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A Flight Cancelled



"SHIT!" Taryn mumbled under her breath as she read the display that said her flight was canceled. "Fucking snow." She added, reaching for her cell to call the hotel she had just checked out of.
As she was on the phone with the harried yet friendly front desk associate reserving the very last available room, she watched a slightly older couple walk hurriedly by.
She had seen them around before, both at seminars that had brought her to this winter wonderland. Only now they seemed less self assured than when she had seen them before, but no less attractive. Taryn temporarily lost her train of thought with the hotel clerk.
She had originally met them individually, and decided each time, that if it weren't for the wedding ring they both wore, she could easily imagine jumping either of them.
He had a wiry figure and a smooth confidence in the way he moved. About 10 years her senior he would be the oldest man she'd ever had, but she was well aware of the stereotype of the older, experienced lover. As horny as she was, Taryn was willing to learn anything this man could teach her.
He had given a seminar on a new product line that her company was going to introduce the following year. Taryn was captivated, not by the product, but by the way the way he had presented it. His smooth mannerisms, deep voice and English accent, the way his tailored suit fit him as he moved.
His dark piercing eyes and well trimmed mustache and goatee, not to mention the touch of gray hair at his temples, were quite a bit different from Pete, the bastard who was now fucking her former best friend. She had envisioned what that facial hair would feel like on her needy pussy while those eyes looked up at her and encouraged her, no, demanded her to cum.
When she heard him speak, his crisp accent seemed to melt her pussy. He had introduced himself as Marcus, Marcus Gardner, and he just oozed proper British manners.
She looked at his hand and noted the long fingers and manicured nails. They would feel so good stroking in and out of her as she climaxed. Then she saw his other hand, and the wedding band, and her fantasy was shattered. She knew she would never do anything to make anyone feel like she was feeling these days.
She was feeling so melancholy and hurt. But she also felt so horny that she couldn't help but fantasize while he hyped the new products, hardly hearing the details as she wondered what his cock looked like.
She imagined that he would be uncut, being English. She'd heard that most Europeans weren't circumcised. And while the idea wasn't very appealing to her, she had to admit that it would be something she'd never had before.
He had made eye contact with her several times, but she reminded herself he was doing that with many people in the room. But didn't his eyes linger a little longer on hers? She wondered.
Taryn was used to the attention she drew from men, and some women too. Her Native American grandmother and Slavic grandfather on her mother's side, and her African American and Latino father had given her a unique, even exotic appearance. Her flawless caramel skin tone and big dark eyes with high cheekbones, meant she had been turning heads all her life.
The smoking hot body she had acquired from both sides of the family meant that those turned heads usually lingered a while. She had C cup breasts like her dad's sisters, some of which were actually D cup. But she had a trim waist and small but perfectly rounded ass, that came from her mother.
After the presentation, when everyone was filing out, many people stopped by to thank Marcus, but he made a point of saying hello to Taryn. They shook hands and he held onto hers a little longer than necessary as he looked deep into her eyes, causing her pussy to drip as he asked her name.
She feigned an interest in the new product line, as if she had been paying attention, while her pussy dampened from the way he looked at her. He seemed to know what she had been thinking, and wanted her to know he appreciated it.
This was not a barely out of college lout like she'd been meeting in the hotel bar every evening. This was a self-assured man who could rock a woman's world. Taryn was sure of it.
She had come to this event determined to get laid. If she had hooked up with a different guy each night, she would have considered it a successful trip. She wanted to fuck as much as possible and forget all about the bastard she had been engaged to. The same fucker who was banging her best friend when she came home early one day.
But all the guys who she met in the bar every evening were rude, drunk, obnoxious and immature. And they all reminded her of Pete. She just couldn't bring herself to put up with another asshole, just to get some cock.
She knew Marcus would be filling her fantasies in bed that night. Unless she could find a real man.
That evening Taryn again found no men that pushed the right buttons for her. She'd been determined to fuck anyone who was available that week. But the reality was that she wanted someone to help her, no MAKE her forget the trauma of being so completely devastated.
All she found were the usual drunken sophomoric assholes, again. She knew from experience that the performance of a drunk guy was hit or miss. Not to mention the emotional bull shit that sometimes came with the drunk. Taryn had no time for any of that! She just needed laid, thoroughly fucked.
She had met a few men who were more mature, but 2 of them were wearing wedding rings, and the third had a tan line where the ring should have been. One of the men had tried to convince her that he was in an open marriage, so it was okay. But he had no appeal for her, he was way too smarmy for her tastes, and she didn't really believe him anyway.
So she had retired to her room again, and yet another session with her vibrator. This time she fantasized about Marcus Townsend. She had convinced herself that it was okay, if she wasn't fucking him for real.
.....................................
Taryn had met the wife the very next day. The woman had arrived late for yet another seminar and every head in the large room seemed to turn her way. Everyone looked, not just because she was late and walking around the room to the nearest empty seat, but because she was drop dead gorgeous.
Her long, straight blonde hair framed her perfect face. Her business suit fit her voluptuous body like a glove, and the skirt was short enough that with her expensive looking heels on, the muscles of her legs flexed with every step. Her rather large boobs bounced nicely under her blazer in time with her strut.
And that's exactly what Taryn realized she was doing. She wasn't just walking, she was strutting. It was like she knew, even expected, every eye in the room to be on her. And she was empowered by it. She was the type of woman who was used to being looked at, and enjoyed the attention. Thrived on it even.
This woman's confidence was just as much of a turn on to Taryn as her body and face were. And Taryn was a little surprised to realize it. It had been a long time since she'd really been attracted to any women. Usually. At least not enough to want to put the moves on them.
She had her experimental period in college, where a girl she knew had tried her damndest to seduce her. The girl was beautiful, and sweet, and tried so hard to woo Taryn, that one night at a party Taryn had eventually given in. The ratio of untaken guys to girls was unusually low that evening, and Taryn was, as usual, very horny.
She'd had a good time, and an awesome climax, several actually. That chick was far better at eating pussy than any man she had ever had. She'd explained that it was natural, because she had the same equipment.
Taryn also found she enjoyed bringing a woman off, she had been excited by the smell and taste of her friend's arousal, and the sensual beauty of another woman's pussy. Taryn realized she loved getting a girl off orally as much as she did guys. It gave her an erotic sense of power over her lover.
So overall it had been a great time, she'd had to admit, but she still found herself looking at the guys around school as much, if not more than the girls.
She had played with her friend a few times after that, out of curiosity, and the need to scratch an itch, but she never felt like she was going to become a true lesbian. She always loved men too much. Taryn had decided that she could be comfortable being bi.
She had considered what fun it would be to have both at the same time, but her friend had been offended by the idea. They had a huge fight, and she never spoke to Taryn again. Apparently that girl had plans for a strictly monogamous lesbian relationship that she had never discussed with Taryn.
So Taryn had dismissed the whole thing and gone back to what she knew, hard cock. Sure, she still knew a beautiful woman when she saw one, and had been attracted to a few, but she hadn't tried to sleep with any of them.
She also hadn't had any more pursue her, so she kind of wrote that whole episode off as a learning experience. And after all, isn't that why people went to college anyway? To learn?
But she actually felt an immediate attraction for this woman. Maybe it was just her rampant hormones, she assumed. She was ready to get laid, and actually getting somewhat desperate.
She had come to this company wide training and awards event every year since she had joined the company. And had passed up many one night stands, as she had been in a relationship.
But after walking in on Pete and Heather, the girl who would have been her maid of honor had she married Pete, she planned on getting laid, thoroughly, at this convention. But all the guys she met just seemed like assholes.
She blamed herself for that feeling as much as them. She was just so hurt by recent events. Walking in on your best friend riding your fiancé's hard cock and feeding him her tits would shake anyone, she assumed.
Taryn figured she was just overly critical of the men she had met, but couldn't push past it, even for a few hours.
So she had been forced to take matters into her own hands, and with the help of her not so little, battery powered buddy, she had gotten through the week.
She had set her sights on her return home, and the seductions she had planned for some of her ex's friends. If he could fuck her best friend, why couldn't she fuck his?
The blonde had taken off her suit jacket, confidently, while everyone was still gawking at her, and hung it on the back of her chair. With her arms pulled back to get the jacket off, her tits were on full display for everyone in the room, and Taryn, like every man around, had taken a good hard look. The buttons of the white dress shirt seemed to strain to contain the lacey, black bra within.
Taryn admired those luscious tits and knew they were about the same size as her own. But the glimmer of the wedding ring on her hand had caught Taryn's eye, and shot down the urge she was getting, the urge to break her routine and maybe try to pick up a woman for a change.
Taryn had wondered what those tits would look like, dangling in her face, like her college lover used to do when she wanted them sucked on. Like Jenny was doing to Pete when she busted them.
Taryn unknowingly licked her lips as her gaze continued to the slender, kissable neck of the blonde beauty, and further, to the pouty coral painted lips of her mouth. Taryn noticed the way the mouth was turned up at the corner in a smirk. It was then that Taryn allowed her eyes to travel up further, to the woman's eyes.
Taryn was shocked to see that the hot blonde was checking her out too. Just as Taryn had allowed her eyes to wander up the other woman's body, she watched as those striking blue eyes travelled up her own.
They seemed to pause at the hemline of her skirt, before making note of the way Taryn's thigh and hip filled the fabric, before traveling up Taryn's narrow waist to her tits. The woman seemed to gaze appreciatively at Taryn, making her tingly.
Finally she looked up at Taryn's face, and smiled unabashedly, letting Taryn know she liked what she saw.
When their eyes met, Taryn gasped. She realized immediately that the other woman was openly, wordlessly flirting with her, and Taryn found herself very aroused. But the wedding ring was a deal breaker.
Taryn quickly averted her eyes. Worried that her exclamation of surprise was audible to everyone in the room, she coughed and took a drink of her coffee as she tried to focus on the presentation.
Taryn realized she was yet again attracted to someone who was attached, and in Taryn's mind, unavailable. And yet again her fantasies were dashed.
As the presenter droned on about sales projections, Taryn reflected on the look the other woman had given her. The look was definitely flirtatious, but also part curiosity, part amusement, part challenge. Taryn realized she had not been up to the challenge, and imagined the curiosity would fade as a result.
But it hadn't. Every time Taryn tried to look out of the corner of her eye at the woman, she appeared to be looking back. Taryn had the distinct impression that the blonde beauty was trying to make eye contact again, trying to get her attention. So she fought the urge to look and tried to pay attention to the class.
She failed of course, and eventually she did look over and make eye contact. The woman had smiled in a very friendly manner, and given Taryn a little wave. Taryn had fought off her nerves and smiled back, but quickly looked away. She was somewhat intimidated.
When the class ended Taryn hung back as the other attendees filed out. She watched the blonde from the corner of her eyes as she pretended to meticulously organize her product materials before leaving. She knew the woman was looking her way, but refused to meet her eyes again.
Once the room was empty, and the next class was starting to enter the room, Taryn felt it was safe to leave, but as she exited the room she was startled by the blonde in the corridor. "Hello! I was starting to think you were going to attend that boring class a second time."
"OH! Uhm, no I wasn't, uhm, I mean, hello." Taryn stuttered, completely flustered. She realized right away that the other woman had waited outside just to say hello to her. She was instantly flattered and stunned by the realization. She was also immediately intimidated, and somewhat suspicious of this woman.
'Why would any woman this beautiful, and obviously married, go out of her way to meet me?' Taryn thought to herself. She'd almost not heard the woman introduce herself. "I'm Taylor, I was wondering if you would like to have lunch with me?"
Taryn pulled herself together and took the offered handshake to introduce herself. The warmth and softness of the hand shook her, and she stumbled on the words again. "I'm, uh Taryn, I, uh, pleasure, uh, to meet you."
Had those beautiful blue eyes sparkled somewhat at the word 'pleasure'? Taryn wondered. She realized the woman was still holding her hand, and she had a flash of memory of what a woman's touch felt like, so different from a mans. She felt warm all over as she briefly reflected on what that hand would feel like on her body.
She felt herself flushed even more when she realized Taylor was waiting for an answer, and watching her closely. She tried to meet her eyes as she fumbled for a response, but the large diamond on Taylor's other hand caught her attention again
"Uhm, yeah, I don't think I can, I have plans already." She lied. She hoped she sounded believable, but the look on Taylor's face told her otherwise. "But thanks for asking." She added, trying to end the encounter.
But Taylor still hadn't released her hand, and now she brought her other hand, the one with the expensive looking rock on the finger, up and touched Taryn's arm. "Are you sure sweetie? It's just lunch after all." But Taryn saw a glimmer in Taylor's bright blue eyes. A glimmer that hinted that it didn't have to be only lunch.
Now totally flustered, Taryn felt as if the temperature of the hotel corridor had shot up exponentially. She shuffled her feet and stumbled through an excuse to get away. She was feeling so confused by the range of emotions running through her that she dropped some of the literature she'd been given at the beginning of the last session.
Taryn and Taylor both dropped to pick up the fliers, and Taryn realized that Taylor was taking advantage of the situation to look up Taryn's skirt! She was gazing hungrily at the creamy mocha flesh of Taryn's inner thigh, and when Taylor looked up at Taryn's face, she smiled unapologetically, like she was glad Taryn had noticed.
Taryn felt the flow of her pussy increase even more than it had been, and hoped Taylor hadn't seen her damp panties. She quickly gathered her materials and made her escape, apologizing for having to leave. As she practically scurried away, Taylor yelled after her, "If you change your mind about lunch, or even dinner tonight, I'm in the employee directory under Townsend. Taylor Townsend."
Taryn looked over her shoulder at the woman as she entered an elevator, what she saw was a knowing, lustful smile on her beautiful face.




Last Night

That night was the last night in town for all of the convention attendees, and the party in the hotel bar promised to be epic. Which was part of the reason Taryn stayed in her room with her vibrator. She didn't want to have to try and sift through all the drunks yet again, hoping to find a fuck.
The other reason was that she had so many different erotic visions of the two sexiest people she had met on this trip, especially since she now knew they were a couple.
She spent some time on her laptop and looked up Taylor Townsend, and then Marcus Townsend on the company directory. She discovered that they were indeed a married couple.
Then she went a step further and did a search of them on Facebook. She saw that they had recently celebrated their 15th wedding anniversary in the Bahamas. The pictures of Taylor in a tiny pink bikini and Marcus in a skin tight pair of sky blue trunks were as far as Taryn got.
The sight of the bulge in Mile's trunks, and Taylor's tits and cameltoe, and Taryn's fingers and vibrator, occupied her for the rest of the night. Her fingers playing the role of Taylor's fingers and tongue, the vibe of course was Marcus' hard cock.
*********
When Taryn stepped out of the warmth of the airport terminal, she was struck by the cold blast of the blizzard that had cancelled her flight home. When she looked at the row of cabs, the first thing she saw was the Townsend's piling into one of them.
The next thing she saw was that the line of cabs was not very long, and they were all pulling out with their fares already stowed inside. She would have to wait for another one.
Eventually she managed to flag one down and she returned to the hotel that had made her so miserable all that week. The lobby was a madhouse, with all the convention's attendees trying to book back in, while the new arrivals were trying to check in also.
The receptionists were making a gallant effort to keep up, and dealing with hungover and angry people who had just vacated their rooms a few hours ago, only to find they couldn't leave town when the weather turned worse and closed the airport. People could not seem to understand why they couldn't just get their old room back.
Finally Taryn had advanced up the line and checked into the room she had been smart enough to reserve from the airport, as soon as she saw her flight, and all the other outbound flights were canceled.
As she stepped away from the reception desk and made her way through the mob milling around the hotel lobby, she spied the Townsend's huddled in a corner. Taylor Townsend had a worried look on her pretty face. Gone was the self confidence that Taryn had witnessed the day before. She actually looked vulnerable, which to Taryn was just as sexy as the confidence she had shown the day before.
Taryn could just make out Taylor asking her husband, "Marcus, what are we going to do?!" Marcus on the other hand, had also lost his self confident air, but his was replaced by anger. He had his cellphone up to his ear and had a hand over the mouthpiece to cover his response to his wife. "Well I don't bloody well know, do I?!" His crisp British manners now forgotten in the desperation of finding lodging for the night.
Taryn found herself walking towards them. The flirting and vague propositions they had offered her swirling through her mind, along with the wild, vivid fantasies she had conjured up with her vibrator at work in her bed. Mixed with those thoughts was her determination to avoid any entanglements with married people.
Her more sensible side reasoned that they would surely behave themselves in a situation where their spouse was in attendance. Before she could allow herself to overthink the situation, she approached them.
"Excuse me," Taryn said to Taylor, "I don't know if you remember me. But we met yesterday." Taylor turned to the voice and her face immediately showed her recognition of Taryn, but it also had a hint of annoyance, as if she was realizing that Taryn had been so eager to get away from her the day before when they had a real opportunity to get acquainted, but now, when Taylor was worried about her lack of a place to lay her head that night, now, Taryn wanted to talk to her.
But she had maintained her composure, and politely said, "Yes, yes of course I remember you. Taryn, right?" Marcus meanwhile, scanned Taryn's heavy winter clothing, phone still to his ear. Then met Taryn's uncertain glance with a curt nod.
"Yes, Taryn, that's right. I couldn't help but notice your situation. It seems like a lot of people checked out of their rooms and found they couldn't leave." Taylor swallowed her retort about the statement of the obvious, and agreed, adding that her and her husband were included in that dilemma.
"Well," Taryn started, suddenly unsure of herself again, she realized that she might be making a big mistake. Taylor gave her a look that said to get on with it, so she proceeded. "I called here and reserved the last available room when I saw the flights were all canceled."
Taryn saw she now had Taylor's full attention, and Marcus' too, it seemed. Although both of them seemed to be annoyed with Taryn for rubbing her good fortune in their faces. So she continued, "The thing is, I have a room with two queen beds. I'm obviously not going to need them both, soo...."
She'd watched Taylor begin to register what she was getting at as those bright blue eyes grew with surprise, then they started to tear up with gratitude. It was her turn to stutter then, "So you, are you, you mean.....?"
Marcus had apparently been on hold on the phone, and hearing what Taryn was saying he hung up. "Excuse me, but what I believe my wife is trying to ask is, are you offering us your other bed then?" His crisp British accent, now humbled, still made Taryn swoon.
"Yes, that's exactly what I'm suggesting." Taryn told them. "You both seemed so nice when we met," Taryn added, "and I can't imagine being stranded in this town in this weather. I thought it would be a shame to have an unused bed...." She kept to herself her thoughts about how sexy she thought they both were. Not to mention her curiosity about their sleepwear.
"Oh Taryn, thank you!" Taylor gushed, pulling Taryn in for a hug. Even through the winter apparel both women wore, Taryn felt the curves of her new friend, and felt herself getting warm again, as Taylor held her a little longer than necessary.
"You must allow us to pay for the room then." Marcus said, again totally in charge and confident. He was smiling at Taryn as his wife held her.
"No! Don't be silly, I put it on the company card. It's all taken care of." Taryn told him. She thought briefly that just seeing this couple in whatever they slept in would be payment enough. It would fuel so many future fantasies.
"Meals then!" Marcus stated. "We will be paying for all your meals today. Starting with lunch. Which is overdue." He smiled at both women. "Are either of you ladies getting hungry?"
"I am, now that you mentioned it." Taylor said, finally releasing Taryn. "Considering that you made me miss breakfast!" She added with a lewd grin and an elbow to Marcus ribs.
Marcus returned her lascivious smile and quipped, "Quite. But in my defense dear, there WAS some protein intake involved, for both of us." He winked at Taryn, and she felt the blood rising to her face.
So Taryn gave her spare key card for her room to the Townsends, and they went to the room to stow their luggage and get ready to go to lunch.
Marcus knew of a good place for lunch, it turned out that he had an affinity for good old greasy spoon American restaurants. It was a diner right around the corner, so they braved the elements once again and made a dash for it.
And he had been right, the food was delicious, and Taryn, now in a position to let her guard down, had enjoyed the company even more. Taylor and Marcus were both friendly and outgoing, and a little flirty. But not so much as to make Taryn uncomfortable.
They talked about work of course, as they were all employed by the same company, but in different departments and from other ends of the country. Taryn was glad for their company and the fact that they were avoiding personal matters, at least for now. It was easily the most enjoyable meal she'd had the entire time she had been in this god forsaken city.
But as soon as they moved on to pie and coffee their personal lives came up. "But who wants to talk about work after the week we've just had." Taylor began. "Tell us about you Taryn, what's going on with you? Do you have some sexy man waiting for you at home?" Taylor knew right away by the look on Taryn's pretty face that she had touched a nerve.
"Uhm, no. No one's waiting at home. There was, but, it didn't work out." Taryn answered quietly. She hoped that Taylor wouldn't press her for more details than that, as it was the last thing she wanted to talk about.
Fortunately Taylor read her mood, and didn't want to hurt Taryn's feelings. She reached out for Taryn's hand and told her gently, "It's okay sweetie, you'll find the right one. I had to go through a few losers before I met someone who I'm totally compatible with." She gave Taryn an encouraging smile and took Marcus' hand with her free one.
"Plus," She continued, "If you aren't tied down, that means you can play the field!" As she gave Taryn a lusty smirk, Marcus added, "Of course, if you're into it, you could get tied down while playing the field, if the mood strikes of course." His naughty smile left no doubt about his meaning, and Taryn felt her temperature rising again. "You're terrible Marcus!" Taylor gushed at her hubby. "But he is right you know." She added conspiratorially to Taryn, making her squirm.
After the meal, as they waited for the check, Marcus asked, "So what would you ladies like to do with the rest of the day?" Taryn had no idea, and said as much. Taylor, on the other hand had a great plan. "Well, we are stuck in a frozen fucking wasteland with nothing to do and nowhere to go. It sounds like the perfect opportunity for some day drinking!"
Marcus and Taryn shared a laugh, and Marcus said, "That's my girl!" Taryn agreed that it sounded like a great idea. So after the check was paid and a nice tip was left, they set off in search of a suitable bar. Taylor wanted something dark and quiet, she'd had enough of the crowds in the hotel, as had Taryn.
Marcus wanted to shoot pool. Taryn said she didn't care, as long as they made strong drinks. They all laughed and Marcus and Taylor shared a look at that statement.
The first bar they tried was across the street from the hotel, and predictably full of people like themselves, who were stranded by the weather. It seemed like a continuation of the parties in the hotel bar, and they wanted none of that.
They decided to move on without even ordering a drink.
The second bar they found was no better, and after one drink they hailed a cab. Marcus had a theory that any cabby worth his salt would know all the local watering holes, and would know just where to take them.
His hunch paid off, the cabbie said he knew a place a short ride further downtown. Taryn found herself in the back of the cab, sandwiched between her new friends. She could feel their bodies, Marcus' firm and strong on her right, and Taylor's soft delectable curves on her left. She could smell the masculine cologne Marcus used, and the subtle, alluring perfume from Taylor. Taryn found herself quickly warming despite the poor heating of the cab.
She couldn't help but think about the fact that she was wedged between the two sexiest people she had met that week, and she found herself getting excited by the memories of her fantasies about them as she made herself cum. As she breathed their individual scents, and felt their bodies against her, she thought about her dildo in place of Marcus, her fingers in place of Taylor. Taryn squirmed at the idea of being between them, wondering what it would be like to be naked between them.
Almost too soon they were deposited in front of a small hole in the wall bar at the edge of an industrial area. It was a blue collar joint that Taryn would never expect to be an attraction for her sophisticated companions, but they seemed to take it in stride and be right at home immediately.
Inside they found a dim, smoky atmosphere with pool tables in a back room. The faint click of the balls could be heard faintly over the two tee shirt clad patrons at the bar playing along with the daytime game show on the small TV on the wall.
After ordering drinks at the bar from the bored bartender they went to occupy a table in the far corner. As the women settled in, Marcus excused himself to go search out the pool table, quipping wryly that he hoped he wouldn't have to explain the difference between 8 ball and billiards.
He shared a look with Taylor before he left that seemed to be rife with meaning between the two. Taryn had a feeling that meaning had nothing to do with pool or billiards. It was the type of look that married people used to communicate silently when in the company of others.




Sharing Is Caring

As Marcus disappeared behind the smoke stained curtain that hung in the entrance to the back room, Taylor turned to Taryn and reached across the table to take her hand in both of hers. Taryn felt the warmth of her grip travel through her body as Taylor told her, "Marcus and I want you to know how grateful we are to you for your generosity. It must have been somewhat scary offering to share your room with two people you barely know."
Taryn took a second to realize what Taylor had said to her. Her mind was still processing the way Marcus' polo had fit his thin but athletic frame. And Taylor, she had again taken her time as she pulled off her winter parka, pausing, it seemed as she had her arms pulled back behind her, leaving her breasts pointing directly at Taryn.
Taryn had seen them in these clothes before they left their hotel room, but the one drink they had consumed rather quickly in the previous bar seemed to have gone straight to Taryn's head. Or her libido. Her ruminations during the cab ride added to her rising lust.
"Oh, it's nothing." Taryn finally blurted, trying not to look at the tits resting on the table in front of her. "I'm glad I could help." She took a healthy sip of her gin and tonic, noticing right away that while this establishment didn't carry the best brands, they were generous with the portions. She made a face as she set her glass back down.
Taylor giggled at her friend, asking, "Good drink, huh?" And took a long drink of her own. The rum and coke burned it's way down. "Whoo, I see what you mean. We will certainly get our money's worth here! Or at least Marcus will!" She said with a laugh. "You said you wanted strong drinks, I think you got your wish!"
Taryn laughed along with her and the women clinked glasses in agreement, before taking another sip. "I don't mean to pry," Taylor started. "but I couldn't help but notice the pain in your eyes when I asked you about a man in your life. Have you been hurt recently dear?"
Taryn immediately responded with a frown and Taylor squeezed her hand. Taryn took another, bigger drink and answered, "Yes, I just broke up with my fiancee. I caught him in bed with my best friend. Just a couple of weeks ago actually, so the pain is still rather fresh."
"Oh I see, that had to be extremely painful. So you not only lost your lover, but your best friend too. Do you want to talk about it dear?" Taylor asked softly. "Sometimes it helps to get it out." Taryn barely heard her, as Taylor began to softly stroke her wrist with her thumb. The warmth and softness of Taylor's fingers totally distracted Taryn.
Taryn watched Taylor's fingers caressing her wrist, the tenderness of the touch sent a warmth through her. She looked up at the woman's beautiful blue eyes and saw genuine concern. "You can tell me dear." Taylor whispered.
And Taryn did, she let it all come spilling out, from the missed signs that her fiance and best friend were hooking up behind her back, to the dread of catching them fucking in her own bed. She didn't even realize she was crying until Taylor handed her a napkin to dry her tears.
She confessed to her determination to come to this town, this convention, and fuck as many men as possible. She related her frustrations with the choices of men each night in the hotel bar. She even surprised herself with an admission of her own self gratification, which brought a lusty grin from her new friend.
As she was finishing her story, and drying her eyes with the napkin, Marcus suddenly appeared with fresh drinks for both ladies. He exchanged another look with his wife and excused himself to return to the back room. Taryn looked at the fresh drinks, and the now empty glasses beside them, she hadn't even realized they both needed another.
Once he was gone, Taylor scooted her chair over to put her arm around Taryn's waist. "Honey you just let it go! I know you are hurting now, but in the long run you will be better off without a man who would do such a thing."
"It's just that I feel like such a fool!" Taryn blurted. "I thought our relationship was okay. Not perfect of course, but okay." She turned to face Taylor, and saw genuine concern in her eyes. Their faces were inches apart. "Why, why would he do that to me?"
"Sweetie, some guys are just wired that way. Hell, some women are too. There are many who believe that humans just aren't meant to be tied down to one person forever." Taylor answered honestly. She looked deep into Taryn's eyes and continued, "Which is why Marcus and I have an open relationship. We avoid all of the messy cheating and lying, and can have all the fun with other people we want. We just discuss it, and are always open and honest with each other."
Taryn was stunned, she sat looking at Taylor with her eyes wide. She thought about Marcus holding her hand after his presentation, and Taylor waiting for her in the corridor and asking her to lunch. It all made sense now. They were both attracted to her, she had known that. But she now realized that they weren't trying to cheat on their spouse. And she had shunned them both because of their wedding rings. She took a drink from the fresh glass in front of her. They were starting to go down easier now, and Taryn was glad for the meal they had eaten.
Taylor let her new friend absorb her news for a few seconds before she continued. "Marcus told me about you the other night. He went on and on about how beautiful you were, but that you seemed sad. And when I saw you the next day, I knew you were the woman he had been talking about. And frankly, I think I wanted you even more than he did."
Taryn was speechless for a moment. But she was quick to realize the implications of what Taylor was saying. It meant that she could have had either of these sexy people and she would not have been a home wrecker. It also meant that she could still have them both, that very night!
Her pulse was racing, and she felt herself getting very aroused, very quickly. Taylor was so close to her. She had her arm around Taryn's waist as they held hands, and their legs were touching under the table. Taylor had one breast pressed firmly against Taryn's arm. She now knew that she was finally going to get what she had needed all week.
"I'm flattered." Taryn said. "I was attracted to both of you too, but I couldn't let myself act on it. I saw your wedding rings and there was no way I was going to get in between a couple and cause the type of pain I was feeling!" She was about to reach out and touch Taylor, or kiss her, but she had to know if it was allowed. She didn't know what the rules were for an open relationship, did Taylor and Marcus need to discuss it first? Did they ever actually play with just one woman together?
She was about to ask when Marcus was suddenly at the table with another round of drinks. "Well, you too look as thick as thieves! I take it there has been some bonding going on here?" He said as he rejoined them.
Taylor squeezed Taryn's hand and said with a laugh, "Oh, there has definitely been some bonding going on here!" She smiled at Taryn. "Hasn't there, sweetie?" Taryn looked intently at Marcus and answered, "Oh yeah, some serious bonding. But I have a feeling it's just the beginning."
"I see." Marcus replied with raised eyebrows as he took a seat. "So my wife has explained our relationship to you then?" Taryn looked at Taylor as she answered, "Some," She looked back to Marcus. "I'm just not sure what the etiquette is. Do you two need to know ahead of time when you are going to do something with someone else?" Looking again at Taylor she asked, "And do you ever get together with just one other person? Like share someone?"
Taylor smiled and said, "I think the best way to answer that is this." And with that she placed her hand gently on Taryn's cheek and leaned in to kiss her. The kiss was gentle, tentative at first, but when Taryn responded eagerly, it quickly intensified. Soon the two beautiful women were kissing passionately.
Marcus watched as he pulled out his cellphone, he had saved the number of the cab company and now knew they would need to return to the hotel, quickly. He was already hardening in his pants, and he knew the women were going to be dripping by the time they got back to their room. He placed the call and ordered a cab as he watched his wife kissing her beautiful new friend.
Taryn was quickly consumed with lust and desire. She had been denied any outlet for her passion all week, and now she was kissing a beautiful woman, and their mouths melded together perfectly. Taylor was a wonderful kisser, and Taryn poured herself into it.
As the heat started to build between the ladies, Marcus felt compelled to slow them down. He knew they had more leeway for open, risque behavior in that type of establishment than they would in a more upscale place, but they were still in a public place. When he saw Taryn palm Taylor's tit, and Taylor reached below the table, he cleared his throat loudly and said, "Excuse me ladies, I have a cab coming for us. And we have drinks to finish.
Taryn and Taylor pulled apart reluctantly, both breathing heavily and staring into each other's eyes. "He's right." Taylor said softly. "We should try to behave, for now." She finished with a smile.
Taryn said, "Yeah, I can see that getting out of hand." Taryn said with a smile and a twinkle in her eyes. "But there is one thing I need to do before I finish my drink." She turned and wrapped her hand around Marcus' neck and pulled him into a kiss. Just as it had been with Taylor, the kiss started out slowly, sensually, but quickly became passionate.
But Taryn broke off before it became too hot. "Sorry, but I had to do that." She told him. Marcus smiled at her and said, "There is absolutely no need to apologize dear. I thoroughly enjoyed it. And I am eager to continue." He told her, placing a warm hand over hers and giving it a squeeze.
Marcus noticed that Taryn had taken her hand from his wife's breast, but Taylor still had a hand under the table, and it looked like she was running her hand up and down Taryn's leg. Taryn turned her attention to Taylor and made deep eye contact again "I told my husband that you caught me looking up your skirt. I told him I thought you had great legs." Taylor said, her voice now low and husky.
"Yeah, and what did he say?" Taryn asked. She was having a hard time concentrating, wishing Taylor would move her hand higher up her leg. She took a healthy gulp of her drink to try to settle down.
"Ask him. And ask him what he was doing when we had the conversation." Taylor told Taryn, slipping her fingers closer to the crotch of Taryn's tight jeans.
Taryn, breathing hard, looked to Marcus and asked, "What did you say Marcus? And what where you doing?" He smiled and told her, "I told her I thought you had great legs too." Marcus answered, before continuing. "I had seen you the day before, and you looked fantastic. Then I told her I would love to be between them, as I was between hers at the time, licking her pussy."
It was then that Taylor moved her hand to the crotch of Taryn's pants, rubbing firmly through the denim. Taryn gasped, both at finally getting contact with her needy pussy, and the revelation that this sexy couple had discussed her while having sex.
"Can I ask you a question now Taryn?" Marcus asked. He held her gaze with his penetrating eyes as she fought to control herself from moaning out loud. "Yes" She whispered in response.
"What is my naughty wife doing to you right now?" Marcus already knew the answer, but wanted to hear Taryn say it.
Taryn bit her plump lower lip for a moment to get her emotions under control. "She's rubbing me." She answered, so quietly Marcus was barely able to hear her.
"Rubbing you where dear?" He asked calmly.
"My pussy! She's rubbing my pussy!" Taryn blurted. Realizing she had said it so loudly, Taryn looked to the bar to see if she had drawn any attention. No one was looking her way, but she asked Marcus, "Could you please slide over about a foot?"
Marcus did as she asked, but asked her, "Why my dear, what are afraid they are going to see?" He had a smirk on his face, again knowing the answer.
"I'm, I might cum. If she keeps doing it, she might make me cum!" Taryn's voice was now a frantic whisper.
"Oh my dear, my wife is definitely going to make you cum. Many times in fact. She's very good at pleasing her partners, women or men." Marcus told her matter of factly. Taylor just giggled.
Taryn looked at Taylor then and whispered, "I don't want to cum here!"
"Do you want me to stop?" Taylor asked. But before Taryn could answer, she asked, "Haven't you ever cum in public before dear?"
Taryn gasped "No!" But she was having a hard time getting her brain to work. She knew she had been asked two questions. But Taylor was now focusing her pressure right over Taryn's clit, pushing her closer to the edge.
"No, what dear? No you don't want me to stop?" Taylor asked with a devilish grin. She leaned closer and whispered into Taryn's ear, "You want to cum right? You want to cum for Marcus and I, don't you baby?"
Taryn's eyes fluttered closed and she shuddered, both from what Taylor had asked, and from the tickling of her breath on her neck. a whimper was the only reply she could muster.
Taryn vaguely heard the ding of the bell above the front door before a booming voice called out, "Anybody call a cab?!" "Here!" Marcus shouted, bringing Taryn out of the spell she had been under. She had been so close to cumming, she actually whined when Taylor pulled her hand away from her crotch.
Marcus and Taylor each took one of Taryn's arms and helped her to her feet. They helped her put her coat on before quickly donning their own.
The bartender looked over and asked, "Is she okay?" As they ushered a weak kneed Taryn towards the door, Marcus responded, "Yes, she'll be fine. Can't handle her liquor I'm afraid. Lightweight, you know. but we will take good care of her, rest assured." Taryn swooned, and giggled at the idea of them both 'Taking good care of her'.
Leaving the bar and getting into the cab, again sandwiched between the lusty couple, was a blur to Taryn. She heard Marcus give the cabbie the name of the hotel, even as she felt a hand descend on each of her thighs.
As the cab pulled away from the curb, Taylor leaned over and again spoke softly into Taryn's ear, "You were so close to cumming for me, weren't you baby?" Taylor again ran her hand up the inside of Taryn's thigh. Taryn tried to spread her legs to grant Taylor access to her pussy again. She needed to cum badly now. She whined again as her legs were pressed together between Taylor and Marcus.
They both noticed the movement and exchanged a look before they each grabbed one of Taryn's legs and lifted them up and apart, placing them over their own. It left Taryn slouched in her seat, her legs spread wide, one leg hooked over Taylors knee, and one over Marcus'.
Taryn's eyes sprang open, and she found herself looking at the rearview mirror, and right at the smiling face of the cabbie. The cab driver had been on the job for years, and had seen it all. But he rarely got this kind of show this early in the day. This was the type of thing that usually happens when the bars close, late at night. He gave Taryn a smile and a reassuring wink, and went back to trying to focus on traffic, with the occasional glance at the action in his backseat.
Taylor firmly ran her hand up Taryn's inner thigh to again press on the seam at her crotch. Not wanting his wife to do all the work, or have all the fun, Marcus did the same to the thigh draped over his leg. Taryn's breath caught in her chest as the two hands came together right over her now drenched pussy. Taryn gasped and rocked her hips,
Taylor kissed Taryn's neck, and the younger woman rolled her head aside to give her access. Marcus leaned over and started to kiss her throat. Taryn moaned and rolled her head back, her mouth agape as she stared blankly at the ceiling of the cab while two hungry mouths feasted on her sensitive neck.
Taryn let out a long moan as she pushed back against the two hands working her pussy through her pants. She wanted someone, either of them, to open her pants and reach inside. She could feel her panties becoming wetter by the second as she flooded them.
Taryn needed to touch her new friends, she had to try to return the feelings she was experiencing. She reached a hand to each of their laps as well, and felt Marcus was already hard, and she was excited to think that she would have him soon. She was excited by the apparent length she felt.
She was also encouraged by Taylor's response to her searching fingers. Taylor moaned in her ear as Taryn traced the seam of the expensive jeans Taylor wore. Taryn struggled to maintain pressure on both of them, but found it difficult with the stimulation she was getting from both sides.
Again she felt herself getting ready to cum, and again she was interrupted by the cabbie. "As much as I hate to bother you folks, we're here!" Marcus and Taylor stopped all their stimulation at once, and Taryn groaned with frustration.
"Ah, yes, here we are indeed." Marcus said nonchalantly. He pulled out his wallet to pay the fare even as Taylor practically dragged Taryn from the back seat. Marcus followed the ladies into the hotel and across the lobby, making a beeline to the elevator.
Once the elevator door opened, it seemed like they were going to be the only passengers, and Taryn anticipated them all pouncing on each other once the door closed. But at the last second a hand appeared to open the door back up. A couple Taryn's age entered with two small children. "Sorry folks, but Timmy needs to pee!" The husband said, pointing to a boy around six years old.
The door closed and Timmy squirmed. Taryn squirmed too, but for a different reason. She was again sandwiched between her friends, and took the opportunity to grab both of their ass', and fondle them firmly, bringing a smile to both of their faces.
When the elevator stopped with a ding, they made their apologies and worked through the family to exit the elevator, and walked quickly to the guest room, and the beds they would be sharing.




Back To The Room

Marcus had the card key ready when they reached the room, and soon the three excited people poured into the room and practically attacked each other. Taryn wrapped a hand around Marcus and Taylor's necks and pulled them both in for a kiss. She felt her breath catch in her chest as she experienced her first three-way kiss.
As Taryn was enjoying the erotic sensation of kissing both Marcus and Taylor together, with Marcus's firm kisses and well-trimmed mustache blending with Taylor's soft, supple mouth and both probing tongues, she was being groped and undressed by four different hands. She couldn't believe how erotic it all was.
Winter coats were cast aside quickly, shoes kicked off carelessly, Taryn pulled Marcus's shirt up his body while Taylor was pulling up her sweater, and Marcus was undoing her pants. They were all working frantically to undress each other, and it was chaotic, clumsy, and very exciting.
Taylor stepped behind Taryn as Marcus lifted his arms to allow Taryn to pull his polo shirt up and off his body. Taylor said into Taryn's neck, "Lift your arms, baby." And when Taryn did, Taylor pulled her sweater up and off and tossed it aside. Marcus automatically reached out, clasped both of her tits, and immediately felt her bra slack as his wife released the clasp at the back. He pulled the bra off Taryn's body and cupped her luscious flesh, running his thumbs over the extended nipples. "Oh my, very nice indeed." He said quietly, almost to himself.
Taryn gasped as Marcus tweaked her nipples, and she ran her fingers through the sparse hair on his chest. She felt Taylor behind her and felt her press her own naked tits into Taryn's back. Taryn hadn't even realized that Taylor had taken her top and bra off, but her tits felt wonderful, and Taryn couldn't wait to get at them.
Taryn felt Taylor kissing her shoulders and back as her hands came around to join her husband's, and they caressed her tits together. Taylor whispered, "We have to get rid of these pants." And she slowly dragged her manicured nails down Taryn's body, making her shiver again.
"Did my wife tell you that ravishing a beautiful woman together is one of our favorite pastimes?" Marcus asked in a low, seductive tone. Taryn shivered, as much from Taylor's nails as the idea of being ravished by her two new lovers. "No, she failed to mention that." She managed to whisper.
Taylor found Taryn's pants already unbuttoned and pulled her zipper down, so she could work the jeans off Taryn's shapely hips, taking the underwear down too. Once the pants and panties passed down over Taryn's shapely thighs, they fell to the floor, and Taryn stepped out of them and kicked them aside.
Taylor had dropped to her knees and began to massage and kiss Taryn's firm, bubble butt. "You have a great ass, baby," Taylor said, loud enough for Taryn and her husband to hear her. Taryn moaned and arched her back, pushing her tits toward Marcus and her ass toward Taylor.
Marcus bent and took one of Taryn's dark nipples in his mouth and flicked it with his tongue as Taylor used both hands to spread Taryn's ass cheeks open and run her tongue up the crack.
Taryn gasped and held Marcus to her chest. Her knees quivered as Taylor rimmed her, and Taryn reached back to encourage the woman to go lower.
Taylor resisted and kept teasing with her tongue. She began to run her hands up and down Taryn's muscled legs, occasionally using her nails while still delving between the luscious, black buns.
When Taylor ran her fingers up the inside of Taryn's thighs, Taryn spread her feet apart without thinking, and Taylor automatically ran her fingers up through Taryn's wet lips while her other hand squeezed a bare ass cheek.
Taryn gasped, pushing against the fingers, and Taylor sunk two of them inside her. Taryn's legs shook, and she let out another moan, followed by a whine as Taylor withdrew her fingers again. Taryn felt Taylor pull her mouth away from her, too, then she heard a slurping noise and a moan of approval.
"Oh baby, you are soo wet! And you taste so good!" Taylor gushed. "I am really going to enjoy you cumming on my face!" She slid her fingers back in, causing Taryn to moan and roll her hips. She was beside herself with arousal now. She wanted Taylor to fuck her with those fingers and make her cum. "MMmm yes, fuck me, Taylor."
Taylor kissed, licked, and even lightly bit Taryn's ass while starting to finger fuck her, slowly but firmly. Marcus was still sucking and licking her nipples, and he now reached down to play with Taryn's clit. Taryn cried out and grasped Marcus' head, afraid that her legs would give out.
Taylor worked her two fingers in and out of Taryn's tight, drenched pussy as the woman rocked her hips, fucking herself against the probing fingers. Marcus caught on to the rhythm and stroked Taryn's clit in time with them. Taryn was making some seriously sexy sounds in Marcus' ear, and his cock was as hard as a rock. He couldn't wait to hear her when he finally fucked her.
Taylor changed the angle of her pumping fingers and found Taryn's Gspot. She began to stroke it, and Taryn went off like a firecracker. She screamed out and started to shake all over as her cunt clamped down on Taylor's fingers.
Taryn felt the waves of her climax wash through her; it felt so intense after all the teasing and denial and her heightened sense of arousal just from being around this sexy couple all day. She had wanted them both, and now they were working her body together to get her off, which was very intense.
Marcus was now scraping her nipples with his teeth while strumming her clit. Taylor was holding her asscheeks open with one hand and lapping up her crack while massaging her Gspot with two fingers. It was the most stimulation Taryn had ever experienced at once, and she saw fireworks behind her closed eyelids while every nerve in her body tensed and tingled.
Taryn rode the climax as long as she could stand it. She lost all track of time and space as she came harder than she could ever remember. But eventually, it became too much to bear. Her legs were getting weak, and she needed to catch her breath. She pushed Marcus away from her breasts, tried to stand upright, and pushed the hands away from her crotch.
Taylor recognized the signs and withdrew her fingers from Taryn's now drenched pussy. Her entire hand was wet from the flow of juices caused by the intense orgasm she had caused.
With Taylor's fingers now removed, Taryn felt deflated, and she crumpled to her knees. She tried to catch her breath and gather her thoughts as she heard Taylor as if through a haze, offer her husband a taste of sweet pussy.
Taryn watched with half-open eyes as Taylor spread her fingers into a V and sucked one into her mouth as Marcus sucked the other. The sounds of appreciation for her taste were not lost on Taryn. Both of them were enjoying her flavor, and she shuddered at the thought that both of them would want more, and she would be cumming again and again.
As Taryn regained her composure, she realized she was kneeling in front of Marcus, and he still had his pants on. She remembered sitting in his seminar, imagining what his cock would look like. Now she was going to find out. "I need your cock, Marcus," Taryn said in a husky voice.
Taylor walked on her knees from behind Taryn and gave her a sideways grin as she pulled down the zipper of Marcus' pants while Taryn loosened the belt and went for the button. The two beautiful women, strangers just two days before, with different backgrounds and races, worked together to pull down the pants of a man of a different nationality. Carnal lust transcended any difference between them.
Taylor looked up at her husband as she left Taryn to finish the job of pulling down Marcus's pants and going after the boxers that had gotten hung up on his impressive length. "Did you happen to take a pill, darling?" She asked him with a sweet lilt to her voice.
Marcus watched as Taryn worked the elastic waistband of his boxers off his long dick and got her first look at it. He answered his wife, "Of course, my dear, I want to enjoy our new friend here for a long time." He placed his hand on the back of Taryn's head and pulled her face closer to his cock.
Taryn raised her eyebrows at Taylor, and her friend explained, "Viagra dear, Marcus needs absolutely no help in getting hard, obviously." She smiled. "But with a little help, he can keep getting hard even after he cums. And he can last a long time after his first cum."
Taryn looked up at Marcus and smiled, "Sounds good to me; that's just what I need!" Taylor kissed Taryn's shoulder and said, "So let's suck him off first, get that first cum out of the way." "Yes, let's." Taryn agreed with a naughty smile.
Taylor and Marcus watched as Taryn wrapped her fist around his dick. She looked up at Marcus, her eyes curious, "I'm surprised you're circumcised." Marcus smiled down at her and answered, "Yes, dear, my wife is responsible for that." Taylor added, "Yeah, it was a totally selfish request on my part. But we are both happy with the results."
Taryn pulled the prick towards her mouth and smiled at the bead of precum oozing out of the tip. She reflected on the difference between Marcus and her ex as she used the flat of her tongue to lap up the clear fluid.
Pete was definitely thicker but nowhere near as long. Marcus was also completely shaved, totally hairless, whereas Pete had a big bush of pubic hair. He would never even consider trimming it, even when Taryn asked him to. And to top it off, Marcus's precum tasted sweeter.
"It's beautiful." She whispered before sucking the head into her mouth. "Ahh!" Marcus gasped. "Thank you, my dear; I'm glad you like it." Taylor ran her hand up and down Taryn's back, agreeing with her, "It is beautiful, isn't it. And much more sensitive than before." She watched Taryn's full, dark lips engulf her husband's prick and got a thrill.
Taryn started to suck Marcus, sliding down about half his length and slowly rolling her head from side to side as she went, savoring the first cock she'd had since Pete. She stroked the base with her hand and swiped her tongue around the head each time she withdrew. Taylor leaned in and began licking his bald balls, adding to Marcus' pleasure, and he groaned with appreciation. He had a hand on each woman's head and stroked them lovingly.
Taryn looked up at Marcus and began to suck him deeper. When she felt him in the back of her mouth, at the entrance to her throat, she still had another three inches to go. She pulled off again and swiped the tip with her tongue while taking a deep breath. She knew she could take it all because he was thinner than what she was used to.
"Your mouth feels wonderful, dear," Marcus told her. She smiled up at him and said, "You like that?" She pursed her lips and ran his cockhead back and forth across them as he answered, "Oh yes, very much so."
"Good, then you should love this!" She said. Then she took him back in her mouth and moved forward slowly. When she felt the head of his dick at the back of her throat, she suppressed her gag reflex and relaxed, taking him to the hilt.
Marcus groaned loudly, and Taylor said, "Oh yeah, baby, take it all!" Taryn backed off briefly before returning to it, deep throating his cock again. She started to go on and off the long prick, taking every inch each time, until her lips touched his body, then back to the tip swirling her tongue.
"Fuck Taryn, that is so hot to watch," Taylor whispered from beside her, running her hand up and down Taryn's back. "Not many girls can do that to my husband."
"Yes indeed, and the feeling is out of this world, darling," Marcus added, "Incredible cock sucking, simply incredible." He caressed her face tenderly. She pulled off completely and smiled proudly up at him. "I'm glad you like it." She told him, stealing his phrase.
Taryn smiled at them, her lips shining with spit and precum, and Taylor couldn't resist kissing her. Taryn kissed her back while Taylor placed her hand over Taryn's, wrapped around Marcus' cock. They broke the kiss, and Taylor placed her lips on the side of the long prick, inviting Taryn with sparkling eyes to join her.
Taryn quickly joined in, wrapping her lips around the shaft from the other side. The two women kissed the cockhead, their lips touching, their tongues darting around the man's flesh and each other's mouths.
Marcus moaned, "So fucking beautiful!" And started to move back and forth between the two wet mouths. Pushing his cock between them, turning one way or the other to slip into one of the hungry mouths, randomly, as he chose.
The two women sucked and licked his dick and each other's mouths, moaning with lust as Marcus moaned in pleasure. The hotel room was filled with moaning and the wet sounds of sucking and slurping.
Before long, Marcus began to groan deeper in his chest. His thrusting became more urgent. Both women recognized the signs, and their efforts became more intense too. They knew they would get their reward soon and were both hungry for it.
Marcus began to talk to them then, his usual refined style of speaking replaced by crude, dirty talk that fired the women up even more. "Oh yes, you hungry little cock suckers, You both love my cock, don't you? You two are gonna suck the cum right out of me!"
Taylor replied in kind, and Taryn soon joined in, "Yeah, baby, give it to us! Give us your hot cum!" "Mmmmm, yeah, we want it; we want you to cum for us!"
"Yeah? You want my hot white jizz all over your pretty black face Taryn? It will look so good all over you. Until my slutty wife licks it off!" He used the tip of his dick to paint Taryn's face with spit and precum, and she loved it. "Yeah, Marcus, yeah! Paint my face! C'mon, baby!"
Taylor and Taryn were both massaging his balls, stroking his cock, and caressing his ass. "Marcus growled, encouragement to them, "Yes girls, so good, mmm." Taylor grabbed Taryn's hand and pushed it between Marcus's legs, directing her over his taint to his ass. She pushed Taryn's middle finger between his firm ass cheeks and told her, "Finger his ass, baby, fuck his ass!"






A Night To Remember

Taryn followed her directions, pushed her finger in to find his puckered asshole, and rolled her finger over and around the muscular hole. Her fingers were wet with precum and her and Taylor's saliva and slipped into him easily.
"Ohhhmmm, you dirty little girl, go ahead, finger me while I cum for you!" Marcus groaned.
Taryn gasped, "Yeah? you want this?" She pushed her finger into the tight ring of muscle and felt his prick twitch against her face. Taylor had her lips wrapped around the side of the shaft and pushed against Taryn's face. "YES!" Marcus hissed.
Taryn pushed into the second knuckle when Marcus pulled back and grabbed a fist full of each woman's hair, "YES, CUMMING!" His first shot jetted across Taryn's neck and jawline. Taylor pointed the tip of his cock to Taryn's mouth as he spewed again, and the hot cum splashed on her lips and in her mouth.
"Eat it slut, eat my cum!" Marcus grunted as Taylor guided the spurting prick to her own mouth to catch the third shot. She caught it on her tongue and pointed him back to her partner. Taryn took him deep, pushing her finger roughly the rest of the way into his ass. His cock jerked again, and he came straight down Taryn's throat, shouting incoherently.
She pulled back off, and her thick, black lips were still attached to the stiff cock by thick strands of her spit and his cum. Taylor moved to catch Marcus between her lips and Taryn's, and he shot off yet again on both hungry mouths.
They kissed and swiped their tongues across the head of Marcus' prick, and he continued to spew cum. Taryn was amazed and delighted with the amount of cum Marcus provided. She shared his jizz with his wife, and Taryn was blown away by the sheer sensuality of it all. She had cum dripping from her mouth and chin onto her tits and thighs. She felt nasty and slutty, and so fucking excited.
So much so that when Marcus was finally finished cumming she locked lips with Taylor and tackled her to the carpet! Taylor squealed with delight and surprise as she finally felt Taryn's sexy black body against her. Taylor grabbed Taryn's ass and slipped a leg up between Taryn's legs, feeling her wet gash against her thigh.
Taryn groaned and reached her hand down to finger Taylor. There was no teasing or caressing; she simply pushed her finger in deep and began to saw in and out as they licked each other's mouths and faces, moaning and whining as they shared Marcus's thick cum.
Marcus, now spent, leaned back against the dresser drawer and stroked his softening cock. He loved seeing his sexy wife make love to other women, and Taryn was so exotic looking that she brought a new dimension to an already erotic sight. He knew he would be hard again soon, and he had been looking forward to fucking Taryn for a long time.
Taryn began kissing Taylor on the throat and down to her chest, moving quickly to her tits. She continued to finger fuck Taylor as she latched onto a nipple and sucked hard, causing Taylor to cry out. Taryn had been denied good sex all week, and now she was aggressively taking out her frustrations on the gorgeous blonde.
Taylor tried to pull Taryn away from her tit, "Baby, stop a second. We have two perfectly good beds here; why risk the rug burns?" Taryn understood and pulled away, determined to resume her attack as soon as possible. "You're right, c'mon!"
Taryn got to her feet and offered Taylor a hand up. The two women stood and came together in another kiss, their bodies similar in shape, size, and muscle tone but opposites in skin tone and hair color. But they melded together beautifully. They mashed their tits together and groped each other as they fell to the bed.
Marcus could already feel his cock coming back to life from the little pill he'd taken and the incredibly erotic show his wife and Taryn were putting on. He stroked himself slowly as he watched.
Taryn began to quickly kiss her way down Taylor's body, she knew Taylor was the only one who hadn't cum yet, and she didn't need to be slow and build up her arousal. Taylor was already primed. She pulled one of Taylor's nipples with her mouth, her lips clamped down tightly. She reached down and firmly ran her fingers through Taylor's wet labia, her middle fingertip dipping into her on its way to the clit above.
Taylor grabbed Taryn's shoulders and rolled her off herself and onto her back, making Taryn gasp. Taylor quickly rolled over on top of her, straddling the younger woman and leaving a wet spot where her snatch ground against her abdomen.
She leaned forward, her long blonde hair forming a curtain around them as she stretched forward to dangle her tits in Taryn's face. "Suck me, baby, suck my titties. " She gasped. Taryn grasped one in each hand and whispered, "Mmm, just like in my fantasy." Taryn reached up with her tongue and went back and forth between the two long pink nipples, lapping at them. Taylor rolled her shoulders, swinging her tits in Taryn's face.
Marcus was nearly completely hard again already. He was not a fan of big pharma but had to admit that some pharmaceutical products were a benefit. He looked at the women on the bed. He could see his wife's wet pussy leaving wet streaks on Taryn's dark flesh. Lower down the bed, he could see Taryn's short trimmed, dark, curly pubes. And below, her pink, wet pussy peeking out of her thick, dark labia, all framed by her bald, puffy outer lips.
Marcus considered how long it had been since he'd eaten a black girl and decided it had been too long. He moved to the bed, determined to rectify that.
Taryn was so caught up in Taylor's tits that she barely registered the movement of another person on the bed, But she quickly noticed Marcus when he started licking her pussy lips. He began by pushing her lips to the side, one at a time, then slipped his tongue up through the wet gash, gathering her tasty fluids on his tongue.
Taryn moaned into Taylor's tit and momentarily lost her concentration on the luscious white tits in her face. Taylor looked over her shoulder to see what had happened to distract Taryn. Her husband's eyes smiled up at her from just above Taryn's little thatch of short, thick hair.
She took advantage of the break-in Taryn's attention to change positions. She got to her knees and walked up the bed before turning to straddle Taryn's face. She looked down and saw lust in Taryn's eyes as she gazed up at her pussy.
Taryn reached up, grabbed Taylor by the hips, and urged her lower onto her mouth. "Give me that pussy, baby!" Taryn demanded before the wet snatch engulfed her mouth.
Marcus lapped at Taryn, loving her essence, swirling his tongue around the entrance to her pussy. He paused to suck one thick lip into his lips and flick it with the tip of his tongue. Taryn groaned into Taylor's pussy and rolled her hips in response to what Marcus was doing.
Taryn, meanwhile, was going crazy with her own tongue, trying to get as deep into Taylor's pussy as possible, sucking and licking her. Taylor watched her husband enjoy Taryn's pussy as she herself enjoyed her mouth. She rolled her hips and groaned with pleasure. "OHHHHHH, YEAH, BABY, RIGHT THERE!" She began to rock back and forth, grinding her wet snatch on Taryn's thick lips.
Taryn quickly realized that she wasn't so much eating Taylor out as Taylor was fucking her face, and it excited her almost as much as Marcus's tongue now giving her clit some attention. Marcus was still lapping up her cunt but now added a flick across her clit occasionally.
Taylor was closest to cumming, and Marcus had a great view of her. He knew when she closed her eyes, and her head rolled back that she was there. He heard her familiar squeal and saw her grind on Taryn's face. Her abs tensed up, and her head snapped forward. "OH, FUCK, ENNGGGG" She exclaimed.
Taryn did her best to just keep her tongue moving up inside Taylor, while Taylor let loose and just forcefully rubbed her cunt on Taryn's mouth. Taylor was soon panting as she rode the waves of climax. Taylor leaned forward, placing her hands on Taryn's tits for support as she rolled her hips and fucked Taryn's pretty black face.
Taryn was so turned on by Taylor's climax. The thought that she was giving such a hot woman so much pleasure was so exciting. She worked to keep her tongue and even her full lips moving and giving Taylor as much stimulation as possible. And she was rewarded with copious amounts of girl cum. Taylor was flowing freely all over Taryn's face. And Taryn was excited by the rich flavor.
But Taylor had reached her limit, she was starting to get overwhelmed by the sensations, and she cried out and rolled over, flopping on the bed with a loud sigh. No sooner than she came to rest, Marcus latched onto Taryn's clit with his lips and sucked hard. Taryn let out a squeal and brought her hands to his head, rolling her hips up to meet him.
Marcus watched her face from below as he sucked her clit and flicked it with the tip of his tongue. Very quickly, she was cumming as hard as Taylor just had. Pulling his face into her pussy with her hands, her head rolled as she moaned. She raised her ass off the mattress as she felt her orgasm overwhelm her.
Marcus was now completely hard again, and he was watching Taryn's reactions to his stimulation closely. When she seemed to be at the peak of ecstasy, he released her clit and drove his tongue up into her drenched pussy. She cried out again, and he drank up as much of her tasty secretions as he could get.
Just when Taryn was adjusting to the new stimulation, Marcus changed it again. He pulled his face out of her spasming pussy and got quickly to his knees between her legs. He loved fucking a woman who was in the throes of climax, and he immediately slipped his cock into her. He placed his hands on either side of her head and pushed into her slowly. "Fucking exquisite pussy, darling." He whispered to her.
Taryn let out her highest pitched squeal so far as she felt Marcus push into her. He wasn't rough, but he went in firmly, relentlessly, until he was completely embedded in her. She was not stretched as full as she was used to when Pete fucked her, but it was so much deeper and very satisfying. "Oh my dear, your cunt feels incredible!" Marcus told her.
When Marcus had reached the depth she was accustomed to with Pete, she reached up and grasped his shoulders, knowing there was more to come. By the time she felt his body against her still throbbing clit, she knew she had never had a man, or even a toy, that far inside her.
Marcus paused when he reached his full depth, and Taryn looked up into those intense eyes. What she saw in his eyes was a desire, a determination, that nearly frightened her but thrilled her all the same. "So good! I am going to love this!" Marcus told her. He leaned down and kissed her passionately. She knew she was about to get the fucking she had craved all week. Taryn kissed him back passionately, tasting herself in his mouth.
Marcus had seen a range of emotions in Taryn's face, from satisfaction as he entered her to uncertainty, even fear as he approached her depths, and finally, when he was entirely inside her, he saw desire and lust. He gave her a reassuring smile and asked her, "Are you ready, my dear?" "YES, MARCUS, YES! Fuck, I am so ready. Fuck me, baby!" She gasped.
Marcus said, "Alright, darling, here we go." As he pulled out slowly, as slowly as he had entered her. He backed off until his head was nestled in her puffy lips, and he reversed direction, going back in without a pause. "MMmm, soo good." He murmured.
Marcus arched his back, changing the angle of his cock, pushing himself up against the smooth roof of her snatch. She exhaled hard as she felt the pressure on her Gspot, and his long dick slipped across it on its way back into her depths. Her pussy spasmed in response, her previous climax still lingering, as a whole new set of sensations wracked her body.
Taryn lifted her legs and wrapped them around Marcus' slender waist as he reached her depths again. This time there was no pause when he was all the way in. He gave her an extra push with his hips and started to withdraw again.
Taryn gasped from the extra thrust, feeling it hit her cervix and also a jolt on her still sensitive clit from his bald pubic mound. Then before she could register those sensations, he dragged his long cock back out. His hard, slender cockhead rubbed briefly across her Gspot again, and suddenly he was pushing back in.
He pushed back in slightly faster, again to the hilt, and started back out. He was deliberate in how he was fucking her, allowing them both to experience every inch. He loved how her pussy grasped him, still contracting from her climax. She loved that sensation of feeling every inch of his long dick as he went in and out, not violently but relentlessly. "Oh Marcus, ohh, fuuck!" Taryn groaned.
Marcus continued to fuck Taryn, in no hurry, just enjoying the moment. Out all the way slowly, back in as far as he could, slightly faster. He told her, "Taryn, your pussy feels incredible, so wet and tight! Mmm, simply wonderful." As he saw her excitement increase, he increased his speed slightly, almost imperceptibly.




Rest and Recovery

Taylor had recovered from her climax, and she lay beside the fucking couple, watching Taryn's face closely. She knew all too well what the girl was experiencing, as Marcus had given her the same treatment countless times. She had also seen him fuck many other women in their years together, which always gave her a thrill.
She reached down to run her fingers over her pussy, and massaged her lips as she watched her husband fuck the exotic beauty. The eroticism of the entire situation spurred her to get involved. She reached out and pinched one of Taryn's nipples. Taryn gasped in shock; she had almost forgotten about Taylor.
Taryn looked over at Taylor, her eyes glazed with ecstasy. "Oh fuck!" She murmured. Taylor smiled at her and gave her nipple a twist. "Are you enjoying my husband's cock, baby? It looks like you are." "AHH!" Taryn exclaimed, "Yeah, such a great cock!" She answered, and Marcus picked up the pace slightly, bringing more exclamations from her.
Taylor got to her knees and leaned down to kiss Taryn's mouth, and she accepted the kiss eagerly. As they got deeper into the kiss, Marcus leaned back until he was upright and began to thrust into Taryn's soaked pussy with more enthusiasm. He was now only pulling halfway out before pushing back in, increasing the force of his thrusting.
He grabbed Taryn's legs, and with his hands under her knees, he lifted them up and spread them wide. Looking down, he watched his long white cock spearing through Taryn's thick, dark labia. "Fuck, you have such a beautiful pussy, Taryn." He told her, his voice strained. The sight spurred him on to increase his thrusting again, causing Taryn to moan into Taylor's mouth. Taylor continued to kiss her and pinch her nipple.
Taryn was so totally aroused that Marcus had her riding a series of small, continuous waves of climax, enhanced by the sharp pain of her nipple being tweaked and twisted. She could barely return Taylor's kisses, and Taylor moved down to suck the nipple she had been abusing. She sucked and licked it tenderly as if trying to soothe it after the rough treatment.
"Oh my God, you two!" Taryn exclaimed, "It's almost too much! Fuck!" Taylor stopped sucking her nipple long enough to tell Taryn, "Well, 'almost too much' means we're on the right track!"
Taylor brought her other hand to Taryn's other nipple, again being aggressive with it, while the first hand, now free, wandered down Taryn's abs to find her cleft. She found Taryn's clit, still wet with Marcus' saliva, and she began to stroke it. Taryn's reaction was immediate. She squealed, and her hips jerked as her climax reached another peak.
She clasped a fistful of Taylor's hair, holding her head in place as her other hand grabbed at the bedspread. Her eyes rolled back, and she began to pant and moan. Marcus repeatedly increased his tempo, telling her, "That's right, girl, cum for us! Cum on my cock!"
"Aaahhhh," Taryn moaned, the stimulation of Taylor's fingers playing with her clit while Marcus sawed in and out of her pussy with his long dick had her writhing and trembling. Marcus was fucking her harder and harder, increasing the intensity gradually and driving her crazy! "Ah, Ah, Ah, Ah, OH YEAH MARCUS, YEAH"
Marcus was still trying to hold back; he wanted to give Taryn a good, long fucking. Her pussy was so wet and slick, and her inner muscles clenched him so tight that he had to concentrate on not getting carried away. He watched his wife's fingers strumming Taryn's clit while her fat lips grasped his cock as he pulled out.
"So fucking good." He said again as he went on and on fucking the sexy black woman. He directed his attention to Taylor, his beloved wife, and was pleased to see her smiling at him with Taryn's nipple in her mouth. He hadn't been lying when he told Taryn that ravishing a beautiful woman together was their favorite pastime. He smiled back, and they shared a look of love.
Taylor pulled her head back, maintaining her suction on Taryn's nipple until it popped free. Taryn gasped again, and Taylor said to her husband, "Go ahead, baby, really give it to her!" She had a lusty grin and added, "Fuck her good!. Give her what she needs."
Taryn heard Taylor and couldn't help but wonder how much better it could be or if she could take it. But she was not expecting what he did. "Not just yet, my dear; let's do something else first?"
Marcus pulled his cock out of her completely. It was soaking wet from Taryn's cum. Taryn gasped and moaned at the sudden emptiness of her pussy. Taylor knew what to do; she abandoned her place at Taryn's tits and lunged for the long, wet prick. She sucked it into her mouth, taking it as deep as Taryn had, cleaning up all the younger woman's cum off it.
When she felt she had cleaned it thoroughly, she went back to kiss Taryn's mouth, feeding her own cum as their tongues swirled. Taylor reached back down to Taryn's clit, and placing a finger on either side of it, she pulled the flesh taught, causing the little bundle of nerves to stand up proudly. Marcus grabbed the base of his dick and slapped Taryn's outstretched clit with it.
Taryn gasped and cried out into Taylor's mouth again. She couldn't believe what this lusty couple was doing to her. She had seen Taylor lean towards Marcus when he pulled out of her and knew she was probably sucking his dick. Taryn knew his cock would be slathered with her cum, and Taylor was now sucking him clean, but she hadn't expected her to share it.
And now the smacks of his cock on her seriously stimulated clit were driving her crazy. She couldn't imagine what might happen next. But she loved it and welcomed whatever was to come.
The sound of flesh on flesh rang in Taryn's ears as Marcus spanked her clit repeatedly with his cock. The steady 'Thwap, Thwap, Thwap' coincided with each jolt to her clit. Each slap sent jolts of pleasure through her body.
But then the next slap didn't come, and she felt him slipping into her again. She moaned, expecting him to sink himself into her deep again, but he merely slipped just the head into her entrance and began to thrust, very shallow thrusts, but very quickly.
Taryn could feel the head of Marcus's dick just inside her, and he was going back and forth so fast that it drove her to yet another mind-blowing orgasm. He held her feet high and wide as he pumped her nerve-filled entrance.
Marcus knew that most of the nerves in a woman's pussy were in her vulva, and he was using the flared head of his dick to stimulate those nerves as much as possible. The tradeoff was that it was stimulation for him, too, his cockhead was getting extra friction from the muscles of her entrance, and he knew it would bring on his own orgasm quicker too.
Taryn had never experienced anything like that. All of her past lovers had always been preoccupied with going as far inside her as possible. And yet here was Marcus, with more length than she had ever experienced, and he was only using a fraction of it to drive her wild.
Taryn's body was shaking all over when she broke the kiss with Taylor and yelled, "FUCK! OH FUCK, MARCUS, WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO ME? AAAGGHHH!" She brought her hand to her pussy and felt her labia flapping with his pumping. It only served to increase her stimulation.
Out in the corridor, a young woman in a housekeeping uniform covered her mouth as she gasped, her eyes wide with excitement and shock.
Marcus suddenly went deeper; he kept up the fast pace but started to stroke deeper each time. "Yeah, fuck her honey, fuck her good!" Taylor told him harshly.
Just outside the door, the young housekeeper thought it would be nice to have a story about guests she could share in the breakroom, like the older girls. She fought to keep her hands off her own pussy. The visual image she had of what she was hearing was making her extremely horny.
Marcus began to pound Taryn; he put his arms under her knees and leaned forward, his hands next to her shoulders as his hips went into overdrive. Taylor leaned on her elbow next to Taryn's head and caressed her shoulders and chest, soothing her. "That's a good girl; take his cock, cum for us, baby." She whispered. Taryn could only whine in reply.
"Oh, Taryn, I am going to cum too, darling." Marcus eventually told her through gritted teeth. "Oh God, yes! Cum Marcus, I want to feel it!" Taryn exclaimed. She reached down and grabbed his ass, pulling him into herself harder.
The housekeeper in the hall bit her lower lip, wondering if she could rub one out in the ladies' room and not get caught.
Marcus kept pumping Taryn hard and fast. The slapping of skin echoed throughout the room and through the door to the prying ears that were now inches from the door.
"Oh yes, Taryn, you make my cock feel so good!" Marcus told her. Taylor placed her hand on Taryn's cheek and asked, "Can Marcus cum in you, baby? We get tested regularly, being in the lifestyle."
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah, I'm on the pill!" She gushed. "Fuck me, Marcus, fill me up!"
"It will be my distinct pleasure, my dear!" Marcus told her without missing a stroke. "Good honey, I'm glad because I can't wait to clean you up afterward," Taylor told her softly but with a lewd smile.
"Oh fuck! You two are going to kill me!" Taryn blurted. Taylor kissed her briefly, then told her, "No, we won't, baby, you can take it." She smiled and stroked Taryn's face.
"Oh, Taryn," Marcus grunted, "I am close, OHH!" His thrusting became more urgent. Shorter, frantic, deep jabbing while he growled like an animal. Taryn began to pant, "YEAH! YEAH! YEAH! YEAH MARCUS, YES!" She encouraged him, digging her nails into his ass.
Marcus leaned over farther, bending Taryn in half and letting out a roar! "AAARRRRRGGGHHHH!:
"Yeah, baby, give it to her!" Taylor exclaimed. "AAAAEEEEEAAAHH!" Taryn howled.
Marcus pushed his cock all the way into her and held it there firmly as he started to shoot off. Taryn felt every twitch of his cock and the warm spurts of cum, deeper than she'd ever felt cum in her. "YEEEAAAHHHAAAHHHH!" Taryn wailed
Marcus finished cumming rather quickly, it being his third climax of the day, counting that morning's fun with his wife. He released Taryn's legs, and they flopped onto the bed as he collapsed onto his equally exhausted lover.
"Holy fuck, that was hot, you two!" Taylor whispered excitedly while just outside the door; the lurking girl jumped at the sound of a door opening at the end of the corridor. She scurried off to the ladies' room. She needed to get her hands on her pussy.
Marcus had no sooner collapsed beside Taryn, and her hazy mind registered that she could get a reprieve from all the stimulation when she felt Taylor moving. The beautiful blonde pulled Taryn's limp legs open and crawled between them. Before Taryn could wrap her addled brain around what was happening, Taylor had her face in her freshly fucked pussy.
"Oh My God! Oh, Taylor? What are you doing?!" Taryn blurted as Taylor licked her as deeply as she could. Taylor loved the combined taste of Taryn and Marcus. She was moving her tongue around inside the now relaxed muscles of Taryn's snatch, savoring the sloppy, hot mess that her husband had made.
Taryn gasped and squirmed, grabbing two fistfuls of blonde hair between her legs. She was still experiencing aftershocks of her climax, and Taylor's ravenous tongue heightened the sensations. "Oh, God, Taylor!" She moaned as her head rolled side to side.
Taylor dragged her tongue out of Taryn's spasming hole and drew it up across the clit above. Taryn twitched so hard that her ass lifted off the bed. Suddenly Taryn felt several fingers enter her well fucked slot. She had no idea how many, but she knew she was about to start cumming again.
She vaguely heard Taylor's soft, lilting voice, as if through a fog, telling her, "Now you can cum for me, baby." As Taryn tried to register that, she felt Taylor latch on to her clit with her lips, and her tongue began to flicker over and around the already stimulated nub. The fingers inside her started to fuck in and out, and Taryn was off again, into the void of yet another mind-blowing orgasm.
Her fingers curled in Taylor's hair, and her head rolled back into the mattress. She couldn't even form coherent words and simply cried out loud a long, tortured whine. "ENNNNNNNNN...!"
Taylor had to use her free hand to hold her lover down as Taryn's hips raised her ass again from the mattress. She sucked and licked at Taryn's clit as she fucked her steadily with three fingers. Taryn's hips continued to rock and thrust into Taylor's face.
Taylor finally gave up trying to hold Taryn down. She scooted her knees up underneath herself, and when Taryn rolled her hips up again, Taylor pulled her fingers free of the clasping pussy and reached under her ass with both hands. She lifted Taryn's ass and straightened herself up until Taryn was supported by her shoulders and neck on the bed, her ass supported by Taylor's hands as the ravenous woman sucked at her pussy.
OH, FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK...!" Taryn exclaimed as her legs flopped wildly in the air, and Taylor clamped her mouth over Taryn's sloppy vulva, sucking and lashing out her tongue. Taylor held the squirming woman up to her face and hungrily devoured her, moaning loudly like she was starving for her.
Taryn felt like a ragdoll, a well fucked and totally ravaged ragdoll. She couldn't believe what Taylor was doing to her. Her legs splayed crazily in the air as all her weight was on her shoulders, neck, and head, while Taylor held her ass in the air and feasted on her sodden, quivering hole.
She just couldn't stand it anymore; it was just too much stimulation. She had been cumming long and hard, and she was worn out. She just needed to rest, but Taylor showed no signs of quitting. Taryn summoned some inner strength and pulled her knees toward her face, and rolled her body sideways, escaping Taylor's relentless mouth.
She came to rest on her side in the fetal position. She laid there, panting and whimpering as Taylor collapsed behind her and cuddled up tight. Taylor gently stroked Taryn's arm and cooed words of affection to her. Taryn barely understood the words, but the meaning was clear. She was safe, satisfied, and comfortable and quickly dozed off to sleep.
Sometime later, Taryn was aware of soft voices and opened her eyes. It took her a second to remember where she was, and then she remembered who she was with when she fell asleep and what had happened with them. She rolled over to see Taylor looking at her with happy eyes.
"Have a nice rest, baby?" Taylor asked her. "Mm-hmm." Taryn hummed. She ran her eyes down Taylor's body and saw a hand on her breast, kneading the firm flesh. Her gaze followed the arm from the hand down until she saw Marcus looking at her from between Taylor's legs. He was lazily licking his wife's sweet pussy.
"Fuuuuck." Taryn moaned. "Didn't you guys have enough yet?" Marcus lifted his head, and Taryn saw the wetness on his face. "Not nearly enough yet, my dear." He answered.
"As a matter of fact," Taylor added, "we were just wondering if this room might be available for another night." Taryn's eyes grew wide at the implication. "Another night? Are you serious?"
"Of course, dear," Marcus answered with a devilish gleam in his eyes, "We haven't even gotten out the toys and restraints yet!"
"My God, you two are going to kill me." Taryn moaned as she reached for the phone to call the front desk.
THE END
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Consequences: A couple push their boundaries when they enter the world of sharing
 
It was all supposed to be so simple. The plan was to join the local country club, attend a few events with my pretty young wife and make some contacts. Yep, contacts. I was there for business. We joined this club so I could make contacts and generate work, much like many other people that join.

So how on earth did it go from joining the country club to find clients, to watching my little blonde wife on her knees, in front of this guy with a massive black cock?

Well, we met him and his wife at the club, so I guess that bit sort of makes sense. In fact he was a prospective client. But that was the last part that made sense. His wife was pretty flirtatious, and it wasn't long before I was enjoying her, naked and at my mercy.

But as I discovered, everything has consequences. My pretty little blonde wife was the consequence. This started as a little fun, a bit of swapping for an hour, something different to spice things up. But it's brought something out of both of us.

Now it isn't really swapping any more. My wife is on her knees in front of him while she makes me watch. And he is much, much bigger than me and she seems determined to tell me all about it.

It was my idea in the first place to join the country club, and it was my idea to play along with this partner swapping thing with them. So I guess that makes it my fault my wife has just told me all about how huge this guy's big black cock is.

This is all the consequence of my actions, I'm just not sure if I like the consequences or not!
Crossing The Line: A White Wife Crosses The Line Between BBC Fantasy and Reality
 
What happens when you cross the line between fantasy and reality? When you take that step past the point of no return?

Well, here I was, well and truly stood at that point; I knew full well if I took another step, I would be well and truly past the point. If I took that step and turned my fantasy into reality, how would it actually feel?

As I knelt in front of his enormous black cock, part of me was trying to resist. I'm a happily married woman, after all. In fact, I love my husband, and we actually had a pretty good sex life. But here I was, desperate to live out my fantasy of sucking a much larger black cock.

What would it do to our relationship if I did it? What would it do to how I thought of myself if I took the step from a happily married white wife to a big black cock hotwife?

As hard as I tried, I could feel my willpower fading. I knew I was about to crumble; I was about to do it. I was going to suck that big black cock and cross that line.
James leaned back in the easy chair and gazed appreciatively at his beautiful wife lying near the base of their couch, looking warily around the room. Completely naked, Anna's flesh glistened softly. 
 
James leaned back in the easy chair and gazed appreciatively at his beautiful wife lying near the base of their couch, looking warily around the room. Completely naked, Anna's flesh glistened softly. Her legs were parted just enough to reveal her used, cum-filled pussy. From under loose strands of her disheveled, strawberry-blond hair, her eyes shined with sated lust tinged by hope and fear . . . hope that they were finished with her . . . fear that they weren't.

Counting James, seven men sat around the room.

And all of them had just finished with her.

At the moment, the other six were splitting their glances between Anna and James, wondering what he would say, or do now that it was over.

As for James, he was thinking back over how this had happened. And then he remembered, it wasn't even his fault, it was his wife's for making that stupid bet!
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