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Chapter One


After my first time with Tracy, Bryan
and I became much more honest and open with each other, which was
really the point. Sex between us became more frequent. We weren’t
back to twice a day, every day, but three or four times a week. I
even masturbated a couple of times on my own, something I hadn’t
done in years.

We started using the
hookup app together and comparing notes.
I knew exactly what Bryan wanted. Finding out what he wanted wasn’t
that difficult. The hard part was finding an appropriate match and
then arranging a time.

Things didn’t cool off between me and
Tracy. We didn’t have time to hook up the way we wanted, but things
were looking up.

Texting back and forth was convenient,
but it seemed to stretch out a conversation that should have taken
ten minutes top. Our text messaging went something like
this:

 


Me: I really want to get together with
you again

Tracy: me too

Me: when

Tracy: soon?

Me: Monday after work?

Tracy: Tuesday would be better for
me

Me: Great! What about our
husbands?

Tracy: Fuck em

After a half hour pause on
my part because I wasn’t sure if she was serious or not and I was a
work and actually had work to do.

Me: Are you talking
literally?

Tracy: Do we want to involve
them?

Me: I sort of proposed to Bryan that
I’d fuck you in front of him. Sorry. The moment got away from me,
but in my defense, he did have his cock inside me ATM

Tracy: ass to mouth?

Me: what?

Twenty minutes
later...

Tracy: ATM. Ass to mouth. Or automatic
teller machine.

Me: I had a friend who calls them any
time money

Tracy: Weird.

Several hours break because
of work and commuting

Me: But I meant ATM as in “at the
moment”

Tracy: right. makes sense.

Me: do you want to do it in front of
Bryan? Or maybe we could start with Will

I had to wait overnight for
her reply because of life and sleep

Tracy: Not Will. No.

Me: I thought you two used to be
swingers

Tracy: we were. Are. Sort
of.

After a pause to get to
work. 

Me: I was just offering either husband
to be fair. Or maybe we could do a fourway swap? Is that what it’s
called?

Tracy: I’d rather not involve Will
right now

After a long, nervous pause
from me because something was off

Me: Did I touch a nerve?

After another pause which
only made me more nervous.

Tracy: No. I’d just rather try a
threeway with you and your husband.

Me: Really? You haven’t even met him
yet.

Tracy: after I meet him, of course.
Maybe he’ll only get to watch.

Me: He told me he wants to beat off
while watching the two of us.

Tracy: Of course he does (she then
included the eye rolling emoji)

Me: Are you okay with
this?
I don’t want to pressure you or anything or get
you in trouble with your husband. Are you two going through a tough
time?

Tracy: Don’t worry about me. We’re
fine. I do want to fuck you one more time before I meet
Bryan.

Me: (swelling with pride and lust because she wanted me)
You do?!?

Tracy: Wasn’t it good for you, just
the two of us?

Me: Yes

Tracy: So there

Me: When?

I was too lust-addled to
think about what we had already planned.

Tracy: We already said Tuesday, or is
that no good for you now?

Me: Now would be perfect. I have lunch
in an hour. Want to come over to my office, pretend to be a client,
and cum in my office. 

I had shoved my hand
between my thighs and was vaguely rubbing myself. I don’t have a
perfectly private office, but there was enough privacy for the
moment.

Tracy: Yes, but no. Can’t do it right
now.

Me: I’m going to the bathroom to jill
off in ten minutes. I can’t stand it right now!

Tracy: Maybe I’ll join you.

 


After that, I did exactly what I said.
Our office bathroom is private and clean. I pressed my back against
the wall and got myself off with my hand while thinking about Tracy
doing the exact same thing miles away. 

Unless she was lying.

 


We met at my house. I knew it wasn’t
as nice as her place, but if she was going to be a bitch about the
person I was, it probably wasn’t worth the stress to fuck her. To
fuck her literally. To fuck her metaphorically would be
easy.

She didn’t want to risk her husband
finding out about us too early, or so she said. Earlier she had
implied that maybe her husband would get off on it, but I wondered
about what she had done to hide evidence of our earlier tryst in
her bed. But maybe that wasn’t my business.

I convinced Bryan to be scarce for the
evening until I gave him the all clear. He readily agreed because
the benefit was obvious for him. Pissing off Tracy or making life
difficult for the two of us to fuck would just mean that she wasn’t
in the right mindset when it came time for the three of us to get
together.

Tracy didn’t say anything about my
house other than to mention how nice it was. I had done a desperate
cleaning before she came over. Maybe it wasn’t as fabulous as her
place, but at least it would be clean.

I greeted her at the door with a kiss.
A real kiss. A kiss between two lovers.

I didn’t care if the neighbors saw us.
Fuck them.

I didn’t bother with a tour of the
house. The only place I wanted to show her was the
bedroom. 

Once we were there, I flopped on the
bed and told her to strip.

“Seriously?”

“Yeah, put a show on for
me. I want to see what you’ve got under those clothes.”

Tracy smirked at me. “You already
know.”

“Be glad I didn't text you
to send me nudes.”

Still, she complied with my request.
As I lounged on the bed she unflinchingly peeled off her blouse and
skirt. Underneath she wore matching lingerie. I was sure that all
her lingerie was matching. This time she went with classic black: a
longline bra that was almost a corset which pushed up her tits and
created a nice valley of cleavage. Again, she wore stay-up
stockings but had matched them with lacy panties that would have
shown off her bush if she had any hair between her legs.

She paused and fiddled with the front
hooks on the bra. “Do you like this?”

I nodded
enthusiastically. 

“I know I’m a bit older
than you, and getting older sucks in a lot of ways. I don’t worry
so much about what other people think, but my body isn’t holding up
the way I want it to.”

She had big tits. I was focused on
that. Yeah, she had some curves that were bigger than most people
would like, but I didn’t care. Then I realized that she was
comparing herself to me and was feeling inadequate because of
it. 

I got up on my knees and pulled my
boring shirt off to reveal my thin camisole that did nothing to
support my small boobs, but my hard nipples were clearly outlined
by the clingy material. She watched with a lusty smile.

Wearing jeans wasn’t a smart choice. I
had to roll around on the bed and struggle a bit to peel them off,
but she must have gotten a nice show because of my struggle. I’m
sure she admired my ass. I was wearing cotton panties that
supposedly were designed as athletic wear, but very few athletes
wear a thong that completely exposes their ass. 

“Are you ready for me?” I
asked. We must have been an interesting contrast. I secretly hoped
that Bryan had planted a spy camera in the bedroom to watch
us.

She moved across the room, sat on the
edge of the bed, and put her hand behind my neck, pulling me close
for another kiss. The kiss was great. What was even better was the
way our tits touched. We were separated by two thin pieces of
material that I intended to get off as quickly as
possible.

Tracy had other ideas. She traced her
finger on the tattoo adorning my inner left wrist. “What’s this
for?” she asked.

“To make me feel
beautiful,” I told her.

It was a lie. The tattoo was a sun and
moon combined into a fancy icon. I got it after my brother
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