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The first morning light
peeked through the trees outside Harper Evans’ bedroom window. The
sunlight danced and flickered around the room reflected off the
thousands of leaves on the sturdy oak right outside. A beautiful
summer day in Charleston South Carolina was just beginning for
Harper and her boyfriend Austin. The pair met through mutual
friends six months ago, and had been inseparable ever since. Each
of them had recently separated from long-term relationships, and
for Harper, it was especially difficult. Her ex had cheated on her,
stolen money from her account, and cleaned out her house before
skipping town with his new lover. She was cautious entering into a
new relationship with Austin, but his love and patience healed her
shattered heart. Harper trusted Austin completely and found herself
opening up and enjoying life like she never had before.

“Good morning babe,” Harper
said, rolling over nestling her head on Austin’s
shoulder.

“Morning,” Austin replied,
wrapping his arms around her, kissing her sweetly on the
forehead.

“Do you want some coffee?”
Harper asked, sitting up to leave.

“Not so fast, I've got all
the pick me up I need right here in this bed.” Austin pulled her
back into the bed on top of his chest, his morning erection growing
hard against her hip.

“Well, I suppose I have a
few minutes before work,” Harper smiled pressing her pelvis against
his hardness. Taking her face into his hands Austin seared his lips
against hers, gently covering her mouth. Harper eagerly responded
to his kiss, parting his lips with her searching tongue. Their
bodies writhed together as they ravaged each other's mouths.
Austin’s hands explored her soft womanly curves. His fingers found
her taut rosy nipples tracing circles around the hard buds,
pinching them lightly. Harper reached down between Austin’s legs,
stroking his stiff shaft in her palm.

“I want you Harper” Austin
growled softly in her ear, pressing himself into her hand.
Straddling his hips, she plunged the generous package into her warm
wet slit. Moving smoothly up and down, Harper slid her slick walls
down his manhood engulfing it completely. Their bodies moved like
waves crashing against the shore, he would enter and she would
receive. The delicious push and pull tingled through Harper's core.
Their lovemaking was gathering steam when suddenly the harsh buzz
of Austin’s phone startled the pair.

“Who could that be this
early?” Harper said, still slowly riding Austin.

“I have no idea.” Austin
reached for his phone, looking at the unfamiliar number. Checking
his voicemail, his hips went motionless, and his expression
changed. He looked as if a ghost had just apparated in the corner
of the bedroom. He finished listening to the message and stared at
the ceiling. He searched for the right words to explain what he
just heard to his girlfriend.

Rolling off her
boyfriend’s now flaccid cock, Harper stared at Austin trying to get
a read on his emotions. The shock of his call had sent his penis
into hibernation, so it was obviously something serious, but
what she
wondered.

“Austin, what’s going on?
Who was that?”

“Um… Oh God, I don’t know
where to begin,” Austin said sitting up on the edge of the bed.
Harper moved next to him, taking his hand in hers.

“Whatever it is, just tell
me.” Harper insisted, her curiosity eating away at her
patience.

“Well, that call was from
the coordinator of a group that my ex and I used to belong to. He
wanted to know if I wanted to pay the dues and renew my
membership.” Austin kept his eyes focused on the floor unable to
look Harper in the eye.

“So, what’s the big deal?
You were in a club, so what?” Harper craned her neck trying in vain
to make eye contact with her boyfriend.

“No, you don’t get it. It
was a swingers club. Claire and I belonged to a sex club that met
once a week at different locations, and we would swap partners.
When she and I broke up, I stopped going because it’s a couples
club, and men cannot attend the parties alone. I didn’t tell you
about it because I didn’t want you to be ashamed of me or think I
was some kind of freak.

“ Austin, look at me. I am
not going to break up with you, and I do not think you are a freak.
If this is something you enjoy, and you want me to go with you, I
will. I love you, I want you to be able to tell me anything, and
ask for anything. To be honest, I had a friend that was a swinger,
and the lifestyle always intrigued me.” Harper smiled at her
embarrassed boyfriend, trying to ease his worried mind.

“Well, if you are serious,
there is a party tonight we can go to. Look, we can just go and
watch if you want, I don’t want you to feel pressured to do
anything you don’t want to do.” Austin said, his brown eyes
capturing hers.

“I am a big girl Austin; I
think I can handle a swinger’s party. Besides, you only live once
right?”

Locking her self in her
office most of the day, Harper spent the majority of her eight
hours researching swingers and swinger’s parties. During her trip
down the internet rabbit hole, she stumbled upon a website for the
swingers group in Charleston. She studied every word of the website
as if she was cramming for an exam. Every link she clicked got more
and more interesting. There were pictures from previous parties
that she poured over for hours. Dozens of pictures decorated her
computer screen with bodies in every position and grouping she
could imagine. There were pictures of straight sex, oral sex, men
and men, women and women, threesomes, foursomes, and orgies,
oh my! Her breath caught
in her throat
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