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Аннотация
A sexy bundle! For fans of lesbian, FFM and group play, these steamy romantic adventures celebrate the joy and happiness of erotic love.
Eva and Radley von Wright are just like any loving married couple�� except these high school sweethearts have a secret life. Always on the lookout for young women to please wife Eva, this series presents true tales from their very adventurous world which is full of steamy girl-on-girl, boy-girl-girl and taboo group action!


Eva and Radley von Wright
present
�GROUP ROMANCE�
EROTICA BUNDLE: FFM, LESBIAN, MENAGE & TABOO GROUPS
(True Confessions of Eva & Radley von Wright)


ABOUT THE AUTHORS

Hi, we�re Eva and Radley! We�re high school sweethearts that fell in love, got married and lived happily ever after. We�re the only couple in the world that co-writes spicy nonfiction erotica as well as erotic romance fiction for discerning adults.

A NOTE FROM THE AUTHORS

Dear Reader,
We�re pleased to present to you several true confessions in this erotica bundle. Lust-filled experiences pulled from the pages of the sensuous life we live in the Midwest as husband and wife. We�re a very normal couple at first glance. Many would consider us somewhat boring but, truth be told, our sex life is anything but. All of the stories recounted here are real. Names of young women who�ve joined us have been changed, not to protect the �innocent��� for these ladies are anything but �innocent��� but to maintain the level of respect, trust and love we have for each new partner who dabbles in our hedonistic lifestyle: even if only for a beautiful, steamy moment.
Best,
Eva & Rad

Amazon Author Page
PS: If you enjoyed this book bundle, it would be greatly appreciated if you posted a review. Then, please drop us a line to let us know which review is yours, so we can thank you personally.

SAPPHIC SOLITUDE IN SWEDEN
True Confessions of Eva & Radley von Wright
by
Eva and Radley von Wright


CHAPTER 1

Sweden is celebrated around the world for being pioneers of LGBT rights and I was thrilled to finally be visiting the place. For years my friends had been telling me that attending Stockholm Pride Festival is a must for my bucket list. Although I was going to be there during the winter and would therefore, unfortunately, miss the summer festival, I was nonetheless very excited for my upcoming trip. My husband Radley and I are jazz musicians and were going to be touring Scandinavian countries for the next few weeks. An adventure I welcomed, as Scandis are lauded for their progressive ideals, liberal sexual attitudes, and warm hospitality. Before I�d left the US, I�d had a girls� night out with my friends and they�d jokingly warned me I�d be driven mad with lust by �some of the most beautiful creatures on the globe�.
�Knowing you, Eva, I bet you�ll hookup with a hot girl in your first twenty four hours,� my friend Katie had teased me, nursing her scotch whiskey.
I�d written her off, thinking she was exaggerating due to the strong spirits we�d all, a little too excessively, imbibed that evening.
Not to say I�m a prude sexually. In fact, I�d even consider myself to be somewhat of a nymphomaniac. But nothing could have prepared me for this trip.
We�d arrived to Stockholm the night before and I had the entire day off for some �me� time. I�d booked a spa day at the 5 star hotel we�d splurged on while my husband Radley spent the day sightseeing and meeting up with an old high school buddy that�d moved to Sweden a few years back.
As I leisured in the upscale spa for the afternoon, I removed my robe and settled into a comfy position on the massage table. Relaxing music played softly and I could already smell the wondrous assortments of oils permeating the room.
Heaven.
After a delightful morning of pampering in the salon, and a scrumptious vegan lunch on the top floor restaurant with panoramic view of the entire city, I was already melting into a gooey puddle of contentment. To top it all off, my masseuse Liv gave me the royal treatment, making my body sing in bliss.
My friend�s predictions had been right. Stockholm didn�t disappoint. I was feeling the city�s good vibes, for sure.
Little did I know that my day up to this point was just an appetizer.
I floated down a sleek hallway and entered the heavy door leading to the sauna. A wall of steam hit my face, flooding my vision temporarily. I took a deep breath in to adjust to the heavy air, opening my eyes to find a seat in the hazy space.
Two rows of wooden slats formed benches that lined the small room in a square shape. The steamy sauna smelled of cedar wood, evergreen essential oils and was almost empty.
Almost.
Cue the delicious entree.
Sprawled across one row of benches were two of the hottest women I�d ever seen, completely nude. They lay on their towels, not even slightly uncomfortable by the fact that a complete stranger was seeing them in all of their bare glory.
Wow. Katie was right about Europeans being very open sexually, I thought, remembering my friend�s parting words.
Both young women had blonde hair swept up in a ponytail: scented oils mixed in with their sweat, coating their long, lean bodies in a thin sheen that glimmered in the mist.
I guessed by the relaxed expressions on their faces that they�d also experienced Liv the masseuse�s magic fingers earlier.
They both looked up from their blissful daze through the steam and I flashed them a brief friendly smile before I walked to the adjacent bench. Once I picked my spot and laid out my towel, I began to remove my thick white robe.
I was glad that I�ve adhered to such a vigorous fitness routine of yoga, pilates, and weights in the gym because I could feel their eyes following every movement of my slim figure and caramel-colored curves as I allowed my robe to drop to the floor.
They were clearly very fit, and much younger than I, but even so, my thirty-something body didn�t look a day older than theirs.
�Swedish women will blow your mind, Eva�� I could hear my friend Katie telling me, knowing my proclivity for European women.
Yes, my mind raced, but the only thing it could think about was how wet my pussy was getting, and how incredibly hot these two completely nude strangers were, inches away from me.
Thank god for steam, I thought, as I looked down at my towel. They�ll have no idea just how wet they�ve made me.
I glanced over at the two friends, surprised to see they were still looking at me. No, not looking, staring. Very directly: at my exotic dark features, my puffy mane of mixed-girl curls, my rosy brown nipples, my cleanly shaven mound.
They were taking in every detail of my golden brown body, clearly with no intention of looking away.
The woman lounging nearest me must�ve noticed me returning the admiring stare. She parted her thighs a bit more, leaving nothing to the imagination, and patted the bench next to her. Before I could remove my appreciative gaze from the tight pink slit between her legs, she made eye contact with me and said in a pouty tone, �do you want to share our bench?�
Are they hitting on me? Is this what Swedish women are like? I thought in disbelief. Do they just hookup with a random stranger they meet in a sauna?
�Um, yes. That would be great,� I replied quickly before they changed their minds. I couldn�t help but remembering all the stories I�d heard about how sexually free Europeans are, especially in the more liberal cities.
Could this even be possible? I asked myself, eager to test the waters with my new friends.
I grabbed my towel and sat down next to the two women, hoping to prove my friend�s hypothesis true. And even though I knew a hypothesis could never fully be proven as fact, I was sure as hell gonna try.
�My name is Eva,� I offered as I allowed my gaze to greedily scan the woman nearest me. She couldn�t have been more than in her early twenties and was clearly affluent; lash extensions, short manicured fingernails, stylishly highlighted hair, a small diamond necklace around her slender neck.
I felt a stirring between my legs as I settled on her nipples. I licked my lips as I thought about putting my mouth on them. They were slightly upturned and puffy, perfectly suckable.
�I�m Astrid. This is my best friend Hanna,� she replied in a thick accent, resting her hand on my thigh as she spun to face me a bit more, allowing me a better view of both nipples.
�Nice to meet you Astrid� and Hanna,� I muttered, distracted by the perky breasts inches from my face.
Nice to meet you, too, Eva. Very nice to meet you.�
Astrid slowly ran her slender hand up my thigh, delicately tracing the silky skin of my toned abdomen muscles and eventually settling on one of my full breasts. She cupped it with her full open palm, then started squeezing it in a massaging motion, kneading the oils and sweat into my pores.
Mmmmmmmmm.
I leaned in and kissed her, lightly sticking my tongue in her mouth. She tasted of mint and strawberries, like the smoothie they offered in the restaurant.
Astrid and I started kissing each other hungrily now, and I used both hands to rub her shapely breasts. Her friend Hanna was clearly feeling left out and moved to closer to me to join in on the fun. I felt two hands massage my neck and shoulders as I continued to play with Astrid�s bosom.
She paused our kiss to give her companion a look over my shoulder, communicating something unspoken. Astrid�s attractive features were soaked in lust as her gaze returned to my aroused body. She placed her hand on my chest and gently guided me into a seated position between the two best friends.
I was the brown meat in the middle of a Swedish sandwich.
Astrid and Hanna knelt over my breasts, each friend claiming one as their own. I watched with rapt attention they simultaneously sucked, licked, tickled and flicked my nipples, causing them to harden despite the heat of the steamy room.
They seemed to be very skilled teammates and were determined to make me experience much more than a just Swedish massage during my visit to the spa.
As a choreographed team, both of the blonde heads started to travel downwards. I could feel two sets of lips slowly kissing and sucking their way down to the wetness between my legs.
I opened my thighs to allow them access as I felt a slim finger pry my labia apart, then slowly slip into my slick folds. My head tilted back and a deep moan escaped my throat as I felt a warm tongue touch me down there. I lost track of where their fingers and tongues began and where I ended as they explored my wet depths.
My body felt hijacked, paralyzed by pleasure as shockwaves pulsated up through my center. The best friends were busy touching me in ways I�d only heard about in naughty stories told over too much whiskey on our girls� nights out. Stuff I thought my friends back home were making up to satisfy our dirty minds before we returned to the real world of �adulting�.
Astrid and Hanna rested their heads between my legs; alternating between kissing each other and my open slit. Sometimes I could feel them combining their kisses with eating my willing wetness�� when one of their tongues was buried in me, I could feel it meet the other�s through the sensitive wall of my vagina. The two young womens� saliva and my juices mixed together as their tongues danced furiously across my swollen lips and nub. Astrid and Hanna�s fingers started to rub me more aggressively as well, fingering my pussy until I was left aching for relief. I felt like I was going to erupt with desire and felt short of breath my need for them was so acute. The two beauties continued rubbing and sucking; fingers, lips and tongues teasing my willing cunt to heights I could hardly contain.
Captive to this gorgeous twosome, I opened my mouth to warn them I was about to cum, but only a tortured moan managed to escape my lips.
My torso shuddered in climax as electric waves of ecstasy slammed my body. Warmth spread up from between my legs, coursing all the way up to flush my face. I felt my toes curl then release as I came�� Astrid and Hanna lapping up my wetness with slow, savoring licks.
My ragged breathing slowed as my eyelashes fluttered open to see the two best friends engaged in a passionate kiss, apparently just getting warmed up.
Goddamn. Swedish women are unreal, I thought, still recovering from the sweet intensity of my orgasm.
I�m never one to pass up on a second course, I thought as I watched their lithe bodies grinding together erotically in the steamy air. A smirk crossed my lips as I sat up, ready to get tag teamed again.
I�m jarred from my arousing reverie of yesterday�s escapade by my husband Radley whisper-yelling in my ear, �do you think we�re almost there yet?�
Startled, I shake my head to get my bearings.
�Ummm, I dunno,� I utter over the clanking of a noisy pickup truck engine as we lumber along a bumpy snow-covered road. I�m pretty sure Radley didn�t hear my response.
I�m lodged between him and a genial old farmer who kind of looks like Santa Claus. He�s generously volunteered to chauffeur us to our next destination. The sponsor family that�s hosting our stay for the next two nights lives in a in a tiny rural farmstead outside of a very small village in Sweden. It�s so tiny it doesn�t even have a hotel. That�s where we�re headed next and the local farmer who goes simply by �Farmer Sven� knows the way to the remote address.
My husband Rad pulls out his phone and attempts to refresh his Google Maps app. �My GPS is going haywire, Eva. I think we�re close?� He whisper-yells again as he runs a hand through his dark blonde hair and shrugs with a tired smile.
We left Stockholm early this morning and now we�re out in the middle of nowhere in rural Sweden. Surrounded by nothing but a marshmallow of snowdrifts and evergreen trees that are more white than green under the heavy blanket of precipitation.
We�ve been driving for almost two hours in an ancient pickup carrying a full load of dried hay and tools in the back. Quintessential farmer stuff. I�m a city girl by nature, but these idyllic country gigs are some of my favorite. The people are always so warm and welcoming, even Farmer Sven sitting in the driver�s seat next to me. The three of us are sitting uncomfortably shoulder to shoulder. The only way we can fit all of our luggage (and us) in the cab is if I sat in the middle of the bucket seat with the stick shift knob wedged between my legs. Sven doesn�t seem to be even slightly phased by adjusting the gears between my thighs, but looks straight ahead focusing on the road as if he�s done this drive a million times. I look over at Rad nervously when I sense he�s about to make a very dirty and awkward joke about our new farmer friend, the shifting gears, and I. He gives me a playful wink but knows better from our almost 15 years of marriage to stay silent when I elbow his side gently and glare at him.
�Not your type, I guess?� Rad mutters quietly under his breath in a playful tone, a teasing grin on his handsome features.
�Not even close, buddy.� I mumble back, a smile creeping up on my face.
Radley is very aware of my �type�. It�s actually something that has made us grow even closer as a couple over the years since falling in love in high school. I�m bisexual and Radley and I live a �secret� lifestyle of threesomes. Not that it�s a secret to us or the special women who join us, just something the average person who knew us would never expect. I decided when we first started dating that I want to explore my sexuality in a safe and loving environment and Rad supports me all the way. By this point in our marriage he often knows when I�m attracted to a woman before I even say a word. Usually they�re attractive college-aged women; I have an affinity for them.
I�m jostled from my thoughts by Farmer Sven�s hand quickly shoving the gear (and my knee) sharply to the right as we approach a turn onto a tiny dirt road. I venture to guess that what�s on this road, but at the present moment it�s covered under almost a foot of snow so I can�t really say for sure if the dirt actually exists.
It�s mid-afternoon in Sweden, and the scenery is quite breathtaking. Picturesque villages surrounded by miles of forests, lakes and open fields: although everything at this time of year is covered in a heavy blanket of snow.
We turn onto a long winding road and make our way to the humble farmstead at the bottom of a valley. The only sign of civilization in my sightline is a large farmhouse, a big barn structure and a few outbuildings scattered throughout the farm�s acreage; we�re literally alone out here.
Before Farmer Sven has even turned the engine off a small tornado of energy bounds out of the front door of the big farmhouse and runs up the driveway to the truck.
�Hallo!� Shouts a happy voice coming from a face with the most piercing blue eyes I�ve ever seen.
This must be our hostess, Freja?
I�m guessing it is, although our agent didn�t tell us much about the host family we�d be staying with for the next few days. I�m pleasantly surprised, I pictured someone older, and definitely, well, more �farmer-ish�. This girl can�t be much older than her late teens, bundled up in multiple layers of fashionable winter clothing. She looks more like a model than someone who drives tractors all day.
A jolt of positive energy buzzes through my gut. I can feel it even before we clamber out of the truck that I�ve just encountered my next crush.
�Eeeeeek! You even prettier than picture online,� she squeals as she runs over to me and draws me excitedly into a giant, enthusiastic bear hug. The petite Swedish woman almost knocks me over with the force of her affection which takes me off guard as she can�t be much more than a hundred and ten pounds sopping wet and about my height of 5.5�.
Before I can catch my breath and say anything to Rad or Farmer Sven, she�s tugging my arm and ushering me up through the big farm door into a cozy kitchen, talking a mille a minute. In the distance I hear the clunky old pickup truck drive away and thuds from Rad slowly lugging in all of our bags across the porch and into the house.
Thanks for the ride, Farmer Sven. I think, regretful I hadn�t been able to say goodbye.
�Papa say I CAN NOT hug you now, so I give you time to unpack the things. But I knew you will not mind Eva,� she says in heavily-accented, broken English, flashing me a gorgeous smile. I�m surprised by Freja�s unease with the English language. Most Swedes are very fluent.
I suppose when you�re raised on a working farm, being concerned about fluency in other languages is pretty impractical, I chastise myself. I realize it�s very privileged, and somewhat naive, to assume others will always effortlessly speak my language.
�We have no guests here for AGES. I so very glad you here!�
Freja�s thoughts continue tumbling out before I can get a word in edgewise.
I smile at her warmly and she continues her rapid monologue.
�You were from Jamaica!� She exclaims with giggly excitement, �We went on cruise to Caribbean Islands when I am nine. People there� so beautiful!� she continues chirping happily, gesticulating wildly to help me understand whenever I look confused.
��I used have doll. She looks like you, Eva!� She realizes with delight, grabbing a handful of my thick curls in her small palm. �Once I saw sheep, has hair like YOURS!� she squeals loudly into my ear, making me jump.
I smile at her, feeling overwhelmed by our trip and her manic energy, but also feeling intrigued. Very intrigued. I look over at Rad who has caught up with us by this point. He has a weird look on his face I can�t quite read, but he is watching my exchange with this Swedish beauty very closely.
�Oh, I so sorry. Where my�� ehm�� how you say�� manners?� she says while shaking her head as if in a trance after staring a little too deeply into my brown eyes.
�My name is Freja. Over there is papa, Bjorn,� she says, extending an eager hand out to gave me a firm handshake, trying to be professional.
I hadn�t even noticed the old, silvery-blonde haired man in overalls standing in the corner attending to the teapot on a woodburning stove.
�Eva, meet Papa. Papa, meet Eva,� she introduces me proudly. �Oh, meet Mr. Radley von Wright,� she adds as an afterthought. I giggled at the formality of using a title for my laid back hubby.
Rad sets down our bags near the kitchen doorway and we both walk over to Bjorn to shake his hand.
It�s so nice to meet you, Mr�.? I reply as our host takes both hands in mine.
�Bjorn, you can call me Bjorn,� he answers fluently in a thick scandinavian accent. He obviously has been speaking English for years. I liked him, good vibes. A friendly smile that crinkles his eyes up at the corners in deeply weathered crows feet. Farmer�s eyes. The kind of eyes that have endured lots of harsh Swedish winters and hours of Nordic wind gusts. But the color is unmistakable, the same enchanting blue as his daughter�s.
�It�s so nice to meet you, Bjorn,� I say warmly with a welcoming smile. �Thank you so much for your hospitality and letting us stay here.�
He nods in approval. �It�s nice to have guests. Sometimes Freja goes a little stir-crazy when it�s just she, all the animals and I living on the farm,� he explains with a chuckle. �It�s a breath of fresh air in this old house.�
�This house is beautiful, I observe, spinning to looking at our surroundings. �When was it built? � I ask, allowing my history nerdism to peek through.
Clearly I have touched on one of Bjorn�s passions. �It was built by my great-great grandfather, Freja�s great-great-great-grandfather in 1896,� Bjorn beams, the pride evident on his weathered features.
�Well it�s truly lovely,� I reply as Rad steps up to my side and shakes Bjorn�s hand.
�Let me show you to your room,� Bjorn offers, seeing the exhaustion on Rad�s face. �You can freshen up and then I have coffee and cinnamon buns waiting for you. Vegan ones that Freja insisted upon baking herself. Especially for you, Eva,� Bjorn looks at me and gives me an amused wink.
�PAPA!� Freja says, her beautiful porcelain white features flushed a deep red with embarrassment.
�Oh, I�m sorry, Freja. They don�t mind.�
Sensing her discomfort, I quickly intervene.
�I�m flattered. Thank you so much for your thoughtfulness, Freja, I remark as I grab her hand and stare into those captivating blue eyes.
�It�s impossible to find vegan food on the road. I really appreciate the gesture.� I give her hand a reassuring squeeze and she stares at me with something new between us that causes her eyes to brighten into an even clearer color, like the most refreshing springtime sky ever.
There�s a shift in the energy we share as our gaze meets: my slightly slanted, dark brown almond eyes locked in with her crystal blue ones. An intensity is growing by the minute with something unspoken, something I suspect will get lost in translation if we try to communicate solely through spoken words. An overwhelming attraction, much more than I can articulate.
Rad must�ve sensed my attraction and wants to give us space. With a knowing look between us, he interrupts with a loud cough and excuses himself, grabbing our bags as Bjorn guides him to our guest room.
�And these very beams I�m touching here are original to the structure, 19th century Pine�� I can hear the farmer stop in the middle of the living room, proudly launching Rad into a full-on tour of the house.
I can always count on my husband to take one for the team. Bless him. I think, relieved to have a moment alone with my new crush.
�You is very beautiful, Eva.� Freja confesses to me, her voice trailing off into a near whisper. �I very glad you here,� she says with wide eyed solemnity. �I listened your music online, I read your description on website before you here in Sweden,� she continues in a low voice.
I bet she�s referring to my bio on our website. How sweet of her.
�Thank you, Freja. It means a lot,� I reply in a husky tone.
�I never meet any person famous before,� she says, awestruck.
I start to laugh but abruptly stop when I see the confused look on her adorable face.
�I don�t mean to laugh, Freja, but I�m not really famous,� I explain.
�Never pretend, silly!� she scrunches her face up in a serious, scolding tone, admonishing me with her pointer finger like a schoolteacher. Then, in an instant, she laughs gleefully, back to her bouncy self.
She�s bizarre. But fascinating, I think to myself, strangely drawn to this odd girl.
�I show you something?� she asks abruptly, grabbing both of my hands in hers. Freja�s perky demeanor of a second ago now changes into something much more personal and private, almost as if she is confessing her deepest darkest secrets to a best friend.
�Of course,� I reply, transfixed by her captivating beauty. She is easily the most gorgeous woman I�ve ever seen and I don�t think she is even aware of it.
�Follow with me,� she invites with a shy laugh.

CHAPTER 2

Grabbing my gloved hand and placing it in her mittened one, Freja leads me through the kitchen and out the back door of the house. It�s so cold outside I can see our breath. We continue walking across a snowy path with our boots crunching on the heavy snow. Even with a thick knitted stocking cap on I can see a glossy blonde braid peaking between her cap and jacket. Enamored by her light hair and features, as they are �exotic� to my biracial senses, I study her as we walk. I am decidedly different looking than Freja, I notice admiringly. With a mix of Caribbean and Dutch blood; light brown skin the shade of peanut butter, brown doe eyes and a tumble of unruly mixed-girl curls I am definitely not a local Swedish farm girl . Yet Freja and I are similar in weight and athletic build, but I am much curvier with an hourglass shape�� emphasized by my strict routine in the gym.
Freja doesn�t need the gym, I muse appreciatively. I can already tell this even through the multiple layers of cotton and woolen winter clothing. She is perfect.
Very fuckable, indeed.
�Ta-Da!� She squeaks in a cute voice as she opens a door to a tiny neighboring cottage within eyesight of the farmhouse, letting me inside. It is warm and cozy indoors; brightly decorated with white walls, rustic chic furniture painted in a variety of pastel shades, a hodgepodge of light-colored pillows, and warm woolen blankets.
Wow. This is really cute. I like it here.
The cottage is small but seems much bigger inside due to the bright colors, thoughtful furniture placement, and a charming antique white wood stove. White. Lots and lots of white.
This must be where Freja stays.
�Wheeeeeeeee!� Still bundled up in winter clothing, Freja squeals as she takes a running leap and jumps onto a large, bouncy bed covered in oversized goose down throw pillows. She lies on her back in the middle of the giant bed and makes snow angel motions with her arms and legs, giggling excitedly.
�Come here, Eva!� she yells in a thick accent, �you try this� it is FUN!!�
Shivering, I briefly turn around to close the door behind me, sealing in the warmth of the cottage. As soon as I spin back to face the bed, Freja stands up and skip-hops over to me.
She squats down and wraps both arms firmly around my thighs before I can reply, gathering me up into a big bear hug.
I am startled. What on earth is this strange girl doing?
Her strong arms pick me up as if I am as light as a feather and thrusts my torso over her shoulder, carrying me across the room like a bundle of wood, dropping me on the bed with a heavy bounce.
Holy shit! She�s STRONG for being such a tiny peep of a thing! What do they feed the girls over here in Sweden? I wonder to myself in amazement.
Her physical strength equally surprises and scares me, but I find myself getting strangely and unexpectedly aroused. It�s kind of hot to be thrown around by a beautiful, dainty woman I realize with fascination.
Mommy likey.
�You like mine bed, Eva?� Freja plops down next to me on her stomach, propped on her elbows with her hands framing her face. �I got it new present for 18th birthday month ago,� she adds suggestively in a silky voice, searching my face intently.
Eighteen. Whoa. She�s hot� and legal in America.
Feeling my cheeks flush, I quickly change the subject.
�Um, yes. I love it here. I love everything here, the bed, the decor, the�� I quickly survey the room and notice a few details I�d missed before. �This painting, it�s beautiful!� I exclaim, pointing to an oversized canvas hanging above our heads at the top of the bed. It is of a cow in a pasture, abstract-style, in various shades of pink, blue, yellows and whites.
�You like? This my cow, Sylvia. I paint myself!� Freja confessed with a huge grin lighting up her face.
She has a cow?
�Wow. You paint? It�s lovely,� I reply, genuinely impressed. �I didn�t know you paint.�
�There is lot of things you not know of me.� She says with a mischievous look, smirking. �I�m going university this Fall to paint pictures.� she proclaims matter-of-factly in a heavy accent.
�I am like you, Eva, ART-TEEST.� She uses her finger to playfully bat one of my curls with each syllable of �ar-tist�, then suddenly climbs over me and reaches down to rummage through her nightstand drawer.
�Want smoke?� She offers, holding up a pipe with some weed and a lighter.
�Yassssss,� I answer excitedly.
�I know you will, Eva. It is your DNA. Jamaicans love smoke, right?�
�Sure,� I reply, amused, �I guess I never thought if it that way before.� I find it amusing that she read my bio, but conveniently chose to ignore the fact that I�m half Dutch as well.
�Hold on,� she says suddenly as she crawls back over me and hops down off the bed. She runs over to a pastel pink desk with a laptop on it and pulls up some music. The first few notes of �No Woman, No Cry� by Bob Marley and the Wailers starts to float out of her speakers softly as she shoves more firewood into the mouth of the small wood burning stove.
�Jamaicans like hot, do they? The temperature?� she asks enthusiastically, looking at me for approval.
But I�m an American from the upper Midwest, it�s gets just as cold there as here in Sweden. I start to open my mouth to explain but can�t bear the thought of disappointing her once I see the puppy dog expression plastered over her face.
�Hot. Umm, yes! We like it really warm,� I respond with a kind smile.
�Yes,� she replies, a satisfied look on her face. After pausing briefly as if she is considering something, she walks back over to the stove and adds in two more pieces of wood from a basket on the floor near the tiny kitchenette.
Freja looks around the cottage as if making mental notes to herself, going over an internal checklist. Once satisfied, she walks over to the foot of the bed where I lie and stands directly in front of me.
�Can I take coat?� she asks politely.
�Yes, thank you,� I reply and remove my coat and hat, setting them in her outstretched arms.
�Take scarf now� boots, too.� she insists.
�Um, of course. Thank you.� I reply, wanting to be a respectful guest.
I stand up and hand Freja the rest of my outerwear, noticing for the first time how good she smells; like peaches, warm milk and cinnamon.
Yummm.
�Thank you.� She replies in a polite, singsongy voice, repositioning to get a better grip on the clothing I�ve given her.
I sit down on the side of her bed, lounging comfortably. Freja walks over to a wooden coatrack by the door and starts to remove her coat and winter wear, neatly hanging each garment with detailed precision. To my surprise, when she�s removed all of her warmer outer clothing she doesn�t stop disrobing. She continues peeling off all the layers, neatly folding the rest of her clothing and setting them on a side table, one by one, until only thin thong panties and bra remain on her fit frame.
I watch this near-stranger with great inquisitiveness, enraptured by every detail of her amazing body, not moving a muscle.
She undoes her tidy, glossy braid and spins around to face me. I feel my breath catch in my throat.
Holy. Shit.
Freja is strikingly beautiful. Pure, unblemished porcelain skin, noble features, delicate shoulders, and a golden mane of pale hair flowing down past her shoulders to brush perfectly formed breasts. She can easily be in a fashion magazine.
My god. I feel my pussy tighten and quiver with desire. I can tell I am already very wet.
�I never been with woman before, Eva. But I always have want to, my whole life. Especially Jamaican,� she adds with a look of bliss, as if my ethnicity makes me an especially delightful treat she is about to nibble on.
This girl is bold. Even bolder than I.
Yes, please.
�It is a little warm in here,� I state, starting to remove the thick sweater I have over the rest of my clothing.
I pull it up and over my head and feel her brush up to me, helping me to remove it fully. Still keeping her eyes on me, she sets the sweater down on a nearby table, not bothering to fold it this time.
�You very pretty lady, Eva. I see you nude?�
Wow. That didn�t take long.
�Yes,� I reply in a breathy tone. I start to remove my stylish cotton t-shirt when she interrupts me.
�I want do that,� Freja declares in an uncharacteristically firm tone. �Here,� she says, grabbing my shirt, slipping it up over my head carefully.
Freja continues to remove the rest of my clothing except my yellow bra, and silky thong panties. She even takes off my socks, playfully batting my hand away when I try to help.
Fine, if you want to undress me, I�m certainly not gonna be picky about the details, I think to myself with a smile.
I sit on the edge of her bed and Freja slips her body between my knees, pressing herself nearer to me. She stands there in silence for a moment, her firm stomach and breasts dangerously close to my face. I am certain she can feel my breath on her skin.
What is she doing?
She stands there unmoving for a few more seconds, then I feel two hands dive into my thick mass of long, dark spiral curls. She lifts two full handfuls of hair off my neck and bends down a bit, drawing my face partially into her upper abdomen and bosom. Her skin is soft and smooth, pure perfection. I feel her chest heave upwards slightly and into my face as if she is inhaling my scent.
�Mmmmmmmmm.� She moans, making a drawn out sound. �Your hair smell of roses, Eva,� she says pleasantly.
I feel Freja let go of my hair and bend down more to reach for something. I close my eyes, anticipating her slender fingers unfastening my bra.
To my surprise, she suddenly straightens her body up and takes a step backwards, away from the bed. I blink my eyes open and look up.
�Here. I give you first hit,� Freja offers, holding a swirly blue bong in front of my face.
Right. I realize I�d completely forgotten about the weed as soon as I saw her in her panties.
�Thank you,� I reply, reaching for the glass pipe.
�Nude first. Then smoke,� she demands, dangling the pipe directly out of my reach like a carrot on a stick.
This girl�s gotta set of balls on her, I think, my fondness growing.
When in Rome� or in this case, Sweden.
I reach both arms behind my back and look up at her pretty face. �Is it alright if I do it myself?�
�Yes,� she replies, wide-eyed and waiting.
I unfasten my bra and set it aside, then calmly slide my panties down my legs and onto the floor. Freja follows my lead and gets completely undressed at the same time, leaving her undergarments in the pile I�ve started with my thongs.
Our eyes meet and I can tell she was is as aroused as I am, maybe even more so, if that�s even humanly possible. Without saying a word we just stay where we were, staring at each other hungrily, taking each other�s nakedness in.
I know it sounds strange, but I�m so aroused by the beautiful creature before me, I feel trapped in my own lust, frozen. Like my brain is disconnected to my muscles, unable to move anything but my eyes.
Somehow I know the same thing is happening to Freja as well.
A few more moments of silence pass between us, no sound other than the chill strains of the reggae playlist emanating from her computer.
A new song starts, jarring Freja out of her spell. She clears her throat and and blinks her eyelids a few times rapidly as if a bit shaken. She has a peculiar look on her face, like she is trying to process what has just happened between us, too.
I mean, we haven�t even kissed yet.
She gives me a curious look and then lights the bowl, taking a hit then passing it to me. We both smoke for a few minutes completely naked and not uttering a word, being unusually careful not to touch each other�s skin when passing the pipe. Almost like we�re both scared of the powerful sexual attraction between us.
Pure animal lust. A kind so oddly electric and raw, I�d yet to experience it with another woman until now.
I have a feeling this is about to be some of the hottest sex of my life.
We finish smoking and Freja is the first to break the silence.
�I kiss you, Eva? I really want kiss you.�
�Yes,� I reply softly as I recall one of the very first conversations my husband Rad and I�d had when we first started dating in high school. He and I had made it a rule from the very beginning to always discuss things openly in a supportive, caring manner.
�You mean you don�t care if I sleep with another women? I asked in a disbelieving tone, still believing my unorthodox relationship with Rad too good to be true.
�I mean�� like sleeping with any woman, not another one�� I stopped mid sentence, frustrated by my inability to succinctly communicate my point to him. �Do you know what I mean?� I finally asked, looking into his eyes tentatively with a nervous expression.
�I get what you�re saying,� Rad said, a perplexed smile on his handsome face. �You�re asking: Do I care if you sleep with a woman AND me? Why would I care?� He inquired patiently, waiting for my response.
�No, I mean, sleep with a woman� even if you�re not there. Like, not even in the room with us. If it�s JUST a woman and me,� I asked carefully, emphasizing my words.
�I understand you, Eva, � Rad replied reassuringly, squeezing my hand gently. �I want to support you 100% and I trust you. I have no problem with you sleeping with a girl you like, EVEN if I�m not there,� he said softly.
�Do you mean it?� I asked tentatively, my heart overflowing with love for my soulmate and best friend sitting before me.
�Will all of my heart,� Radley stated, his beautiful green eyes alive with sincerity, as he leaned over to kiss me.
He wrapped me in his arms, and our lips met with growing passion. I melted into his embrace, relieved. As our tongues explored each other I grew hungry for more than just conversation.
Just as I was ready to reach down for the growing hardness in his pants, he interrupted our heated kiss:
�And if a hot naked girl is standing in front of you, promise me you�ll never pass up that opportunity!�
Rad laughed mischievously, adding, �and be sure not to forget about me for too long�� he teased, a grin spreading across his features.
�Don�t worry, Bruh. I got you!� I joked, leaning in to resume our kiss.
I snap out of my more-than-a-decade-old memory to look at the unbelievably gorgeous Swedish woman in front of me.
�if a hot naked girl is standing in front of you, promise me you�ll never pass up that opportunity!�
I won�t disappoint you, Rad. I promise.

CHAPTER 3

My eyes focus back on the exquisite vision before me, naked and breathless, waiting.
Freja walks over to me and leans in to kiss my parted lips. She tastes good: like cinnamon, coffee and weed. Our tongues touch gently in a flirty matter then she grows more brazen.
We kiss deeply and I slide my hands down to part her labia, gently rubbing her down there. A low moan catches in her throat as my middle finger flicks over her nub. I find myself getting excited even more by how slick she already is from us making out.
I gingerly brush her hair aside with my free hand then nibble on her ear, kissing my way down the nape of slender neck down to her delicious breasts. They are so firm and pale, and smaller than my full ones. I swirl my tongue around a tiny nipple, titillated to see the wetness of my mouth as it gets hards like a small pebble. I suck on both of her breasts now as she plays with my hair, breathing heavy.
I continue to my true destination, teasing Freja along the way with skillful movements of my tongue. Her breathing is clipped and I notice her skin is covered in goosebumps although the room is comfortably warm. I continue journeying southward: kisses from my soft lips across her navel, thighs and finally to her tight, wet snatch.
After I spread apart her lips I start to suck lightly on her clit.
�Evvvvvvvvvaaaaa�� she groans, pushing my head into her smooth mound. I continue licking her pussy hungrily until she pulls me up with both arms and forcefully kisses me like she wants to devour me.
Our lips crush into each other as Freja frantically pushes me down onto the bed, jumping on top of me and straddling my hips.
�Lie still,� Freja says, pinning my wrists to the bed to emphasize her instructions.
I am more than happy to comply, although all I want is for my tongue to be buried inside her.
Like a tortured artist, the Swedish nymph starts fanning my hair out wildly, fluffing strands and twisting curls around my head like I�m Medusa. She gets lost in her work, only stopping from time to time to admire her creation. Freja arranges my long hair to form a dark halo around my head on the bed.
�You NEVER move,� she commands me suddenly.
I have the weird feeling that us having sex is like performance art, she and I as creators crafting a work together. Freja stares ravenous at my naked body, driven by her artistic eye, needing to see me as a piece of artwork she is painting.
Like a caged animal unleashed she begins to paint my skin with the wetness of her tongue: messy, slobbery slashes across my chest and toned stomach. Continuing in broad, wavy strokes down and up my thighs, leaving a moist path in her wake.
I continue to lie in stillness, eyes closed, allowing myself to feel the warm tickles of her tongue. She reaches my pussy and loses control, her mouth lapping furiously at my juices with unbridled lust. I feel Freja�s head jerking back and forth wildly, her thick tongue coating me with warm saliva.
I�ve never had a woman lick me in this manner before. I look down and see her head enthusiastically bobbing back and forth, making odd motions in space. It feels really good in an odd way, I realize, but it�s weird.
Almost like she�s imitating how a cow or wild animal uses their tongue.
Bizarre.
It dawns on me that I am Freja�s first, she probably doesn�t know how to please me.
Adorable.
I sit up and gently touch her head to get her attention.
I interrupt her in a kind tone, �I want to show you something,� I say, meeting her hungry gaze to make sure she understands. Freja nods attentively, eager to make me happy.
�Do whatever I do,� I instruct and she nods.
�You do. I do,� she states in her thick Scandinavian drawl.
I have Freja lie on the bed then use my hands and torso to arrange our bodies in a 69 position, with me on top.
I pull her slit apart and feel her do the same. I start to lightly swish my tongue up and down the length of her vulva and feel her tenderly mimic my movements.
God, her tongue feels good. She�s a fucking natural, I think in amazement.
We continue licking each other with more urgency, the room full of nothing but reggae music and moans of pleasure. I start licking her wetness frantically now, sucking on her clit and fingering her to match the movements of my tongue and lips. The ache for her building between my legs, and I can tell she�s enjoying my skilled oral devotion by her sopping wetness. I feel Freja�s tongue become erratic on my pussy as her guttural moans escape into the hot air between slurps. She pauses as I feel her shudder, moist walls gripping my fingers with spasms.
Freja lets out a loud scream as she climaxes, and I pause to give her a moment for the sensation to subside.
Dammit. I still wanna get off.
�Freja, how do you feel?� I ask, determined to make her feel things she�d never forget.
� Ahh-may-zing,� is all she can manage, clearly caught up in the throes of our passion.
�Just wait,� I say in a naughty tone, diving my tongue into her warm cunt again.
�You do. I do.� I hear her say before my thoughts are overtaken by the electric tingles her nimble tongue is creating in my depths.

CHAPTER 4

Freja and I lie naked in her bed with huge grins on our faces, listening to her reggae playlist bounce in the smoky air. We are both extremely chilled out by the after-effects of good weed and even better sex.
I�m startled by a big, heavy thump on my belly. I recoil like I�ve been punched in the gut.
What is that?!?
�Arvid!! Din j�vla�!!!� Freja loudly scolds a fat, orange ball of fur that quickly scrambles down the side of the bed and across the room to hide under a table.
�Sorry! Arvid, my cat!� Freja looks at me sheepishly, clearly embarrassed.
�He know better! Arvid like hiding.� she apologizes sincerely.
I look over to the other nightstand nearest me, and notice the drawer is ajar.
There�s been a cat in here the whole time?
�Oh, you have a cat?� I ask in surprise.
�Three!� She chirps excitedly, jumping up suddenly to run across the room to the kitchenette. Freja begins flinging cabinets and drawers open rapidly, searching various spaces, until she emerges holding a small white cat in her arms.
�Eva, meet Stella. Stella meet Eva.� She utters, setting the cat in my nude lap.
I�m taken aback but go with it.
�Wow. She�s beautiful.� I begin stroking the cat�s fur, who begins to purr and mark my wrist with her face. �Stella, what a sweet baby you are.� I encourage Stella while continuing to stroke her softly.
�She like you,� Freja nods approvingly then continues her mission to find the other cats hidden in the cottage.
We�re both interrupted by a timid knock on the door. Then Rad�s curious voice calls through the wooden door, �Eva? Freja? Are you in here?�
I look over at Freja and she gestures for him to enter.
�Come in, Rad!� I call back in a loud inviting voice.
The door shoves open and Rad steps inside, freezing.
�Whoa,� he utters, stopping in his tracks as he sees us.
I realize how silly our hostess and I must look to Radley right now: both of us buck-ass naked listening to reggae, smoking weed, chasing a herd of cats around the room.
�Looks like you guys are having quite the welcoming party,� Rad chuckles with a look of amusement on his face. He shuts the door firmly and removes his coat and gloves. �We need to come to Sweden more often, I suppose.�
Freja stands up to give Rad and I a long look in complete silence then bursts out laughing. Her loud laughter builds into an uproarious howl, bordering on uncomfortable.
Rad and I exchange befuddled looks, then start laughing ourselves at the strange foreignness of the situation. Freja�s laughter is infectious, even comical.
�Why am I strangely aroused right now?� Rad finally asks inquisitively after our giggle fest has died down.
I look over at him teasingly. �Oh, I dunno. Two hot chicks alone, naked and ready to fuck? It�s a brainteaser for sure,� I joke.
�Bring that smart mouth over here,� Rad demands playfully.
�At your request, Sir!� I reply, setting Stella the cat aside, my eyes on the delectable prize of my husband�s massive rock hard cock straining against the fabric of his pants.
Freja�s eyes widen in pleasure as I join Rad, dropping to my knees to free my husband�s length from his pants. I begin to suck him vigorously, slurping up and down on his large penis.
The swedish beauty is clearly aroused and hops onto the bed to watch us from a better angle while she masterfully fingers her pussy.
�Look at Freja, Rad. Watch her touch herself,� I instruct in a low voice. �Think of all the things I just did to that gorgeous pink pussy.�
�Mmmmmmm�,� he moans with hooded eyes of lust, watching her fingers attentively.
I continue sucking my husband like a madwoman. I can feel how hard he is while watching Freja stroke her wet pussy, imagining my tongue inside her. Warm slickness moistens the place between my legs as I think of how aroused she and I are making him.
Finally he can�t take it anymore.
�I�m gonna cum, Eva!� Rad groans as he shoots a load of his hot fluid down my throat, his penis throbbing with every squirt.
I swallow, reveling in his taste, licking my lips. By this time, Freja has clearly climaxed as well and lies in a pale heap of shapely limbs on the bed.
�Oooooommmmm�� she sighs, a contented look of bliss softening her features.
�Now to fika!� she sits up abruptly, a broad smile on her face.
�Fika?� I ask looking at Radley, confused.
�Coffee and cinnamon buns in the big house,� he answers. �Bjorn sent me out here to find you two before I got, umm, distracted,� he confesses with a satisfied grin.
�Got it!� I say, my stomach suddenly growling from hunger for something more than our lovely Swedish hostess� pussy.

CHAPTER 5

The rest of the evening, night, and next morning fly by with the young, lively Freja showing us all around the farmstead and surrounding forest.
She�d even taken us out onto the middle of a frozen lake early that morning to teach us Kulning, an ancient cow herding type of singing that she performs. Her style of vocalizations sound odd to my Beyonce and gospel-trained ears, but very enchanting at the same time, like a mythical siren and a bike horn blended together in a skillful bleating tone. Her belt is so loud it echoes across the countryside: the entire point of cow-herding calls, I guess.
Radley and I are scheduled to perform at a jazz club about an hour away from the farmstead, and have to leave for the next town after our show. We only have a few hours left with Freja before we have to say goodbye.
I�m sad to bid my crush �hejd�.�
Freja, Rad and I are relaxing in her cottage for the afternoon sipping some fresh pine needle tea boiled from the pine needles we�d gathered during our jaunt in the forest. We only have a few more hours before we have to get ready to leave. Freja�s father Bjorn seems thrilled to have a moment of quiet away from his rambunctious daughter, and happy that she is having such fun with us. He is busy doing farmer things in the barn and gives us all space to hang out in privacy.
�We do this,� Freja requests, calling us over to the porn she�s pulled up on her laptop. Two busty Latina ladies are busy moaning out words in Spanish, taking turns pleasuring each other. One with a strap-on.
�We do.� Freja gestures to she and I, indicating she wants this to be a lesbian encounter. �You film,� she declares, pointing to Rad.
�You want me to film you guys? Sure,� Rad agrees quickly.
�We make porno for us all watch on phones when you gone,� she announces, a devilish look on her delicate features.
�You had me at filming,� I joke, starting to remove my clothing with deft fingers.
Rad pulls out his phone and opens up his camera, starting to frame the shot.
�On bed. Eva use this,� she walks over to the weed drawer and reaches her hand into the far back. She pulls out a clear plastic package containing a black strap-on labeled in Swedish writing.
She clearly had this all planned out before we�d arrived, excited to explore her budding sexuality with a open-minded couple.
Good girl.
She removes the phallic toy from its packaging and hands it to me. I fasten it around myself and climb onto the bed where Freja is already lying down in anticipation. Her long legs are spread and she�s fondling her nipple with one hand and stroking between her legs with the other.
Rad moves into his place on the side of the bed to capture all the action in wide frame.
�Are you ready?� I ask him, eager to begin.
�Rolling,� he replies.
I look at Freja stroking her tight, wet pussy and feel an overwhelming ache in my center. I need to taste that amazing pussy, now. I kneel over my crush and start kissing her pouty lips. She moans in pleasure and uses her hands to grab my hips, pulling me and the strap-on between her wide-open thighs. I use one hand to spread her pretty little pussy and use the other to guide the dildo in. I push with my hips and Freja wraps her silky legs around me, hooking her small feet together at the ankles. I keep thrusting deeply inside her and use one hand to steady myself while freeing the other to stroke her clit skillfully.
I give it to her hard. Really hard.
She keeps begging for more, screaming out foreign-sounding words in Swedish. Freja is panting loudly with abandon, forgetting about the camera as she climaxes beneath me, digging her fingers into my caramel-colored back.
I have no fucking clue what she�s saying, but I don�t care. She�s hot.
Long live Sweden.
Once Freja�s body releases from mine, she�s clearly ready to return the favor.
�Eva, you lay now.� she purrs like a kitten, ready to do some damage.
This girl is wild. Exactly the way I like them.
Freja instructs Rad to reposition himself at the foot of the bed so the camera will get a very enticing view of her delicious pussy while she eats me out. She kneels on all fours, spreading her pink lips apart for our later viewing pleasure as she gets to work making me explode with some of the hottest cunnilingus I�ve ever experienced.
After we finish the film to our liking, we all lie sprawled in her bed. Rad is between Freja and I, stroking his length as we review the video we made. His eyes are glued to the screen, fixating on Freja�s rabid tongue action between my legs. I can�t take my eyes off of her perfectly positioned wet slit and feel a surge of desire grip my center. I start to touch myself between my legs and use my free hand to stroke Rad�s hard cock. Freja sees what I�m doing and decides to join in on the fun.
She starts rubbing herself and joins my hand on Rad�s throbbing member, rubbing up and down at a steady pace. When our hands get so frantic it�s obvious he�s about to cum, Freja leans over his hardness and takes it in her mouth, gathering his hot fluid in her mouth.
That�s fucking hot, I think, turned on by seeing another woman�s mouth wrapped around my husband�s ejaculating penis.
Once his orgasm has fully subsided, she leans over him to kiss me. Our lips meet and we swirl our tongues together, both tasting and swallowing his deliciously salty-sweet liquid.
Breathless and spent from our sweaty romp, we all lie down in contentment, absorbing the sounds and smells of the room.
Goddamn.
I realize that our brief time together will soon be over. I roll over to say my farewell to my new crush, and give her a tender kiss.
�We probably should get going, Freja, but you�re incredible. Thank you for being so cool and open-minded,� I say sincerely, as I gently stroke her silky blonde hair.
�Eva,� Freja says, an impish look on her face, �when gone, you send nude picture.�
�A lot!� She adds after a moment of consideration.
�You do. I do,� I add with a sly smile and wink, certain that there will be many, many more adventures to come with my Swedish beauty.

SWEDISH SUMMER OF LOVE
True Confessions of Eva & Radley von Wright
by
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CHAPTER 1

�Freja emailed,� my wife Eva said excitedly, �she wants to visit America.�
�Mmmmmm, that could be fun,� I added, �lots of fun.�
�There�s something else,� Eva said.
�What?�
�She actually is wondering if she could spend the summer with us. She needs a place to stay for three months.�
That caught me slightly off guard.
Freja is a lovely young girl we met when we were on tour in Sweden last year.
She had just turned eighteen when we met her. She was quintessentially Swedish: a farmer�s daughter living in a tiny rural farmstead outside of a very small village. She had piercing blue eyes, long blonde hair (which she usually kept in a milkmaid braid), porcelain white skin and a very shapely, trim figure.
My wife Eva and I are jazz musicians and were spending the winter touring Scandinavia�� stopping at small jazz and blues clubs all over Sweden, Denmark, Finland and Norway.
We�re in our mid-thirties and are high school sweethearts. We have a very �special� relationship. We are soulmates and madly in love.
So what�s so special about us?
My wife is bi and has an insatiable taste for attractive, young women.
Sometimes I think her sex drive borders on nymphomania�� not that I�m complaining.
Our tour in Scandi consisted of a lot of passionate sex, as most trips to exotic, foreign locations will inspire�� but it also consisted of several fun hookups with some lovely locals. In fact, we had six different women briefly join us throughout the three week tour�� but Freja was different. She was special.
There was just something about her that really clicked with our lifestyle.
She was very laid back and open-minded, while being eager to explore her budding sexuality. My wife and I were very happy to oblige in showing her the wonders of uninhibited, passionate lovemaking.
�What do you think?� asked Eva with a slight worried tone in her voice.
�Hmmmm�� I dunno.�
�Well, we need to reply soon�� so she can make her plans,� Eva said.
�Did she give any details about her trip?� I inquired.
�She wants to come to America and can stay for three months. She�d like to do some mini road trips on weekends�� you know�� Chicago, Vegas, New York, LA��
�Don�t forget Texas!� I joked.
Eva replied, �she actually did say she wants to see Texas.�
Of course she does! I thought.
We both started laughing. In all of our travels overseas we learned one thing about Europeans: when they find out you�re from America they ask if you�ve ever been to Texas. I don�t know why they are so interested in Texas, but without fail�� it always comes up in conversations.
Texas has become somewhat of an inside joke between Eva and I.
Eva continued, �she said she�ll pay us for rent and utilities, and won�t be a bother.�
�I�m sure she won�t be a bother, she�s chill as fuck,� I said.
�I guess it would be a change in our lifestyle for a few months,� Eva said.
A change indeed! I thought.
You see, in order to indulge in my wife�s sexual appetite, we have created several rules which we follow as a couple.
For example, here are just a few of our rules:
1) Honesty and open communication�� we must always communicate as a couple our thoughts, feelings, questions and concerns.
2) Safety�� in order to bring so many new lovers in to our life we must practice safety. We get tested frequently, of course, but more than anything our �safety� relies on Eva�s almost telepathic ability to �read people��� to gauge each new lover so as to always enjoy sex with people that have good vibes, positive energy and won�t �go psycho� on us later on down the road.
3) No more than three times�� we decided early on that this rule would protect the young ladies� feelings�� and ours. We can hook up with a lover up to three times, after that�� they must enter what is essentially the �friend zone�. This keeps young ladies from getting too attached and makes sure we all leave with positive feelings towards one another.
Rule Three is a biggie�� in short�� it keeps our life in balance and it protects us from awkward situations of unrequited love from former partners. I guess what I�m trying to say is, each new lover we bring into our bed we would like to remain friends with after the adventure is over.
Freja living with us would certainly challenge this rule.
In fact, I know within moments of seeing her my wife will be lapping up the young Swede�s tight muff like there was no tomorrow.
The sex we had last winter in Sweden with Freja was some of the best we�ve ever had. There was a certain energy this young lady brought that drove my wife Eva mad with lust.
She was a strange girl�� but this only seemed to fuel my wife�s passions. In addition to being naturally very pretty�� she could easily have been a model�� Freja had strange hobbies and quirks. She played accordion, for example. How many eighteen year olds do you know that play accordion�� and look sexy while doing so? She worked on her family farm as a cow herder and she is a very strict vegan. In fact, it�s her love of cows which caused her to give up all meat, dairy and animal products entirely.
Eva and Freja were perfect for each other. Their quirky personalities bonded instantly.
Of course, my relationship with Eva is rock solid�� it has to be in order to practice The Lifestyle. One thing I have learned in researching, befriending and surrounding myself with other sexually adventurous couples is that rules are made to protect your relationship.
Rules are also made to be broken�� and the thought of having a hot, blonde, nineteen year old Swede for us to enjoy all summer long was just too good an opportunity to pass up.
Eva and I had been sitting on the couch for several minutes in silence�� clearly both thinking about Freja�� and her request.
�You�re worried about Rule Three, aren�t you?� Asked Eva.
�Not so much worried. I�m just remembering the fun we had and wanting to find a way around Rule Three�� so we can break it on a technicality and have hot sex all summer long with her� and not feel guilty about our rules,� I said.
Eva bit her lip and reached for her phone. She began to scroll through her camera roll and found the video she was looking for.
�Turn on the TV,� she said softly.
I turned on the TV and she cast a video I made last winter.
I turned the lights off as Eva discarded her tight-fitting tank top and cute pajama pants.
Fuck, she looks good naked! I thought.
My wife�s tight and toned body still looked as inviting as a freshman cheerleader. Thanks to her Caribbean and Dutch heritage, her beautiful brown skin was a delicious tone of light carmel�� accented by rosy pink nipples and curly black hair.
�Take off your pants and watch with me,� she commanded.
I was happy to oblige.
The video on the screen was just starting to get good.
We had made a fun sex tape of the last fuck Eva and Freja enjoyed on our very last day in Sweden. The women asked if they could simply enjoy each other, without my joining in. They did, however, ask that I film them�� and direct all actions.
The resulting video was amazingly hot�� and made me wish I had pursued a career as a pornographer instead of a musician.
The naked image of my wife eating young Freja flickered across the screen. Gasps and moans filled the air.
As we watched, my wife used her left hand to slowly jack me off and her right to finger herself.
Thank god she�s ambidextrous. I mused.
I allowed my wife to take total control of my rock hard cock. This was a fun experiment in pleasure�� because her speed increased in direct reaction to her own horniness with what she was watching.
By the time she had brought Freja to cum on screen, my wife was working her hands in double time�� pleasing both my manhood and her wetness.
The film ended with Freja eating Eva. I had instructed her to be on all fours with her ass facing the camera�� which gave an unrestricted view of her shaven cunt. I knew Eva would go crazy every time she watched the young Swede eating her out� while the camera also had a clear view of her amazing, dripping Swedish pussy.
As my wife continued masturbating us, she said, �it�s so fucking hot that while she�s eating me she makes little orders in Swedish.�
�I had no idea what the hell she was saying,� I laughed.
�Me neither�� but who fucking cares?�
Just as Freja brought my wife to climax on camera, I could tell in real life Eva had brought herself to climax. Her body spasmed back and forth on the couch.
�Cum in my mouth,� she begged.
I stood up and towered over my tiny wife. My cock gracefully slid down her throat�� stopping at my balls. I was practically gagging her. I eased back slightly so she could use her tongue to stimulate the underside of my meaty shaft.
Eva began to suck faster and faster. I looked down at my wife and couldn�t believe how amazing she looked with a big, fat cock in her mouth.
The video had stopped on the last frame�� an image of both Eva and Freja, naked, laying in bed post orgasm holding each other. Eva�s brown skin and Freja�s white skin looked amazing side-by-side. The satisfied look on their faces was priceless.
�I�m going to cum,� I warned.
Eva said something unintelligible as her mouth was full of dick. She nodded and looked eager.
Just seeing her beautiful brown eyes starring up at me, pleading not only for my cum�� but more importantly�� for a summer long fuck buddy from Sweden, made me cum harder than I had in a long while.
My warm milky load shot stream after stream of man juice down Eva�s throat. Filing her mouth and oozing slightly from each side of her mouth.
I slowly pulled my cock out�� traces of my cum still on my shaft.
Eva slowly licked my rod clean.
�So�� she asked, �can we have her for the summer?�
�Fuck Rule Three,� I said, �of course we can have her for the summer.�

CHAPTER 2

It was July 4 and a month had passed with Freja. Surprisingly, it was very uneventful.
Well, not exactly uneventful as nearly every night provided us with another sexual adventure with the frisky young Swede, but uneventful in that Freja was the most laid back, chill and easygoing house guest one could hope for.
Before her arrival we sent a long email that Eva and I had composed together. It was pretty basic but detailed some of our thoughts and feelings about the living situation.
In short, we didn�t feel right about having Freja pay for room and board�� we just wanted to be friends and do the right thing. She agreed to stay rent free so long as she used the money she had saved for accommodations to go towards fun life experiences.
�Buy a cowboy hat when you�re in Texas,� I said, half joking, when she asked what she�d use with the surplus of money she now had with free room and board courtesy of the von Wrights.
Nearly every weekend, Freja would fly somewhere in America to visit, while Eva and I would go play our shows on Friday and Saturday nights.
The three of us were home most Sunday evenings through Friday mornings.
This situation provided us with a lot of very fun opportunities.
Before our arrival, we explained to Freja our house was small and we didn�t really have a guest room or spare bed. We also said�� very honestly�� that if she were here for the summer, we definitely didn�t want to waste such an opportunity for amazing sex with her in another room, in another bed.
�That what I hope you say,� she giggled excitedly when Eva suggested the young girl spend the summer nights in our California King Size bed.
Many people have asked me how it feels to have The Lifestyle I have with Eva.
In short: amazing!
Imagine waking up each morning with two women in your bed. Coming home from a run to find the women taking a shower together or getting back from running errands to find them naked in bed�� and inviting you to join in the fun.
Summer nights were spent with just the three of us lounging naked in the back porch, smoking a joint and drinking a refreshing glass of wine.
In fact, Freja fit so well into our life and was so easygoing and accommodating I rarely noticed or cared she was there. It was kind of nice having a break from the constant skirt chasing my wife was always doing, to know she had a warm pussy waiting for her at home every fucking night of the week.
Eva joked years ago that her dream was to have a cock and pussy waiting for her every night�� and we were finally making that dream a reality.
It�s strange how easy and simple The Lifestyle is, once you give yourself to hedonism and live solely by your heart�s desires. There would be much less anger and pain in this world if everyone just followed their heart.
We knew Freja was really excited about spending July fourth in America. Her youthful giddiness about the holiday was a never-ending source of humor for Eva and I.
�Can we buy fires workers?� she asked as the three of us laid naked in bed, still trying to wake up.
�Huh?� I said, �what?�
�Fourth of July is for fires workers, right?� asked Freja.
�Oh, fireworks!� my wife laughed playfully, adding, �you�re so adorable!�
She kissed Freja�s cheek.
�Fireworks!� Freja repeated.
�Sure, we�ll get some fireworks,� I said.
Eva got out of bed saying, �it�s my turn to make us all coffee.�
�Sounds good to me,� I said.
Despite it being July, there was a soft breeze coming through the screened in windows and the room was pleasant and airy.
I grabbed my tablet and started to read the biography I�d slowly been working on for the past several months. Billie Holiday. One of my favorite jazz singers. She led a fascinating life.
Eva reminded me a bit of Holiday, actually.
I looked over at the other side of the bed. Freja was laying with her phone held over her face as she used one finger to scroll madly through her different social media accounts. Facebook� Twitter� Instagram� Snapchat� Tumblr�
I smiled, thankful that I was just a few years past the age of needing social media. Sure, I understood the appeal�� but I just didn�t feel the addiction that people younger than me felt.
Sometimes it felt strange: I was totally naked, there was a space on the bed where my nude wife had been, and next to her was another nude body�� a young Swedish woman with model looks.
If a neighbor happened to walk past right now, and snuck a peek through my window, they�d for sure assume this was my mistress. I laughed slightly.
�What?� asked Freja.
�Huh?� I said, not realizing I had actually laughed out loud.
�Why you laugh? Is book funny?� she asked.
�Oh, no, I was just thinking and I accidentally laughed out loud,� I explained.
�L-O-L,� she said.
�L-O-L,� I repeated.
�Let�s take picture for Eva!� the young Swede suggested as she inched her body next to mine.
She snapped a selfie of us looking as dorky as possible. Then she said, �now sexy one.�
She pursed her lips, biting the bottom. She slightly spread her legs and held a breast with the hand not holding the phone.
I didn�t really have a �sexy look�, I�m just a dopey midwestern husband, but I did know Eva liked my dick. I decided to just inch up slightly to make sure my cock was in frame. Plus, I figured Eva would find Freja to be the real eye candy.
She snapped the pic and laughed.
I knew she must�ve texted it to my wife because I heard Eva�s phone ding in the other room.
Within a seconds Freja�s phone dinged. A reply!
Opening the image, Freja handed me her phone. Eva had sent a picture of her pussy�� open wide for the camera�� with a brown finger slyly tucked inside the warm wetness.
I immediately got harder.
It was so naughty for a thirty-something married couple to be sexting with their barely-legal sex partner!
Freja texted a reply:
Yummmmmy!
Eva texted a reply. Freja showed me:
I�m cumming 4 u 2. C u in a sec! B ready. Luv ;)
My dick somehow managed to get harder.
Lying side by side, Freja and I only waited for a few seconds before Eva entered the room.

CHAPTER 3

She immediately crawled on the bed. Diving at Freja�s welcoming pussy.
As my wife�s tongue entered the woman�s wetness, she grabbed my hard cock and began to stroke it up and down and up and down.
My heart was racing.
Eva looked up at the young Swede. �You taste soooooo good, this morning!�
Freja smiled and leaned her head on my shoulder. Petting my wife�s hair with her hand.
�Now you do him,� she said pointing at my cock.
�Gladly,� said Eva.
Leaving the warmth of Freja behind, my wife brought her head between my legs. She slowly started to suck my balls�� eventually placing one testicle in her mouth and sucking at it. Her finger stealthily working on Freja�s slit.
She lifted her finger to my mouth and placed it inside so I could taste the young Swede.
�Good, right?� asked Eva.
�Mmmmmm,� I said closing my eyes.
�Now I film,� said Freja, �like you film in winter.�
Grabbing her phone, she turned on the camera and began to film.
�Now you suck cock, all the way,� she ordered in broken English.
Eva did as she was told and took my entire shaft in her mouth.
�Faster please,� Freja commanded.
Eva�s head began to go up and down my meat pole and I struggled to hold my cum in.
�Let me see tongue on tip,� she said.
Eva gently ran her tongue all over the head of my penis. The soft sensation of my wife�s gentle actions caused pleasure waves to rush through every nerve in my body.
�Now to film dick in her pussy,� Freja added, �please do this.�
Very happy to obey, my wife laid on her back and spread her legs as I switched positions. Freja leaned in with the phone�� placing the camera just inches away from my wife�s wetness.
�Enter now,� the Swede ordered, �but slowly please do this.�
As slow as I could, I began to slide my cock into my eager, tight wife.
Inch after inch began to disappear.
�Mmmmmm, I like see this,� said Freja.
I decided she shouldn�t be the only one to make orders. �Climb on top of my wife�s face,� I said. �You can still film from that angle.�
I knew Eva would want the young woman�s pussy as she was getting my dick.
Freja carefully crawled over and straddled my wife�s head. Placing her knees next to Eva�s ears. She slowly sat down, placing her silky smooth pink pussy on my wife�s mouth.
I could see Eva�s tongue flickering back and forth, in and out and all around Freja�s very wet slit.
Freja moaned something in Swedish. I didn�t have a fucking clue what she was saying. That only made me hotter to slam my wife harder and harder.
The experience of having sex with a foreigner is beyond incredible. You quickly learn that love is the only language the world can universally understand.
Still filming, Freja said, �Now please cum now, Rad.�
�Inside or on her pussy?� I asked.
�First you do the cum some inside, but save and then you cum on her body too.�
What the fuck am I, a pornstar? I thought. Excuse me while I cum on command and in different locations. All while being filmed.
�Shit, ok. I�ll try.� I said.
�Good boy,� said Freja, �very good boy.� Her thick Swedish accent sounding especially silly to my American ears.
I pumped my wife�s pussy with my cock for several more minutes. Seeing Eva�s tongue lapping up Freja�s dripping wetness drove my wild. She was playfully biting her lips and clit.
�I�m going to cum,� I said.
�You do inside and outside please.�
�Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.� I moaned loudly.
I shot the first huge load deep inside my wife. Quickly pulling out, I let the remaining several squirts land all over my wife�s pussy and on her belly. My cock trembled and spasmed with ecstasy.
�Now eat.� Freja said.
�What?� I panted.
�The cum. Eat off her.�
I had never had anyone order me to do something like that. And, to be honest, Eva and I had never thought of it either, I guess.
That�s another perk of The Lifestyle�� each new lover brings new ideas, strange requests and unique demands.
Never one to not follow a woman�s orders, I inched down�� making my way towards my wife�s warmth.
�Do slowly this please,� Freja said, �I want see you to eat this cum but slow for my camera.�
�Ok,� I said shaking my head.
I slowly licked my warm cum off my wife, starting by cleaning her pussy with my tongue.
�No swallow please,� commanded Freja.
Her commands must have been getting Eva off because I could see from the corner of my eye her tongue working Freja�s clit faster and faster. I could also hear Freja�s breath was getting heavier and her commands were getting harder to understand. Her words were getting muffled by the pleasures my wife�s tongue was giving her.
�Get�� cum�� from�� belly�� Freja said between breaths.
I gathered my thick, milky substance from my wife, carefully licking her clean.
�Now you show me,� commanded Freja.
I stuck my tongue out to her and the camera.
�Swallow,� she said.
I did as I was told.
�Good boy.� Freja said, turning off the camera and lightly throwing her phone to one of the only open spots on the mattress.
�And now, I am going to cum,� Freja announced.
My wife let out a muffled �mmm-hmmm�, her face fully covered by the young Swede. Eva also used her free hand to give us a thumbs up which I found very adorable.
Freja moaned and spasmed as my wife�s tongue worked faster and faster.
Eventually the quirky Swedish teen let out a loud scream of pure pleasure. She collapsed her body down and was now laying on top of my wife�� her face resting on Eva�s pussy.
Freja lay panting for a moment, savoring the pleasure my wife had just given her.
Eva�s face looked peacefully exuberant.
She can eat pussy better than anyone! I thought.
Speaking of eating pussy, as she came out of her post-orgasm coma, I noticed Freja�s head began to bop up and down on my wife�s crotch.
Eva�s legs spread wider to accommodate our young friend whose tongue was now making lizard-like darts in and out of my wife�s wetness.
Eva moaned and tilted her head back.
As the women lay in the sixty nine position, I leaned back and watched for several moments.
Eva was totally spent from eating Freja�� so her mouth was free.
I was totally spent from fucking Eva�� but I was still horny as fuck and wanted nothing more than to kiss my beautiful wife.
I walked around the bed and met Eva�s face. We began to french kiss as Freja continued to eat my wife�s pussy.
�You taste good,� she said.
�Thanks�� I think that�s your pussy and my cum that you are tasting.� I said adding, �you taste good too.�
�Thanks�� I think that�s her pussy and your precum from earlier that you are tasting,� Eva replied. Adding, �to be honest, I�m starting to not be able to keep track of everything that�s been happening this morning.�
I kissed her lips tenderly and said, �that�s the fun of all this.�
We kissed passionately again and I whispered in Eva�s ear, �cum on her face for me.�
�Mmmmm, ok��
A moment later, Eva�s body began to spasm and I knew she was cumming as she used both of her hands to lock Freja�s head down on her spamming muffbox.
The Swedish teen continued to lick my wife�s pussy for about a minute as her orgasm subsided.
She rolled off my wife and lay exhausted in bed.
My wife repositioned herself to lay next to the young girl.
I joined them.
The three of us laid in bed trying to catch our breath. I realized each of us had our own very intense orgasm.
�That�s was nice,� said Eva, �really nice.�
�Mmmm. I filmed it,� said Freja as she dug around our naked bodies and the soaked sheets looking for her lost phone.
�You were getting kinda kinky!� Exclaimed Eva.
�What you mean kinky?� asked Freja. � I don�t know that word. Kinky, like your hair?� she asked Eva and she stroked my wife�s bi-racial curls.
�No, kinky means like a little deviant or perverted,� Eva said.
�What you mean perverted?� asked Freja.
�Having my husband lick and swallow his own cum is a little kinky,� said Eva.
�Oh, now I didn�t know. I just want to be like Porno Director!� Freja laughed.
We joined in giggling.
�I thought that what Porno Director would say!� Freja snorted.
�Well, I can�t believe Rad did it,� Eva said.
�Hey, I learned a long time ago�� when a woman makes a request in bed, you just do whatever you�re asked to do.� I explained.
Eva replied: �Smart man. Happy wife��
Freja and I replied in unison: ��happy life!�
The three of us chuckled again.
�I think coffee cold now,� said Freja.
�I�ll add ice and we�ll pretend it�s iced coffee,� Eva offered.
I stood up and said, �come on you two�� it�s way past noon�� we�ve been at it all morning. We need to go by Freja her fires workers!�
The women slowly began to get out of bed.
�Shower first?� asked Eva.
�If we go quick.� I said.
�Shower all three?� asked Freja.
Eva smiled and winked at me.
As the three of us made our way for the walk-in shower, I thought: God, it�s nice having our Swedish friend for the summer!
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CHAPTER 1

Confession: my wife Eva and I only joined the yoga studio because we wanted to fuck Meg. She was exactly my wife�s type: blonde hair and blue eyes, fair skin and a very slim body�� toned to perfection by her years of yoga, gymnastics and ballet. Meg was the owner and we had been going very regularly�� wearing her down with our mixture of kindness, my horrible dad jokes and Eva�s occasionally suggestive asides.
What we didn�t know was that Meg would soon be engaged to Cameron.
�He�s a total fucking prick,� my wife said angrily as she threw her yoga mat in the back seat of our car after class one afternoon.
We had just bumped into Cameron for the first time as we were leaving class. Meg introduced him as her boyfriend Cam.
Cam! I thought. The worst fucking guys in the world have annoying names like Cameron that they shorten to be Cam.
Of course then I realized my name is Radley and most people call me Rad. Joke�s on me, I guess.
Eva and I drove home plotting our next move.
�It sucks she has a boyfriend,� Eva said.
�That�s never stopped you before,� I replied as I thought back to the now hundreds of women we had secretly brought into our bed over the years�� many of which had boyfriends, partners or even spouses.
�Well, it just makes things more�� her voice trailed off.
�Difficult?� I asked.
�Complicated,� said Eva.
�I thought you liked a challenge,� I replied.
�I guess I do�� in some cases. I don�t know though. I got really bad vibes from Cam. He just seems like a total fucking prick.� Eva said.
�Ok, so let�s play,� I said.
After all these years my wife knew exactly what I meant without me having to say anything more than �let�s play�. You see, Eva and I are high school sweethearts, we married shortly after graduating and have been best friends ever since.
We tell each other everything. And I do mean everything !
For example, I was the one that had first heard about Spirit Yoga. I was leaving a coffeeshop and saw a postcard on the community bulletin board. It was a picture of Meg, the studio owner, doing a very intense looking yoga pose. More importantly, I knew my wife Eva would find Meg very, very fuckable.
I surprised Eva with an unlimited monthly membership and after going nearly every day, we had become full time members. It was located just a block from the local college campus and was within walking distance from our house.
Shockingly, I found myself actually enjoying yoga. My thirty-something back, which was used to hauling my string bass around to jazz clubs all over the country, certainly appreciated the effects of the gentle stretches from Meg�s vinyasa yoga sequences. Of course, my cock was grateful for Spirit Yoga too: my wife would get so horny being around all the college-aged women in their tight fitting sports bras and slinky, see-through yoga pants that we�d often fuck as soon as we got home from class. I also found that a daily yoga practice gave me more stamina and I was able to last even longer in bed.
We talk openly about the girls she likes at the studio. In fact, two weeks ago we were behind quite a lovely brunette girl that couldn�t be more than nineteen-years-old.
I knew Eva wanted to fuck Ashley the moment she bounced into class and placed her yoga mat and tight ass directly in front of my wife.
I winked at Eva several times throughout class. In fact, during savasana, I found myself thinking about what my wife�s face would look like buried in between Ashley�s legs.
I glanced at my wife and felt myself get hard. Despite our age, Eva looks incredibly youthful�� she easily passes for her early to mid twenties. I attribute this to her Jamaican and Dutch mixed-race heritage. She attributes it to her daily routine of yoga, pilates, squats and a jog. We�re also vegan and that helps quite a bit.
After class that day, Eva made casual conversation with Ashley�� the young woman in front of us. I watched as my wife went in for the kill: her cute smile and beautiful brown skin were no match for impressionable college-aged girls at a yoga studio. Eva plays up her �exotic� looks to snag white girls, often dressing in ambiguously foreign prints that could be Jamaican, Indian or even Asian. She always wears a heart-shaped, rainbow Pride necklace and we both stopped wearing our wedding rings ages ago.
�Take off your wedding ring, Rad,� my wife ordered one day. �I think they are the ultimate pussy blockers.�
I nearly spit my coffee out as I burst into laughter.
�Ummm, ok,� I replied as I slid my ring off and placed it in her hand.
�Let�s see if we can score us more pussy without these!� Eva said, slipping her ring off and placing both of them in our kitchen�s �junk drawer�.
I watched Eva make small talk with Ashley�� occasionally running her finger down the young girl�s arm or back. Cracking a wicked half-smile or playfully circling one of her own exotic jet black curls in her hand, Eva continued flirting, occasionally bitting the end of her own hair.
�Hey, Rad, this is Ashley,� Eva said, bringing me into the post-yoga class conversation.
�She�s going to come over and borrow my copy of Iyengar�s Light On Yoga,� added Eva.
�Oh, awesome,� I said, extending my hand to shake Ashley�s. My eyes locked on hers. I added, �that�s a great book�� you�ll love it!�
Making sure Ashley didn�t see, Eva rolled her eyes at me�� knowing full well I had never read the book and was only trying to impress yet another hot young girl we were trying to fuck.

CHAPTER 2

I trailed behind Eva and Ashley on the walk home from the studio. I pretended to be uninterested in them and stayed nearly a half a block back, looking more intrigued by my phone than the two gorgeous women in front of me.
When we got to our place, Eva began to show Ashley around our small house which was mostly filled with philosophy books, jazz biographies, old instruments and my photography equipment. Eva and I are professional jazz musicians, so our house is quite artsy and there�s always something for a stranger to find interest in.
As Eva was busy working on Ashley I knew the best thing I could do was make the ladies some tea. Busy in the kitchen, I could hear Eva telling Ashley about an adventure we had from our last Asian tour, then showing her a picture of our concert in India, pausing to ask the young girl if she�s ever been overseas.
In addition to realizing long ago that our rings were indeed pussy blockers, we also realized that what young girls really want is a well-traveled, worldly older couple. A duo that they can tell their girlfriends about, by saying something like �hashtag couple goals�. Eva and I did our best to be that couple. Of course, that�s pretty much who we are, we just try to emphasis it a bit.
�I made you guys some chai,� I said, giving each girl a cup.
�I�m going to go upstairs and take a shower,� I said as I kissed Eva on the cheek, adding, �It was nice meeting you, Ashley�� I�m sure I�ll see you at class again sometime.�
�Oh, you too Rad! I love your house!� said Ashley.
As I walked upstairs I could hear Eva searching for the book she used as bait to bring the teen to our house.
Once upstairs, I put an old Chet Baker record on the turntable we keep in our bedroom knowing Eva would appreciate a bit of atmosphere coming from upstairs.
In the shower I found myself thinking about Eva and where she was at with Ashley�� hoping to god she was getting close to where we wanted her. They made a cute pair. Eva�s beautiful brown skin on top of Ashley�s white body would make for a lovely sight. I thought about the teen�s toned ass that was just inches from my wife�s face for most of the yoga class that day. I knew exactly what my wife would like to do to her in that position. I was getting hard and without realizing it, had been using the bar of soap to slowly masturbate in the shower.
Save yourself for later, cowboy! I said to myself realizing that tonight I�d either be fucking my wife or fucking my wife and a teen she brought home from yoga class. Either way, I was a winner.
Sadly I stopped jerking off and finished the shower trying to not think about the girls a floor below me. I didn�t want to stand around our upstairs with a boner for the next hour after all!
Putting on some sleeper pants, I laid in bed scrolling through my phone and listening to the soft conversation downstairs.
�That�s so cool that you guys get to travel all over and make music together!� I heard Ashley say.
I smiled thinking about all the girls that have said that to Eva before.
We have this down to a fucking system! I smirked.
�The travel is great and all, but Rad is like my best friend so us spending time together is really the most fun!� I heard Eva reply to Ashley.
�That�s so awesome,� Ashley whispered awestruck.
Eva continued. �Rad�s so supportive too��
Here we go, she�s making her move! I shook my head as I continued to listen to my wife work on the teen.
�When I first came out I thought he�d totally freak, but he�s been so awesome about it,� said Eva.
�Oh, are you gay?� asked Ashley.
�No, no, no, I�m bi. I could never live my life without dick!� Eva laughed.
I thought I heard Ashley laugh, but wasn�t sure.
Silence for a few moments.
Ashley�s voice cut finally through the silence. �How does it work then? I mean if you�re bi, but you guys are married��
Bingo! We�ve officially gotten her! I laid back grateful as fuck for the night I was about to have.
�Oh, it�s not even a thing, Rad and I tell each other everything,� Eva explained to the young woman, adding, �we�re just totally open with each other. If I meet a girl at a bar or on the road or at the gym or something��
I could hear by the tone in her voice that Eva slightly accented the word �gym� to covertly implant the idea of meeting at a �workout space��� such as a yoga studio�� which was commonplace for us.
She continued: ��if I meet someone I like, I go for it, no secrets.�
�And I mean, he�s doesn�t, like, mind?� asked a dumbfounded Ashley.
�No, of course not, we�re soul mates! But Rad only has half of what I�m looking for�� sometimes we have to bring in someone to help fulfill all�� my�� needs.�
I knew that �all�� my�� needs� had been accented by Eva most likely by a gentle rub on Ashley�s knee or upper thigh.
More silence.
Are they kissing yet? Fuck, I wanna know! My dick started to get hard again. Down, boy!
�Here, let me show you something super cool�� said Eva.
I heard her going for our scrapbook, a bulky black coffee table sized book of erotic photos we�ve taken over the years.
�What�s that?� asked Ashley.
�This is a book of pictures Rad�s taken. He loves photography��
I heard Eva move to undoubtedly sit even closer to the teen.
�See, this is me and my first girlfriend�� Eva�s voice trailed off as I heard the pages turn.
�Whoa, that�s hot,� I heard Ashley say.
�Oop! No pix!� Eva said.
Ashley must have tried to take a picture of one of the pictures. That�s hilarious! I thought.
�I�m sorry,� the young girl said sheepishly, �I just wanted to show my friend Maddie.�
�I know, that�s fine. It�s just, we only show these pictures to people in private�� just because this is sort of like our own secret world, you know what I mean?� asked Eva.
�Yeah, I understand, I�m sorry,� said Ashley as I heard her putting away her phone.
�Ash, it�s fine, I just want to always be respectful of the lovers we�ve had that have wanted to pose for Rad and I.�
More pages being turned in silence.
�Whoa, you look hot.� Ashley said.
The women erupted in laughter.
�Thanks, that picture, Jesus! I dunno,� laughed Eva.
�It�s fucking hot, what do you mean?� Ashley encouraged.
�I just didn�t realize that Rad was going to, um, shove it in.� Eva snorted, �that�s why I�m making that goofy ass face!�
�Oh my godddddd,� Ashley howled in laughter! �I didn�t even notice him behind you!�
The girls were laughing hysterically. I knew the picture they had stopped on. Eva and I were alone in the desert. She was completely nude and slightly bent at the waist. Her perky breasts looked amazing in the twilight hour sky�� giving her rosy brown nipples an unreal glow. She was making a seductive face and was excited to show off a new tattoo she had gotten on her upper thigh. I had set the camera on autopilot and had snuck up behind her on the last few shots, pulled out my dick and shoved it deep into her pussy. She was so surprised by my action that one shot in particular looked really hot�� a look on her face of sudden pleasure, fear and eroticism�� all rolled in to one expression. We ended up having a quickie as the camera snapped a photo every three seconds.
�You mean you were just standing there looking all sexy and he like snuck up behind you and shoved it in?� Ashley howled in laughter.
�Yes! Totally! It was actually kinda hot�� cause I didn�t really know whose dick it was!� my wife snorted.
�Damn! You two are fucking awesome!� Ashley said through the fit of laughter.
�You look so hot when you laugh,� Eva said.
Here we goooooo! I thought. Praise the Lord!
Ashley replied, �I think I look like a little goblin or a nerdy��
Her voice was cut off as I heard my wife began to kiss her passionately.
I heard the women kiss for several moments as the sound gave way to moans of pleasure.
�Take that off,� I heard Eva say.
More groans and moans. I went to the closet and dug through my old cameras to find a nice lens and camera body. I began to assemble my tools.
�Mmmm, that feels, like, so fucking good,� Ashley moaned.
�You taste amazing!� my wife said.
Damn! She�s already eating her pussy! Thatagirl!
�I want him to take our picture too,� Ashley moaned.
�Ok, but I need to taste you some more,� said Eva between licks.
�Mmmmmm, ohhhhh goddddd� was all that Ashley could reply.
Dressed only in sleeper pants, I put on a t-shirt and socks to head downstairs to the girls. I was ready for anything, but kept my camera out of Ashley�s view as I came down the stairs.
I was met by the most amazing sight! Eva and Ashley were both completely naked, in the sixty nine position. Their bodies fully entwined, I had the perfect view of my wife devouring the teen�s sopping wet pussy. My wife�s tongue, lips and chin were covered in the girl�s juices.
In our perfectly choreographed seduction, Eva knew I was ready to join in the fun.
�Rad, come over here. Get your camera.� Eva moaned between licks.
Ashely looked over surprised to see me. She inched her head from between my wife�s legs and looked like a deer in headlights.
I had seen this expression so many times before. It was the �is it ok I�m fucking your wife?� look.
To make her feel at ease, I brought the camera to my face and snapped a quick picture. I knew it would look like shit because I hadn�t framed the shot, but I wanted Ashley to know I was cool with the fun they were having. I moved over to my wife�s head and leaned down. I was just an inch from the teen�s pink pussy, as I placed my lips on my wife�s. Eva and I began to passionately kiss. I savored the taste of Ashley on my wife�s tongue. It was a familiar taste, yet a new salty sweet fragrance unique to this girl.
As my wife and I kissed, I thought about how each girl tastes just slightly different. Ashley�s juice tasted especially nice on my wife�s warm, welcoming mouth.
Now sitting on the ground as the women continued to sixty nine on our couch, I again reached for my camera and began to frame Ashley�s pussy on the tip of Eva�s tongue. I let out a rapid fire burst of shots.
After several minutes of this, I inched my way on the floor to the other end of the couch to replicate the shot�� this time of Ashley�s tongue on my wife�s beautiful snatch.
�Her cunt tastes amazing, huh?� I asked Ashely like we were old friends.
�Mmmmmm,� was the only reply I got.
I focused my camera and again began to take a series of rapid fire shots.
Ashely loved the attention. In between shots, I would position her brunette hair the way I wanted it�� to make sure my wife�s pussy and the teen�s tongue were clearly, and artfully, visible.
Finally, I couldn�t take it any longer. I set the camera down and took off my shirt. Ashley watched as I stripped out of my sleeper pants. My cock was rock hard as I inched it towards her face.
�I need to feel my wife,� I said reassuringly.
I positioned myself so I could easily slide inside Eva. She was soaking wet. My dick began to dance in and out.
Ashley watched my cock enter Eva�s pussy for a few seconds as I added, �I also need to feel your tongue on my wife.�
I pushed Ashley�s head down so she continue to eat my very, very happy wife. I could feel Ashley�s magical tongue on my wife�s pussy as I thrust deeper and deeper inside.
We kept this up for several minutes, but seeing the teen�s eager face devouring my wife�s cunt was just too much for me. I knew I was close to cumming.
As I pulled out, I held my cock to prevent bursts of cum to explode all over Ashley�s beautiful young face.
�Come over here,� Eva moaned.
I crawled back to the other side of the couch and found my wife�s welcoming mouth as she lapped the teen�s twat. I brought my cock to Eva and slid inch after long inch into her mouth and down her throat. Eva�s chin and my balls were now resting on Ashley�s warm and very, very wet pussy. I could feel my wife�s tongue dance around under my shaft and I struggled not to shoot my load down her throat. She knew exactly how to suck my cock to make me quiver in pleasure.
I knew Eva could sense I was close to cumming because she finally freed my cock from her mouth. She returned to Ashley�s pussy and licked the teen for a moment or two. Coming back to my dick, she licked me up and down, using her tongue to force my cock down on top of the teen�s cunt. Eva�s tongue skillfully pleased my dick and Ashley�s pussy as it danced back and forth between us. Finally I could take it no longer�� my dick had been resting on top of Ashley�s warmth, my wife�s tongue darting between us and her face in pure ecstasy was just too much to handle.
�I�m going to cum,� I moaned.
�Mmmm, come all over her fucking pussy.� Eva ordered.
Just hearing that command was the end of me. I shot my load all over the teen�s inviting cunt. My wife began to devour her, lapping up both her pussy juices and my cum like a starving dog that just found a prime steak. Finally Eva clapped down on Ashley�s twat and began to circle her clit.
Ashley began to scream in pure pleasure.
Still rock hard, I returned to my wife�s pussy and shoved my cock back inside, deep, deep, deep! Ashley was screaming moans of joy.
�Fuck! Oh, fuck!� She shouted as she came on my wife�s face.
Her body collapsed into the couch, as she tried to recuperate from the orgasm of a lifetime Eva had just given her. I knew we needed to get Eva off, so I began to thrust harder and harder and harder. My balls rhythmically slapping at her soaked pussy. Finally, Ashley began to help�� using both her tongue and her index finger to play with my wife�s clit as I fucked her pussy like a madman. It wasn�t long before Eva began to tremble and quake�� I felt the surge of orgasmic energy start in her core and shake through her entire body. Her pussy locked on to my dick as she trembled in her deep orgasm.
�Come on me,� Ashley moaned.
I continued to pump my wife�s pussy faster and faster and faster. Finally I pulled out and shot another warm, thick, milky load all over Ashley�s tongue. One last spasm shot across her face and up to her forehead. She looked amazing covered in my cum.
I grabbed my camera and said, �a few more, don�t clean off.�
Ashley kept her face near my wife, very close to Eva�s pussy. The teen�s tongue and face was covered in my cum. I snapped multiple close-up head shots capturing the magic moment for all time.
�Ok,� I said, putting the camera down. Ashley swallowed my sperm as I grabbed my t-shirt to help clean my cum from her forehead and hairline. I carefully and tenderly dabbed myself off the teen and laid back down on the ground. Eva continued to lay on top of Ashley who had the most pleasant look of contentment on her face.
�I�m glad you came to yoga class today,� Eva finally said after several long moments of silence.
�Me too,� moaned Ashley.

CHAPTER 3

It was hard to believe just two weeks ago we met Ashley at Spirit Yoga. We had hooked up with her several times since that first encounter, always just spur-of-the-moment sex romps if we all happened to go to the same class.
I knew that Spirit Yoga�s hot owner Meg was intuitive enough to sense there was something going on between us and the teen. Eva and I decidedly long ago to not ever really say anything specific�� realizing it was better to let curiosity run wild and let potential partners picture whatever the fantasy allowed them to think.
And Meg indeed, was a potential partner. Her long, blonde hair framed her doll-like face which sat on top of her slender, �Instagram-worthy� body. Meg chose to wear extremely tight fitting yoga pants and barely-there sports bras. I knew my wife wanted her more than just about anyone we knew.
Several more weeks passed when we climbed the stairs to the yoga studio to find Meg sporting a very large diamond engagement ring.
�Cameron proposed!� Meg said, �last night over dinner�� it was so romantic.�
I could tell Eva was frustrated, sensing the challenges of bedding Meg mounting.
I, for one, was more concerned with what a pompous pile of shit Cameron truly had turned out to be. Eva was right�� as per usual�� he indeed was a fucking prick. It was little things I had began to notice the more time Cam spent at the studio. Rarely smiling at his fianc�, never holding the door, glued to his phone.
There were darker signs too�� I was beginning to think he may even be a narcissist.
At the very least, I didn�t like Cam�� and at the very most, I wouldn�t feel at all bad if my wife and I ended up fucking the living shit out of his fianc�.
One bored day I randomly began to Google him. Searches for �Cameron Waterman� revealed he was in finance and came from a family that was beyond loaded. His dad was a very successful stock broker with his own hedge fund. In short, Cam was a true trust fund baby. That�s probably why I hated him so much�� just entitled as all fuck.
Several more months passed and we continued to get closer and closer to Meg. Just never close enough, sadly!
Then, just a week before the wedding my cell phone rang. It was Cameron.
Fuck me, I don�t want to talk to this prick! I thought. But curiosity got the better of me and I took his call.
�Rad, it�s Cam�� how are you bro?�
Bro? What a fucking prick!
�I�m well, how are you Cam?� I said, truly not giving a flying fuck how he was.
Ignoring my question totally he said, �listen, bro, I�m in a pinch�� my great aunt is coming in from London for the weeding next Saturday, and she needs a place to stay. She�s a real jazz nut and she�s excited to meet you and Eva. That got me to thinking, maybe she could crash at your pad for a few days?�
Crash at your pad? Who the fuck does he think he is, James Dean? I thought angrily.
�Listen, it�d mean the world to me. Maybe we could hang out some time�� just us boys, go to strip club or something. My treat.� He offered.
Yuck. He was so sleazy.
�Ah, sure, if it�d help you and Meg out, I suppose that would be fine.� I said, wearily.
�Great, bro!�
And with that the phone went dead.
Eva was pissed. I hadn�t asked her and didn�t even know why I said �yes� to Cam�s great aunt staying with us.
�They didn�t even invite us to their wedding�� it�s so fucking rude that they asked us to house his stupid ass aunt!� Eva said, angrily.
�I know, I�m sorry. I should have asked you,� I replied.
�He�s just trying to impress his aunt�� if she loves jazz�� he�s trying to prove to her he�s cool for knowing us,� Eva wearily added, �he�s just using us.�
The walk to Spirit Yoga was mostly done in silence.
It�s rare for Eva and I to have a fight. Very rare. I fucked up this time. I didn�t know how to make the situation better, but as I thought about it I decided to somehow figure out how to politely decline this unexpected houseguest.
When we finally arrived and climbed the stairs to the yoga studio, Meg was waiting at the check-in desk. Usually fairly formal, she was significantly more friendly this evening.
�Rad, Eva,� she said in a whispered tone so as to not distract the yogis who were sprawled across the studio floor, �Cam told me what you said on the phone�� that was so nice of you to offer Auntie a place to stay.�
Offer, huh? I thought.
�Ah, well, about that�� I began to say as Eva interrupted me.
�Honestly, it�s not a big deal�� we�re glad to help,� said Eva.
I kicked my wife�s shoe with my foot. She kicked me back. Sometimes we act like forth graders.
�Well, it�s just been so stressful,� continued Meg, �you know how it can be.�
�I do,� said Eva, �and I can�t imagine all that you�re going through right now.�
�Actually right after class I�m supposed to go to the Grand Hotel and meet Cam to look at the room�s we�ve booked,� Meg explained, �he wants everything to be just right for his family.�
I�m sure he does want everything to be just right for his rich ass family. I thought. Wouldn�t want to upset the trust fund and the allowance!
Although more warm to us than usual, Meg looked stressed.
�Is there anything else we can do?� I asked.
�Gosh, if you wouldn�t mind just cleaning up a bit and closing the studio down�� I�d love to head out as soon as class is done. Never know how traffic will be getting into downtown Chicago.� Meg said.
�Sure thing,� I replied as she handed me the front door key. I added, �listen�� when you�re done�� just head out, Eva and I will make sure everyone leaves, we�ll tidy up, turn off the lights and make sure the studio gets locked. You can swing by our place when you�re done tonight to pick up the key.�
�It will probably be after eleven, is that too late?� Asked Meg.
�Not at all, we�re total night owls,� replied Eva.
During final savasana, Meg did a body adjustment on both Eva and I. She occasionally did adjustments on Eva, but had never done one of me before. I figured it was because I was a guy. She gently adjusted my legs and arms. Her light touch felt nice as she then rubbed essential oil on my temples. Without thinking, my eyes darted open when her fingers met my head. She giggled and winked, mouthing the words �thank�� you�. I winked back and closed my eyes.
True to her word, Meg darted out the back of the studio just after saying her last �namaste�.
Eva and I poked around the studio a bit. I joked we could finally bang in there and no one would know.
�Too bad Ashley didn�t come to class tonight!� Joked Eva.
I went over and started to kiss the back of my wife�s neck as she swept the studio floor.
�I�m sorry for our fight earlier. Forgive me?� I asked.
�Yes, I can�t stay mad at you. Just promise me the next time you say �yes� to a house guest it�s not spoiled Cam�s stupid-ass Great Auntie and instead it�s some hot twenty year old chick we can fuck.� Eva replied.
�Deal,� I said, as we kissed.
We closed the studio around 8:00 and headed back home.
It was a typical evening for us. We made a light �raw� stir fry dinner�� meaning uncooked, unprocessed veggies�� totally vegan and ultra healthy. After dinner, Eva played piano for a little while as I jammed a bit on the bass. We try to play music everyday.
We decided we had enough time before Meg would return for the key to have some fun downstairs in our playroom. As we headed downstairs, we joked that Great Auntie would never be allowed anywhere near our basement!
�Just to be safe, let�s make sure to keep the door leading to the basement locked at all times,� I said.
A few years ago at the height of the popularity of 50 Shades of Grey, Eva and I decided to convert our basement into a playroom. We occasionally enjoyed BDSM and toys, but more than anything it was just another way to get potential partners to loosen up. A lot of young women were interested in this �kinkier� side of life, and Eva would mention our playroom. It was a nice way to lure them into our secret world and get them in the right mindset for a nice fuck.
Just having a strippers pole in one corner of the room has led to several women quickly loosing all their clothes� and all their inhibitions!
Eva was wearing nice and skimpy booty shorts and a white tank top�� her beautiful breasts and nipples looked amazing under the flimsy fabric. I was in boxers. We settled onto the couch downstairs and began to kiss. I leaned down and, pulling her shorts to the side, slowly began to tease her pussy. Just as she was starting to get wet, there was a loud knock on our front door upstairs.
We ignored it. Again, rapid fire knocks. We had left our phones upstairs, but could hear someone was calling her cell.
�Ignore it,� I said as my mouth rested on my wife�s twat, �it�s almost nine o clock�� Meg won�t be here for at least two more hours!�
More frantic knocking.
�Jesus! Ok, ok!� I said.
Eva and I went upstairs and looked through the peephole.
It was Meg. And she was a wreck!
Without thinking, I opened the door realizing I was very hard under my boxers and Eva was in basically a see-through top with disheveled and slightly wet booty shorts.
�Meg! What�s wrong?� I said.
�Come in!� added Eva.
�I just started driving to the Grand, and he kept texting every two minutes,� she sobbed.
Meg continued, �just text after text about how I�m always late everywhere, how I�m so stupid I�ll probably get lost on the way to the wedding, just on and on and on. I guess I just totally freaked out.�
�I�m sorry,� Eva said genuinely.
�You guys don�t know the things he�s said. Sometimes I get the impression he thinks he�s royalty�� and I�m just another one of his maids he had growing up,� Meg said tearfully.
�Do you know he�s never touched a washing machine before and doesn�t even know how to work it? I have to do everything for him�� even his laundry!� Weeped Meg.
�Sit down, let me make you some tea,� I said.
Shit, I�ve been making lots of tea lately! I thought to myself as I headed to the kitchen.
Meg�s makeup was running down her face and she looked like a devastated raccoon. I knew Eva would be getting her a towel.
Eva was seated next to Meg on our couch, holding the tiny woman and rocking her back and forth. Meg was sobbing and Eva was gently running her fingers through the upset woman�s blonde mane.
�Does every bride feel this way?� Meg asked in between sobs.
�That depends,� said Eva, �I�m sure bride�s all handle stress differently.�
�Well, what about you?� asked Meg, �were you stressed?�
�No, but Rad is my best friend and our wedding was pretty unconventional,� Eva replied.
�What do you mean?� Meg asked.
I entered handing her a cup of warm chamomile tea. She sat up and Eva began to help dry the tears from her face.
I continued, �Eva and I asked two friends to be our witnesses, we had a minister and we got married in the woods in our favorite state park. It was actually where we had our first date�� a picnic�� so it�s a special place for us.�
When I said that, Meg burst into a ball of tears.
Eva and I silently decided in unison to just let Meg cry for a few minutes.
Finally she whimpered, �Sometimes I just hate him, but sometimes he�s sweet. He�s not an all-the-time-guy like you, though.�
Meg frowned as I said, �you need to be with whoever sets your soul free. Eva does that for me.�
�Maybe you two just need more time before you settle down,� added Eva.
�Maybe,� Meg said unassuredly.
We all fell into more silence. We had the local college jazz radio station playing in the other room. I stood up and lit some incense to try to comfort Meg a bit.
She leaned her head down into Eva�s lap and closed her eyes. Eva continued to gently pet Meg�s hair.
More time passed.
I was sitting in the chair across from the sofa. Eva and I exchanged �what do we do now� glances.
More time.
Jesus. This isn�t how I pictured our first night with Meg! I thought as I stood up to go to the other room.
I returned with a blunt, lit it and took a long, long hit as I slouched back in the chair.
Meg had calmed down and was just laying like a tiny ball of soft white in my wife�s lap. I lit the blunt and took another long drag.
Finally I stood up and stood over Eva. I placed the blunt in her lips, lit it for her as both of her hands we�re occupied with Meg�s hair and she took a long hit.
I went back to my chair and took another hit.
�That smells good,� Meg said groggily, �I think I may have fallen asleep.�
�Did you?� Eva genuinely asked, �we thought you were just silently crying or something.�
�No, I felt so safe in your arms, I guess I just feel asleep.� replied Meg.
�Oh, well, that�s good, I guess,� said Eva confused.
How the hell can this woman be an absolute wreck one minute and the next be so calm she falls asleep in my wife�s arms? I thought to myself. She�s a little crazy!
�Do you have any more?� Meg asked me.
�Sure, I�ll roll another.� I said as I headed for my stash in the other room.
When I returned she had sat back up but was still leaning into my wife�� for physical and emotional support.
I came over and sat on the coffee table in front of the couch. I lit the joint and took a hit, then handed it to Meg. I lit it for her as she took a deep, deep drag.
She exhaled a cloud of smoke in my face and began coughing hysterically.
�I�m, I�m, I�m�� she coughed.
�It�s ok,� laughed Eva lovingly as she continued to pet Meg�s goldilocks.
�I�m not used to weed, it�s been at least two years now,� coughed Meg.
�It�s ok, you took a really big drag,� I laughed.
She leaned back down into my wife�s lap and closed her eyes. Eva shrugged.
Without asking, I leaned down and placed the joint in Meg�s lips. She parted them just enough to let it sit without falling.
�Ok, I�ll light and tell you when to�� I said as I lit the joint, ��inhale!�
Meg inhaled as Eva replied softly, �now� exhale.�
�Mmmmm, that one was good,� Meg said peacefully.
�It�s just like leading the breath work in a yoga class,� joked my wife, �Inhale� now exhale��
�Do that again,� asked Meg.
We repeated the process several times, with each puff her face relaxed and she got more and more peaceful looking.
Eva and I looked at each other. Sometimes we can communicate just by sending thoughts to one another. Short bursts of energy between our minds. We can�t have full conversations� yet. But someday I bet we�ll be able to!
I sent Eva the following mind message:
Fuck it, let�s just get her stoned!
She replied back with a mind message of her own:
Then let�s fuck her!
We smiled at each other as Eva continued to lead Meg with �inhale and exhales� until the joint was almost done.
We�re not going to take advantage of the bride, I thought. We�re going to have fun and show her just how loving a couple can be!
I went into the other room and switched the jazz station to an old school reggae album I found the last time we were in Jamaica.
White girl bait! I thought as the offbeat bass begin to pulsate through the house.
�White girl bait� was what Eva called reggae, explaining to me that when she plays reggae for white girls and smokes them up real fine, nine times out of ten she�ll score.
Eva smirked a �thank you� smile to me as I came back in.
It was clear by her body language that Meg was very, very stoned. She lay with her head in Eva�s lap as Eva continued to run her fingers through her hair�� essentially massaging the woman�s scalp.
I went and silenced our phones, figuring Cam may try to call wondering where his now very late fianc� was. I scanned the room for Meg�s phone and saw it on the hallway table by the front door. It was already silenced. There were dozens of unread text notifications that I guessed were from Cam in the last several hours.
I decided the only way to kick start the fun was to take control of the situation. I lit another incense and dimmed the lights. I came over and sat next to my wife on the opposite side of the couch from where Meg�s body lay.
Taking Eva�s head in my hands we began to passionately french kiss. I slowly worked my way down to Eva�s neck and began to kiss her neck and inched my way to her ear lobes. She goes crazy when I bite her ear lobes so I began to nibble like a hungry mouse after-hours at a fancy cheese store.
Eva tilted her head back and gave fully in to my neck and ear bites. As I worked on my wife, I occasionally glanced down to see Meg�s now wide-eyed reaction to the action that was happening just a foot or two above her head. I lifted my wife�s top up over her head, freeing both breasts. I knew that Meg would love to see my wife�s perfect tits and even more perfect rosy brown nipples. I gently licked each nipple and began to suck on her breast.
I gazed down on Meg and locked my eyes on her. I continued to suck my wife�s breast as I starred at Meg.
I took my free hand and reached down for Meg�s head. Without asking or saying a word, I guided her head to my wife�s right breast and pried Meg�s mouth open with my fingers.
I slipped three of my fingers into Meg�s mouth and felt her tongue instinctively lick as her mouth began to suck my fingers. I slowly pulled my fingers from her mouth, and replaced them with my wife�s very erect nipple. Meg started to suck Eva�s right nipple as I worked her left. Our eyes stayed locked on each other, as my wife tilted her head back in total pleasure.
I knew more than anything my wife loved nipple play and I also knew how much anticipation she had for Meg. Again, without saying a word, I left my wife�s side and came over to Meg. I reached around her waist and began to lift her shirt up and over her head. Her arms naturally followed and she sat more upright�� leaving Eva�s breast and finding her mouth. The two women began to french kiss passionately.
I leaned back down and began to pull Meg�s sports bra up over head, freeing her breasts so my wife could finally enjoy what she had desired for so long.
I sat next to the women, and pressed their chests together so they were breast-on-breast. They continued to kiss passionately. I could tell Eva was already reaching for Meg�s perky small breasts as I saw her start to tweak her light pink nipples.
I leaned down and began to kiss the back of Meg�s neck the way I kissed Eva�s, the weight of my body pressing the women even closer together. Meg�s back was to me as she climbed on top of my wife and straddled her, bringing her breasts level to Eva�s mouth. I watched as my wife began to lick and eventually suck each perky pink nip.
My cock had long since escaped from the front of my boxers and I sat slowly jerking as I watched the women. Eva�s face was perfect�� I could tell she was in heaven, finally having Meg�s breasts in her face.
Leaving from behind Meg, I returned to my wife�s side as I slipped my shorts totally off. My cock has never been harder. I think the anticipation of Eva�s desire for Meg is what was driving me so wild.
I grabbed Eva�s hand and placed it on my dick. She began to pump it as she sucked Meg�s nipples�� switching between each.
�Rad,� she moaned, �you have to kiss one of them�� they are so fucking perfect.�
I laughed and leaned up to place a tender kiss on one of Meg�s free nipples. Eva looked at me as her mouth sucked, �see what I mean?�
I smiled and brought my mouth across Meg�s chest to join Eva. My tongue yearned for my wife and we started to kiss passionately, as Meg�s nipple thankfully stayed between us.
I realized all the incense and weed was making me parched and I left for a moment to get some water. As I walked to the kitchen I could see Eva took a mouthful of Meg�s tit.
I returned a moment later and stood next to Eva, my cock hitting her cheek as she sucked on Meg�s breast.
Meg reached for my dick and brought it directly on to her nipple so Eva could enjoy both the tip of my dick and Meg�s breast at the same time. As my wife darted between us, Meg held my balls in her hand�� gently squeezing them with just enough pressure. I stood next to them and tilted my head back to the sky thanking god for such a beautiful life.
Finally, Eva left Meg�s breast and took my entire cock in her mouth.
�Holy shit, Eva!� A stoned Meg said in wonder as my dick clearly went deep down my wife�s throat. Eva�s hand joined Meg�s as both women gently played with my balls.
Eva slowly pulled my cock from her mouth and said, �his precum tastes so fucking good. Here, let me show you.�
She skillfully grabbed my dick, artfully twisting the tip just a bit so a tiny bit of precum was exposed.
�Try it,� Eva ordered Meg.
Meg licked the precum from my tip and then licked her lips.
�Mmm, that is good,� she said to my wife.
�Told you,� said Eva as she pulled my cock back into her mouth, sliding me all the way down so I was now balls deep inside her. I could feel the back of my wife�s throat on the tip of my dick. It felt beyond amazing.
As Meg continued to straddle Eva, and I stood beside them getting the best deep throat blowjob of my life, I felt a tongue lick my balls. I looked down and saw that Meg had leaned in to assist Eva who was now sucking me�� back and forth, back and forth.
�Give me some more precum,� asked Meg.
Eva pulled me out from her mouth and took my cock in her hands. Again, she did the slight twisting motion and some precum oozed out from my opening.
�May I?� asked Meg.
�Of course,� said Eva with one hand staying on my shaft and the other leaving for the back of Meg�s head.
Meg timidly tasted my precum again and without warning, Eva pulled her head down on my cock, forcing my dick down Meg�s throat chocking her.
Eva�s hand rested on the back of Meg�s head and her other hand played with my balls. Finally she released her grip on Meg�s head and I pulled my cock from the woman�s mouth.
I knew I could easily pick up Meg, so without saying a word, I reached down and lifted her over my shoulder. We walked downstairs as Eva followed.
I threw Meg down on the bed in our playroom and said, �Eva, get her ready.�
Eva knew just what to do. With one fell swoop, she pulled Meg�s tight yoga pants and panties off her lithe body. Now fully nude, my wife could truly admire our yoga teacher for the first time. She stood back in awe�� the way one might when seeing a real Picasso or a van Gogh in a museum for the first time.
The two women wanted each other so bad, Meg didn�t even notice that I had begun to handcuff her arms and legs to each post of the bed.
Finally fully secured and ours to enjoy, I sat back in wonder.
God damn we were good at this! I thought. We can literally fuck anyone we want.
Eva was waiting for my commandment.
Another mind message came in:
Can I have her yet, Sir?
I replied with a mind message of my own:
Not yet.
Eva looked beyond impatient.
I decided not to fuck with my wife anymore as I said, �ok�� now!�
And with that I stepped back to watch my wife leap onto the bed, lunging at Meg�s sopping wet and achingly smooth pussy.
I had never seen Eva devour another woman with such raw passion before. She sounded like a lion at feeding time as she ravaged the bound, blonde hottie.
I sat back in wonder as Eva�s tongue produced moans, howls and finally screams of pleasure from Meg that I didn�t know were humanly possible.
Eventually, Eva left Meg�s pussy�� leaving the young bride-to-be just moments away from an earth shattering climax. Just to toy with her prey.
Eva slowly crawled up Meg�s body and spun around so as to face me who was busy taking in the show from the couch positioned just beyond the foot of the bed. Eva lowered herself down onto Meg�s face, opening her legs wide so Meg had access to my wife�s warm, wet cunt.
I watched as Meg�s tongue darted in and out of my wife.
�Make me cum,� ordered Eva.
Meg�s tongue worked faster and faster. Finally my wife collapsed down, so she was no longer sitting on the bride�s face, but she was now in the sixty nine position. Meg leaned her head up and in to my wife�s pussy�� frantically lapping at her juices.
Eva returned to Meg�s cunt and within moments had Cam�s fianc� back to making the most unholy wails of pleasure.
If that shithead could only see what were doing to his fianc� right now! I smiled at the thought.
Almost as if choreographed, my wife and Meg climaxed within less than a minute or so of each other.
Meg lay trembling with spasms of pleasure as Eva rolled off of her.
I sprang into action, pulling my wife up, spinning her around, and slamming her face back down into Meg�s still orgasming cunt.
�Make her cum again!� I ordered forcefully.
Meg looked a little shocked by my forcefulness.
As Eva began to suck Meg�s clit, from behind I slammed my cock deep inside my wife�s pussy. In all my life I had never experienced her pussy more wet or warm. She clearly was beyond attracted to the bride-to-be.
With each thrust, my wife�s mouth would thrust more forcefully onto Meg�s pussy. Finally the three of us were in rhythm with one another as I frantically pumped my wife�s cunt.
The noises Meg was making, and seeing my wife�s gorgeous head buried deep between the woman�s bound legs was just too much for me. As Meg climaxed for a second time, I came hard inside my wife�� shooting my cum deep inside her.
Finally, I pulled out and on cue, Eva spun around to clean me off. She sucked all the pussy juice and cum from my balls, shaft and tip.
We slowly began to uncuff a very relaxed and very, very fucked Meg.
The three of us lay in bed starring up at the ceiling. We must have fallen asleep and Meg must have woken up before us because when I rolled over she was gone. I searched the house before waking Eva.
�Hey, hey, wake up,� I said shaking my wife from her slumber.
�What�s up?� Eva said groggily.
�Meg�s gone.� I said.
�Fuck me, that�s too bad,� Eva said coming to, �I really wanted some more of her this morning.�
�I know you did,� I said crawling back in bed to lay next to my wife, �second helpings, right?�
�Yes, I love second helpings!� Eva said sleepily.
We fell back asleep holding each other contented that Eva�s wish had finally come true.

CHAPTER 4

We eventually woke, got cleaned up, made some strong ass coffee and rejoined the land of the living. Later that day, we decided to head to yoga.
When we arrived, Ashley was just coming through the door.
�Hey you two!� She squealed and said with a wink, �do you guys wanna hang out after tonight�s class?�
�That�d be great!� Eva said as the three of us climbed the stairs.
Meg was seated at the check-in table. �Hello, Ashley. Hi, Eva and Rad.�
�Oh, hi, how are you?� I asked matter-of-factly.
�Great, and ah�� thanks for your help closing the studio last night,� said Meg.
�Not a problem at all,� Eva replied, �we�re just glad we could help.�
�Oh, you both helped me a lot,� said Meg with a slight smile, �Say, I told Cameron that I needed the rest of the night to do some girl things to get ready for the wedding, would you guys be able to help me with something again tonight?�
Ashley looked worried that our just booked date would be cancelled or postponed.
�Actually, we�d love to help you tonight�� but we�re also helping Ash after class too,� Eva said, adding, �maybe we could help you at the same time we help Ashley?�
�I think that could work,� Meg said pointedly towards Ashley.
�Ash, would you like it if Meg joins us tonight and we all help each other?� Eva said.
Ashley smiled finally catching on to what Eva was implying�� a very, very nice foursome. Nodding her head enthusiastically, Ash said, �gosh that sounds like it could be fun.�
�Trust me, it will be,� Eva whispered as she left the check-in desk to place her mat on an open spot on the floor.
I smiled at Ashley and then at Meg, �well it�s a plan then,� I said warmly.
As I lay my mat down next to my wife, I looked at Eva who winked and sent me a quick mind message:
I love second helpings!
I sent her a quick reply:
Especially when there�s four of us!
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CHAPTER 1

The setting sun poured through the gigantic floor-to-ceiling window on the west wall of Spirit Yoga studio, bathing the bodies in front of us in different shades of chimney red, dark orange and auburn yellow.
Incense filled the room, mixing with the musky scent of the hard-working, sweat-drenched bodies.
A pulsating hip hop beat, accented by Indian tabla rhythms and sitar melodies, provided the perfect soundtrack: a sensual EDM heartbeat with global influences. The music was loud enough to soak Meg�s voice depending on where she was walking as instructions dropped from her mouth like mini challenges of endurance and flexibility throughout class.
Sometimes yoga was peaceful�� like the call of a loon across the lake on an early spring morning. But sometimes it was challenging�� the bodies around you contorting into shapes which, to a rational mind, must be impossible.
Then again, there�s very few rational minds in a yoga studio that is heated to 105 degrees.
My wife Eva was drenched in sweat�� early in class she had stripped down to her sports bra and booty shorts. Her brown skin, a carmel mixture thanks to her Dutch and Caribbean heritage, was accented by her light pink bra and shorts. A natural beauty, Eva rarely needed to wear much makeup�� just a little eye shadow and some light lipstick�� both of which were smeared from the abuse of what had been almost ninety minutes of hot yoga.
Looking around the room of young, fit bodies, I was thankful that as a thirty-something I still took care of my appearance. There was no way I could make it through this class wearing much of anything�� in fact, I was in a pair of soaked running shorts. Sweat covered my body the moment I entered the studio, but by now it looked like I was taking a shower.
Occasionally I would glance towards Ashley�� one of the first girls at Spirit Yoga that Eva had seduced. Despite her young age�� she had just turned eighteen a few weeks before we met her�� Ash had turned out to be incredibly fun to be around. If we bumped into her at class, we often found ourselves bringing her home for some real �extra curricular� activities, if you know what I mean. I smiled thinking about the first time I had seen my wife�s head in between the teen�s legs, her tongue buried deep in the young girl�s womanhood.
Meg signaled to us that class was almost over�� we had just completed a very intense inversion and now it was time to cool down. To be honest, savasana was always my favorite time of class. It was a time to just let yourself go, relax and melt into the floor.
Having the students lay in silence, Meg guided them in a relaxing meditation. I quickly found myself drifting off into my own thoughts. Amazing thoughts of the incredible night my wife and I had with our lovely, and very fit, blonde yoga instructor.
The fact that she was engaged to be married�� and the wedding was now just five days away, made the sex last night even more taboo�� and therefore even more fun.
My wife Eva had wanted to fuck Meg for almost a year, and I think that anticipation, mixed with her absolute commitment to no-strings-attached pleasure, was why the sex we had with Meg had been so rewarding.
We had gotten her stoned: very, very stoned. And then we forced her do to things that, well, let�s put it this way: she now has reason to be a �blushing bride�, and certainly should not be wearing white at the alter on Saturday!
Last night, my wife Eva had tried gagging Meg with my cock�� shoving my member deep, deep, deep down the young bride-to-be�s throat. As I drifted into a deeper state of relaxation, I smiled thinking about how much Eva had surprised both Meg and I by the kinky, unexpected move.
Meg�s soothing and confident voice continued to guide the class through the meditation.
I must have been relaxed, because I don�t think I ever heard her say the final �namaste� which was the cue for students to know class was now over and they could peacefully roll their yoga mats up and be on their way.
I must have been exhausted from the intense workout because Eva would later joke that I had fallen deep asleep during savasana. Of course, dear reader, I can�t really tell you what may or may not have happened while I was asleep�� because I was asleep�� but I can tell you just how I was woken from my post-yoga slumber.
I felt a hand run its way from my knee, slowly up my thigh and over to rest on top of my groin area. Feeling the hand began to slowly cup my manhood, I began to get hard. I could feel the fingers slowly reach for balls�� with just the fabric separating our skin. I decided to continue to play dead for a little while longer to see what would happen.
As I lay on my yoga mat, eyes closed, I felt the hand leave my groin area, and I momentarily wondered what had happened. I hoped to God it had been my wife Eva, or else some stranger�� it could have been anybody�� had just copped a major feel!
At least it felt kinda good! I thought to myself. Had to have been my wife.
Just as I was about to open my eyes, the hand reached up the leg of my shorts and immediately began to finger its way around my balls, the base of my shaft and in the area between my shaft and my asshole. I guessed it was my wife Eva, because she knew the exact place I liked to be touched�� a spot so sensitive it instantly made me rock hard�� and she knew just how much pressure to apply and how to work her hand. She continued using her fingers to dance between my shaft and my balls, making me so hard that it was becoming painful to be so confined by the fabric of my workout shorts.
I knew just by the personalized touch and care that the mysterious hand was my wife�s: but just to play it safe, I ever-so-slowly opened one eye, just enough to peek, but not enough to register that I was watching. As my eyelids slowly became a small slit, I felt the hand continue to work its magic.
My eyes darted open when I realized the hand belonged to Celeste! And my wife Eva was behind her�� whispering instructions in her ear like a demon.

CHAPTER 2

�What the fuck?� I stammered without thinking.
I heard immediate laughter from all around me.
I lifted my head off the mat and tried to look around the dimly lit studio. The sun had set and there was now only candles providing light throughout the room. They flickered as I strained my eyes to adjust to the darkness.
�Celeste?� I said shocked. �Ummmm?�
Her hand didn�t leave from under my shorts, in fact, she just grabbed the base of my cock and laughed harder and harder as I strained to understand what was happening.
I heard the laughter die down as Eva slid up beside me. She leaned down and kissed my forehead.
�I love you, baby.� She said warmly as she again kissed my head laughing.
�Ummm, what�s happening?� I stammered as my eyes looked into my wife�s and directed her towards the young woman with her hand up my pants.
�That�s just Celeste.� Eva said matter-of-factly.
�Yes, I know,� I said, as I smiled very awkwardly towards Celeste.
Turning my attention back to Eva, I again inquired, �not that I necessarily mind, but why is she grabbing my cock?�
�Because I�ve been telling her how big it is,� a voice from just outside of my vision said.
�Ashley?� I asked.
Ashley scooted her body from the darkness, sliding herself across the floor to join us near my mat.
�It feels kinda big, I guess.� Celeste said unenthusiastically.
�Um, well,� I said awkwardly, �I don�t really think that size should matter�� I mean, it gets the job done, but��
All of sudden I began to feel somewhat embarrassed. A feeling I very, very rarely felt. Eva and I went to nude beaches, swinger parties, orgies, and I knew my dick had been seen by hundreds�� if not thousands�� of people at this point. But the way I was woken from my post-yoga bliss, made me feel suddenly like a piece of man meat.
�Oh it gets more than the job done,� Eva said in a devilish tone.
Celeste continued to play with my shaft and feel my balls.
The last voice I had heard laugh earlier must have belonged to the bride, because Meg walked over to where Celeste was sitting� with her hand up my shorts.
She leaned down and said, �Celeste, may I?�
Celeste abruptly pulled her hand back down my shorts and moved a few inches away from my body. Meg reached for my shorts and pulled them off my legs grabbing both my boxers and my shorts�� which now made me fully nude in front of the four women.
Ashley clapped her hands and screamed, �now that�s what I�m talking about, bitches!�
They all cackled.
I looked around the circle�� my wife Eva held my head in her hands. Ashley, the pretty brunette teen we had been occasionally fucking for some time now, was at my right. Meg, the slender yoga teacher we finally bedded last night, was standing by my legs. Finally, Celeste�� a girl I barely knew�� was next to her and at my left.
Celeste was certainly cute and I was pretty sure my wife Eva found her �fuckable�. How could she not? She was short and quite athletic, with pretty green eyes and light brown hair. She definitely wasn�t a gorgeous knock-out like my wife, but she was cute enough to join us.
Eva could tell I felt awkward as she and the three other women leered at my nude body. My dick stood at attention and was ready for anything. But, I must admit, the situation did feel a bit awkward. Eva leaned down again and kissed my forehead. She looked up at Celeste and said, �thanks for helping to get my husband hard.�
My wife leaned back down and put her tongue in my mouth�� we began to passionately french kiss.
My dick continued to stand at attention as Eva and I kissed. The three women watched us for a moment.
Eva leaned up and nonchalantly took off her pink sports bra. Freeing her beautiful breasts, her rosy brown nipples looked inhumanly sensual in the soft glow of the candlelight.
Ashley leaned over to Eva and began to kiss one of her nipples. I knew my wife loved this, because nipple play was one of her favorite things in the world. Eva struggled to free Ash of her tank top and sports bra but soon both women were topless and engaged in each other. Still standing over me at my feet, Meg dropped to her knees so she could be at Celeste�s height. Surprisingly, she leaned in to Celeste and they began to kiss.
I was truly the odd man out as I lay on my yoga mat. My wife and Ash were kissing so passionately that I didn�t want to interrupt their fun. Meanwhile, Celeste and Meg were softly kissing and caressing each other�s clothed bodies.
Well, at least that�s something I could help with. I laughed to myself as I leaned up and reached for Meg�s tight fitting tank top. I pulled it up over her head along with her black sports bra. I glanced at my wife knowing how grateful she was that I had freed the bride-to-be�s perky tits. Eva thought Meg had some of the best boobs we had ever seen and I saw her eyes get wide as they were now in full view.
I leaned over to Celeste�� a young woman I had only said �hello� to a few times�� and reached for her top as well. She stopped kissing Meg to help me remove her shirt and bra. As I helped Celeste get topless, Meg reached her hand to my balls and gently gave them a squeeze. Sadly, as soon as Celeste�s breasts were fully available, Meg fell under their spell and began to give all her attention to her student�s perky nipples.
I laid back down on the mat and just decided to take in the show for a little while, watching both couples as the women gave in fully to their animalistic lust.
Finally, I just couldn�t take it any longer and I joined Ashley and my wife Eva�� of course Eva was still fully transfixed by the teen�s nipples and barely noticed as I moved my body behind hers. With my dick pressed up against my wife�s tight ass, I began to bite her neck and nibble her ears�� all while she devoured Ashley�s supple breasts.
I leaned down and used my body weight from behind to push Eva down and on top of the teen, who was then also forced to the ground. On all fours, my wife continued to ignore me as I reached for her tight fitting booty shorts and pulled them off her slender body. As she continued to kiss Ash, I struggled to get my arms under my wife�s body so I could free the teen of her shorts and panties as well. I finally managed to reach Ashley�s waistline and carefully pulled the clothes off her body too.
Finally both women were fully nude and had positioned themselves so they were now french kissing. I traced my tongue up my wife�s legs, stopped behind her knees to lick and tenderly bite. I licked closer up her legs and, parting her ass cheeks, finally was able to see her sopping wet pussy glistening in the shadows. I inched my tongue in to lick some of her moistness. I heard her moan. I could see Ashley�s smooth pinkness just inches from my tongue as my wife�s fingers reached down and found the teen�s slit. As I ate my wife, I watched her work Ashley�s cunt. Occasionally, she would pull a finger out and put it into my mouth so I could taste the salty sweetness of our young friend.
Grabbing her slender waist, I pulled Eva back a bit, forcing her to leave Ashley�s lips and moved her so she would be in a good position to eat the teen�s pussy.
I looked in the direction of Celeste and Meg who, mimicking us, had somehow lost all of their clothes as well. It was the first time I had seen Celeste naked and I knew immediately my wife would love to experience her in a few minutes.
Returning my attention to Eva and Ash, from behind, I slid my cock deep inside my wife as she continued to methodically work the teen�s dripping pink cunt. My wife�s pussy tightly grasped my cock as I began the in-and-out dance. Each trust brought her face deeper into the teen and eventually the three of us found a rhythm that was pure perfection.
Several minutes later, I felt some fingers on my balls as I continued to pump my wife from behind. It was Meg, who had slid her body next to mine, and was reaching for my dick and my wife�s cunt. Finally, not getting exactly what she must have wanted, she repositioned herself between my legs so she could more easily see my cock as it moved in and out of my wife.
At the same time this was happening, Celeste had positioned herself just over Ashley�s head, and was about to sit on the young woman�s face.
If only Ashley and Eva could trade places! I thought. That�d be so fucking hot!
Either way, it was a glorious picture. Allow me to recap: young brunette teen Ashley was laying on the floor. Athletic first time fuck buddy Celeste was now sitting on Ashley�s face, whose tongue was frantically working on Celeste�s smooth shaven cunt. Speaking of smooth shaven cunts, my wife Eva�s face was currently in between Ashley�s legs as she devoured the tiny teen�s pussy. My cock was in it�s favorite place in the world: deep, deep inside my wife as I came in from behind her�� giving me a perfect view of my wife�s amazing hourglass curves and all of the rest of the women as they explored each other. And let us not forget the bride�� dear Meg�� her tiny body easily slid in between my kneeling legs and her head was inches from my wife�s pussy and my cock, her tongue exploring the point of contact between each. Occasionally I would feel her dart around my balls or catch the bottom of my shaft as it pulled back and almost out from my wife�� then I would feel Meg�s tongue leave and clearly head for my wife�s wetness.
The five of us remained in this glorious pile of lust for several moments. Finally, I pulled out of my wife who continued to pleasure Ashley.
I leaned down and whispered to the bride, �Meg�� I need you to get on all fours and eat my wife�s cunt.�
Doing exactly what I commanded, Meg rolled up and over, and buried her tongue deep inside my wife.
I slid my body past Meg�s, and past Eva�s.
I leaned down to Ashley and said, �Ash, my wife needs to taste Celeste now�� and Celeste you need to return this favor to Ash.�
I could tell they were a bit confused but wanted to do as told.
I can imagine perhaps you are a bit confused now too, my dear reader, because this is a lot of bodies to keep track of. Let�s set the state: Meg is on all fours, her tongue is buried deep inside my wife Eva would is also on all fours. I grab Celeste by the hand and instruct her to get on all fours in front of my wife.
�My wife will want to taste your pussy,� I said to Celeste as she got in position.
Eva gave me a look or sinful gratitude as I placed our new friend�s cunt directly at mouth level with my wife.
Ashley and I knelt next to each other and looked at the three women who were deeply focused on pleasuring each other.
�Where do you want me, Rad?� Ashley asked, �I�m down for anything.�
I smiled at the beautiful young girl and said, �I know you are, that�s why Eva and I love you.�
I continued, �Meg tastes very good, I want you to close this circle so you can experience her.� I added, lovingly, �and so Celeste can experience how amazing you taste.�
Ashley blushed at the compliment and as she transitioned down to all fours, she briefly kissed the tip of my very erect penis in gratitude.
She leaned into Meg�s wetness and began to eat the bride. Without being instructed, Celeste knew what to do and inched herself closer to Meg�� burrowing her tongue inside her pussy.
Thankfully, they were all yogis and their flexible bodies were able to kneel and twist into position, so their torsos were in such a way that they were almost in a circle.
I finally stood up to admire my work. I had created a perfect circle of life: Meg eating my wife Eva, Eva eating Celeste, Celeste eating Ashley, Ashley eating Meg. It was fucking amazing.
To fully direct the scene, I went to the front of the studio and opened my phone to find a new playlist�� I changed the light Indian yoga music to a more seductive dance beat. The heavy bass and sensual thumps immediately enhanced the atmosphere. Despite just being in our hometown yoga studio, it now felt like we were in some strange foreign underground sex club�� and we had just found our way into an amazing lesbian orgy.

CHAPTER 3

I remembered the first time we ever played Berlin. Eva and I are professional jazz musicians and were so excited to be touring Germany� we had heard all about the �anything goes� sex clubs that littered the city. We asked around and had found one that was recommended to us by the bartender of the jazz club we were playing at that night.
�It�s fucking crazy,� he laughed, �maybe too crazy for you Americans!�
�We�re down for just about anything,� my wife shot back seductively.
�Lucky man!� the bartender replied, winking at me.
He had been right.
The club was unlike anything our American eyes had ever seen�� and certainly unlike anything I could have ever imagined. It was several floors below ground, an old Nazi bunker�� turned into a wild orgy space, art gallery and deep house music club.
Bodies were everywhere�� all shapes, all sizes, all colors. Any kink you had, you could find it deep underground�� as the city of Berlin buzzed by unsuspectedly overhead.
Of course, the fun that was happening tonight at Spirit Yoga was indeed amazing�� but it was a far cry from the perversions we had enjoyed a few years ago in Berlin.
I wandered back to the women who were still busy in the circle of lust. I found myself leaning against the yoga studio�s wall, slowly watching and gently masturbating�� I knew I needed to save myself.
I saw that Eva had caught me out of the corner of her eye. I sent her a mental message:
Make Celeste cum!
She winked and smiled. I knew my wife was busy finding the woman�s clit and would soon be sucking it to bring her to a quick and very deep climax.
Within minutes, Celeste�s mouth occasionally left Ashley�s pussy as she screamed moans of pleasure from the work my wife was doing to her wet depths. Eva clearly made the woman cum as she literally toppled down to the floor, quivering in pleasure.
Ashely looked back and giggled to Celeste, �welcome to your first Eva orgasm, she can make a girl collapse with joy!�
As Celeste lay moaning in a post orgasmic blissball on the floor, Eva turned around and kissed Meg who had been busy eating her pussy. The sight of the two women kissing was beyond beautiful. I knew my wife had uncontrollable lust towards Meg, and that just made me want my wife all the more.
Kneeling as they kissed, my wife signaled for me to come over and join them. She left Meg�s mouth for my dick once I was close enough.
Eva took my entire cock in her mouth in one fell swoop. It felt amazing going balls deep inside my wife. I tiled my head back in pure ecstasy.
She continued to suck me, in and out of her mouth I slid�� faster and faster and faster. Within seconds, Meg had leaned in and knelt next to Eva. She watched in wonder as my wife gave me the best blowjob I had ever experienced.
Finally, pulling me out, Eva said, �Meg, do you want to suck my husband�s cock?�
Before she could respond, Eva pulled my dick in front of Meg�s mouth and the bride began to take my manhood. Eva clearly wanted to join in the fun, so the two women traded my cock back and forth�� Eva always in control, using her hand as a guide on my cock: dictating who gets what, and when. Occasionally, they would pause from taking turns and both women�s tongues would go up and down my shaft in tandem.
Before I could realize what was happening, Ashley and Celeste knelt next to Meg and my wife Eva, who now had four mouths to guide my cock between. The women�s tongues worked as a team and I knew it would only be moments until I exploded in pleasure.
�You like this, Rad?� My wife asked as I slid my cock deep down her throat.
�Mmmmm,� was all that I could say.
Sliding me back in and out, Eva made sure all four tongues were as close to each other as possible as my body began to shake with the impending orgasm.
�I�m going to cum!� I shouted.
�Cum all over us, Rad!� Eva commanded.
That was all that I needed to hear!
The first thick milky load shot mostly on my wife�s waiting tongue. She knew what to expect, so she remained the cleanest. The other three women, however, weren�t as lucky. A huge shot landed across Meg�s entire face, from chin to just above her eye. I missed her mouth as a smaller spurt landed on Ashley�s nose. The last spurt hit Celeste on the tongue and chin. Eva, pulled my cock back in front of her face and pulled me back inside her warm and perfect mouth. She made sure the last of my cum was down her throat and that I was fully clean.
She leaned over to Ashley and kissed�� I could see my cum dripping between their lips. Eva used her thumb to help clean off Celeste and then she finally turned to the bride who needed help getting cleaned up. Eva seductively licked her lips as she began to trace Meg�s face with her tongue�� cleaning all of my cum off the bride-to-be�s pretty face.

CHAPTER 4

Despite having the deepest orgasm I had had in quite awhile, I was still hard and wanted to experience my wife more.
I knelt down in front of my Eva. As we kissed I could taste the mixture of my cum, and the juices of each woman on her tongue. It drove my wild with desire!
I pushed Eva down to the ground and as she felt to her back, I asked, �where do you want Meg?�
�Sitting on my fucking face,� was all my wife could say.
I nodded at the bride who quickly mounted my wife�s head. She positioned herself so she was facing me, and spread her legs wide�� so we could all watch as my wife lapped at her very inviting pussy.
I spread my wife�s legs and easily slid in�� deeper and deeper. Her wetness and warmth was beyond anything I had ever felt. Ashley leaned down and began to lick my wife�s clit. Being careful to work her tongue in tandem with my cock so as to give my wife maximum pleasure. Celeste knelt down to do the same. I was careful to not hit either woman as I slid in and out of my wife. Seeing both of their tongues working on Eva�s swollen nub, while the bride sat on her face, was an amazing experience.
I knew it was only a matter of time before Eva would cum. I stopped humping her and just left my dick inside her warmth�� filling her pussy with my cock as Celeste and Ashley brought her to climax with their tongues.
Eva shrieked in delight and I felt her orgasm deep within her body. Her pussy throbbed in electric bursts of energy.
�Fuckkkkkkkkkk!� She screamed loudly.
The girls left my wife�s pussy, kissing a few times as they parted ways. Ash laid down on one side of my wife, Celeste on the other. Meg knew that Eva was spent and she slid off my wife�s face, laying down on the ground.
I laid my head down next to my wife and we kissed passionately.
Eva sat up and said, �Ash and Meg�� you guys haven�t cum yet, I need you to sixty-nine each other. No one leaves here without cumming.�
The two girls got in position as I said, �I know we started as a team of five, but three of us have fallen from the race�� it�s just down to you two now!�
Ashley and the bride worked on each other and occasionally Eva would lean in to lend a finger or a tongue where she thought it was needed. Within minutes the pair collapsed in orgasm.
The five of us listened to the sensual chill electronic dance music that filled the air.
Finally, Meg leaned up and said, �thanks guys�� that�s just what I needed before Saturday.�
My wife leaned up and kissed her on the lips, �we�ll always be here for you�� anytime this week�� and certainly anytime after the big day. This can be our little secret.�
The women kissed passionately again.
Ashley sat up and searched for her clothing. �We�re all in the secret club now,� she joked, �I was the first one at the studio to join Eva and Rad�s secret club.�
Meg laughed.
�I�m glad you�re part of their club,� she said, kissing Ashley quickly.
Celeste smiled and said, �I don�t know what the club is, but I guess I�m a member now too?�
Ashley chuckled. �I�d say you�re a full-fledged member after tonight, wouldn�t you Eva?�
My wife leaned over to Celeste and kissed her.
�You�re definitely a member�� the newest member in fact.� Eva smiled to Celeste coyly.
�They don�t have a name for it,� Ashley continued, �trust me, I asked. It�s just like Eva and Rad�s fuck buddies club.�
�Well, you�re all more than fuck buddies,� I said trying to sound diplomatic.
�Yes, we just are very passionate people and like sharing our passions,� Eva began to say as Ashley cut her off.
�That�s her polite way of saying fuck buddies, not that I�m complaining�� cause they are both chill as fuck��
Meg finally chimed in, �there�s a yogic tradition called �Body Trades�. It�s not really sexual or even sensual, but it�s the idea of trading massages or other types of body work with each other. I guess I like to think of Eva and Rad as the master�s of body trades.�
�Well, then,� Ashley said, raising her water bottle, �to the master�s of body trades!�
�Cheers!� Meg said holding up her bottle of kombucha to make the toast.
We all chuckled and began to untangle the web of clothes that were strewn across the yoga studio floor.
As we made our goodbyes, Meg pulled Eva and I aside.
�I�m busy with wedding shit the next three days�� but realized I have the night before and the morning of,� she paused, �totally free.�
She smiled as she said �totally free��� implying freedom from her schedule, and freedom from the vows she was about to make to Cameron, her fianc�.
�We�ll plan something special for you then,� Eva smiled.
�Yes,� I said, �definitely. Plan on being with us Friday night and early Saturday morning.�
Meg smiled as the three of us awkwardly tried to do a group hug.
As Eva and I descended down the stairs, I shouted up to Meg, �we�ll plan something old, something new, something borrowed and something blue!�
She leaned over the stairs and said, �I just put it in my calendar!�
Holding up her phone, she continued: �I listed it as�� body trades.�
Eva and I walked slowly back home, holding hands and starting to brainstorm for our next big adventure with the bride.
�If she wants body trades, we�ll give her fucking body trades,� Eva smiled with an evil glint of seduction in her eye.
�Berlin?� I asked, raising my eyebrows.
�Berlin,� Eva confirmed�� knowing we�d be staging the perversions we experienced in Germany with the bride in just a few days.
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