
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


As I woke up, I reached for Samantha but found her side of the bed empty. I fuzzily remembered that she had kissed me goodbye much earlier. Oh right, she had to leave for an early appointment with her hairdresser. Looking at the clock, I saw that it was already 9 am. I usually wake up much earlier than that, but that roleplaying with Samantha last night had drained me! I walked down the stairs and saw Heather (the shockingly unexpected subject of our roleplaying) sitting at our kitchen table, wishing me a good morning with a glorious smile. The early morning sunlight was hitting her from behind and she seemed to be glowing. 

She got up and walked up to me, opening her arms for a hug. During that three second walk, I noticed two things. First, her tank top was nowhere near long enough to hide her panties. And second, she wasn't wearing a bra underneath her loose top and I felt her full and free breasts mashing against my chest. I was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers and the feeling of her breasts against my skin was intoxicating. She had never hugged me like that, ever. I took a deep breath and smelled her hair. Heather had long, silky hair that I had always admired. "Slept well?" she began, a twinkle in her eye as we walked to the table. 

"Yeah," I replied, understanding that twinkle a few seconds too late. "Oh. Right. You heard? Sorry about that," I added sheepishly. 

"Don't apologize," she said, a smile on her lips. "Had I been in Samantha's place, I'd have done the same thing."

We both laughed together as I tried to interpret what she had just said. Had she meant that if she'd had a boyfriend, she would have had noisy sex with him? Or had she meant that if she were my girlfriend, she'd have noisy sex with me? Christ! Heather leaned forward to grab the sugar, making the neck of her tank top fall away from her breasts. As I glanced at the deep cleavage, she asked, in a conspiratorial whisper "Did you fuck her ass?" 

I frowned, surprised by her question. "Hmmm... Here I thought that last night's very personal questions had been caused by too much wine."

"Nope," she replied, grinning now. "Judging by Samantha's moans, at the end, I was sure that you were doing the dirty!" 

"The dirty?" I replied, laughing. "Yeah, we did."

"Lucky girl..." she added as she stared into my eyes above the rim of her coffee cup. 

We spent the next hour alone together, talking. One dizzying hour. I was captivated by her: her long and loose hair, the bright white panties that kept grabbing my attention, her bra-less breasts dancing freely, the way she sometimes leaned forward and rested her large breasts on the table, her nipples poking against the thin tank-top from time to time, the sun on her face, her bright smiles... 

By the time she got up to go and dress, my head was spinning and I shook it a few times to break the spell. I stared at her ass as she walked away, seeing the delicious apple lines of her buttocks appearing and disappearing with each step. My mind was going down strange paths since I saw Samantha and Heather kissing yesterday. Samantha's roleplaying last night, although it had been insanely pleasurable, hadn't made this morning with Heather easy! She came back from her room wearing a lovely white blouse and a black skirt. A short black skirt. The kind women usually wear over a bikini bottom. Her long legs were stunning, paradoxically more remarkable than they had been earlier when she'd only worn panties. Samantha arrived a few minutes later (I saw that she too was wearing a short skirt, which she rarely did) and the both of them left for their shopping trip. 

I went to the guest room and let myself fall on Heather's bed. I took a deep breath and smelled her once again, my mind racing to make sense of this week-end. Firstly, my usually very jealous wife was magically not jealous anymore. She hadn't even mentioned the fact that I had spent hours next to a bikini-clad Heather in the hot tub, which would usually have been a very tense, jealousy-filled moment. Secondly, the two of them had talked about and touched their breasts in front of me. Thirdly, she had even fucking roleplayed being her while having sex with me! 

Finally, an maybe the most important, they had kissed! They had fucking kissed each other with a passion that made it clear that this wasn't a first time or a spur of the moment thing. They had kissed with the intensity with which Samantha and I kissed just before having sex! What would have happened in that hot tub if I hadn't been there? And then it hit me: had they already have sex with each other? If so, since when? Was that why Samantha's jealousy was gone? If you can't beat them, join them? What the fuck?

As my cock hardened at that possibility, I guessed that if they had had sex together before, it couldn't have been very long ago. She couldn't have been so jealous  of Heather for so long all the while fucking her herself! This must be a new thing then. Maybe they were still exploring? Then again, I thought as I felt another surge of blood in my cock, maybe they were fucking at this very moment in the back seat of our car! 

I grabbed my cock in my hand and began masturbating in Heather's bed. When I saw her bag, on the sofa right next to me, I sat up and reached inside. I quickly found a bra. A wonderful bra. One that could honestly have been placed under glass in a museum! It was a Milesia bra, but I couldn't find the exact model name. I could read a slightly faded 32E size. 
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