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Part Three

The Home

 


“Imagination is at the root of much that passes
for love.”

The Trespasser by Gilbert Parker

 


As much as possible Chloe pushed aside the
fact that the pictures of her naked and having sex were on display
on the internet. True, she knew she didn’t really need to worry
about a friend or coworker stumbling across them, but that
possibility was always out there. If they did find them, she was
determined to discover how and why they were searching out nude
pictures of her.

She and Ginny had become friends, which had
surprised Chloe since they, on the outside at least, were so
completely different. Then again, they had both fallen in love with
Trent so maybe they weren’t all that different from each
other.

“Ginny! Guess what? Trent’s going
to be out of town for most of next week on a business trip. It’s a
last minute thing. What to come over to my place and have
sex?”

The sudden burst of information caught Ginny
off-guard. She finished chewing and swallowed the carrot in her
mouth. Chloe had caught her making dinner. “Umm…”

“Don’t say no!” Chloe
insisted.

Ginny steeled herself. “Hon, you know I’m not
into women like you are,” she said softly.

“I know, but…”

“I appreciate the invitation,
though.”

Thinking quickly, Chloe said, “How about you
and Sam then? If there’s a cock involved would you be more
interested?”

That made Ginny laugh. “I suppose it would.
But I can have his cock anytime I want. You’ll probably want him
all to yourself.”

“Not when I have a naked woman in
my bed. I’ll share equally. I can get a man anytime I want, getting
a beautiful woman is harder. You’ve made it easier.”

Her words made Ginny suck in her breath. Being
called beautiful made her nervous and self-conscious, partly
because she knew that Chloe was doing it specifically to get her
back in bed. She changed the subject. “Why is Trent going to be out
of town? Isn’t there supposed to be a storm coming next
week?”

“A little snowstorm won’t stop
this meeting. He’ll be training others on his company’s new
software. Blah blah blah. Boring. He’s going to be gone from
Thursday to Tuesday. Find a babysitter. Is Friday or Saturday night
better for you?”

Already Chloe had assumed that Ginny would
automatically want to have sex with her. And Sam. Truth be told,
Ginny was temped. Making love with Chloe was completely different
than having sex with Trent or Sam…or any other man for that matter.
Still, she didn’t consider herself to be bisexual.

“I’ll check with the in-laws. Um,
how do you know that Trent isn’t going to be unfaithful to you
while he’s gone?”

The shrug was practically audible over the
phone. “I don’t. I’m not too worried. Even if he does, so what?
It’s not like I’m going to make a big deal about it.”

“Right. But what if it’s a
guy?”

They had talked about this before. Both
suspected Trent was more than a little interested in having sex
with a man, but was either too nervous about it or perhaps thought
that doing so would somehow compromise his masculinity. Somehow the
rules for men having sex with men were somehow different than women
having sex with women. Even though Ginny had had sex with Chloe
several times now she still considered herself straight. She knew
that Chloe called herself bisexual before they had met. It was
Trent who was the enigma. Was it fair to call him bisexual even if
he hadn’t had sex with another man? Did it matter?

“Then he has sex with a guy and he
tells me all about it.” Chloe was incredibly blasé about what her
husband might be doing and how it might impact their marriage.
Ginny shivered. She wasn’t sure if she could as easily deal with
the situation if Sam had done the same to her.

“Okay…”

Chloe chuckled. “Don’t get too caught up in
what the world thinks, Ginny.”

 


She lay across Sam’s lap, naked as usual. He
didn’t have any of their toys out except for the thin leather
driving gloves he wore. Sam’s fingers traced a path down along her
spine and then rested on her curvy buttocks. This was the one time
when Ginny didn’t mind having a little extra weight. She was
certain that the bit of excess fat in her ass somehow cushioned the
blows that Sam would rain down on her tender flesh. Often she
wondered what it would feel like if she was skinnier. Would it be
more painful? Would it be more pleasurable? Both?

The first two spanks came in quick succession,
one on each buttock. Ginny didn’t make a noise. She was used to
this. The pain level was incredibly low. Sam didn’t follow with a
series of slaps; he waited.

“Very pink,” he said to
her.

“Thank you,” she replied taking
his comment as a compliment. Her very pale skin was one of the
things that had attracted Sam to her in the first place.

“Would you like a picture?” he
asked. “The fingers are very well defined.”

“Yes, please.”

Sam picked up the camera from the bed and took
a couple of quick pictures of her lightly abused ass and then
showed her the best of the series. Ginny admired the way the two
handprints on her ass stood out in stark contrast to her very white
skin. She could feel the heat he had caused in her flesh and
savored it. “Oh, yeah. That’s going on the website.”

“You should have made a living as
a nude model. That way you could be naked all the time.”

“Are you done?” she asked,
shifting her weight a bit, wondering if he was bored with their
game.

“No.” Without warning he abruptly
spanked her in rapid succession. She wasn’t sure of the count
before he stopped. As usual, her body responded without her wanting
it to. Her pussy moistened. Tears started to leak from her eyes.
Her lust started to rise. She could never decide if she hated the
fact a good spanking excited her or if she loved it. It wasn’t an
autonomous response she would have chosen for herself, but it
pleased Sam and that was good enough for her. She could feel his
hardening cock inside his pajama pants. He rested a moment,
admiring her now red ass, as she gasped and tried not to
cry.

“I love your ass,” he told
her.

“I know,” she said, trying not to
sob.

Two more hard slaps came down on the very edge
of her bum, in the crease between buttock and thigh. Then he was
shoving her off his lap and onto the bed. His pants came down to
his knees as he knelt behind her and shoved his cock into her slick
hole. “Yes,” she moaned as he invaded her.

“You like that?” He grunted at
her. It wasn’t much of a question. She didn’t answer it.

Their copulation lasted only a few minutes. It
was late. They had to work the next morning.

When they were done and Sam rolled off her,
Ginny said, “Chloe invited us over to have sex with her when Trent
goes out of town.”

She didn’t even have time to ask the question
when Sam said, “Yes!”

“Okay then.”

 


Sam wasn’t at all nervous about going over to
Chloe’s for the night with his wife, even if Trent wasn’t going to
be there, but he was a bit concerned about what he wanted to do
with her. “What if she says no?” he asked Ginny

“Then she says no and we move on
to other things,” she sighed with exasperation. They’d already been
over this territory a hundred times leading up to the drive over to
Chloe’s house. She was getting tired of it. “It’s not like she’s
going to throw you out of the house and tell you never to come
back. She’s too horny for that.”

“But maybe this pushes her
limits?”

“Like it did mine?” she asked
sarcastically. “If you hit a limit, so what? Do you want to have
sex with her or not? Do you want to just spank her and leave her
hot for Trent?”

Ginny could be forgiven for much of her
irritation. Her boyfriend was out of town and she was going to get
to witness her husband play with her boyfriend’s wife. She could
join in if she wanted, but that would hardly satisfy her. Ginny
liked taking off her clothes to exhibit herself in front of others.
It was unlikely this was to be an overly exciting time for her, but
she couldn’t tell her friend no and she certainly couldn’t tell her
husband no. They had both put up with too much of her infatuation
with Trent over the past few months. She acknowledged that she was
still in love with him on more than one level—which she knew was
silly because there was no way she was going to leave Sam for
Trent—and that had to be hard on both spouses especially since
Trent returned her affection equally.

Parking outside Chloe’s place Sam grabbed
their overnight bag from the trunk. Strictly speaking it wasn’t
necessary but it served to transport and easily conceal the toys
they were bringing along.

Chloe greeted them at the door in her soccer
mom outfit: yoga pants and an oversized sweatshirt. “Hi. Come in.
Trent left this morning and the little one’s over at a friend’s
house for a sleepover.” She paused. “I hope we don’t get
interrupted in the middle of the night with a panicked phone call
of him looking for Mommy.” She grinned. “Where do you want to
begin?”

“We brought a bottle a wine,”
Ginny said stepping inside and looking around at her friend’s house
for the first time. They had become so intimate with each other
over the past months it was odd that they hadn’t visited each
other’s houses yet.

As Chloe gathered wine glasses she spoke.
“Where are
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