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That was fun! I hadn't skied in years. I was wet, sore, and starting to feel a slight chill from the falling temperature, but I was in high spirits. Our rented cabin was a bit of a trek through the crunching snow. It was actually more of a small Chalet, that my buddy Carter had traded time-share points to get for that weekend. This was something he and I had been planning for months, a surprise for the girls. The final piece fell into place when Carter's parents agreed to take Carter and Jessica's kids for the three-day weekend. In the distance I could see the lights shining in the two story A-frame structure we'd arrived at earlier this morning. The bulk of the day had been spent drinking, skiing, drinking, playing in the snow, and more drinking. My wife, Amy, and I are pretty close to Carter and Jessica. There's a lot more playful touching and affectionate kissing than I think there is between most couples. Today was no different, of course. During our trek across the snow, very suggestive innuendo and some pretty bold groping ensued, especially between Carter and my wife. There was a bit between Jessica and me, too, though I usually behaved myself more than Carter did.

We reached the cabin, stamping the snow off our feet as Carter opened the door. We piled our gear just inside. "Who needs a drink?" Carter asked. "Something warm for me." My wife answered. Carter grabbed her; playfully molesting her "I got something warm for you, Baby." He's an incorrigible flirt, and Amy always played right along with him. She hiked one of her long, lovely legs around his waist, and ground her pussy through her jeans against his hip. "Get a room, you two", was Jessica's only comment as she headed to the kitchen area. She had mentioned fixing us a light meal upon our return. Amy disengaged from Carter to go help, and he followed to make good on the drinks. "I'll get the fire going while you do that." I announced.

The large fireplace dominated the main room. It was located somewhat in the center, dividing the larger living room from the kitchen to the left rear and the bathroom to the right rear of the cabin. On the far right wall, a stairway led to the lofts over both the smaller rooms. These were the two bedrooms. Behind the cabin, between the two arms formed by the kitchen and bathroom was a small, enclosed deck with a hot tub. The deck was accessible from doors in both the kitchen and bathroom. The entire interior was done in varnished pine.

The fire proved to be an easy chore, the blaze was beginning to radiate heat throughout the room. By then, Carter had also finished concocting Hot Toddies, heavy on the Rum, as usual. Amy and Jessica were already sipping theirs while preparing dinner. Carter brought me one, clinking glasses with me. "Life is good." he said. "It sure is, Buddy!" I replied. We admired the women in the kitchen for a moment. "To lovely ladies." I toasted. Amy smiled and blew me a kiss, mouthing the words "I love you". Jessica saw her do this, and padded towards me in stocking feet. Jessica is a beautiful woman. The youngest of us all, she maintains a gorgeous figure even after two children. "I love you, too." She said, and kissed me on the lips. Not the usual peck, either. This was a little more serious than anything before. I enjoyed it, and kissed her back. Jessica's tongue darted in my mouth. This drew whoops from both Amy and Carter. The alcohol was beginning to take effect, prompting Carter to animatedly "help" Amy with meal preparation. Of course this meant lots of grinding his crotch against her lovely ass, and cupping her tits through her sweater. Jessica and I finished our lingering kiss. As she stepped away, she gave me a look, and a provocative arching of her eyebrows.

We had known them as a couple for over five years. Carter and I go back more than ten, from our service in the Army together. Flirting had always been a regular part of our relationship with Carter and Jessica. Early on it had been just playful words and occasional touching. After a year or so, kissing upon greeting and parting became normal. Once, after a bit of drinking, we even played strip poker. I enjoyed this as much as the others, though nothing more than getting naked happened. Then about two years ago, they inadvertently discovered we had a little secret:

Amy and I were Swingers.

We had talked about it at length, and everything about our relationship with them remained the same, except for one thing. I was always a bit more conservative when joking around with Jessica, lest she misinterprets my actions and a strain on the relationship occurs. Carter had always maintained some interest in swinging, but as long as Jessica seemed uninterested, Amy and I agreed we would never raise the subject with them. This weekend was certainly different. In the past, at Carter's instigation, Jessica had flashed me her terrific tits. Almost exclusively when she was drunk, and always very briefly. Today, however, I had seen those wonderful C-cup sweater-puppies four times. Amy was even surprised. She mentioned a few times that Jessica was really being very playful.

Even now, the pleasantly unusual behavior continued. Carter had noted that the snow had soaked our clothes beneath the discarded skiwear, and was trying to coax the girls out of their wet things. Amy, as big a flirt as Carter, cooperated by shedding her bulky sweater and wet jeans. Now clad in only her thong and a tank top, she was a picture of loveliness. I was bewildered, but pleased at the turn of events. Jessica was setting the table when she noticed how little Amy suddenly had on, as my wife placed the salad and casserole bowls on the table.

"My clothes were wet." Amy said with an innocent shrug.

"Well, mine are wet, too." Jessica said, almost a challenge. Jessica was looking at Amy's erect nipples poking through the thin material of the white tank top.

"Get 'em off!" Carter roared. "No wet clothes on the furniture, I'm renting here."

Carter began pulling off his shirt. I thought Jessica was going to get annoyed, which concerned me, because I really was enjoying this. Jessica just grabbed the hem of her shirt, and in one swift move pulled it off over her head. She tossed the wet shirt to her husband, then unbuttoned her jeans and wriggled out of them. Not wanting to be different, I was soon in my underwear, too. Both women looked quite lovely by the bright glow thrown off by the fireplace. Like Amy, Jessica’s attire was damp, and her nipples were clearly visible through the bra. I could also make out the dark patch of fur through her wet panties. I grinned at my wife as we clustered around the small dinette table.

During the course of our meal, the conversation became more and more sexually explicit. Carter was the main instigator, of course, followed closely by Amy. But now, Jessica was beginning to take more of a role in encouraging them, too. Then Jessica noticed Amy had spilled on her front, right about her nipple, and pointed it out to everyone. Carter leapt from his chair and rushed to Amy. He bent his head and lapped away the spot on her tank top, playing with her nipple through the material with his tongue as he did. That had been the most blatant contact I had ever seen between them. Then Amy said, "I think it soaked through" and lifted her shirt, exposing one erect nipple. Down went Carter again, this time smothering her entire breast with his mouth. Just as quickly, he jumped back to his seat. Though comical, it clearly paved the way for greater intimate contact. No sooner had Carter sat down, than he deliberately dropped a morsel into his own lap.

"Honey, would you get that, please?" He said to Jessica.

Jessica smiled slyly, and then seductively slid out of her chair to the floor beneath the table. Carter made a big production as his wife's head obviously came into contact with his lap. He pushed his chair back from the table, a supremely satisfied smile on his face. I could see the top of her head bobbing gently, as if she was actually giving him head. Curious, I leaned over to look. Sure enough, Jessica really had his cock out of his underwear and in her mouth. Amy glanced across at me and shrugged, as if to say, "Whatever happens, happens." Jessica sucked her husband's cock while under the table for maybe a minute, and with a loud slurp, stopped. Carter immediately complained she wasn't through, but Jessica promised, "I'll finish you off later, for dessert".

Jessica was visibly flushed, not so much embarrassed as excited. Amy was the next one to up the ante. She got out of her seat and stood behind Carter. Pretending to be a concerned, she tied her cloth napkin around his neck like a bib, deliberately rubbing her stiff nipples across his shoulders as she did. Looking over his shoulder into his lap, she cooed, "Oh my, your penis is waving at me. We can't have that at the table, now, can we?" Amy reached out her hand and grasped Carter's erection, pumped his shaft a few times, and then tucked him back into his underwear. As Amy moved away to her own seat, Carter patted her nearly bare bottom and snapped her thong.

"Oh, Carter", she said in her husky Marilyn Monroe voice. "You're a naughty boy. You'll have to be punished later".

"Oh, Baby, you don't know how bad I can be!" he replied, laughing.

Jessica chimed in, "Lee's not being bad. He's being a good boy, eating quietly."

"Yeah, Lee is being a Good Boy!" Carter said, mock accusingly.

"Why is Lee being so good?" My wife asked, sweetly.

"I'm plotting... Something diabolically bed, I mean Bad." I said, imitating Dr. Evil, including the pinky to the lip sneer.

They all cracked up at my Freudian slip. Jessica said, "Is that a promise?"

Suddenly I realized everyone was looking at me rather expectantly, as if it were my turn to push the envelope. I looked around the table hurriedly, intending to stay with the food theme. The salad contained sliced olives. Perfect! I plucked a round, black circle from my plate. Holding it between my thumb and forefinger, I peered through the hole at Jessica. I looked her over, as if performing an examination, before I focused on her breasts. Her nipples were clearly visible through the damp material. I leaned across the table and hooked one finger in the right cup on her bra, and slowly pulled it down. Jessica pushed her breasts at me, and one of her perfectly formed tits fell into my hand. I glanced at Carter and Amy.

"Bad enough, yet?"

"Not yet." Murmured Carter.

He and Amy both were grinning in anticipation. I hefted the weight of her warm fleshy melon in my hand, then I took the olive and tried to place it over Jessica's nipple, but her bra kept getting in the way. Jessica sighed with feigned exasperation, reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, and shrugged it into her lap. Unhindered, I proceeded to place the olive over her nipple, only to discover the hole was too small. I broke it in one place and finally wrapped the small ring around her nipple. Jessica stood and let her breasts sway invitingly.
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