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INTRODUCTION

Whether you are married, boyfriend/girlfriend, or any other combination, sooner or later your curiosity will turn toward involving other people in your sexual relationship.  It is simply human nature to wonder what it would be like to have an extra man, or an extra woman, or another couple to play with.  Your only limitations are your imagination and your tolerance.  If you want to set up a gangbang for your wife and invite 6 strange men to participate that just shows that you love her a lot and that you enjoy watching.  If you decide to do that, better invite 12 because men can be nervous about their performance and, in my experience, only about half will show up.  More will come if you provide beer and pizza, but I digress.

Adding a third or another couple is by far the most common experiment, and that can go extremely well or it can be a terrible experience depending upon how well you screen your extra people. Make sure that your desires and limitations are in line with others before you invite them over. The ranks of swinging couples are filled with “drama queens & kings” who can take a pleasant evening and turn it into an episode of “love on the rocks”.  With the right people, it can make for an evening of combinations that you have fantasized about and fantasies fulfilled. 

The story that follows offers a variety of sexual combinations involving everyday people just like those around us. That guy you meet in a bar could be the one who can excite and entertain your wife while both of you make love to her.  Your wife’s female co-worker could be the one who teaches your wife how girls play together, then they invite you to join. If you have ever been involved in such an activity, you know exactly how much fun it can be.  If you have not done it but fantasize about it, this book will give you a glimpse into how things can happen.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine.  You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind’.  Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks.  You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input.  If you enjoy my stories, let me know why.  If you hate my stories, let me know why.  You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Chapter One

“We’re stale?”
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It was about to be yet another round of completely predictable ‘married for 25 years’ Saturday night sex. I lay in bed with no particular motivation, wondering if Marjorie was as bored and eager to add a spark to our sex life as me. It seemed that our life together was no longer about us, but instead, revolved around work, kids, house, college bills, and a whole lot of other things. It struck me that we had become like two old mules in a harness, pulling a wagon day after day, but never looking at each other. I felt sadness and frustration about that situation.

Bucking up my courage, I turned to her. “Marge have you ever thought about us doing something to jazz up our sex life?”

She stared at me with a ‘deer in the headlights’ look momentarily before answering me.

“So, you want me to buy leather underwear, put a mirror over our bed, and start chaining you to the wall?”

“No honey, I’m serious. Does it not seem to you that we’re in a rut?”

“Jim, where are you going with this?” 

I shook my head, having been caught speaking out without having my thoughts in order. “I don’t know, what do other people our age do to keep things from getting stale?”

“Is that where we are Jim? We’re ‘stale’?” 

I reached over and pulled us together. “Look, ‘old girl’ we’ve been together for more than twenty-five years and things aren’t like they were when we were young.” I reached down and began to fondle her. “Like when we’d go to the drive-in movie and you’d let me feel you up.” She pushed my hand away and pulled our bodies together.

She laughed, “That was fun. We were what? Eighteen? Nineteen? You could get me so hot, but I was determined not to go all the way with you until we were married.”

“You almost made that one.”

She slapped at me and feigned anger as she rolled to face away from me. I quickly slid in behind her and put my arm over her, letting my hand casually land upon her breast. I began to whisper into her ear.

“You used to drive me crazy with those delicious titties of yours. You’d wear those clingy sweaters or an ironed blouse. In the summer you’d wear tee shirts and your nipples would pop up.” My hand began to fondle her, slowly, teasingly, exploring the tender flesh that so nicely filled my hand. 

“The first time I touched you, we were making out in the car.” I began to sneak kisses to her neck between my phrases. “I put my hand under your sweater, that soft yellow one that you liked. I expected you to stop me like you usually did, but on that night, you didn’t.”

I found her hardening nipple and circled it like a predator circling prey. She did not answer, but her hips began to push back against me.

“I remember the feeling of my hand sliding along your side until I reached your bra. You wore those heavy cotton bras, but just touching you made my cock get hard.” I brushed against her nipple and her body shivered. “That damned thing was so tight. I could feel how soft you were, but I really wanted to get that bra loose so I could touch you. Real girl skin, I wanted to touch Marjorie Peyton’s wonderful, sweet titties and hold them in my hand.”

My words were having an effect. Her hips worked back against my stiffening cock and I could hear her start to whimper. “I had to twist you around, and I thought you’d stop me, but you let me unhook your bra. I felt like I was gonna’ shoot my cum right there in my pants I was so excited.”

I was pinching her nipple now and she was twisting against me. I slid my other hand under her to capture her other breast.

“Then I lifted your bra up and your breast fell into my hand. So smooth and so soft, it was like a gift from God. I remember the sound you made. We were kissing and your body shook, you squeezed me tight. I touched your nipple and your mouth pulled away. You started gasping into my ear.” By now I was pinching both nipples and she was once again gasping.

“I’ve never forgotten the excitement of that moment. For weeks after that the feeling of your breast used to come back to me and my cock would get hard. I used to think about it when I jacked off, how I had Margie Peyton’s titties in my hands. Those wonderful nice big titties that all the guys were drooling to get their hands on, but they were mine. The other guys could look, but only I got to touch.”

She twisted and tried to kiss me, but instead, I pushed her face down onto the bed. She offered no resistance when I climbed over her and pushed her legs open with mine. I slid into her easily and clamped her legs shut again. Her hips enthusiastically worked beneath me. I stretched out over her, pinning her to the bed while I continued to whisper into her ear.

“Beautiful, wonderful, marvelous titties. After we were married I finally got to suck on them, to feel your spongy nipples trapped between my lips.” Her sounds steadily increased while I drove hard into her to emphasize my words. “The first time we showered together was the first time I got to see your breasts in the light, I could not get over the perfection of them. Like a Playboy model, so firm and round. I discovered that your nipples were so sensitive that I could almost make you cum just by sucking hard on them.”

She lay beneath me, eyes closed, head turned to the side, her gasping cries reverberating within the room. I sat up, frog-like, over her hips and began to drive fast into her. Her hips lifted to receive me, no longer trying to match my fast thrusts. She appeared to be totally under my control, so I was surprised when she began to rise up.

“Get off, let me up.”

Oh shit! What did I do now? 

I pulled from her and moved aside as she had requested. Her eyes were half closed but she had a frantic look about her.

“Sit up...against the headboard.”

Obediently I did as she demanded, moving the pillows, and sitting with my back against the large wooden headboard. She quickly climbed over me and lowered her hips onto mine. Her arms reached up, her hands grasping the headboard on either side of my head. Her eyes were cold and demanding as her hips started to rock furiously. She pressed her chest into my face.

“Suck me...suck me like a starving baby.”

She did not have to ask twice. I loved her breasts, just as I always had. I loved touching her, tasting her, feeling her soft breast against my face. Even after all of our years together, I still felt the same pride I had years ago; that she was mine and those luscious breasts were mine. It probably irritated Margie that men could not keep their eyes on her face, but I could understand why.

Margie was gone. Her hips ground into mine while I alternated sucking on her. A stolen glance showed me her face, eyes tightly closed, turned almost toward the ceiling.

Where are you Margie? Are you having a fantasy of making love with some celebrity? Or some man that we know? Or possibly even me? How much I would love to climb into your head at this moment to see the dirty, sexy scenario that is playing in your mind. Enjoy yourself Marjorie, my love, for I love seeing you like this as much as you enjoy being there.

Her hips slowed briefly, deciding to take me deeply and grind against me as if she had my cock exactly where she wanted it. I could feel her rapid breathing and hear her accelerating cries.

Take me Margie. Work my cock however you wish to get that golden orgasm you are seeking. It gives me pleasure almost equal to yours just to watch and hear you as your orgasm shatters your body with its intensity. I know that when your body begins to quake, your muscles will grip me with an irresistible invitation to join you in your pleasure. Find that place Margie, the one that makes you explode inside, and know that my reward will be as great as yours. 

She did not disappoint me. I remember her chest pressing my head against the rough carved headboard, and the catching cry that filled my ear just before loving muscles massaged my seed from me as skillfully as soft lips or practiced fingers. 

The next thing I remembered was her weight rolling off of me and her sliding down in our bed. It took me a while for my senses to return enough for me to also slide down and curl in against her warm body. Together we pulled up the covers and turned Saturday night into Sunday morning.

****
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I awoke to the movement of the bed. The sunlight was just starting to brighten the windows as I looked at her naked silhouette against the bright bathroom light. The door closed and the room was almost dark again.

She crawled back under the covers, her skin now cooled by her trip. I waited until she had warmed again before making my necessary trip. It was still much too early to get up on Sunday morning, so I enjoyed returning to the comfort of our bed. Her warmed body felt good against me, quickly restoring the drowsy, languid feeling that accompanies being surrounded by warmth and softness without any urgency to begin the day. 

Suddenly Margie rotated and faced me. “So, are we still ‘stale’? Was last night ‘stale’?” 

“Last night was amazing.” I wrapped her up in my arms and held her against me.

“I loved hearing you say those things to me, especially while you touched me. It brought back a lot of exciting memories for me too.”

“But Margie, why should we have to go back 25 years for exciting memories? Why aren’t we creating exciting new memories that we can take with us into the future?”

“We’re back to that again?”

“I’m just asking you to think about it. You think about it and I’ll think about it. Last night we did it with passion, real passion. When was the last time that happened?”

Margie struggled briefly and finally just shrugged.

“I can’t remember either, and there’s the ‘stale’. On our honeymoon, I couldn’t keep my hands off of you. I’ll bet we made love 12 or 15 times that week, morning, noon, and night. We’d go out to the beach with you wearing that blue bathing suit, do you remember that suit?”

She smiled and nodded, “I bought it just for our honeymoon. I didn’t have the nerve to wear something like that around here.”

“There was more out than in, and I loved it. We’d go in the water and your nipples would stick out. If that suit weren’t so tight, I would have taken you right there.”

She smiled and pulled our bodies together. “You took me everywhere else, remember that time in the shower?”

“Oh God yes. Thinking about it still makes me hard.”

“Does it? Let’s see.” Her hand wrapped around my cock and slowly stroked me. “Not yet, but you’re getting there.”

Margie was very good with her hands. She knew just how to manipulate my cock to keep me going for what seemed like splendid hours, to make me cum in minutes, or anywhere in between. As I stiffened, she simply held me in an easy grasp, not stroking me, but letting me use her hand as I wished.

“We got out of the shower and that was the first time we did ‘69’.”

Margie began to laugh. “You weren’t very good at first, but eventually you learned.” 

She had me so distracted that I had trouble concentrating. The room became quiet.

“Tell me what you think would spice up things between us.”

With her hand around me and driving me crazy, I had a flood of sexual fantasies running through my head.

“I have some ideas, but I want to know what you think. If you’re interested, we’ll try it.”

Her hand tightened on me making me squirm. I had sexual images in my head, but her actions were making it difficult for me to organize my thoughts.

“OK, tell me what you have in mind.” She began to squeeze me, obviously playing a game to see if she could drive me to distraction.

“There are couples out there who would meet us. I haven’t looked around to any degree, but there are lots of them, and some are in our area.”

“Uh-huh.”

Her thumb found the underside of my cock, slowly rubbing me. It sent a shudder through me.

“Have you ever thought of having two men...or more?”

She appeared surprised. “More? How many more? Five? Ten? Wow, I’d be a busy girl.”

She was making me struggle to think about anything but her hand on me.

“OK, just one. One extra man.”

“Would you be there?”

“Of course.”

“It wouldn’t bother you to see me with another man?”

“It would if you were cheating on me or having an affair, but this is different. But if he’s just there to serve you and we send him away later, that’s different.

“O-h-h-h, that’s interesting, serve me, I’ll have to think about that one.”

“Or a woman.”

“I get to watch you with her?”

“This is about you. Have you ever thought of being with a woman?”

“Well...yes, but I never considered it seriously.” She acted embarrassed by my question. “If I did, would you watch me with her? Would you sit and jack off?” She squeezed me and gave me several strokes, making me squirm and shattering my thoughts.

“Whatever you want, I’d do whatever you want.”

“Would you do her?”

“If you both wanted me to.”

“You wouldn’t just walk into the room, tear her clothes off, and bang her while I watch?”

“If you want that. And... uh...if she wants that...if both of you want that.”

“What else?”

“We could go to a private club. There are private clubs that cater just to couples.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“So, we go to a club, get naked, and jump into a pile with a bunch of other people?”

“I don’t know Margie. I know that there are clubs but I don’t know what goes on there.”

“We’d have to buy leather underwear and some whips and chains.”

“Oh I don’t think...”

“Just teasing Jimmy, lighten up.”

I felt like my cock was going to explode. She had me so hard and so excited that I could think of nothing else. I was surprised when she threw the covers off of us and moved down to the center of the bed. Without a word she kicked her leg over me and settled her hips across my face. I could feel her warmth against my face and smell her musky odor. I adjusted her hips and started to lick her. Her warm, wet mouth surrounded my cock as my hips thrust upward.

It had been a while since anything like this happened between Margie and me. I began to think that I had hit a nerve with my ideas. Margie pressed her hips against my face, seeming more energized than was typical for her. Her hips pumped and worked against me, sometimes slamming my lips against my teeth. Marge was into it.

Without warning she straightened up and whirled around, leaving my cock feeling cold and abandoned. In a moment she was atop me and my cock was again nestled in a warm, wet sheath. Margie stretched out and her lips found mine. She laid on me whimpering while her hips slowly worked. It was nice, really nice. Margie had taken charge and was using me for her own pleasure. When she seemed to want a little boost, I would slam my hips up, causing her to cry out. When she sat up, I began to thrust hard. Her hips rocked frantically as she climbed the mountain. I reached up to hold her swaying breasts. When I pinched her nipples, her mouth dropped open and her eyes closed. She was there, taking me with her.
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Chapter Two

“I’m meeting a man...”
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Wednesday after dinner we had settled in for an evening of television after finishing the dishes. She sat next to me on the couch, I could tell something was on her mind. After sitting restlessly she finally blurted out her thoughts.

“What you were talking about on Sunday morning, were you serious?”

“Yes.”

“You would be OK with meeting a couple or a man?”

“Or a woman?”

“No woman, I’m not ready for that.”

“OK, what has caught your interest?

She hemmed and hawed, showing some discomfort with the discussion. “You wouldn’t be jealous if I was with another man?”

“No, I think it would be fun.”

“How would you find a man? I don’t want some creepy loser we don’t know. And I sure as hell don’t want some guy we do know.”

“We can screen them. There are single men lining up to meet with couples. They’ll do anything we want just for the opportunity.”

“How would it work? I don’t want the neighbors talking about us having some guy hanging around.”

“We don’t do anything here at the house. If we find a guy that we like, he’s responsible for getting a room wherever we’re going to meet. We meet him for lunch or dinner and get to know him. If we don’t like him, it goes no further. If we do like him, we go to his room to play.”

“To play?  Is that what you call it?”

“That’s the lingo online.”

“Can you show me some of these websites you’ve been on?”

“Well of course. Do you want to do some shopping?”

“More lingo?”

“No, come with me.”

She took my hand and we walked to our small library room and to the computer. Within minutes we were prowling through dating and swinger sites. Margie seemed amazed by the number of people on the sites and by some of the claims they were making. We were able to filter the people we looked at by age, marital status, and finally by zip code. We had lots of fun searching around our zip code to see if we recognized any of the couples, but none were familiar. before we knew it, it was bedtime.

****
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As we lay in bed, Margie slid in against me.

“You know, at first I thought your ideas were crazy, but the more I think about it, the more excited I become. We looked at hundreds of pictures and profiles tonight and some of them were really sexy. Do you have a profile on any of those sites?”

“No hon’, of course not. I figure that, if we do anything, we’ll do it together. I have no desire to sneak around on you.”

“Thank you Jimmy, I feel the same way.”

The room was quiet briefly. “There was a guy from Langton that we saw, he was really cute. He looked about thirty-five and in pretty good shape.”

I was almost asleep when she started again.

“What’s a ‘bull’? One of those guys referred to himself as a ‘bull’ and I don’t know what that means.”

“I’m not sure either. It could mean that he’s just big and hairy...or that he has a big cock. He might be gay so we’ll have to look again.”

****
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It became a regular part of our evenings to wade through the profiles looking at men and couples. Margie seemed to be caught up in our explorations, as if it were an adventure for her. I enjoyed her reaction and shared her enthusiasm. Even if we had gone no further, our relationship now had an energy level that had been missing before.

After weeks of wading through profiles, making contacts, and separating the ‘frogs’ from the ‘princes’, we had narrowed our search to three prime candidates. We had exchanged several e-mails and pictures with all three and seemed to connect well with one of them. After considerable planning we set up a Saturday meeting at a town about halfway between where we lived and where he lived. We made a deal that we would buy dinner and he paid for the room. Margie became increasingly nervous as the weekend approached and, at least twice, asked me to call it off then, minutes later, telling me not to cancel. 

“I’m too old for him.” “I need to lose weight.” “I have nothing to wear.” “I can’t do this.” The excuses piled up, only to be ignored by me and later recanted by her. He had called us on Friday to say he looked forward to meeting us and that he had a reservation. We exchanged cell phone numbers and agreed to meet at a restaurant not far from the motel. In talking with him, he seemed to be bright and charming, a well-spoken man with good conversational skills. He introduced himself as Evan and went on to explain that he was thirty-three, single, and he worked as a sales representative for a pharmaceutical company. He and I seemed to hit it off well when we talked, and I looked forward to meeting him. Margie was shaking like a teenager when I handed her the phone. She was pleasant and bubbly while she talked to Evan, but he did not see the frightened expression on her face that I saw. When she hung up, I reminded her that she was not going to the dentist, that we were just out for a fun evening and that she could back out at any time if she chose to. That seemed to comfort her. What she did not know was that later, I took our cell phone outside and called Evan back. I told him that I wanted him to treat Margie as if they were out on a date and I was not even there. This ought to be fun.

By Saturday Margie was a basket case. No fewer than four times she told me to cancel our date, and no fewer than four times, I did not. We had to leave by five to meet Evan, so Margie started to prepare at 1:30. It was fun watching her fuss and primp like a sophomore going to her high school prom. At 4:00 she sat at her vanity bench putting on her makeup. She had her skirt on but not her blouse. I loved watching her sitting there in her black bra. I could not resist approaching behind her and looking at her in the mirror.

“You look lovely. Once he sees you, he’ll never want any other woman.”

“This is so strange. I’m filled with butterflies because I’m meeting a man, and my husband is encouraging me.”

“I want you to enjoy yourself tonight. Do anything and everything you have ever dreamt of. I want you to have dozens of absolutely body shattering orgasms and come home so tired you sleep all day on Sunday. Tonight is all about you sweetheart.” I bent down and kissed her cheek. She tasted of powder. “I love you Margie.” 

She smiled back in the mirror. “I love you too Jimmy.”

I moved in close behind her and reached around to take her breasts in my hands. “You have such lovely breasts. So firm and so beautifully shaped.” Her eyes closed and her arms rested on the vanity. 

“Tonight two men will compete to be the best lovers you have ever known. We will kiss you and touch you. We will lick you and rub you. We will thrust our swollen cocks into you and make your body shake with lust. Get ready, my love, for tonight you will be loved as never before.” I nibbled my way down her neck and slowly backed away.

When she realized I was gone, her eyes opened and she looked at me in the mirror. 

“Why did you run away? You can’t get a lady all dripping hot and just leave.”

“Yes I can, that’s how I want you to be tonight, absolutely dripping for cock, lots of cock.”

“You are so nasty. If I didn’t love you I’d get up and slap your face.”

I smiled and walked away to finish dressing.

****
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The restaurant was called the Coliseum and it was not far from the motel. Margie had fidgeted and fussed for the entire hour it took us to drive there, constantly looking at her hair and makeup in the mirror. She really looked great and I was envious because she rarely dressed so nicely for me. Her blue metallic blouse fit just snugly across her full breasts and opening a second button revealed just a hint of abundant cleavage. Her gold necklaces and earrings sparkled against the blue blouse and her auburn hair. The slim black skirt accented her curves and ended just above her knee, where her dark-stockinged legs continued into pointy patent leather pumps. When we pulled into the parking lot, I thought that Margie was going to hyper-ventilate. She was very agitated and puffing like a steam engine.

“I can’t do this, I want to go home.”

I walked around and opened her door, ignoring her protests. I was proud to follow her down the sidewalk. Marge did not wear high heels very often, but when she did, she knew how to look sexy walking in them.

We walked into the restaurant and checked in for a table. Glancing over to the waiting area I noticed a neatly dressed man in his thirties sitting among the couples and families. I recognized Evan from the picture he had sent and walked over to greet him. As soon as he noticed me, he stood up and walked toward us. We shook hands and exchanged pleasantries before walking to the bar where we were fortunate enough to find an open table. I sat across from Margie letting Evan sit next to her.

As we chatted, it was fun to watch Margie and Evan interact. He seemed to be quite a nice guy and was more interested in learning about us than talking about himself. I noticed how well-groomed and well-mannered he was as he laughed and exchanged stories with us. Margie seemed to drift between nervous wreck and willing seducee as I watched her eyes and her smile. It was not long before our table was ready and we moved into the dining room of the large building.

Evan was, no doubt, a successful salesman. He could keep the conversation moving fluidly with his skills, avoiding those awkward pauses and ‘dead spots’. I especially liked watching Margie who seemed to like Evan. He skillfully kept her talking and listened intently to her responses to his many questions. I began to relax about our meeting. What could have been an awkward collision was becoming a very pleasant evening. When the meal drew to a close, it was time to set my plan in motion.

Evan was surprised when I asked him for his room key, but he did hand it over. Margie had that ‘what the hell are you doing’ look on her face when I stood up and told Evan and her that I would meet them at the motel. 

“Have another drink and meet me when you’re ready.” Both looked at me strangely, Margie with some desperation on her face, but I smiled and walked away. Before I left, I snagged our waitress and paid the bill.

I smiled as I drove down the road toward the motel. It was an odd feeling, as if I were doing something dirty and sneaky, but fun at the same time. Like picking up the stripper for a friend’s surprise party. I had made some plans and hoped that they would work. 

It was about a mile to the motel where I pulled in and followed the room numbers until I found Evan’s room. It was a very typical motel room, clean and fresh smelling, with the bed neatly made. It was a big king size bed so apparently this was not Evan’s first time at bat. I did not even see a suitcase indicating that Evan did not plan to stay the night.

I grabbed the ice bucket and filled it, stopping at the car to take out a basket that I had prepared. Once back in the room, I put the two pre-chilled bottles of champagne in the refrigerator and took out the stem glasses. In the bottom of the basket was a blindfold and several condoms that I had purchased for this occasion. From my aspect, all was ready. I made myself comfortable and stretched out to wait for Evan and Margie.

I turned on the television and flipped through innumerable channels of rubbish looking for distraction. In the loneliness of the room, I began to hope that I had not left my wife with a serial killer, a kidnapper, or some other kind of maniac. The longer I sat waiting, the darker became the scenarios that ran through my head. My intention was to allow Margie and Evan to become acquainted, but then there is that old adage about the road to hell being paved with good intentions. After about twenty self-punishing minutes of apprehension, I was relieved to hear cheerful conversation and a tap on the door. Evan and Margie had arrived.

Margie kicked off her shoes and made a bee line for the bathroom leaving Evan and me alone. I used the time to break out the champagne and fill the glasses before turning off the bright lights. When Margie came out of the bathroom, it was Evan’s turn. For the first time in hours Margie and I were alone. I handed her a glass.

“Are you comfortable with him? If you have any qualms, we can break this off right now.”

She smiled at me. “No he’s really quite charming. Do you know what he told me?”

“That you’re beautiful and the sexiest woman on the planet?”

“Well, that too. He told me that he understands that he is a privileged guest in our bedroom and that ‘no means no’, ‘stop means stop’, and ‘I’ve changed my mind’ is valid at any time.’ I thought that was really sweet. I was afraid that, since he paid for this room, there would be no compromise. Obviously he’s better than that.”

“Margie, all you have to do is say the word at any time tonight and we go home. You have complete control over what happens tonight.”

She smiled and kissed me. “Thank you.”

When Evan came out of the bathroom, he had unbuttoned his shirt. I handed him a glass and offered a toast. 

“To the best evening of our lives.”

They repeated my words and we had a drink. I stepped in front of Margie and kissed her. The glasses made it awkward, but it was a long kiss ending with some tongue play. When we separated, I could see the excitement beginning to build in Margie’s eyes. I put down my glass and stood in front of Margie, my fingers unbuttoning her blouse.

“Evan, had you noticed what absolutely delicious breasts my Margie has. When we were dating, my buddies used to ask me if she let me feel them. I would lie and tell them no and they would call me a liar.”

“Yes, I did notice, but she also has beautiful eyes, great legs, a marvelous ass, and lips that have been driving me crazy ever since I met her.”

I had her blouse unbuttoned while Margie took another sip of her drink. I pulled it out of her skirt and opened it, exposing her black bra, before unbuttoning her sleeves. “Evan, come over here and sample Margie’s amazing titties.”

He stepped forward as I stepped aside. “With pleasure, but it’s those lips that I want to taste.” He put his drink aside and reached his hands forward to cradle Margie’s breasts. I took Margie’s drink and put it on a dresser. A smile crossed Margie’s lips and her head tilted to the side. Evan stared into Margie’s eyes. “These are very nice, but now for a taste of heaven.” Evan tilted his head and pressed his lips against Margie’s. Her arms wrapped around his neck.
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