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CHAPTER 1
 
 
He was gorgeous, tall, and handsome. I wanted him the first time I laid my eyes on him. I knew he wanted me as well.
The way he looked at me, how his eyes lingered over my body. It thrilled me, excited me. Made me wet.
His body was so full of muscles it was scary, Mister Fitness Champ, he was called after he had won several competitions throughout the state.
I was a yoga instructor; my body was lean and a perfect fit for him.
His wife was my best friend, my husband was a workaholic. He was willing, I was able.
She was funny, my friend Bethany, his wife of eight years, with dark eyes that always were on the lookout for something or someone. I had a sneaky suspicion she enjoyed quickies with a lot younger men than herself in parking lots or other public places. I was going to find out somehow.
Her body was smashing, she had been a fitness instructor herself until she had resigned a year ago, claiming boredom and being fed up with the daily grind. She just wanted to be able to eat and drink what she wanted when she wanted. It was her goal.
Benjamin, his name was, stood over six feet tall but big as a freighter on the way to China. He had photos where I and Bethany are sitting on his biceps and he is just grinning away like it is nothing. I remember that photo, his biceps had tickled me in the right place, I had been burning hot in my tiny bikini that they had me wear. If he had flexed a little the fabric would have moved and I would have splashed him wet. Too bad he didn’t do that.
Bethany had invited me over to an afternoon margarita day, it was scorching hot, bring a bikini she had said. Of course, I brought a small one, I hoped Benjamin would be there as well.

CHAPTER 2
 
 
She was already laying by the pool in a tiny white string bikini, why she had bothered I had no idea. It was smaller than dental floss, and it would get see-through when wet.
Kind of weird, as much as she and I had been together, I had never really seen her naked. I mean completely naked. In underwear, bikinis, skimpy clothes, yes. But never fully naked as the day she was born.
Don’t get me wrong now, it’s not like I want to because I got the hots for her. It is just that I just thought of it, and she does have a gorgeous body. It is different from mine; she has more defined muscles, whereas I have long and lean ones.
She has dark hair, brownish blackish. I got red. Where she has a small chest, not even a handful, I got big ones. Not like watermelons, more like honeydews. I think she is either waxed or shaved because it looks like that when I quickly look between her legs.
If I, ever, did it with a woman, she would be a top choice for it.
But for now, I am happy with the friendship we have, even though her husband is a major hunk. A flirty hunk.

CHAPTER 3
 
 
She served me one margarita after the other, strong fruity ones. Frozen. Strong like none I ever had before.
It was no time before we both were tipsy and giggling like two teens discovering their parents’ secret stash of sex articles.
My husband was out of town, this was fun, I was enjoying myself and the freedom we had in her backyard.
Suddenly she stood up, reached out to me, as she was swaying on her feet.
I reached out, she grabbed my hand and dragged me to my feet.
‘Come. Let’s swim.’
It was not like it was a long way we had to go, three steps and we both fell into the water. The warm blue water in the pool.
I got up to the surface, spitting out the water that had gotten into my mouth, trying to clear my face, so I could see.
Bethany was nowhere to be seen, I felt something touch my legs. Of course, I looked down, two hands grabbed me and pulled me beneath the surface once more.
Trying to get away, her arms were around me, holding me, pressing herself into me. I fought hard, desperately, her fingers pulled the strings on my top without me knowing.
She let me go and took a few backstrokes, waving fabric in the air.
I looked down and saw I was topless. Well, it was only us two, so if she could play that game, so could I.
Like a submarine attack, I hunted her down, pushed her under at the same time I pulled her bikini top off.
Standing up, we both laughed at our play. I could not help seeing how she was staring at my breasts. Not like friendly, like a predator who was scoping out a prey.
‘They are so beautiful.’
Her whispering voice took me by surprise.

CHAPTER 4
 
 
I just stood there, no idea what to say, how to react. My breasts were just hanging there on a display like fine art to her with nipples hard and aching.
Bethany reached out with her right hand, so carefully, like she was afraid to break something. Her fingertips slid over the top, following the swelling around it down the cleavage, her hand cupping it, weighing it. The thumb rubbed the hard nub, giving it attention.
My body was tensing up, a fire was building up along with the scary emotions that ran amok within me. What was going on?
‘I am so sorry Jo, I shouldn’t have. Please forgive me.’
Like she was touching fire, she stopped, her eyes unnaturally large staring at me, scared at what she had done.
‘It’s okay, Bethany, no worries. You just took me by surprise. You want to go up and have another drink instead?’
‘Yes, please! I am so sorry again. I don’t know what came over me. Things have been going on in my head, and I guess some of it just came out by itself.’
We walked up to our chairs, forgetting our tops, that were sailing around in their world in the pool.

CHAPTER 5
 
 
Two drinks later, neither one of us had mentioned what had transpired. Both of us wanted to bring up the elephant in the room, but none wanted to start the scratching.
I guess I had to be the responsible one for once. And just when I was about to start, who walks up in front of us, Benjamin, his magnificent body shading us from the scorching sun. My eyes immediately darted down his body, looking at the bulge in his shorts.
Holy crap, it is huge. Like an extra arm hanging down there just waiting to pick something up. Me, me, me, my insides began screaming.
‘Hello ladies, just wondering if you are hungry? I was thinking about cooking up some steak in a bit, just going for a run first.’
‘Oh dear, that would be so lovely. Thank you, we are starving.’
Bethany didn’t even wait for me, she just replied. I saw how he was staring at my naked chest, taking in the size of my breast, seeing my stiff, aching nipples.
I could swear I saw his cock flex behind the fabric.

CHAPTER 6
 
 
As soon as he had left, she was over by me, looking me straight in the eyes with her wet from something lust-filled.
‘He likes you a lot, you know that. I think he wants to fuck you. Would you let him?’
Her voice was so coarse, like a croaking frog on a drink fueled Saturday night in a smokey bar.
My head was spinning, I had no reply, my throat was dry.
‘He has a massive cock you know. Ten inches when he is fully erect. And he can keep it up for a long, long time.’
Bethany was whispering into my ear, what was she doing to me?
‘I know you want to, Jo. I have seen you looking at him. If you want to fuck him, you can, we have an open relationship. He lets me fuck around as much as I can because, he can’t keep up with me, and I let him fuck the women he wants to. The only thing is that we always tell the other if and who we want to fuck, and if or when we have. He wants to fuck you so bad; he has even called your name when he has taken me hard. And he can be hard.’
Her nails were scraping my skin, over my throat, my chest, my face. I had to close my eyes from the number of thrills going through me. The clawing moved further down on me, my stomach, inside my bottoms.
‘Jo, I want to fuck you too.’
Her words took me with a complete shock, but I had no time to react as she pushed two fingers into me at the same time.
I wanted to sit up from the sudden intrusion, but I felt my hair grabbed, my head pulled back and two firm lips planted themselves on mine.
Trying to say something, I felt a tongue probing mine, circling like a rollercoaster inside my mouth.
The feeling from her probing me was unreal, she knew exactly how to touch me, increase the fire, tease the walls before she pulled out and slammed back in.
I could not believe what was happening. Seeing my own body running away from me, jumping the fence, climbing up on the rooftop. Moans left me, stifled in her mouth.
She added another finger, pressed them against the top of my soaking pussy, rotating her thumb on the clit as she was shaking me up and down like a blender preparing a new batch of margaritas.
My body jumped off the roof and everything inside me went haywire, short-circuited, she would not let my mouth free to call out my orgasm for her. She swallowed it along with the sloppy sounds from my wetness.
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