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(If you enjoyed Steamy Swingers, you’ll LOVE The House Guest!)

His pal ticks her off… until he turns her on!

Gus has been Maggie’s husband’s best buddy since college. She can’t stand him. He’s obnoxious and loud, and his sense of humor needs its mouth washed out with soap. Good thing he lives on the other side of the country. When he gets a transfer and Phil opens the house to him, Maggie’s got plenty to be pissed off about.

As far as Gus is concerned, Maggie was a prissy princess in college and hasn’t changed a bit in the last six years.

Maybe it was the hot sun by the pool, maybe it was all the wine. Whatever it the cause, passionate anger morphs into something else and Maggie starts to get some ideas on how to put this guy in his place.

Wanton, filthy ideas…

Just when Phil and Maggie (and GUS!) are as hot as an erupting volcano, all fired up and raring to go… there’s a knock at the door.

Argh!

It’s Sophie, Maggie’s bestie. She’s puzzled; why are Maggie and her husband acting so… so weird? And why does this guy Gus keep staring at her? What’s on his mind?

Gus has been well and truly smitten by Sophie. In a flash he bails on Maggie and Phil, only to be shocked that Sophie has some surprises of her own!

Phil and Maggie are too hot and bothered to be too upset at Gus for ditching them. If Gus wants to spend his time with Sophie, they can try this Swinging thing out by themselves. They have a computer! Before they know it, make a date for that very evening with a couple who sound really cool.

They say when you’re scared and excited, it’s a thrill. Maggie and Phil have nooo idea just how thrilling a time they’re in for. Too bad you missed out, Gus old buddy…

Too bad indeed.

Oh really?

It’s a hot summer long-weekend frolic all around!
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A WICKED SWINGER WEEKEND 1:

THE HOUSEGUEST
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Chapter 1: Maggie

“No Phil. Don’t put me through this. I can’t stand him.” I could feel the beginning of a headache behind my right eye. Why now? After all these years…God, the last time had been at our wedding. Gritting my teeth, I yanked the coverlet from Phil’s hand. There was a loud crack when I lifted it high and snapped it down onto the bed.

His mouth drooped, dark eyes wide, giving me his best hurt, puppy-dog look. Leaning over the king-sized bed, his voice just shy of begging, “But it won’t be for long. Christ Maggie, Gus and I go way back. We were best friends all through school. I can’t let him stay in some cold, old hotel room.”

My hair fell forward, shielding my face as I bent to smooth the comforter and toss the pillows against the headboard. He couldn’t see my eyes roll or the grimace that settled on my mouth. I took a deep breath and puffed it out in a long sigh. “How long?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a week or two. I promise I’ll help him find an apartment so it isn’t any longer than that.” His head tilted to the side and a small smile ventured onto his lips. “Really, Maggie, I don’t know why he bugs you so much. Most women love him, all charming and crazy fun. Why at the wedding—“

My lips pressed together, jaw muscle clenched in a knot, as I looked at him. “DON’T! Don’t talk to me about what he did at the wedding. I’ve had to endure more than a few snide remarks from Mom about that one. And that woman! God!” I could still see it as if it’d happened yesterday instead of six years ago—our elegant wedding and Gus showing up with some skank he’d probably picked up the night before. A leather mini skirt and sequined top, really!

He’d looked pretty good but that stood to reason. Phil had everything laid out, perfectly planned from the tuxes to the boutonnieres. Too bad he hadn’t arranged a date for the ‘best man’. Together, Phil, Gus and his ushers looked like a collection of James Bonds. Gus’ date looked like the stripper from a bachelor party.

He walked around the end of the bed and folded his arms over my shoulders. When he looked down into my eyes, I almost felt guilty, almost, but not quite there. But as he flashed that off kilter, but so endearing grin, his white teeth stark against the swarthy complexion, my heart began to thaw. He was a great husband, always considerate, romantic…He would never have asked this, if it didn’t mean a lot to him.

My shoulders slumped and I exhaled loudly. “All right. But try to make it just a week.” I looked up and managed a weak smile. “Maybe I’ll hang out with Sophie more that week. Who knows? I may lose a few pounds, trying to keep up with her.”

His hand slipped down over my ass and gave it a healthy squeeze. “You’re already too thin. Just don’t lose these.” His head dipped down to nuzzle my boobs before he whisked me up and onto the bed. We landed side by side, our arms around each other.

With head propped up on his bent arm, he gazed at me and trailed a finger over my lips. “I really appreciate this, Maggie. I know Gus and you didn’t hit it off—“

“That’s an understatement.” I bit down on his finger.

“Ow.” For a moment, irritation flared in his eyes. “He’s not a bad guy. Sure, he’s a bit boisterous—“

“Translation, loud.” I interrupted.

His eyebrows rose and he gave his head a slight shake. “Okay, a guy’s guy, but he’s got a good heart. When we were younger, there wasn’t anything he wouldn’t do for me.” His eyes took on a far-away look. “One time, I was visiting my cousin in Chicago and missed the train home. Well, money was tight in our house and I’d have caught proper hell for being so careless. It’d have been worse to even think of hitching so I called Gus. He got his dad’s car and drove for three hours to get me. I was home before the train. Dad never found out.”

My eyebrows knitted together as I gazed at him. “That doesn’t sound like you. You’re the most organized guy I know. Missing a train?”

His mouth pulled sideways in a smirk. “My cousin set us up with a couple of girls. We took them to the movies and one thing led to another and…” His finger skimmed over my chin and down my throat, slipped inside the blouse that I wore.

I smiled and turned into him when he tweaked my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. His smooth, strong jaw line, eyes that smoldered darkly and the woodsy scent of his cologne were affecting me, or was it the blow-up that just happened. Make-up sex was the best. “You probably felt her up. Was it your first time?” I whispered into his ear, before darting my tongue around the fold and lobe.

“First time touching actual skin. Before that it was always through a sweater or whatever she was wearing.” His fingers moved to undo the buttons of my blouse.

A thrill of pleasure pulsed between my legs. I liked where this was going. In my mind I saw a younger Phil, probably somewhat gangly and skinny, though God knows he had sure filled out nicely as a man. I slipped my hand over his waist and across his tummy till my fingers curled around his cock, already quite chubby.

“Did she do this to you?” My fingers worked the zipper down and pulled at his flesh until his shaft was freed from the confines of the pants.

“Oh fuck, I wish.” His hand went under my skirt, pushing the hem higher until it bunched around my waist. His fingers slipped inside my panties, separating my flesh to find what he affectionately called ‘little kitty’-an apt expression considering the mewl it always caused when his fingers first found it.

“Did she do this?” My lips curled in a sly smile and I shifted on the bed till my mouth was only an inch or two away from his cock. I liked to delay the next part, tease him with my hand rolling up and down the length of it. A bead of pre-cum oozed from the slit and nestled there, surrounded by the mauve, satin helmet. It was a beautiful cock, although, truth be told, I’d only sampled three others in my twenty-nine years. That didn’t sound like many but from what I’d read and the pictures of guys in porn movies, I knew I was a lucky woman.

Eight inches was enough for any woman, especially when it was also nice and thick. I leaned forward and teased the drop of cum from him, coaxing more, relishing the saltiness of it. When I opened my mouth and took him slowly inside he murmured- nothing like my feline mewl, more like a growl actually.

Breath hissed from my nostrils when he touched my pussy again. Oh God, his touch was hot, stroking the top of my clit just the way I liked. I drove my mouth deeper onto him, swirling my tongue along the underside, alternating with gentle sucking. His hips rocked up into me and I pulled back, beginning that up and down motion, at first leisurely. As his fingers continued their play in my pussy, I tongued his shaft faster…

His hands gripped my arms and he thrust me back onto the bed, his knee forcing my legs apart. Oh fuck, looking up at him, hands tugging his shirt over his head to reveal taut chest muscles, the fine black hair spreading to his nipples, forming a line separating a six pack abdomen…and then his belt and pants completely open, bunched on slender hips…but it was the thick rod of pleasure that my eyes focused on…so big…dark…almost angry looking.

I lifted my ass and shimmied out of my panties, spread my legs, my pussy wet and longing. He pulled me closer, making my pussy a willing target for that turgid, spear-like cock. Oh yeah…breath caught in my throat, became a soft whimper when he thrust deep into me. It hurt in such a goooood way, the fullness, stretching me apart.

His hips rocked into me slowly…then in a kind of sideways motion, cock pressing into every inch of me. His eyes were almost closed; lips slack as he watched his cock slide into me, withdrawing till just the tip of it grazed my opening. Oh God, a guttural moan erupted from my throat…His fingers were on my clit, vibrating it faster and faster…

“Oh Phil…don’t stop….fuck me faster…” I clenched my cunt onto him, shooting waves of ecstasy deep inside. I was almost there, panting and bucking my hips up onto him…my body begging for more.

“Oh fuck, baby….” His eyes squeezed tight and there was a final deep thrust, holding it there, pulsing….

The sight was so fucking hot that I fell into ecstasy, wave after wave of pure, exquisite pleasure cascading through my body to my fingertips…legs trembling…body arched forward and up…Oh Jesus…on and on into forever.

His eyes opened and a sheen of sweat glistened on his forehead where a lock of damp hair had fallen. “Oh my God, Maggie.” He fell forward onto me, cushioning his weight on his forearms and kissing my neck. “I love you. Fuck, I ADORE you.”

“Jeeze Phil, I thought it couldn’t get any better but you just did. Fuck that was hot.” I started to giggle picturing us lying on the bed.

He rose and looked into my eyes. “What?”

“Look at us. We haven’t even changed from our work clothes and we’re jumping each other’s bones.”

He grinned, that damned lopsided grin that always made my knees weak. “I HAD to do something to make up for Gus’s visit. Thought I’d give you a little thrill.”

I slapped his ass sharply. “Give ME a little thrill? I think the feeling was kind of mutual, Mister.” My hand rested on the smooth surface of his buttock, the muscle underneath hard and fit. Yes, there was no doubt about it, I was a lucky woman—the one who’d been able to catch and keep the attention of Phil Masters. And to think I’d almost begged off going to that frat party so many years ago, where we’d met.


Chapter 2: Seven Years Earlier…

There was that darned Marketing 101 mid-term the next day, and I’d been nowhere near ready. My roommate and best friend at the time, Susanne, had been pestering me all day about going. Sure, it was all well and good for HER, exams all wrapped up, and chasing after a senior she had a crush on—a total dipshit in my opinion, full of himself and a player.

Susanne could sometimes be a pain in the ass, whining and pouting, but over-all we’d gotten along pretty well. They say opposites attract and in our case that was certainly true. Whereas she was blonde, (her mission in life to prove the ‘ditzy blonde’ stereotype wrong), introspective and a little on the conservative side, I was the bubbly brunette, more apt to party on with people I’d just met.

So it was really weird, her bugging me to go to the party.

She perched onto my bed, fingers digging into my knee. “C’mon. We’ll stay just until midnight, I promise. If he doesn’t notice me by then, well…“

I sighed and put the textbook on the bed next to me. “Okay, but just until midnight.” Watching the smile appear on her face, my heart sunk to my stomach. This meant so much to her and she never asked me for many things. I could get up early and do whatever cramming would get me a pass in the exam.

***

It was a few hours later that we entered the three story brick house where the party was already in full swing. Music blasted and the place seemed to be wall to wall bodies—girls in tight jeans slung low over their hips flashing a hint of tummy, laughing a little too loud, flamboyant gesturing to catch the attention of guys standing nearby in clusters of casual coolness. Through the throng, I caught a glimpse of beer bottles and an enormous punch bowl with a maroon liquid, set up against the wall in what normally was a living or common room.

I grasped Susanne’s hand and started to insert myself into a gap, heading for the table when she tugged my hand. When I turned to see what was up, her head nodded to the right, eyebrows high above eyes that sparkled. I turned to see where she indicated and locked eyes with Phil Masters.

A skinny redhead with an enormous set of boobs pressed into his arm, nearly toppling his drink, she leaned so close, chattered into his ear. His lips curled at the side in a small smile, but his gaze never left mine.

At first my breath caught in my throat before reason kicked in. Sure he was good looking… probably expected me to swoon because he’d graced me with a smile. No thanks. My taste in men insisted a personality be part of the package. Besides which, Susanne was the one interested in him.

I turned and brushed my lips into her ear, almost shouted to be heard even at that close proximity, “I’ll get us some punch. Hopefully there’s actually juice in it and not just booze. Go on over. I think he’s giving you the eye.” With that, I gave her arm a nudge in his direction and started the journey to the bar. It was like threading a needle, seeing an opening and then shimmying and darting through.

I filled two red plastic glasses to the brim and chugged an inch from each before once more, endeavoring to part the sea of people. When I got back to the spot I’d left her, she’d moved closer to him but was still on the outer edge, speaking to a blonde, beefy guy, one I recognized as a friend of Phil’s.

I touched her arm with the glass to get her attention. She took it from me, flashing a grin, and I patted my lips with two fingers, signaling I was going outside for a smoke. I sighed at the roll of her eyes and frown before she turned back to the blond haired guy.

Whatever. She was lucky I was here, let alone stand waiting to pay court to Phil Masters. I ducked and dived once more and finally made it to the wide wooden verandah. The air was a bit nippy and I zipped my coat after fishing my cigarettes out of the pocket. Holding one between my fingers, the drink now safely balanced on the railing, I thrust my free hand into my pocket. Damn. I’d left my lighter at home.

“Here. Let me help.”

A flame flashed and I looked up into Phil’s dark eyes, his lips pulled to the side, smirking. In his other hand I saw the red, glowing tip of a cigarette.

My lips parted and I tried to tear my eyes from his face. There was a reason he attracted women so easily. Even though I was no fan, I had to admit he was total eye candy. “Oh. Thanks.”

He lit my cigarette and I inhaled deeply, and turned to face the quiet street. After the racket inside, the cool air and quiet were refreshing. If he thought I was going to go ‘ga-ga’ because he was standing next to me, he had another think coming. Plus, what was he doing outside, when Susanne had nearly busted a gut to get to meet him? He might be Mr. Universe, but she was no slouch in the looks department either.

He stepped closer and leaned his forearms on the railing, and gave me a sidelong look. “I’ve seen you around. You’re in second year, right? Business major?”

My mouth dropped and eyebrows pulled together staring at him. How could he know that? Sure I’d noticed HIM, you’d have to be living under a rock not to know who HE was, but he knew me? Ohmygod, he must have asked around.

“I’m Phil Masters.” He thrust his hand out, and waited for me to take it.

“I know.” I gave my head a little shake and extended my hand to grip his. “I’m Maggie Sorensen.” I looked at the cigarette in his other hand. “Aren’t you captain of the swim team? Thought you athletic types didn’t smoke.”

He put his finger to his lips. “Shhh. Don’t tell anyone. I’m trying to quit but…” He sighed heavily, which ended with his lips pulling a frown. “It’s parties like this. I actually hate this kind of thing. If it weren’t for Brad and Gus dragging me along, I’d be home reading.” He glanced at the street, taking a haul off his cigarette.

I glanced at his profile, my eyes wide, grateful that he had looked away. The streetlight cast a glow on his face, highlighting the strong line of his jaw, straight, perfect nose and the stubble of dark beard on his chin and upper lip. It was hard to reconcile the handsome face, tall athletic body with a guy who preferred being home alone, reading rather than being the center of female attention. I’d seen him at too many parties.

His lips pursed sideways exhaling in a long, slow breath before he once more turned to face me. “How ‘bout you? What’s your excuse for being here?”

He must have noticed my eyes flash wide for a moment because he added, “I mean out here…you’re not inside with your friend, having a good time?”

Despite my resolve to not give in to his charm, a smile played at the corner of my lips. If what he said was true, then maybe he wasn’t as shallow as I’d first believed. Women tended to throw themselves at him—did he not see that or…care?  Or maybe…he was interested in meeting me? He certainly knew enough about my major.

“Actually, I’m only here for my friend. She wanted to come but I’ve got a mid-term I should be studying for. It’s mid morning tomorrow and I’m anything but ready.” I took a drag from the cigarette and turned at the sound of footsteps behind me.

“Maggie?” Suzanne may have called out to me but it was Phil she looked at when she joined us.

“Sorry. I’m almost finished. I was going to join you as soon as…“ I may just have well have been talking to the wind from the attention she paid to my voice. It was almost embarrassing the way she gawked at him.

“I’m Susanne—“

His eyes drifted to her face for a moment, “Hi,” and then back to gaze at me. He flicked the cigarette away almost as quickly as he had dismissed my roommate.  “Would you like me to walk you home? I mean, I’ve had enough of this place and you should be studying.” He turned to Suzanne once more. “You don’t mind do you? Brad and you seemed to be—“

“No, no. that’s fine.” She glanced at me, her face a mask of acceptance, and then back to Phil.

“Susanne, I can wait—“But I got no further before she placed her hand on my arm.

“Go!” Her eyes were wide, voice just a little too insistent before she turned and went back into the house.

Oh shit. My stomach was a leaden lump as I watched her storm away. He may not have noticed the surprise and hurt in her eyes but I sure had. How would I ever make this up to her?

At his touch on my arm, stepping towards the stairs leading down from the verandah, I glanced up at him, trying not to notice the dimple in his cheek framing the warm smile or the playful look in his eyes.

I held back for a moment, sneaking a look at the doorway. “I don’t think I should—“

“Don’t be silly. It’s the perfect escape…for both of us.” His fingers tugged at the sleeve of my jacket. His eyes were wide, promising…promising…? It was like playing hooky wandering next to a stream, pausing only to toss a rock or wade barefoot.

With a swift shake of my head, flicking the cigarette into the night, I joined him.  For a few beats, walking side by side, close but not touching, the silence was palpable.

“Maggie. I’ve always liked that name. Maggie-May…like the old song.” He grinned at me, his eyes dancing in the light.

The way he said it, teasing yet still sincere, thawed the edges of the Susanne guilt. But still, it wouldn’t be right to play along, flirt even, not when Suzanne was the one interested in him. My voice was casual, face turned up to the sky where the slivery haze surrounding the moon was broken only by the fleeting wisps of cloud. “Definitely not Maggie May.  You’re the senior here, not me. Besides which, that’s a stripper song.”

At his guffaw, I turned to look at him. When he laughed, his eyes had a way of crinkling at the corners, the dimples deep on both cheeks, lips wide above dazzling teeth. “A stripper song? And you would know this…how? Don’t tell me, you—”

My neck flamed scarlet and I stopped in mid-step. “NO!”

“Oh my God. It just hit me, who you remind me of…” His jaw jutted below eyes that were wide.

“Wha—-?”

“Demi Moore.” Mouth gaping open, his head jerked towards me. “Same dark eyes, shoulder length hair and your smile. But it was the stripper thing. Holy cow, was she hot in that movie!”

Before I knew it, my hand flashed out and landed a sharp slap on his upper arm. My eyes were narrow, lips a straight line glaring at him. Was this meant to be some kind of compliment? Picturing and comparing me to her, in that movie? I was no prude but the scene he had conjured up in my mind had been more than a little suggestive—it was downright pornographic. The nerve!

“Sorry. I’m sorry. Although why I’m apologizing when you just hit me—“ His lips twitched, trying to keep his face solemn as a dark comma of hair fell across his brow.

My heart raced; a fluttery sensation spread from my tummy to my fingertips. Oh God, he was so damned good looking, with the boyish, smartass charm that had always been my weakness, like chocolate during the season of Lent. A grin spread over my face and I shook my head, and turned to resume walking.

His hand flew to my arm, stopped me and pulled me around to look up into eyes that were soft, like liquid pools of chocolate. There was that chocolate again.  “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything disrespectful or anything. It’s just that…” His eyes closed for a moment and he paused, seemed to be making some kind of decision. “I’ve noticed you on campus. When you showed up at the party…I was flabbergasted. And then you disappeared. Thank God I hadn’t given up smoking, yet.”

My arm seemed to burn where he touched me, but more than that, my cheeks blazoned as I succumbed to the spell of his eyes, the fullness of his lower lip.

Footsteps behind me and the soft murmur of voices caused me to turn away. An elderly couple, her arm looped in his, was being led by a small dog, sniffing his way along. I stepped to the side to allow than by.

Phil stood close to me, his eyes still boring into my face.

A long sigh passed my lips, unaware I’d been holding my breath. “But Susanne…” Before I knew it, the words were out there.

“What? Who?” His eyebrows drew so tight, they almost met above his eyes.

I pulled away from his hand and once more started walking. The situation was ridiculous and impossible. I’m not THAT kind of friend—the kind who would drop you if a good looking guy so much as smiled in their direction. “Look, I went to the party because my best friend and roommate wanted to meet you. Susanne. Remember her?” Please God, don’t let him be that shallow.

“Oh. Yes, her. I remember.” He walked beside me silently for a few steps.

The lump was back again in my stomach and had spread to weigh my feet in a slow pace. He was probably picturing her big blue eyes, the high cheekbones and Kewpie-doll pink lips, wondering if he should have stayed at the party.

I stopped at the end of the block, looking both ways for on-coming traffic, trying hard to appear nonchalant and not look at him. I bit my tongue trying to contain the smartass comment that itched to leave my lips. ‘It’s okay. You bet on the wrong horse, even if she looks like Demi fucking Moore. You’re more apt to get laid by—’

“Hang on.” Once more he gripped my arm and stopped me as we stepped up onto the sidewalk from the street. “Just because Susanne wanted to meet me…does that mean that we can’t be friends, or…more? I’m not interested in her or anyone like her.” He tucked a lock of hair that had fallen across my cheek, behind my ear.

My throat and mouth went dry. I couldn’t have spoken even if I knew what to say to this. Such a casual yet familiar gesture, his hand on my face, bordering on the intimate. When he grinned down into my eyes, my knees became rubbery, gummy-bear candy, threatening to melt.

“I’ve always had a thing for Demi Moore, not some Carmen Diaz wannabe.” His voice was gentle, his eyes once more laughing and warm.

I smiled and he slipped his hand over mine, gave it a gentle squeeze before leading me home.

That was how it started.

Susanne got over it eventually and we parted friends at graduation, although we haven’t kept in touch.

Now, six years later, married to Phil, it seems like a lifetime ago, the night that we met.


Chapter 3: Phil

There was just enough time to get in a half hour of laps and get changed before Gus was due to arrive. I slipped my shirt over my head, folded it and placed it on the bed. As I unbuckled my belt and slid the zipper down, Maggie strolled into the room. She didn’t look too happy about being there, but managed a small smile nonetheless.

I avoided her eyes, focusing on my foot sliding out of the sneaker. Thank God it was Saturday and a nice day at that. We’d start with drinks by the pool and then BBQ some steaks. God only knew that Maggie would probably appreciate a few stiff ones, suffering through Gus’s visit.

She still hadn’t warmed up to the idea despite my telling her how highly Gus talked about her. No, to her it was all part of what she termed his bullshit routine—all phony rhetoric. I took a deep breath and shed the jeans I’d worn cutting the grass. Noticing some green stains, I threw them in the hamper.

As I lifted the bathrobe from the hook behind the door, I sneaked a sideways peek at her. She was perfectly made up, from the subtle shadow on her eyelids to the candy apple red of her pouty lips. Well, why wouldn’t she be? The discounts at the cosmetic counter in her store, the assortment of lipsticks and gels had long ago claimed all the counter space in the ensuite bath. I’m lucky to have a spot for my aftershave.

Still, she looked really good in the sleeveless white blouse and denim mini-skirt. Her tanned legs, shapely and long, looked even longer with the high-heeled sandals. The muscles in her calves were strong with some definition, thanks to running a few times a week with Sophie.

Sophie. I exhaled a puff of air and slipped my arms into the white terrycloth robe. Sophie would approve of how good Maggie looked; she’d probably cream her jeans. How Maggie couldn’t see it…the way Sophie looked at her, the casual hand draped over her back or on her arm, always so touchy feely.

Sure she’d laughed when I mentioned it, but one day, she’d see. It didn’t have anything to do with the fact that Sophie was almost as tall as me, despite what Maggie had said.  Women six feet tall were rare but they DID exist. Look at models. Hell a couple of women at work were over five ten.

It wasn’t that I have anything against the woman or gays for that matter but…she made me a uncomfortable, that’s all.

I glanced at Maggie and felt my stomach fall to my knees. It was like that for her, with Gus, wasn’t it? Yet here she was agreeing to play hostess, for a WEEK, for a guy she considered loud and obnoxious.

“Have I told you lately I love you?” I stepped towards her and reached for her hand.

Her head lowered, she looked up at me through long dark eyelashes, lower lip extended in a mischievous pout. “You’re just sucking up. It’ll take more than that.” Her eyes narrowed but her lips curled up in a smile. “You owe me big-time.  I’m thinking a weekend in Chicago for starters.” Her hand snaked to the back of my neck and pulled me down till our lips brushed. “Shopping.”

A shudder crept through me, despite the eighty degree air in the room. In my mind, I was there already—waiting outside change rooms, trailing in her wake through furniture stores and the worst yet, cutesy, novelty craft outlets. “How many times do I have to tell you? You can get anything you like but why not do it on-line? I’m all for a weekend in the big city, but let’s make it romantic, cultural even?”

Her hands thrust playfully at my chest, pushing me away. “Oh you, Mr. Computer Geek. How long would I be managing the store if everybody shopped on-line?” She grinned up at me and winked. “But a weekend of romance…I think you could talk me into it.”

I kissed the tip of her turned-up nose. “It’s a deal.” Gazing into her eyes, I slid my hands around her waist and pulled her close, lowered my grip until the supple cheeks of her ass filled my hands. Maybe we’d have time if I skipped my swim…My cock was hard already, pressing into her midriff.

She squirmed away and flounced off towards the door of the bedroom, calling over her shoulder, “No way. If you think I’m sitting across from Gus, my pussy oozing cum, looking like I was rode hard and put away wet, then you have another think coming. Pardon the pun, dear. This is going to be hard enough.” She let out a squeal of laughter and then continued, her voice becoming distant as she went into the kitchen. “Hard. God, I crack myself up.”

I shook my head, smiling as I slid the screen door open and stepped onto the wooden deck. Sunlight cast jewels upon the turquoise water in the long rectangular pool as I strolled over the deck and onto the flagstone surface. Maggie may not have been keen on entertaining Gus but she’d set the patio table with colorful placemats and napkins, even had the large umbrella already up.

My heart was light in my chest as I glanced through the kitchen window and saw the top of her dark head. She was probably standing at the sink, cutting vegetables for dinner. I slipped the robe off, slung it over the back of a chair and walked to the edge of the pool.

Diving in, my chest was almost bursting. Could there be a guy as lucky as me? The water was comfortably cool on my skin, the sun a golden orb shining through the water as I surfaced. This place, isolated in the country where I could swim nude, the acre of landscaped gardens and grass surrounding my domain, a beautiful, loving wife in the kitchen and seeing my best buddy soon—what could be better than this?

***

Forty minutes later, standing in front of the picture window in the living room, I spied a red Mustang convertible pull off the main road into my driveway. “He’s here!”

Ignoring Maggie’s sarcastic comment, I raced across the room and out the front door, just in time to see Gus pull up and shut the engine off. “Hey buddy! Right on time.”

The grin on his face was a mile wide, sunglasses flipped to the top of his head, eyes taking in the house for a moment, before he emerged from the car.

“Phil. How’rya? Arms like steel cables circled me in a tight, bear-hug before laying a couple of hearty claps on my back and holding me at arm’s length. We stood grinning, speechless for a few moments, surveying how the years had treated the other.

He’d put on just a few pounds but it suited him, the shoulders as wide as any fullback’s above a massive chest, stomach still flat. There were fine lines on his forehead and extending from the corners of his eyes, framing his mouth but other than that, the cavernous grin and laughing blue eyes were the same. And the same sense of crazy style, in a colorful, flowered Hawaiian shirt and jeans.

His head turned and once more he gazed at the house and front yard. “Nice digs, Phil. Looks like you’re doing all right for yourself.” His arms slipped from me and he turned back to the car, but I beat him to it, scooping the suitcase from the rear seat.

“Thanks. I…I mean, WE like it.” The grin seemed to be plastered to my face as I stepped next to him and joined him, looking at the low, ranch bungalow.

“Hey, where’s Maggie?” His eyebrows formed a question mark above eyes that were now wide.

For just a second, the smile left my face but I stepped forward to the walkway, nodding my head. “Inside. C’mon, let’s get a drink and get you settled.”

Behind me, following closely on my heels, his voice was low. “Is she okay with me staying for a week? I mean, we didn’t really part on the— ”

We were almost at the front door where she stood, a fraction of a smile on her lips.

“Nonsense. Water under the bridge.” And a little louder, for her benefit, “Maggie insisted that you stay with us. Isn’t that right, Maggie?”

The fleeting look she shot me could have frozen fire, but she managed a grin. “Gus! Come in. It’s so good to see you. It’s been…what, six years?”

I slipped by her and turned to watch when he answered, “Maggie, you look great! Maybe a few pounds heavier but hey, you carry it well. I always thought you were too skinny.” He hugged her and I shrugged at the snarling grimace that flashed on her mouth above his shoulder.

Well, off to a marvelous start… I turned and walked down the hallway to the guest bedroom, stopping at the door to set his suitcase down. Gus and Maggie appeared, his arm draped over her shoulder, a look of flight or fight in her eyes.

“I can’t tell you how happy I am to be staying here, seeing you again Bro’. This sure beats a flea-bag hotel downtown and it’s a hell of a lot cheaper.” His gaze turned to Maggie and hand followed up with a resounding swat on her rear. “How ‘bout that drink? Beer, please. I’m parched from travelling these dirt roads out here in the sticks.”

Oh shit. The wide eyes and straight gash of her lips before she extricated her body would mean an earful for me later. Forget the romantic weekend in Chicago; I’d be lucky if she didn’t divorce me.

I turned the door handle and pushed it wide before turning to look at Gus. He was checking out Maggie’s ass and legs as she walked away, a small smile on his lips. I cleared my throat and ventured a comment to get his attention, “I hope you brought swim trunks. I thought we’d have drinks on the patio, but it’s so hot maybe you’d like a dip to cool off.”

He turned to face me and his eyebrows rose a few times, in a gesture that was at once familiar and disturbing. I’d seen him do that to girls he dated before boffing them. “Whew baby. Maggie and the hot little mini-skirt…”His hand rose, gesturing like he’d touched a hot stove. “I’m going to need to cool off.” He brushed by me and stood in the centre of the room, his head swiveling to take in the queen-sized bed, dresser and oriental carpet on the floor.

“This is nice, Phil.” He looked at me and for once his face was serious. “I know I can be a bit much, you know the mouth opens before the brain’s in gear, so to speak… I promise to try to find a place so I won’t be here a full week…It’s just that…man, it’s good to see you.” Once more he gave me a breath-taking (literally) bear hug.

When I stepped back, I noticed the frayed, worn collar that his longish brown hair didn’t quite cover. The sneakers he wore looked like he’d bought them in the last century, the nail on his big toe threatening to escape the confines of the Chinese plastic. A knot formed in my gut. Surely, Maggie could see that he was down on his luck and take pity.

“How are you doing, Gus? This job you’ve got? At an accounting firm? I thought you would go into engineering. I mean that WAS your major in college. What happened?”  I stood watching his gaze drop to the floor and immediately regretted putting him on the spot.

But it didn’t make sense. HE was the guy voted in the yearbook as the most likely to succeed—OWN an engineering firm, not just work there. And now, accounting? It was hard to visualize the muscular, athletic man in front of me at a desk in a tiny cubicle.

“You know me, Phil. I was always the adventurous one.” He looked up at me through eyebrows once more high, but this time, there was optimism. “Remember the time in high school that we double dated with the Hadley twins? The drive-in? When you went in for popcorn and drinks…how they switched and you couldn’t tell the difference?”

A smile creased my face but HE was the one who got it wrong. I DID know the difference. The cologne gave it away and there was no way I was going to have anything to do with Amy, not when I’d already been with Arienne…and especially after he’d…

The snort that erupted from his mouth dispelled the memory. I shook my head and rolled my eyes before continuing, “Phil. Let’s get that drink. We can talk outside.”

“Amen to that little buddy.”

He strode over, clapped me on the back and as he padded down the hallway to the kitchen, I countered the familiar joke, “I’m not your little buddy. I’m two inches taller and worlds smarter Gus.”

He took the bottle of beer that Maggie handed to him and downed half of it in one long swig, his eyes meeting mine. My gaze flitted to Maggie, noticed the slow breath and rise of her chest, knuckles ivory, clutching the edge of the granite counter. I picked up the icy glass of vodka, soda and took a long hit. It was going to be a loooong week.


Chapter 4: Gus

There were times that this line of work sucked-like seeing the pity in Phil’s eyes, feeling the lump of lies in my gut, heavy as sin. He was my best friend but still I couldn’t tell him…not yet anyway and maybe never. Working undercover, banking a ton of money and living the jet setter lifestyle between gigs. Another part that sucked—being assigned too soon after the last one in New York.

But Phil…He’d done well for himself, nice home in the country, sweet, pretty wife…all he lacked was the golden retriever. Compare that to five star hotels in Aruba, Hedonism and all the hot pussy I could handle…not on a bet, for me or most guys.

I held the bottle out, glancing from Phil to Maggie. “Here’s to us. Good buddies through thick and thin and their sexy women.” Catching just the smallest flicker of Maggie’s eyes, I couldn’t resist. Pasting a lewd grin on my face, I glanced at her chest, the button securing the blouse over her boobs, straining, leaving an open loop for her lacy bra to peek through.

I smiled into her eyes noticing the two spots of red that flared high on her cheeks.

It wasn’t that I disliked Maggie or anything. But sometimes she struck me as a bit of a tight ass. The shock value was always premium when it came to her and I had a hard time swallowing the chuckle that burbled in my throat. 

Her jaw muscle in that finely sculpted face worked hard and she turned, almost flounced out the patio door, wine glass and bottle gripped in her hands. Oh no, the look on Phil’s face, like he didn’t know whether to shit or wind his watch…maybe I’d gone too far this time.

“Gus. You want to ease up on any sexist comments around Maggie. She doesn’t like them and—”

I clapped him on the shoulder and held my hand there, giving him the benefit of my most contrite expression. “Sorry buddy. Y’know, old habits and all that.”

He took a step to follow her. “I know but still…”

I motioned a zipper across my lips, stifling the chortle. Since when did you become so whipped my old friend? You always were a bit on the conservative side but she’s got you wound so tight you almost squeak. As we crossed the flagstone patio, every stone set perfectly in place like the blades of the freshly mown grass, I watched Maggie take a seat at the table, thighs pressed tightly together, gracefully lowering her derriere—not ass, that would hint at some sort of sensuality, for God’s sake.

If she were my wife, I’d show her a thing or two. I’d fuck her so hard she’d scream for more. Do they ever have wild monkey sex or is it always missionary, with the lights low, if not off? As Phil passed by the back of her chair, his hand giving her shoulder a reassuring pat, it was almost too much. Did they ever let their hair down now? I knew that Phil was capable, had witnessed it in school, but Maggie? She must have had some fire in her belly to land him.

Rather than take a seat next to them, I kicked off my grubby sneakers and sat on the edge of the pool, draped my feet into the water. “This is great! These old dogs were howling, let me tell you. C’mon over you two. I don’t bite.” I flashed a grin at Maggie, “Unless you want me to.”

Phil got up but Maggie slipped dark sunglasses onto her face. “I’ll pass.” With a sniff, she turned to gaze at the flower bed that bordered the side of the yard.

I watched her drain half of the glass of wine and there was a sharp thud when she set it on the table to refill it.

God it was hot. The sun beat down like gangbusters and the only shade to be had was at the table where Maggie was perched like an exotic bird. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it behind me as Phil took a seat beside me. Maybe it was better this way—just me and him talking quietly, getting squiffed, hanging out like old times.

At the silent frown he shot my way, once more I muttered an apology.

“So, how’d you end up with this job Gus? You never answered my question, earlier. Somehow, I can’t see you in an office like that.”  His voice was soft yet insistent, eyes probing mine.

How do I tell him that it’s not a real job, but another assignment, this time investigating money-laundering. How else would those two mediocre hacks end up running a business that claimed a loss yet was doing well enough to sit on the most pricey piece of real estate in the city? I’d seen this kind of Mom and Pop operation before and now those people were ciphering the years left in prison.

“Things change Phil. I’m not the super jock, football star anymore. It’s not exciting but it’s a living. I took a few courses at night when the engineering thing didn’t pan out.” Engineering thing. Yeah right, more like being groomed for the government and training at Quantico.

From the corner of my eye I noticed Maggie rise and start walking back into the house.

“Bring us a couple cold ones, will ya darlin’?” I called after her, and smiled when her back stiffened, mid step.

She turned and this time, there was no smile in either her voice or on her lips when she spoke, “Phil, can I see you in the house for a minute?”

Phil’s eyes went wide and he looked to the side before scampering to his feet. As I watched him scuttle after her, I made up my mind. Since I was probably going to be asked to leave soon, why not have some fun with this?

I stood up, unzipped my jeans and slid them off to take that cool dip Phil had mentioned. Hope Maggie didn’t mind her guest skinny dipping.


Chapter 5: Maggie

“Are you fucking kidding me? He can’t stay. No way or I’m going to kill him.” The vein in my temple was beating a war drum. “Maybe I’ll kill YOU instead.” I stared at Phil across the island counter-top, my fingers thrumming, clicking the stone surface.

“I’m sorry Maggie. Of course, you’re right. He’s a little hard to—”

“Hard to take? That’s an understatement if ever there was one! And the dismissive way he treats me, like I’m sort of serving wench instead of your wife!” Air hissed from my nostrils like a bull about to charge. “I’m not going out there again. You can entertain him, serve him dinner, let him choke on it for all I care.” I turned, grabbed another bottle of wine from the fridge and ripped the cabinet door open to snatch a tumbler. Fuck the wine glasses. If I was going to drink alone, pass out to get to tomorrow, when HOPEFULLY, he’d be history, then lead on, McDuff.

Phil took a step towards me and I held the bottle out, stopping him dead in his tracks. He looked scared and so he should! I turned, my feet clacking like bullets of a machine gun across the ceramic tile, “I’ll be in the bedroom getting drunk. You and Gorilla—that’s what he is after all, a NEANDERTHAL—have fun.” With that, I left the room.

I slammed the bottle onto the night table and flopped down on the bed. My hands shook, filling the tumbler with wine. Some of it splashed and dribbled down my chin, ending with a drizzle on my new white blouse. Great! Red wine will never come out. It wasn’t enough he ruined my day, my weekend, but now he’s ruined my blouse!

Fuck it. Who cares! I swallowed another healthy dose to the immediate relief of muscles knotted tight. How could Phil, who’s one of the sweetest, most gentlemanly guys to walk the earth, be friends with such a boor? Sure a guy’s guy was one thing, football and all those testosterone laden sports but…but, Gus was a pig—ogling me and treating me like some skanky barmaid.

My foot started to jerk up and down, even though my legs were crossed tightly poised on the edge of the bed.

Oh God, I shouldn’t. I told Phil I’d quit. Fuck it. Fuck him. I got up and opened the bottom drawer of the night table, pulled it all the way out. There, tucked under two thick novels was the package of smokes and the lighter.

I poured another glass of wine, almost to the brim and tiptoed out of the room with the cigarettes in my other hand. Down the hall and past the living room to the front door, until I was outside, where I breathed a sigh of relief. But my shoulders sagged lower. Shit, I’d gone almost two months without lighting up and Phil thought I’d quit. Now here I was smoking and it was all because of that boor.

I popped one into my mouth and flicked the lighter a couple of times till there was flame. With a long drag, my eyes squinted surveying the expanse of lawn, immaculate as the greens of the Savannah Golf course. And then I saw it. The red Mustang nosed close, almost touching the bumper of my Honda.

My feet stumbled before I caught my balance walking over to it. God, the cigarette tasted good, even if it DID make me a little dizzy. Wine sloshed over my fingers and I fought the urge to wipe it on his car. That would just be childish and…I smiled and poured some onto the tan leather seat. Take that.

I strolled around to the rear, taking another long sip of wine. New York plates? I thought Phil said he was coming here from Chicago? After a small shake of my head I took another haul off the cancer stick. Who could believe anything that Gus said? He was probably some small time hood running from the law. Maybe that was why he’d been so agreeable to stay with us. The car was no great shakes. It had to be at least ten years old. Loser.

I finished the cigarette and flicked it onto the driveway, and paused mid-step at the sound that drifted in the air, like the wispy smoke of my cigarette. Was that music? Holy fuck, I’m off by myself, pissed off which of course, Phil knows, and he’s playing music? Fat lot he cares about me!

I strode back into the house, not even bothering to hide the cigarette package in my pocket, made no attempt at being quiet. Fuck them. What were they up to?

In the bedroom, I inched towards the patio door overlooking the pool, coming at it from the side till I could see them. My jaw fell to the floor, landing next to the glass that slipped through my fingers.

Gus was naked? NAKED? Standing there in his birthday suit, taking a haul off…my eyes dropped to the flagstones…his FOURTH beer?

Don’t Maggie; you don’t want to…but I couldn’t help myself. The way he stood, so straight and tall, feet casually spread, muscular calves and thighs as thick as tree trunks to where it dangled, a kielbasa sausage freezing the breath in my chest.

Did he just look at me? I jerked back behind the curtain, heart pounding in my throat, gasping out the air that pushed behind it. Oh my God, I needed another drink to calm down.

Had he expected me to return with Phil so he could put on some sort of show for my benefit? He probably thought I was some kind of prude or something, trying to shock me. This time, when I filled my glass, hands still shaking, some of the wine dripped onto the hardwood floor.

But, what about Phil? How comfortable was he with his best friend cavorting around nude?  Why hadn’t he told him to put the pants back on in case I happened to go out there again? Not that I would!  That’d take some of the air out of his balloon head—putting on a show but no audience to be found. Hmph.

I took another long drink and crept back to the screened door. He was standing in the same spot but had turned slightly giving me the absolute ‘full monty’, as the Brits say. This time I started at his shoulders, the round fullness of the muscle there, the light downy covering of light brown hair on his pecs, following the fine line of fur separating a six pack set of abs, the trim tummy to…no hair there?

Somehow, that made his cock more obscene, as lecherous and scary as a python trailing across his thigh.  My heart just about stopped watching his lips curl up in a smile, his fingers sliding his sunglasses up and onto the top of his head.

Where was Phil? Surely if he’d….Oh God, he was turned the other way, scooping some grass from the surface of the pool.

Now Gus openly grinned, made no pretense of pretending he hadn’t seen me spying. His hand rose and he sucked the last of the beer from the bottle. “I’ll get us another round buddy.”

My eyes were almost resting on my cheeks like big marbles, as I watched him step towards the house.  Frozen in place I heard the fridge door open and the clink of bottles before footsteps and Gus’s body entered my line of vision from the patio door.

Of all the fucking nerve! He flashes me, helps himself to our beer while I cower in the bedroom! The sidelong grin he shot me as he joined Phil at the pool was the icing on the cake. He was laughing at me, probably thought I’d be too scared to call him on prancing around nude.

I watched them silently as they sat on the edge of the pool. When my glass was empty, I poured another one, breath hissing through my nose. Their intermittent laughter, the music—I’d been dismissed as casually as a worn out shoe.

Once more my jaw dropped as Phil rose and pulled the light Polo shirt over his head. The muscles in his back, accented in the shadow cast by the rays of the sun, worked as he pushed his pants down and off, stepping out of them before slipping into the pool. I guess that made sense, considering the heat, the company he was keeping and the five beers.

I finished my wine just as he finished swimming the length of the pool and back. He popped up onto the side of it, next to Gus. The next thing, Gus let out a laugh and gave a push to Phil’s arm. All this guy bonding stuff was so damned cheery, wasn’t it? They didn’t give one good God damn about me sitting all alone in here, did they?

My feet slipped on the smooth, wooden surface as I made my way back to the bed and the bottle. Ooops. I’d better be careful. If I fell and hit my head, I could be lying unconscious for days before they’d even notice I was missing. Well, fuck them!

My throat was tight and my eyes hot as I fell onto the bed. I wouldn’t expect Gus to miss me but Phil? Didn’t he love me enough to even come in and check on me? A tear rolled down my cheek and onto the coverlet, just as a hearty burst of laughter, resounded from the patio.

My fists slammed onto the satin surface of the bed, jaw jutting forward under pursed lips. Oh yeah? It was okay for Phil and Gorilla to sit in the sun, getting wasted, wearing only a smile…no thought of whoever might see them…How would he like it if I showed up? Out there? Naked? That would fix his little red wagon.

I sat up and fingers fumbled on the buttons of my blouse, finally just tearing at the fabric, buttons pinging onto the floor. Fuck it—the wine had already ruined it. I unhooked the clasp of the bra and tossed it on Phil’s pillow. Take that, Mr. Organized.

Springing up from the bed, bare boobs jiggling, and my hand thrust out for balance, I unsnapped my jean skirt. With fingers clawing into the denim and lace panties, I pushed them down my hips and thighs, kicked them high into the air, hoping they’d join the bra on HIS side.

The sun was lower in the sky, a golden orb reflecting sparkling ripples on the water of the pool. I grabbed my glass and pushed the sliding screen open so hard that it banged like a shotgun before bouncing back an inch.

Both men turned to see me step out onto the flagstone step and then to the patio.

“Holy shit, Maggie!” Phil started to rise but Gus was way ahead of him.


Chapter 6: Gus

Oh fuck. There was no mistaking the stagger and quick two-step recovery in her gait, strolling casually across the flagstones—she was drunk. My eyes closed for a second, legs heavy as lead as I considered the situation. I’d been a total asshole and this was the result.

Phil sprinted towards her, shielding and propping her body against his own, which was a good thing considering how close she came to falling again. I grabbed a towel that had been lying nearby and walked toward them, holding it in front of me like some kind of sail or something.

I tried not to but hey, I’m a guy, sue me. The curve of her breast blossomed beside Phil’s side, the swell of her hip before her long tanned leg appeared beside his. Okay, no T’s and A’s but that was a good thing.

With the end of the towel in my fist, I placed my hand on her back and somehow managed to slide the other end between her and Phil. In a flash, the two ends were tucked securely together at her left shoulder blade—exactly the way I’d been taught. Who ever thought I’d have to actually do it to my buddy’s wife?

I stepped back and watched Phil lead Maggie to the chair at the table. That was fine. Her body was now demurely covered and more importantly with the amount of wine she’d consumed, her head was out of the sun.

Water. I raced across the patio, into the kitchen and ran a tumbler full of cold water from the tap. When I returned, Phil was seated facing her, his hands holding hers between his knees, looking into her eyes. I set the glass next to him and strode to get another towel to drape over my hips.

“Oh sh—sure, it’s okay for YOU and Gor…” A hiccup followed. “I mean Gus, to waltz around buck naked but—”

When I turned to join them, Phil was holding the glass of water to Maggie’s lips, insisting she swallow. She took a couple of gulps and batted his hand away, spilling half of it onto the ground. Her eyes were narrow, lips pursed as she turned to consider me.

“Maggie. I’m sorry for my behavior earlier. Look, I’m covered.” I risked a smile. “Nothing to see here. Move along folks.”

She continued scowling for a few moments before her eyebrow rose and the corner of her mouth softened upward. “I wouldn’t say nothin’. Not that I saw, anyways.” The remark was punctuated by another hiccup.

Her head fell forward and hand rose to cover her face, shoulders twitching up and down. Oh shit. Was she crying? What an asshole I am.

Her hand flew out, missed the first try but then connected with Phil’s arm, awkwardly patting him as she raised her head, eyes closed but laughing quietly. “A double negative. Oh fuck, it’s a good thing ole’ Missus Brown isn’t grading me on that one.”

Phil and I exchanged a quick look and then turned to watch Maggie. The muscles in my neck began to uncoil even though I had no right to even BEGIN to relax. She was absolutely plastered but at least she didn’t seem mad anymore. After a minute more of giggles, she picked up the glass and drained it.

“Maggie, maybe you’d better lay down for a while. Have a nap and when you wake up, I’ll have dinner ready for you.” Phil could have been talking to a five year old, his tone was so soft, the words slow and well enunciated. He rose to his feet and took his wife’s hand.

She snatched it away, her elbow making contact with the glass on the table and knocking it over. She glanced at it and then turned back to her husband, a smile blossoming on her lips. Her hand swept back to where it’d been, and with index finger pointing out she touched the end of his penis.

Oh fuck. He was still naked.

His fingers closed over hers and slowly he pulled her hand to the side. “Maggie. This is not—”

“Fuck you Phil!” Once more she jerked her hand out of his. Her eyes flashed fire looking up at him and then, just like that, her features transformed…a smile on her lips, and eyes becoming soft and sultry.

“You started it. You and…” She turned to look into my eyes and for the first time, since I’d known her, sexiness oozed. The tight-ass bitch had left the building. Now I could see what Phil saw in her. Too bad she had to be drunk to let it out.

The tip of her tongue trailed along her lower lip and toyed at the corner as she continued to watch me. Oh fuck. It wasn’t the time or place to get a woody but if she kept doing that…Baseball. Think baseball.

She turned back to look up into Phil’s eyes. “Seeing all these bare…” Her gaze dropped and once more she reached for his cock. This time he didn’t fight her when she placed her fingers around it. “Cocks. I’m horny.”

Her head swiveled to me, lips smiling, “You don’t mind do you, Gus?”

Fuck! Thoughts and images of baseball vanished. Her full pouty lips, now so kissable, the curve of her slender neck, shoulders and down to the cleavage, body naked and ready under that towel. My cock got hard so fast it would have hit the underside of the table, if not for the towel.

“It’ll just be a quickie when Phil tucks me in. He won’t be long.” She rose to her feet, hand still holding onto his cock which had gotten hard.

I sunk lower into the chair, the wind completely out of my sails, totally heavy and flat, flaccid even.

Phil put his arm over her shoulder, pointing her in the direction of the bedroom, and turned his gaze to me, shaking his head and mouthing ‘No way’. It barely registered as I sat glued to my chair.

When they entered the doorway and disappeared I sighed and got up. I needed a beer. My big toe banged into the iron table leg and I let out a soft curse. Hobbling across the patio, my toe throbbing, unlike my dick, I berated myself. What was I thinking? This was Phil and Maggie, not one of the swinger couples I’d hooked up with on vacation. Idiot. Leave it to me to jump to conclusions. Always thinking with the little head when a pretty woman was nearby.

And God, was she pretty. I opened the fridge and once more plucked a bottle from the shelf. Hell, better make it two in case Phil was stupid enough to just leave her there. I walked through the doorway and there he was, just sitting down once more at the table.

I guess that’s what happens when you’re married as long as they were. That respect thing. Love.

I took a seat at the table and handed the beer to him. Sometimes I envied guys like him.


Chapter 7: Phil

It wasn’t the sun that caused the heat in my cheeks watching Gus return with two beers in his paws. Jesus. What a disaster.

Not that Maggie was totally to blame. No, Gus’d been teasing and taunting her and she’d had enough. I should never have subjected her to this visit. She couldn’t stand the guy and well…who could blame her?

But still…Did she have to get drunk and stagger out nude? Let’s not even talk about coming on to me with my best friend watching.

I took the beer from his hand and watched him take a seat across from me. “That was…” I shook my head slightly and took a long swig of beer.

“Hey, don’t be too hard on her. It was my fault. I shouldn’t have teased her and—”

I slammed the bottle onto the table and strained forward, my jaw set. “Damned right. That’s my WIFE you were ogling not some two bit skank you picked up in a bar. And then the teasing.” I looked to the side and sucked in a long breath, trying to control myself so I wouldn’t say something I’d regret. The guy was an old friend, a bit down on his luck and hell, his foot was usually in his mouth. I knew that.

“Why’d you have to take your clothes off? I could have lent—”

“ME! Take a look at yourself buddy, you’re still starkers. You could have said something instead of stripping down yourself, if it was that big a deal.” He’d been advancing across the table as he spoke and now we were almost nose to nose.

I closed my eyes and started to laugh. When he joined in, the tension evaporated. We stayed that way, laughing at the day for a couple of minutes. Finally, he recovered himself, and pointed to the pool. “Get some clothes on will ya?”

Once more we burst out laughing but I got up to get a towel. Somehow, we’d talk this through, just like we had in school. And Maggie…well…I’d figure that out later, when she’d slept it off.

I sat down once more, the towel tucked neatly around me.

“I’m sorry buddy. I pushed the envelope, didn’t I?” His eyes were wide, his mouth pulled back in a grimace. “I can leave now before she wakes up. But I’d have to take a cab.”

I sighed and felt my heart sink lower. He was probably right that he couldn’t stay but, not yet. Maggie might be pissed, embarrassed or whatever but he was going to stay the night. It might mean I’d clean out the stores in Chicago shopping with her but, fuck it.

“Stay the night. We’ll figure it out in the morning.”  I pulled my lips between my teeth, stifling the chuckle that threatened to erupt. Maggie was going to be soooo embarrassed. She’d kill me later but by God, it was funny now.

“What?” He took a slug of beer and set the bottle down. “What’s so funny?”

“Maggie. Don’t ever tell her I said so but it WAS kind of funny. So unlike her.” My hand rose to cover my mouth and once more the laughter was on.

“Oh my God, when she touched your cock…just the tip of her finger, trying to be so dainty.” Gus bent over holding his sides, his head swaying back and forth as a chuckle out.

I cleared my throat to change the pitch of my voice, imitating her, “I’m horny.”

Gus slapped the table again and again, his eyes tearing up, he laughed so hard. He straightened in his chair, the muscles of his face twitching as he tried to smooth them. Finally, with eyes wide, lips apart, his tongue rolled over his lower lip.

Oh my God! If he didn’t stop I was going to piss myself laughing.

When we’d regained ourselves his face became serious, but with a dreamlike quality, gazing at the pool. “All kidding aside, she’s a pretty sexy woman. You’re not going to believe this but when she said she was horny, after the whole tongue thing and looking at me…” He turned to face me and dropped his gaze. “Forget it.”

My breath caught in my throat and I leaned over the table towards him. “What? What were you going to tell me? Jesus, from the way we were laughing earlier at the whole situation, you can level with me, you know.”   Oh shit. He probably thought she’d been coming on to him. Better set THAT straight.

He glanced at me a few times silently, looking at the bottle of beer in his hand. “I thought she meant a threesome.”

I flew out of the chair! “WHAT?” My mouth gaped open, eyes blinking a few times to focus him and more importantly what I thought he’d said.

“You heard me. A threesome.” His mouth pulled to the side and his head tilted off at an angle.

HolymotherofGod! My heart skipped a beat as the world that I knew turned upside down. Sure, I’d heard of threesomes. Hell, sometimes Maggie and I watched porn to get the motor primed and there’d been lots of threesomes in them but this was the REAL world for God’s sake, not some porno fuckfest.

I flopped down into my chair, my mouth still open wide enough to catch flies.

“Forget it. I shouldn’t have said anything—again, opening the mouth to change feet.” He stood up and gestured with the empty beer bottle, asking if I wanted another.

“After that statement? Fuck. I need another.” I watched him turn and start to walk into the house. “Better make it two more.” I called after him.

Once more my mouth fell open, almost forgetting to breathe as I sat there. My God. The way he’d said it, like it was an everyday thing. What had he been up to in the years since school? More importantly, what kind of people did he think Maggie and I were that he’d even THINK such a thing?

A flash of the three of us naked on a bed, probably inspired by the films I’d watched with Maggie popped into my head. Immediately, my cock swelled up.

No. This isn’t right. I pushed at my cock, tucked it into the crease where my thigh met my groin. Can’t think of that.

Oh shit. That’s like trying to not think of a pink elephant. But better a pink elephant than Gus pounding his cock into my wife. Oh my God, there it is again, damned prick with a mind of its own. I shifted in the chair trying to control the throbbing mass my cock had become.

Oh double shit. He was on his way back. I pulled my chair closer, so that my lap was hidden under the table.

He set the beers in front of me and there was a sheepish smile on his face when he spoke. “How about those White Sox? What do you think the chances are for them in the series?”

My eyes were gaping windows watching him take a seat again. “Fuck the White Sox.”

“It would be hard and they wouldn’t like it, I’m sure.” He chuckled softly before once more casting that sheepish grin. “Okay. I’ve done it. Hell, even done the whole orgy thing. It’s fun; I’ll tell you that much.”

Breath gushed out of my mouth and I shook my head from side to side, my eyes never leaving his. “The hell you will,” in my best Clint Eastwood imitation. “Spill it.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed as if he wasn’t dying to tell me. Maybe he wasn’t, but I wasn’t letting him off the hook.

“It’s usually on vacation, in Hedonism, but there’re clubs around here, too. Usually, I’m the loner…No steady girl, as you know…Couples, married couples, like a guy to join them sometimes. You know, the guy gets off watching his woman get fucked by another man and of course, the woman...” His grin became wide and his chest puffed out, “What woman can resist Gusto? That’s what they call me y’know. Gusto.”

“Holy shit on a shingle!”

“Yeah…kinda. It’s pretty hot stuff.” His gaze dropped once more to the beer bottle, fingers toying at the label. “I hope you’re not offended that I thought that Maggie…well, you know.”

I sat back in my chair and ran my fingers from my forehead to the back of my neck, holding the knots of muscle, trying to keep my head from flying off onto the flagstones. I watched the sky where a hawk swooped down and floated up once more, caught on a cross wind.

What did I think? The erection that still pushed against the cotton towel was still there and that wasn’t helping to sort out my thoughts. Was it any wonder he’d misinterpreted Maggie’s actions? With his history, it was almost understandable.

“No harm, no foul.” I dry scrubbed my face in my hands and when I looked at him again, I managed a smile. “Just don’t think that Maggie will be calling you Gusto.” Even as I said it, I knew in my bones it was a lie.


Chapter 8: Maggie

Oh my God. Who took a piss in my mouth? My tongue felt huge, stuck to my palate and I smacked my lips before grimacing. I turned my head and saw the wine bottle half empty (wasn’t that supposed to be half-full as the optimists say?). Through the patio door, night had fallen.

My hand flew to my head and I squeezed my eyes shut as the afternoon unfolded in my mind’s eye. SHIT! The wine, getting so pissed off at Gus and Phil and then…I bumped my head up and down against the pillow a few times. WALKING NAKED OUT ONTO THE PATIO? Oh shit, shit, shit.

I sat up and felt the towel slip open and fall to my lap. Oh God, no. Gus had draped this around me before I’d acted so stupid, licking my lips, fingering Phil’s cock…Did I really say ‘I’m horny.’?

I fell back onto the soft bed, my arms folded across my face. If only I could hide from the world, like this forever.

Phil’s laugh followed by the deep rumble of Gus’s voice broke the spell. I had to get up and face the music. Oh well, I deserved it and it could have been sooooo much worse.

Gus had actually put a towel around me. He hadn’t made any stupid, lewd comment but he’d been…oh my God I never thought I’d see the day when Gus Miller was actually a gentleman. I’d been no lady, but at least he’d been decent.

I propped myself up on my elbows and rolled out of bed, catching myself when my feet threatened to go on strike. I sighed and walked over to my closet, slowly, taking care lest the headache deep in my brain surfaced, in all it’s painful glory. The smell of onions simmering, drifted into my nostrils as I donned my terry bathrobe and plodded out of the room.

It was the picture of domestic bliss, Phil setting the table with the salad and plates while Gus stood at the stove, a wooden spatula in his hand stirring something in the frying pan. Must be the onions.

I cleared my throat and marched straight to the sink, poured a tall glass of water for myself, ignoring their silent stares. Were they smirking? I felt my shoulders droop, gulping until the glass was empty.

“How are you feeling?” Phil’s voice was gentle in my ear, his hand resting lightly on my back.

“Terrible. Thanks.” I turned and looked into his eyes. There was only pity in them, no anger. Somehow that made it worse.

“Maggie.”

I turned my head and looked into Gus’s eyes; saw the wide, sadness in them. His hand had stopped, the spatula resting on the lip of the pan, regarding me.

“Maggie. This is all my fault. I’m sorry.” He turned back to the pan and started to stir the onions again. “I’ll clear out in the morning.”

I noticed the slope of his head and shoulders, mouth pulled to the side as if he’d lost his best friend. This was a side of him that was totally foreign to me. No teasing or smart ass comments?

I sighed and leaned back against the countertop. He had every right to make some comment after the fool I’d been at the pool. My God, he’d even covered my body up to spare me this embarrassment. Shit.

I took a few steps towards him and patted his back softly. “No need to rush off. Just promise me that you’ll forget this afternoon. I think we got off on the wrong foot.”

He stopped and once more turned to look into my eyes. The corners of his mouth curled slowly up and his eyes became brighter, as if seeing me for the first time. That was what it was like for me. I could actually see the good side of him, the one that Phil liked so much. He was being kind, HAD been kind and the icicles frosting my heart began to melt.

“Thanks Maggie. I promise I’ll never tease you again. Hell! I’m even making you dinner! With Phil’s help of course.” His eyes flitted to Phil. “Better flip the steaks and check the spuds, Bro.”

“What can I do to help?” I looked up into his face and noticed the lines at the corners of his eyes, the strong jaw and small hump on the bridge of his nose. There was just a shadow of dark beard on his cheeks and above his lips. This was why he attracted women like moths to a flame.

Warmth settled in my chest and spread through my body as I watched him turn his attention back to the stove. Why had he never found a woman who could take the rough edges off, bring this gentleness out more often?

“Maggie, have a little hair of the dog that bit ya’. Make yourself a drink and sit down at the table. Phil and I got this covered.” He threw a smile my way and it was then, that I decided he was okay. The week may even turn out to be fun.


Chapter 9: Phil

Try as I might, I couldn’t get the ‘threesome thing’ out of my head. As we ate dinner, it kept rearing its head, well actually, more like swelling the head of my dick. I watched Gus relay some silly story from our college days, about me of course, and the way she seemed to hang on every word, her laughter like soft chimes in my ears.

At one point, he leaned over and touched her hand, underscoring some point and I couldn’t help but note how close to her breast it was. If he were any closer, or if she moved forward, that hand could slip inside the opening of her robe, could hold her warm flesh in that grizzly paw, fingers toying with the nipple…Oh God. I shifted in my chair, glad that my pants were back on, holding me securely in place.

For the first time, I noticed his lips as he talked. They were full but not overly so—probably what women would call kissable. A scene of his lips dragging over the hollow of her throat, lowering to her chest until finally settling on that button-like nipple, drawing it into his mouth...

“Phil? Are you all right?”

I startled, eyes focusing to meet hers. “Fine.” I cleared my throat to lower my voice from the squeak it had become. “I’m fine. Probably too much sun, and for sure, too many beers.” The meal was half over and I couldn’t wait to get out of there, take her into the bedroom.

“Why don’t you go to bed early? I’ll clean up out here.” Her hand dropped onto mine softly and for a few minutes, I couldn’t speak. That same hand had held my cock earlier…and Gus had envisioned it gripping his.

“Yeah, little buddy. I’ll help Maggie. It’s the least I can do…” He grinned, flashing a set of perfect white teeth, like some kind of vampire or something.

Oh sure, she’d be rinsing dishes at the sink and Gus’d come up behind her, cup her breasts in his hands, nibble at her neck with those teeth, while rubbing his thick cock against the cheeks of her ass.

Fuck. I felt a drizzle of pre-cum staining my pants! What the hell!

“I’m not ‘little buddy’, never was and never will be.” It came out way sharper than I’d intended. I saw the surprise in Gus’s eyes and the scowl on Maggie’s face. “I’m sorry. I guess I AM pretty tired.” The steak in my stomach became heavy and suddenly my appetite vanished.

“Go to bed, dear. You’re not yourself.” Maggie’s eyebrow was lowered, her dark eyes stern. “You don’t have to worry about Gus and I. We’ll make out okay, even without you.” She turned and graced Gus with a quick smile.

I felt my heart leap into my throat, even as the heaviness, throbbing against my tummy increased. ‘Make out okay?’ Was it a flirty smile on her face? And why did I hope so? Shouldn’t I be jealous, ready to punch Gus’s lights out instead of feeling…Oh my God, the fullness of my cock was proof of how I felt about this. What kind of sick fuck was I, fantasizing about my wife and best friend?

“I don’t know about you, but I couldn’t eat another bite. That was excellent, if I do say so myself.” Gus wiped his mouth with his napkin and pushed back from the table. “I need another glass of water. Anyone else want one?” He rose and seeing the shake of Maggie’s head and mine, he carried on to the sink.

“I’m going to bed. You’re right.” My voice was just above a whisper and I took her hand and placed it on my turgid rod. “Don’t be long.”

Her eyes opened wide and a smile spread over her lips before she gave my cock a gentle squeeze. From the looks of it, I wouldn’t have long to wait for her to finish in the kitchen.

Quickly, before Gus turned from the sink and could notice the state of my cock, I rose and called over my shoulder, walking from the room, “See ya’ in the morning, buddy.”


Chapter10: Maggie

Holy! What was up with Phil—totally hard and even leaking pre-cum. I watched him walk from the room and down the hallway to our bedroom. It HAD to be from earlier today, when I’d touched him and told him I was horny. Of course he couldn’t do anything about it THEN, not with Gus around.

My cheeks flushed and I glanced at Gus coming back to the table. He wore a small smile but didn’t seem too put out with Phil’s disappearance. I turned my gaze back to my plate, wondering if he’d noticed Phil making me grope him. 

“Poor Phil. He’s not used to drinking so much in the afternoon. Actually, neither am I…” I let the words trail off, hoping he’d get the hint that I wouldn’t be staying up much longer, either.

“Yeah, we kind of overdid it a bit.” He sat down again and chuckled, gazing down at the table.

My fingers tightened around the glass of wine spritzer I’d been nursing, feeling my neck grow hot. Oh God, was he remembering my antics at the pool earlier and laughing about that?

“You and Phil have a nice place. You seem pretty happy.” He looked into my eyes, a smile still playing at his lips as he stood up. “How about you let me clear these dishes away? You must be tired too.”

Without waiting for an answer he picked up his plate and Phil’s, already turning to go back into the kitchen area.  For a few seconds I fought the urge to join Phil in the bedroom, have raucous sex and forget that this day had happened, but Gus was being so nice. I couldn’t just leave him out here alone, cleaning up the mess. I picked up my plate and glass and joined him at the sink where he was busy rinsing dishes.

Standing elbow to elbow, a picture of him standing naked, in full view, flashed in my mind and once more I blushed. A small gasp left my lips at the jolt of pleasure that shot through my core. As if in a trance, I watched his muscular forearms, the covering of light brown hair and thickness of his wrists as he turned the plate over to rinse the underside. 

There was a warm tingle in my clit looking at his wrist, so tanned and firm…only a little bigger than what I’d seen hanging below his taut stomach. At the nudge on my arm, the spell was broken and my head jerked up to look into crinkled, laughing blue eyes. Oh God, could he tell what I was thinking?

“Hey. Earth to Maggie.”

I handed him the plate in my hand and turned to walk back to the table. As I did, I chanced a glance over my shoulder. There was a quick flicker as his eyes rose from where he’d been staring—at my ass. My heart skipped a beat, tummy fluttering for a moment. If I’d been remembering his nakedness earlier, maybe he was doing the same thing, picturing my body when I’d drunkenly appeared nude.

Oh my God. I grabbed the rest of the things from the table and almost dumped them onto the counter. “Leave the rest of it, if you want Gus. I’ll get it in the morning.” I risked a casual pat onto his back, as I walked by, trying not to notice how hot my hand felt on his shirt. “I’m bushed. I think I’ll join Phil. See you tomorrow.”

My heart thudded in my chest as I scurried out of the room and down the hall. Ahead of me, the white wooden door promised sanctuary and…I smiled and moved faster. Phil would hopefully still be horny. It had been such a day and my nerves could use a release.

I was no sooner in the door, than his hands were on the front of my robe, stripping it open and down my shoulders. Oh yes. His cock was still hard, the head of it drizzled across my thighs as he spun me around, pushed me back onto the surface of the bed.

“Phil!” My voice was low and my finger went across my lips, gesturing quiet. I pointed to the door, mouthing ‘Gus’.

A strange look appeared in his eyes for a moment before he dropped to his knees beside the bed. His hands gripped my knees hard and he yanked my legs open. Oh my…I’d never seen him like this, so rough and insistent. When his elbows dug into the soft flesh of my inner thighs holding them apart, his hands on my hips to pull my ass to the edge of the bed, I almost cried out. But Gus would hear.

Oh God, I was spread like a banquet before his face, my pussy open, longing for his mouth. One fist went between my teeth biting down to prevent screaming with pleasure when his tongue touched my clit. He lapped it like a dog, driving me crazy, it felt so good.

His fingers drove hard into the slippery wetness, deep inside, pumping fast…sucking, nibbling on my sensitive bud. It seemed he couldn’t get enough, almost devouring my pussy…fucking my cunt hard with his hand, groaning into me.

I reached out to pull him away…longed for his hard cock deep inside but he thrust my hand to the side. Oh God, he was an animal, rutting in his need, insistent. I gasped, my head thrown back hard against the bed…the lust in my cunt…hips rocking into his mouth…there was only the glorious hotness of his tongue…the rapid licking and sucking….

“Don’t stop. Oh fuck…suck it…fuck me fast…” Gutteral moans, rumbled in my throat. There was only the hotness of his mouth, licking…greedy for my cunt.

“Oh fuckfuckfuckfuck.” It was a cry, a whimper in my chest, eyes squeezed shut…Waves of ecstasy cascaded through me…my hot, throbbing clit…cunt clenching down, filled.

On and on it went…ohGod…ravishing my cunt…causing my flesh to quiver in ecstasy.

My hand flew to his head, pushed him away as the sensation became too much. His eyes were half closed with pleasure, cheeks and lips glistening with my cum as he rose, smiling. He stood between my legs, cock in his fist…oh fuck, it was beautiful, so thick and long, gliding slowly through my furrow.

“Uhhhh.” A grunt-groan when he thrust into me…stretching me…filling my cunt.

His eyes were mere slits, staring down at his cock gliding in and out of my hole. I strained upward, to prop myself up on my elbows, wanting to watch as well. It was thick and dark, impossibly big, like Gus’s wrist…OH…I gasped. It was too naughty. My cunt throbbed, slick with wetness at the thought.

In and out… thick and dark…oh fuck, it was building again. “Fuck me hard.” My hand flew to my clit, stroking it fast…gasping…muscles deep inside clutching the hard cock…milking it.

“That’s it…right there.” Breath sucked fast through clenched teeth, words a low growl. He ground into me like a jackhammer.

“Ohhhhh” The pleasure rocked through me once more, his cock deep, filling me with hot slipperiness.

He jerked once, twice….deeper still and held it as the last spurt of lust shot out of him.

My breath rushed from my mouth in rapid pants, watching his face, his groin where we were joined. Oh God, I needed that so much. My legs trembled and he fell over onto me, his mouth in my ear, on my neck. 

We stayed like that for a while; my hands skimmed the velvet surface of his back lovingly, till our bodies floated downward, soft as the flight of a feather falling to the ground. There was a soft wetness as he slipped from my opening.

“Oh fuck, Maggie. That was hot.” He rose and stepped back and his hand pulled a few tissues from the box on my night table.

I took one from him and wadded it between my legs before rising and then settling under the covers. When he lay next to me, I snuggled into his body, my fingers toying with the dark hair on his chest. “That was wild. What came over you? I’ve never seen you so…so rough…and demanding. I liked it.”

His hand stroked my arm and he turned to kiss the top of my head. “It was Gus; what he told me this afternoon. Did you know, he thought you were trying to initiate a threesome?”

My body jerked up and I stared into his face. His eyes were serious, his lips parted but not smiling. He was SERIOUS? “WHAT?” My breath was a still balloon in my chest.

“Yeah. Apparently, he’s done that lots of times. He’s even done orgies.”

I closed my eyes for a moment and shook my head a few times, still facing him. “WHAT? I don’t believe it.” Once more I did a double take. “You mean, like in a porn flick?”

“Yes! He told me…”

***

For the next twenty minutes, Phil relayed the conversation he’d had with Gus. Twice he had to repeat it.

The first time I heard it, I was flabbergasted. The second time I heard it…well, let’s just say that we ended up having wild sex twice more, before morning.


Chapter 11 Gus

As I worked rinsing off the plates, setting them in the dishwasher and then getting it started, I thought about Maggie and Phil. She’d been so embarrassed; she could hardly look me in the face. But she seemed to come around, even laughed at some of my jokes—cleaned up ones since she really was a lady—despite the show she’d put on earlier.

It was only when Phil went to bed that she seemed to get nervous again, clam up a bit.

And Phil. Thought he could hold his booze better than that. He’d always done in college. I paused about to push the button on the dishwasher to start it. Maybe it was that little confession of mine…telling him about my adventures in the swinger lifestyle. Oh fuck. Was he thinking of asking me to leave in the morning? I sighed and pushed the button on the dishwasher, surprised a bit by my reaction to that.

It had been fun seeing him, reliving some of the old times but it was also Maggie. Just when I was starting to get to know her, even LIKE her, I was going to have to leave.

There was heaviness in my gut and I knew it wasn’t from the steak dinner. I turned the light in the kitchen out and walked down the hall. Maybe, in my line of work, it didn’t pay to get too close to people. So, just as well.

My hand was on the doorknob of the guest bedroom when a sound made me stop dead in my tracks. Was there someone outside? What was that? My spidey sense went on red alert.

“…fuck me harder” only a soft murmur but the words were clear enough in my ears.

My cock stood straight at attention, almost thudding into my tummy. I smiled, turned the handle and stepped into the spare bedroom. Well, if Phil was getting his, have at it bro. It didn’t look like the conversation earlier had dampened his love-life any. Come to think of it, he was quiet at dinner and seemed to squirm a lot in his chair.

A chuckle escaped my lips, glad that he was taking care of the blue balls. Lucky guy. Maggie was built like a brick shithouse. I unbuttoned the shirt and slid it off my shoulders, tossed it on the dresser.

When she came out of the house, there was no way I couldn’t look, although I made a big pretense of looking the other way. Holy cow, the rack on her jiggling with every step she took…narrow waist and perfect hips. Not sure about the bush. Normally it turns me off but at least she’d trimmed it. Oh fuck, who am I kidding? It was hot.

Once more I paused, about to pull the coverlet on the bed back. There it was again, only this time it sounded like Phil moaning. I flipped the cotton duvet back and my hands went to the waistband of my jeans. As soon as they were unbuttoned and the zipper open, my cock, hard as an English cucumber, sprang free.

Another moan from the room next door…

I slipped out of my jeans and grabbed my suitcase and tossed it on the bed. There was no way I’d get any sleep in this condition. My fingers flew, opening it, sliding the laptop from the pocket and setting the bag back onto the floor.

I popped into bed and placed the laptop beside me. I knew just the video to watch while I took care of business. There was no point lying to myself; it was Maggie I’d be fantasizing about, fucking the ass off her…I flipped the laptop open and clicked the mouse-pad, searching for it, the video of the brunette with the humongous jugs.

My hand drifted to my cock and I rubbed it, eyes focused on the screen, ears filled with the soft passionate murmurs from the room next door. Oh God, how I’d like to be Phil. She was probably sucking his cock, right now.

There it was. I clicked and the dark haired woman, a Maggie look-alike filled the screen. My hand rolled slowly down my cock, just as the woman on the monitor, licked the knob of a blonde guy kneeling before her. She was on the bed, taking that massive cock into her mouth, her eyes watering as she looked up at his face.

“ Ohhhh…” Maggie’s voice.

Oh Jesus. The sound of her lust, only twelve feet away, separated only by a wall…it was too much. My hand stroked faster, gripped my shaft firmly, twisting my wrist on the upward stroke…oh God, it was Maggie…her tight cunt around my cock…like it was sucking on me…

My heart pounded, hand flying up and down as I fell into her, deeper and deeper…Phil standing nearby watching…her begging for more….

The hot lust in my cock that had started when she appeared naked, erupted from me in hard, delicious spurts of ecstasy. Eyes shut, lips parted, gasping as my hand coaxed every drop, every hot, slippery, atom to shoot onto my stomach. I gasped a final hard breath and stopped.

White viscous globs of cum pooled in my naval, threaded across my abdomen. Holy shit, I’d been horny! I reached for the jeans next to the bed and managed to clean up my mess with the inside of one of the pant legs.

I cocked my ear and listened. They were still talking? My hand froze and I stared straight ahead. What if he was telling her about me, about the threesome?




To be continued in Book 2: Another Guest?
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Chapter 1: Maggie

No. I rolled over, determined to fall back into the dream. In it, I was on my hands and knees, a man poised behind me, his cock grazing over the flesh of my ass, sliding into the groove between my cheeks and down…down to press into my opening. A stranger at a party, a swinger party, where couples lolled on a bed, naked bodies and limbs intertwined, moans, the slapping of flesh—

A hand gripped my shoulder, shaking it, “Wake up, Maggie. It’s almost noon. Gus is in the kitchen making brunch. We let you sleep in, but it’s time to get up.”

I opened my eyes to see Phil smiling down at me. God. How could he look so fresh and bright-eyed after the night we had? I’d be lucky if I’d be able to walk today. I smiled, gazing into dark, laughing eyes, and the quirky, lopsided curl of his lips. Against the white golf shirt, his face was swarthy and smooth, arms even darker with a shroud of fine, black hair dusting them.

I threw the covers back and lowered my eyes to the crotch of his khaki shorts. My leg slid to the side of the bed as my tongue rolled slowly over my lower lip. Already, the bulge in his pants thickened in answer to my erotic invitation.

Soft, seductive words purred from my throat. “Come back to bed. Just a quickie. I had the sexiest dream and I need you.”

“Oh God, Maggie.” He moaned and reached down to fondle my breast, teasing the nipple erect with his thumbnail. “I can’t. It’s not just that Gus is out there with breakfast on the table. You wore me out last night.” He leaned over and kissed my lips, breathing the words into my mouth, “My little sex kitten. I think telling you about Gus, his threesomes and more-somes, got you fired up.”

My hand went behind his neck and I pulled him closer until my lips brushed the folds of his ear, gliding my tongue over the flesh before I whispered, “It got YOU hot, too.”

He pulled back grinning, his face now flushed, whether from his cock, which was now totally hard and tenting the shorts… or was it the prospect of carrying this further; I wasn’t sure.

A thrill of pleasure pulsed in my pussy at the decadence of the night before. I’m sure that Phil had fantasized during our raucous sex—fantasized that we were in some kind of swinger thing—just as I knew that the cock inside me, pounding me mercilessly, hadn’t belonged to my husband. It had been a sizzling, hot fuck and …different.

I sat up and sighed. But that was fantasyland—a safe playtime between Phil and me, our little secret fun. The real world was outside our bedroom door, cooking breakfast, actually. Gus’s experience in this milieu was exciting and interesting but didn’t belong in our world; I mean the real world. Phil and I had a great marriage and the sex was good. True, last night was different, thanks to hearing about Gus, but that was between me and my husband.

“Give me fifteen minutes. I need a shower.” I took the hand he offered and rose to my feet.

“He had his bag packed and was going to leave this morning.” Phil’s mouth was pulled to the side in a sad frown.

Phil’s words stopped me cold.

“What? I hope you told him—”

His hand rose, palm outward, nodding his head. “Yes. We’re good now. I hope that was okay?”

The sinking stone of disappointment in my limbs when Phil first spoke surprised me. But it was true; I didn’t want Gus to leave…not yet. I gave my head a shake and smiled.

He’d been such a jerk at first that I had hoped to wake up this morning to see him gone. But, after the fiasco of my appearing naked and then him covering me in a bath sheet, preserving my ‘modesty’, I had to admit, I was wrong about him. Gus was a decent guy, close to being a gentleman— never mind the fact that he was handsome as hell.

“Absolutely.” I turned and walked into the ensuite bathroom, calling over my shoulder, “I’m beginning to like him.”

Uh oh. My eyes opened wide and breath caught in my throat. I popped back, holding the doorframe in my fingers, “But don’t let on you’ve told me about his swinging thing.”

Phil gave me a thumbs up signal and left the room, on his way back to the kitchen.

Whew.  As I showered I wondered what kind of women Gus did this with. I mean, did he have a type, like preferring blondes or redheads or would any sexy woman do? How did that work?

***

It was actually closer to a half hour later when I ambled into the kitchen. The smell of coffee and bacon overpowered the floral perfume I had splashed onto my breasts and throat. From the way Phil’s eyes widened and Gus’s mouth fell open, the extra care I had taken applying make-up and doing my hair wasn’t wasted. I pretended not to notice the guys’ eyes checking out the low neck, tight T-shirt and the shortness of the matching skirt.

Hell, I’d been fucked like a wanton slut for most of the night by my husband. I felt sexy and I’d be damned if I was going to hide that fact.

“Good morning!” I brushed by Gus, who stood facing me, butt propped against the counter top.

His gaze as I poured a coffee, made my skin tingle. Had Phil told him that I knew about his swinging thing? My cheeks became warm and my hand shook for a second or two before I took a deep breath to compose myself.

“You’re looking pretty good this morning.” He leaned close and inhaled loudly. “Smell pretty good too. What IS that perfume?”

Before I had a chance to reply, Phil spoke, “Tigress by Faberge.” He nuzzled into my neck, a soft growl in his throat.

Once more a shiver of pleasure skittered down my spine and into my pussy. Standing at the counter with Phil behind me, kissing my neck and Gus ogling me on the other side—it felt intimate. I swear, testosterone caressed my skin, and infused my body from the male arousal surrounding me. Both of them, leaning in at me… made me feel… powerful somehow.

“Tigress.” Gus’s breath was warm, a soft caress on my cheek. “It suits you, I think.”

I turned and our eyes met, locked for a few beats, but it seemed longer. He was wearing the same pants, except today I noticed the way they hugged his hips and more specifically the bulge to the right of the zipper. Even with my peripheral vision, I could see the lighter shade of blue outlining his fullness.

The strip of fabric between my legs became damp.

I smiled a ‘thanks’ and walked to the table, giving Phil’s hand a gentle squeeze before I left. When I took a seat at the table, I shifted in my chair to face them, crossing my legs, causing the tan colored denim to ride higher. Again, like the horn dogs guys can be, their gaze shifted to my legs and higher, trying to spy the white triangle of panties. I loved this.

Gus turned and scooped a few pieces of bacon from the paper towel where it had drained, and placed them on a plate. Scrambled eggs sat in a pan on the burner, and he added some to the plate.  “So, what’ll we do today? It’s already hot outside.”

Was there some suggestion in the tone of his voice? I watched him turn and saunter over to the table, to set the plate in front of me. “There’s toast already made but if you’d like a fresh slice, I don’t mind. What’s there is probably dried out and hard. Would you like a new piece?”

I swallowed and breath escaped my lungs in a whoosh. Why did he have to say ‘hard’ and ‘piece’? Sure, I’d crossed my legs and flashed some thigh but now, was he taunting me? He’d teased me yesterday, but nothing like this. Or was it me? Yesterday, I’d considered him crude but today…Oh God, my pussy, warm and wet, was weighing in.

“I like it…I mean THEM, hard.” I looked into his eyes and smiled—a closed lipped, suggestive one.

Phil’s head appeared over Gus’s shoulder, his eyes wide, and blinking fast. He’d never seen me act like this, a little flirty and dirty, except with him. To do this with Gus had obviously shocked him; maybe I’d better ease up.

I picked up my fork and began to eat, purposely avoiding any more eye contact with Gus. From the corner of my eye I saw him turn and go back to the counter.  Now I had a clear view of Phil’s body and while his face might have looked shocked a moment ago, the bulge in his pants told another story.

He stepped over to me and pressed his erection against my shoulder for a moment. His voice was low when he looked down and spoke, “Do you know what you’re doing? You’re playing with fire here, Maggie.”

Was that a challenge? First Gus with the innuendos and now Phil’s outright threat? No, not a threat. Did he like this and this was his way of spurring me on?

He stepped to the side and took a seat next to me, waiting it seemed, for the next move in this game.

“Since it’s so hot today, I’m going to stay close to the pool.” I looked across the room at Gus, who was once more propped against the counter, that damned bulge in his pants drawing my eye, a look of pure devilment on his face. “Gus, do you need Phil to lend you a bathing suit? I noticed you didn’t have one yesterday.”

His eyes widened and he smirked and dropped his gaze to his bare feet.

Aha! Scored one there.

After a moment or two, his head raised and he grinned, conceding my victory in this silly, sexual dance. “It depends.”

I popped a piece of meat into my mouth, chewing leisurely, basking in my victory. “Depends on what?”

His head dropped and when he looked at me, it was through thick eyelashes, his smirk wider and so damned cute. “On you. Are you going to go naked? I certainly hope so.”

Beside me, Phil muttered under his breath, “Oh my God, please.” He squirmed in his chair.

Oh no. I held my breath, mind racing a mile a minute to find a witty reply.  I cleared my throat and spoke, finally. “How do I know you won’t come rushing out to cover me with a bath sheet?” A smile spread my lips, even though it wasn’t all that good as a come-back.

I noticed Gus regard Phil for a moment or two before he answered. “If you’ve got the nerve to go naked, then I promise you, it won’t be a bath sheet on top of you.”

My mouth fell open, only closing when Phil rose and stood behind my chair. I was utterly speechless, while my pussy ached for me to scream, YES! Phil’s hands were on my shoulders and then he lowered one to slip it inside the neck of the T-shirt, inside the lacy bra, to cup my breast. I gasped and covered his hand with my own, panting for air, staring at the half empty plate.

So this was it. My husband’s caress was both his consent and encouragement for this erotic game to continue.


Chapter 2: Phil

The last time I’d felt like this had been when I was fifteen. Oh my God, that was sixteen years ago! I’d come twice as far as the young guy with the perpetual hard-on and now I was right back there.

When Maggie joined us in the kitchen all dolled up, even wearing the perfume for our ‘special’ nights, I knew something was up—and it wasn’t just my damned dick. Gus had homed in on it right away, like a laser guided cruise missile. He probably suspected that I’d told her about his history, the whole swinging thing. Well, of course I would, wouldn’t I? She was my WIFE for God’s sake. You can’t keep something like that from your wife.

Oh fuck it. At least be honest with yourself…You were turned on by what he’d said, turned on at the thought of watching Gus and Maggie. It’s kind of normal for a guy to be turned on watching his wife get fucked by another guy…well, at least according to Gus, it was and he’d know.

Maggie was a wildcat in bed last night. It was obvious she’d been turned on hearing about Gus’s exploits.

I watched her walk across the floor and take a seat at the table. Oh yeah, there was a little extra sway in her hips walking over there and when she sat down and swiveled to face us as she crossed her legs, she’d known what she was doing. How could we stop ourselves from peeking to see if she had any panties, in that flash when her legs parted?

Oh fuck. It was almost a wet dream listening to Gus and her parry back and forth about the toast, the ‘piece’ and ‘hard’. When she answered him, ‘she liked it hard’, I HAD to see her face. Was she serious? Did she really know where all of this would lead if she kept it up? She might think it was only innocent play, but as the old saying goes, ‘if you play with the bull, you’re gonna get the horn’.  That would be Gus—a bull, if ever there was one.

It was hard to tell from her face, whether she was teasing or serious. When Gus walked back into the kitchen, there was my opportunity. My cock was like granite and even the soft flesh of her shoulder felt hot as hell, made me leak pre-cum. My God, where was it coming from, after all the action last night?

Her eyes flashed at me after I asked her if she knew what she was doing. Oh God, I knew that look. There’d be no stopping her now, not when a challenge had been issued.

My cock was beginning to be almost painful as I continued to listen to the verbal foreplay.

“Oh my God, yes.” Fuck, it slipped out. Say yes, Maggie. Be naked and…

My heart was in my throat at her smart-ass answer—she was afraid he’d cover her with the bath sheet. She was actually going to do it?

Gus looked at me silently for a minute or two. From the look in his eyes, he needed to double check with me; was I okay with where this was going. I held my breath and nodded, waiting for him to speak.

Holy God! His answer, all but said outright, he’d be fucking her. I looked across at Maggie and saw her gaze silently at her plate. I stood up and moved behind her chair. She wanted this as much as I did, maybe even more. From the way she’d been last night and then this morning, flirting with him…

I slid my hand down from her shoulder to the inside of her bra, filling my hand with her warm breast. If I’d had any doubt that she was hot for this, the hardness of her nipple and her hand on mine, dissolved it.

She stood up and turned to put her arms around my neck. Oh God, I’d never seen her look so beautiful, with the small smile on her full lips and eyes that fairly smoldered with desire. Just like the night before, I saw her anew, as Gus was probably seeing her—a lush, exotic woman with an ache as strong as his, to be fucked.


Chapter 3: Gus

I left them and went into my room. They needed to touch base a final time before we went any farther with this. The last thing I needed, especially with my best friend, was to fuck his wife and then regret it after. It was a good thing that all of this came out this morning before anyone had a drink. As exciting as this was, now was the time for sober second thoughts.

I lifted my shirt over my head and threw it next to the one I’d worn yesterday. Just a final check…lifted my arms high and sniffed the pits. It was cool in the house but better put on some more deodorant for outside. The layer after the shower earlier was already beginning to fade.

The jeans sliding over the thickness of my cock pinched a bit and then let go. Holy fuck, if they change their mind I’m going to have to take some off the top like last night, actually twice last night if the truth be known. I smiled remembering the sounds coming out of their bedroom. What had it been, two or probably more like three times they’d gone at it?

There was no way Phil had kept his mouth shut to Maggie. Not from the way she’d been acting this morning. No. She knew.

A smile spread over my face. Tigress. It was nice, her perfume. She’d been like a cat all right, a cat in heat. She’d done everything but rub herself against my leg. I looked at the door for a few moments. What were they doing? Was everything still on?

As if he could read my mind, there was a tap at the door and Phil’s voice. “Pool’s open Buddy! Pitter patter as they say.”

I grabbed the towel I’d left earlier from the shower this morning and wrapped it around my waist. Sure, it sounded like they were still up for this but I didn’t get to Special Agent at the Bureau by taking stupid chances. Feeling lighthearted, I grinned as I looked at the tent my dick was making in the towel. More like the boy scout motto really… ‘Be Prepared.’

The hardwood floors were cool on my bare feet as I walked down the hallway and into the kitchen. They’d stacked the breakfast things in the sink but I guess they had more important things pressing than doing dishes. I know I did.

Fuck she’d looked hot in that short skirt and tight T-shirt. They say that more than a handful is a waste but I couldn’t wait to fill my hands and mouth with her breasts. And that little white V of panties when she’d crossed her legs. I could have torn it from her with my teeth it got me so hot. I love those little erotic peeks when women do stuff like that.

The sunlight made my eyes hurt for a few seconds when I stepped out. Holy God, it was hot, hot enough to cook eggs on the sidewalk. The pool sparkling in the rays of the sun looked really inviting, just the thing to cool off and get rid of some of this erection. I mean, I’m not going to jump her right away. No, the build-up’s too much fun to skip.

I flipped the towel onto a chair and took a few steps to dive it. The water was wonderful close to the bottom, cool and quiet.

I never thought Phil would be up for something like this, not since he’d been married anyway. There was a time, the first year in college when he’d been a bit of a player but that had stopped in the second and third year.    

Now here he was again, taking a walk on the wild side.  I surfaced and spouted water, whipping my head to shake the water from my hair. It was probably MY bad influence on Phil. If so, then he’d thank me afterwards.

I swam back to the other side of the pool and rested my arms on the side, watching the patio door where Maggie would soon appear.

There was movement in the doorway, a hand pushing the screen back and then there she was, totally naked. Oh fuck, my cock sprung to life as if an electric charge had shot through it. She was Venus, Aphrodite, Madam Bovary all rolled into one, every schoolboy’s fantasy. From the slender neck, to her soft, narrow shoulders, breasts high and full…the dark nipples topping her creamy flesh like Hershey Kisses…a slightly rounded tummy despite the inward curve of her waist…the fullness of her hips, no bone rack model, that was for sure. Long, tanned legs and the dark landing strip of her mons—oh God.

Her smile was shy stepping out onto the step, hand holding her hair back from her cheek. She stopped and her head turned back to Phil standing behind her in the doorway. She spun around and went back inside flashing a view of ivory, beautifully perfect buttocks. She must have forgotten something. Not a towel or bathing suit, hopefully.

When she left, Phil appeared, his eyebrows drawn tight together, mouth a thin line. He wore a towel, taking long purposeful strides across the flagstones over to where I waited in the pool. What the hell?


Chapter 4: Sophie

It wasn’t like Maggie to miss the Sunday morning jog through the park.  It was an especially long jaunt, past the pond with the family of swans, (she loved taking a breather and watching them preen!) and through the copse of trees where the air was always cooler and rich with the fragrance of old undergrowth. Plus, it was her turn to buy lunch.

I glanced at my watch. Eleven fifteen, she wasn’t coming. Something must have come up but it was weird that she hadn’t called to let me know. Hope nothing was wrong. I jogged as far as the pond but didn’t have the heart to go any further. The heat was oppressive, the air heavy and hard to breathe.

I took my time walking back to the car, the whole day ahead of me in my tiny, one-bedroom apartment. An elderly man being led by a boisterous golden retriever approached, his arm stretched before him, scowling at the creature. Poor guy. Poor dog.

I bent and with my hand extended, palm up, I gave the man a quick glance. “May I pet your dog?” The dog strained to come closer.

“He’s not MY dog. It’s my daughter’s. They’ve gone on vacation and left him with me.” He gave the leash a quick jerk to the side. “Ralph! Enough!”

The dog gave my hand a few sniffs before his pink tongue twirled my fingers licking while his tail swished back and forth. “There’s a good boy, Ralph.” I looked up at the older man and smiled. “You might want to get a head collar for him if they’re away much longer.  He won’t pull if he’s wearing that.”

The old fellow was quite perturbed, scowling when he answered, “Yeah? How do you know so much about it? Where’s YOUR dog?”

I stood up straight, looking down into his eyes. For just a second, the familiar look of surprise creased his features before once more his bushy eyebrows drew together. It was always like that when people saw just how tall I was, for a woman that is. “Don’t have one. I see enough in my line of work—Animal Control.”

“You’re the Dog Catcher?” Another wide eyed look of surprise…

My fist clenched as tight as my gut for a moment. I hated that term. More often than not, it was animal rescue I did. “Animal Control. Take my advice; get a head collar before he yanks your arm out of its socket.” I stepped away and continued walking to my car.

The only person who’d never used that term when I told her what I did for a living was Maggie. She understood without me even telling her. Sometimes I felt closer to her than my two sisters, which stood to reason as I never saw too much of them anymore. Yeah, who would have thought? The Anderson girls, spanning the country—Chloe in California and Samantha in Boston. Dad would have been proud of his girls despite the fact that none of us were ever cut out to carry on the farm.

The closest to that life would be me and it was only because I liked animals so much.

I got in the car and cranked the radio when I heard a snippet of ‘Soak up the Sun’. Sheryl Crowe blasted out lyrics (lyrics which didn’t make a whole lot of sense), but gave me an idea. Maybe, I’d do just that today. Check on Maggie to see if everything was okay and if it was, then perhaps I could take a swim in their pool to cool off.

It only took a few minutes to run into the apartment building and grab my bathing suit. After that, I left the city and travelled the back roads to her house. If they weren’t there, it was no big deal. It was a great day for a ride in the country.

***

Uh oh.  A red convertible was parked in the driveway behind Maggie’s Honda. They had company. For just a moment I was tempted to stop the car and back on out, but what if they saw my car? They’d think that was kind of weird.

It probably wouldn’t surprise Phil—he considered me weird already. Not that I blamed him, I guess. He was just so smart and good looking. Guys like that have always made me nervous. I got tongue-tied around them and when I DID say something it ended up coming out wrong. Sometimes saying nothing was the best policy.

As I pulled in behind the red car, I noticed the New York plates. Maggie had never mentioned any relatives from New York; it must be friends of theirs. When I stepped from the car, saw the flash of movement in the living room window, it was obvious that I’d made the right call, coming to the door and not backing out onto the road.

I rang the bell and waited for a few minutes until Maggie’s face appeared, opening the door only wide enough for her head to peek around it. She looked distracted, nervous even.

“Hi Maggie. Are you all right?” I took a step closer. Why was she hiding behind the door and where was Phil?

“Fine. I’m fine. Why? What are you doing here?” Her words were clipped and the corner of her eye twitched.

“You missed our Sunday morning run. I was worried and thought I’d come out and see if you were okay. You ARE, aren’t you?” I looked from her face to the slip of terry cloth bathrobe that had eased to the edge of the door.

“I’m fine. You just surprised me. I was just about to go for a swim and sit in the sun. Sorry about missing the run. I should have called.” This time, she managed a small smile before looking to the side.

My stomach was a tight fist in my gut. I didn’t like this. There was something strange about her behavior. Normally she’d be the perfect hostess, welcoming me in, insisting I have a drink with her and Phil— hell, asking me to dinner even. Did it have anything to do with the car in the driveway?

Maybe it was an uninvited guest…the kind who break in, hold you hostage and rape you. Was there someone behind her with a knife or gun at her back? The hair on the back of my neck tingled. I tried to make my voice casual. “Funny, you said swim. Actually, I brought my bathing suit with me. I thought, since it’s such a scorcher, maybe I could have a swim in your pool?”

Her eyes flared even wider in a silent reply. But there was no smile, nor stepping back and opening the door wide for me to come in. Yes, something was going on here.

“Where’s Phil? Do you have company? Hey, aren’t you going to ask me inside?” My smile was forced but if someone was behind her I didn’t want to tip my hand. If she didn’t open that door and let me in, I’d throw my shoulder against it and knock her out of the way of whoever was behind her. I’d had more than a few lessons in martial arts and self defense. I had to, being in enforcement and all.

She closed her eyes for a moment and gave her head a small shake, in that perky way she always did.

My breath eased slowly out. I didn’t know that I’d been holding it. A genuine smile finally crept over her mouth and she stood back, opening the door wide. “Sure. Phil is out back with an old school buddy. Come in. You’re right, it’s hot and of course I’d like you to join us. I’m sorry; the heat must have fried my brain and manners.”

“Great. You sure you don’t mind? I’ll just get my suit from the car.” I left her standing at the door. But did I see her roll her eyes just before I turned? That was okay. I wouldn’t stay long—just a quick swim and then they could enjoy their visit with Phil’s friend.

I grabbed my swim suit and joined her at the door.  “So Phil’s friend…is he single? Anyone I’d be interested in? How tall is he?” That was always a biggie, when you’re almost six feet tall, like me.

“His name is Gus and yes, he’s single. He’s not as tall as Phil, maybe six one or two at most. He’s… nice.” She led the way away from the door.

“Thanks Maggie for the vote of confidence!” A deep male voice was followed by the nearly naked body of a man crossing from the kitchen to the hallway. His eyes were sparkling, blue as the sky, above a finely sculpted jaw and nose.

God! I thought Phil was handsome but this guy made him look plain. And his body! I’d only seen guys with builds like that in movies! Arnold Schwarzenegger movies…Sly Stallone even.

When his eyes met mine, the fact that my mouth was still open finally registered. I shut it quickly, smiled and looked away. Holy cow, I could feel his eyes still watching me.

“Hey Sophie. What brings you out our way?” Phil was at the patio door and he wasn’t smiling when he looked at me. In fact he looked a little annoyed. 

That confirmed it. Now I knew he didn’t like me.

“Gus, this is my friend Sophie. We usually run in the park together on Sunday and I completely forgot about it—”

“Imagine that…” just a soft mutter as he strode over to shake my hand.

Oh God, the towel did almost nothing to hide the bulge of his crotch. His cock even wiggled a bit when he walked over. A sharp gasp left my lips before my eyes flew to his face, the muscular shoulders and the fine brown hair covering the swell of firm pectorals…anywhere above that damned towel.

My hand felt small in his when he gripped it, a tight grip that he held for a fraction longer than normal. “I’m Gus Miller. Pleased to meet you, Sophie.” His eyes dropped to where I held the orange bathing suit in my hand. “You’ll join us for a swim? It’s a great day for that.” He looked at Maggie, a small smile on his lips and eyes once more full of fun. “The more the merrier, wouldn’t you say, Maggie?”

Once more her eyes widened above cheeks that were becoming rosy. “Ah…yes. Yes, I’m glad Sophie wants to join us for a…a swim.”

“Sophie, the main bathroom’s free if you want to change. What can I get you to drink? We have beer, vodka, wine…name your poison.” Phil’s voice this time was warmer, and he even managed a smile.

“Thanks Phil. I’ll have a glass of wine. Just one. I haven’t had lunch yet.”

Maggie’s hand rose to my arm, pulling me after her, leading the way to the bathroom. “I’m sorry Sophie. I’ll make you a sandwich since it’s my fault you missed lunch. Shit, it was my turn to buy.” She opened the door and extended her arm, ushering me inside. “I’ll get changed into my suit and meet you outside.”

When the door closed, there was silence, broken only once or twice by what sounded like fast, hushed rumbles of speech, whispers even. My stomach became tight again as I strained to listen close to the door, slipping my clothes off.

This was really weird—first Maggie at the door, then annoyance in Phil’s voice when he asked why I was here. Actually THAT was kind of rude. The only person who’d seemed glad to see me was a stranger—Gus. What were they saying out there?

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath as I folded my clothes and set them next to the tub. It was like I’d interrupted something. But they were just sitting around, about to go for a swim and lounge by the pool. What was the big deal with that? You’d think Maggie would be glad to have a friend to talk to, especially if the guys started reminiscing. 

I slipped the bottoms of my bathing suit on and then tied the straps of the bikini top around my neck. I was glad this was on top of the one piece suit in my dresser. Normally, that would have been my first choice, but today the orange seemed to match my earlier mood. And with this great looking, single guy out there…well, who knew?

Maybe I was just imagining the annoyance and surprise in Maggie and Phil. I just caught them off guard; that was it. And with Phil being Phil, all organized and such, it kind of made sense.


Chapter 5: Gus

It was a good thing I’d brought the towel to the pool. With Maggie’s friend showing up right out of the blue, there was no way I’d want to embarrass either of them, naked as a jaybird, scampering through the house to get my swim suit.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen Phil so pissed. When he told me she was here, his jaw worked so hard, I thought he’d break a tooth.

I led the way through the kitchen door, both of us wearing towel coverings and almost stopped short in my tracks when I saw her. I wasn’t prepared for the pale, ethereal beauty that stood towering above Maggie. Holy cow! She had to be six feet tall. Phil had referred to her as an Amazon, but he was sooo wrong.

Yes, she had the height but her body was lithe…slim, toned arms, a hint of cleavage in the scoop neck of her tank top, washboard flat tummy and rounded hips, the only thing that could prevent her from being a model.  But it was her smile, the way her cheeks seemed to cup, devilish full lips. It was like she had a secret or maybe she’d guessed what she’d interrupted and was smirking about it. A smartass… just like me.

When she turned away in an almost shy gesture, something deep inside of me responded. I wanted to hold her, smooth her golden curls with my hand and kiss her forehead—tame the imp that danced under the surface.

Just that small, innocent gesture, the smile and averting her eyes... My heart melted into a puddle at my feet.

Walking towards her, my hand extended, the other holding the towel securely in place lest it slip and I embarrass her, I’d never felt so much of a man.  This was a woman to cherish and protect. Hey, with my background, I’d be pretty good at the protecting part. She was just so…so different from other women I’d met.

“Sophie…pleased to meet you.” I couldn’t stop smiling, gazing into her gray eyes—eyes that twinkled, beneath long pale, lashes. Her grip was firm, which surprised me coming from such a slender woman.

I couldn’t prevent the quip I made to Maggie. I almost laughed out loud when I said ‘the more the merrier’. The look of shock on her face was so worth it. 

I watched Sophie follow Maggie down the hall to the bathroom to change, while Phil walked to my side and whispered in my ear, “See what I mean? I think she’s got the hots for Maggie. Guess she didn’t like her girlfriend standing her up.”

The muscles in the back of my neck bunched when I spun around to face him. “Has she ever DONE anything to Maggie? Made a pass, tried to kiss her or—”

“No. I’m sure Maggie’d tell me if she had. It’s just that…” His eyebrows formed a straight line over his eyes watching her disappear inside the bathroom.

A grin spread over my face, feeling lighter at his words. Not that I’d been worried, but...“You’re wrong. She’s not gay. Maybe shy, but definitely not gay.”

Maggie walked over to us, her voice a whisper, “What are you two up to?” Without waiting for an answer, she turned and cast a look at the bathroom before continuing. “Bad timing or...maybe we were playing with fire. Maybe we shouldn’t—”

Phil’s hand flashed out to grip her arm. “What? You mean just because Sophie shows up unannounced you want to forget…ah…everything?” He looked like he’d lost his best friend staring at her.

I inserted my head between them, looked from one to the other. “Maybe this is a good thing. At least it’ll give you time to really be sure you want this. Sober second thought. Hell, I’m here for the week if you still want to—”

“Well, I’m game. But it’s up to Maggie, of course.” He reached for her hand and squeezed it. “Anything you want Babe. I’m never going to push you.”

She looked at the floor making it hard to tell what she was thinking.

I gave Phil’s shoulder a pat and continued to the guest bedroom for my bathing trunks. Let them sort it out between themselves. Sure, I’d do a threesome with them in a heartbeat but that would be later. Right now, I wanted to get to know Sophie. There was something about her….


Chapter 6: Phil

Sober second thought. Maybe Gus was right. Maggie and I could still have great sex fantasizing about it without actually DOING it. Sure, it was okay for Gus; he was the swinging (literally) bachelor. But when you’re married, it’s not so simple. And then there was the relationship…Could we still be friends afterwards, if we did ‘it’?

If only Sophie hadn’t showed up. Gus was wrong about her. She ‘liked’ Maggie. That’s why she came out today and ruined everything in the process. Oh well. Maybe she wouldn’t stay too long.

I couldn’t help the scowl that crossed my face as I walked by the bathroom where she was changing.

After the soft, liberating feel of the towel and the prospect of what might have happened, the swim trunks I slipped into felt tight—despite the fact that they were actually a loose, boxer style. I stepped through the patio door, onto the warm flagstones just in time to see Gus emerge from the kitchen. I had to smile at the bathing suit he wore. It figured he’d wear a Speedo, revealing even the rim under the head of his cock. Maybe that’d be enough to get Maggie warmed up to the idea again, after Sophie left.

He carried a tray with a bottle of wine, glasses and a sandwich, set it down on the table and turned to face me. “Wine okay for you little Buddy, or would you like a beer?”

I smiled despite the way my arm muscle clenched tight. “If you call me little buddy one more time, I swear I’m going to slug you one. No, wine’s okay.”

Oh God, it was hot. I kept walking past the table and dove into the pool.  The flagstones and temperature wasn’t the only thing hot. I needed to cool down and get through the next hour or so.

I surfaced and turned to swim back only to see Sophie emerge from the kitchen door.  She would have been hard to miss in the orange bikini and legs that seemed to go all the way up to her chin. Actually, when she was out of the sweats and jogging gear, she wasn’t half bad to look at. Okay, she didn’t have Maggie’s curves but she wasn’t flat-chested by any means. For such an avid runner, her hips and ass were fuller than you would expect, full but very firm, no jiggle there when she walked.

She smiled at Gus and walked past him to the edge of the pool. “How’s the water?”

God, she hardly ever initiated a conversation with me. Usually, the best I got from her were ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answers. “It’s great. C’mon in.”

There was another small smile before she dove in and surfaced next to where I stood. Her hands squeegee’d water from her face and hair and she stood up. Oh my God. When she dove in, the cup of her bathing suit had slipped to the side, exposing part of her nipple.

I looked away but my eyes were drawn back to the sight, taking it in with my peripheral vision while looking into her eyes. Just a shade darker than her skin, pinkish, beige pebbles with a top hat, hard nipple. Thank God the water covered my lower half, hiding the chubby in my swimsuit.

My face became warm and my mouth fell when she turned and swam back. Hell, the sight of a nipple got me hard? What was I some teenager? Fuck. It had to be all the stuff that’d happened that morning, getting me so horny.

Maggie appeared in the doorway of our bedroom, but unlike earlier, she was wearing a string bikini, instead of just a smile. I glanced to where Sophie was climbing up out of the pool, and then to Gus, his eyes taking in what I had just witnessed. Maybe Maggie would notice and tell Sophie about the wardrobe malfunction.

Sophie took the glass of wine that Gus held out and sat down at the table. It wasn’t Maggie but Gus who handed a towel to her and patted his chest with eyebrows raised high. “The water’s pretty cold isn’t it?” He grinned and then took a seat next to her.

When I got to the table her cheeks were scarlet, mouth sipping the wine greedily.

“Don’t let us stop you. Please have lunch. We ate a late breakfast.” I wasn’t surprised that she avoided looking at me when I spoke.

When I sat down, Maggie took the chair next to me, across from Sophie and Gus. She looked at Sophie and asked, “How was the run today? Anyone in the park or was it too hot?”

Sophie finished chewing a bite of her sandwich and placed her hand over her mouth, tilting her chin down as she swallowed. It was hard to tell if the nipple flash or being the centre of attention caused her to flush deeper.

“Just an old guy and a retriever. Not many people, but the swans were out.” She took another sip of wine and looked away.

“I like to run. Maybe I could join you sometime? You could show me the park. I’m new to Black Rapids.” Gus leaned forward, close to Sophie, a small smile playing at his lips.

Oh my God. He was hitting on Sophie? He was barking up the wrong tree with that one.

“Sure. I’d be happy to show you the sights.” Her head tilted to the side, gazing back at him, positively glowing.

“I think he’s already seen some of your sights.”I spoke low, head bowed talking to the table but the flash of Gus’s eyes showed me he’d heard it. Maggie delivered a sharp kick to my shin and my stomach sunk seeing the new shade of red appear in Sophie’s cheeks.

They were right. I was being a jerk, being mean because she’d ruined what could have been a fun afternoon.  I plastered a grin on my face and turned to look at her. “Sophie, Gus took at job at an accounting firm here in the city. I’m sure he’d really appreciate you taking the time to show him around. I mean, you know every nook and cranny in this town. What with your job, and all.” There, since he seemed so interested in her, I’d help set them up.

“Why? What do you do Sophie?”  Gus took the bait, exactly as planned.

“I’m in Animal Control. Although most times it’s more like people control. Honestly, some people don’t deserve a pet.” Her face became serious and she looked at her lap.

Gus put his hand on her arm. It looked so fragile in his big, heavy paw. “You’ve got that right. Ever had anything to do with the FBI with profiling? I mean, many serial killers start with animals.”

Her eyes became big as Frisbees and she leaned in so close I thought she was going to kiss him.

“It’s amazing that you’d ask that! I had a call last week from someone there. How would you even guess that? Most people wouldn’t.”

If Gus had tried to score points with Sophie, he couldn’t have planned a better thing to say. For the first time since I’d met her, she seemed to loosen up, become animated.

Maggie flashed a warm smile at me and I took her hand. “We’re going to go in and get some snacks. We’ll be right back.” I led her away, ignoring the puzzled look in her eye.


Chapter 7: Maggie

What was up with Phil? First he was a jerk and then he’s nice to Sophie and then he wants me in the kitchen to help make snacks? My head jerked up as I followed him. That was it. He wanted to give Sophie and Gus space to get to know one another. That was kind. Maybe he was warming up to Sophie. For SURE Gus was.

As soon as I stepped inside, he grabbed my hand, spun me around and pressed my tummy into the cool surface of the countertop. His mouth was on my neck, kissing and nibbling, while his hand slipped across my tummy and inside the bottoms of my bikini. The bulge of his cock rubbed across the cheeks of my ass.

“Fuck Maggie, I need you.” The whispered words shot a shiver of excitement through to my core. His hand was on my clit, stroking it softly, while his other hand fumbled next to my ass.

Oh God, I needed this too but Sophie and Gus weren’t even twenty feet away. What if she came in for more wine, or water or something? “We can’t. Not here.” Even as I whispered the words my ass pushed back into him and my leg shifted to the side, spreading myself open.

“We can see if they get up. Honest, I’ll stop if they do…” His lips on my skin, words hot and insistent, caressing…it was too much.

I moaned my need for him. “Oh yeah. Fuck me, baby.” Breathy whispers slipped through my lips. I pushed the bathing suit down and it fell to the floor. Straining up onto my tiptoes, I quivered, making my pussy a willing target.

Outside, Gus and Sophie sat close facing each other, chatting and laughing. There was no need to worry that they’d miss us. They were having too good a time.

“Uhhhhh…” Oh yeah, his cock sliding in felt so good…sliding easily into my wet, slippery hole. His finger played with my clit, rolling over it, stroking my passion higher. Oh fuck, it was good. I needed this so much.

“Look at them out there. Too bad Sophie wouldn’t take her bathing suit off. He’d like to fuck her. She’d like him to fuck her.” Phil whispered, pushing deep inside, and slowly pulled out, till just the tip of his cock pressed my opening.

“You saw her nipple, didn’t you? I saw it too. I’d like it if she took the top off. You’d like it too, wouldn’t you?” I whispered, squeezing my muscles tight as he slammed into me again. His breath became faster, his next words guttural.

“Oh fuck, yeah. I bet she’d like to lick your sweet pussy.” A deep thrust, deliciously hard filled me, rocked from side to side, reaching for more, sending new thrills through my cunt.

Oh God, a picture of Sophie outside, her body naked flashed in my mind, made more vivid watching her bend forward and touch Gus’s hand. This was wicked, fucking so close to where our friends sat, unaware. We were like conspirators; it brought us even closer, sharing this secret. I was emboldened by the passion…

“I’d like to do that to her. Hold and maul her tits, lick her pussy till she screamed.” It was the first time I’d ever revealed my secret fantasy. But after what had happened last night, knowing he wanted to watch Phil do me…Oh fuck, we had entered a new realm of love making. Screw that, a new style of fucking!

“What?” He held his body still, his cock halfway inside. “You’d like to do that?”

“Oh God, yes. She’s beautiful. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t want to fuck her if you had the chance.” Had I gone too far? I hardly dared to breathe. But even so, watching her, the flirty smile with those oh so kissable lips made me drool. Lucky Gus. It was obvious she was attracted to him. He’d be fucking her before the week was through.

“Oh God, Maggie that’s so hot. All this time I thought she’d like to fuck you, turns out it’s YOU who wants it. Oh Jesus, what I wouldn’t give to see that.” He groaned the words into me, thrusting deeper, grinding into my cunt.

“Ohhhh…” Sweet lust filled me…his words…his cock…It was dirty and wild, fucking there like animals. I was close to coming, riding the wave of decadent pleasure.  My eyes glazed watching Maggie and Gus, picturing them here with us…in us. Her body spread naked, Venus on an oyster shell, pussy lips spread to flaunt her burgundy vulva, slick and pulsing, nestling the bud of her pleasure...Gus, behind me fucking my cunt, Sophie’s lips locked on Phil….

“OH GOD!” It was a scream that erupted in my throat, even as Phil’s cock filled me with his passion, his lust.

Gus and Sophie looked to the kitchen door. He placed his hand on her arm, motioning for her to stay put, and rose to his feet. I watched him approach, not caring that he’d see us—WANTING him to see us.


Chapter 8: Gus

My cock leapt to attention even as my mouth gaped, watching Phil strain deep into Maggie “Oh my. What have we here? You devils. You couldn’t wait, huh?”

“Oh fuck, no.” Maggie blinked slowly, soft cat eyes beginning to focus, and smiled a totally lewd smile. 

I glanced behind me at Sophie, still sitting primly at the table. For the first time, I wished she wasn’t there. No, if not for her, it would probably be me pulling my cock out of Maggie right then. Phil could have sloppy seconds.

“Maggie’d like to go down on Sophie. Oh fuck, that’s hot. I was wrong, Gus.” Phil stepped back, grinning from ear to ear, and pulled his bathing suit over his cock. There’d been just a glimpse of it, glistening and dark.

“Oh shit. Stop.” It was all I could do to keep myself from shoving him out of the way and ramming my rod deep inside. Her bare ass was just so beautifully curved and pussy so deliciously spread, just waiting for me. Three pearls of Phil’s jizz were rolling down her thigh.

Movement outside caught my eye and I leaned over to yell out the open door, shielding the erection popping out the side of the Speedo. God, of all the days to wear this.  “We’ll just be a minute. Stay where you are.”

The last few words came out as a high pitched squeak, almost a squeal when Maggie’s hand reached down, fishing into my suit and grabbed me. Her finger circled the head, dipping into the slit to spread the pre-cum. Oh fuck. I couldn’t. Damn it, I wanted to, but not now.

I looked back to Sophie whose head was tilted, face frowning in the direction of the kitchen. I’d finally met a woman I liked, could actually fall for and my best friend’s wife was acting like a bitch in heat, taunting me.

“Look, grab some cheese and crackers and get out there, Phil. At least you’ve got your rocks off and don’t have the flagpole in your pants that I’ve got.” My lips were a tight line barking out the order, trying to bring him back down to earth.

I grabbed Maggie’s hand and pulled it away, gripping it tightly, while I scowled at her. “Stop it. That’s your good friend out there and you’ve got to look after her.” 

She smiled and rolled her tongue over her lower lip, causing a fresh jolt of pleasure to flare in my dick. Oh God, I could picture what she was thinking. “Not THAT way! Well, not NOW at least. Git!”  I gave her ass a resounding slap as Phil brushed by me, on his way with a box of crackers.

“For God’s sake, cover yourself and bring some cheese out there. I have to calm down, maybe change into some loose shorts.” I tried to poke my dick back into the swimsuit and raced down to the guest room before she could tease me any further.

What was with those two? You’d think they were barn cats not respectable people, married for six years. I closed the door and slipped the tight, nylon suit off. Oh God, my cock was hard as granite. Baseball. Think baseball.

After rummaging in my bag I found a pair of loose swim trunks. My cock was still thick but not standing like a soldier at attention anymore. I didn’t want Sophie to suspect our hanky-panky in the kitchen and leave in a huff or anything. No, she was worth getting to know better.

I’d deal with Maggie and Phil later. At least one thing was clear in this cluster fuck; they were both A-OK with a threesome.


Chapter 9: Sophie

What the heck was going on in there? Phil appeared in the doorway carrying a box of something in his hand. As he got closer, his gaze seemed to roam from the top of my bathing suit to my crotch, lingering there for a few beats. He looked weird, neither smiling nor scowling. What was this all about?

I adjusted the towel that was draped over my shoulders to cover more of my chest and lap.

He set the box on the table and I did a double take. A box of assorted crackers? They’d been in the kitchen for almost fifteen minutes and that was the best he could come up with? Not even arranged on a plate? This was so unlike Phil. He was more about appearances. Hell, a Japanese gardener couldn’t have done a better job on the pool and grounds.

“Phil, are you all right?” I leaned forward to look around him, towards the kitchen door. Where were Maggie and Gus? I didn’t know how much more I could take of Phil’s ogling me. It was starting to make me uncomfortable. I’d even prefer the way he was before, a bit aloof and indifferent.

“Peachy.” A smile appeared on his lips and his chin dropped closer to his neck.

But it was his eyes fixed on my lips, it seemed, that caught my attention. I’d seen that kind of look before and it was usually when some Hollywood actor was about to kiss the starlet.

“I like orange. The color catches a man’s—” He looked over his shoulder for a second, towards the kitchen, and then back to me, “…or a woman’s eye.” His dark eyes held mine.

I squinted a little, leaning forward to check the iris of his eyes. Was he on drugs? Even his movements were slow, and tranquil.

A small gasp left my lips and I looked once more behind him. Oh my God. Maggie and Phil were doing cocaine or something. Had Gus got them on to this? He’d seemed nice but he’d come from New York. God only knew what went on in the big city. But he was an accountant. Not the sort of flashy job you’d normally associate with drug addict.

Oh thank God. I breathed a sigh of relief when Maggie appeared in the doorway. At least she’d had the presence of mind to use a plate for the cheese she was carrying, a fresh bottle of wine in her other hand. She walked slowly, but she wasn’t staggering.

“Sorry to take so long, Sophie.” She set the plate on the table and turned to Phil, a small smile on her lips before she spoke. “We had a hard—” she giggled and her hand covered her mouth for a second, “…time finding the CRACKers” At the last comment she bent over, laughing, slapping her thigh even.

A loud snort burst out of Phil and he put his arm over her back, joining her in the joke.

That did it. They were definitely high. High as kites. I sighed, every fiber of my being wanting to get the hell out of there but…What if they hurt themselves? They could fall down, knock themselves out and…oh no. they could drown in the pool. I couldn’t let them do that! I’m in enforcement, trained to deal with drug use…Okay, maybe the drugs would be in a dog or cat, but the principle was the same.

“Can I get anyone anything before I come out?” Gus appeared in the kitchen doorway.

“Come out? Oh my God, that’s too much!” Once more Maggie and Phil broke out laughing, her arm tapping his repeatedly, tears almost running down her cheeks.

Gus left the doorway and walked towards the table. He’d changed his bathing suit? What was wrong with the one he’d been wearing? I’d kind of liked it. It didn’t leave much to the imagination, true, but he’d filled it out rather nicely.

His eyes narrowed in a questioning way above his smile. His hands raised, open handed in the air, looking at me. Oh. He thought Maggie and Phil were acting kind of weird, too? I shrugged my shoulders in answer.      

“Okay you two. Get a grip—”

Maggie’s eyes flew open, about to start another gale of laughter but Gus raised his finger in front of her face.

“Cut it out. Be serious for a minute, will you?” He sat down across from me shaking his head back and forth. “Would you like some more wine, Sophie? I brought a fresh bottle…” His blue eyes twinkled, suppressing a grin.

Was this some sort of private joke? Were Maggie and Phil somehow laughing at me? They’d never be so mean normally. It had to be the drugs. Gus seemed normal enough, but he was probably used to cocaine. It would probably take a lot of it to get him as far gone as Maggie and Phil, especially considering his body mass.

“No thanks. I’m good.” There was no way I was having any more wine. Maybe the drugs were in it. Someone had to stay sober enough to look after things.

“All right then. How ‘bout we go for a swim? Leave these two Looney birds to their own devices.” Gus rose and took my hand.

It seemed he wasn’t taking no for an answer. His touch sent a tingle of warmth through my body. I glanced at Maggie and Phil, only smiling now as they took a seat close together. “Are you guys okay?” I pulled Gus’s arm, making him halt, peering at Maggie and Phil.

Her hand rose and gestured for us to continue to the pool. “We’re just a little giddy from the sun and the wine. Go on. Dive in.” Her eyes shifted to Phil, eyebrow lifting for a second above an impish smile. She leaned closer to him and put her hand on his thigh, HIGH on his thigh.

There was no mistaking the look she’d given him or the seduction of her hand drifting up, almost on his crotch. This wasn’t cocaine; it was that date rape drug. It HAD to be. In all the times I’d visited Maggie and Phil, they’d never acted like this, giggling like teenage girls, flirting with each other and they couldn’t keep their hands off one another. Oh my. It would sure explain why Phil had been ogling my tits earlier.

My neck became hot and my eyes flew open wide as I turned to Gus. Oh my God. THAT was why they’d been so long getting the cheese and crackers! They’d been off fucking in the house somewhere!

I thought of the box of crackers and the cheese cut up in bite sized pieces. Did they wash their hands?

“You look like you could use the cold water. You’re as red as a strawberry.”Gus stopped at the edge of the pool regarding me, standing still beside him. His smile, which before had seemed so kind now looked like the leer of the big, bad wolf. He had to KNOW what Maggie and Phil had been up to in the house. He’d gone in.

My head jerked back for a second as the realization hit. THAT was why he’d changed his bathing suit to this loose plaid one. It looked more like shorts than a bathing suit. He’d seen them and gotten turned on. I risked a sideways glance at his crotch. Was he still turned on?

There was a bulge. A thrill shot through my core thinking of him excited, standing so close that the hem of his shorts brushed my thigh.

I glanced behind me one more time, to check on Maggie and Phil. They were sitting almost as one; their cheeks touching, speaking softly to each other, smiling, their eyes watching us. Why did the image of two vultures flash into my mind? Were they waiting for Gus to make a pass at me? Hoping for it? Crazed in the lust of the drug, all they could think about was sex?

My eyes flashed up to Gus, standing patiently waiting, still smiling across at me. I pulled away from his hand and dove into the pool. I needed to clear my head and cool the part of me that pulsed from all this…this sex, going on all around me.

I felt the splash of Gus, the water shuffling me to the side when he dove in. Near the bottom, the water was cooler and that’s where I’d stay as long as my breath held out. My body twirled and I saw Gus in front of me, his arms waving slowly in the water before his hand reached out for me. I almost gasped when his fingers slipped inside the cup of my bikini top. But no. He tugged the fabric up to cover me. This damned swim suit! Note to self, never dive into a pool wearing this top. You’d think I would have remembered from the first time. Once more, Gus had covered for me.

Oh God. The cold water did nothing to lower the temperature of my face. I swam to the surface, propelled by my legs, scissoring. I had to escape this while I still could. His finger had grazed my nipple and I had wanted it to stay there. This couldn’t be happening with a man I’d just met. I wasn’t THAT kind of girl.

I inhaled deeply, my eyes blinking water droplets away, hands reaching to brush my hair back. Who was I kidding? How often had I watched porn, naked but safe in the security of my apartment, thrusting my rabbit vibrator deep inside, fantasizing that it was a real man’s cock, my clit being burred by a woman’s tongue? Had Gus sensed that? Was I giving off pheromones, like a bitch in heat?


Chapter 10: Phil

“Oooo. There she is.” Maggie’s voice purred in my ear. Her hand rubbed my cock through the fabric of the swim suit.

Sophie had just surfaced with her back to us. When she turned to face us, there was a sinking feeling in my gut. I didn’t need to hear Maggie’s next words, “Oh, too bad.” She felt the same way. The halter tops cups were securely in place, covering all of her boobs.

I took a large swallow of the wine, still gazing at Sophie. Who would ever have guessed I’d find her this sexy? Sure she was pretty, but sexy? Of course, it was Maggie’s doing. If she hadn’t admitted her lesbian fantasy I probably never would have seen it. And why had the thought of Sophie hitting on Maggie bugged me so much before today?

Gus’s head popped up, shaking from side to side, getting the water from his eyes and ears. It was Gus who’d done it. He’d opened this whole Pandora’s box, telling me about his sex life, letting me know he’d considered a threesome with Maggie and me. Now all I could think of was sex.

My hand toyed with the clasp on the back of Maggie’s bathing suit top. If I could be more sure of Sophie’s reaction I would undo it. I’m sure she would like it, seeing Maggie’s tits, but it was probably too soon.

I finished the glass of wine and reached for Gus and Sophie’s, to top them up. I’d only had four glasses of wine but I could feel it. Was it the sun or Maggie’s hand on my dick? Maybe, if Sophie had a few more glasses she’d loosen up. I glanced across at her but as usual she was looking to the side. Were they going to stay in the pool all day?

I could walk over and hand the wine to them if not for this raging hard-on that Maggie’d given me. Oh, what the fuck! I stood up, scooped the glasses in my hands and stepped away from the table. Oh my. I didn’t need to look down to see that my bathing suit looked like a snake had taken refuge there—a large python, reared and ready to strike. 

“Here, you two. You’re a bit behind Maggie and me. Have a drink and relax.” I smiled at Gus and saw the look of surprise in his eyes. That’s right. YOU started this little buddy.

“I’m not sure I should. Actually I should get going soon.” Sophie walked to the edge of the pool, still looking off to the side.

She looked up at me, and her eyes became marbles, her hand reaching up, stopping in mid air. She looked away quickly, towards Maggie at the table. Was she wondering if Maggie had seen? If Maggie knew I was waltzing around with a polish sausage in my pants? I smiled down at her, willing her to look at me. Damned right Maggie knew. She’d put it there, along with thoughts of you, my dear.

She took the glass and set it on the concrete bordering the pool, looking at the contents for a few moments before she turned and popped up, rested her backside on the edge of the hard, grey surface.

Gus moved slowly through the water and grabbed the glass from my hand, sloshing a bit into the water. His blue eyes scowled up at me before he took a seat next to her.

My face flushed and it wasn’t the sun causing it. Oh no. I had pushed the envelope too far, parading around with my cock leading the way like a band master. Gus was usually the wild one and it was ME corralling him. At the thought, that the tables had turned so quickly, I spun around and walked back to Maggie.

As I sat down next to her, I saw Gus say something to Sophie and laugh. She joined him and then took a long sip of the drink. Whatever he’d said, he’d smoothed the water from my faux pas. Imagine, Gus cleaning up my mess.

Maggie seemed to catch my mood and moved her chair a little to the side. She excused herself and went into the house. Oh God, we’d acted like silly kids. How would I ever be able to face Sophie again after the hard-on incident?

Sophie stood up and carried her empty wine glass to the table. Her face was flushed but she looked straight into my eyes. I gulped, surprised to have her look at me head on, no averting of her gaze this time.

“Things under control here, Phil?” Her eyes glinted above the smirk on her lips.

My chin dipped to my chest. “Ah…I…ah…I’m sorry—”

“Don’t be. It’s okay. Maybe you should—“

“Sophie! It’s work calling on your cell phone. They need to speak to you.” Maggie appeared holding a small black cell phone, holding it out to Sophie.

She grabbed it out of Maggie’s hand and walked a few paces away, speaking quietly, ‘uh huh, yes.” The look on her face was sour, pissed off even, from the set of her grim lips.

Maggie and I exchanged a glance, both of us feeling a bit sheepish now. Gus didn’t take his eyes off Sophie.

She turned and looking past Gus to Maggie, “I’ve gotta go. There’s an incident with a German Sheppard on Glenforth Avenue. The neighbor called it in.” She spun around and raced back into the house, taking the distance in long strides.

Gus turned to us, an excited look in his face, eyebrows high. “I’m going with her.  Who knows it might be fun?” He started to race to the house but then stopped and turned once more, his grin wider than ever. “Don’t hold dinner if I’m not back.” He glanced at the house and back to us. “Actually, don’t wait up.” With that he was off and running into the kitchen.

My head dipped to one side turning to Maggie. “That’s the last we’ll see of him today. He’d definitely warm for her form.”

Maggie took a step and eased her ass down into my lap. Her arms circled my neck and she grinned into my eyes. “Aren’t we all.”


Chapter 11: Gus

I banged on the bathroom door where she was changing. “I’m coming with you. Consider it a ride along. Don’t leave without me if you get dressed first.”

“A what?” Her voice was slightly muffled by the wooden door.

“Never mind. Just wait for me.” I crossed to the guest room and stripped the damp shorts off, to join the Speedo on the floor. I grabbed a T shirt from my bag and once more donned the stained jeans. I dug to the bottom of my bag and grabbed my ID and gun out of the false bottom. I slipped the small Beretta onto my ankle and pulled my pants cuff over it. If we were going to do something even close to official, I wasn’t going out there naked. I tucked my ID holder in my back pocket by my wallet.

The door in the bathroom opened and I ran to catch up with her. Now that I’d met her, I wasn’t letting her slip through my fingers that easily. Besides, it’d be fun to see her in action.

She sprinted down the hallway in front of me.

“Wait up.” I just had time to scamper back into the bedroom and grab my sneakers before she answered.

“I don’t think that’s such a good—”

“Nonsense! I WANT to. I promise I won’t get in your way or anything.” I joined her at the door and put my arm over her shoulder, leaning in, close to her face. “What do I call you? Sergeant Sophie? Officer Sophie?”

She pulled a face and poked me in the ribs, letting out a snort, totally un-ladylike and totally cute. It was hard to resist the urge to kiss her cheek.  Her arm pushed mine away and she darted ahead, all business now.

“Okay. But stay back. If this dog is rabid or anything I wouldn’t want you to get bit. It’s better to let a professional handle this.” She opened the door of her car, a sensible Subaru station wagon with the back end sealed off by wire mesh netting.

Oh my God. If she only knew. A German Sheppard was chump change to some of the thugs I’d come across. Sure they could give you a nasty bite but what was that to staring down the barrel of a gun? I got in the passenger seat and slammed the door shut.

At her quick look, the grimace on her face, I muttered an apology. “Sorry. Guess in the excitement, I got carried away. She smiled and gave her head a small shake before turning, arm on the back of my seat, watching as she backed the car out of the driveway. 

I gazed at her profile, the upturned nose, high cheekbones and deep set eyes with the droopy eyelids. God, she was beautiful and she had no idea of that fact.

When we were on the main road, I asked her questions about her job. It was a subject she warmed up to, easily relating stories. I listened as we drove, enchanted by the throaty, huskiness of her voice. I could have driven all day, listening to her.

***

She parked at the curb in front of a low bungalow, badly in need of a lick of paint. The neighborhood had also seen better days, originally working class but now the refuge of welfare recipients and drug dealers. The hackles on the back of my neck rose as I got out of the car and watched her lift the rear wagon door. When she reached in, I hoped it was for a gun, firing if not bullets, then tranquilizers at least.

She slammed the lid and in her hand was a two foot metal pole with a wire loop hanging from the end. That was it? No gun?

A middle aged woman came out of the house next door and ran along a cracked concrete walkway, stopping at the sidewalk, in front of us. “Hurry. I hate the dog but he doesn’t deserve this!”

Sophie put her hand on the woman’s arm, her expression calm and serious. “What’s going on? The dog’s in the backyard, right? It’s alive?”

The woman’s eyes bulged above puffy red cheeks. She pulled her arm away and pointed to her neighbor’s house. “He’s drunk and the poor brute’s been left out in the sun, tangled up so much in the chain that he can’t get up. Not there’s any water in its bowl, I’m sure.”

Sophie sprinted to the alleyway between the two houses, her tanned, impossibly long legs moving fast, like a gazelle. I raced to catch up, in case the ‘he’ was hanging around and not wishing any company, especially of the official kind.

She passed by the house and in the backyard was a large black and tan dog, on its side, tongue lolling out. Whatever energy it still had, it used to stagger to its feet and snarl at her. She held the stick out, approaching slow and cooing “There boy. It’s okay now. All okay.”

A lumbering mountain of a man appeared from the side of the house, following the expanse of his beer gut, staggering towards her. “Who the fuck are you? Get the fuck outta here, cunt.”

When she ignored him, he made a lunge but it was too late. My arms were around that jelly belly, my legs still running, knocking both of us to the ground, amid a heap of litter. “Ooof.” A waft of arid beer filled my nostrils when I landed on him.

His arms flailed on my back. “Get the fuck off me, ya fag. Get outta—” I grabbed his wrist and yanked it hard to meet the wing of his shoulder blade. I’d managed to roll him and now pinned him to the ground, my knee on the small of his back, his arm twisted up, almost hard enough to leave its socket.

“Be quiet and you won’t get hurt.” The words were a low growl in my throat.

I looked over to Sophie. She had the noose around the dog’s neck. Her arm jerked back and forth holding the dog which was making a half hearted attempt to be free. She squatted, bent at the waist and unhooked the chain from the post where it was secured. There WAS a silver water dish, but it was empty and yards away from where the dog could reach, even if it HAD any water. I didn’t need a vet’s certificate to know that the animal was dehydrated, probably close to death in this heat.

She had the animal now, walking slowly, still cooing to it.

For good measure I gave the drunk’s arm one extra push, and smiled when he yelped in pain.

“I’m taking this dog away to get help for it. What’s its name?” She spoke through teeth gritted tightly together.

“Bowzer.” It was the woman who had made the complaint, now standing with a satisfied smirk on her face.

Two uniformed officers strode by her and walked up to Sophie. The younger one was tall and a little on the thin side. It was he who spoke to her, while the other one sauntered over to where I was.

“Never fails, huh Soph? Fourth of July weekend and the animals come out. Think he’ll be okay?” He jerked his head to where the dog just stood, panting.

She looked at the neighbor woman, ignoring the officer. “Can you fill the dish with some water? I don’t want to put him in the car until he’s had a little water.” 

I looked up into the older officer’s face, took in the stern, no nonsense expression. Meanwhile under me, the drunken dog owner began to flail. “Officer, help me. He and this bitch broke in and knocked me down. I think he broke my arm.”

The policeman jerked his head, signaling for me to release him. “I’ve got this. Did you hurt him?”

I got to my feet and brushed my shorts off. The skin on my kneecap was bloody where I’d hit the ground.

“He was going for Sophie from behind. If I hadn’t been here, he may have tackled her. Where the hell have YOU two been?” The muscles in my neck balled into a knot. “She could have been hurt.”

The drunk lumbered to his feet, the cop glancing at him a few times before focusing his attention on me, giving me the evil eye. “And YOU are?” His voice held suspicion and a trace of menace. I guessed the heat was making all of us a little hot under the collar.

I slipped my ID from the back pocket of my shorts and flipped it open. “Special Agent Gus Miller, FBI. I’m a friend of Sophie’s. From the corner of my eye I saw her head swivel towards me.

“Gus?” Her voice was small.

The woman had returned with the water bowl and the dog took a few feeble laps of it. The older officer next to me, muttered, “A little out of your jurisdiction, aren’t you?” He snorted and turned to the drunk.

I took a few steps towards Sophie and took her free arm by the elbow. “C’mon. Let’s get this dog some help.”

“You’re FBI?” Her eyes were as wide as her gaping mouth.

I nodded.

“FB freaking I?” She shook her head but smiled.

She kept giving me sidelong glances on the way back to her car. I opened the rear door but the dog didn’t have the strength to hop in. It was pretty docile now, only a small curl of its lip when I moved to lift it. Together, Sophie and I got Bowzer into the car and sped away to the Emergency Vet.


Chapter 12: Sophie

It was almost six o’clock when we finished at the vet’s and I’d written my report. Gus was patient, even going so far as to get coffee while I sat in the office working. There weren’t many people around, with the holiday weekend and all.

I shook my head, pen poised over the report form at what he’d said. An FBI agent? Oh my God, this was too good to be true. It made perfect sense—a lot more believable than him being an ACCOUNTANT. He’d been so brave, getting all HE-MAN with the drunk. True, I could have handled him and the boys in blue were on the scene before too long, but it might have been too late for Bowzer.

I smiled, felt light headed even, recalling the way Gus’s arm muscles had rippled, hard and smooth restraining the drunk.  That deserved a dinner at the very least. A thrill shot between my legs at the thought of how I’d really like to repay him. There was no way I’d drive him back to Maggie’s place. I squeezed my legs together, increasing the pleasure, picturing him naked on my bed.

“You just about done?” His voice was soft and low, coming from behind me.

A hand on my shoulder, the gentle squeeze, made my knees weak.

“Just need to sign it and then we can go.” I finished and turned to look up at him standing behind me. “How about I treat us to dinner?” I grinned and couldn’t resist, “What do I call you? Sergeant? Officer? Agent Miller ?” My voice trailed off as he held my gaze.

“Call me handsome. Call me darlin’, just don’t call me late for dinner.” He pinched my cheek and smiled down at me. His hand softened, still resting on my face and he gazed at my lips, bending over, coming closer…

My lips parted and I breathed into him when he kissed me. Oh God. Eyes closed inhaling the scent of him, that guy sweat under the deodorant. The gentle touch of his lips sent warm shivers racing through my body, to settle in the moistness between my legs.

He broke off the kiss and eased back a bit, our gazes locked. There were flecks of green in the blue of his eyes and a dimple in his chin that I hadn’t noticed before. Call him handsome? That would be an understatement.

He smiled brightly, breaking the spell of the moment. “So what’ll it be Sophie? Steak, surf and turf? Just what is my help this afternoon, worth to you?”

I stood up and took his hand leading him out of the office. “I was thinking pizza.” I turned and gave him my most naughty smile. “We’ll have it delivered and eat it in bed.”

His eyes widened and he gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “Now that’s an offer I can’t refuse.”

***

Twenty minutes later, I opened the door to my apartment and scanned the living room quickly. No, it was nice and tidy, no panties or socks lying around.

He stepped in behind me, closed the door and immediately I was in his arms. Our lips pressed hard, his tongue exploring my mouth, mine dancing with his, breath fast and hot hissing through our nostrils. His hands were on the buttons of my shirt, fingers flying to undo them, while my hands tugged at the bottom of his shirt, pulling it up to his chest. Oh God, my pussy ached wanting him so much. It had been waaaay too long since I’d been with a man, and never a man like this.

We only broke the kiss when he helped me with the shirt, sliding it over his head and tossing it on the floor. The skin on his back was like satin, covering muscles that were steel cables. I reached for the waist band of his jeans but his hands pushed mine back, tearing the shirt from my arms.

Oh yes! My hands once more went to the snap and zipper, tugging it open, pushing the rough fabric down. My bra hung loosely from my shoulders, unclasped by his frantic fingers. His hands were on my breasts, rolling them, squeezing, teasing the nipples and sending fresh thrills of pleasure straight to my clit.  

His hands left my breasts, pulled at the button of my shorts so hard, it pinged onto the floor.

“Ohhh…” My hand closed around the thick hard shaft, tugged it upward, completely freeing it from the jeans. It was long, the bulbous head of it slippery under my fingers. “Oh God,” I murmured against the skin of his neck. I wanted that inside me, pushing deep.

When my shorts, (panties scrunched inside them), dropped to my ankles I stepped out of them, and slid my sneakers off. He pushed me with his body until my back was against the door, hands still clutching and massaging his turgid shaft. My leg was scooped up till my calf rested at his waist, his cock pressing into my pussy lips, spreading them apart to my opening.

Oh God, I needed it, now! My pelvis tilted up, muscles straining to get it inside, my hands cupping the hard, clenched muscles of his ass.

“Uhhhh….” He thrust deep and hard, lifting and pressing me into the door.

His hand went under my ass, fingers spread digging into my flesh, while his other hand lifted my leg that had been supporting me.

Oh yes! With legs scissored around his waist, his cock pulling out and then pummeling my cunt once more, it was deeper than any man had ever reached, bruising my cervix in a delicious pain. I’d never been fucked like this, our hands clutching each other, pressed into the door, rutting like animals lost in lust.

He was strong. My arms were around his neck, holding some of my weight on his broad shoulders. Each thrust shot fresh quivers of pleasure throughout my body, passing from my clit and spreading out to my fingertips.

“Fuck, you’re tight! You feel good.” His words rumbled on my skin, and into my ear, his groin rocking back and forth against my clit, burying his cock to new depths. There was only his cock filling my cunt, each thrust hard, becoming faster and faster till his cock was like a jackhammer. My nails dug into his back as the first wave of lust claimed me…Legs quivering, clutching him tight…

“I need you…don’t stop…” My passion spilled forth from my lips, teeth pressed against his neck, crying my need. He strained up, pushing his shaft, pulsing his orgasm deep inside. The hot fullness of his release caused another orgasm to quiver through me. We grasped and clutched each other’s body, straining deeper, lost in pleasure.

For a few minutes we stayed that way, hearts pounding fast and furious, panting until our breathing evened out. A trickle of sweat left his forehead and trailed down his face, onto my neck. His mouth sought mine and we kissed, long and sweet, returning to reality, the room, and the sounds of traffic outside.

I’d never had a man treat me like this—holding me up against the wall like I was light as a feather in his arms.  He was only a few inches taller than me, despite the fact that he was probably sixty or seventy pounds heavier.

I eased my leg away until my foot was once more on the floor. Still, my other leg cupped his ass, reluctant to leave the moment. But the passion had been spent, at least for now anyway. I felt his limp cock slide out of the slipperiness, the wet remnant of lust.

“Sophie. That was wonderful.” He breathed the words against my lips.

“Yes. But your back must be breaking, holding me like this.” I slid my leg down against his hip, and over the bunched jeans resting high on his thigh.

He kissed my lips, my chin and burrowed into the hollow of my neck with his mouth, muttering, “I could hold you forever, baby. You smell so good.”

The aroma of our lovemaking, mixed with sweat wafted into my nostrils. It was like a forest, lush and pungent. My head fell to the side, giving my throat and neck over to his caresses. I could have stayed that way for quite a bit longer if the hunger pain growling in his stomach hadn’t sounded.

“I promised you pizza.” I smiled and held his head, lifted his face to kiss his lips.

“Pizza, for sure but I’M buying. After this, I feel I owe you.” He tugged at his jeans pulling them over his manhood, but he returned my smile.

“If I let you buy after that comment, what would it make me? Your whore? I’m not sure I like the sound of that.” I stepped away and reached for my shorts to get my cell phone. I flashed a grin at him. “A pizza would be waaay too cheap.”

He chuckled and bent next to me to retrieve his shirt. “You’re right. What just happened…well, I couldn’t put a price on it.” His finger stroked my cheek and his eyes bored into mine. “You’re beautiful Sophie.”

My neck became hot and I covered his finger with my hand, looking down at my cell phone.  I’d always considered myself not bad looking, but beautiful?  The way he’d said it was totally sincere. When I glanced up into his face, he was still watching me, his eyes kind of dreamy.

“You’re not hard to look at either…Mr. FBI.”

His face changed, now looking perplexed and kind of sheepish. He looked at the floor and scratched the back of his head. “About that. You can’t tell anyone. Not Maggie or anyone. We’ve been setting this up for months and this is the last part—the undercover part.”

I raised my head, back ramrod stiff while the muscle in my neck became tighter and tighter. My mouth opened to set him straight, but before anything came out, I closed it again. After all, how well did he know me? To him I must be very low on the enforcement scale, not even registering. I forced a smile and touched his arm. “Don’t worry. Even though Maggie’s my best friend, your secret’s safe.”

Maggie. And the way that she and Phil had been acting today? My lips pulled to the side, brow furrowed looking into his eyes. He was FBI so obviously Maggie and Phil weren’t on drugs. “It was really strange today at Maggie’s. I’ve never seen her and Phil act so…so…I don’t know…so flirty with each other. And Phil! My God, he had an erection when he handed me the wine! How much had they been drinking?”

I watched him closely. I was fishing and he probably would catch on to that, him being FBI and all, but he MUST have seen them in the house, caught them fucking like rabbits.

For just a glimmer of a second his eyes flickered to the left. Aha! I was right. He took a deep breath and smiled. “Yes. Maybe a little intoxicated. It’s been a while since I’ve seen them. Obviously the spark in their marriage is burning bright.”

He grinned and continued, “What about that pizza? I’m starved.”

I scowled and hit the button on my phone, programmed for my favorite pizza joint. “Spark? It was more like an inferno of lust. Why do I have the feeling that there’s more you’re not telling me?” I shot him a look and placed the order.

From the way his eyebrows shot up before he turned away, there was a lot more going on here. If he wouldn’t say, maybe I’d have to ask Maggie.


Chapter 13: Gus

I turned away, unable to face the suspicion in her eyes. Sophie was not only beautiful, she was smart. My chin dropped to my chest, listening to her on the phone. This was not the right way to start a relationship…

A relationship? I gasped. A smile spread on my lips and my heart skipped a beat. Yes. There was a quality about her that I’d never experienced in other women—an innocence and sensuality, vulnerability threaded through the confident, beautiful woman. I’d never felt that kind of passion with anyone else. We were hardly in the door before we were tearing each other’s clothes off.

No, the smirking, smartass bad boy was more my style. Women usually ate that up with a spoon. But earlier, it was honest lust. We both needed it.

Oh God, who was I to think of honesty in the same breath as Sophie? But I couldn’t tell her about Phil and Maggie and my part in it. If she knew my background, the threesomes and more-somes, she might throw me out. My stomach fell to the floor at the thought of never seeing her.  

Her arms went around me and she whispered in my ear. “The pizza won’t be here for forty minutes. How about we take a shower? Together?”

I turned and kissed her again, my tongue softly insistent against hers. Her mouth was sweet, lips full and lush like cherries. That was all it took for my cock to once more thicken and rub into the downy softness of her mons.

She broke the kiss and smiled, that devilish smirk that made me want to devour it with my mouth. Her fingertips held my hand lightly, leading the way to the bathroom. Thank God the bath tub was over-sized. She turned the water on and bent over to test the temperature.

The cheeks of her ass were perfectly rounded, high and firm alabaster globes. They were luscious and I couldn’t stop my hand from lightly skimming the surface, feeling the softness of her skin. Once more, she turned to face me, the smile of a seductress, full of endless promise. Her grey eyes were hooded looking into mine, her hand reaching once more for my shaft.

“Mmm…hard again. I’ll have to take care of that.”  Her fingers drifted along the length of it, from the base to the head and left me hanging when she stepped into the tub.

The warm water cascaded onto her head, hair wet and clinging to her high cheekbones and the hollows under them. She blinked water from her eyes and smiled reaching her hand to the soap dispenser, filling the palms of her hands with the creamy, white liquid.  That smile, so inviting yet taunting…hands now rolling over her body and down between her legs. I watched her hands skim by the thin strip of blonde pubic hair, fingers sliding into her woman folds. The slow, sensuous movements, her lips parted, panting a soft breath of air was one of the most erotic sights I’d ever seen.

Who was this girl-woman, so innocent yet provocative?

I stepped in and reached behind her to grasp the hand held shower head. I placed it over her mons, watching the suds drip from her pelvis before lowering it farther and placing it against her pussy. Her head eased to the side, lips open and eyes closed as I caressed her with the warm jet of water.

The fingers of my other hand pressed into her pussy lips, opening them.

“Oh God…” She raised her leg and placed her foot on the side of the tub, arching her pelvis towards me.

It was an invitation I couldn’t refuse. I dropped to my knees before this wet goddess, my mouth replacing the head of the shower. A smell of vanilla, the soap scent, mixed with her feminine musk and filled my nostrils, with a heady, intoxicating aroma. The bud of her clit, nestled in satin folds of burgundy tissue was firm against my tongue.

“Don’t stop. Yes, right there.” Her moans filled my ears and her fingers streaked through my hair, becoming a fist holding my head harder onto her.

My fingers opened, dropping the shower head, and I reached for her ass, dug my fingers into the crevice between her cheeks. The rim of her anus tightened when my finger toyed there.

A thrill of lust filled my cock as I pictured claiming that spot. I pulled at her, pressing just the ball of my finger into her.

“Oh!” She cried and squirmed to the side, away from me.

It only served to increase my desire for her, but I let it go, my finger now seeking her opening, sliding into her cunt. There’d come a time when she’d want me to fuck her ass, but not yet.

My fingers pumped into her hot flesh, spreading her, feeling the wetness inside…wetness from our lust earlier but also her fresh desire. The sounds from her throat were soft, pleading mewls for more.

My tongue flicked over the tip of her clit, teasing it in the soft contact. She groaned and pulled me harder into her pussy, and ground her clit against my mouth.

“Harder, don’t stop.” Her voice was urgent, matching the small thrusts of her pelvis.

Oh God, I could have licked and adored her pussy for hours, it was so hot and beautiful. Her hand clenched and unclenched on my head, pulling my hair, lost in her orgasm. My tongue whirred hard across her bud of pleasure, my fingers pumping in and out of her, curling to find the G spot. Waves of slippery wetness found my fingers with each peak of her lust.

Both of her hands on my head pushed me back and I looked up at her face. Her eyes were mere slits, lips loose, panting from the intensity of the orgasm.  The abject pleasure on her face caused my dick to ooze a trickle of pre-cum, a jolt of pleasure flooding into it anew.

I kissed her mons and rose to my feet, my arms circling her body as she relaxed into me. We held each other silently, the water from the shower head pulsing on our feet.

She planted small kisses on my neck, trailing her lips to my ear where she breathed her next words. “Gus. Where’d you learn to do that so well? I may never let you leave.”

I held her face, my hands on her cheeks and gazed into her eyes. “I may never try. Sophie, you have no idea how beautiful you are.”

This time she didn’t look away at the compliment. Her smile was once more wanton and wicked as she lowered in the tub to kneel before me. Her chin dropped and I could almost feel her gaze on my cock.

“It’s so big.” Her fingers circled the head while her other hand scooped the shower head from next to my foot.

Warm water sprayed into my groin, over my balls and ended with a gush on the inflamed flesh of my rod. The tip of her tongue rolled over her lower lips as she glanced up at me. It was driving me crazy having her mouth so close to my shaft.

She filled her hands with soap and rubbed it into me, my balls as firm and ridged as walnuts, from there rolling around my shaft till she reached the thick purple head of it. Her finger rolled into the slit and teased more slipperiness from me.

“Oooo. I like that.” She cooed and smiled, talking to the head of my cock. “Now to rinse this big old monster.”

Warm water flowed over me, dripping in a steady stream from the tip of it. She leaned forward slowly, her open lips less than an inch away. I exhaled loudly when her tongue darted forward, licking the tip like it was an ice cream cone.

“You taste good.” Her hand rolled up and down and she threw a glance at my face before once more, swirling her tongue over the thick head.

Her other hand cupped my balls, squeezing them softly with a rhythm, like the pulse of my blood pounding through my veins. Her fingers there glided back, pressed into the perineum shooting fresh pleasure to the head of my shaft. Oh God, the little vixen knew what she was doing.

My lips parted as she continued her exploration, fingers wet and still slippery with soap gliding between the cheeks of my ass. Oh Jesus! Her hot mouth took my cock inside just as her finger pressed into my asshole. Up and down my shaft, almost to the base, her eyes tearing up—each time she took it in, while her finger pressed into my anus. How much more could I take of this pleasure?

“Oh yeah, Sophie. Keep doing that baby.” My lips were loose watching her almost deep throat my cock, every fiber of my being focused on the sensations her mouth and finger gave me. 

“Oh…” The word slipped out of my mouth just like my cock slipping out of hers. She bent and strained her tongue and lips under my cock to lick my balls. Oh my God, I loved that.

My fingers played in her hair, as I closed my eyes to the exquisite waves of pleasure flooding through my body.

When she once more took my cock into her mouth, my hips responded, rocking gently into her. The hot wetness of her mouth, tongue flicking the underside of my shaft…”Oh God! Suck it!” It was a growl that rose from my throat.

Waves of lust gushed from my cock deep into her mouth and throat. Some dribbled from the corner of her lips, running in a thick, white stream down to her chin. It was erotic and hot as hell watching as my body surrendered to her touch. Lost in her touch.

I jerked away when her tongue became too much—a thin thread of cum still connecting her lips to my shaft.

She looked up at me and swallowed hard, gave me a lewd, satisfied grin. Her fingers left my shaft and bottom to grasp my hands. I helped her to her feet, aching to kiss those rosebud lips, taste our mutual pleasure.

Her hands left mine and she held my head close to her face. “My big, strong FBI hero. I want to do that again and again. Will you stay the night?”

My thudding heart leapt to my throat. Stay the night? I could stay a lifetime with a woman like Sophie. “When you put it like that, it’s an offer I can’t refuse.”


Chapter 14: Sophie

It was late that evening and we lay close together, the sheets tangled at our feet. Pizza had been eaten in bed, along with a session of sixty nine. It was like I’d known Gus all my life; he was sweet and easy to talk to. Plus, he was a sexual bull.

“That thing you did in the shower…playing with my asshole. I’ve seen it in porn movies but—”

“YOU watch porn movies? SOPHIE! I never would have guessed.” He sat up in bed staring at me but his lips twitched, suppressing a grin.

My hand flew out and landed a light punch on his arm. “I’m not a nun you know. Sure, I watch porn movies.” Some of the things I’d seen in them were pretty hot. I was a liberated woman, not some naïve waif. There hadn’t been many boyfriends—actually only one semi serious one but he’d left for a hot little chicklet where he worked. I just hadn’t met the right guy yet. Was Gus the right guy?

“You’ve never done anal. I could tell.” He lay back down and folded me into his arms. “It’s got to be done right or it’s painful. We’ll do it someday when you’re ready.”

“You’ve had a lot of experience with women.” My fingers absently toyed with the hair on his chest. “I wish I had.”

His head jerked to the side and he started to sit up, staring at me.

Oh God. I could feel my face grow hot and red, even in the low lighting. “I mean experience in general, not specifically with women.”

His eyebrows pulled together before he asked. “No bi fantasies or naughty school girl play? I thought that was fairly common in women.”

My heart stopped for a second, falling into my gut. Had he guessed? Did I give out some kind of weird radar?  I took a breath, paused before answering. So what if I did? There was nothing wrong with that. He’d said it himself. It was fairly common and I was a liberated woman. So there.

“No naughty stuff in school. But of course it happens all the time in porn. There’s always a big girl on girl scene which gets the guys pretty hot.” My voice became whispery when I added, “It’s hot for girls too…watching it. I’ve always wondered…”

The way he looked at me, his face showing no expression, also made me wonder. Was he shocked? Did it turn him on? The conversation was casual and I’d never felt this at ease talking to another person—especially a guy as hot as Gus, but, had I gone too far? But he hadn’t denied his experience with lots of women. Surely, he’d come across it lots of times.

I took a breath and lifted my chin high. “What are you thinking?”

Once more the shift of his eyes to the left, his mouth opening to answer and then shutting it tight.

What was he about to say? What was he avoiding? If we were ever to get really close, we had to be truthful with one another.

I sighed. It was decision time at the OK corral.

“I’ve had fantasies, even masturbated watching a group sex scene.” I played with the hair on his chest again, avoided looking into his eyes. “I’ve wondered what it would be like to be with a woman…be fucked by lots of men.”

I looked up at his face, trying to read his expression. Gus would make a really good poker player.

What the hell, why not? “You only live once. Someday I’m going to try it.”

His head tilted but his eyes looked straight into mine. “You’re serious? You’d actually want to do that?”

God I wished he’d smile, frown or give some indication of what he was thinking!

“Yeah. Y’know, I’ve never told anyone about this. You’re the first. But there’s something about you that makes me feel at ease. I trust you.”

He actually smiled.

Warmth spread through my chest. I was pretty sure I knew the answer but I needed to hear it. “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?”

His eyes popped open wide and he grinned. “Farthest thing from it, actually.  I admit, I’m surprised though.”

There was a fluttery feeling in my stomach and I grabbed his hand. “We could do it together. I mean go to a club or meet other people who are into this. I’d feel better if you were at my side. I mean, I WANT to do it but it’s still kind of scary.”

Say yes, oh please, say yes. I watched the grin fade from his mouth and his eyes drop to my hand.

My shoulders slumped and my lips pulled to the side. Oh no, my mouth had been in motion before the brain was in gear. He wasn’t interested in doing this with me.

“Sophie, I’ve had some experience with this, group sex I mean. Part of me is jumping for joy that I’ve found a woman I care about who is interested in swinging. That’s what it is y’know.”

His face lifted and I felt the intensity of his gaze. “Another part, wants you to be with me...only me. At least for a while, anyway.” Looking down again, he stroked the back of my hand lightly with his fingers. “But this is important to you. If…no, it’s really, WHEN, you try this, I’d like to be with you.”

I gulped air and held it watching him, unable to trust my voice in my excitement.

“Just one thing I ask. Let’s sleep on it. If you still feel the same way in the morning, we set the wheels in motion.”


Chapter 15: Gus

The morning sun and the sound of birds outside pulled me reluctantly to consciousness. It was comfy in her bed, our bodies tucked in to each other, spooned with my arm draped over her hip. We fit, like we’d been this way for years instead of just a night.

If anyone had ever told me that I’d fall for a woman at first sight, I’d have said they were off their meds. Love at first sight didn’t happen. That was just a silly thing in schmaltzy romance novels, not real life. But here I was, Gus Miller, falling in love with a woman I’d just met. Sophie.

So sweet, so beautiful, so sexy. Everything was So—phie. I gazed at the back of her head, the blond curly hair in such delightful disarray. Her neck and shoulder, slender but firm, graceful in a totally feminine way. 

I sighed and frowned thinking of how we’d ended the night. There wasn’t any doubt that she’d still want to pursue the swinger lifestyle.

I gave my head a little shake and closed my eyes for a moment. What a hypocrite I was. I’d always had fun in the lifestyle, had even thought about a threesome with my best friend and his wife, and now here I was, reluctant to get into it with Sophie.

Was it jealousy? I tried to picture her with another guy. Shit, it must be because Phil had been next to her with a raging hard-on yesterday. It was HIS face on the guy fucking her, in my head.

My fingers threaded through my hair, watching Sophie sleep. It wasn’t jealousy.

What then? Was it because I was serious about her, that she was marriage material? Hell, the women in the lifestyle were married, for fuck’s sake. Their husband’s cherished and respected them but they were okay with their wives fucking all kinds of guys…as long as they were there to watch, of course.

She rolled over and stretched, her long legs and arms above her head pulling her body awake, while a smile spread on her face. I leaned over and kissed the tip of her upturned nose. “Good morning.”

“Hey. How’d you sleep? Did I kick you or hog the bed?” She turned to lie on her side facing me.

She looked great, even with the bed head. I couldn’t resist teasing her. “You snore but that’s okay. So do I.”

Her face broke out into a grin, that playful, impish grin, and her fingers skimmed the hair on my chest. “I’ve slept on it and I still want to try it. What do we do now? You said you’ve had some experience.”

I pursed my lips and let out a puff of air. This was it, then. “Well, we can start by meeting another couple, if you like. There’re probably lots of people in the area who do this.”

Her mouth fell open and she stared at me in horror. “I can’t do this HERE! Sure it’s a big city but I’m a government employee. People see me every day. They look up to me, respect me even!”

It was hard and I had to bite the inside of my mouth to keep the chuckle inside. She was in animal control for God’s sake, not the fucking FBI like me! “Okay. Not here. But, consider that anyone you meet is also putting themselves out there too. Confidentiality is taken pretty seriously in the lifestyle. It’s not as bad as gays once had it, but it’s still, for most people, best kept under wraps.” My head dipped and I scowled a question at her. “You sure, you really want to do this?”

“Yes!” She sighed and propped her torso on her elbow. “You’re right. If I’m okay with this, I shouldn’t be so hung up on keeping my identity well hidden.” She looked down at the bed sheet for a moment and her eyes were large grey pools when she looked at me again. “What about you? Are YOU okay with doing this with me?”

Ah….That was the sixty-four dollar question. I touched her cheek with my fingers, looking into her eyes. “I want to be with you. This is something you want right now, so yes I’m okay with it.” I smiled and kissed the top of her head. “Let’s get started then. Where’s your computer or laptop?”

Her mouth dropped open once more and her eyes became narrow slits. “That was fast!”

My mouth went dry and my stomach tightened into a knot. “WHAT? You just said you—”

“You didn’t have to agree so quickly. Maybe you just like the idea of fucking other women, lots of—”

As she spoke, I blinked hard and leaned closer. “HOLD ON! YOU were the one who started this.” At the hurt that appeared in her eyes, I softened. “Look, I’m doing this to be with you, not to get my dick wet with other women. YOU.”

Her mouth pulled to the side and she was total innocence looking at me. “Is that true?”

I rolled my eyes and took her into my arms, smoothing her ruffled hair with my hand. “You said last night you trusted me. You’ll have to trust me on this too.”

She pulled back and once more the impish grin was on her face, her eyes sparkling. “I’ll get my laptop for you and then I’ll make coffee.” She sat up and swung her long tanned legs out of bed, bounding to her feet. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this and not even a coffee under my belt.”

As she walked out of the room, I admired the sway of her ass. There was no way our faces would show in the profile on line but who needed them anyway? A pic of that splendid derriere would entice a eunuch.

She scampered back to the bed with her notebook computer in hand. When she placed it on the bed, I admired the front view as well. It would be hard to say which would be a bigger draw. Her ass or those beautiful breasts topped with cone shape, rosy nipples.

“My password is ‘Shakespeare’, capital ‘S’ the rest small letters. Don’t forget the ‘e’. Most people forget that.”

“Shakespeare?”

“Yeah. I was probably the only kid in high school who actually liked reading his plays. I named my dog Shakespeare too.” She turned, walked out of the room, and popped her head back around the door frame. “By the way, would you like to stay with me while you look for an apartment? It would be easier for you, being in the city instead of out in the boonies with Maggie and Phil.” She flashed a big grin. “Besides, I like having you around.”

My body felt like it was floating in the air and the huge grin on my face was my answer.

It would have been nice to visit with Phil some more but I could see him anytime. Right then, the prospect of being with Sophie filled me with joy.




To be continued…in Book 3: Guess Who?
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Chapter 1: Maggie

I hung up the phone and sighed. “That was Gus. He and Sophie are on their way to pick up his stuff.”

Phil had been stacking the dishwasher from brunch, but now he stood up straight, his eyebrows pulled together in a puzzled frown.

I shrugged my shoulders and looked away from him for a moment. Gus had started this and now he was leaving. “He spent last night at her place and he’s going to stay with her until he finds an apartment.”

“That was fast.” He left the dishwasher and put his arms around me. “We can do this on our own, you know. After you went to sleep last night, I did some research on-line—”

My eyes flew open wide. “What? After all that sex, you had the energy to read?”

Jeeze, my pussy felt like I’d been gang banged by a football team— twice. I was swollen and a little sore, but no surprise. Oh God! After Maggie and Gus left yesterday we’d done it in the pool…and on the deck…and in the shower…and let’s not forget the romp in the bedroom to finish off the night.

Gus had opened Pandora’s Box, telling Phil about his sexual escapades. It was like we were on our honeymoon again, obsessed with each other’s bodies. Oh my God, I would never have guessed that Phil had a fantasy of watching another guy fuck me. Despite the soreness, my pussy flushed with warmth while my clit tingled at the prospect.

“For sure. There are lots of couples who are into this swinging thing. They have sites on-line where you can meet them, even go to clubs where they’re all swapping and doing orgies.” He stroked my cheek with his hand, his dark eyes beaming at me. “We don’t need Gus to do this.”

A wide grin spread on my face, matching his and I bounced up on my toes to hug and kiss him. “I want to. Show me the site. Let’s get started. What are the other couples like?”

“Hang on.” He extricated himself from my arms and raced into the bedroom. When he returned the laptop was in his hand. He was like a kid on Christmas morning, setting it up on the table and pulling two chairs together.

I scampered to take a seat next to him and watched, holding my breath as he booted it up and found the site again. Hell, he’d even added it to his ‘favorites’.

“I just signed in as a guest to check it out. We’ll have to create a profile and become members to see any revealing pics.”  He peered at the screen, clicking and typing to get past the home page and do a search.

A screen with a photo of a blonde woman, face blurred, wearing a lace bra and G string panties, popped up to fill the screen. She had a nice figure, long tanned shapely legs, curvy hips and high, full breasts. Not quite movie star quality but she’d turn heads, if she walked by.

Next to her was a muscular guy, his face also concealed. He was only a few inches taller than her, his broad chest matted with dark hair that extended down his six pack abs to the top of his underwear. Oh God. His crotch was either stuffed with rolled up socks or he was hung like a bull. Oh God, I squirmed in my seat, eyes glued to the outline of his cock. WHAT WOULD THAT FEEL LIKE? His body reminded me of Gus. But he couldn’t be as tall as Gus. He and the blond were almost the same height so he was probably only five ten or so.

“Here.” Phil traced the words on the screen with his finger, reading aloud. “They’re mid thirties, non-smokers, who want to meet another couple for fun encounters, must have good sense of humor. She’s bi-curious. He up for anything she wants to do.” He turned, and his mouth gaped below eyes that shone. “They could be US!” 

Oh my God. He was right! I looked back to the screen, seeing her anew now that he’d read that bit about ‘bi-curious’. The bra barely covered her. Round supple flesh seemed to pop out above the low lacy cup. My eyes squinted and I leaned closer to the screen. You could see the top hat buds of her nipples through the cloth.

Her tummy was flat, adorned by a sparkling jewel in her naval, before her hips flared out in soft curves. Legs were tanned, long and slender.  Quite attractive and bi-curious, like me. My breath eased out slowly as I took it all in. This was it. We could send them an email and possibly get together with them.

“What do you think? They seem nice.” Phil looked at me waiting for my answer as if his life depended on it.

“I want to see some more.”

He blinked and jerked his head back to the screen, clicking the mouse again.

My heart raced in a chest that felt light as air. I was in, all right. But I needed to see other profiles to get a better idea of how to set ours up. I gasped and my hand shot out to his arm. “Wait. We need to become members to see the complete profile. I mean see ALL the pictures they’ve put up.” I rose to my feet and hurried to the bedroom for my purse.

Behind me, he called, “Does this mean we’re joining?”

I scrambled in my wallet and pulled out the credit card, holding it in front of me when I returned to his side. “Let’s do it.” I popped into the chair and for the next twenty minutes we completed the registration. There was still OUR profile to create, photos to be taken but now I’d be ready.

Officially members now, (site names Lola and Richard) we returned to the first profile—Cindy and Hank were their names. After a few clicks, Cindy’s nude photos appeared as small thumbnails. One by one Phil clicked on them, enlarging them until her naked body filled the screen.

My clit pulsed with pleasure as I looked at the suggestive poses. Phil’s hand slid onto my thigh, inching up to nestle under the skirt, pressing into my lace panties. Even though it was just the two of us, alone in the privacy of our home, it felt secretive and naughty, like two school kids finding their Dad’s Penthouse magazine, and hiding in a closet with a flashlight to leaf through it.

I giggled at the thought and looked across at him. His eyes were fastened on the screen, roaming over Cindy’s bare breasts, full and high topped with small, dark nipples. Her arms were above her head, bent in a graceful arc, while her legs lolled open, revealing plump, bare, pussy lips. You could even see the tiny bud of her clit peeking through. Another jolt of pleasure flooded through my clit, my cunt moist and slippery, licking my lower lip, eyeing her.

He clicked again and this time, she was on her hands and knees, the ivory orbs of her ass with the darker oval of pussy lips facing the camera. She was twisted at the waist so that you could see a pendulous breast but again, her facial features were blurred.

I reached for the crotch of Phil’s pants and sure enough, his shaft was thick and hard as iron. He’d read the invitation in her pose and he’d like to pay her pussy a visit.

As I rubbed him, both of us leering at the screen, my breath caught in my throat. How would I feel watching, if he ever got to fuck Cindy? Could I handle that or would I be jealous? She was after all, quite a little sexpot. Maybe he’d like fucking her so much he wouldn’t want me anymore?

“Phil?”

“Yes?” It came out kind of like a croak, so lost was he in the sight before him.

“I’m scared.”

His head swiveled and he faced me, concern flowing from his eyes like a warm blanket. “Of what? Of this? It’s only shitz and gigglez. We don’t have to actually DO any of this. It’s fun to look at though.” His hand left my pussy where he’d been trying to insert his fingers.

The back of my neck became tense and my hand halted on the fabric in his crotch. “I know but…we both want to try this. But, what if when we meet other people, we get too close and end up fighting or something? I wouldn’t want that.”

He rubbed my thigh and leaned in, close to my face. “Me either. But from what I read last night, it’s all about communication and honesty. I mean, we’re here, and we’ve joined this site because we were honest with each other, that this would be fun to try. We don’t have to jump in head first. We’ll take it slow when we meet another couple. We talk first and set limits…try things out to see how we feel. The important thing is honestly telling the other how we feel.” He smiled still gazing into my eyes, “One of their members, giving advice to newbies, wrote to go slow. Take baby steps.”

I could feel my body relax and I returned his smile. “Okay? Say we meet a couple, Cindy and Hank for example, and you dance with Cindy. Then you check with me to see how I feel about that. If I’m okay, then maybe you kiss her.”

“Yeah. That sounds about right.” He kissed me, his fingers prying into my panties, successfully this time. Oh God, when he touched my clit it was wonderful. “I love you Maggie. Nothing or no one will ever change that.”

I kissed him softly, sighed into his lips, “I love you too.” He’d said exactly the right words to reassure me. It was true, I loved him more in that moment than ever.

His cock was hard beneath my palm, straining at the coarse cotton of his shorts.

I broke our kiss, my eyes sparkling above a sly grin. “Let’s do our profile for the site.” I stood up and took his hand. “Time for some naughty pics.”

I walked out of the kitchen and down the hallway, shedding my shirt, bra and skirt along the way, doing a pretty good stripper routine. Behind me, Phil whistled and yowled as each article of clothing landed on the floor.

When I got to the bedroom, the lace panties ended up draped over the lampshade on my bedside table.

I flounced onto the bed, my pinkie finger between my lips and watched as he retrieved the camera from the top shelf of the closet. It didn’t get much use these days with our cell phones always being so handy.

When he was ready, the camera focused in front of him, I raised my arms above my head and smiled—an inviting, lewd smile. I swung my legs open displaying everything, just like Cindy had done.

“Play with yourself.” Phil’s voice was a low rumble, flashing shots from different angles.

Oh God, I was like a porn star, sliding my index finger between my pussy lips and rolling it over my clit. It was hot and dirty. That’s what I was—a dirty slut. My finger moved quicker and my pelvis rocked up and down. Lust seared through my body, my heart pounding hard, wanting to orgasm in front of the camera. Fuck, it was good.

“My turn.” Phil set the camera down and pulled his shirt over his head.

I slid my finger from my pussy and sighed. God, I’d been so close to coming but he was right. I needed to get some pics of him for the profile. I smiled and sat up. Actually, feeling horny like this would work out well when we contacted Cindy and Hank. There was no way we were not sending them an email.

I picked up the camera and exchanged places with Phil, giving his cock a little rub on my way by, not that he needed my hand to get him hard. You could have hung a flag on that pole of his.

Just like any Playgirl pin-up model he lay on his back, hand was under his head, arm relaxed and angled out to reveal a broad hairy chest and flat stomach. One leg was straight while the other was bent lolling to the side, displaying his thick hard shaft rising from the darkness of his pubic hair, like the proverbial Phoenix. His two forefingers pinched the base, holding it ramrod straight.

“No head shots. I made sure your face wasn’t in the photos. Cindy and Hank’s faces were blanked out but I don’t have the software to do that. Well, I DO but it would take too much time. We want to get this posted right away, don’t we?” He wagged his cock at me and grinned.

“For sure.” I took a few shots, varying the angles to get the best one. “C’mon. Let’s get these uploaded.” I smiled and hurried from the room, with Phil close behind.

He popped the card into the machine and the photos appeared on the screen. Holy shit, we looked hot!

With a few clicks of the mouse he inserted them into our profile.

I leaned close to the screen, and grinned. “Let’s send them an email to let them know we’d like to meet them.”

He nodded, his eyes glittering with excitement. His fingers were poised above the keyboard, eyes flitting back and forth across the table. “What do we say? How do these emails go? Christ, where’s Gus when you need him!”

I sat stock still and looked at him. Yeah, how sexy should we get? Oh fuck it. I was horny from the photo shoot. “Let’s be a bit naughty. I think they’d like that. I’ll dictate.”

I cleared my throat and began. “Hi Cindy and Hank. Read your profile and you sound like a great couple. I’m bi-curious (Lola speaking, not Richard, ha, ha). The pics of your body really got me hot. Such luscious tits that I’d like to fondle and then suck the nipples. Wow! Your pussy! I could see your clit peeking through from the dark folds and my mouth watered.” I paused for a moment, squirming in my chair and trying to come up with the next sentence.

“You’re doing good there, Maggie…I mean Lola.” Phil grinned, his eyebrows wiggling up and down.

My breath was coming fast and I rubbed my hands together. “Yeah, this is FUN! New sentence. I’d like to lick your clit like it was a lollipop, long and slow at first and then flick it back and forth real fast. I’d put my fingers inside your cunt and fuck you with them.”

Phil’s hand dropped from the keyboard and rested on his cock. “Jeeze, this is fucking hot.” He rubbed his shaft and then his hand returned to the keyboard.

My kegel muscles were flexing and un-flexing and I squeezed my thighs tight together. He was right. I was so horny.

“After a warm up with you, I’d turn my attention to Hank. What a big cock he has. I’m drooling at the prospect of having that monster in my cunt. You’re a lucky woman! Richard wants to see Hank fuck me. Believe me, Cindy, when Richard fucks you, you’ll scream with pleasure. He can go all night, too.” I reached under the table and took Phil’s cock in my hand. Yeah, she’d like it.

Hell, I’d probably like seeing it despite what I’d thought at first. But I’d go slow, when it came down to actually doing anything, like what Phil had read.

“Check out our profile and if you’d like to get together, let us know.” I watched his fingers fly over the keyboard finishing the email.

“YOU hit send. There’s still time to back out of this and I don’t want to seem like I’m pushing you into anything.” Phil’s face was serious when he looked at me.

I looked into his eyes and took a deep breath before reaching across and clicking the mouse on the ‘send’ icon.

“How long until they get back to us, do you think?” He stood up and pressed his cock into my arm. “Fuck Maggie, this is hot.” His hand drifted to my head, pushing me lower. When he spoke, the words came out of his chest in a growl. “Suck me.”

Oh Jesus, the thrill of lust that shot through my pussy made me swoon. I fell forward out of my chair, reaching for his cock as I knelt before him. I loved it when he got all he-man with me. His fingers threaded through my hair, pulling my mouth onto him, while my other hand slithered between my legs to play with my clit.

I froze at the jarring blare of the doorbell.

OH FUCK! It was Sophie and Gus at the door! I’d forgotten all about them!


Chapter 2: Sophie

“What the hell?” Gus opened the door of his car and scowled at the driver’s seat.

His arm muscles were tight ropes and the ivory knuckles of his hand, clenched the side of the door. He leaned into the interior and scratched at the leather with his thumbnail.

“What’s wrong?” I took a step closer and looked at the seat. A burgundy stain, about the size of a silver dollar, marred the tan colored leather; a blemish in an otherwise mint interior. It was obvious from the shock and annoyance in his eyes that HE hadn’t done that. “How did this happen? You don’t think that Phil or Maggie did it, do you?”

He straightened and smiled weakly. “Yeah. Who knows? Maybe I spilled coffee or something and that’s the first I’ve noticed it.” He shut the door and took my hand. “C’mon. Let’s get my bags.”

From the look in his face and tone of his voice, there was no way he thought he’d done it. That only left Maggie and Phil. But why would either of them do something so mean? It didn’t make sense.

We walked up their walkway and he rang the doorbell before glancing at me with a tight lipped smile. It was hard to read his eyes. Was he annoyed, knowing that they’d done that to his car or was there more? Yesterday, Maggie and Phil had acted pretty weird. There was something going on before I’d arrived and that stain in his car was part of it.

Gus might be FBI and all that, but I’d had some training in enforcement as well. I could tell when something suspicious was afoot.

“Maybe they’re out back in the pool.” He rang the bell again and squeezed my hand.

After a few minutes, the door opened and Maggie, once more, peeked out from behind it. Oh God, not again.

Her face was flushed and she avoided my eyes, “Sorry, we were just—”

“Gus! Sophie. Come in.” Phil’s head appeared beside hers. His eyes shifted to Maggie briefly and he opened the door wide for us. They both wore bath robes, but Maggie’s was loosely tied, open almost to her midriff, revealing the curve of the underside of her breast.

She was naked under the robe—no panty line cinching the flesh of her hip. Her eyes flashed to Gus and then back to Phil.

Oh my God. They were at it again, as if yesterday hadn’t been enough?

I stepped inside, my eyes drifting from Phil to Maggie. “We won’t stay too long—just have to get Gus’s things.” It was hard to act as if everything was normal when Maggie’s face was anything but.

Gus brushed by me and stopped before going down the hallway to the guest room. He looked at Phil with narrow eyes, his lips pulled to the side. “Were you and Maggie in my car after we left, to get something, maybe?”

Phil’s head jerked back, his eyes wide and shook his head from side to side, but Maggie’s face turned scarlet.

“Oh no. It was me. Yesterday. I was…I was walking by with wine in my hand. There was…there was a…a BEE in your car. I…ah…I  opened the door and some of my wine spilled onto the seat.” She pulled her lips together, drawing them into her mouth for a moment. “I’ll pay to get it cleaned.”

Gus’s head tilted to the side, his eyebrows tight over narrow eyes, peering at her. “That’s okay. Accidents happen. No problem.”

He glanced at me, eyebrows twitched upward for a moment and turned to walk down the hall to the bedroom. He wasn’t buying that either.

Gus bent and picked something up, a smirk on his face handing it to Phil. I couldn’t see what it was but Phil rushed ahead of him stooping a few times to pick more items off the floor.

He opened a door and tossed whatever he’d retrieved inside and then followed Gus into the guest bedroom. “Too bad your visit’s cut short, but I can understand wanting to be in town.”

They continued talking but it was impossible to hear what he was saying. I turned to Maggie and smiled. “So what are you two doing today? I thought you’d be in the pool since it’s another hot one.”

“Um…we were thinking of it.” Her face was still pink but she smiled and turned, on her way into the kitchen. “I’m parched. Would you like something to drink? Water? Wine? We could go out on the patio and have it there.”

Wine? No way I’d touch any of THEIR wine, not after how they’d been yesterday.

She opened the fridge door and I called out to her, “Maybe a glass of water, please.” I followed her into the kitchen past the dining room table where their laptop was set up. Phil must have been catching up on some office work from home, even though Maggie hated that. They hadn’t even bothered getting dressed and he was working?

“Phil up to it again?”

Maggie turned so fast the glass of water slopped over the rim, onto the floor. “What do you mean?” The words came out like the bullets of a machine gun and she frowned, staring into my eyes.

I jerked back and stared. What was up with her? I don’t know how many times she’s bitched to me about him working too hard. My hand swept back, indicating the laptop. “A holiday weekend and he’s working?”

Two spots of color graced her cheeks, “Oh…oh that. Yeah, but, just a bit.” She handed me the glass and took a few steps to the table to shut the machine’s lid with a sharp bang.  She turned and smiled but her eyes refused to meet mine. “I’ll meet you on the patio. I’m going to finish getting dressed and I’ll be right out.”

My eyebrows rose in surprise before I saw the guys come back into the room. Gus set his bags near the door and Phil seemed focused on Maggie and the laptop.

“Phil, would you get something to drink for Gus? I’m going to put some clothes on and then we’ll have a drink on the patio.” Maggie picked the laptop up and started to walk away.

Her husband watched her for a moment before going into the kitchen and opening the fridge. What kind of look had just passed between them? Gus came in the room, and from the way his eyebrows pulled together , mouth askew, I could tell he wasn’t sure what was going on either.

“Here’s a beer, buddy. You two go on out. We’ll be there in a sec.” Phil handed the beer to Gus with a weak smile and disappeared down the hallway.

I clutched Gus’s arm and leaned close to whisper, “What is with those two? It’s almost two thirty in the afternoon and they’re not dressed and they’re acting—“

His finger crossed the middle of his closed lips to silence me. “Let’s go outside.” He glanced down the hallway and urged me forward, out the door.

While we walked to the table by the pool, his voice was still low, “We interrupted them. Her clothes were strewn all along the hallway.”

“They knew we were coming.” I snapped. The chirp and buzz of the cell phone in my pocket interrupted any other comment. I scooped it out and took a seat at the table. Reading the message, my mouth gaped and heart stopped. “It’s the swinger site! Someone sent us an email!” I brushed the screen with a trembling finger pulling email up.

“Aren’t you glad I talked you into syncing the two devices? What’s it say?” Gus leaned over my shoulder, peering at the screen. “Holy fuck…”

“Oh my…” My eyes flew over the sexy email, sitting stock still. “Boy, this Cindy really lays it on the line…what she wants to do with me.”

“Click on their profile. Let’s have a look at them.” Gus’s fingers squeezed my shoulder.

My heart had started again and was now pounding in my ears. I leaned to the side and looked towards the patio door of Maggie’s bedroom. “What if they come out? We can’t—“

“Don’t be silly. I’ll hear them and we can shut it down. I’ve got to see what this woman looks like after all the filthy things she wants to do to you.”


Chapter 3: Phil

I walked into the bedroom to find Maggie slipping a pale pink, sundress over her head. I sighed seeing that she’d also put a bra and panties on. My cock still tingled from the excitement creating the swinger profile and the blowjob she’d started to give me.

Fucking Gus and Sophie! If they could have been just half an hour later getting to the house! Oh well, maybe they’d have just the one drink and then get back to her place.

I slipped the robe off and took a step to my dresser, but Maggie’s hand on my cock stopped me. She held it in her hand massaging it slowly, getting me hard as a rock in a nano-second.

“Would you like me to finish what we started before they interrupted?” She rose up on the tops of her toes and nibbled my ear lobe, her breath hot and sultry. Oh God, a bead of pre-cum rolled from the tip of my shaft. Fresh lust coursed through my veins straight to my groin. If we kept this up without finishing, I might get blue balls like some teenager dating a virgin.

I put my hand over hers and stopped her movements. “We can’t. They’re right out there—”

“They’re in love or lust or something.” She leaned around me, peering out the door. “Look at them.” She pulled at my dick and I was forced to turn, to face the outside. “See, he’s probably got his hand down her top, playing with her nipple.”

She pulled my hand up and slid it inside her dress and the bra. Oh yeah, her nipple was hard under my fingers and she’d started rubbing my cock again. “Do you think Cindy and Hank have read our email yet?” She smiled up at me before sinking onto her knees.

A groan escaped my lips when her tongue circled the knob of my dick. Her hand continued rubbing and rolling over it, driving me crazy with lust.

“I think we’ve got some time. You keep an eye out in case they get up and come into the house.” She murmured and leaned forward to take me into her mouth.

Oh Jesus, the way she licked and sucked me…our friends so close outside, just made it hotter. It was like the other day in the kitchen!


Chapter 4: Gus

Sophie trembled with excitement reading the sexy email from Lola and Richard. Looking over her shoulder, squinting to see their profile, I felt my cock grow stiff. You couldn’t see their faces but what showed in their bodies more than made up for it.

The guy, Richard, was well hung, a bit longer than mine maybe, but I was thicker. Sophie hadn’t seemed to mind the length. Hell, eight inches was enough for most women. After that it probably just got painful.

But this Lola chick…Wow! I wished her face was visible to see her mouth and eyes. From what she’d written, wanting to lick Sophie and fuck her with her hand, it would have been nice to see her lips. Jeeze, I’d do her in a heartbeat if Sophie wanted me to. Yeah, like that would be a hardship.

“Do you think we should send them an email?” She looked behind me at the house. “They’re still in there. Do you think we have time?”

“Sure. Maybe Maggie and Phil are finishing what we interrupted.” My cock was hard as steel thinking of Maggie and Phil doing it. Hell, I could have been part of that too.

I sighed and slipped my hand inside Sophie’s top to cup her boob. I’d rather have the woman I was holding. Joining the swinger site was fast and a little rushed. A lot earlier than I would have chosen but I had to admit it was hot. To find a woman and fall for her, and then find out she was interested in this? Wow. I’d hit a home run with Sophie.

“Wait. Why not see if they’ll do a chat? We can always break it off when Maggie and Phil come out here.” I glanced around at the house and smiled, certain that they were in there having monkey sex. Take your time and do it twice, Phil.

I pulled one of the chairs close to hers and sat down.

She positively glowed with excitement, her fingers flying on the small key board. “Okay, hope they’re on line.”


Chapter 5: Maggie

I gave Phil my best effort with my mouth. In my mind, it was Hank’s cock I was sucking and stroking like my life depended on it. In another secret corner of my head, Sophie and Gus were watching, not out there on the patio. Oh, I really performed for the people in my crowded head and Phil was the happy recipient of all that effort.

My finger went to my pussy, sliding under the satin of my panties onto my clit. It slid easily in the slippery wetness, sending shivers of ecstasy deep inside. Of course, the finger there was actually Cindy’s, stroking me while I sucked her husband off.

Phil’s hands were on my head, pulling me deeper onto his cock, groaning with each downward stroke of my mouth.

PING!

My eyes flew open and I halted, my mouth still full of cock.

That was the laptop! We’d just got an email. Could it be Cindy and Hank? So soon? I eased back from Phil’s shaft and looked up at him. His eyes were wide, lips parted, panting but staring at the laptop on the bed.

He looked down at me, “I’m good. Let’s see if it’s them.”


Chapter 6: Sophie

“There. I hope they get back to us.” I picked up the glass of water with a trembling hand, holding the cell phone in my other.

Did it always work this fast? Holy God, we’d just made the profile this morning! How many horny swinger types were out there?

I couldn’t wait to meet this Lola. Sure, Richard looked pretty hot and he was certainly well hung but I had Gus now. From the way he’d been acting, it was pretty obvious he really liked me. But then again, I was starting to fall for him too. The fact that he had some experience in this swinging stuff just made him hotter. It also made me feel a bit safer. He’d been pretty convincing when he said he was doing this for me, that he wasn’t in this to get laid by other women. Yeah, he likes me.

But I wouldn’t blame him if he did get turned on by Lola. Hell, she had me dripping wet with all that talk about eating me out. She was pretty hot too! Would I be able to please her? Well, Gus hadn’t complained about my oral skills so I’d probably do a pretty good job with her pussy. I couldn’t wait!

TTTTtttt. TTTTttt! The phone! It had to be them!

I gulped the water and turned to look at Gus. He grinned and nodded quickly, gesturing with his hand to hurry up.

I clicked on the phone and the screen lit. “Oh my God! Listen to this! They’re on line and want to chat too.” I turned to see if Maggie and Phil were anywhere to be seen. Fuck, I hoped they wouldn’t come out.

We’re here and soooo ready to meet you! The thought of having sex with you has Richard and me over the moon! I know it’s last minute, but can we get together with you later today?

My heart pounded in my throat sending my blood straight to my pussy! I grabbed Gus’s leg, my fingers digging in hard.

“Today? They want to meet us TODAY?” Gus sat back in his chair and turned his head to look at the house.

My mind raced and I finished the water in my glass to quench a mouth that had suddenly gone dry. Could we? Maggie and Phil must be having a fuck marathon in there, they were taking so long.

Actually it was a bit rude, of them. But that was small potatoes compared to the invitation on the screen.

“If you want to do it, I’ll make up some excuse for Maggie and Phil. I’m game if you are.” Gus’s eyes pierced mine with intensity.

I nodded and set the glass back on the table with a thud. I typed,

Sure. Where and what time?

Gus was already on his feet, standing waiting for me to join him. I popped up, glancing quickly at the patio door of Maggie’s bedroom. Still no sign of them. It would be awkward, going into the kitchen and having to call out to let them know we were leaving.

This was so unlike Maggie or Phil to be this rude—invite us onto the patio and then leave us hanging while they were off fucking like horny teenagers. I would have to say something to Maggie about it or this would be the last time I’d come to THEIR house.

We stepped inside the empty kitchen just as the Cricket sounded once more. My hand flew to Gus’s arm and we stopped dead in our tracks peering at the screen.

7 pm. How about we meet at The Crystal Palace on Wainscroft Road? We can have drinks and see where it leads. (astray, we hope LOL)

“Oh my God!” I glanced at my watch. It was almost 4. That didn’t leave too much time to get home, change (what would I wear for this meet-up?) and then get to the bar.

I looked at Gus, the both of us grinning like we’d won the lottery or something.

“We’re good to go?” It seemed like a silly question for him to ask, until I thought of Maggie and Phil in their bedroom, not even bothering to come out. They could probably hear us in the kitchen?

My eyes narrowed for a moment and I nodded. Gus followed on my heels as I took a few steps down the hallway and called. “Maggie! Phil? We’re leaving now.”

“Hang on. We’ll be right out,” was Maggie’s muffled reply.

I rolled my eyes and turned to Gus. Nice of them to take a break to say goodbye.

The door opened and Maggie appeared. “Sorry about this. Phil insisted that we make the bed and tidy up before we leave the room. We were just about to join you. You’re leaving? She glanced at her watch. “Well I guess, it IS getting late.”

Phil stepped into the hallway behind her, a sheepish grin on his face.

“Maybe we can get together for dinner later this week.” Gus added, taking my hand and leading the way to the front door. “I’d really like to see more of you but it’s been kind of a crazy weekend.”

“For sure, for sure. Maggie and I’d love to have you out this week. Maybe Thursday?” Phil edged past Gus and opened the front door for us.

My head jerked back and I shot a look at Maggie before going outside. They seemed pretty anxious for us to leave. Holy cow, they still hadn’t had enough? If and when I ever marry, I hope my husband and I are as hot for each other after six years of marriage.

“Okay. See you Thursday.” I headed for my car, fishing the key out of my purse. Gus hurried to his car, giving a wave of his hand to Maggie and Phil, before climbing in.

I started the car and glanced at their house. They’d already gone back inside, probably tearing each other’s clothes off as they raced to the bedroom.


Chapter 7: Phil

We grinned and squeezed each other’s hands, after shutting the door. No need to worry about how we’d get rid of Gus and Sophie. I’d talk to Gus before Thursday and explain what was going on, why we’d ignored them earlier. He’d understand. Look at his background. But Sophie…well Maggie’d have to handle her.

“Oh my God. In a little under three hours, we’re going to meet Hank and Cindy! What if they don’t like us?” Maggie’s face muscles tightened, scrunching her face into an ‘ewwww’ expression. “What if WE don’t like them or find them attractive?”

I stood stock still looking at her. The pictures they’d posted were hot. They certainly had great bodies but what if they had faces that could stop a clock? “If that’s the case, then we leave. We’ll make up some excuse, or even say we need to think some more about all this. But we should have a signal between us.”

“Okay. If either of us doesn’t want to go through with this, how about we order a screwdriver.” Maggie peered at me, her face full of serious concentration.

I had to grin and then laugh at us, shaking my head from side to side. “Screwdriver makes more sense than asking for a ‘Between the sheets’ or ‘Sex on the beach’.” I placed my arm over her shoulder and led her into the kitchen.

She rose to her tip toes, her lips brushing my ear. “What? We’re not finishing what we started earlier today?”

“How about we save it? It’ll be more fun that way, if we DO hook up with Hank and Cindy.” I smiled at her and stepped over to the sink to get a glass of water. There was no way I’d let her know the thought that had been niggling in my gut, now that this was set up.

What if I had performance anxiety or something and couldn’t get it up? No, far better to be hornier than a hoot owl when we met them.


Chapter 8: Gus

“Hurry up in there. It’s almost six thirty. We’re going to be late.” Sophie’s voice called from her bedroom.

She sure was punctual or was she actually a bit nervous about meeting Richard and Lola? Her first time? Yeah, probably nerves. From my experience in the lifestyle, I’d always found being more laid back was better. If you were ten minutes late, so what?

I finished rinsing my hair and turned the shower off. When I slid the curtain back, she stood in the bathroom doorway, her arms akimbo and hip thrust to the side. Oh God, she looked hot! The curve hugging, blue dress was short, showing off her legs, plus the neck-line was a deep V. Her boobs looked even bigger with the push up bra.

“You look great. I think they’re going to cream their jeans when they get a look at you.” I rubbed the towels over my arms and chest.

Her eyes sparkled above pink cheeks and her smile was a mile wide. “I hope so. I can’t wait to meet them, especially after all the sexy messages she sent.” Her smile faded and her eyebrows drew together. “But you’d better hurry. I hate being late for things. What if they—“

“Don’t worry. They’ll wait, trust me.” I leaned over and planted a kiss on her lips. “You know this bar, right?”

She smiled and watched me put deodorant on and then stepped back for me to leave the steamy room. “Yeah. It’s on the outskirts of town. It’s kind of quiet, which sounds about right for a first meet.” A scowl formed on her face once more. “But it’ll take us ten minutes to get there.” She turned and left me getting dressed in her bedroom.

It was just nerves, that’s all. I slipped a golf shirt on and rummaged through my suitcase for a pair of pants—the beige cotton ones. A little dressy but not over done.

***

“What the hell?” Sophie’s head swiveled, a look of shock making her eyes the size of dinner plates. The car swerved close to the shoulder of the road.

“I KNEW we should have taken my car.” I sighed and shook my head. “Do you even have a spare tire?”

Her lips were a ruby gash in her face and her eyes shot daggers. “Of course I have a spare. The question is, do you know how to change it?” She gritted her teeth, wheeling the car onto the gravel and turning it off.

I rolled my eyes, shaking my head as I opened the door. Great. Freshly showered, dressed to impress and now getting down in the dirt, to manhandle a tire iron. And in the July 4th heat! I lifted the trunk of the station wagon and dug around to find the tire and jack.

“I told you to hurry up but nooooo. You wanted to arrive fashionably late. They’ll probably think we’ve stood them up and leave.” Her hands were on her hips, eyes glaring at me.

“You have a cell phone. Text them and tell them we’ll be late.” I lifted the tire and jack from the car.

“Oh. Yeah. I’d better do that.” Her face flushed a brighter shade of pink and her voice lost a lot of its edge.

I placed the jack under the frame and started cranking to lift the rear of the car. Nerves. That’s all it was. Just a case of nerves.


Chapter 9: Maggie

We walked into the bar and stopped, scanning the main area and then the elevated area overlooking the dance floor. The only people there were a couple of elderly guys sitting at the long oak bar, watching some ballgame on a large screen above the rows of bottles, and two couples playing pool.

Good. We weren’t late. I looked at Phil and had to bite my tongue. Despite the nagging he’d done for the last hour, giving me his standard lecture on promptness—two minutes early was actually five minutes late, yada yada—they weren’t here yet.

“Why don’t we sit up there. It looks a little more private.” His hand touched my elbow while he nodded his head toward the upper area.

“Sure.”

As I walked across the room, my fingers tugged the hem of my dress down, feeling the eyes of the couples watching us. It was the sexiest dress I owned, a little black lycra number that had a tendency to ride up.  Also, I wasn’t used to wearing heels this high, so I walked carefully. I held onto Phil’s arm, struggling to keep up.

When we were seated, my cell phone beeped. We looked at each other silently for a moment before I fished it out of my purse. Was it them, cancelling?

He leaned over and we scanned the lit screen, reading. Oh. Car troubles. They’d be twenty minutes late. I let out a sigh of relief, only aware in that moment I’d been holding my breath. The waitress, a young woman wearing a white blouse and dark slacks appeared at the table.

“Vodka and tonic, please.” Phil smiled up at her and I placed my hand on his arm.

“Make mine a double.” Hell, I wasn’t driving and I needed some liquid courage about then.

When she left, he patted my hand. “Sure you wouldn’t prefer a screwdriver?” His smile was warm and reassuring.

I shook my head. I just needed a drink to calm my nerves. After all, it WAS the first time meeting another couple to do this. Quite understandable that I’d be a little nervous.


Chapter 10: Sophie

I read the text out loud, standing behind Gus as he strained putting the lug nuts on the wheel.

No problem. Cum…

“She spelled that C U M, Isn’t that cute?” I nudged my knee into his back.

… along whenever you can. We’re having cold drinks and hot thoughts.

Gus rose to his feet and lifted the flat tire into the trunk of the car. Oh no. There was a smudge of dirt over his eyebrow and his hands were black with grease. He brushed his hands together and managed a half hearted smile.

“We’d better get going. Do you know if there’s a gas station between here and the bar? I’d like to wash my hands.” He opened the passenger door and got in.

My stomach was tight as I got in and turned the key. We were nowhere near a gas station and we were late already. I leaned over and opened the glove box. There HAD to be something…even a tissue to wipe the dirt from his face.

“Sorry. We’re miles from the nearest service station. Maybe go in the men’s room when we get there.” I pulled out onto the highway and floored it.

“Hey, hey. Easy. We want to get there in one piece.” He held his hands palms up at his side, away from the light fabric of his pants.

When I looked over at him, I had to smile. With the smudge of grease over his eye, he looked so boyish and cute. “Thanks Gus for changing the tire. I could have done it but not nearly so fast.” I ran my hand along his arm. “Sorry, I snapped at you before.”

He smiled and placed his finger on the tip of my nose. “There. We’re even.”

I strained to see myself in the rear view mirror. Where he’d touched my nose was black. Oh my God, I looked like a cocker spaniel. I shot a look at him and rubbed at the spot on my nose.

“We’ll both have a visit to the washroom, when we get there. Aren’t we a pair? You’d think we were going to a car derby instead of meeting a couple for sex.” He laughed and shook his head.

There it was. I could see the sign for the Crystal Palace just up ahead on the right. A shock of fright and excitement went through my gut, straight to my pussy. I took a deep breath and pulled into the parking lot. There were only a few cars there. I guess seven or rather seven thirty is early for any night life.

We got out and walked to the large wooden door. Gus held it for me and we stepped inside to dim lighting and cooler air. The long oak bar dominated the main area. A couple of older men sat there, while two couples played pool.

On the upper level, OH MY GOD! Maggie and Phil? What the hell were they doing there? Gus and I looked at each other, our jaws gaping.

“Quick. Over here. The washrooms.” He pulled me to the left, to an empty area beside the bar.

“What are they doing here? Was there anyone else near where they were sitting? What about Richard and Lola? How are we going to get together with them, if Maggie and Phil are here?”

“Look, let’s go wash our hands. We can’t just ignore them, although of all the times for them to go out for a drink.” Gus scowled and stepped away to go in the men’s room.


Chapter 11: Phil

It couldn’t be. The couple who came in and then disappeared? But it sure did look like Sophie and Gus. Hell, it HAD to be Sophie. Not many blond women are five feet eleven. Maggie hadn’t seen them. She was too busy checking her cell phone for more texts from Hank and Cindy.

Should I say anything? Well, if it IS Sophie and Gus, she’d know soon enough. Maybe they didn’t see us. Maybe they stopped in to use the washroom or something.

The door of the bar opened and a man and a woman entered. I nudged Maggie and nodded towards the door.

The guy was big, beefy looking in the light golf shirt. He towered over the blond at his side. She was kind of pretty with a pretty good figure. Her hair fell to her shoulders and she wore a short black dress. It could be them. She was dressed sexy enough.

Maggie’s hand flew to my knee and she squeezed it, hard. We couldn’t take our eyes off the couple, watching them cross by the pool tables and come up to the area where we were perched. They glanced at us as they walked by. She smiled and looked away but her hubby (Hank?) ogled Maggie for a few moments and then he gave me a little nod.

They took a seat a few tables over from us. From the corner of my eye, I saw her sit down while he motioned with a couple of fingers held aloft for the waitress’s attention.

I looked at Maggie and took a long swallow of my drink. The woman was okay. She seemed friendly enough and she was pretty. But what did Maggie think of him? He wasn’t exactly George Clooney but neither was he Woody Allen.

“Do you think that’s them?” Maggie leaned into me and whispered in my ear.

“I don’t know. Shit. Why didn’t we tell them what we’d be wearing? It would have made this easier.” I looked into my drink thinking fast, looking for a solution.

“I know. I’ll send a text message, tell them what we’re wearing and that it’s us.” Maggie started typing on her phone.

I stared at her and shook my head. “That’s kind of dumb. I mean…why not go over and just say hi? They’re ten feet away from us.”

She fluttered her fingers at me and muttered ‘shush’ before continuing with the text.


Chapter 12: Gus

I edged out of the bathroom and took a few steps to the bar, peering around it like I was on a stake-out or something. Yup. That was Maggie and Phil up there. There was another couple there as well. Richard and Lola?

A hand on my arm made me startle and turn. Sophie’s wide eyes stared into mine. The cell phone in her purse chirped the cricket sound and she fumbled for a few seconds getting it out. I stepped back and read over her shoulder.

We’re here. I’m wearing a black dress and Richard’s in a light golf shirt. We’re near the back of the bar, on the upper level

Sophie’s face spun around to meet my eyes. “That’s where Maggie and Phil are too! Oh shit.”

The muscles in my neck were tight but there was also a sinking feeling in my stomach. “Look maybe we should cancel. We can send them a text and make it another time. I mean, I don’t care for my sake but it could be pretty embarrassing for you. Maggie and Phil aren’t stupid. They’ll figure this out.”

She frowned and looked back at the phone for a few moments. I felt her hand reach for mine and give it a squeeze. “No. We’ll say hello to Maggie and Phil, maybe have a drink with them but then we’ll join Richard and Lola. Maggie and Phil won’t guess. Richard and Lola could be friends of mine from work. Let’s go.”

With head high, she took a deep breath and strode across the room. In the blue dress, she was all legs, catching the eye of the guys that were playing pool with their girlfriends. I had to give Sophie credit, she had spunk.

As we walked up the few steps leading to the elevated area, I watched Maggie and Phil. Surprise didn’t even come close to the expression on their faces. They were totally flabbergasted, especially Maggie. And…guilty looking, smiling nervously, their eyes darting back and forth between each other.

I glanced at the other couple sitting nearby. She was wearing a black dress and giving me the eye. Her husband’s gaze was all over Sophie. Yeah, that had to be them.


Chapter 13: Maggie

“Sophie, Gus! What are you doing here?” It was not often that I’d seen Sophie in a dress. She looked different, really sexy. But if they were only going out for a drink, why hadn’t they gone somewhere closer to Maggie’s place? Why out here, on the outskirts of the city?

“We could ask you the same.” Gus’s eyes shifted from me to Phil and back again.

“We thought we’d get out of the house for a bit. It’s been a while since we went out for a drink together. Would you like to join us?” Phil rose to his feet, glanced over his shoulder at Hank and Cindy before holding the chair for Sophie.

Sophie smiled, her eyes also flitting to Hank and Cindy but she took a seat. “Maybe just a quick one. We’re meeting friends of mine… from work.”

Great. There was no chance we’ll be able to get together with the other couple now that Sophie and Gus would be hanging around the bar. Of all the inopportune times for this to happen.

At the loud bang behind me I turned. The guy at the next table (Hank?) leaned over close to his wife, his chin high and dark eyes glinting. Oh God. He looked so pissed off, his hand gripping the glass hard that he’d probably hit her if not for being in public

“I don’t give a shit if he IS your brother. He and his wife are assholes. We’re not going over there.” His voice was loud and menacing.

Oh shit. That couldn’t be Hank and Cindy, could it? Phil and Sophie had also turned to look at the other couple for a moment.

“Keep your voice down. It’ll just be for an hour or so.” His wife answered.

I picked my phone from the table and pushed the button lighting up the screen. There was no answer from my earlier text. Even if there was, I don’t think I wanted to meet up with the couple at the next table. From the tone of his voice, he wasn’t a happy camper.


Chapter 14: Sophie

The waitress appeared next to Gus and I watched him place an order for a couple of glasses of wine. Maggie and Phil didn’t seem any happier to see us than we’d been to see them. And that boor at the next table, almost shouting at his wife!

What the hell was with Maggie and her cell phone? She peered at it and then glanced at the table, almost like she was disappointed or something.

My eyes widened and I scooped my phone from out of my purse, holding it discreetly in my lap and lighting the screen. The last message from Lola…Black dress? I looked at Maggie. She had a black dress.

OH MY GOD! Was it possible? Maggie and Phil were Richard and Lola? I pictured the way they’d been acting earlier this afternoon and them not even bothering to come outside to entertain Gus and I? At the same time that we’d been sending text messages.

She was dressed sexy, just like me! For the first time, I let my gaze lower to her cleavage and breasts pushed high, threatening to pop right out of the dress. And Phil…He looked even better than normal in the light shirt against his tanned, angular face.

“Sounds like trouble back there.” I glanced at Gus but he had directed the remark to Phil.

My fingers flew on the keyboard of my phone.

“— Lola?— ”

I typed and hit send. How long until that buzzed on Maggie’s phone? I smiled and took the glass of wine that the waitress handed to me.


Chapter 15: Phil

What a fucked up mess. That couple back there had no more interest for me than a flight to the moon. Even if it was Cindy and Hank. No, it’d be back to the drawing board for Maggie and me. Maybe we’d qualify any other couples more closely in the future.

I glanced to the side at Maggie when her phone buzzed and she scrambled to pick it from the table. Leaning over to see the screen, there was just one word ‘Lola?’ Maggie peered at me and then over my shoulder at the couple at the other table.

Oh my God. They were fighting and still trying to get together with us? Fat chance.

I glanced across the table at Sophie and Gus. Her hand covered her lips and her eyes were mere slits. She was laughing? My mouth fell open as her head fell back and a loud chortle filled the air. Even Gus, looked puzzled watching her.

“What’s so funny?” Gus turned in his chair and his hand fell onto her thigh.

After a few more moments of giggles and chuckles, she sniffed, trying to get control, even though her lips still twitched grinning. “Us! The four of us are funny.”

She erupted in more laughter and I glanced at Maggie. After all, she knew Sophie way better than I. What was up with her? But Maggie was as clueless as me, still glancing nervously over her shoulder at Hank and Cindy.

Finally, Sophie stopped. She sighed through upturned lips and picked up her glass of wine. “A toast. To Hank, Cindy, Lola and Richard.”

I leaned over the table, peering from Gus to Sophie. How the hell did they know?

Oh. My. God.

I grinned and raised my glass, turning to see comprehension dawn in Maggie’s eyes.


Chapter 16 Gus

“This is one for the books. I can’t believe what a clusterfuck this hook-up turned out to be.” I set my glass down and rubbed the silkiness of Sophie’s thigh.

“Yeah, I think clusterfuck’s a good term.” Phil sat back and placed his arm over the back of Maggie’s chair. He grinned at Sophie and me and I swear he was blushing.

“Does that mean what I hope it means?” Maggie smiled and took a sip out of her drink, her gaze flitting from Sophie to me.

Well the fact that it was Sophie and me obviously didn’t detract her. If anything, she was friendlier now. Hell, they’d wanted a threesome with me and Phil had said she fantasized about Sophie.

I turned to look at Sophie. How was she with the fact that Maggie and Phil wanted to be with us? The grin seemed to be plastered to her face as she looked at Maggie. “That was you in the sexy pics.” She shook her head slightly and reached across the table to touch her friend’s hand.

“Me? How about you?” Maggie edged closer, revealing a river of cleavage. “I meant what I said to Cindy. But now that I know it’s you…well, it makes it even more special.”

Phil and I locked eyes for a moment. We were both on the same page with this, a knowing smile shared between guys.

“I’ll get the tab and then let’s go to our place. We can continue this conversation and….whatever else, there.”


Chapter 17 Phil

I glanced in the rear view mirror about to turn into my driveway. Yes, they were right behind us.

“Can you believe this? I can’t believe it was Sophie and Gus all along!” That was the third time that Maggie had said it since we got in the car.

“I know. You’ll get to do your fantasy with your girlfriend. I can hardly wait.” I turned the car off and reached across to stroke her grinning lips.

A jolt of pleasure shot through my groin when her tongue darted out, licking the skin between my fingers. Oh yeah. She was giving me a little taste of what she’d do to Sophie.

Gus appeared at the passenger door and he opened it for Maggie, taking her hand to help her from the car.

Oh my. Sophie waited on my side. For a moment all I could see were her long legs and the swatch of blue cloth just above them. THIS was actually going to happen! I opened the door and took the hand she extended to me, walking up the walkway to the house. I could feel my cock getting hard at what lay just beyond our front door.

When we were inside she leaned into me and whispered. “I think I need another drink of wine. Liquid courage and all that. It’s my first time doing anything like this.”

She smiled and her chin lowered as she looked up into my eyes through thick eyelashes. Oh God. She looked innocent and wanton all at the same time. I could see why Gus was so taken with her.

I put my thumb under her chin and lifted her face to mine. Whether it was the arousal in my pants or just a mutual feeling of nerves, I kissed her softly. “Me too.”

“Hey! No fair! We’re hardly in the house and you’re already starting? Besides, I think the first kiss should have been mine.” Maggie inserted herself and took Sophie’s hand, leading her into the kitchen.

I opened the fridge and got the bottle of wine out and then reached into the cabinet for wine glasses.

As I poured, Gus nudged my arm and nodded behind him. I looked to see Maggie and Sophie standing close together, Maggie’s hand trailing along her friend’s cheek.

“I can’t believe the pics of you, Sophie. All I can think of is how hot you were, naked in those pics.”

When Maggie kissed Sophie my cock got hard so fast, it actually bumped against my tummy. Time stood still as I watched Sophie stoop, place her hands behind Maggie’s head, and turn her body into Maggie, deepening the kiss. The contrast between them was striking—Maggie, small, curvy and olive skinned to Sophie’s pale, willowy, ethereal beauty.

Their breath was fast and shallow when they broke the kiss, just the tips of their noses touching, looking into each other’s eyes. It was one of the most erotic sights I’d ever seen. The affection they shared as friends blossomed into desire and then became trembling passion. Maggie’s fingers slipped under the bottom of Sophie’s dress and tugged it higher, exposing high, perfect globes of flesh, underscored by the saucy curve underneath.

Gus flashed a glance at me, to catch my attention, again. “Why don’t we take this outside? It’s still light and maybe we could start with skinny dipping in the pool…let’s do it.”

I turned back to Maggie and Sophie, reluctant to miss a moment, only to see them smile and head out the door.

I scooped up the glasses and nodded to Gus. “Hey! Help me get the drinks will you?”  He picked up the bottle and I stepped through the door and onto the patio walkway.

Ahead of me, next to the pool, Maggie was just slipping out of her dress. My step faltered for a moment, as my eyes took in Sophie—the blue dress becoming a memory when she tossed it to the side.

It was mesmerizing to watch them undress. Maggie slipped the bra off and then bent to slide the black panties over her hips. Sophie was almost naked as well, only white lace panties covered her

She glanced over at Gus and me, still holding the glasses and bottle in our hands. With a shy smile, she slid the panties off, and naked, climbed down the ladder into the pool. The cheeks of her ass were white, appearing more striking against the light tan of her long legs. When she lowered to the next step, the curve of her breast appeared under a lithe slender arm. The nipples were pale rose, the tips hard and erect. She stepped into the pool, the water up to her midriff and turned to reveal all of her chest below a face that only had eyes for Maggie.

I set the glasses and wine on the table with a clatter, unable to tear my eyes from the beautiful women in front of me.

Maggie squatted down until her ass rested on the side of the pool and then she slipped silently in. She waded over and placed her hand on Sophie’s breast.

My blood thundered in my ears, cock so hard it almost hurt. I tore my golf shirt up and over my head, not caring where it landed. My sandals flew to the side and I reached for the button of my pants. Beside me, Gus took a long sip of wine, his eyes above the rim, focused on the pool.

Maggie and Sophie once again kissed, as their hands fondled each other’s breasts. I could see Maggie’s fingertips close on Sophie’s nipple, pulling and twisting it gently.

Finally my pants, along with my underpants fell to the ground and I stepped out, on my way to the pool. The heavy thickness of my cock, standing straight out bobbed and thudded against my stomach as I walked and I saw Sophie looking. Her hand lifted to rest next to Maggie’s head, finger pointing to me while she whispered something.

Maggie turned and now both women smiled, watching me sit and slip into the water. It felt cool at first, a welcome sensation to the fire in my groin and pulsing through my veins.

Maggie whispered something to Sophie and they smiled again.

My breath hitched in my throat watching Sophie come closer. Her eyes danced above high cheekbones and the closed lazy, smile on her lips sent a jolt of raw desire through my gut. She placed her arms on my shoulders, her face and body only inches away. Oh God when she leaned in and her mons brushed the tip of my cock, it was all I could do to stop myself from grabbing her hips and pulling her hard against me.

She glanced over my shoulder to where Gus sat casually on the side of the pool. He had shed his clothes and his cock was fully displayed, thick and weighty resting against his thigh. He nodded and took a long sip of wine.

Her hand toyed with my hair and I turned to face her, hardly able to believe what she was about to do. My lips parted and I felt the tip of her tongue roll against mine. Her mouth was inviting, but when she pressed her body tight into mine, my focus centered on my cock nestled against her mons. We were almost equal in height. It would be so easy to slide my shaft a little lower, between her legs.

Maggie’s hand grazed my arm and slid lower into the water, slithering in the crease where Sophie’s body met mine. She inserted her fingers between our hips, probing insistently until they closed around my cock.

My mouth left Sophie’s, groaning, “Oh God.”  It was unbelievably decadent—my wife angling my shaft down and into the slippery folds of her friend.

Such sweet torture...Maggie’s fingers rolling and pressing the underside…pushing my cock into the warmth of Sophie’s pussy lips…Her hot slit glazing the upper half of my rod. Sophie’s eyes closed and her breath became uneven, skimming the folds of my ear. Maggie’s wrist jerked, vibrating my shaft against her friend’s clit. For my wife to do this…all but put it inside her friend…It was delicious debauchery. Sophie’s cunt wasn’t the only thing oozing wetness.

And then it was gone. Maggie removed her hand and Sophie’s body shifted away from me. A gasp escaped my open lips, my eyes drinking in the sight of the two women, now turning to each other. I couldn’t resist. I touched Sophie’s breast, felt the firm tip of her nipple slide between my fingers. One soft touch that left my fingers tingling, wanting more.

Maggie took Sophie’s hand and they waded to the side of the pool next to where Gus sat watching, sipping his wine.

It was his turn to be teased by our sexy vixens.


Chapter 18: Maggie

Gus was just sitting there, by himself watching the three of us playing. I stroked his leg, starting at his knee, inching upward over his muscular thigh, but stopping shy of that glorious, meaty shaft. I turned and popped up onto the hard concrete ledge of the pool, letting my calves drape into the water.

Sophie stepped in front of me, her hands resting lightly on my knees. “There’s something I’ve been dying to do for a while. Lay back.” She pushed my legs open and her finger traced lightly along my slit. Hot shivers of lust pulsed in my clit and I spread my legs wider, straining my pelvis up for more.

A ragged breath, hissed from my lips, watching her as I leaned back, propping my torso on bent arms. Her lips parted and she leaned closer, her fingers spreading and exploring while she gazed with soft, hooded eyes. And then she touched it.

“Ohhh…” My pleasure came out as a sigh, watching her finger, her touch tentative at first…a touch as soft as sin. My chest heaved as she became bolder, slipping her finger lower to my opening…then inside…Oh God.

Gus shifted and knelt beside my waist. His hand went to my breast, cupping it, kneading my flesh in his fingers. He watched Sophie’s head lower, his lips loose with arousal.

Her hot tongue, the tip of it gliding in small circles over my clit…I closed my eyes for a moment feeling fresh jolts of pleasure tingle in my pussy. “Oh God…yes.” I arched my pelvis even higher, inviting more of her mouth on me. Her finger inside became two and then filled me completely, pumping slowly in and out.

Phil was now beside her, his eyes as intent as Gus’s, watching Sophie lick my pussy. The decadence was affecting all of us. I reached for Gus’s cock and filled my hands, rubbed the thick, purple head in my palm. A drop of pre-cum slipped out of the slit, slippery on my fingers as I massaged the satin helmet.

My eyes closed and I gasped at the glorious sensation in my pussy. Oh God…She pressed harder and her lips closed on my clit… sucked it into her mouth, tormented me with the quick flick of her tongue. My heart hammered in my chest, and hips rocked into her, out of control...straining for more of her tongue…her fingers fucking my cunt…

Pleasure consumed my pussy…swelled and pulsed…spread from the wicked delight of her mouth…OH GOD! Almost her whole hand was in my cunt. I opened my eyes. Her nose pressed into the thin dark line of hair, tongue and lips devouring my cunt…driving me mad with lust….panting….

“OH FUCK!! DON’T STOP! My hands shot out, fisted her hair…gripped her hard onto my pussy…waves of lust claimed my body. My legs trembled in shudders of ecstasy…Oh God…so intense…again and again…Her tongue was a tight rope my body was balanced and focused on.

“Ayuh…uh…uh” Groans erupted in my chest. Then it became too much. I pulled her head back, her tongue on me, almost painful now.

Her lips were swollen, slick from my passion and lust. A slow smile lifted the corners as we came together, mouths open, eager to share my wetness on her tongue. We kissed wantonly, our lips barely touched as our tongue danced, twirling over each other.

I collapsed into the hollow of her neck, heart still pounding hard, but slowing. My tongue trailed along the curve where her shoulder and neck met, then kissed and nibbled softly. She’d taken all my energy with her mouth.

“Sophie…that was so nice…I can’t believe you’ve never done this.” I breathed the words into her skin, inhaling floral scent and my musk.

My hands skimmed her back, lost in the intimacy we shared. I wanted to hold her breast, kiss it before, lowering to devour her pussy, but there were already hands there. Phil cupped her breast on one side while Gus claimed her other nipple.

“Jesus, that was hot.” Phil eased forward and his other hand left the water to cup my head, thread his fingers through my hair.

Sophie turned to him. “Are you going to finish that?” Her hand lowered and it was obvious from the movement of her arm that she had a grip on his cock. “To tease a girl with your fingers…distracting me.”

I watched silently, smiling for a few moments as they kissed, happy for both of them. If it wasn’t my best friend that he was kissing, would I feel this way? It didn’t matter. Right then, it was a beautiful sight— both of them turned on at the prospect of fucking each other.

Gus edged closer and pulled me into his arms. He looked at me softly, gaze drifting from my eyes to my lips. “Your first orgasm with a woman… I think you liked it.” He planted a gentle kiss on my lips and pulled back. His chin dropped slightly as he looked at my breasts, and his fingers toying with the nipple again.

“It was…intense, but mostly in my clit.” I reached for his cock and felt a longing at the sheer girth of it.

“Is that a hint? Now you need a man?” He bent and took my nipple in his mouth, teeth scraping over the tip.

Muscles deep inside my cunt clenched, ached to be filled with the cock in my hand. But first I wanted to taste him. The image of him standing nude when he’d arrived the first day had sparked a curiosity and longing. He was so thick and heavy. My hand stroked his cheek urging him away from my breast. I smiled and shifted my body, so that my face was only inches from the cock which had started all this.


Chapter 19: Gus

Maggie knelt beside me, her hand stroking my shaft, and eased forward to take it into her mouth. Her breasts hung like apples, ripe and juicy, topped with chocolate nipples and her back led down to the fullness of a luscious ass. I eased back onto the hard surface, supporting my torso with my arm, able to feel and watch her, as well as Sophie and Phil behind her.

The first hot touch of her tongue on my cock caused my leg to jerk, the feeling was so intense. With just the tip of her tongue, she teased and probed in my slit, before swirling over the head. She tilted her head to look into my eyes. There was nothing as erotic as a woman’s happy, expectant face, looking you in the eye while she sucks your cock. I put my hand on her head and massaged, even as I opened my leg and pushed my groin higher.

Her fingers barely met holding my rod in the palm of her hand, rolling up and down from the base to where her tongue caressed. The hotness of her breath and tongue was driving me wild. My hips arched up and down, willing her to take it in, instead of just teasing the head.

At the low moan— Sophie’s moan—I looked over. She was on her back, her long legs hooked over Phil’s shoulders; his cock easing slowly out of her. He was poised, one knee on the ground while the other leg was bent directing his groin till just the tip of his rod parted her pussy. Shit, from this angle it looked like he was ten inches long! Again he pushed forward until his balls pushed against her ass.

She turned her head and met my eyes, lips open but curling up at the corners. Oh yeah, she was enjoying Phil fucking her and watching Maggie give me head.

I gasped and turned back to see my cock slide deep into Maggie’s mouth. Just a little at a time, her eyes watering, she took it inside till her nose rested in my groin. Her tongue grazed, hot on the underside, the sensation tighter as it entered her throat…Oh FUCK…how much more of this could I take before I blew a load in her? My legs shook and I fisted her hair as new jolts of lust shot through me. She inched up, slowly, her lips trailing in the slippery pace of a snail, along my shaft.

The sight of my best friend’s wife— a woman who at first, I’d thought prissy— her mouth full of my cock…oh fuck it was hot. Waves of lust spread through my groin watching her lips release the head of my shaft, a thin thread of pre-cum still joining us.

The slapping of flesh against flesh caused me to look next to us. Phil pumped faster into Sophie, both of them moaning, her ass rolling even higher, each time his cock hammered into her.

Enough of the teasing slowness of Maggie giving me head; I needed to fuck her. I pulled her off and rose to lift her up, swinging her body under me, close to Sophie and Phil.

The wide eyed surprise in her eyes gave way to pleasure, a smile on her face, before she turned her head to look at Sophie and Phil. I knelt between her legs, pushed them even wider, gazing at her pussy. Her labia was full and dark, bare, except for the thin line of hair laying wet and matted. Smooth flaps of flesh, the color of deep red wine flowed down from the small button protrusion—her hot clit, where Sophie had feasted earlier.

Breath paralyzed in my chest as I held my cock, thick and slippery in my hand, to slide it down the slickness of her pussy…OH GOD…and to the hot hollow of her cunt. Everything ceased to exist; there was only the sweet tightness of her flesh gripping my rod. I shoved deep inside. “Unh…oh…” So hot and wet, inside, pulling on my meat as I thrust.

My heart was a piston, hammering deep inside my veins as I rocked back and forth. Each thrust caused her breasts to jiggle and roll on her chest, nipples hard and dark.

Her hand slithered across Sophie’s tummy and down. Oh fuck! It was erotic watching her play with my woman’s clit while Phil ground in below. The grunts of lust, the sight…while my cock drove deep…

Sophie’s cry of ecstacy, being played with by Maggie, fucked by Phil…I thrust hard and fast into Maggie, hell bent, unable to delay any longer…an animal rutting and groaning… “Unh,unh,unh…Oh God!” One final deep thrust, straining hard, balls tight against her ass…hot cum speeding in spurts of lust again…again.

A groan burst from my lips and my head drooped over Maggie’s. Beside her, Sophie’s lips were pursed, breathing short, jagged breaths.

“I don’t think I can get up. Fuck, I’m totally drained.” Phil eased Sophie’s legs off his shoulders and then settled back onto his haunches, gasping for air.

I turned to see his gaping, wide smile, eyes glancing from Maggie to Sophie and couldn’t stop the grin that spread over my face. This had been different, very special. Sure, the times I’d done it at clubs, with people I’d just met had been hot, but sharing this with a woman like Sophie? My best friend and his wife? This was the best of the best.

I felt my cock slip from Maggie’s tight warmth.

She sat up and threw her arms around my neck. “Look what you started.” She grinned and then turned to Phil and Sophie. “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m ready for a drink. This swinging thing makes you thirsty.”


Chapter 20: Sophie

Somehow, despite saying he couldn’t walk, Phil managed to get to his feet and extend his hand to help me up.

His eyes glistened and there was a small smile on his lips watching me. “Sophie, that was awesome. I can’t believe how I feel right now.”  He pulled me into his arms and planted a quick kiss on my lips.

My body was warm and tingly walking beside him. It was probably the first time I’d ever felt totally at ease with him. To think, all I’d had to do was just fuck him. A giggle escaped my throat and I squeezed his hand. “I know exactly what you mean. I feel a little like Alice, stepping  through the looking glass.”

Gus and Maggie rose to their feet and he reached for me. I stepped into his arms and let him lead me to the table.

“Are you okay?” His lips whispered into my ear.

When I turned there was love and concern in his eyes. Such a handsome face, the blue of his eyes fringed with long dark lashes above cheekbones that could have been sculpted. My heart was filled to bursting with the intimacy we’d shared.

“I’m perfect.” I purred but made no move to take a seat when he eased into the chair.

“I know that, but this was—”

“Perfect.” I interrupted. My head fell to the side and I watched him for a moment, trying to find the words to describe how I felt. “I feel close to you. Probably closer than before, sharing this experience. It was hot as hell…actually better than I’d ever thought it could be.”

A hand slid around my waist and Maggie appeared next to me. She nuzzled against my chest and then looked up into my eyes. “I’m glad Cindy and Hank turned out to be you and Gus. I’ve had a fantasy of being with you. Sometimes it was hard running with you, watching your chest heave and the flush of your cheeks.” She placed a finger lightly on my lips and traced the outline. “But your mouth…How many times have I wanted to kiss you?”

I felt my face grow warm and my chest expand looking down into her sultry, hooded eyes. I’d never known she’d had these desires. To think that a woman as pretty—close to a model in how well she was always turned out—would feel this way, about ME? I bent to kiss her once more, just a soft quick kiss.

“Sophie, let’s take our wine inside. I don’t know about you but I’d like to take a shower. I’d like to get the chlorine off. Plus, I’m wet and sticky from you and Gus.” She bent and picked up our two glasses, nodding her head to the side, towards the house.

I didn’t have to be asked twice. My pussy felt raw from Phil’s fingering me in the pool. When he’d fucked me, it was not only hot as hell, but it’d soothed my delicate skin. I followed her, letting my eyes bask over the cheeks of her ass, and the smiley crease below. To think, I’d been between her legs, making her squirm with my tongue.

She must have read my thoughts because she paused and turned to look at me, her smile naughty, eyes drooping in a soft, flirty way. “We’re not finished you know. I think you deserve a tongue lashing.” She giggled and then continued. “Fucking my husband—you slut. Getting him all hot and bothered with that sweet little pussy. I have to sample it too.”

A thrill of lust shot straight through my stomach and tingled in my clit even though I’d just had a mind blowing orgasm. My gaze dropped to her breasts, so big and high, down to the triangle of her mons. Eating her out had turned me on so much. I’d sucked and licked her, spurred on by her soft moans. When Phil had played with my pussy, rubbing my clit till I thought I’d cry out, it just made me want her more.

Oh God. What would it be like when she went down on me? The soft expertise of a woman’s mouth? I couldn’t wait. It seemed she was pretty eager, as well.

She turned and there was an extra wiggle in her walk to the house. I followed like a lost puppy, yearning for her touch.

Inside the bathroom she set the wine down on the vanity and turned to the shower. She flipped the lever, checked the temperature and swept her hand in invitation to me. “You first. I’ll stay and keep you company.”

I stepped into the warm spray, scooping soap and lathering my body as she continued talking.

“Gus is a nice guy. I didn’t like him at first but he’s turned out to be one of the nicer one of Phil’s friends. I hope this job at the accounting firm works out. It’d be nice to see him settle down here—especially now that you two or getting along so well.”

My hand froze under my breast for a moment. If she only knew…

She continued talking. “Well, he’s sure changed our life. I have to apologize for the other day. Phil and I acting like horny, love-struck teenagers. But I think you know how that is. God, that was hot!”

I held the showerhead between my legs, rinsing the soap and chlorine, along with Phil out of my pussy. There. Fresh as a daisy. I flipped the lever and pulled the shower curtain back. Maggie had a towel spread between her hands.

“Let me.” She placed it over my shoulders, rubbing and patting until she came to my pelvis. Again the lewd smile spread on her lips, watching her hands pat and wipe the water from my body.

Oh God, the sensation of her hand on my pussy, even through the towel, made me gasp and my legs turn to jelly. She glanced up into my eyes, a look of triumph in her face. The sexy little witch! She knew what she was doing, teasing me, warming me up for her ‘tongue lashing’.

She stepped back and took a long sip of wine, eyeing me over the rim. Something about the taunting challenge in her eyes, made my heart skip a beat. Breath caught in my throat as I stepped out of the tub. I picked up the glass of wine and held it near her chest. My other hand cupped the underside of her breast and I poured a few drops of the ruby red liquid onto her nipple.

Again, her lips were together when she smiled, eyes glancing at the droplet of wine dangling from the tip of her nipple and then back to my face. I bent but it wasn’t enough, given my height. I went down on one knee and licked the wine from her, circling the firm bud with my tongue.

Her hands cupped my head and she urged me up, kissed me softly, our lips barely brushing each other’s. “I can’t wait to do that to your pussy. Maybe I’ll dribble some wine there and lick it off.”

“Ahhhh…” My lips fell open in a sigh as she stepped away and turned the water on. I stood panting, my eyes closed, picturing it.

After a moment, I straightened, gripped the edge of the vanity, and looked at my reflection in the mirror. Wanton desire showed in my bruised, full lips, eyes hooded above cheeks flushed pink with desire. Her husband had just fucked my ass off and here I was craving her mouth, her tongue in my pussy. Whatever kind of wicked woman I was becoming, I loved it.


Chapter 21: Gus

When the women disappeared into the house, Phil turned to me and grinned like someone who’d just won the lottery. “That was amazing.” He flopped down into the chair next to me and polished off his glass in one long swallow.

I grinned and took a small sip. “I don’t think it’s over yet buddy. Not from the wiggle in your wife’s walk. And if I know women,” I paused and slapped his thigh, “and believe me, I do, they’re having a shower, freshening up for the next round of debauchery.”

“You’ve got to give me time to recover.” He poured another glass and grinned. “At least five minutes anyway.” He sat back and shook his head from side to side, still smiling. “This happened so fast. One minute you’re propositioning me for a threesome with Maggie and then next, the four of us are fucking like rabbits.”

We sat silently for a couple of minutes before he spoke again, “So, how’d you do it? How’d you talk Sophie into this?”

My head fell forward, mouth gaping peering at him. “Me? What makes you think it was me?” A sensation of lightness rose from my gut to my heart picturing her face and how we had talked about this.

Phil’s mouth pulled to the side and he bobbed his eyebrows. “Because I know you, that’s why. But all kidding aside, I think you found your match in her. I never would have thought it—how sexy she is.” He took another sip of wine and looked to the house. “And Maggie…” He brightened and looked at me again. “I think she likes you now.”

“That’s good. I’d hate to think I just fucked a woman who hates me.” I grinned and toyed with the glass of wine between my hands. “Actually, it was Sophie who wanted to try this. I would have been happy putting it off and just getting to know her better.”

“Yeah sure. I bet she had to really twist your arm.”

“No. Just my dick.” A chuckle erupted and I finished the wine in my glass.

Phil leaned closer, his dark eyes skewering me with their intensity. “If you let this one get away, you’re an idiot. I was wrong about Sophie. She’s actually quite a nice person.”

“Did you decide that before or after you fucked her?” I grinned at him to lighten the mood.

“You asshole.”

The lights around the pool flashed on and he turned to look at the house. “Here they come.”

“Again? I thought they just did!” A grin and chortle erupted before I rose to my feet and looked at them walking over.

She took my breath away once more. Sophie led the way, that impish grin under full pink cheekbones and grey eyes that were shy but laughing, all at the same time. So fair skinned, and the blonde hair hinted at Nordic ancestry. Even the thin line of hair on her mons was pale and downy. The sway of her hips above long coltish legs was mesmerizing.

Her hand brushed my shoulder and she leaned forward to kiss me. I breathed in the perfume from the shower, feeling my cock begin to grow heavy. What was it about this woman? Just a kiss and I was getting hard?

Maggie appeared right behind her, holding two empty wine glasses. Phil held the wine bottle and poured a refill as she smiled, glancing from me to Sophie. From the look on her face, she had some devilish plan brewing.

“You guys don’t mind if Sophie and I have ours over on the lounge chair?” She handed a glass to Sophie and slipped her hand around her waist.

Sophie’s eyes grew rounder and a smile blossomed on her lips glancing at me before she fell into step beside Maggie.

I arched an eyebrow at Phil. “Now what do you suppose they’re up to?”

Before he had a chance to answer, Maggie glanced back and threw a comment over her narrow shoulder, “You can join us if you like.”

Phil grinned, already on his way after them. I topped up my wine glass and ambled over to where they stood, on the far side of the pool.

Sophie sat down on the vinyl padded seat while Maggie adjusted the back rest. When Maggie knelt in front of the chair and pulled Sophie’s hips down the length of it, till her ass rested on the edge, I knew what was in store. It was time for Sophie to experience more fully her bi-sexuality. My cock was on red alert, hard once more in anticipation. I glanced at Phil and saw that the prospect of more girl on girl action had him stiff as well.

Maggie picked up the wine glass and dribbled the dark liquid over Sophie’s breasts and in a line down her midriff to puddle in her naval. Oh God. I couldn’t stop my hand from drifting to my cock and rubbing it softly at what she did next.

She lifted Sophie’s leg, pushing her knee up and out to reveal plump pussy lips and the darker gash of flesh between. With her other hand, she slowly dripped wine, a drop at a time into the slit. Sophie’s head was propped up against the back of the chair, her chin against her chest straining to see the wine being dribbled on her.

Still holding the glass in her hand, Maggie edged forward with her tongue extended, till the tip of it lapped at the droplets of wine.

“Oh God! Don’t stop.” Sophie cried with an upward jerk of her pelvis.

The site of it was erotic as hell—Maggie’s tongue slowly sliding through the folds of stained flesh, lingering on her clit and sucking that pearl of pleasure between her lips.

Once more she sat back and poured the wine onto Sophie. She smiled a lascivious smile up at Phil and I, now standing on either side of the chair, leering down at the two women. “You guys could help, y’know.”

We didn’t have to be asked twice! Phil knelt on one side, while I took the other, licking the wine from Sophie’s nipples. The wine streaked a path over her tight tummy. My tongue glided down and lips closed around her naval, slurping the liquid, cleaning her flesh.

Maggie’s tongue once more lapped in Sophie’s pussy, but she took more time flicking the firm clit with her tongue.

Sophie rocked into her, arching her back while her hands gripped Phil and my heads. Her moans of pleasure filled our ears, incensed our arousal with her own. She was like a wild animal, writhing under our mouths, crying for more.

“I need a cock…Gus fuck me while she licks my pussy.” Her hands gripped my hair and I felt her push me away, saw her doing the same to Phil.

Maggie sat back and took a small sip of her drink, her eyes like a cat’s, sleepy and content.

Sophie rose to her feet and I slipped onto the chair. She swung her leg to the side, straddling the chair, her ass centered over my throbbing shaft. Oh God, watching her lower her body, her cunt touching my cock and then sliding down…It was hot…Her flesh enveloping my shaft…watching the dark thickness of it invading beneath the alabaster globes…the burning tightness of it….

A sigh escaped from my chest when the satin cheeks of her ass rested on my tummy. Phil held her hand, helped her lean until her back rested on my chest, her head next to my cheek. The angle of her cunt made it seem tighter on my cock…so gloriously tight. I looked down over her shoulder to see the top of Maggie’s head bobbing and lapping at my sweet Sophie’s pussy.

I felt and heard the soft whimpers of pleasure in her chest. Phil’s hands were filled with Sophie’s breast for a few moments and her hand reached to grip his cock, massage up and down. I looked into his face, saw the molten desire in his eyes, breath expelling in soft ragged pants through his lips.

He bent and picked up his wine glass and stepped closer to Sophie’s head. He dribbled wine onto his shaft and she strained forward to take him in her mouth.

My groin muscles took on a life of their own as I pumped up into Sophie, feeling Maggie’s cheek and hot breath on the base of my cock…her fingers cupping my balls.  OH FUCK…my hips rocked up, feet straining for purchase on the concrete to thrust deeper into her.

I could see us in my mind’s eye. If only I had a camera—Phil’s cock in Maggie’s mouth, her hand jerking fast up and down on his shaft while mine was pummeling her cunt, Maggie licking it like an ice cream cone, probably fingering her own pussy in the process.

“Oh Jesus…” Phil hissed through clenched teeth, arching into Sophie’s mouth.

The hollow of her cheeks when he pulled back…Oh God, how did she take such a long dick all the way in…Her hand slowed and cunt spasmed tight onto me. Phil was fucking her mouth now, gripping her by the hair.

There was pressure between the cheeks of my ass and then on my asshole.  “OH FUCK….” I jerked hard into Sophie…deeper still, straining in orgasm…pushed over the edge by Maggie’s finger. Her tongue was hot on the base of my shaft, licking the wetness of Sophie and me…both of us gasping our lust and pleasure.

I panted and watched Phil push deep into her mouth, saw the pearly whiteness of his cum leak from the side of her pink lips. He eased out and rubbed the head of his cock over her chin, her lips and cheeks, leaving a thin glistening sheen.

My heart was a jackhammer in my chest, pounding into Sophie’s back. We lay quietly, trying to catch our breath, my hand cupping her breast, and toying with the firm, budded nipple.

Maggie’s fingers pressed into my thighs as she rose and I watched her step around my leg to stand next to Phil and kiss him long and deep. My other hand reached out to stroke her thigh affectionately. The quiet intimacy of the moment, four people coming down from the heights of ecstasy was gentle and loving.

Sophie shifted her body, turning her head to kiss me.

I pulled back, an involuntary response. She’d just had a guy blow a load in there. Normally after that ever happened, I avoided kissing a woman.

Her eyebrows drew together and a line furrowed her brow.

I kissed her lips but that was all. I felt my cock, now soft, slither from her slippery wetness. I eased to the side and started to sit up, forcing her to do the same.

Her eyes were still questioning when she looked at me after we stood up. Maggie turned from Phil and both of her arms went around Sophie and me, pulling us into a hug and kissing our cheeks.


Chapter 22: Gus again

Maggie led the way back to the table, holding Phil’s hand. She looked so petite, all curves and bouncy energy next to the long muscled lines of his lean body. From swimming in the pool, his daily regimen, he was tanned to a deep Mediterranean shade, with sprays of jet black hair on his forearms, thighs and chest. Maggie, on the other hand was an almond shade of tan, careful with the sun.

She turned and grinned at us, as we approached. “Who’s hungry?”

“Didn’t you just eat?” Phil tweaked her cheek and smiled.

“Yes and it was delicious and sexy but I’m starving. How about I scramble around in the freezer and find a pizza, maybe some chicken wings?”

“That sounds great. Do you need any help with that?” Sophie stepped forward and set wine glasses on the table.

“No. I’m good. Actually Phil can give me a hand. Maybe get some cheese and crackers for us while I pop the pizza and wings in the oven.” She slipped her arm over Phil’s shoulder and reached up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

“This won’t be like the other day, will it? You guys off fucking somewhere and us out here starving.” Sophie giggled and eased into a chair at the table.

“Very funny. No. I’m drained for a while. This thing about women having multiple orgasms…I feel like I had about twenty.” She picked up the empty wine bottle and hand in hand they walked into the house.

I took a seat close to Sophie and leaned forward, elbows on knees watching her. I knew her well enough by now that she wouldn’t let the kiss in the lounge chair pass without comment.

Her lips curled up at the side and her head tilted staring into my eyes. Finally she spoke. “I know you said there are boundaries in this, that we have to respect those boundaries, no questions asked. But…”

I sighed and leaned closer. “It’s not something I’ve ever considered doing. Even the thought of it, just with Phil’s cum on your tongue…no, it isn’t going to happen.”

She slumped down in her chair, and folded her arms across her breasts. “Fine. Forget I asked.” She looked away for a moment and her eyes became narrow before blurting, “It’s pretty hypocritical, though. I mean, it’s always girl on girl. At least in the porn industry, it is. But when it comes to guy on guy, then that’s off limits.”

“Yup. Pretty much.” I sat back and placed my hands on the arms of the chair. I’d heard this argument before.

“But, that not fair. Ever think that Maggie and I would like to see the guy on guy thing? Maybe we’d find THAT hot.”

Still I looked at her, saying nothing. Sometimes silence is the best policy, if not golden.

Her eyes narrowed again and she arched an eyebrow looking at me sideways. “Did you ever do anything as a young guy with other guys? The old circle jerk type thing?”

My stomach tightened and I strained forward once more. “What would you know about that?” I shook my head and rolled my eyes. Should I tell her? I sighed and put my hand over hers.

“There was one time. I was twelve and my buddy, not Phil by the way, had just turned thirteen. We were camped out at the end of his parent’s lawn, eating third helpings of cake, and we’d snitched some of his Mom’s cooking wine. We had a flashlight and some of his older brother’s skin magazines.”

She leaned forward, her eyes like Frisbees, grey Frisbees, that twinkled above lips softening into a smile. “Yeah?”

“Hey, what’re you two talking about?” Phil appeared carrying a tray with cheese, crackers and a fresh bottle of wine.”

“Gus’s telling me about his first gay, boyhood experience.” Sophie reached for a cracker, slapped a slice of cheese on it and popped it into her mouth.

She brushed her hands together, and turned back to me busy crunching. I risked a glance at Phil as he took a seat. Yeah, as I’d expected. His face was turning red…well what passes for red in a swarthy complexion.

I cleared my throat and gave a brief recap watching him pour wine. He avoided looking me in the eye.

“Okay. We were camped out, our bellies full of cake, feeling just a bit tipsy from the cooking wine and he asks me, ‘What do you suppose it would feel like to have a girl’s hand on your dick?’ Before I knew it, his hand was down my pajama bottoms and stroking my cock.” I exhaled loudly and continued. “You have to remember…I was twelve, it was the first time I’d looked at a skin rag with another guy and I was hard as a rock. At first I pulled his hand off me, but then he swears, blood brother type thing, that he won’t tell a soul and neither should I.”

Maggie appeared and in her hands were four terry-cloth, robes. “It’s cooler now, without the sun. I thought it was getting too cold to be out here buck naked, even though I’m enjoying the sights.”

Sophie grabbed two from her and handed me one. As she rose to slip her arms into it, she brought Maggie up to speed on the conversation. Phil looked over at me and his grin was sheepish. Fuck! Why had I started this!

“Go on. I love this kind of thing. I’ll tell you about my first time when you finish.” Maggie poured more glasses of wine and sat down.

“Okay. If I can’t be honest with you, who can I be honest with, right?”  My eyebrows rose for a moment and I continued. “Well, with the wine, how curious and horny I was, when he put his hand there again, I let it stay. He started rubbing it just the way I liked and I felt guilty that he was doing that to me and I wasn’t doing it to him.”

My hands rose to my face and I dry scrubbed for a moment before continuing. “That was it. We kept doing it until we both came.” I looked from Sophie to Phil and then to Maggie. Each of them was bent forward across the table waiting for more.

“That was it? Just the one time that night? Or maybe the wine put you to sleep.” Phil’s eyes were slits when he sat back.

There was no way I could fool him. He’d been a horny twelve year old boy and knew once would never be enough. I sighed and decided to give it up, a secret I’d never told anyone.

“No, the wine added fuel to the fire, made us even more daring. These pictures were pretty fucking hot for a twelve year old, let me tell you. In no time both of us had woodies again. We stripped off the PJ’s and then Carl put his mouth on me…my dick I mean. No kissing or any of that.”

“Did you like it?” It was Sophie’s small voice and her hand drifting up my thigh.

“Of course I liked it. It was the first time anyone had ever touched my cock, let alone suck me off!” I felt a stirring in my groin at the memory of Carl’s mouth.

“And you? Did you reciprocate again?” Phil’s face showed no emotion.

I looked at him silently for a few moments, deliberating, trying to gauge whether to go on. The silence hung in the air so heavy that I could hear crickets rustling in the grass.

“I did.” A puff of air left my lungs and left me feeling…feeling? Relieved. A secret I’d kept to myself, felt guilty over for years, was finally out.

“I remember my first—”

“Did you like it?” Phil interrupted Maggie before she could continue.

I glanced at Sophie and saw the small curve of her lips, the look of love and acceptance in her eyes. And then Phil. My best friend in high school and college, never a hint that he’d done anything remotely like this.

“It was nice. I’ll admit it.” I shrugged my shoulders and took a large hit of wine.

“And since then, you’ve never wondered…thought of trying it again, as an adult?” Sophie’s grey eyes never wavered looking into mine.

“I can’t.” Even to my own ears it sounded weak. There really was no can’t, it was a matter of won’t. If I dismissed it out of hand, why WAS that? Fear? Fear I’d be somehow diminished in the eyes of any woman I was with? But I wasn’t with ‘any’ woman; I was with Sophie. As far as Maggie was concerned, the small smile on her lips, the arousal and curiosity echoed Sophie’s.

Fear that I’d like it too much? But Sophie and Maggie had liked their bi-action, and they were still quite hetero afterwards.

A buzzer sounded from the kitchen and Maggie jumped to her feet. “The pizza and wings!”

Sophie smiled and turned to face her. “I’ll help you this time.” She rose and the two women left Phil and I alone.


Chapter 23: Phil

At first Gus’s story made me uneasy and then surprised. Uneasy because I found it arousing, surprising that such a smartass as he would ever admit to an encounter like that, even though he was just a kid at the time. But, sitting there alone with him after the women went to fetch the food, I couldn’t help wonder what had happened to the smartass. He’d shown more honesty and sensitivity than I’d ever seen in college.

Was it Sophie’s influence? If so, then he’d better keep her around. This was a Gus I liked far more than the old one.

“That took guts to admit all of that.” I looked across to see him staring into his wineglass. It was nearly empty, so I topped it up.

“I’m going to be honest with you, as well. I’m bi-curious. I see Maggie and Sophie having a great time together and I’ve got to wonder—what would it be like? Maybe someday…” My chin dropped and I looked away.

“It would change things between us, I think.” Gus sat back in his chair and looked into my eyes. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re a good looking guy and if there was ever anyone—”

“You’re right.” I stood and stripped the robe from my body. I needed a swim, anything to put some distance between me, the conversation and Gus. I’d felt a warmth in my cock when he’d been talking. There would come a time when I’d explore this, but probably never with Gus.

I walked over to the side of the pool and braced myself for the cold water. Before I could raise my hands above my head and dive in, he was there. My head swiveled and I looked into his eyes. The corner of his mouth lifted in a small smile and his hand rested lightly on my back.

“Look, you’re my best buddy. This bi stuff has you curious, I get that.” He grinned and slapped my back. “Can we start with a hand job? See how that goes?”

Despite the earlier attention that my cock had enjoyed, it started to thicken again at his words.

His chin dropped and I could feel his gaze on my cock.

Was he serious? He continued watching it and I could feel myself getting more and more aroused.

“Sophie told me she’d like to see it—you and me getting it on.” His fingers drifted along the length of my shaft, sending fresh lust to my groin. “Why not? It doesn’t mean I wouldn’t rather be with a woman but…I’ll try it.”

A gasp escaped, followed by a groan when his hand gripped me, rolling up and down my shaft, twisting his wrist and twirling his hand on the downward stroke. Was it the forbidden aspect that I found so hot, aching for him to continue or was it the fact that his hand knew my cock so well, the way a man would?

Either way, his hand rolling over it, squeezing and lingering just under the rim of my knob had my heart thudding in my chest. Oh God…I gasped when he touched the area behind my balls, pressing his fingers into it. His other hand continued stroking. Fuck, it was good.

At a movement in my peripheral vision, I glanced over to see Maggie. Sophie stood behind her, looking over Maggie’s shoulder while her hand played roamed down Maggie’s stomach. Both sets of eyes were focused on Gus’s hand massaging my cock.

The head of his shaft grazed along my thigh. I looked down to see the glistening tip and reached for it. The ropey gland on the underside pulsed under my fingertips as my hand made its way to the thickest part, where it joined his body.

His face was above my shoulder; his breath gasping raggedly at my touch. The sound of his arousal only served to increase mine. No more light touches. I grabbed his cock in my hand, pulling and pushing at it the way he was doing me.

After all the fun earlier today, there wasn’t the urgent need for release. No, I could have stood there all night, our hands fondling each other’s cocks, gasping at the new sensations, the pleasure his hand shot through me. It was so good that I forgot to breathe. Each stroke hot until his hand did something different, varying the speed and then the pressure.

Oh God. I gasped when he dropped to his knees and looked up into my eyes, still massaging my meat.

Fuck… My knees buckled when he placed his mouth on it, tongue swirling, lowering a bit at a time.

I panted, my legs trembling as the exquisite sensation in my cock. The fingers of his other hand massaged my balls and the perineum area just under them, snaking down to glide over my asshole. My eyes drooped softly, mesmerized by the sight of another man sucking my cock, the eroticism of it all while my wife and her girlfriend watched.

Lust and desire swelled inside. “Oh fuck, Gus…” I pulled back and bent over, easing down until my hip rested on the surface…and then the scratchy roughness against my back. For a just a second I laid there, my legs lolling outward, throbbing cock craving more of his mouth. But that wasn’t all. The sight of his heavy shaft, the torpedo shaped head above the thick ropey shaft, strings of veins pulsing in a desire to match my own…I gripped his leg, pulling him till his hip was next to my shoulder.

“Fuck…” A jolt of pleasure from his hand gripping my rod…his hot mouth closing on it…

I grasped his turgid shaft, and he raised his upper leg, easing his groin closer to my head. My lips parted, neck muscles straining to be able to take it inside. Oh God, I’d never done this before. I pulled it away from his stomach, bending it to my mouth and tongue. He jerked forward and I tasted him, salty, becoming tangy as his cock slid over my tongue. The scent of his balls and the base of his cock, was a musky blend of masculinity and the cum from Sophie. It filled my nostrils as my mouth slid lower.

He was driving me wild with his mouth and hands…tongue flicking over the knob before each descent of his mouth…my balls in the palm of his hand while his fingers did a rolling press on the muscle behind them. Oh Jesus…my heart hammered hot lust through my veins.

I scooped my arm around his ass and clutched the tight muscle, pulling him hard and close. My jaw strained wider still to take more of him in…pushed and pulled by his mouth on my own meat.

“Oh fuck, that’s so hot.” Maggie’s voice was behind me, barely registering in the loud hiss of my nostrils, pressed into Gus’s balls.

The warmth of his mouth was gone for an instant and then there was the sound of him spitting. OH FUCK! His hand slid quickly over my knob and down in short fast strokes. My eyes closed and I became still, lost in the driving lust of his hand and tongue on my cock. My pelvis rocked uncontrollably with each stroke…pumping into his mouth and hand. Hot, so incredibly hot…cum shot from me…again…jerking forward…pressure under my balls forcing more.

I jerked away from his mouth and my hand swept his off me. For a few moments, I just laid there, unable to move, trying to catch my breath.

His cock twitched against my tongue and I lowered my mouth so that I was closer, nose pressed into his balls again. Heart thundering, I stroked his shaft in tandem with my mouth, up and down. He was rock hard and I worked his cock, determined to give him the same pleasure he’d given me.

His hand alighted on my shoulder. “I can’t, Phil. It was all too much today. I’m not gonna cum.”

I lifted my head and turned to look at him.

Now it was his turn to wear a sheepish grin. He edged away and rolled over onto his back. “Sorry. You could get lock jaw down there and I still wouldn’t come.”

I sat back on my haunches, my cock soft and sticking to my thigh. It had been quite a day; he wasn’t lying about that. Sure I’d come, but it had been a short intense one.

He turned and looked at me as Sophie knelt at his side. “It was hot though.” He smiled and his hand caressed her thigh, still gazing at me. His eyes were soft. “Maybe next time.”


Epilogue: Six Months Later—Maggie

Phil was still sitting at the table when I returned from getting the mail at the end of the driveway. I pulled my boots off and shed my winter coat, juggling the hanger in one hand with the vellum envelope in the other, struggling to get the heavy woolen fabric on the hanger.

I slipped into my slippers and ambled across the foyer, my finger hooking into the flap to tear it open.

“Hey, get this.” He sounded excited.

I looked up and saw him peering at the screen of his laptop, still engrossed in reading the news of the day. He looked up when I put my hand on his shoulder and then pointed at the screen.

“That accounting firm where Gus was working…They got busted for money laundering. Who would have thought? I guess he’s out of a job again.” He picked up the mug of coffee and took a sip.

My heart squeezed in my chest thinking of Gus and Sophie. Just when everything was working out so well…I sighed as I finished tearing the flap of the letter and scooped the card out. It was pretty with the two doves holding the ribbon in their beaks, flying over an embossed heart.

I opened the card and my hand jerked up and down on Phil’s shoulder as I read. Oh my God!

“Maggie? What’s up?” He turned in his chair and looked up at me, worry written all over his face.

“It’s Gus and Sophie! They’re getting married!” My jaw dropped even though there was a smile on my lips.

His head dipped to the side and he frowned. “They probably sent that out before all this crap.” His hand swept up, indicating the screen of the laptop. “Poor guy.”

“WAIT!” My eyes flashed to him and my feet started doing a happy dance. “They’re getting married in Hedonism! I’ve always wanted to go to Jamaica! Especially now with all this fucking cold weather.”

He rose and placed his hands on my upper arms, looking down at me with those gorgeous eyes, now sad. “But Maggie, they can’t now. Don’t you see?”

The doorbell rang.

We both turned at the sound. It was a blizzard out there. Half of the roads weren’t even plowed yet. True it was Saturday, so no big rush to get them done but…

“Who could that be?” I started back to the door pulling my robe tight together, cinching the belt. There was the soft padding of Phil’s slippered feet behind me.

I opened the door a few inches and curled around the door to peer out the narrow opening. Even then, a gust of wind and snow, managed to blast in.

OH MY GOD! My eyes grew as big as dinner plates seeing Gus and Sophie standing there. Sophie was bundled up in a long goose-down coat, but GUS? What the hell?

“Come in!” I opened the door wide and stepped back to allow them in.

Gus held up an envelope, following Sophie inside. They were both grinning like kids at Disneyworld, but the odd thing was the way he was dressed. I’d never seen him look so formal! He was more handsome than ever, in the dark cashmere topcoat.

“We’re so excited!” Sophie was almost quivering, her cheeks rosier than ever as she reached forward and gave me a hug.

I returned her hug, feeling the brush of snow on her coat melt under my hands. She let me go and was then on to Phil behind me.

“Congratulations!” I reached for Gus and kissed his cheek.

Behind me, Sophie piped up. “Isn’t it exciting! We just left the Commissioner’s office and came straight over to share it with you.”

I turned, about to ask her what she meant but Phil beat me to it.

“You got a job at another office? Great! I read about that accounting firm.” His mouth pulled to the side as he stepped forward to give Gus a hug.

I sighed and held my hand to my chest as a grin spread on my face. “So the wedding’s still on?” I reached for her arm and squeezed it.

Her brows knitted and she shook her head slightly. “It was never off.”

“Here’re your plane tickets. Hedo Jamaica, here we come.” Gus held the envelope up in front of Phil.

I looked at my husband and could see reluctance there as well. Six years of marriage will do that. We could read each other’s faces. “We can’t.” He mumbled.

There was no way they’d be able to afford airline tickets, not with him getting a new job.

Gus unbuttoned his coat and slipped it from his shoulders. Oh my. He even had a suit and tie on! There was a gold flag and ribbon pinned to the lapel.

“Don’t be silly. Of course you can. You’re the maid of honor and best man. You HAVE to be there.” Gus took the coat that Sophie handed to him and turned to the closet.

Again, a look passed between Phil and me.

Phil cleared his throat and looked down at his slippers for a moment. “Gus, can’t you put this off until you at least know if the new job will work out?”

Gus turned from the closet, his eyebrows question marks above narrow, puzzled eyes. “What new job?”

I puffed out a gust of air, loudly. We were going in circles here, trying to be all polite and considerate. “You lost your job when the accounting firm got busted. You’ve got a new job at some commissioner’s office but who knows how that will pan out, with your luck? Postpone the wedding until you know.” I sighed and looked at Phil.

Sophie’s hand spun me around, to face her. Oh my God, even SHE was dressed up—chic jacket and skirt to match, a dusty pink that really brought out her coloring.

“Gus is FBI. HE was the one who busted the accounting firm. He just got a medal and commendation. We came here to tell you. He’s getting a new job all right but not in an office. He’s starting with the State troopers when we get back from Jamaica. No more under-cover work and travel.”

I stumbled backward and would have fallen if not for Phil’s arm catching me. I looked at Gus, who was grinning from ear to ear.

“Tell them the rest, Sophie.” He rocked back and forth from his toes to his heels.

“I’m going to work for them too! I’m in charge of the canine unit!” This time her feet bounced back and forth on the hardwood floor, her eyes shut and hands clapping.

I didn’t know who to hug first, looking from one to the other!

A huge grin appeared on Phil’s face and he plucked the envelope from Gus’s hand. “In that case, see you in Hedo!”

“Uh…now can we celebrate?” Gus stepped closer and his fingers untied the belt at my waist.

I took his hand and then Phil’s leading the way into the bedroom. Phil laughed and pulled Sophie into his other arm.

“Celebrate, as only we can!”

The End
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