up inside her with each thrust.

She was a wild animal, lost in pulsing pleasure...her legs tight and trembling in her effort to stay on the razor edge of hot lust...riding his cock. His balls pushed against her ass and he straightened, his body stiff and hard against her.

Her eyes flew open when he shot hot lust deep inside, his cock pressing into spots that she’d never felt before. Waves of slick, hot cum filled her pussy, mixing with her own juices.

“Jesus! Oh fuck.” Craig’s words were a hiss as the final jet of cum pulsed from his cock, his lips next to her ear.

Her heart raced and she gulped air, feeling the final red hot quiver of lust in her pussy. It had been more intense than she’d expected. Oh fuck, it was wonderful. She huffed a fast breath, falling forward into him. “Oh my God. Holy crap, that was hot.” Her tongue touched the hollow curve of his neck, tasting salt.

“You’re telling me!” His finger slid up and over her tummy, until both of his arms were around her , holding her close. “I’m sure glad I came to your high school reunion!” He pulled back and grinned at her. “And you said it would be boring.”

She shook her head and laughed. “Was I ever wrong! But it might have been if not for Stacey and Jeff.” She took a deep breath, and felt Craig’s cock slip out of her creamy opening.

A warm love filled her chest holding Craig close. This was good, how close she and Craig had become again...like it had once been when they were younger but deeper even. And to think it and started with his assistant flirting with him.

He eased back and helped her off the dresser. “It’ll be hard to pretend we didn’t see them tonight. Stacey and Jeff, I mean. And then there’s Sean...”

Her hand fluttered in dismissal.“Forget him.” Eyes wide now, she said, “But Stacey and Jeff? And Cerise!” She stepped over to the bed and pulled the coverlet back before turning to face Craig again. “Don’t you want to find out more about this? I mean, aside from dying of curiosity about this Swinger thing, you have to admit it got us pretty turned on.”

Craig’s head fell back and there was a look of surprise in his eyes. Well that was good. Better surprise than shock. When he grinned, she knew he was as interested in finding out more...maybe even getting involved...oh my God, had she really just contemplated that? But you only live once, right? And Stacey and Jeff were obviously still in love despite sharing their bodies with other partners.

“Sure.” Craig’s voice was light but the look in his eyes was deadly serious and intense. He walked into the bathroom and called over his shoulder. “You’ll have to set that up though, Annette. My survival instincts tell me that this is something that the woman arranges.”

She got into bed and pulled the covers up over her body, staring at the ceiling for a few minutes. He was absolutely right, of course. Jeff and Stacey had even alluded to that earlier that evening—women take the lead in this. It was where the fantasy—Eleanor hitting on Craig and making her jealous and horny in the process—...she smiled...where fantasy became reality. Really, it was so tricky, only a woman could successfully navigate the dangerous rapids.

She’d have to time it so that she could get Stacey alone and plan something. They had said that their first foray into this had been tame, more of a voyeuristic thing than active swapping. There was a pleasant warm tingling between her legs. Craig and she had covered the voyeuristic earlier, so did that mean they were ready to tackle the next step, whatever the hell it was?    

The bathroom door opened and Craig stepped across the room to climb in next to her. “Do you think they’re still at it over there?” He lay on his side gazing at her while his hand cupped her breast idly playing with her nipple.

She felt a stirring low in her tummy when a picture of the four of them flashed in her mind. She rolled over and snuggled close, feeling the hardness of his cock against her thigh. It was insane but they were like two teenagers ready to go at it again...and so soon after the mind blowing sex just minutes before.

“Probably.” Her fingers closed around his cock and she aimed it higher until the oozing knob was once more pressing her clit, sending fresh jolts of lust through her body.

She smiled and rocked her hips, sliding his cock through her pussy and into her again. She would definitely pursue this with Stacey and Jeff in the morning.


Chapter 19

The next morning, Craig sat next to Annette at the table watching the door of the restaurant, waiting for Stacey and Jeff to show up.

Across from them, Mindy had hardly paused to take a breath telling them about her kids and all of the achievements the kids had accomplished from toilet training years on to college. She had a bad case of verbal diarrhea and Annette and he were just the newest toilet for her to spew into. Dave sat quietly nodding, sipping the last of his coffee, occasionally looking around at the crowded room.

Thank goodness they were almost finished breakfast when Annette and he had wandered in. Ten minutes of that would seem like hours even if he wasn’t anxious as fuck to see Stacey and Jeff again.

Annette kept smiling and nodding, but like him, her gaze kept flickering over to the door.

At last the large glass door opened and Stacey appeared, a large satisfied grin on her face, wearing a short sports skirt and tight pink tank top. Jeff must have said something funny because she turned and gazed up at him, the two of them sharing a laugh. 

It was crazy but his cock got a little thick watching them saunter across the room towards their table. He glanced at Annette and saw the heated look of arousal in her eyes.

Mindy turned and smiled, seeing Stacey and Jeff. “Good morning you two. Or should I say good afternoon? How late did you stay up last night?” Her green eyes glinted watching Stacey glance at Jeff. Mindy’s voice lowered and she continued. “It’s fun getting away for a weekend, isn’t it? I mean sex in a hotel is...well, you know, it’s different!”

Annette’s hand gripped his leg and she squeezed it. A peek from the corner of his eyes showed her lips drawn in between her teeth, suppressing the grin. He looked across at Mindy and Dave, wondering if they knew. Had they been spying on Stacey and Jeff as well?

Dave got to his feet and pulled the chair out for Stacey. “Here. We’re finished and you might as well take our seats.”

Jeff looked across at Annette and him. “You guys have ordered? You don’t mind if we join you, do you?”

“No!” Annette looked down at the table and her cheeks flushed pink when she looked up again and smiled. “I mean yes. We’d like you to join us. I mean sit with us to have breakfast.”

Stacey and Mindy looked over at Annette, puzzlement written all over their faces. Stacey spoke first, “Hey Annette. Are you okay?”

It was understandable. Annette was usually the sophisticated, cool headed one but now, she was a blathering schoolgirl. Craig leaned over the table and answered for his wife. “A late night for us too. You know, strange bed and all that.”

Dave took a step and stood behind Mindy’s chair. “Well dear... If you’re ready—”

Mindy nodded and rose to her feet. “We have a meeting with the reunion committee about the dance and silent auction tonight. We might see you later this afternoon. You’re planning on going to the golf tournament today. Right?”

Craig breathed a sigh of relief watching her rise and bring the ordeal of breakfast to an end. He was about to bow out for both of them on the golf thing, but Jeff spoke first.

“We’ll be there. Stacey and I love golf.” He smiled over at Annette. “You’re going, right? We were hoping to have a foursome with you guys.” Once again, his smile took on the curve of a smirk. Or a leer?

Mindy stepped away and Jeff took the seat she’d vacated at the table. All the while Annette’s fingers were talons digging into Craig’s thigh and his mouth was too dry to cry out from the pain she was causing. Oh my God! A foursome, huh?

Annette cleared her throat and her voice was tremulous anyway, “But what about Cerise and the bartender?”

Stacey who had been turned waving goodbye with a flutter of her fingers at Mindy and Dave, spun around to face Annette. “What? Why would you think Brad and Cerise want to play golf with us?” She leaned over the table and placed her hand over Annette’s, on the one that wasn’t carving into his thigh.

Annette took a deep breath and sat up straighter in her chair. “Speaking of playing...”

From the corner of his eye, Craig watched Jeff’s head slowly turn to look at Annette, while behind them the door to the restaurant opened, one couple leaving and another couple entering.

Oh fuck! It was Sean and the little blonde woman he’d been with the night before, spotting them and now walking over. Sean was smiling but the woman beside him looked green and sickly, which from how much she’d imbibed the night before, made sense. She was probably hung to the gills.

“Good morning! Mind if we join you?” Sean pulled the two chairs that had just been vacated from the adjacent table, and set them next to Stacey and Jeff at the ends of the table.

No one had a chance to say a word, yea or nay but that didn’t matter to Sean. Craig was beginning to understand why Annette and Stacey didn’t care for the guy.

“Everyone, this is Heidi.” And he extended his hand, “Heidi, this is everyone.”

The poor woman looked around, trying to manage a small smile. Her complexion was pasty and her eyes bloodshot.

Annette spoke up. “I’m Annette. This is my husband Craig and...” Her hand flipped to indicate the other two friends at the table, “...that’s Stacey and her husband Jeff.”

Sean leaned over the table to speak to Stacey and Jeff, “So, these two were spying on you guys last night. Did they tell you? I don’t know what kind of thing or kink they’ve got going on but we caught them outside your window, sneaking around like regular peeping Toms.”

Craig’s eyes felt like big marbles on his cheeks and his gut tightened watching Sean spill the beans. It was no surprise to see Stacey’s head whip around towards them, as well as Jeff’s.

Annette’s nails in Craig’s thigh were doing some serious damage at Sean’s revelation, while she sat still as a statue barely breathing.

Heidi stood up so quickly that the chair she was in tipped over and landed with a crash. Her hand covered her mouth and she mumbled something before racing for the door.

Sean sighed as he watched her leave. “Fuck. That’s the third time this morning she’s had to puke.” He rose slowly. “I’d better go check on her in case she falls in the toilet and drowns.” He tossed the napkin on the table and ambled away.

“Well!” Stacey glanced over her shoulder, “Can’t say I’m sorry he left. That poor girl.” She turned to Annette, her gaze like a laser pinning her friend in place. “What the hell was that all about? Did he really catch you guys spying into our room or was it Sean’s usual BS?”

Craig could feel his neck growing warm and he glanced sideways at Annette. She was a scarlet shade of red as well.

Jeff let out a soft chuckle. “Nope. From the looks of these two, they got caught with their fingers in the cookie jar.” His hand went to his forehead and fingers threaded through his dark hair. “Hell. That explains the whole foursome at golf weirdness.” He shook his head and his dark eyes glinted merrily at Annette. “You weren’t referring to golf were you, Sugar? Did you have something else in mind before Sean showed up? I mean this morning, not last night. Although last night, if you’d just knocked, well, it could have—”

“Enough Jeff.” Stacey tapped his hand. She leaned over the table and her voice was soft. “I think we need to talk. No teasing, just talk about what happened or didn’t happen last night.”

The waitress appeared at that critical moment, carrying mugs and a pot of coffee. “Do you need menus?” She asked as she poured, glancing from Stacey to Jeff.

Jeff sat back and grinned at Annette. “Nope. I’ll take bacon with a couple eggs over easy. My wife likes sausage.” He glanced at Craig and the grin became wider, “...she likes thick sausage if you have it.” He turned back to the waitress, who was watching him with an odd look in her eyes. “...also eggs over easy.”

Even though Craig smiled and was tempted to laugh at Jeff’s innuendo, he wasn’t sure Annette was enjoying the humour. He looked over at Jeff when the waitress left. “Alright mate, we’re busted. We were curious about the bartender and Cerise thing...” His eyebrows pulled together for a moment. “Where is she by the way? Wasn’t she also registered here?”

Stacey laughed and her eyebrows bobbed looking at Annette, “She left with Brad. He’s off today so she probably won’t be able to walk straight. Golf is also not her thing. We might see her tonight at the dance.” 

“But she’s married? Does her husband know what—”

“Yep. They have an open marriage.” Stacey shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “Not for me, but to each their own, right?”

Fuck, if a swinger didn’t get the open marriage thing, how were he and Annette to understand it? But it wasn’t their business anyway. He turned to Stacey and seeing her slight nod, he continued, “Look, let’s not beat around the bush any longer. We did peek in your bedroom window and afterwards...well...the sex we had was amazing. We want to find out more.”

A smile bloomed on Annette’s face. She nodded and placed her hand over Stacey’s. “Yeah. We’re interested.”

Craig could feel his groin start to heat up, at Annette’s words and actions. She’d pretty well come right out and said she wanted to fuck them. Not that he minded, of course.

The waitress arrived with Stacey and Jeff’s breakfasts, ending the conversation for a few minutes. When she left again, Stacey spoke. “Why don’t you play golf with us today? With just the four of us, we can talk and have some fun banging...” She winked at Craig, “...balls.”

Oh fuck, if that wasn’t a come-on he didn’t know what was. He glanced over and his gaze met Jeff’s, smiling as he chewed a piece of bacon. Stacey and Jeff were teasing them but there was also a hot undercurrent of sexual attraction. When Annette squeezed his thigh muscle again, he turned to her. It was almost imperceptible but yet it was there, the small nod of her head.

Golfing. How bloody apropos. He already had a wood in his pants. As hard as iron.


Chapter 20

“Just grab your sneakers and meet us at our car. It’s the black Jeep four by four parked near the front of the lot. Hurry, in case Sean and Heidi show up and try to horn in.” Stacey tugged at Jeff’s hand, taking a few strides across the patio on her way to their room.

Annette watched Stacey’s flash of tanned legs, and the gold chain anklet above the tiny sandals. She took Craig’s hand and glanced up at him. “We’re actually going to do this.” She grinned and shook her head. “I can’t believe it.”

“Well, it’s just golf and talking about it. We’re not actually going to be able to—”

“I know! But it’s the first step in this. We’ll find out more and then decide if we really want to go through with it.” Her stomach was doing cartwheels and all kinds of acrobatic flips as she walked quickly to the door of their room. Her words may have sounded cool and rational but her mind and body were tingling with excitement.

As Craig unlocked the door, she glanced down at his crotch, smiling when she noticed the bulge in his pants. She wasn’t the only one excited about the afternoon with Stacey and Jeff.

***

Ten minutes later, leaving the hotel reception and lounge area, they stepped out into the parking lot, feeling the warm sun on their faces. At the wave of Stacey’s hand above the hood of a black jeep, Annette grinned and scampered over.

“I’m driving. Why don’t you ride in the front with me, Craig?” Stacey flashed a flirty smile at Craig as she reached to open the driver’s door.

Annette’s gaze ping ponged between Stacey and Craig before she stepped past him, joining Jeff. For just a moment she’d felt a flash of jealousy but that was soon replaced with the flush of arousal. She’d known with all those flirty looks and winks Stacey had thrown Craig’s way, she was attracted to him and now...she was already making a move on him. Golfing was usually as much fun as watching paint dry but today, it wouldn’t be.

She smiled at Jeff when he held the door open for her and purposely brushed his body with hers as she slipped by him, stepping up to the seat of the jeep. In the brief touch, she’d smelled the sharp woodsy scent of his aftershave, felt the heat of his body and eyes drifting slowly over her breasts. When he shut the door he stood for a beat, their gaze locking through the window.

Her heart beat harder and she could feel her mouth go dry as she waited for him to round the vehicle and join her in the back seat. Stacey flipped her blonde locks back from her shoulder and turned to grin at Annette. It was as if in that look she was giving her old school friend absolute permission to do anything with her husband. With a slight nod of her head, and flash of her eyes to Craig, Annette signalled that she was okay with Stacey’s intentions as well. After all, how far could she go while she was behind the wheel?

Her breath caught in her throat when the other passenger door opened and Jeff climbed in, sitting so close to her that their thighs rested against each other. For a moment all she could think about was the heat from the flesh to flesh contact.

His arm rose and circled her shoulder, his fingers softly stroking her upper arm. His voice was gentle when he spoke. “This is okay, isn’t it Annette? You don’t mind me sitting so close to you, do you?”

Craig turned and looked back at her, his gaze taking in Jeff’s arm over her shoulder and the fact their thighs were touching. The only emotion that she could see on his face was blatant interest, even a trace of encouragement.

“No. It’s nice. Especially...well, you know...” She gazed into his dark eyes, tongue tied for a moment by the warm smile on his lips.

Stacey had turned her head, gazing past them as she backed out of the parking space. She grinned flashing a glance at Annette before turning to drive the vehicle out of the lot and onto the street. From the way her arm was positioned, it seemed like she was resting her hand on Craig’s thigh.

Annette could feel a wave of wetness in her pussy watching Craig edge closer to Stacey and seeing her turn to smile at him. Her breathing or body language must have given her away because Jeff’s other hand lifted to rest on her thigh.

He leaned in so close, his lips brushed her earlobe and the hotness of his breath sent a shiver of lust down her spine and into her pussy. “You want to hear something crazy? I get so turned on when I see Stacey flirting and making out with another guy. Like what she’s probably planning with Craig. I know she wants to fuck him.”

Annette jerked forward for a moment at the jolt of white hot lust that shot straight to her clit. She took a breath and turned to face Jeff, her lips parted and eyes reading his, in total agreement. That was it exactly—what he’d just said and it made her horny as fuck. “I totally get that. When I think of another woman wanting to fuck Craig, well...”




Craig turned his head and his eyes met hers for a moment and then locked with Jeff’s. He had a baffled smile when he spoke. “What is with that? I’m hard as a rock right now...” He smiled over at Stacey, “...of course a lot of that is because of you Stacey, but there’s a big part that’s turned on knowing Jeff is dying to fuck Annette.” He shook his head. “My brain’s scrambled,” he said with a chuckle.

Stacey flashed a grin at him and laughed. “You think it’s bad now? Wait till you actually watch Annette get fucked for real!” Tilting her head to the rear view mirror and with a slow lick of her lips, gazed at Annette. “Have you ever been with a woman, Annette?”

Oh my God! Annette’s knees trembled a bit and the butterflies in her stomach were fluttering their wings against her clit. This was something that was totally out there in her realm...out there but not off the radar. “No.” Her voice was soft and tremulous.

She looked into the rear view mirror and straight into Stacey’s deep blue eyes. There was a small smile on Stacey’s lips when she spoke. “In this Lifestyle, it’s common with women but men...not so much. I would never press the issue but for what it’s worth, keep an open mind. A woman’s kiss and touch is really, really nice.”

Annette’s face flushed hotly but it had nothing to do with embarrassment. She was curious and more than a little turned on by the thought of lying naked next to Stacey, feeling her touch, exploring her friend’s body. She’d never thought of being with a woman before, but suddenly the idea caught hold like a match to a tinderbox.

“Have you and Craig talked about limits? Anything that you would be uncomfortable doing or seeing the other person doing?”

At Jeff’s deep voice Annette jumped and she looked at him. “Limits? Well no. We just started—”

“I wouldn’t want to see you and Jeff kiss.” Craig’s voice was firm when he turned to look into her eyes.

She blinked a couple times watching him and shook her head slightly. “A kiss? You’d be fine seeing Jeff fuck me...” Oh God, she creamed her panties even more. She took a deep breath, “...maybe eat me out or me suck him....” It was getting really hot in the backseat despite the air conditioning. She struggled to stay focused. “...but a kiss is out of bounds? Is it just me, or does anyone else think that’s weird?”

“Not weird. Sorry. It’s actually kind of common, for a couple starting out. A kiss is intimate and special in a relationship. It’s not unusual for a partner to want that to remain special and not to be shared.” Jeff’s fingers caressed her arm while he looked deep into her eyes, once more sending a thrill of pure lust through her core.

“That’s something you need to respect Annette. If, for whatever reason, Jeff doesn’t want me to be with a particular person or me not wanting him to do some woman, we agree. No questions asked. You have to respect each other above all else or this thing, this sexy adventure can get sour real fast.” Stacey’s eyes met Annette’s in the mirror again.

Annette looked at Craig and understanding seeped into her brain. She loved him desperately and there was no way she ever wanted to hurt him. If it would bug him to see her kiss Jeff, then she wouldn’t, and that was all there was to it. 

“We’re here.” Stacey chirped, wheeling the vehicle onto the driveway of the Black Rapid Country Club.

Annette sat forward and her hand gripped the back of the driver’s seat. “I can’t do this.”

When Craig’s head spun and Jeff’s hand landed softly on her back she laughed and rolled her eyes. “Golf! I mean golf. Can we just go back to the hotel and you guys can come to our room? The hole in one I want isn’t on a green. It’s in that king sized bed back at the hotel.”

Stacey laughed and wheeled the car around the shrubs and flowers of the centre island opposite the entrance to the club. “I wholeheartedly agree!” she said, pulling back onto the road.

Annette sat back and placed her hand on Jeff’s thigh...really high up on his thigh. When his hand drifted up the bare skin of her inner leg, she turned to him and smiled. “Let’s hope the drive back isn’t as long as the drive here.”


Chapter 21

Stacey’s gut had dropped through the seat when Annette had said she couldn’t do this. But when she’d clarified the statement, her heart leapt to her throat. Great! She couldn’t help it if her foot was a little heavier on the accelerator on the ride back to the hotel. She parked the jeep and got out, her eyes scanning the lot for any sign of Sean or his girlfriend. If he was hanging around, she’d personally deck him if he waylaid their plans for the afternoon.

“What do we do? Do we just all walk by the pool and go into our room? What if people see us?” Annette’s gaze was flitting from Stacey to Jeff to Craig.

“There’s nothing wrong with friends visiting each other, having a drink in an air conditioned room? No one will think anything of it.” Craig put his arm over Annette’s shoulder, leading her away from the car and into the lobby of the hotel.

Stacey took Jeff’s hand and smiled up at him, the two of them not having to speak to share the memory of their first time. They’d been nervous thinking everyone who saw them knew, absolutely knew, they were about to have sex with people they’d just met. It hadn’t been true then and it sure wasn’t true now.

“What about Sean? What if he’s...”

Jeff sniffed and squared his shoulders. “Not to worry, Babe. Leave him to me. I’ll give him some song and dance and there’s no way he’ll bother us. He’s probably busy with Heidi anyway. Surely, she’s feeling better now.”

She squeezed his hand and grinned up at him. She could always count on Jeff to look after things. His confident manner and air usually deterred anyone from stepping out of line with them. 

He jerked his head up, indicating Craig and Annette who were walking about ten feet ahead of them. “I can’t wait to see you bust Annette’s girl cherry.”

Her eyes took in the graceful line of Annette’s shoulders and back and the flare of her hip from a tiny waist. The flirty white tennis skirt swished back and forth with the sway of her luscious ass and her legs were shapely and trim above the pristine white sneakers. She’d always been gorgeous and the years had just added to that image.

She nudged Jeff with her shoulder and giggled. “Me neither. There’s something about a first time isn’t there? It’s so naughty and fun breaking in newbies. Waaay better than golf.”

He dropped her hand and gave her a playful swat on the ass, letting his hand linger there for a beat. “That’s why I love you so much! You’re so flexible. You bring new meaning to the term ‘team player.’“

She grabbed his hand and tucked hers into it, walking with a wide smile from the lobby to the patio outside. There was no sign of life at all. No one at the pool and specifically no sign of Sean, thank God.

Jeff stopped dead in his tracks, bringing her to a sharp halt. “Think I should grab a bottle of wine from the bar and bring it to their room? It might loosen things up for them.”

She stopped and looked back at the bar. Annette had been nervous even if she’d been turned on as hell. The wine might help. Jeff was so right, like usual. “Sure. I’ll meet you in their room.”

Stacey turned and continued walking over to where Craig was sliding the room card through the reader, Annette standing with fingers clasped in front of her waiting. Jeff was definitely right about the wine helping. Just enough to take the edge off but not enough to dull the sensation.

The door opened and Craig stood back to let the women enter before him. “Where’s Jeff?”

God the guy was so cute with that British accent and the goatee! Stacey smiled going by him, her fingernail scraping along the front of his crotch. “Gone to get some wine. He won’t be long.”

She stepped closer to Annette and heard the door latch click shut behind her. There was one sure way to put everyone at ease and get things rolling. Stacey’s fingers hooked into the hem of her shirt and she tugged it up and off, tossing it onto the dresser.

Craig had moved to stand next to Annette and now the two of them stood staring at Stacey, specifically her chest. The arousal was once more in their eyes and a bulge had formed in Craig’s crotch. It was gratifying and sexy watching people when she stripped. It never failed to turn her on, too.

Her fingers flicked the front clasp of the bra open and she shimmied her shoulders, jiggling the straps down and off her arms. Of course her boobs jiggled too, and she saw Craig’s Adam’s apple bob in his throat as he swallowed.

She shoved the skirt down, hooking her panties with it, slowly lowering it over her thighs and ending with a small kick, flinging it across the floor. Her shoulders were pulled back and her chin high as she stood naked before them. She felt a sense of power, of her own sexuality, knowing that they were both in a state of pleasant shocked awe of her.

She stepped closer, placing her body between them, her hands raising to cup the back of their necks. After just the faintest nudge of her fingers, Craig lowered and kissed her nipple, before sucking it into his mouth. Stacey’s gaze rose from Craig to Annette’s face and she smiled at the look of raw desire in her friend’s eyes watching her husband.

Stacey’s hand skimmed Annette’s neck, lowering along her chest until her fingertips dipped under the edge of her top. She could see Annette’s chest rise and fall more rapidly, feel her friend’s hot breath falter, while her eyelids closed slightly. The longing and arousal was palpable.

The door opened but still none of them broke what they were doing...Craig massaging her breast with his hand and sucking on her nipple driving darts of pleasure straight to her clit. Annette was still as a bird, poised and eager for more but not to be rushed. Because like a bird, she could also be spooked. No. This was a slow dance of seduction that Stacey excelled at, loving every prolonged caress.

“Oh wow. That is so totally hot. I’m getting the drinks and then I’m getting a front row seat.” Jeff smiled, walking by them and the sound of the bottle popping open and liquid pouring followed.

Stacey’s hand drifted through Craig’s hair and she bent to kiss his head. It was all the signal that Craig needed to rise and look where Stacey looked—into Annette’s eyes. His hand fell from her breast and he joined Jeff, taking a seat at the small table.


Chapter 22

Time stood still for Annette as Stacey had undressed and stepped over to them. Her body tingled and she almost forgot to breathe gazing at her friend’s naked body...so close to both Craig and her that she could feel the heat and arousal.

Stacey’s fingers were an electrifying jolt, drawing her own hand high to softly touch the pebbled button topping her friend’s bare breast. When she saw Craig bend lower to kiss and lick the other breast, Annette could feel her knees falter from the intense excitement of the moment, the two of them sharing Stacey’s sensuous body. There was no jealousy or hurt, only a sense of wonder and hot pleasure.

When the door opened and Jeff brushed by her, the full impact of what they were doing and were about to do caused her heart to beat faster. Yeah, she’d get to fuck Jeff, see Craig doing Stacey, but for now, touching another woman’s naked breast, and aching for more was mind blowing.

Craig rose and walked over to join Jeff, and it was just the two of them now. Annette felt the smouldering gaze of Stacey’s eyes on her, then drift lower, while her fingertips sparked lightly down to her breasts. Never before had she felt another woman’s desire and passion to possess her body...The intensity of her own reaction was surprising. Her eyes fluttered and she gasped, feeling her clit tingle hotly.

Her hand rose and her fingers covered Stacey’s hand, pushing it lower until her breast felt the warm embrace. She gasped a sigh and her eyes closed when Stacey’s fingernails teased her nipple, sending jolts straight to her core.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.” Stacey leaned in and kissed her neck, suckled and licked her skin up to her ear, all the while her fingers continued tantalized her nipple with teasing pleasure. She stood willingly helpless, succumbing to the other woman’s hot desires. Having sex with another woman had never been one of her fantasies but now that it was about to happen, she ached for it.

She looked down when Stacey’s hand left her breast, only to find that her fingers were now opening the buttons of her shirt, pushing the soft cotton fabric away from her shoulders.

“Beautiful.” Stacey’s word was a hot caress that pulsed between her legs.

Annette glanced to the side where Craig sat entranced, watching. Across from him, Jeff sat taking a sip of wine and his eyes locked on her chest. Hunger for more was in their eyes, in their bodies sitting still as cats stalking their prey, loving every second watching.

She pulled her shoulders back and took a long slow breath, feeling the cooler air on her chest. Stacey’s hands cupped her breasts, pulling and kneading the flesh while her tongue darted along the edge of her lips. Annette’s head fell back as she gave herself over to the exquisite, wicked sensations in her body.

Stacey’s hands drifted lower, flipped the button of her skirt open and began to push the fabric down. Annette shivered. The desire and longing to be naked, to be touched by this luscious woman...to touch her in return was overwhelming.

At the brush of the skirt falling over her calves she stepped out of it, and looked at Stacey, falling into her dark smouldering eyes, willingly falling into the web of lust Stacey wove. Delicate fingers clasped hers, leading her over to the king sized bed. She smiled as she watched the guys rise and start shedding their clothes. Stacey’s knees were on the smooth soft surface edging over to the centre of the bed, and she patted the spot beside her. She lay propped up by her arm, the ivory globes of her breasts falling a little to the side as she adjusted her body, her legs’ casual spread flaunting her smooth shaven pussy.

For just a beat or two, Annette could only stand gazing at Stacey, caught up in the sensuous allure of her friend’s body—the puckered kissable nipples, her small mound of tummy above her swollen pussy lips. Her heart beat hard in her chest and finally, she could take it no more. She lowered onto the bed and bent to take the other woman’s nipple between her lips, rolling her tongue over the firm button.

Her hands rolled over the other woman’s breasts, kneading and grasping her perfumed flesh with a greedy desire that was intoxicating. It was the first time she’d ever touched breasts that weren’t her own. Stacey’s fingers fisting her hair and her sigh of pleasure spurred her on. Her hand skittered down Stacey’s velvet waist to the curve of her hip but her friend’s movement, rising and rolling so that she was half on her, halted her exploration.

“Easy. This is all about you, your first time.” Stacey looked into her eyes and smiled.

Annette’s lips parted and her head fell back onto the pillow, gasping for breath at the implication of Stacey’s words. Yes. Her pussy ached for Stacey’s touch and there would be time to explore the other woman’s body...after. 

From the corner of her eyes she saw Craig and Jeff step closer, standing nude a few feet away, watching...while their hands rolled over their granite hard cocks. It added an element of arousal that made her pulse with pleasure, every cell in her body alive and waiting. She smiled watching them, their thick purple topped knobs emerging rhythmically from their fists with each pump, the slits oozing and glistening.

She gasped a quivering sigh when Stacey’s hand skimmed over her tummy and her fingers softly touched her pussy. Her legs had been parted slightly but at the other woman’s hot touch, Annette rolled her knees outward, spreading and offering her pussy up for more.

“That’s it, Baby. You like this don’t you?” Stacey’s voice was a taunting whisper.

“Yeah.” It came out a yearning sigh.

Stacey’s finger parted her slit and slid slowly down. “Ohhhhh...fuck, that’s nice.” The other woman’s touch was gentle, her finger soft against her clit and the sensitive folds of her pussy. It was unlike any man’s touch there...like her own finger but waaay more lewd.

“Wow. You’re so wet.” Stacey’s words were a soft purr in her ear, while her fingers pressed into her opening.

Annette gasped quickly at the wave of pleasure from Stacey’s fingers filling her, pushing deeper and curling to graze against her G spot. Fuck! The woman knew exactly how to touch her that it made her wild. Annette’s hips began to rock up and down, taking on a life of their own.

Immediately, Stacey’s fingers withdrew from her cunt and she shifted on the bed so that she was poised, kneeling between Annette’s legs.

Annette’s eyes met Stacey’s, saw the flick of her tongue over her lips and her legs quivered. God, it was so hot. Her heart thundered hard and fast, her pussy like a wild fire awaiting Stacey’s tongue. It was lascivious, this hot longing for another woman to satisfy her need. Even with the two men standing next to them, with thick, hard cocks aching to fuck her blind, it was Stacey she wanted right then. She wanted the lustful touch of another woman. 

She held her breath watching Stacey’s head lower, getting closer to her pussy. At the fiery touch of her tongue licking fast over her clit, Annette cried out, “Oh my God, oh fuck, don’t stop!”

Stacey’s hand was inside her, filling and stretching her while her tongue and lips ravished her hot button of lust. The intensity of her mouth and hands made Annette’s eyes flutter and her lips part, gasping for air. She was so close...Her hips and legs quivered under Stacey’s hot assault.

When Jeff stepped closer and Craig knee walked across from the other side, she saw their thick cocks approaching each side of her chest. They rubbed the tip of their cock along her breasts, their hands rolling up and down slowly while they watched Stacey eat her pussy.

It was so fucking hot! She gasped and her eyes opened wide as the first wave of ecstasy claimed her clit...her cunt...”FUCK! Don’t stop!”

Her head was raised, eyes flitting from the two cocks pressed into her tits to Stacy’s gaze above her dark, slippery tongue. Another jolt of lust, like electricity made every muscle in her body quiver with excitement...

“Shit, this is incredible!” Craig’s voice was a hoarse noise in the background as another wave of pleasure filled her pussy, threading out everywhere. At the last spark of ecstasy pulsed in her pussy, her head fell back and she gasped. She could feel Stacey give one final kiss to her clit and her fingers slide out of her cunt, leaving her wet and drained.

Her breath was a fast pant trying to come back down to normal and her hands lifted from the pillowed surface of the bed to stroke the firm buttocks of the guys kneeling on each side of her.

Stacey was on all fours and smiling as she approached the guys. Her hand rose and her fingers closed around Craig’s shaft. “I’ve been aching for this.”

Annette’s lips fell open and she watched with wonder as Stacey and Craig fell to the side, with him landing on top of her.

Oh. My. God. Her husband was about to fuck her best friend.


Chapter 23

Craig was enjoying an experience of simultaneous realities that he had never had before. His top half was filled with wonder that this was actually happening, while below his waist he was a walking erection. When Annette practically exploded in her orgasm it had been a close call for him as well. Not that he didn’t ache to come all over her boobs and see Jeff do the same but...

When Stacey pulled him over onto the side of the king sized bed, he was in heaven. Especially when from the edge of his vision he saw Jeff shift to kneel between Annette’s legs. The two couples were laying side by side but facing opposite ends of the bed. It was so fucking hot! He could sneak peeks at Annette and Jeff while getting it on with Stacey.

He gasped when her fingers coiled around his shaft and she squirmed, pressing her pussy close to his groin.

“Oh God, I need this so bad,” she said as her fingers tugged and pulled at the skin on his shaft, pushing it back and forth and making him gasp at the hot pleasure.

Her eyes were slits, and the tip of her tongue rolled over parted lips as she twisted under him. She pressed his cock onto her clit and then slid it in the slippery furrow to her opening, all the time moaning and squirming her hips.

Oh fuck! She was such a sexy slut, craving his cock...there was no way he’d be able to hold off much longer! He’d never had a woman, especially one he hardly knew, lust for him like that. She was so demanding...It sparked a nerve in him. 

His hands were on hers, pushing them off while he settled back on his haunches. Her ass was supple under his fingers, when he grabbed her and pulled her onto his thighs, so fast and hard that her gorgeous boobs jiggled wantonly. He aimed his cock and shoved into her...his mouth falling open at the hot tightness gripping his flesh.

Watching her face, the eyes flashing wide and her quick gasp of pleasure, just added to the thrilling surge of lust. Her hand shot to her clit and fingers flew over it as he pummelled his shaft deep inside her. Her body rocked up and down, hot and sensuous, as he pounded her deep with his iron cock.

All the while beside him, Annette and Jeff were watching...watching him pound his cock into Stacey’s tight slippery hole. The tendons in Stacey’s neck were tight, straining to keep her head high so she could watch his cock fuck fast and deep, her finger whirring on her clit. From her whimpers he could tell she was close too.

He pulled her hard onto him and hissed through clenched teeth at the first jet of cum shooting out of him. It left him sucking another gulp of air.

“Oh fuck me!” Her head strained even more upward, while clasping his hip with her hand.

A wave of hot slippery wetness flooded over his cock, incensing him even higher. Another shot of hot cum jettisoned from him mixing with hers...the two of them strained, their muscles hard and quivering against each other, lost in their ecstasy. 

It was amazing and erotic as hell! His whole body vibrated, every cell firing as the final jolt of his semen shot deep into Stacey’s slick cunt. OH FUCK, FUCK FUCK! He gasped for breath and jerked forward, eyes spanning wide.

At the touch on his back he looked over at Annette, saw her small smile, the look of wonder in her eyes. Jeff had paused, watching his wife getting royally fucked and loving the sight, even though it was something he must have seen many times.

“Oh wow!” Stacey sighed and her head fell back onto the bed. “I knew fucking you would be great and it sure as hell was.”

He turned to gaze down at her, amazed that even now, having come like a horny teenager he could still feel a resurgence of arousal so quickly. Her body was lush, from the full, dark tipped breasts to the mound of her stomach and swollen pussy lips cupping his cock.

She smiled and shifted under him, in the process letting his cock slip out of her. “I’m getting a glass of wine. Would you like one?” With that, she popped up off the bed and he watched her walk over to the table.

It was so casual, the way she rose. As if they’d just shared a hand of bridge instead of wild monkey sex. It was different to be sure but also, reassuring in some respects. There was no emotional trappings, just bawdy fun. Meanwhile, movement beside him, brought him back to the moment... something he’d fantasized about since the drive to the reunion, the day before.

He sat back to enjoy the show—Annette getting pounded by Jeff.


Chapter 24

Annette could hardly believe what she’d just seen let alone the fact that she wasn’t jealous about it. There was some weird thing happening inside her brain that fantasizing about Craig and another woman only served to make her hot. And now seeing it, laying right next to her husband as he fucked Stacey... Oh man, it was better than the fantasy!

She looked up into Jeff’s dark eyes and then her gaze lowered slowly, over his muscular chest and the dark patch of hair separating firm pecs, a line leading down over washboard abs to his cock. From the state of it, so hard that it curved upward towards his tummy, the knob thick, yet arrow shaped, oozing a pearly drop of pre-cum...Oh yeah. He was sooo ready to fuck her and she was soooo ready to get that inside her.

Craig reached over and his hand closed over her boob, his thumb and forefinger rolling her nipple and sending fresh jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. “Oh my God, this is hot, watching this.”

She could see by the way he was sitting, his cock was already getting thick again. He took the glass of wine from Stacey and she sat next to him. She set her glass on the bedside table and then turned closing her hand over Craig’s cock, jerking it slowly and sensuously. Oh God, watching them was so debauched. They had just had sex! Craig’s thickening cock was sheened with the remnants of their orgasm, and she could see a pearl of come oozing on the outer edge of Stacey’s pussy. And yet, they’re engaging in foreplay!

Before she could say anything, or think anything else, Jeff’s hands slipped under her ass and he lifted her as easily as a rag doll, flipping her over so that she lay on her stomach. It had happened so quickly and easily, his strength firm yet gentle. Her heart beat hard laying there with her ass before him. Oh my God, not that. Not fucked in the ass.

She felt his hands on her waist, his fingers wrapping around and pressing into her tummy when he  lifted her once more so that her ass was high in the air. From this position she couldn’t see what he was doing, only feel the touch of fingers skimming past her thigh and onto her clit.

Oh God! A white hot jolt of lust filled her pussy when his callused fingers stroked her bud. Her hips arched up, an open invitation, “Fuck me, hurry...” Her hips continued to rock up and down, the finger on her clit driving her wild with pleasure.

It happened hard and fast, her cunt filled and stretched. “OH GOD! FUCK ME!” she wailed in surprise and pleasure. Her eyes opened wide at the force of his thrusting meat as his fingers dug deep into the soft pillowed mounds of her ass, pulling and pushing her.

“Fuck yeah, Jeff, fuck her hard. You like that baby, don’t you?” Craig’s words added fuel to the fire burning between her legs.

She felt his hand on her head, his fingers fisting her hair. The vulnerability of being splayed like that...and Craig’s hot dominating lust for more pushed her over the edge. This was so hot and dirty to be used like this, fucked hard, Jeff’s cock like a piston, his balls and thighs slapping her flesh.

Stacey sidled up beside her and reached down between her legs with a wet finger and began to stroke her clit while Jeff continued to rut her from behind. The combined sensation of her pussy being so… so taken was mindbending. She dropped her head onto the mattress, her ears roaring from the overload.

She could only babble and whimper for more as waves of creamy pleasure rolled over her. She was lost in this sexual dream. To be fucked like this....to be the focus...Oh God, another wave of ecstasy made her thighs tremble and her fingers fisted the soft coverlet of the bed. She wanted more. She wanted it to last forever.

Behind her Jeff groaned and there was a sharp intake of breath, his body stiffening and his cock pulsing deep inside her.

“That’s it, baby. Oh yeah, I love it.” Stacey’s fingers whirred as fast as any vibrator on Annette’s clit.

Annette felt all strength leave her body at the last thread of orgasm pulsed though and out of her. Doggy style had NEVER been so good!

Craig’s fingers loosened and now caressed her head. He leaned closer and kissed her ear. “Annette. That was amazing. I love you so much.” There was a tone of wonder in his voice that mirrored her own heart.

Her hips shifted to the side and she could feel Jeff settling her down on the bed, his cock slipping out of her. She rolled over to face Craig, and saw Jeff and Annette kissing. It was an intimate moment between all of them. A moment she’d never dreamed could be like this.

She pulled Craig’s head closer and they kissed, long and deep, revelling in the warm afterglow and wonder of the moment.

Stacey was the first to speak. “I think we’ll definitely be visiting you guys in New York. A little investment advice...a little sex.” She chuckled.

Annette rose and peered past Craig at her best friend from high school. Grinning she quipped, “Fuck that. A LOT of sex.”


Chapter 25

Jeff rose and wandered to the table to pick up his wine and bring one for Annette. He grinned realizing that she hadn’t needed it after all. She’d been so ready to try this. Actually so had Craig. It was a pleasant bonus to coming to the reunion. He hadn’t dreamed in a million years that they’d hook up with Annette and her husband.

She was sitting between Craig’s legs, her back snuggled into his chest. “Thanks.” Her hand rose to take the wine and her smile was warm when their eyes met.

Stacey patted the bed next to her and he sat down, planting a kiss on her cheek. His chest was light and full sitting next to her. She really was a wildcat when it came to sex. But she was also sensitive and could read signals waaay better than he could. She had directed the play that afternoon much like she usually did— and, as usual, it wound up being totally awesome.

“This is like a dream. I’m still having a hard time believing that we did this with you even though my pussy is telling me it just happened.” Annette shook her head and took a long sip of wine, her other hand toying absently the soft downy hair on Craig’s leg.

“Me too, dear,” said Craig. “That’s exactly, how I feel. I’m gobsmacked too, believe it or not. In a wonderful way of course.”

Stacey leaned over and tapped Craig’s leg playfully. “Who uses words like gobsmacked?” She laughed and sat back, grinning up at Jeff. “I think Craig’s my first Englishman.”

Annette’s mouth fell open and she leaned forward. “How many nationalities have you done? Or should I ask how many guys?”

“One hundred and twelve.” Jeff couldn’t help himself. The opportunity to tease Annette was too tempting.

“What?”

Stacey poked him in the ribs before turning to Annette. “He’d kidding. Four nationalities and God knows how many guys. I don’t keep count...” Her lips drew to the side in a shy smirk, “...well not exactly, but more than thirty.”

“More than thirty one, you mean,” Jeff said, ducking from Stacey’s playful swat.

“Oh my God.” Annette grinned and sat back against Craig again. She turned and grinned up at him. “Did we just land in Oz, my dear?”

“Not Oz. But definitely a place dominated by the big ‘O’.” Jeff laughed and finished the rest of his wine. He looked over at the other couple and his tone became serious. “So, what about tonight? Are we still planning on going to the reunion dance?” If it were up to him, they’d take a pass. It had been fun with Cerise the night before but there was more of a connection to Annette and Craig.

Stacey’s hand rose waving the air excitedly. “How about we go to another dance? There’s an adult club on the outskirts of the city that I read about on line.” She turned to Jeff and continued, “I was going to surprise you if the reunion was a wash.”

He couldn’t stop the grin that spread on his face. Stacey was full of surprises, usually sexy ones. “I’m game!” He turned to Annette and Craig. There was that ‘deer in the headlights’ look on their faces again.

“What’s an adult club?” A look of shocked realization came over Annette’s face. “Do you mean a Swinger’s club? Is that what you’re saying?” Annette turned to look at Craig and then turned back to Stacey. “I don’t know about that. I’m not sure we’re ready and besides, I don’t have anything to wear.”

Stacey shook her head and grinned. “You’ll have a great time. We don’t have to play with anyone else. We’ll just stay to ourselves...and the dancing...” She popped off the bed and started humming a tune, her hands lifting and piling her hair high while her body was sensuously grinding, mimicking getting fucked. She reached for Annette’s hand and pulled her to her feet.

She spun Annette and stepped close to her backside, her hands rolling over the dark haired woman’s petite body.




Annette grinned and wiggled her ass against Stacey before again spinning to face her. “Okay. You talked me into it. But we’ve got to go shopping first girlfriend! I’m not wearing anything I brought. I’m going to dress the part if we’re going. “

Craig got off the bed and his arms went around Stacey and Annette, giving each of them a kiss on the forehead. For a guy that was probably ten years older than any of them, he was in excellent shape, a flat tummy and hard ass. His cock dangled heavily, banging against his thigh when he had walked over to them.




Jeff sat back and smiled watching the three of them. Not many of the swinger’s groups they were part of did the male bi-sexual thing. It was mostly girl on girl, which everyone loved, but the guys... He’d only done it a few times but it had been wild fun. There was something about Craig that was really appealing. Craig would be a guy that he wouldn’t mind getting down and dirty with.

He got up and ambled over to join the others and his gaze locked with Craig’s. There was something there. A spark maybe...but something that told him Craig wouldn’t be adverse to trying on another guy sexually.

It was a whole different world for Craig and Annette and it was just starting.


Chapter 26

Stacey plucked a red dress, a silver sheath and another skimpy white lycra one from the rack and held them to Annette. She grinned seeing the look of shock settle on Annette’s pretty features, from the high cheekbones to her pouty kissable lips.

“Any one of these will look fabulous on you. Actually, sometimes people bring a few different changes of clothes to these clubs. The idea is to be sexy above all else.”

Annette blinked a couple of times and then smiled reaching for the dresses. “Okay. You’re the boss. I’ll try them on.” She slung them over her shoulder and sashayed across the small boutique shop to the change room.

The saleswoman stepped closer and began rifling through the dresses as well. Her crimson hair was swept up into a messy pile on the top of her head while her green eyes and silver manicured fingers flew through the rack. “She’s new to this, isn’t she? There another dress here that I think would look great with her figure.”

Stacey smiled, “Yes. We’re going to Club Eros tonight. Actually it’s a first time at that club for us to. We’re from out of town.” She continued going through the clothes rack. Actually, she hadn’t bought anything new in a long time for herself. Jeff and she were making good money. What the hell.

She plucked a electric blue sequined dress from the rod and held it up to her body.

The saleslady turned and her gaze drifted from the short hemline to the low V cut almost to the navel. “Oh my God! That is so you! If I had a rack like yours I’d wear a dress like that every day! Try it on!”

She didn’t have to be told twice! She grinned, noticing Craig and Jeff at the front of the store chatting and laughing while checking out the display of vibrators and sex toys. Hmmm... That could be fun too!

When she got to the change room area, Annette called out, “Stacey? Are you there?”

“Yes. I was just about to try a dress on. What do you need?” She paused outside the stall where Annette was.

The door slowly opened to reveal Annette in the gold sparkly dress, that hugged her like a second skin, revealing every curve from her high breasts to the swell of her ass. Annette’s fingers tugged the dress’s hem lower, trying to cover more of her thighs. The overall effect was sexy but still there was something missing.

Stacey reached out and her hand swatted Annette’s at the hem of the dress. “Stop that. The dress is supposed to just barely cover the cheeks of your ass. Stop acting like you wish it went to your knees. You’ve got great legs and a great ass—own it, girl.”

The sales lady appeared from around the corner, carrying a black dress that was cut away at the hips, where thin spaghetti straps crossed. It was also tiny but the top of it was loose and off the shoulder.

“Try this dear. I think it’ll be more striking than that one. Not that the one you have on is not sexy, but this one! Wow. It’s perfect for you.”

Annette’s eyes glittered looking from Stacey to the saleslady. “Okay.” She grinned and snatched the dress from the older woman, banging the door in her excitement to try it on.

The saleslady nodded and grinned at Stacey before turning away.

Stacey slipped inside the stall and began stripping off the short tennis skirt and top. The afternoon had been waaay better than anything she could have hoped would happen. There had been times when they were younger that she recognized now—she had been attracted to Annette. Who wouldn’t have been? She was vivacious, fun and gorgeous. She’d had a girl crush on Annette. She knew it and as she had just counselled Annette, she herself should ‘own it!’

She slipped the blue frock over her head and tugged it down over her boobs and hips. Oh yeah! She unhooked her bra and managed to slip it off to get the full effect of the dress’s plunging neckline. The point of the V tickled her navel, the vertical cut upward barely covering her breasts. She shrugged her shoulders back and forth trying to see if her boobs would stay inside the dress if she was dancing.

She smiled seeing that only a flash of her nipple showed while the rest of her boob was covered. That was perfect. Just a hint of more to come was a look she cultivated. As for the hem, unlike Annette, she was perfectly comfortable showing the butt crease under her ass, or as Jeff called it, ‘her sexy smile’.

“Ready!”

She heard the door next to her open and stepped outside her own. Her hands went to her mouth and cheeks when she saw Annette. Fuck! She was smoking hot in the tight dress, that showed the ivory tops of her lush breast as well as the sexy swell of her hips. She looked like something out of Victoria’s Secret.

“Perfect!” She winked at Annette who was now taking her advice, with her shoulders thrown back and strutting her stuff in the micro length dress.

Annette’s gaze drifted over Stacey’s body and her mouth fell open. “Wow! That dress is you! You’ve got to get it. Actually, I’ll buy it for you if you don’t!”

The saleslady appeared once more and gave a thumb’s up to each of them. “Your guys are going to cream their jeans when they see you in those dresses.”

Stacey grinned and nudged the woman with her shoulder. “Better not! I’ve got a better place for any creaming than a pair of jeans!”

The woman laughed and her voice became lower. “Those two guys at the front? They’re your husbands, right?”

Stacey nodded, wondering what Jeff was up to now, more corruption of Craig she hoped.

The older woman giggled and leaned in close, her voice almost, but not quite a whisper, “I love The Bullet. Actually, I’ve got one inside right now. When it gets slow in here, I hit the remote to get a little thrill goin’ down there. They’re buying a couple right now.”

“What?” Annette was totally in the dark on this one.

Stacey smiled and put her hand on Annette’s arm. “Don’t worry. You’ll love it.”


Chapter 27

Craig turned to face away each time the door opened and someone entered the store. He shook his head and did an eye roll. Why the hell was he embarrassed to be seen in a sex store? It wasn’t like he knew anyone in Black Rapids and besides Jeff was there joking around with him about some of the items. Like the butt plug that could double as an anchor for your boat. Seriously? Someone would find that stimulating? It made haemorrhoids look fun.

“So what do guys normally wear to these clubs? Craig glanced over at Jeff, who was examining some packaged egg shaped thing. He still could hardly believe what had happened that afternoon or the fact that they were going to a swinger’s club.

Jeff shrugged. “Business casual. No jeans and business suits are not required. I’ve seen some guys wear a tuxedo but that’s more for effect, kind of a costume that maybe their woman is into.” He went back to reading the information on the box.

Craig picked a similar looking object from the shelf in front of him. What the heck would this be and why was Jeff so interested? Surely after his years in this swinging thing, being all sexually liberated and all, there wasn’t much he hadn’t seen.

Jeff chuckled and turned to him. “We should buy a couple of these. Stacey and I have never used one but I’ve heard they’re fun. It’ll put an extra thrill for the ladies on the dance floor. I love the fact it’s remote control.”

Craig’s head bobbed down and he took a better look at the object in his hand, the purpose and desired results becoming clearer. A smile lit his face as he pictured Annette with it, and him turning it on whenever he felt like it. This was wild.

Of course, he’d expected dildos and vibrators in the store and he sure as hell hadn’t been disappointed on that score. There were all colours and sizes from small ivory ones to chartreuse wangs that a donkey would be jealous of. Who really could fit that inside them? For sure he never wanted to get lost in the cavity that could accommodate it.

“I’m getting one for Stacey. She’ll love it!” Jeff grinned and kept moseying along down the aisle.

“Well, I’d better get one for Annette, too, I guess.” His footsteps were light walking behind Jeff. When he stepped beside him, he leaned closer and his voice was low. “So, this club? There’s dancing of course...but later in the evening, does it become an open orgy with naked people? What exactly happens?”

Jeff glanced to the back of the store and then looked him in the eye. “First of all, nothing happens that you don’t want, if you know what I mean. There’s respect. No touching other people unless permission is given. That’s kind of the number one rule. Respect.”

“So I don’t have to worry about guys groping Annette or...” He chuckled, “...God forbid, women groping my crotch.”

“You wish!” Jeff grinned and continued. “As for nakedness, it gets wilder with women shedding their clothes and dancing as the evening progresses. It is totally sexy fun for couples.”

Craig’s brow furrowed and he shook his head. “You keep saying couples. If I were a single guy you couldn’t keep me away from someplace like that—women dancing naked and all the sex that’s probably to be had.”

“Uh unh. That’s where you’re wrong. These clubs only allow single guys on certain nights, if at all. Single women! Well, that’s another story. They loooove single women coming to the club. They’re Unicorns, elusive and rare. A lot of couples want to get it on with another woman, in a threesome.” Jeff’s eyebrows bobbed and he grinned.

“Yeah, yeah. You’ve probably done that a million times, I bet. Lucky bastard.” A picture of Brad the bartender flashed in Craig’s mind. “But what about if a couple wanted a guy to join them, like you and Brad last night?”

Jeff laughed and elbowed Craig playfully, “Why? You think you want that? I can put in a word with Brad, if you—”

“Shut up! You know what I mean.” But Craig was picturing that, an evening watching Brad fuck Annette. She’d love that more than the little egg he had in his hand to give her later. Fuck! He’d love it more. 

“Okay. Enough teasing.” Jeff grinned and then continued. “If a couple wants that, they bring a guy but they are responsible for him. He doesn’t get to wander around on his own, ogling women and hitting on them.” He looked to the back of the store again. “What is keeping them? Shit, if this were a guy buying clothes, it’d be bought and paid for and he’d be having a beer at home by now.”

Craig turned and looked where Jeff was looking. He smiled seeing Annette emerge from a doorway, followed closely by Stacey. “Here they come.”

Jeff leaned in and his voice was low. “Again? They couldn’t wait till tonight?”

Craig shook his head and elbowed Jeff. The guy was incorrigible, but funny. Annette was all smiles handing him the black dress. He laid it on the counter and reached for his wallet.

“Aren’t you going to look at the price tag?” Annette asked.

He shook his head. “No. I don’t care. I know we can afford it, and if it’s what you want, then that’s what matters.”

“You’ll love it on me!” She leaned in and kissed his cheek.

Their eyes met and he felt such love for her. It was wonderful to see her like this. Excited as a teenager and so sexy! It was like when they’d first met, not staid and responsible business executives, but lovers once more.

He nuzzled her ear and whispered. “I’ll love seeing you take it off more.” His hand had risen to tweak her breast playfully. He didn’t know why, it had just happened, but she didn’t seem to mind. She winked at him and her cheeks were flushed pink.

God! She was gorgeous! He couldn’t wait to show her off at that swinger’s club. It was going to be fun and sexy as hell.


Chapter 28

Annette stepped out of the hotel room and looked around. It was almost nine o’clock and they were supposed to meet Stacey and Jeff to ride together to the club. Thank God, she’d been able to catch forty winks after they had dinner and arrived back at the hotel. It had been quite a day all round! She was forty-two, not twenty-two!

There was no one hanging out by the pool or lingering at any of the tables on the patio having a drink, which was A-OK by her. In the skimpy dress, she felt a little too exposed with the warm summer breeze caressing her shoulders and thighs. It would be perfect at the club but out there? In the open space of the hotel? Only if she were a hooker trying to pick up a john.

Craig stepped out and the door shut behind him. He stepped closer to her and put his hand on her waist, leaning in to whisper in her ear. “You are a little minx, making me wait till later. In that dress, you’re smokin’ hot. I want to bend you over and fuck you blind.”

His words sent a thrill through her tummy and down further, teasing her pussy. This was insane how horny she was, even after the crazy sex with Stacey and Jeff. Actually it was probably more because of the crazy sex with Stacey and Jeff. Whatever! It was great!

“Hey Annette!”

She froze, wanting to turn and run at the sound of Sean’s voice. Oh my God! And in this dress too! Of all things to be caught red handed wearing.

Craig switched sides shielding her with his body from Sean and his girlfriend walking closer. “Sorry mate. We’ll have to catch up with you later. We’re late as it is.” He pulled her along with his arm looped through hers.

The high heels the saleslady had talked her into buying were not meant for racing across a concrete patio. She struggled to keep up, hanging onto his arm for dear life.

“Are you going to the dance? Maybe we could share a ride?” Sean was tailing them. “Holy shit, Annette! You guys aren’t going to the reunion dance. Not with her wearing THAT dress. Nice ass! I’d like to get me a little—”

Craig stopped and signalled for her to stay put. He strode back to Sean and Heidi. Uh oh. This was not going to be good.

She watched Craig come to a halt, his body ramrod stiff. “First off, it’s none of your business where Annette and I are going. And second, you don’t speak to my wife like she’s a piece of meat for you to comment on and sample. Got it?”

Even though Sean was a good four inches taller than Craig, he backed up a step.

Heidi spoke up, “He was only kidding.”

Craig didn’t even acknowledge her existence. He spun around and strode quickly over to join her again. It was at that moment that Stacey and Jeff’s door opened and they appeared, their eyes wide looking from Craig to Sean and Heidi.

“Everything all right out here, Craig?” Jeff stepped forward, holding Stacey’s hand.

“Fine, Jeff,” said Sean. We were just going to the dance and these two...well that Limey bastard—”

Sean’s words were cut short when Jeff spoke again. “Cut the crap, Sean!” The look he shot the lumbering goof was pure ice. He turned to Annette and Craig and smiled. “Let’s go, shall we?”  

Annette held onto Craig’s arm tightly but this time, it wasn’t for stability in the heels. Craig had taken control of the situation like he was in a corporate boardroom, not intimidated in the least by the bulky ex-jock. If Jeff hadn’t appeared, Craig would probably have decked the oaf. As for Sean...he deserved it. Again, poor Heidi. She really should ditch him later, much like Annette had done so many years ago at the prom.

***

Annette’s fingers threaded through Craig’s holding them tight when they drove into the club’s parking lot. It was already half filled, the neon sign above the door ‘Club Eros’ in a flourishing handwritten script beckoning a few couples who walked across the dark pavement.

This was it! She couldn’t decide if she was more excited or scared. Her gaze zeroed in on the two couples walking in to the entrance area. The guys were in dark pants and casual but expensive looking sports shirts and the ladies seemed to preen like exotic birds, in their short dresses and stiletto heels. But really, aside from the sexy clothes, they looked like normal everyday people, pretty with make-up that accentuated rather than overwhelmed.

One of them was carting more than a few extra pounds but it wasn’t the first thing that you noticed about her. It was her confidence and carriage. She was beautiful and sexy and she absolutely knew it.

Stacey turned in her seat and smiled at her and then Craig. “Ready? If you’re a bit nervous, that’s okay. Just follow our lead and don’t worry. If you don’t like it, we’ll leave. We can always do a rinse and repeat of this afternoon back at the hotel?”

Annette’s stomach tightened for a moment and she was tempted. She took a deep breath, “Let’s do this. Actually, I’m sure it’ll be fun.” She squeezed Craig’s hand and turned to look into his dark eyes, reassured at once by the casual strength. He’d already demonstrated how well he could handle any problems that might arise.

He opened the door and held her hand while she stepped out. Stacey was waiting a couple steps away, beckoning to join her. She smiled at Craig and then joined her old school friend.

“That’s an amazing dress. Men and women alike are going to be checking you out girlfriend!” Stacey looped her arm through Annette’s.

For a moment she felt like she was a young girl back in high school going to one of her first dances, except that this time it was Stacey who was confidently leading the way.

There was buzzing sensation deep in her pussy that made her footstep falter. It was unexpected and pleasant and then was gone. She turned and looked at Craig, only to see him grin and his hand emerge from his pocket.

That vibrating bullet! He’d asked her to wear it and now she knew why! It’s hard to be nervous when you’re getting turned on.

He stepped closer to her and whispered in her ear, “Like that?”

Her finger trailed along his jaw line over the rough hair of his goatee. She giggled and whispered back, “I’d take a bullet for you any day of the week.”

Stacey tugged at her arm and they walked through the heavy glass door that Jeff held open for them. Music filled the air and before them was a high counter with a thirty something blond haired man and woman.

The woman’s gold earring glittered in the soft lighting when she looked up, welcoming them with a broad smile. Her grey eyes were framed with red framed glasses which she pushed higher on her button nose. “Hi! Welcome to Eros. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you here before.” She pulled a couple of forms from under the counter and plopped them down with a flourish.

“If you don’t mind taking a minute to fill this in...and you’ll be all set. Just a formality, along with the fee of sixty dollars.” She finished with a happy sigh.

“You two go ahead and get us a table. Craig and I will take care of this.” Jeff waved them off and Stacey continued out of the room and down a short corridor.

There was a set of stairs which branched out in two directions. Stacey shrugged and led the way to the left. When they reached the top, the music was louder and lights flashed in time to the beat. The lighting was dimmer but as their eyes became accustomed, they noticed an empty table in the far corner.

Annette’s gaze took in the entire room as she followed Stacey, threading through tables where couples sat laughing or openly appraising the two women with their eyes. There was a bar located in the centre of the ballroom sized room, and mostly guys were lined up two deep getting drinks. Next to that area was a wooden dance floor with a hanging mirrored ball casting roving spots of light over the four or five couples dancing.

She took a seat on the barstool height chair and continued looking around taking in the people and their get ups. Most of the women wore tight skimpy dresses much like what she and Stacey were wearing but a few were only in flashy bras and skirts or tight pants. The guys looked like they could have been in any popular club except for the revealing attire of their partners.

“What do you think?” Stacey leaned over and nudged Annette with her shoulder, her eyes never leaving the dance floor and the tables around it.

Annette’s gaze was flitting here and there, much like the pace of her heartbeat. This was incredible, being there with people half naked, flaunting and enticing. The women were definitely dressing to impress; her and Stacey’s outfits were completely appropriate for this place. She paused for a second after getting the third or fourth once over since they walked in. They were from women as well as men. Sure she’d felt their eyes checking her out but it wasn’t in the normal way that women do—assessing and slipping you into some sort of rating or category. No. It was more like the way a guy would check you out; flirty and admiring.

“So far, so good. I’m glad you talked me into this dress. There were a lot of people checking it out on the way over here.” Annette turned when the waitress appeared at their table. At least she thought it was the waitress. The woman wore a German barmaid blouse and skirt except that unlike the original costume, the top barely covered her nipples and was almost see-through anyway, it was so sheer.

Her curly dark hair was piled high on her head, with a few loose tendrils that caressed her neck and shoulders. She smiled and her eyes were friendly when she looked down and set two glasses of wine in front of them. “Compliments of that table over there.”

Annette turned to look where the waitress indicated. A middle aged couple sat there. There was a gleam from the shaven dome of the guy’s head when he nodded and smiled seductively over at them. He was in an expensive looking dark suit while his dusky skinned partner wore a glittering sheath that hugged every inch, and revealed a soft line of cleavage.

Stacey’s hand flew to Annette’s arm and she leaned in giggling. “Oh my God! They must think we’re here alone. They probably want us to join them in the playroom.”

Annette’s eyes were wide as dinner plates taking in the couple now. This was incredible! A couple was making it plain in the way they looked at her and Stacey that they wanted to get together and end up having sex? Her cheeks were warm and there was a pleasant unexpected tingle between her legs watching the attractive couple. She smiled and lifted her glass, toasting a thanks to them.

When Craig and Jeff appeared at the table and took a seat the couple smiled and their heads turned to watch the dance floor.

“You two didn’t waste any time...you could have ordered us a drink.” Craig laughed and squeezed her hand.

She leaned in and told him what had happened, watching his gaze fly to where the couple were sitting.

“Oh my God. I’m not sure I wouldn’t have minded seeing that.” His hand dropped and rested high on her thigh.

She smiled, wondering if she should tell him how it had been flattering and yeah, a little bit of a turn on for her too, but the waitress once more appeared at their table. She watched Craig give the drink order...watched him try to focus on her face for a few beats before his guard dropped and his gaze flickered to her stupendous breasts pressing the negligee-like fabric.

There was a sense of wonder filling her chest with lightness at what was happening. If that were any normal club, if Craig had done that he would have gotten a slap across the face by either the waitress or her. But here, it would be more of an anomaly not to openly admire another person’s physical attractiveness.

At Stacey’s touch on her arm, she turned and smiled, leaning close to hear what she said over the music playing louder and faster now. “You want to dance? Let’s give the stripper pole a go.”

Annette’s eyes opened wide and her mouth fell open. She hadn’t noticed the pole. Now seeing it and the small platform the idea of dancing on it with another woman— with Stacey! — was a fabulous idea! “Sure!” She gulped a healthy swallow of wine for liquid courage and stood to her feet.

This time when she walked by the tables, she was emboldened enough to look people straight in the eye and smile seductively after she’d checked them out. When she passed the table with the bald guy and his Latin bombshell, their eyes met and locked as if magnetically drawn to each other, for a few moments. Again, there was a surge of tingly warmth low in her stomach. Keeping eye contact, she slowly licked her lips. She had never done anything like that in a club in her life!

Stacey gripped her arm and her whispered words were hot on the fold of Annette’s ear. “I can’t decide if they want to fuck you or me.”

She laughed and turned to whisper back. “Both of us, I think.”

Stacey spotted the pole near the far edge of the dance floor and stepped up on the circular platform that surrounded it. Her manicured hand slid over the smooth polished brass while her other hand extended down to grip Annette’s hand and pull her up.

For a few seconds Annette could only stand there, feeling a bit of stage fright and that all eyes were staring at her and Stacey. But Stacey grinned and stepped close to the pole, letting it rest against her groin and tummy while one leg rose to cup it. Annette’s breath caught in her throat as she realized what Stacey was doing. She was treating the gleaming pole like it was a phallus, teasing it and adoring it with her body.

Annette took a deep breath and mimicked her friend’s actions. She could do this! The hard surface teasing the top of her pussy lit a fire in her belly. She opened her legs wider and rolled her hips, pressing her clit and pussy lips tight to the pole. Oh God! It felt wonderful! From the corner of her eye she could see a few couples slowing in their dance to sway and watch her and Stacey.

Stacey twirled so that she was behind her, her hands roaming seductively over Annette’s body while pumping her pelvis into Annette’s ass, in perfect time to the music. Each thrust sent a thrill through Annette’s pussy, stirring her on for more.

She slid to the other side of the pole and faced Stacey, the two of them caressing each other’s body while worshipping the pole in their suggestive movements. The beat of the song was primal, matching her own thundering heart, her body charged with sexual energy.

The top of Stacey’s dress had shifted and her breast slipped out, so inviting that Annette couldn’t resist. She cupped her fingers under it and leaned down to lick the firm button tip. As her head once more rose, she noticed the Latino gal step up onto the platform to join them, the glitter of her dress catching the lights from the mirrored globe.

Her long red nails traced a path along Annette’s arm, sending shivers of excitement through her body, and the woman’s dark, heavy lidded eyes locked with hers. She gripped the pole with her leg and twirled, letting her body fall back and her long dark hair swish along the floor. From the way she moved, it was evident that she had some experience with the stripper pole.

Annette felt the woman’s hand on the back of her thigh, sliding slowly up as her body rose again. She looked over her shoulder and once more it was an electrical current when their eyes met. The woman’s fingers were just under the swell of her ass, making her tremble with anticipation.

The song ended and Stacey smiled and hopped off the platform, making eye contact with more than a few couples who had paused to admire their dance. The Latino woman grasped Annette’s hand before she could leave. She felt a jolt of excitement when the other woman’s full red lips curled in a seductive smile and she leaned in to whisper, her breath hot and moist in her ear.

“I’m Renata. My husband Mark and I...we are attracted to you and the people at your table. Please...if it’s all right with your husband and your friends, we’d like to join you.” She pulled back and there was a slight flush on her cheeks under the high sculpted cheekbones. Her tawny skin was flawless and her dark eyes glittered under long, thick eyelashes.

Annette was taken back for a moment, tongue tied watching the attractive woman. She was only a little taller than herself but a little more curvy; more like Stacey actually. She glanced past her at the guy—Mark— who was watching the two women closely.

She looked into Renata’s eyes and smiled. “I’m new at all of this. It’s actually my first time at a club. I’ll have to see what my friends say.” She shrugged and then stepped off the platform, every cell in her body tingling as she walked across the dance floor, conscious not only of the other couples swaying seductively in a dance that was more like vertical fucking than actual dancing, but also of the sexy woman who had just kind of propositioned her and everyone at her table.

This was definitely a first! It was also hot as hell.

She winked at Mark who watched her pass his table before gazing once more at his wife behind her.

She sat down and grinned, seeing the curious, expectant looks on Craig’s, as well as Jeff and Stacey’s faces.

“They’d like to join us for a few drinks, and then well...she said they’re attracted to us.” Saying the words, knowing what the implications were made her feel a little dizzy. It was surreal.


Chapter 29

How was it possible to have wicked sex for the last few days, twice actually that afternoon, and still get a chubby sitting there at the swinger’s club? Craig smiled. For a guy pushing fifty-two, he was doing pretty damned good!

Watching Annette and Stacey on the stripper pole was so wild! When the other woman joined them, well it went from wild to red hot. And now, Annette was practically trembling with the news that the other couple wanted to join them.

His eyes looked past her to take in the couple at the other table again. He was probably mid to late forties and looked decent enough, clean shaven even to his head. The woman could be a stand in for Jennifer Lopez with the sultry dark looks and lush body.

He turned to read Stacey and Jeff’s faces, hoping against hope that they were fine with it.




“I’ll go over and talk to them. I’m fine with checking things out over a couple of drinks. If we decide that’s as far as we want to take it, I have no problem letting them know.” Jeff looked over at Stacey and smiled. “I’m better at this part than Stacey, that’s for sure.”

Annette’s and his own interest in meeting the other couple must have shown on their faces because without another word Jeff got to his feet and wandered over to the other table.

“I think they’re really hot for you, Annette.” Stacey murmured as all three of them watched Jeff talking to the other couple.

There was a pulse of pleasure that oozed from his cock at Stacey’s words, and a picture of the bald headed guy banging away at Annette flashed in his mind. Actually, he could see her with two guys! The bald guy between her legs fucking her like a jackhammer while she sucked off another guy...Jeff? Oh my God. He squirmed in his chair, hoping the wet spot on his trousers wouldn’t be too apparent.

He hadn’t the slightest idea what was happening to him, but he wasn’t going to fight it.

Jeff turned and walked back to the table, hiding the thumbs up signal with his body. “It’s all set. Two drinks and then the four of us will confer on the dance floor on whether we want them to join us in the playroom or not.”

Oh my God. As casual and easy as all that? Craig could hardly believe his eyes and ears. The bald guy got to his feet and held his wife’s chair as she rose. Well, that was one good thing about him. He looked like he was a gentleman, at least.

Jeff got up and pulled a couple of chairs over to the table and they all shifted a little to the side to make room for the other couple. The Jennifer Lopez clone took a seat next to him, so that he was now flanked on each side by the Latino lady and on the other side by Stacey.

He knew he was going to live forever, because he was already in Heaven!

Jeff smiled and got the introductions over with before sitting once more.

“We haven’t seen you here before. You’re new to the Lifestyle?” Mark glanced at Jeff but the focus of his gaze rested on Annette and Stacey.

“We’re just visiting Black Rapids. Jeff and I have been doing this for a few years but Annette and Craig are newbies.” Stacey sat back in her chair and smiled, totally at ease with the way the front of the dress gaped open revealing almost her whole breast.

Renata flashed a warm smile at Stacey before turning to Craig, brushing her hand over his thigh. “You’ve never been to a club? Wow. I never would have guessed.” Her sultry exotic eyes roamed over his face and then she glanced at Annette. “Your wife is very beautiful and sexy.”

Craig was having a difficult time with the firmness in his groin from her hand on his thigh and the promise of more in her eyes, especially the promise of more with Annette. A bi-sexual threesome? He gulped a long sip of his vodka tonic to cool down. “So how long have you and Mark been doing this?”

Her fingers toyed with the fabric covering his thigh and she smiled, revealing perfect white teeth, her eyes dancing with laughter. “For five or six years, I guess. We don’t visit clubs all that often. I guess we like to keep the novelty alive as long as we can.”

He could hear the odd word in the conversation that Mark was having with Jeff and Annette and glanced to the side to see Stacey all eyes and ears following what Renata was saying.

Her hand was still hot on his thigh, and it was all he could do to keep his mouth from falling open, when she continued. “ But, I think you’ll find the more usual question is what we’re into, our kink. What really turns us on.”

“I’d like to know that.” At Stacey’s soft voice to his right he sat back and smiled.

Exactly. He couldn’t wait to hear the answer.

She leaned forward and smiled at Stacey, directing her answer. “We like women joining us. When you and Annette arrived, we thought we’d hit the jackpot...two hot and sexy women. Mark likes watching me with other women but usually he ends up joining in at the end. He really likes it when he fucks a woman and watches me lick her at the same time.”

Oh my God. Craig was having a hard time catching his breath hearing Renata’s frank words. This was incredible. She was talking as freely about their sexual desires, their kink, as if she were describing their favourite food. He and Annette had only recently discovered and talked about their fantasies. He was glad that Stacey was holding up her end of this conversation.

“It’s kind of the reverse for us. Jeff likes to see me with another guy or guys.” She smiled and continued, openly flirting now. “Although he gets off on watching me do other women too, especially ones as sexy as you.”

The tip of Renata’s tongue flashed in the corner of her lips and she purred at Stacey, “Would you like to dance again?”

Stacey rose and stepped by him, her perfume lingering in the air as she held Renata’s hand, the two of them like sleek sexy jungle cats on the prowl slinking over to the dance floor. He looked across the table to Annette, saw her also watching them. His hand went into his pocket and hit the remote for the bullet.

The immediate wide flash of her eyes and her small gasp made him smile. Keeping her on the crest, riding the wave of arousal was fun. “Would you like to dance, Annette?

She rose and her steps were slow and mincing as she walked across the floor in front of him. He managed to steer her to an opening beside Stacey and Renata. The song had changed to a slow one but even so the other two women stayed on the dance floor, their arms looped over each other’s hips, their hands resting on the curve of each other’s ass.

Annette held him close, straining upward on her toes to whisper into his ear. “You bugger. If you don’t turn that thing off, I’m going to come right here.” Her voice became huskier, “I want to save that for later, babe.” 

He slipped his hand into his pocket to hit the off button and pulled her body into him, rubbing his hard groin against her tummy. He leaned in and his tongue licked her ear lobe before he whispered. “You’re not the only one in a state, you know.”

She smiled and then her head turned slightly to take in Stacey and Renata’s actions. He felt a throb of lust watching Renata kiss Stacey’s neck while her hand had slipped inside the deep neckline to fondle Stacey’s breast. From the way Stacey smiled and blinked slowly, she wasn’t minding it at all.

His lips brushed Annette’s ear, “That’s what Mark and Renata are into apparently. She’s bi-sexual as hell and he likes to watch...at least until he gets so worked up he joins in.”

Annette turned to look into his eyes, but her face was a blank slate, impossible to read. Would she like to join that? His gut tightened. “I’m okay with you and her but I’m not sure about you getting fucked by him. Jeff was...well he was okay. I kind of know him and...there’s an element of trust there.”

She turned and her gaze was directed back at the table, where they could barely make out Jeff and Mark still talking but watching the dance floor. “I’m fine with that. I’m not sure how we go about setting that limit but...” She turned again and her eyes roamed over Stacey and Renata. “Stacey will know how.”




His cock was like granite watching the two women while he snuggled close to Annette. Stacey’s leg was inserted between Renata’s and the two women were kind of dry humping their pussies against each other’s thighs, all in time to the beat. It was one of the most erotic sights he’d ever seen. And to think that later, Annette would be part of that...

He sighed. As long as Stacey, Jeff and Mark agreed.

Annette’s fingers curled around his cock, driving him wild. He looked around at other couples dancing and saw open sexual caresses and kisses happening as well. It was a highly charged atmosphere, everyone celebrating their sexuality in an open manner. What was ironic was the fact that so far, he hadn’t seen any signs of drama or jealousy. These people were there to get laid and it was a pretty sure bet they would. Maybe that was why there wasn’t the drama that would be present in any other ‘normal’ club.

His hand slipped into his pocket once more and he gave the bullet another go, his arms tightening around Annette when she almost fell into him, sighing. Wow. This was incredible.


Chapter 30

When the song ended and she managed to walk back over to the table, Annette took a seat next to Jeff. He’d been sharing a laugh with Mark but turned to her when she sat down.

“I hope you don’t mind but I told Mark about Craig and I getting the bullet vibrators for you and Stacey. It looked like you were enjoying it on the dance floor.” Jeff grinned. “Now you know what it’s like to be a teenage boy, arousal at the drop of a hat.”

Mark leaned forward and his dark eyes were narrow with laughter. “Or the flip of a switch, eh?” He chuckled. “I have to buy one of those for Renata. It’ll spice up some boring cocktail parties, that’s for sure.”

Annette smiled and looked into Mark’ eyes. His eyebrows were thick and dark, while his eyes were a deep chocolate, the edges lined with laugh lines. With his smooth shaven jaw and head, the confident well spoken manner, he was attractive. Maybe someday they’d both be fine with having sex with him but for now, she was fine with Craig’s wishes.

Renata took a seat next to her husband and leaned in to kiss his cheek, murmuring something close to his ear.

Mark stood up, his dark suit jacket flapping wide and reached for her hand with a wide grin on his face. “If you’ll excuse us, my lovely wife requests the pleasure of a dance.”

Annette watched the two of them slip through the throngs of people seated and standing close to the bar.

Stacey took the seat he vacated and leaned in to talk to Jeff and her, signalling to Craig to join in. “I think that’s their way of letting us come to a decision and hash it out.” She looked around and then her chin rose, “I’m fine with them joining us in the playroom.” She turned to Annette. “How about you?”

Annette’s tummy tightened for a moment and she took a deep breath. “I’m okay with her but I’m not fine with doing anything more...anything physical, I mean with him.” She bit down on her lower lip, “He’s not a bad guy, but I don’t know him well enough.”

Jeff patted her arm gently and she turned to him. “That’s fine Annette. No need to explain. I gather you and Craig talked about this on the dance floor so...”

“But we can still play with her, be next to them? Does that work for you?” Stacey looked at her and then turned to Craig.

“Sure. I guess. If that’s how these things work. Hell! I haven’t even seen a playroom, so how can I comment?” Craig signalled for the waitress ordering another round.

Stacey’s hand flew to her forehead. “Oh my God. How stupid of me. Come on. Jeff, you can take care of the drink order.” She got to her feet and her hands tugged at Annette’s and Craig’s arm. “It’ll only take five minutes or so. Actually I’d like to see the play area myself.”

She led the way across the room and down a set of stairs at the other end. She turned and her voice became lower, “This has got to be the way. There’s no other place it could be.”

Annette’s eyes were wide as she descended the stairs and stepped into a long hallway. Across from her was a set of curtains that were pulled slightly apart. Stacey peeked into the area cordoned off and then stepped inside. Her voice was almost a whisper now and in the background, farther down the hallway the sounds of soft slapping and murmurs of pleasure could be heard. “There’s no one in here, so come on in.”

Annette held Craig’s hand and stepped in after her friend. The area was the size of a typical bedroom with two king sized beds at each end, separated only by a few feet. There were mirrors on all the walls as well as the ceiling and a series of coat hooks flanked the wall where the curtain hung. Her heart beat harder in her chest looking at the white sheets on the beds. Everything was pristine clean for couples to enjoy the soft intimacy of the beds and small space.

Stacey put her finger across her lips and leaned in to whisper, “I know there’re people farther along this hall, making out. We need to be respectful and quiet. If an area is closed with a door or curtain, it’s off limits. But if people are having sex in the open, chances are they like the fact that other people are watching. Probably an exhibitionist thing. There’re lots of those in the Lifestyle.”

Craig chuckled. “Good because I’m totally fine with helping them out, watching.”

Stacey grinned and led the way once more down the hallway that opened up to a much larger room containing a sunken hot tub, a high leather or vinyl clad bed and another series of beds against the wall at various heights. There was a track mounted to the ceiling, like you would see in a hospital for a curtain to close, if the participants wanted.

Annette stepped into the centre of the room and noticed for the first time an adjoining room with the door half closed. There was movement on the bed that she could see, as well as the sounds of a couple making out. She wasn’t exactly sure with the door being open half way if she should continue looking...but, what the hell. If they didn’t want people watching they should have closed the door.

A naked, brunette came into view as she spread out on the bed, arms and legs open wide, while her partner, a fellow with salt and pepper hair planted himself on top of her. They wasted no time in getting back to what they’d been doing, his hips rocking up and down as he fucked her. He must have felt Annette’s eyes on him because he looked over and their eyes met.

He kept pumping slowly and deeply into his partner all the while gazing at Annette. It was an erotic connection that she felt deep in her pussy, like she was adding to the hotness for him just by standing there watching.

When Stacey’s fingers grasped her wrist gently she turned and followed her out of the play area. She glanced back at the room, seeing another door next to a small hallway leading the other way. That door was closed and the sounds of love making could be heard.

When they reached the stairway again, Craig leaned forward and whispered close to her ear. “Wow. I can’t believe this.”

Annette’s body was tingling as she walked up the stairs. It was incredible to think that there was a room devoted to this, people having sex in front of other people, swapping, doing all kinds of crazy wild things. That afternoon had been fun but this was a Disneyland of sexual delight.

Still, along with the excitement there was also a nervousness. Having sex with Jeff and Stacey was one thing...They knew Jeff and Stacey. But Renata and Mark would be there too. She hoped the fresh set of drinks had arrived because a little liquid courage was definitely in order.


Chapter 31 

Craig downed the vodka tonic that was waiting at the table and immediately ordered another one. The trip downstairs, actually seeing the ‘playroom’ and people there having sex really hit home. Up until then, the evening and promise of more had held an element of fantasy...but now, the reality was staring him in the face and having an even more erogenous effect in his groin.

Annette sat close to him, her fingers rubbing his thigh softly. “We’re still okay with doing this aren’t we?” Her words were soft when she leaned close to his ear.

He nodded but his eyes searched her face for affirmation that she was completely comfortable. If not, he’d pull the plug and they’d leave, no harm no foul.

She smiled and continued speaking low into his ear. “I can’t believe how turned on I am by all of this.” Her hand slid higher on his thigh and closed over the bulge in his pants, tugging and sending a thrill of lust through his cock.

Mark and Renata stood up and she turned to glance at Stacey and Annette. “We’re going downstairs now. We’ll be in the larger playroom, near the hot tub if you decide to join us.”

Craig sat back and watched them leave. There were still a lot of people in the bar area of the club and on the dance floor. Probably Mark wanted to get the jump on a spot downstairs before it filled up. The thought of it filling up was incredible as images of naked people fucking flitted through his brain. He turned to watch Jeff and Stacey. Had anything changed in the time they’d been downstairs with Stacey? He could have sworn that earlier they’d all been in agreement.  

Jeff waited until after the waitress finished setting Craig’s drink down before he spoke. “I wanted a final touch base with you and Annette before we join Mark and Renata. You know, if you feel any reservations you can just do what Stacey and I did when we first came to a club...just watch. There’s no pressure here from us or even from Mark and Renata. I just wanted to repeat that, now that we’re so close to going downstairs.”

Craig took a long swallow, feeling the cool burn in his throat, the calming effect of the alcohol. Before he had a chance to comment on Jeff’s words, Annette spoke up.

“We’re totally fine with this. Actually we’re looking forward to it even though we’re a little nervous.”

Stacey leaned forward and placed her hand on Annette’s shoulder, her gaze switching between Annette and Craig as she spoke, “Jeff told Mark your limits. Don’t worry. He’s fine with that and will respect them. That isn’t to say that I won’t do anything sexual with him. You may not feel comfortable Annette but I find Mark pretty attractive. And Jeff doesn’t mind.”

Jeff stood up then and smiled, taking Stacey’s hand and helping her to her feet. “We’ll see you down there.”

Craig took a deep breath and polished off the rest of his drink. Now that they were committed, there was no time like the present. It had been an amazing evening so far and he was anxious to get on to the next part.

Annette stood and he popped up beside her, walking hand in hand across the room to the stairs. They passed a conversation pit with leather sofas and a large coffee table, where two couples were sprawled, kissing and...

It was like a kick in his stomach how hard his cock became when he saw the second couple, the raven haired woman’s hand on her partner’s cock, jerking slowly on his flesh while his hand cupped her naked breast. It was a lascivious prelude to what he’d no doubt witness downstairs.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Stacey and Jeff were disappearing into a room that they hadn’t noticed on the tour earlier. Craig followed and saw the line of lockers, and low benches with red folded towels placed every few feet.

Stacey turned and smiled, her fingers already pushing the shoulders of her dress down and over her arms. “I’m glad they have a locker room. One of the employees saw us entering the other room and directed us here.”

It was sweet torture watching Stacey shimmying out of the dress, her ample breasts jiggling with each move of her hips. When the shimmering blue frock slid down her calves, she stepped out revealing black G string panties above shapely tanned thighs, her feet still in the high heels.

She bent and her hand went between her legs, giving a little tug to a pink string. In a flash the bullet was out, no longer shiny and silver but covered with slippery wetness. “There. I don’t think I’ll be needing that.” She placed it inside her panties and set them in the locker.

He unbuttoned his shirt and turned slightly to see Annette reach into a locker and hang her dress on a hook. Her cheeks were flushed above a shy smile as her hands unhooked the lace demi-cup bra. When he hung up his shirt, he could see that Jeff had wasted no time at all, standing naked while he closed their locker. Like himself, his cock was thick, brushing the line of dark hair near his naval.

Oh God, this was such a blasted turn on! He hurried getting his pants and shoes off as fast as he could, grabbing a towel that tented over his iron hard cock. The others also draped towels over their hips, and proceeded out, entering the dim lighting of the hall and then the playroom.

On the high leather bed, much like an examining table in a doctor’s office, a pixie blond woman was positioned half way down, her legs held high by her swarthy skinned partner, while he stood, gazing down at where they joined, his cock sliding in and out slowly. Her fingers pulled and pinched at tiny pinkish nipples and her eyes were slits, her lips parted, moaning her pleasure. Her gaze rose at the sight of Craig staring unabashedly and she smiled.

Oh my God, it was deliciously decadent watching the naked couple fucking so openly...especially so when the woman and he gazed at each other.  

At Jeff’s nudge on his arm he turned and saw them. Near the corner of the room, where a series of large beds were positioned at various heights, Renata and Mark were laying together their arms and legs entwined kissing. Looking at her from behing he was mesmerized by her beautiful ass and puffy pussy lips peeking out.

He noticed Stacey climb onto their bed, kneeling behind Renata and leaning over to kiss the other woman’s neck. Oh my God, it was a sight to behold, the two women now naked, Stacey’s hands drifting over Renata’s arm and down her body.

Annette took a seat on the other bed adjacent and about a foot higher. She tugged at the knot that held her towel in place and let it fall to the side. When Mark shifted, sliding to the edge of the bed leaving it open for the two women, Annette stood up.

Craig stood near the end of the bed next to Jeff, his heart pumping hard in his chest, watching the two women and then Mark’s gaze at Annette. The raw hunger for her body was plain to see as his gaze roamed from her face all the way down to her feet, lingering on her breasts and pussy for a long beat.

Slowly, she lowered to the bed kneeling beside Stacey, who was now kissing Renata, her fingers covering the other woman’s breast, kneading and rolling the dusky flesh. Annette’s movements by contrast were slow and sensual, bordering on tentative...her hand lifting Stacey’s hair from her neck before she lowered and kissed her there.

Craig hardly dared to breathe watching the three naked beautiful women kiss and caress each other. There was a hot longing in his cock at the sexiness of the scene, and he glanced at Mark, suddenly understanding his fantasy...actually more his reality.

When Renata broke away from Stacey’s mouth and lowered her head, her lips leaving a trail of soft kisses down her neck and chest, her hand filled with Stacey’s breast, Craig heard Jeff softly sigh his approval.

Stacey rolled slightly and then lay flat on the bed, her head now turned to kiss Annette, while Renata continued her journey...down...shifting lower still until her head was poised above Stacey’s pussy. She looked up and smiled at Mark before her fingers parted Stacey and her mouth descended.

Craig took a step closer, rounding the end of the bed so that he stood at its side, gazing down at Renata’s face, her tongue extended and flicking over Stacey’s swollen clit.

“Oh fuck, I love watching her do this.” Mark strained higher from his perch, his hand fisting and rolling up and down on his cock. From the length and girth, he had nothing to be shy about in that department.

Stacey broke the kiss from Annette and looked down at Renata, her eyes wide and blinking. “Fuck girl! That’s sweet! Don’t stop.” Her hips began to rollick up and down, pumping her pussy harder into the other woman’s mouth.

Annette’s hand covered Stacey’s breast, pulling and pinching the nipple while also watching Renata.

Whatever the Latino woman was doing was driving Stacey wild.

Annette looked up at Craig and then rose to lay on the other bed. She laid half on her side gazing down at the other two women, spreading her legs and letting her fingers slide down over her tummy to her clit.

His cock oozed pre-cum at the sight and as he was about to step around the bed and climb on behind her, Jeff beat him to it. He watched the younger man sidle up behind her, his dark hand on her ivory toned leg, lifting it higher, separating her while aiming his cock into her opening.

Oh God! Watching the thick, turgid rod enter Annette’s cunt, made his knees tremble. It was so fucking hot, that he stood mesmerized.

Movement to his left caught his eye, when Mark slid across the sheet and joined the two women. Stacey turned and her fingers closed over his shaft, massaging and twisting to take it in her mouth. But Mark and Renata had other plans for her. Renata rose and sat to the side while Mark laid flat, his hands urging Stacey up.

“Get on top and ride it.” Renata smiled and moved once more, this time kneeling between Mark legs.

“Oh fuck, yeah!” Stacey’s eyes lit up when she realized what they wanted. She swung her leg over Mark’s taut abdomen, kneeling poised above him, facing Renata. The two women kissed while Stacey slowly lowered onto Mark’s cock, her hips undulating slowly.




The women came apart and Renata helped Stacey ease back so that her shoulders rested on Mark’s chest.

“Oh my God, your cock feels so good, so big filling my cunt.”  

Renata smiled leaned forward to once more work on Stacey’s clit, although this time it looked like her fingers were also massaging Mark. Each time that Mark legs tensed, driving his cock deep into Stacey, her moans of pleasure filled the air.

Craig almost stumbled on his way over to the bed where Annette was getting fucked by Jeff. It was too much watching everyone. He stood beside it, his cock in his hand rolling slowly up and down his shaft. Annette’s eyes met his and she eased forward to take it into her mouth. As soon as her mouth closed on it, a jolt of pleasure shot through his body.

Her eyes were heavy lidded as she lowered onto his cock...he felt the tip of her nose press into his groin...her fingers massaging the tight ridge that his balls had become. He could see Jeff’s hips move faster, thrusting hard and deep into his wife. Another guy fucking her while she sucked him off.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh hell yeah!.” It came out as a series of grunts, Jeff pounding into Annette, his eyes focused on the bed next to them where Stacey was writhing in ecstasy, whimpering her pleasure.

The surge of cum that shot from his cock was hot and fast. Craig’s eyes flashed wide and he jerked hard into Annette’s mouth, the back of her throat.

Her head pulled back and her body became stiff, trembling when her own orgasm claimed her. Another shot of ecstasy jettisoned form his cock onto her cheek. He gripped his shaft, pulling at his flesh, watching Jeff fuck Annette...

“Ahhhh” Another jolt of lust joined the viscous shot already rolling down her cheek. Oh my God! He jerked forward, feeling the last pulse of cum shoot out. His heart pounded hard and his ears were filled with the sounds of Jeff and Annette’s grunts of pleasure.

The sight of his wife, her eyes almost shut in her lust, his cum thick and white on her cheek while she was being royally pounded by Jeff was incredible. It was a moment he wanted to etch in his mind forever.

Annette fell back onto the bed and her finger rose to touch her cheek, then dart into her mouth and a slow smile appeared. “Wow.”

He took the towel that was beside her and wiped her cheek tenderly, before leaning over to kiss her. “Wow indeed.”

When he looked over her shoulder his eyes met Jeff’s. They smiled and then Jeff eased back, pulling out of Annette. When he rolled to the side, getting off the bed, Annette made room for Craig next to her, the two of them laying quietly tangled.

He smiled hearing the murmurs from the bed below, couples enjoying the soft afterglow.


Chapter 32




The next afternoon, Annette waved at the black jeep pulling onto the highway from the parking lot. She turned and opened the passenger door of the BMW. “I can’t wait to see them again. How silly that we ever drifted apart after high school.”

She got in the car and slipped her seat belt on, smiling over at Craig. “Actually, that’s not true. I always had a bit of a crush on Jeff and I guess I was a bit jealous of her when they ended up together.”

He paused before turning the key to start the engine. “And now? You fucked the guy twice with my approval. Still crushing on him?”

She reached over and squeezed his thigh, grinning up at him. “No.” She shook her head. “Yes, but only in this context. I’d fuck him again, have sex with both of them but only when you’re there. You, you’re are the one I’m crazy about.”

His hand stroked her hair and he leaned in to kiss her softly. “So where do we go from here?”

She sat quietly for a moment or two thinking. A few weeks ago she’d been almost ready to throw in the towel with Craig. Their sex life had become almost non-existent until that day...that day when Eleanor had made a pass at him. It had opened a whole Pandora’s box of sexual thoughts...revelations and fantasies. They’d become lovers again and grown even closer.

She grinned at him. “We sure as hell don’t go back. We’ve got the rest of the week to explore and have fun. Stacey told me about a club in Cleveland. Why don’t we head there?”

“Sounds good. As long as we’re together, I’d go to the moon and back with you.” He turned the key and backed out of the parking spot, heading out to the open highway.

His hand slipped into his shirt pocket and Annette felt a vibration deep inside her. She adjusted the seat so that she could lay back and totally give in to the pleasure mounting in her pussy. With a wide smile, she turned to him, hoisting her skirt higher, “Remember that trucker on the way here?”

His eyebrows bobbed and he shifted gears, speeding up as he merged onto the thruway.

She grinned, feeling the rays of the sun on her face, the wind in her hair and a deep love for her husband. Thank goodness they had come to the high school reunion. They’d learned a few things. They were closer with the added promise of wonderful adventures. As Stacey had said, ‘Live sexy.’ 

The End

A note from the author:

Yes, this novel was inspired by a high school reunion I attended this summer! No, my dear husband and I didn’t get freaky with any of my old chums.

Although, to be honest… there were one or two of my classmates that I…

As we parted ways after the reunion, I wondered what would have happened if I had made overtures; and the result of my imagination going wild is this tale.
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It would mean a lot to me, and even more to others who may be searching for a book as you had been!

JUST CLICK THIS OL’ LINK AND HAVE YOUR SAY!




I also need to thank those who made this book possible.  Although my name is on the cover, it's a labor that had been touched by many hands, eyes, brains and hearts.  As always, a big thank you goes out to my beta readers.  Without your help, this would be a much lesser effort:  Carly Sanders, Frances James and ‘Tinkerbelle’; thank you so much! If you would like to join them, just fire off an email to me and I’ll be in touch!

Naturally my biggest kisses and appreciation goes out to, as always, my husband Spike. From first beta read through formatting and cover design, I often feel he has as much to do with the creation of my work as I do. The moral and emotional support I receive from him is beyond words.

If this is your first time reading my work, please go to the next page where I have a special offer for you!


Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!

[image: ]

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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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers

[image: Accidental Swingers BM.jpg]

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!


Swinger Fantasies

[image: HW Chrons for BM.jpg]

Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...

[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For BM.jpg]

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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