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“Well, now I know what shower proof means, anyway.” Amy's light jacket had not fared well in the heavy shower they had just experienced. It had coped with the light drizzle when they had stepped off the bus. But when the dark clouds caught up with them, and the rain started in earnest, the water had soon bettered it.

Now, she stood in the hallway, bedraggled. The jacket was soaked through from shoulders to chest, and along both arms. Her hair was plastered to her head and, even out of the rain, water still dripped down her cheeks and from the end of her nose.

Steve bit back a chuckle. His coat was properly waterproof, but only reached down to mid thigh. The water had run off it and soaked his legs, so he hadn't got away with it either. “Let's get you out of that.” he offered, when he had hung his dripping coat up.

Amy held her arms out to the sides, more than happy to let her husband do the work. The alternative was the horrible feeling of wet material clinging to her as she unfastened and shifted it.

The wet jacket dropped to the tiled floor when Steve had removed it. “Your top's soaking as well.” he pointed out, and started pulling that off. “And your bra.”

“And my shoes. And my jeans. The only thing the rain didn't get to are my knickers.”

“We'll just have to take those off anyway.”

“We will?”

“Well, I hope so.”

When Amy was stripped down to her only piece of dry clothing, she shivered. Her skin was still damp and cold. “There should be towels in the dryer. You wrap yourself up, and I'll make us hot chocolate.” Steve offered.

“You get those wet trousers and shoes off yourself. I don't want you coming down with something. I'll grab a towel for you as well.”

Wrapped up on the couch, with the heating turned up, they listened to the rain against the window as they sipped hot chocolate. “I guess it's winter now.” Amy sighed.

“More time cuddled up like this, though. So not all bad.” Steve offered.

“Oh you sweet, goofy, romantic fool, you.” Amy kissed his cheek. She swirled the last of her chocolate around the mug, then drank it down quickly and put the cup on the coffee table. “Finished.” She pulled the big towel over her head, then bent down toward Steve’s crotch.

“What are you...? Oh. Right.” Steve couldn’t see what Amy was doing, but was perfectly aware of her fingers working on the front of his boxer shorts. When the flap was unbuttoned, she reached inside, to pull out a penis that was already growing and stretching up to meet her. Warm lips encompassed the head, and it grew yet more.

Amy knew just what to do to get Steve erect. When she had him standing proud, she sat up again. “So, what are we going to do this weekend?” She let the towel drop, for added tease value.

“That is unfair, getting me up like that.” Steve gave a theatrical pout.

“Oh, we’ll sort it soon enough, and you know it. But I think we should decide what we are doing tomorrow, in case it needs any preparation.”

“Do you have anything in mind, or should we consult the cards?”

Amy had a look Steve knew well. She had an idea, but wasn’t sure she was ready to put it out there. At this point in their relationship, she knew that he knew, as well. “I’ll get the cards.” she said.

The cards were in a drawer of the coffee table. They were postcards they had bought on holiday. Each of them had the same view of the beach curving away to the headland where they had met Gerrit and Eva. The day they had discussed acting out their sexual fantasies, they had purchased a pack of them, and started writing notes on the backs. On the rare weekends, such as this one, where they had no social commitments, they had started drawing suggestions from the cards, and acting upon them.

Amy sat on the coffee table opposite Steve. She put the still blank cards aside, then shuffled through the rest. “I think we should retire this one until Spring.” she declared, showing the suggestion of ‘outside’ to Steve.

“Do you have one to add to the pile to take its place?” Steve asked, giving her the opportunity he was sure she wanted.

“Erm, no. Well, yes, technically, but it’s not something we can just draw from the pile on a Friday and do on the Saturday.”

“You think it’s time to look for someone to join us?” They had gone back to the rocks, as planned, on the last day of their holiday, and made love to the sound of the breaking waves. It had been glorious. But no-one had happened along to join them. That magic must only have worked for Eva and Gerrit. Swapping hadn’t gone onto the cards when they drew up the first list, nor on any of the updates. But its time may have come.

“You know me too well.” Amy was blushing. “If it’s okay with you, how about we think about how we’re going to do that, and get started on it this weekend.” Steve nodded eagerly. “Cool. And we can pull some cards from the deck for what else we do this weekend. You first.”

Amy held out the cards, beach up, fanned out for Steve to pick from. He reached across, and ran a finger over them, before picking the one second from the left. Turning it over, he read it, then showed Amy. ‘DP’ it said. She nodded enthusiastically, then handed the deck to him.

After shuffling the small selection of cards, Steve held them out for Amy. She repeated his action of running a finger over them, before plucking one of the middle ones out. She grinned, and turned the card around to reveal, 'Pegging'. “Looks like we're both getting it up the bum this weekend. Good job we bought so much lube last time we were on the sex toy site.”

Amy moved across the gap quickly, to settle on Steve's lap. Reaching down, she moved the front panel of her knickers aside. “That's tomorrow spoken for. But you're horny right now.”

“What shall we do about that?”

The answer was obvious. Amy pushed further forward, and lifted herself. Her labia brushed the length of Steve's erection, then she grabbed it, and guided the head to her slit. It found its way inside her, and they both made a happy sound as she sank down his length.

They didn't move, happy to kiss and hold each other. “How do we find other people?” Amy asked after a moment.

“The internet, of course. You can find everything on the internet.”

“We are turning the VPN on before we go looking for any of that, though.”

“That sounds sensible.” Steve grasped Amy tighter, lifting her as he half stood and twisted around to lay her on the couch. She gave a cry of happy surprise, and wrapped her legs around his body as he began thrusting hard and fast into her.

Two hours later, showered and changed into slobbing around clothes, they were back on the wiped down couch, watching Friday night television and eating a pasta meal they'd conjured up from leftovers. “Is there anything better on?” Amy asked, stabbing her fork in the direction of the screen.

“Not for an hour or two.”

“I'm getting my laptop.” Not immediately, of course, because she had a few more mouthfuls to eat. Steve took their empty plates, while she headed upstairs.

Rendezvousing back on the couch a few minutes later, they sat close together, with the laptop on one thigh each. “Engaging private network.” Amy announced, with mock seriousness. “Engaged. Now, what do we search for?”

“Wife swapping, I guess.”

“Why is it wife swapping? I mean, husbands are swapped as well, aren’t they? Partner swapping. It should be called partner swapping.”

“It probably is, some of the time. But it always seems to be called wife swapping when you first talk about it.”

Amy had already typed ‘wife swapping’ into the browser, and they were bantering as a way to hide nerves about clicking on any of the results. “Okay, let’s see what Wikipedia says about it.” she said when the results came back.

Half an hour later, they knew some new terms. The fun they had enjoyed in the rocks qualified as 'soft swapping'. It had been sexual activity whilst being watched, and then some play, but not full penetrative sex with another partner. They had graduated to that- 'hard swapping'- in the hotel room.

Armed with this information, and some other terms, they did more searches. They looked for swingers' clubs and websites, and found more than they expected. “I can't believe there are three that close. And another four or five if we wanted to travel a bit further and stay over.” Amy said, looking at all the flags on the map. She zoomed out some more, and the flags multiplied.

“We could plan an orgy tour of the British Isles.” Steve joked.

“Let's not get ahead of ourselves. I don't know if I could walk into one yet.”

“Second thoughts?”

“Only about doing it this way. Maybe I'd rather meet a couple away from a club, and the pressure to rush to fuck.” Amy clicked on one of the tabs for a swingers' site. “Let's put an ad on here, and see if anyone contacts us.”

“Okay. We'll have to take some pictures.” Steve had a dirty smile as he thought about that.

“We will. Go put the camera batteries on charge. Both cameras.” Amy poked Steve's shoulder until he got up and wandered off in search of their cameras and the necessary cables.
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