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“Angela, I want you to hear this.”
Susan Benedict opened the door for her friend and neighbor and led
her into the kitchen where a small TV was playing a talk show
hosted by a famous star. The two women listened as the host
interviewed a prominent doctor who specialized in women’s sexual
health.

“I didn’t even know that could be a
specialty.” Angela snickered. Susan shushed her and they listened
more closely.

The doctor was saying that women were
beginning to feel more adventurous in the bedroom and that that was
a very healthy thing with important ramifications for every aspect
of their lives. “Women who know what they want in the bedroom,” the
doctor intoned in sweet inflections, “know what they want out of
it, as well. That confidence makes being happy an easier
choice.”

Susan turned to Angela and tried to
keep a straight face. “Well, Angela, who would have guessed that
the secret to happiness was being satisfactorily
screwed.”

Angela smiled and nodded. “Oh, it’s
logical. After all, a woman who can command her own orgasm, can
command the world.”

They looked at each other a moment
longer before they burst out laughing. Susan went over and opened
the bottle of wine she had just pulled out of the fridge and poured
the fruity nectar into two chilled glasses. The battle had actually
come from the newly installed wine cellar, her husband, Griffin’s
logical addition to the house in honor of his hobby.

Both Angela and Susan were married to
star plastic surgeons who shared a practice. In sunny southern
California, the vain OC, that was a ticket to vast amounts of
wealth. All the plastic that was swiped in order to make one’s self
more plastic was mind boggling at times, but they didn’t mind
reaping the benefits.

Susan brought Angela her glass and
sighed. “I tell you, it’s crazy how everything has to be about sex
these days. I mean, my God, I haven’t exactly been blown out of the
water in bed, but I don’t walk around the next day thinking that my
life is shit because of it.”

Angela took a sip and shook her head.
“No, no, you’ve got it all wrong. The good doctor was just saying
it was a confidence booster.”

“Like an immunization?”

“Very funny. Really though, I do get a
little of the reasoning behind it. I mean, men have always been
freer sexually and they seem to have a lot more on the ball than
most women.”

Susan smirked. “Oh, they definitely
have something on the balls…their brains.”

Angela laughed. “Yes, well, we know
that’s true. Last night, Jason kept pawing at me and I mean, I had
just had the longest day. I told him to fashion something from his
miracle plastic and have some fun with that.”

Susan guffawed. “Oh, that was very bad
of you, Ange.”

“Oh stop giving me that look. I came
around and we had a nice night. The point is, though, that we’re
not wired to need it the same way a man does and . . .”

“Oh, bull. I love fucking.”

“Susan!”

“What, it’s true. The thing I don’t get
is this connection to some super- human infusion that is supposed
to result from it. I can have a very powerful orgasm, but it has
never made me want to go out and conquer nations.”

“No, of course not, just department
stores and high-end boutiques.”

“You know, Angela, if you’re going to
insist on being a bitch I may have to do something about it.”
Susan’s smile threatened something fun.

“Oh, I’ve got plenty more for
you.”

“Okay, then, but first one more for a
stiffening of resolve.” Susan poured them each another glass and
they drank them down quickly. Angela waited for Susan to show what
her hidden plot was, but Susan just stood and stared at
her.

Susan was an attractive woman. Tall,
elegant with platinum blond hair and striking blue eyes, her large
breasts were deliciously real. In fact, neither one of them had
ever gone under the knife. Oh, people had accused them of having
had every imaginable procedure, but, in truth, they were
authentically beautiful.

Angela crossed her arms. “What is going
on, Susan?”

“Nothing, I’m just trying to decide
just how daring I want to be today.” With that, she suddenly
grabbed Angela’s hand and dragged her from the kitchen to the
stairs. Walking up them quickly, she turned to the right and headed
for her bedroom. When she pulled Angela in and shut the door behind
her, she felt a wild desire flow through her. Angela was staring at
her with her large smoky grey eyes and her black hair falling in
fashionable choppy waves over her high cheekbones, and Susan
couldn’t stop smiling. Stepping to Angela’s side, she slipped an
arm around her waist and pulled her close. Letting her full red
lipstick covered lips brush her friend’s ear, she whispered, “Let’s
fuck.”

 

Angela’s mouth just formed a little “o”
of surprise before Susan pressed her mouth onto her and thrust her
tongue inside. She was aroused even more when Angela hummed a
little moan as she kissed her, the vibration of it seeming to
travel straight to her pussy.

Susan had always been fairly
adventurous in the bedroom. It was part of the reason Griffin had
fallen for her. Nothing had seemed too far-fetched for her. Still,
she had never been with a woman and the thought of what they were
about to do was driving her crazier than she had been in a while.
“Come on, off with these.” She reached down and began unbuttoning
Angela’s blouse. When enough of the buttons were opened to allow it
to be pulled off, Susan slipped it up and over Angela’s head. She
went back to kissing her, pressing Angela’s body closer to her,
enjoying the feel of Angela’s relaxing form as it molded itself to
her own.

Susan could feel Angela’s shock fade as
Angela began to kiss back and then wrap her arms around her. Then,
Susan pulled away and dropped her head to the two perfect mounds
still suffering in confinement in their lacy bra. Pulling down with
the fingers of both hands, she freed Angela’s full breasts and
began to lick one nipple and then the other, rapidly, making them
harden into two little bullets. Then, giggling a little, Susan
pulled on Angela’s designer jeans. “Honey, I know we pay for the
perfect fit but, my God, these are an organic part of
you.”

Angela smiled in response and let her
hands trail over her body as they made their way to the button of
her jeans. Slowly, she wiggled and moved her hips and ass, freeing
them bit by bit from the denim. Susan felt her breathing grow
ragged as she saw Angela’s bare ass emerge from their confinement.
She had a beautiful ass, gracefully curving up and jutting out from
her legs. Susan stepped forward and kissed Angela again, cupping
her ass cheeks and feeling how they fit the curve of her
palm.

Susan broke away and
guided the now mostly nude Angela to the large bed she shared with
her husband. As she pushed Angela down onto the soft billowy
comforter, she caught sight of herself in the mirror across the way
on the closet door. Her blond hair was a wild halo about her face
and her lips were slightly parted. She smiled. I look just like some porn star. She
focused her eyes on the beauty on the bed again.

Angela was lying on the bed with her
legs slightly apart and her back arched. Her hands were gripping
the comforter as she moved on the bed, waiting for Susan to make
the next move. Susan looked down at the tiny thong panties and
decided they needed to go, but first she leaned forward and put her
mouth on the mound of Angela’s pussy, which was busy playing
peek-a-boo behind the slim covering of the silk fabric. The moment
her mouth touched the light fabric and she breathed a warm sigh on
her friend’s pussy, Angela cried out and reached for her head to
push her against the sweet cleft. Susan lifted her head, though,
and moved her own body off the bed, making sure that Angela’s
desired-filled eyes were watching her every step of the
way.

Now, Susan did a bit of a strip tease,
slowly removing her designer t-shirt and bra with lingering
movements that made her shudder along with Angela. When she began
to work on slipping her pants off, Angela made a little moan and
reached forward to roughly grab at the waistband and rip them down,
shaking Susan’s body back and forth as she fought the denim down
over hips and legs. Leaning almost halfway off the bed now, Angela
wrapped her arms around Susan’s bare waist and buried her face
between her legs, letting her lips brush against Susan’s sensitive
folds.

Susan couldn’t handle it anymore.
Pulling Angela up, she pressed her back against the bed once more
and pushed her own body down on top of her. Feeling their bodies
slide against each other, Susan felt her desire grow wild and let
her hands travel over Angela’s body as it writhed beneath her.
Then, letting her mouth follow her hands, she moved over Angela’s
body, finally returning to her pussy, still covered by the thong.
Lifting herself slightly, Susan grabbed the thong panties and
yanked them down Angela’s legs. Once they had been flung to the
floor, she slid between Angela’s legs once more and let her mouth
fall hungrily on the bare pussy.

Angela’s body arched off the bed as she
groaned with the intense spasm that ran through her body. Then, as
her body let her relax, she spread her legs wide and pushed her
pussy up into Susan’s face, trying to move the tongue deeper into
her aching hole. Susan obliged, thrusting her tongue deep and hard
until, she let her fingers move to take its place and let her
tongue slide up to Angela’s clit. Moving her fingers furiously in
her friend’s wet cunt, she began licking at her clit in a matching
frenzy that was making Angela squirm as her breath caught with the
overwhelming need to come.

Susan could tell her friend was not far
from coming, and she forced herself to pull away. Angela moaned and
tried to reach for her, but she stayed out of her friend’s reach
long enough to turn her body and position her own dripping pussy
over her friend’s panting mouth. Now, mashing her sweet quivering
slit onto Angela’s face, she returned to her friend’s pussy,
licking her clit and fingering her hard until finally, she felt
Angela jump underneath her and felt her mouth groan against her own
pussy. Sitting up, she kept her fingers moving on Angela’s clit
while pressing down on her face, making her friend suck and lick
her as she slid her pussy over her nose and mouth and
chin.

It was just as she began feeling the
first spasms of her orgasm roll through her that she heard the
familiar voice. “What the hell, Susan?”

Susan jumped and slid away from
Angela’s mouth and both women turned glazed expressions toward the
doorway where Susan’s husband, Griffin, stood in his designer three
piece suit and a shocked expression on his face. “Is this, Susan,
is this what . . .”

Susan jumped up from the bed, her legs
still weak from the powerful orgasm that was still sending twinges
from her clit to her fingers and toes and all points between. “No,
God no, honey, we just, there was this doctor and we were just . .
.” Susan forced herself to stop and start again. “You know, babe,”
she moved closer to her husband and put her hands on his pants,
beginning to slowly undo them, “we’ve talked before about having
another person with us.” She had unzipped his pants now and was
pulling them down.

Suddenly, Angela had joined them, not
making any effort to cover herself. “Griff, I’m ready and willing,”
she leaned forward to put her hands on his chest and give him a
quick kiss, her dark hair brushing his cheek, “just as long as we
don’t tell Jason.” With that, she fell with Susan to her knees and
they both put their mouths on his cock, which Susan had just freed
from the restraints of his boxers.

Griffin groaned and put his hands on
each woman’s head, guiding their mouths onto his cock one after
another. Then, Susan, standing up as Angela kept her mouth busy,
took off the rest of Griffin’s clothing and let it drop to the
floor. Finally, reaching a hand down to Angela, the two women led
Susan’s husband to the bed and pushed him onto the covers. Both of
them went back to attacking his cock, licking and sucking his shaft
and his balls together, their moans and hungry groans blending
together.

Then, Griffin grabbed Angela and pulled
her down beside him on the bed. Taking Susan, he put her on top of
Angela and ran his hand down the smooth curve of her spine down to
her ass. “Ah, Susan, I’ve always loved your ass.” He spanked her
hard and she jumped and moved against Angela underneath her.
Griffin moved behind them now and ran his hands along the legs of
both women then, without warning, he thrust deep into Angela’s
pussy, pressing his body against Susan’s on top with each thrust
into his partner’s wife.

Susan began to kiss Angela as her hands
squeezed and caressed her bouncing breasts. Angela was trying to
move beneath her, trying to lift her hips up to meet each of
Griffin’s thrusts. Just as she began to shudder and cry out with
the orgasm that hit her hard and suddenly, Griffin pulled out of
Angela and pushed hard into his wife. Susan gasped as she felt her
husband’s powerful thrust, and also felt Angela’s body writhing
under her. Soon, her moans were joining her friend’s as she felt
her body tense and she came.

Now, her husband pulled out and turned
both girls on to their backs on the bed. Moving up between them, he
put a hand under each of their heads and brought their mouths to
his throbbing cock, plunging into Susan’s mouth first and then
Angela’s until, with a huge groan, he came and spurted all over
their waiting mouths, letting them suck him in turns as his cock
pulsed with the aftershocks of his orgasm.

Collapsing between the two women, he
finally turned to Susan and gave her a look full of questions. She
sighed and shook her head. Angela had gotten up from the bed and
had begun to dress, seemingly unconcerned about the episode. “Sue,
what the hell were you thinking?”

“Well, I was thinking that you have
just enjoyed yourself a whole lot and wouldn’t you like to do so
again? So, mum’s the word.”

Griffin turned to Angela, who was now
dressed except for her shoes. “And what is your take on
this?”

Angela gave a long level look in
Susan’s direction. “I’m thinking that I’m going to go out and
conquer a few nations.”

Susan smiled. “Or maybe just a few
small boutiques.”

The two women laughed. Griffin watched
them for a moment before deciding that he was not going to argue
with this new turn of events. Although, he felt that his partner
might not be as upset as his wife thought he would be. Jason and he
had discussed wife-swapping many times. Maybe he should give Jason
a call and restart the conversation, just hypothetically, of
course. His own smile appeared as he considered the
possibilities.
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