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About This Book

Their marriage changed because of a movie…

For thirteen years Tina and Ken have led a comfortable and steady life. It’s been great; college sweethearts, upward careers, good friends and a nice house. It’s been great. Really. Honest.

Great, okay?

But if that’s really true, how did watching that movie on Friday night turn everything on its ear? How did watching a steamy romance for two hours turn the button downed Tina into a filthy mouthed vixen? It sure fired Ken up too! He had never seen his wife so hotly aroused, so debauched by the time the credits rolled.

It was the most intense, the most raw sex they ever had!

Tina is so… self conscious about it the next day. She’s not really like that, especially if she’s sober! But the harder she tries to put that episode out of her mind, the more it pops up in her head.

Ken’s just as smoked. And just as confused. Maybe some shock therapy’s in order.

Uh oh… maybe not such a good idea…

But then again…
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Chapter 1: Have A Blast

Tina Grant leaned back in her office chair. Glancing at the clock in the lower corner of her computer screen she saw it was just about quitting time. Fabuloso. The past week had been a grind. That server set in Montana going tits up wasn’t foreseen, and her team scrambled for four days rerouting while maintaining service standards. Okay, maybe only a 97%, but considering that the entire server farm was older than her and ‘way past its expiry date said more about her team than about Tensor Inc.’s hardware.

This Friday was well and truly anticipated. She closed her eyes, and stretched like a cat, reaching out with her fingers clawed like talons and tensed up her entire body. She inhaled and exhaled deeply as the muscles and tendons in her arms and hands flexed and relaxed. Next she extended her spine, imagining her head being pulled straight up from her shoulders, being rewarded with a soft ‘pop’ in her lower back.

Ahhh…

She opened her eyes at the sound of Gail’s knuckles on the frame of her open office door.

“You need me for anything else, Tina?” 

Tina let out a sigh and slid a folder across her desk. “Yeah. I hope you don’t have any plans for tonight, Gail. Montana just went into the tank again.” Keeping her face pointed at her desk, she peeked up to watch her assistant’s face immediately pale.

“Oh shit!” Gail whispered. “Tell me you’re kidding, boss. Pleeeeeze!”

Tina couldn’t hold it any longer and began to snicker. “Yeah. I am,” she said, lifting her head. “Everything’s fine,” she said with a grin.

Gail stepped into the office. “Not fair, Tina! You gave me a heart attack!”

Tina nodded at the file folder on her desk. “That’s a print out of kudos from head office naming each member by name that will be going into their personnel files for how we saved the company’s ass this week!” She sat back in her chair again. “Make sure they each get their hard copies, okay?”

“Now?” Gail squeaked.

Tina looked her Assistant up and down. Gail was dressed to thrill, and it was just about 4:45 pm. “You changed?”

Gail did a little twirl. Her black pleated miniskirt lifted in a circle around her, staying just below the cheeks of her ass as she spun on the toe of her stilettos. “Yeah! It’s Friday afternoon and there’s a bunch of us hitting Bennigan’s.” Coming to a stop, she said, “Damian in Engineering asked me to dress hot for tonight. We’re going dancing after at Aphid’s.”

Tina shook her head. Tapping the folder, she said, “These definitely can wait till Monday. Get outta here.”

“What about you? Got any hot plans?”

Tina snorted. “I’m an old married woman, Gail—not a 23 year old hottie.”

“You’re not old! You’re just 31!”

“Don’t trust anyone over 30, Gail.”

Gail’s eyebrows knitted. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard. Where in the world did you hear that?”

Tina shrugged. “It was something my parents used to say.”

“Well, you’re not even 35 yet, Tina. Don’t be calling yourself old.” She folded her arms. “Besides, with that figure on you, you probably still get carded, don’t you.”

Tina stood up and held out her arms. “Yep, I sure do,” she added with a snicker. Nobody had to tell her that she had the body of a fifteen year old. A slender fifteen year old. Shaking her head, she added, “Old married woman, girl—married seven years. I don’t need no Bennigan’s and party hardy on a Friday night no more.”

“Sounds… well, kinda boring, y’know?”

“Nahh… not boring. Steady.”

“Well, I guess you’ve already sown your wild oats, hunh?”

Not even close; but that was fine. She was happy. She gave a small wave. “Whatever.”

“Well, one of us still needs to plow the field!”

Tina’s eyes flew open wide. “Gail!”

Gail clamped a hand over her mouth. “Sorry,” came out, muffled under her hand.

Tina shook her head. “It isn’t even a full moon!”

Taking her hand away from her face, Gail asked, “Am I in trouble?”

“No… but watch that sort of talk, in the office, okay?”

Waggling her eyebrows, Gail said, “Well, it is Friday night, and we all put in a ton of hours this week, right?”

“Yeah, we did. Don’t sweat it.”

“I always get warmed up after a busy week at work.” Gail tilted her head. “Don’t you?”

Tina gazed at the ceiling. “Good grief!” As if she would discuss her sex life with her assistant!

But Gail was on a roll, and they had been working side by side with each other for almost three years now. She leaned forward. “C’mon! You’re not always the straight lace career woman Tina! Not with that bod.”

Tina’s jaw dropped. What the hell had she been smoking? Gail had never been this… this risqué before!

Before she could say another word, Gail said, “I mean… I’m a lot hippier than you, and I get all the action I could ever want.”

Yeah, curves and boobs and rich auburn curly hair that almost reached her waist. As opposed to Tina’s almost white pixie cut blonde and the figure of a gymnast. “Well good for you then,” Tina replied, zipping up her laptop.

But Gail wasn’t letting this go. “I’ve seen your husband, and he’s pretty damn studly if you ask me. Don’t you married guys ride the pony after work on a Friday night?” She smiled evilly.

Tina held up a hand. “Enough of that, Gail. Way, way too much information!” She couldn’t help but smile though.

“Okay, okay!” Gail backed out through the doorway waving her hands. “I’m just too excited I guess.”

“Go have fun and have a blast.”

“See ya Monday.” And with that Gail became scarce.


Chapter 2: A Movie Night To Remember

Twenty minutes later Tina was steering off the exit ramp to her section of Black Rapids. She glanced at the clock on her dash. ‘Steady’ was a good word. Wasn’t it? She knew what was going to happen, and it all was pretty good. Hell, she could probably drive the rest of the way home with her eyes closed.

As if daring herself, she closed her eyes. “One, two three,” she said aloud and pressed on the brake.

She opened her eyes as her car came to a stop at the red light, and saw the UPS truck pull out of the parking lot of Hank’s Hardware on her right. Right on time. It had to be the guy’s last delivery of the day. And as he did every Friday, he punched it just as he pulled into the street, his tires giving a short, excited squeal.

“Wonder if he’s going to Bennigan’s?” she said out loud. The driver didn’t look a day over 25. 

She was in her kitchen in no time flat, and was pouring a glass of Chablis when she looked over at the clock on the microwave. Ken would be home in 8 minutes, give or take, she thought as she looked at her watch.

Seven minutes and fifty seconds later, she watched as her husband pulled his Acura into the driveway next to her own VW Jetta. She gave another light snort. He parked as perfectly in his spot as if there were lines painted on the asphalt.

“Another week in the books,” she whispered to herself.

Ken Grant came in the side door of the kitchen, his tie already loosened, his gleaming teeth in a grin. “Another week in the books, Tina!” he said as he dropped his briefcase beside hers under the coat rack.

“Yep!” she replied as she handed him his Bud Light. She clinked her glass to his bottle and they both took a pull. “What’s better than a Friday night beer?” she thought to herself.

“Ahh!” Ken said, smacking his lips. “What’s better than a Friday night beer?”

With a chuckle she replied, completing the ritual, “More Friday night beer!” She tilted her head up for a kiss.

“Damn right.” He pecked her on the lips and they each took another sip. “How did your day go, babe? Will the Montana server farm live to network another day?”

She nodded. “Yeah, it’s all under control. The big meeting will be Wednesday when I show Mr. Dellwave that we’re going to have to replace them.”

“Got your numbers all lined up?”

“Yes.” She shook her head. “Those servers were supposed to be taken offline five years ago, Ken. They’re just milking it for the additional profit. When I show him what will happen the next time they go down, in terms of dollars and cents, he’ll do it right away. We dodged a bullet this week, but it’s going to happen again if we don’t start replacing equipment.”

He stepped in and put his arm around her waist. “They’re lucky they had you in the dugout, babe.”

She rested her head on his shoulder. “Thanks.”

“The usual?” he said, stroking her head as he fired up his phone with his other hand.

“Sure.” She buried her head in his chest as he ordered the pizza.

***

If Tina knew that this Friday night would begin to change her marriage forever, she would have worn something sexier. Maybe a mini skirt, or a halter top dress with hooker heels. As it was, she was in yoga pants and a t-shirt when she sat down with a bowl of popcorn while Ken cued up the movie.

“What’s on for tonight?” she asked, popping a few kernels into her mouth while Ken browsed through the screens displayed on their huge television.

“It’s called ‘An Indecent Marriage’,” he said. “I overheard two of the guys down in the loading bay talking about it.” His cocked an eyebrow and looked over to Tina on the other side of the couch. “They were both talking about how watching it got their wives all fired up, so I figured what the hell.”

Tina snorted. “You’re saying I’m frigid?”

Ken held his hands up in a gesture of surrender. “No!” He glanced at the TV set. “I… uhhh…”

Tina laughed. “Take it easy, honey. You look so guilty right now.” No, she wasn’t frigid, she enjoyed romps almost as often as Ken did. Okay, maybe she was conventional, but what’s wrong with being like that anyway?

Shrugging, Ken said, “Well, there is a little bit of curiosity on my part to see what you think of it. The way Kenny and Spenny were talking, it sounded like their wives had taken a horny pill or something.”

“Oh really? But it didn’t affect the guys, huh?”

Ken chuckled. “We men types are always horny baby.”

“You have a point there.” Tina’s mouth quirked. “So you’re getting movie suggestions from the drivers? For a vice president of your company, that’s pretty egalitarian of you.”

Ken shook his head. “You make me sound like some kind of snob.” He shrugged his shoulders. “I was busy running a random delivery audit and just overheard them. I couldn’t have a VP join in a conversation about someone’s sex life; so I dropped into the video rental store and picked up a copy.”

“So what’s it about?”

He cued up the player to the movie’s splash screen. Instead of pressing start, he looked over to his wife. “It’s a story about a woman who has a series of affairs.”

“What!”

Ken picked up the DVD case and began to read off the movie’s description. “When June Fontaine turned 40, she had a mid-life crises that took her sky diving, auto racing, and into the bedrooms of many men.” He looked up into Tina’s eyes and continued, “With her husband’s encouragement,” he ended. He put the case on the coffee table. “Sound interesting to you?”

“Oh.” Tina gave a small shrug. “Well, I’m not going to be seeing my 40th birthday for more than eight years, you know.” She gestured to the waiting TV screen. “Well, let’s play it and see if it’s any good.” She sat back on the couch, nestling into the soft cushions.

“Well, if it isn’t, we can Netflix,” Ken said.

Ken dimmed the lights in the living room as the credits rolled.

“I never heard of this movie,” Tina said. “And judging by the cast, this should have been a major release.” The names of well known Hollywood stars rolled across the screen.

“I didn’t either, and you’d think I would have,” said Ken.

“Yeah—you’re the film buff in this house.” Tina enjoyed good TV and good movies, but for Ken, it was almost a hobby. He could rattle off a film’s budget, its box office grosses and whether or not it had been nominated for an Oscar, let alone winning one.

“At any rate, it ought to be good.”

And it was. For just over two hours they were swept up in the story. Moments of heart wrenching drama were followed by side splitting laughter as the main character Penelope took a restock of her life and decided massive changes were in order.

The sex scenes were pretty explicit for a general release film. There were a few times when Tina flexed her thighs in arousal. Stealing a few glances, she saw that Ken’s lounge pants had a nice bulge.

They were holding hands as the final scene of Penelope and her husband casting off to sail around the world faded into the credits. There were a few used Kleenex tissues on the coffee table, caused by two deeply touching scenes.

As the credits ended, Ken said quietly, “Some movie, huh?”

Tina nodded slowly. “Yeah. I’m surprised it didn’t win any Oscars.”

Ken shook his head. “No… it had too much sex in it. The Academy’s pretty paranoid over sex when it comes time for awards season.

“I’m surprised I never heard of it.”

“It never really got a very wide release, but I think it’s going to become a cult favorite the same way The Rocky Horror Picture Show or The Big Lebowski did.”

“I liked the scene where she visited her dying grandmother,” Tina said.

“Yeah? Me too—how Gran told Penelope not to be on her deathbed wondering what it would have been like to have taken those lovers…” Ken’s voice faded.

“Yeah, that really set the stage for the rest of the movie.” Tina chuckled. “And when Penelope made the promise to herself that she’d never say ‘No’ to a guy’s advances for a month! You could almost believe a woman could do that!”

“A married woman at that.” Ken’s fingers began to rub the palm of her hand softly. “I wonder what that would be like…” again his voice was soft and low.

“You could tell it was Hollywood though,” Tina said in a far away voice. “All the guys that came on to her… one better looking than the next…” Very few of the men in her office were in as good shape as Ken, let alone those guys on the screen. What would it be like, though?

Ken had eased over on the couch and put one arm over her shoulders. “Yeah, that’s Hollywood,” he said. “But it was hot watching her transform into a femme fatale, don’t you think?” He nuzzled into that sweet spot on her shoulder, right where her neck joined it and blew a soft, warm breath that made her toes tingle.

“You liked that part, did you?” she said softly. Ken had released her hand and was rubbing her knee.

“Mmm-hmm” he said. “A hot babe that knows what she’s got and isn’t afraid to flaunt it.” His lips were now softly grazing her neck, sending chills down her spine. “A woman who loves a good fuck…”

She stiffened at his vulgarity for a split second. Oh what the hell; it was Friday night after all. She turned to him and put her arms around his neck. “Yeah…” she said, “a hot wet bitch that just needs to get all stuffed with a thick cock…”

Ken’s head popped up in surprise. They stared at each other for a moment as a smile spread his lips. “God, I love it when you talk dirty…” he growled and put his mouth on top of hers.

She opened her mouth hungrily, feeling his tongue slither over her lips, searching for hers. She teased him with just the tip of her tongue, coaxing him to a higher state.

Ken’s hands went from her knee, up her thigh to her belly and began to rub it with small circles. “Best kind of pussy is wet pussy, baby,” he said.

“Tight, wet pussy…” she breathed back. She moved against the cushions of the couch sideways. Leaving one foot on the floor, she angled her other leg against the back of the couch so Ken could come up between her thighs.

“Oh yeah… nice and tight… and slick…” he murmured as his hand went up under her t-shirt, over her ribs to her bra. He began to squeeze her small breasts, his hand covering the entire satin covered boob.

“I really liked that first scene…” his voice low, “where she met a guy just for coffee and gave him a hand job right there in Starbucks!” Tina’s hand went to Ken’s crotch. Yes, that turned him on; he was already hard.

“Good thing he was wearing a track suit,” she said as she began to grasp and pull at Ken’s manhood through the fabric of his lounge pants. “She was able to get her hand inside his waistband pretty easily. Jerking him off right at the table... talking dirty to him… playing with his meat….” She was stroking Ken’s hard on now, only a little self conscious of her dirty mouth.

“Mmm…” Ken moaned. His hand went behind her and with a flick of his fingers was able to unhook her bra, freeing up her breasts. He lifted the bra out of the way and began to nuzzle and suck on her nipples. They stiffened quickly, and he chewed them lightly. “I liked after he came in his pants her licking her fingers…”

“Yes, that was hot!” Tina’s back arched when Ken’s hand dropped to the waistband of her yoga pants and slithered his hand over the waistband and inside. She lay her head back against the couch, feeling Ken’s fingers pull at the seam of her panties and begin to stroke her outer lips. She spread her legs a little so he could begin to play with her pussy. His finger drew down over the damp cotton covered cleft of her mons, almost to her asshole and back up again, stopping and making small circles on her clit. “Oh yes!” she gasped, when a small orgasm pulsed through her. She grasped his cock tightly and he gasped too.

“Yeah, you liked the movie,” he said. “You’re wet already!”

He was right. It usually took her a little bit more of foreplay before she began to dampen, but the film had her motor humming for more than an hour. “It was a hot movie…”

Ken had pushed aside the crotch of her panties as he sucked on her breast. He was able to fit most of it into his mouth. He drew his head back, releasing her orb with a ‘pop’. “Yeah… being able to fuck any guy you wanted… and then coming home and telling your hubby all about it…” His finger wormed its way up her cleft and began to push up inside her, making her hips squirm on their own.

She bit her lower lip. “Yeah…” she whispered.

“What were your favorite scenes?” he asked as he began to stroke her pussy; he now had two fingers up inside and they were swiping her inner walls. Ken was right! She couldn’t believe how wet she was already!

She gritted her teeth as another climax shot through her. “Oh God!” Catching her breath, she said in a rush, “When she gave that guy head in the airplane rest room!” She gasped again. “And then… doing that guy at the gym!”

“Yeah! That buff dude with those ripped muscles! He must have went at her for hours!” Ken pulled his hand away and took her form fitting spandex pants off her like he was peeling a banana. He tossed them on the floor along with her panties and yanked his own pants down to his knees.

“I gotta fuck you, baby!” he hissed.

“Do me deep!” She lifted her feet up as he climbed above her. He took his shaft and rubbed it along her moist cleft and with one firm, relentless push, filled her aching hole.

“Oh shit Ken!” she gasped. She was at that angle where his cock was bottomed out against the back of her pussy. Gritting her teeth, she flexed her inner muscles, clamping down on his shaft with her tight slick ‘sugar walls’.

She watched as he rested back on his haunches, his eyes transfixed on his cock fucking her. “You like watching your cock go in me, don’t you, baby?” she cooed as she reached down and with two fingers of one hand, encircled his shaft as it pumped in and out.

“Oh yeah!” he grunted. “And…”

“And what baby?” Keeping his cock encircled, her other hand came down and began to rub the top of her clit in time with his strokes. “You want to watch, right? You like watching people fuck, don’t you?”

“Oh yeah…”

Her own eyes were as transfixed on their joined hips as his were. “And… Ken… you want to watch your Tina fuck another guy, don’t you? Watch my pussy get pounded by a big thick cock right?”

“Oh shit!” he cried out. “Oh yeah!” He extended his legs behind him and began to pummel her now. She pulled her hand off his cock, and began to pinch his nipples through his t-shirt. He was going at her like a battering ram now.

“A big guy, fucking your wife’s hot cunt! That’s what you want to see! Have me go out and get my pussy filled with hot come and bring my sopping twat home to you! Is that right?” Her own words were sending her over the abyss now. She lifted her legs and hooked him around his waist, pulling him into herself as deep as possible.

“Tinaaaa! Oh baby! Oh baby!” he cried out as he came. She felt his shaft pulse in her with the first jet of semen. Her own hand was rubbing furiously as her climax started, a molten orb in her pelvis, exploding out of her to the stars. She shut her eyes tightly, seeing waves of colors flash and pulse across her eyelids.

Gasping and gulping for breath, they both fell back from forever to land on the sofa, clutching each other.


Chapter 3: Sleeping Dogs

Tina woke up on Saturday morning feeling the usual sense of well being after a night of intense sex. Her whole body felt completely at ease, yet full of energy; total relaxation without feeling tired. Sitting up in bed alone—Ken had already gotten up—she stretched out her arms and took a deep breath. Ahhh.

When she pushed herself out of bed and stood up, she stopped cold.

The thought shot through her head like a zap of lightning. Last night was the most intense sex they had in years! And it was because of that movie!

She sat back down on the side of the bed. The sex talk between them was the filthiest she had ever let herself be in her life!

Her. Life!

Closing her eyes, she saw a montage of her in the place of the Penelope character from the film. How in the world could a woman really let herself act like such a tramp? During the day, Penelope worked in an office, dressed sensibly, if not downright modestly, and was liked by her co-workers. She was just another anonymous cog in the machine that was the global conglomerate she worked for.

But at night... on the weekend... she became a sex starved harlot. That scene where they showed her transformation, coming home from work on a Friday night and preparing to go out ‘on the prowl’ as they called it in the movie... it was like watching a dirty makeover on Oprah!

Tina sighed. “It was a movie you idiot!” she whispered. “Next thing you’re going to expect is that there’s a flying car parked in the driveway!” Shaking her head ruefully, she stood again and went to the bathroom for her shower.

Ken was in the kitchen, sitting at the breakfast counter when she walked in. He was eating a toasted bagel and had a cup of coffee in front of him. He smiled at her when she entered the room. It was a warm smile, yes; but his eyes... looked shy. Or something. Shit—he looked guilty!

“Good morning,” she said. She pecked him on the cheek. “Any coffee left?”

“Yep. I made a full pot.” He turned and watched as she doctored up a cup at the counter across the kitchen.

She leaned against the counter facing him and took a sip. “You’re not usually up before me on a Saturday; you sleep okay?”

Ken nodded gently. “Like a baby,” he said, again with that almost shy smile; he couldn’t look her in the eyes.

“Hey, babe— you okay?” She tilted her head with the question. Something was off kilter here.

“Yeah... I’m good.” He blinked at her. “You okay?”

She nodded. The air in the room had suddenly taken on a strange vibe. She turned away to the refrigerator. “Is there any melon left?” she asked, opening the door and ducking down to peer into the shelves.

“Yeah... I think so.” He stood up. “I’m heading out to the garage. I want to make sure the snow blower’s all set for the winter.” He left the room before she could turn around.

She hopped up onto the barstool at the counter and spooned out some diced honeydew into a small bowl. Spearing a cube with a fork, she crushed it between her teeth, feeling the juice explode in her mouth in a delicately sweet cascade.

What was wrong? In the thirteen year history of their relationship, this was the first morning after a night of mind bending sex that they didn’t say something about the night before! Why didn’t he say something?

Uh-oh.

Why didn’t she?

Tina nodded to herself. Neither of them wanted to talk about it. Maybe that was for the best; let sleeping dogs lie.


Chapter 4: Dogs To Elephants

Ken

Ken slammed the lights on in his workshop. What the hell was wrong with him? They just had the most intense sex since their honeymoon seven years ago, and he couldn’t even bring himself to say ‘Thank You’ for such an epic fucking night to his wife?

He always said ‘Thank You’ the morning after!

What’s up with that?

His breath was coming in short rasps as he crossed over to the other side of his workshop and began to riffle through his tool cabinet for the stuff he needed for the snow blower. Grabbing his tools, he went to where it sat under a tarp. Uncovering it, he tipped the machine and rolled it out the side door of the garage into the back yard and pulled the starting cord.

It started up right away, and he let it run for five minutes to warm it up before shutting it down.

“God damn it!” he said as he squatted down and began to loosen the drain plug for the motor oil. He removed the cap and watched as the now warm thick liquid spew out from the end of the tube, splashing into the vessel he held beside it… and then ooze out the rest of the way.

His cock thickened as he watched.

“Oh man,” he muttered. “You are one sick fuck, dude.”

He replaced the drain cap and rolled the machine back into the garage.

While he was refilling the oil reservoir, the motor of the house’s central vacuum started up in the corner.

“Uh-oh,” he said out loud. Tina’s miffed. She always vacuums on Tuesday nights. Unless she’s bugged about something. He shook his head. “Damnit, Ken old boy, you went too damn far with your big mouth last night!”

When he opened his eyes that morning, the first thing that popped into his head was that Tina was going to be pissed off at him for the filthy shit he snarled at her during their bout in the living room. Sure, she played along; but she’s not really like that. Now, in the light of day, she’s having her own second thoughts and is working up a real mad.

For the last seven years of their marriage—c’mon— since they first hooked up during her first year at college—her freakiest sex act was doing it doggy style!

Okay, the fucking was pretty tame, but aside from that one thing, she was the best thing to ever happen to him and he’s smart enough to know it, right?

Right?

After putting back his tools, he eyed the shelf over the tool chest. Stacked and piled across it were owner manuals for his power tools, sketches and plans of different woodworking projects he’d done over the years, and a few ‘How To’ books he picked up at Home Depot.

And The Notebook.

He glanced over his shoulder to the side door from the kitchen. No big deal, he’d know she was coming when the vacuum motor stopped. He plucked the notebook off the shelf and walked over to his workbench.

Sitting at the barstool beside the bench, he plucked a pen out of the tin can and flicked on the light. With a sigh, he opened the book to the next blank page.

Well, I really blew it this time. I just could have kept my damn mouth shut last night, but instead I talked to Tina while we were fucking and I went too damn far. She’s upset right now; from the sounds of it, she’s vacuuming the entire house, not just the bedroom.

Damn.

But man, that movie was as hot as those guys on the loading dock said! Penelope was so reserved and prim during the week, and became this TOTAL SLUT on Friday night! From dowdy to debauched was such a turn on!

I’m glad they used an older actress to portray the main character. Her soft belly, thick thighs and round ass turned me on so much!

Ha! If Tina ever read these words, she’d be vacuuming for a year! She’d say that I was bored with her ‘ballerina’ figure, so lithe and trim. I’m not! But different’s good, too, isn’t it?

He stopped writing and read what he had just scribbled down. He fingered the notebook’s pages, and riffled them as he shook his head. There had to be at least twenty entries over the last six months, all of them smutty.

His mouth quirked. Jotting down his dirty thoughts at least eased the pressure on his dick, no? And as a bonus he didn’t become a nag to Tina, so it’s all good.

When the vacuum noise stopped, he closed the notebook and put it back on the shelf.

***

Tina

The damn sleeping dog she wanted to just lie there kept stirring! Damn.

As she pushed the vacuum over the floors and carpeting of the house, she wasn’t able to get that scene out of her mind of that woman having sex with her best friend.

The only time she had ever kissed a girl was back in college when she and her roommate came back from that party. Nicole had been as horny as an alley cat, but wasn’t able to hook up with anyone, and when they got back to their room, she had spun Tina around and planted a wet, sloppy booze tinged kiss right on her mouth.

Tina shook her head. That had happened almost thirteen years ago, and she could still remember the taste of peppermint schnapps on Nicole’s tongue before shoving her away. Thank God Nicole staggered to bed and passed out. Neither of them ever talked about it, which was fine.

But that movie last night brought the memory back like a cruise missile, exploding in her tummy. 

Watching those two women make love so… so avidly and without any sense of shame nor fear, and then move on to doing each other’s husband? Whoa. When Ken jumped her bones, she was the horniest she had ever been in her life!

“You’re such a pig, Tina,” she said out loud. “Such a slutty pig.” There was no way she was going to talk about that movie with Ken. No damn way at all.

But…

She couldn’t shake those images out of her damn head! It was so exciting—to be that free to pursue such forbidden pleasures was intoxicating.

“It was just make believe,” she whispered aloud. The movie didn’t show the real fallout that could happen! What if those women fell in love with each other’s husband? Then what? And how in the world could a man watch another man fuck his wife without going off the wall crazy jealous? Yeah, that movie had about as much to do with reality as the latest episode of Star Wars. That sort of stuff that happened in the movie last night might be okay in a galaxy far, far away, but no way it could occur here in Black Rapids.

Not among decent people, anyway.

She turned at the sound of Ken coming back in from the garage. He hung his jacket on the coat rack and smiled at her.

“I need to talk to you, hon,” he said as he crossed into the kitchen.

Oh shit.

She made her face a blank and tilted her head up. “Wha- what about, babe?”

He sighed and patted his stomach. “I think I’m going to have to join your gym. Look at this,” he said, dropping his head down to his waist. “I’m getting a pot belly.”

“Yeah, well, you’re almost 40, babe; it’s no big deal.”

Ken snorted. “I’m only 38!” He rubbed his stomach with a circular motion. “Nah, I think I have to start doing more exercise or something.” He raised his eyes and she took in his deep blue gaze. “What do you think?”

She made a small shrug as relief coursed through her. Gym? He wants to join the gym? Small blessings there—at least he’s not talking about last night, right? She smiled as brightly as she could.

“I think that’s a great idea.” She poked his stomach. “You’re not getting any younger, big guy.”

Ken made a small shrug. “I’ve always thought working out was a waste of time. You get more out of doing that kind of stuff than I ever did. But now…” his hand stroked his stomach again and his voice faded.

“When do you want us to go?” she said, taking his hand in hers.

“Well… to tell the truth, I’d like to go the first few times on my own.”

A moment of silence hung between them before Tina blinked. That stung. “Why is that?” she asked.

Ken’s mouth quirked. “I don’t know… I would just feel kinda self conscious with you there, I guess.”

“Okay… if that’s what you want…” She patted his stomach and turned towards the fridge. “Want any lunch?”

“Uh… sure. How about a salad?”

***

The rest of the day was a typical late November Saturday. Ken did a few chores around the house, then flipped on the TV in the afternoon to grab a game. The Ohio State Buckeyes were playing their nemesis, the Michigan Wolverines; or as Ken, an Ohio State alum termed them, ‘that team from up north’. Tina watched for a short while, and then spent some time working in her studio on a sculpture.

They were pleasant to each other the entire weekend. Tina had wanted that sleeping dog to just lie there, but it had morphed into an elephant by the time Sunday night rolled around.


Chapter 5: ‘Oh Yeah!’

When Tina got to her office on Monday morning, Gail was already at her desk. Her hair was in a bun, and only the slightest bit of makeup adorned her oval face. She looked up with a smile as Tina made her way across the bullpen to the offices that lined the outside wall.

The schoolmarm look Gail had going was even finished off when she stood. The girl was wearing a black cardigan over a white cotton blouse. A plain, grey mid-length skirt completed the look.

Tina stopped for a moment, just staring. What happened to the hottie that had left the office last Friday?

“You… changed your look?” she said.

“Yeah!” Gail gave a little twirl. “I thought a lot about what happened between us last week and decided that I was going to sort of buckle down and get more ‘business like’ or something.” She held out her arms. “That’s why I’m going to try to beat you into the office in the mornings.”

“What time did you get in?” Tina asked as she entered her office and hung her trench coat up on the hook by the door. They were the only two people on the floor. No surprise because it was only 8:05 and the workday didn’t begin until 8:30.

“Mmmm… about twenty minutes ago. I grabbed those kudos you left on your desk, stuffed them into envelopes and dropped them off at the desks of the people they were for.” She looked down at her desk. “Then I got rid of a lot of the junk on my desk and went over your appointments for the day.” She smirked. “You got a jammed up schedule today, Tina.”

“What’s going on here, Gail?”

Gail’s eyes clouded and she looked away for a moment. “Well, you were pretty nice to me when I got out of line last week, and it sort of stayed in my head.” Her mouth quirked. “I mean, I was a little overboard, and you cut me slack, you know? And… well… I’d like to have the kind of life you’re having, and I thought that to do that, I first needed to show that I’m serious about it.”

“You’re looking for me to be a mentor to you.”

“Yeah.” Gail waved her arm over her desk. “I mean… I love being your assistant… but this weekend, I thought is that all there is? Couldn’t I rise in the company and have an assistant of my own?”

“What… what did you just say?”

The two women’s eyes met. Gail’s eyes were a little fearful, but her voice was firm when she said, “Is that all there is.”

Tina nodded. “That’s what I thought.” She turned and went into her office as she called over her shoulder, “Close the door and have a seat.”

***

A half hour later Gail was practically skipping out of Tina’s office. They had spent the time kicking around a five year plan for her that included night courses at Ohio State, and a long talk on what sort of position with the company she saw herself in. Her life was about to take a turn for the better and Tina was proud to be a part of it.

Tina sat back in her chair. She had a few minutes before the post mortem on the Montana server issue. She was ready for that, but Gail’s comment was still rattling around in her head.

Is that all there is?

It was as nice a November weekend as ever. Ken had watched college ball on Saturday afternoon after getting back from his workout, and they spent the evening at the local theater seeing the touring production of ‘Rent’. They were both live theater buffs and The Majestic in Black Rapids was a great venue.

And all weekend long, in the back of her mind, she couldn’t help but think ‘is that all there is’.

She wanted to bang her head on her desk. No damn way was she going to become some kind of cheap slut! But at the same time, she was mentally undressing every man and woman she saw on the street! What the hell was with that stupid movie that it could affect her so much for the last three days?

With a sigh she gathered up her stuff for the meeting, refusing to think about how she had watched Gail’s hips sway under her skirt as she left the office.

***

Her cell phone chimed with a text message at 11:00 am.

Lunch?

It was Laurie, the woman who had hired her at Tensor six years ago. Three years ago she left the company and joined an IT startup located in the same office building. She was the big sister Tina never had; their 15 year age difference was something they laughed about more than fretted over. Laurie and her husband Steve had joined them at the theater on Saturday night to see ‘Rent’.

Tina tapped out a reply:

Sure 12:00 at Land and Sea as usual

At the restaurant, Tina felt a little bit of envy over Laurie’s job. Laurie entered the dining room in a pull over sweater, jeans and sneakers while Tina was wearing her grey suit from the office. Laurie’s company took ‘business casual’ to a new low—some of her co-workers actually came to work wearing flannel pj pants on Fridays!

Tina’s eyes shot up when Laurie ordered a vodka gimlet.

“I’m celebrating, Tina! Steve and I have the house to ourselves, and we both have the rest of the week off.”

“How did that happen?”

“Well… my department just closed a huge deal with the city of Columbus to upgrade their payroll system, and Steve’s quarterly’s came in and they blew past their projected earnings.” She lifted her drink and added, “and since we have the house to ourselves, we’re going to take our clothes off and play ‘catch me, screw me’ all afternoon!”

Tina’s cheeks immediately flamed and Laurie let out a peal of laughter. “Y’know, for such a young thing, you’re such a prude sometimes!”

Obviously, this was not Laurie’s first drink of the day. She changed the subject. “How are you getting home?”

“No problem there. I’m taking a cab, don’t worry.” Laurie leaned back in her chair with a self satisfied sigh and looked around the dining room. “Good thing we’re regulars here—I don’t think I would have been seated dressed the way I am today.” She leaned her head back and yawned.

“Well, you kind of look like you just fell out of bed.” Tina couldn’t help but notice that Laurie must be wearing a very skimpy bra because not only could she see the shadow of her nipples through her top, she could just about make out the thick pebbly surface of her friend’s areoles as well.

What would it be like to suck them?

She shook her head at the thought that popped into her head.

But her boobs are so big! Wouldn’t they taste good?

Jeezuz! What was the matter with her? Sure, Laurie was even more padded than Gail, like many women with two kids in their mid 40’s. Why though, was she thinking this?

Laurie lifted her head and looked at Tina. “So!”

Tina blinked. “So… what?”

“So how did you like your Friday night movie?”

Tina’s jaw dropped.

Laurie let out another laugh. “Ken told Steve that you guys saw it when we were at the play on Saturday.” She sat up in her chair and took another sip of her drink while watching Tina over the rim.

“Uhhh… have you seen it?”

Laurie’s head nodded slowly and a wicked smile spread across her face. “Oh. Yeah! We saw it back in September.”

“Oh.” Tina felt her face redden again and she picked up her menu. “I think I’m going to have the Chicken Caesar salad,” she said, studying the listing.

“Hey… whatsamatter? You didn’t like the movie?” Laurie was sitting straight up in her chair now.

Tina gave a shrug. “I guess it was okay.”

“Okay? Just okay? Omygod it was the hottest movie I’ve ever seen!” She leaned forward. “Didn’t it turn you on?”

“Laurie! What’s with you today? You’ve never talked like this before!”

Laurie gave a small shrug. “I dunno. Since Alma left for college, Steve and I have been like a couple of high school kids that just discovered sex I guess. We rented it the night after we settled Alma in her dorm and haven’t been able to keep our hands off each other since!”

“Yeah… I guess I kind of noticed. You two were necking at the play on Saturday!” Tina shook her head. She and Ken had a good laugh about that on the drive home after.

“So sue me.” Laurie cocked an eyebrow. “So… did it have the same effect on you?”

The hell with it. Tina huffed out a sigh and took Laurie’s drink off the table. With one long swallow, she drained the glass and set it down. “Oh yeah!”


Chapter 6: I Hadda Do Somethin’

As the week progressed, it seemed the elephant in the room had taken up permanent residence. Neither Tina nor Ken mentioned what happened between them on Friday night, and the most risqué TV they watched were reruns of ‘Lost’ or ‘The Lego Movie’ on Netflix.

Thursday was a fascinating day for Ken all around.

He was driving a fork lift in the warehouse. For some strange reason, three of the operators called in sick today and they HAD to get a ton of shipments out. He had kept his forklift operator’s license up to date since college, and when he got word of the manpower shortage, he jumped at the chance to saddle up again. He hadn’t done it in years.

The heating system in the warehouse was on the fritz too—the furnace had turned on as usual at 7:00 am, but hadn’t shut off since. Everyone on the huge floor had stripped down to their t-shirts, including himself. Fourteen men were on the shop floor, stacking pallets of supplies, loading trucks and confirming orders.

At 4:00 he shut down his machine and opened what had to be the tenth bottle of water he had drunk today. He had sent a text to Tina telling her he was going to be working late; they’d be lucky if they could be out of there by 7:00.

“So how you enjoying working with the hoi-polloi Mister Grant?” Bucky Dent had parked his lift truck beside Ken’s as the next trailer truck was backing into its loading bay. He was wearing a wife beater t-shirt that was as wet with sweat as Ken’s was. Bucky cracked open a bottle of water as well and saluted the V.P. before draining half of it.

“Hell, Bucky, no problemo here, man. I did this job all during college.”

Bucky looked around the warehouse and back at Ken. “Here? No shit?” When Ken nodded, he gave a salute. “Not afraid of getting your hands dirty then, huh?”

“We just gotta get the job done, right?” Ken replied as he also gazed around the cavernous warehouse. “Not much office politics down here, I’ll tell you that.”

“It ain’t that we’re all that pure, Mr. Grant; we don’t have the time!” Bucky said with a laugh.

“Yeah, the suits do work you guys pretty hard.”

Bucky shrugged. “Hey, it’s a union job—it is what it is.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s why I kept my card active too.”

“You gotta be the only manager upstairs who’s in our union, man,” Bucky said shaking his head.

“It is what it is, right?” Both men laughed.

“Hey, Mister Grant, after we finish up here, the guys are going out for beers. We’d love to have you along, y’know.” Bucky shrugged. “After the shitstorm of today, they think you’re one of the guys.”

“Oh yeah? Where we going?”

“Ahhh… there’s a place close by where we usually go on Friday’s; but this was one long hell of a day, right? We all figured we earned a break.”

“Hey, thanks man. Tell ya what.” Ken tilted his chin to the part of the building where Administration was located. “Thanks for the invite. I’ll bring the company credit card.”

“No shit? Drinks on you?”

“Yeah. What the hell.”

“Whoo-hooo!”

***

At 8:30 that night Ken was on his third beer and was laughing and carrying on with the crew.

“Bucky! You didn’t tell me it was a strip club! You got any idea how much shit I’m gonna be in when I put this expense report in?”

The other guys at the table burst out laughing. Empty bar baskets of chicken wings, ribs, fries and cheese whatchamacallit’s filled the table. Along with six pitchers of beer, all in various stages of being emptied.

“Don’t worry, Ken! More money for lap dances then!”

“That better NOT go on the tab!” Ken sat up. “Don’t kill the goose that’s buying the beers ya player!”

“Don’t sweat it, Ken. The girls only take cash!” Bucky sat back in his chair as they watched one of the strippers grind across the pelvis of Pete Hogan; his legs were splayed open as the stripper dry humped him. Pete’s eyes were glazed.

Bucky laughed. “I think he just shot his load in his pants!”

Ken peered forward. Holy shit, Bucky was right. A dark stain appeared at eh end of the swollen ridge that ran up Pete’s jeans. A ridge made by his thick cock. Ken secretly licked his lips.

“So lame, Petey!” Bucky called out. He sat back with a huff. “I don’t see why a guy as good looking as him would pay to have some babe mess with him like that.”

Ken snorted. “Different strokes, man.”

“No. I mean it. He’s married to a good looking woman. They could get all the action they would ever want at Venus and Mars, y’know?”

“Never heard of the place,” Ken said.

“Yeah, I figured. Never saw you there.” Bucky took a long sip. “It’s kinda a private club.”

“Oh yeah?” Ken peered at Bucky. “Just what kind of club you talkin’ about?”

Bucky held up his hands, palms out. “It’s not a place where a guy goes to pick up, man.” He tilted his head and looked aside for second. “Well… not exactly…”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well… you go with your wife, okay? And there’s dancing and shit; the DJ’s pretty good, y’know? And if you get really… you know…”

“Really what?”

“Horny.” Bucky took a swig of his beer. “If you get horny, you and your lady can take care of it right there…”

“WHAT!” Ken’s eyes popped open when it dawned on him. “You mean you can fuck right there?” He blanched at the thought. “Are you kidding me?”

“Nope.”

“That’s some kind of strip joint.”

“Hell, no—I mean, some of the women there show off their bods, yeah, but it’s not a strip club.”

“What kind of club is it then?” His brain was fuzzy; he was going to have to cab it home for sure.

Bucky shrugged. “Well, I like to think of it more as a couple’s club.”

Ken sat up. “What—you mean like Swingers?” He was sitting in a strip club with a guy who was a Swinger?

“Yeah. Pretty much.”

“How the hell did you get into that?” Ken knew his eyes were wide, and the shot of adrenaline to his system had sobered him right up.

Bucky shrugged again. “Well, me and the wife… we’ve been together fifteen years now, y’know? We got a couple kids… and… well… things got—I dunno—stale or something.” He made a flurry gesture with his hands. “I mean, I love her and shit, but… I dunno…” His voice faded for a moment. “I wasn’t gonna fuck around on her or nothin’, and I hadda do somethin’.”

“What did you do?”

Bucky’s head shook from side to side. “I took a chance. About two years ago, I told her to dress hot that we were going out dancing, and took her to Venus and Mars without telling her what the place was.” He sucked in his breath and sat up. “I kinda fooled her into going, y’know?”

“How the hell did she take it when she found out?”

“Women can be funny, Ken. She got into it faster than me! She started dancing with one of the other women that was there… and the next thing I know, she’s giving me a blow job at our table!”

“You’re shitting me!”

“No!” Bucky’s eyes lit up. “And the chick she had been dancing with was helping her!”

“Your wife and another woman gave you head?”

Bucky nodded. “And that was only the first time we went there. Use your imagination and you’ll figure out why we keep going back!”

Ken stuck out his hand. “Your wife sounds like one randy babe, man,” he said as they shook.

Bucky shook his head. “No man, she’s not like that! Shit, Ken—she’s a schoolteacher!”

“Whoa…”

“Whoa? Whoa my eye!” Bucky’s grin split his face. “I’ve been getting more pussy in the last two years than I did in my entire life before!” He patted the table of the bar. “And other stuff too…”

“Oh? Like what?”

He shook his head. “Nothing all that important. Let’s just say that my wife’s totally not worried about me going to a strip club.” He looked around the club. “I mean the girls here are totally hot, right? But for them it’s a business. At Venus and Mars it’s just for the fucking fun of it. Maybe some of these girls are built a little hotter than my wife… but they’re nothing close to her…” his hands groped in the air, “…in terms of hotness. They’re so not in her league.”

Ken scanned the stage where there were two dancers who looked like they just stepped out of the pages of Hustler and looked back to Bucky. “No shit?”

“Nope. True shit, man.”

Ken pulled his chair next to Bucky’s. “Hey man, just for the hell of it—where is this club you’re talking about?”


Chapter 7: Foosball

On Saturday night Tina was a little puzzled, but also enticed with curiosity. Ken mentioned on Friday night after the movie that he wanted them to go out dancing Saturday and had a place in mind.

“What’s the name of the place?” she had asked.

“It’s a surprise,” he said. His eyes shifted a little when he said that.

“What kind of surprise?”

Now he looked her straight in the eye. “A good one.”

“A good one? What kind? Country/Western? Rock and Roll? Is it a techno club? What should I wear?”

Ken’s eyes boggled in surprise at her pelting questions. “Uhh… dress hot?”

“Oh. You’re bringing me to a kiddy bar, huh? You want to ogle the college girls, eh?” Her grin showed she wasn’t serious.

“Shit! No!” he waved his hands at her. “Dress nice, okay? It’s not Country/Western, and it’s for adults.” His eyes went off to the side. “The minimum age is, I think, 25 or something.”

“Twenty five?” Tina tilted her head at him. “I’ve never heard of a club with a minimum age that high. What is this place?”

“Remember when I worked late last week running the forklift? One of the guys on the floor recommended it. He said he and his wife go there every so often.” Ken shrugged. “I don’t know much about the place, but Bucky gave it two thumbs up, that’s all.”

“Not a kiddy bar.”

Ken shook his head. “No, Bucky’s about our age.”

She shrugged. “Okay, let’s give it a whirl then.”

Now, as she was putting the finishing touches on her mascara, she felt a fluttering in her stomach. Ken had never before taken her on anything close to a mystery date. Even the night they got engaged, he had told her the name of the restaurant and the time of their reservation. And she was still surprised when he took the ring out over dessert. This time, though, she didn’t have anything to go by.

She stepped back and checked herself out in the mirror. Ken wanted hot, and hot he got. She hadn’t worn this dress since college (and, truth be told, felt smug as hell that it still fit).

It was her ‘let’s fuck’ dress. Red satin, low cut halter top that ended in the tightest and shortest of mini-skirts she thought possible. She had only worn it once before, at a Halloween party 13 years ago. Sure, back then it was accessorized with a head band with horns and she had been carrying a pitchfork… but still the dress was hot. Hell, she even had the red matching stilettos!

Okay, okay, she wussed out on the panties. Instead of the thong she wore that drunken night so long ago, she was wearing black boy short panties, but still, she looked great. She didn’t even need a bra because of her under endowed boobs. Even so, her nipples made those two shadows high on her chest.

She did a little shimmy in the mirror. “Not bad for an old broad,” she thought to herself.

***

Tina’s eyebrows furrowed in puzzlement. They had been driving for more than a half hour, and when Ken pulled off the highway, they were in an industrial park area. A four lane boulevard, lined on both sides with warehouses, small manufacturing companies and distribution centers ran down each side of the wide street.

“Did you leave something at the office, babe?” she asked. “This looks like the neighborhood for your company.”

“No…” he said, glancing at the GPS display on the dash. “My office is in the other direction.”

“Kind of an odd place for a nightclub.”

Ken shrugged. “Yeah, it is a little off the beaten path.”

They passed one commercial building after another, each one with a parking area out front with a tall directory of the different companies near the curb. Finally Ken pulled into the driveway of another cookie cutter temple to small business.

“Well, we’re here,” he said.

Tina looked at the directory at the front. The listing of companies ran from ‘Acme Moving and Storage’ to ‘Zydeco Holdings’. In the middle of the listing, in bright blue and pink was a sign that simply said ‘Venus and Mars’. The car rolled down the side of the building towards an area that had a brightly lit entrance and dozens of vehicles parked out front. An awning over the entranceway was also in pink and blue, with ‘Venus and Mars’ written along the side.

As Ken pulled into a parking slot, Tina saw a couple about their age walking to the entrance. The woman was definitely dressed to impress; a little (very little) black dress over fishnet stockings. They were holding hands and laughing as they went through the doors.

“Well, I guess this must be the place,” she said. Unlike Little Black Dress, Tina kept her coat on; she’d hang it up someplace when they got inside. The late November night was bordering on damn cold for her taste. 

Ken shut off the car. “Let me get your door, hon,” he said, as he got out. He was at her door in a second, opened it and held out his hand.

“Why thank you sir,” Tina said as she took his hand and stepped out. “You haven’t done that in ages.”

“Well, maybe I ought to do it more often.”

“I won’t mind.” He held her hand as they walked to the entrance.

“Funny,” she said, “no bouncers at the door.”

“Yeah… I wonder why?” Ken opened the door. They could hear dance music coming through, but unlike the other clubs they’d been to, the bar and dance floor were behind a wall. Instead, the foyer had a series of coat racks, most of them pretty full and a counter where a man and woman sat smiling behind a computer monitor.

Ken reached into his back pocket and produced a folded up print out he handed to the guy. “Hi, we’re Ken and Tina. I spoke to you on the phone,” he said, sliding the paperwork across the counter.

“Hi Ken!” The woman said, “I’m Holly; we spoke on the phone. She was as tall as Tina, but a little heavier. She pecked at her keyboard. Nodding, she took the paperwork. “You guys have any questions?” she said, her eyes still on her monitor.

“Nope, we’re good.”

“Well, you already paid your membership, so you’re good to go.” She looked up to Tina. “The coat racks are right there, but take your purse with you.”  She let out a cute wolf whistle when Tina shrugged her coat off. “You’re going to have a great time, dear!”

Tina’s eyebrows knitted again. “Uh… thanks?” She glanced around the foyer. The bass beat of the dj’s music tracks throbbed through the walls, but not so loud that they couldn’t talk in a conversational tone. Turning back to the couple at the desk, she said, “This is the first club in a long, long time that didn’t have a doorman…”

Holly and her partner shrugged. “We have a couple of guys that work security inside,” Holly said. “They’re already bored to death.” Shaking her head with a smile, she added, “We’ve been open for nine years and have never had a fight here.” Her eyes twinkled. “Sometimes couples nattering at each other, but that’s about it.”

“Not even in the parking lot?” Tina asked.

“Nope,” Holly’s partner added. “Not even in the parking lot. Other than couples’ spats, but no… no fist fights or any bullshit like that.” He reached his hand across the counter. “I’m Jonah, Holly’s husband. We own Venus and Mars.”

They shook hands all around.

“If you guys want a tour, just come on back here,” Holly said. “As newbies you probably have a bunch of questions.”

“No, that’s okay,” said Tina. “I’ve been to clubs before. I’m sure we can find the bar,” she said with a grin.

“Yeah, but—”

Ken made a little wave. “Maybe later for the tour, right now I need a drink!” He took Tina by the elbow and they went around a passageway into the main lounge area.

Coming around the corner of the walk through, they came to a bar that was very busy. Patrons were lined up two deep and the three bartenders were in a flurry filling orders. Off to the right was the dance floor and lounge area. The dance floor was pretty full with people ranging from late twenties to early sixties. Everyone was in club wear—some of the women looked like they were wearing as little as possible and still be legal. Tina’s eyes boggled as she saw a woman on the dance floor flash a boob at her partner and squeal with laughter.

Before she could get his attention at the hijinks, Ken pulled her by the hand and they wormed their way through the crowded floor to the back of the lounge where he found an empty table.

“Pretty busy place!” Tina said loudly enough to be heard over the music. “I’m surprised we never heard of it before!”

“Yeah!” Ken replied. “Hold our seats and I’ll get us a round, okay?” She nodded and he took off. He didn’t need to ask what she wanted, they always drank Bud Light when they went out dancing.

She looked around the club. There were lots of tables with couples and foursomes sitting watching the dancers and chatting. Everyone seemed to be having a good time; it was like her company’s Christmas office party, but with one exception. She peered around the room again. That was a little strange—she didn’t see any single guys. At all.

She noticed the sign that said ‘PLAY AREA’ and an arrow pointing to another passageway just as Ken returned with their drinks. “They have a beer line, here!” he said. “Actually, it was for bottled drinks! Beer, coolers, and stuff! It goes wicked fast!” He thunked four bottles onto the table, already open.

Tina leaned over the table. “Maybe we can get in a game of pool or Foosball later,” she said. “Betcha I can kick your ass.”

“What do you mean?”

She nodded at the sign hanging on the rear wall behind them. “There’s a game room back there,” she said. 

For a split second Ken’s face took on a deer in the headlights look. “Oh. That. Well… maybe we’ll check it out later.”

Tina laughed. “Chicken! I won’t beat you all that badly!”

“Yeah…” he said, turning back to her. “What do you think of the place?”

“I like it,” she replied. “Have you noticed something strange though?”

“What?”

“No single guys.” She looked over the room again. “I mean, it’s only 11:00, but it seems that everyone here’s already hooked up.” She tilted her head with a puzzled frown. “In fact, there’s no single women here either…”

“Figured you’d check out the guys first!” Ken said with a light laugh.

“No, I’m serious.” She put her hands on the table and stood to peer out again over the dance floor and bar. “Maybe I’m wrong, but I don’t see anyone here cruising.”

Ken shrugged. “Well, I was told that Saturday nights were for couples only.”

Tina looked at him. “Well, you said it is a ‘Couples Club’… but still… it’s kinda weird to see it for real.”

“Maybe that’s why they don’t need a doorman. It’s usually single guys that get into the bar fights?”

“Yeah, along with jealous boyfriends.” She pointed at a woman on the dance floor who was totally caught up in the throbbing Reggae beat of the current song playing. “That woman’s guy must be pretty secure in himself.” The woman she pointed at was dancing with a guy, for sure; even so, she kept bumping into others on the dance floor and copping feels left and right. Her dance partner just laughed.

“And nowww… time to get sexy!” boomed over the PA system as the DJ started rolling the grinding beat of ‘Buttons’ by the Pussycat Dolls. The crowd on the floor let out a cheer and more people rushed on.

Tina’s hips automatically began to grind to the beat. She and Ken had some great memories of dancing at home to this song.

Ken stood and held out his hand. Taking it, she let him guide her to the dance floor.

He took her in his arms, pulling her close. She inhaled the peppery floral scent of his cologne. He was wearing his Aramis! That’s the scent he always wore when he was looking for some action. She smiled to herself, feeling his chest press into her. She turned her head and could hear his heart thudding in a steady, quick beat in her ear as he ground his pelvis into her.

Shit, she loved that sensation! It was so full of wanton desire and a leading promise.

As they swayed and circled on the dance floor she watched other couples going through their own versions of vertical seduction. Her eyes bugged open in surprise when she saw an older man, at least in his 50’s reach up under the short skirt of his partner and began massaging her ass cheeks. The woman was no spring chicken either—the generous flesh of her ass was on display for anyone watching as the guy’s hands pressed and kneaded each cheek. Tina’s breath caught in her throat in surprise.

And when they spun around, she saw them both lip locking, the woman not caring that her butt was well and truly swinging in the breeze!

Ken’s own hands began their wandering down her back, stroking across her own bare skin, exposed because of her halter top.

“I love this outfit on you, baby,” he murmured, his voice heavy. “You should wear it more often.”

She hugged into him. As if she could wear this out at one of the other clubs close to home. But here, in this place, it was far from the sexiest dress on the dance floor. As the song began to wind down, she saw a tall, full figured redhead wearing a stretch lace dress. The couple was so close to them, Tina could clearly tell that the woman didn’t have a stitch of anything under it! Again, she gasped.

As ‘Buttons’ melded into ‘You Can Leave Your Hat On’, Ken took her by the hand and they returned to their table.

She sat down and downed half her beer. The two women on the dance floor opened a floodgate of observations for her; while both of them were totally out there in their Temptress outfits, they fit right in with many other members of the crowd.

“Ken? What the hell is this place?”

“What do you mean?” he replied, wide eyed.

She gestured with her beer bottle. “The women here! I’ve never seen such a collection of such sexy outfits in public outside of a Victoria’s Secret fashion show!”

Ken laughed. It was a little strained, she thought. “Yeah… stripper wear clothes without the stripper club price!”

She shot him a look. That’s it! These women all looked like they were wearing stripper outfits! “Yeah, you’re right.” Her eyebrows gathered again in a question. “Is this some kind of reunion for strippers or something?”

Before Ken could answer, she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned, and it was the redhead in the red lace dress.

She looked like she was a couple of years older than Tina; small crow’s feet were at the corners of her eyes, framing her smile. The woman could use a bra, though. Her full breasts were swaying freely under the lace. She was holding the hand of man about Ken’s age, but in a lot better shape.

“Hi,” the guy said. “I’m Matt and this is my wife Elena. We were wondering if your husband would dance with my wife.” He was smiling broadly. “I had an old football injury flare up and I’m no good on the dance floor tonight.”

Tina blinked three times. “Whu... huh?”

“Don’t worry, hon, I’ll bring him back alive,” the woman said.

Tina tilted her head. “Don’t I know you?”

Elena looked back. “I think you might,” she said, nodding slowly. “Your face rings a bell. You’re a size two, right?”

Tina nodded dumbly as the woman laughed. “I manage the LeMonde outlet in Black Rapids!”

“Oh. Yeah. I shop there regularly.” That’s right. This woman’s the manager!

“You sure do—VIP member, if I’m not mistaken.” Elena looked off to the side. “Wait, don’t tell me…” Her eyes came back to look directly again. “Tina, right?”

“You’re good.”

Elena laughed again. “Not really! You’re that good a customer!” She reached out and fingered the halter strap of Tina’s dress. “You didn’t buy this at LeMonde, though. I’d remember this little number.”

“No, I’ve owned this since college.”

Elena chortled. “Are you about to say ‘this old thing’?” and both women laughed.

Before she could say anything else though, Elena said, “So, since we already sort of know each other, mind if I dance with your guy?”

“Uh… no; it’s fine with me.” What the hell else could she say?

Ken nudged her. “You sure, babe? I’m fine with it, but you’re cool?”

Tina nodded, still in a state of surprise.

“Great!” Elena stretched across the table and took Ken’s hand. “Be back soon! I love this song!” As she reached over, Tina couldn’t help but see the dark bulb of Elena’s nipple press against the lace fabric of her dress. A confused sense of desire and dread welled up in her as they strutted to the floor, already bopping to Christina Aguilera’s ‘What A Girl Wants’. She stared after them.

Another nudge at her arm brought her back. “I appreciate the use of your guy… you’re Tina, right?”

She nodded. “That’s my husband, Ken.” She peered over to the man. “You’re Matt, did I get that right?”

He let out a soft laugh. “You sure did.” He tilted his head. “We’ve never seen you guys here before. This your first time?”

“Yeah.”

“Great place, isn’t it?”

“It’s like nothing I’ve ever seen before,” she said softly. “Your wife… I mean…”

“Yeah, sexy bitch, ain’t she?” Matt gazed at his wife and Ken rocking away on the dance floor in time to the music. “Your husband’s a better dancer than I am,” he said.

Sexy bitch? Did he just call his wife that? She must have heard him wrong or something. She peered at Matt. He didn’t seem angry or anything. In fact, he looked pleased as he watched his wife dance with another guy.

She tried another tack. “That’s some outfit Elena’s wearing…”

“Yeah! Isn’t it hot!” Matt licked his lips. “I can’t wait slipping her out of it. But then… maybe I’ll have her keep it on when we play.” He turned his face back to Tina. “What do you think?”

“What do I think about what?”

“Should she wear it or not when we play?” He pointed with his chin to the sign with the arrow on it Tina had mentioned to Ken earlier.

She shrugged. “I don’t know if the management would let your wife shoot pool in the buff, Matt.” This guy was kind of weird.

Matt let out a bark of laughter. “Only pocket pool!” He jabbed her in the ribs with his elbow. “That’s a good one, Tina.” When he saw the blank look on her face, his face took on a more serious expression. “Hey… uhhh… Tina—what other couple’s clubs have you guys been to?”

Tina looked at him, her gaze clouding. “That’s the second time I’ve heard that term. Just what is a couple’s club?”

“Uh oh.” Now it was Matt’s turn for his face to cloud over.

“What do you mean, uh-oh?”

Matt sighed and glanced up at the sign. “Uh… just what games do you think are back in the Play Area?”

“I don’t know. A pool table, of course. I hope a Foosball table—I’m really good at that. Probably some pinball machines? I get such a charge out of them. And maybe—” before she could say anything else, Matt put his hand on her forearm.

“Hold it for a second. How did you find out about this place?”

“My husband heard of it, and suggested we go. Why?”

“What did you think of the website?”

“What website?”

“Didn’t you fill out the membership form and application online?”

“What are you talking about?”

Matt stood up. “Look, I think you’re really nice, and I really hope we get to see you guys again. But come with me, okay?” He strode from the table to the dance floor, right at Ken.

Tina hopped up and tottered after him. Oh shit. That Matt guy looks pissed!

Before she could reach them, Matt and Ken were in a conversation, their heads together. Matt was making strong gestures, but only with a finger, pointing it at the floor. Before Tina could get to them, Elena touched her arm.

“Let them talk for a second, Tina,” she said. “I think there’s been a misunderstanding.”

“What! You asked Ken to dance!”

“Yeah, I did. Because I thought you knew where you guys were.” She shook her head with a rueful smile. “Figures it would be me and Matt to say ‘hi’ to you.”

“What are you talking about?”

The men had finished their conversation and were returning to the women on the dance floor. Ken had an ashamed look on his face.

“Sorry, man,” Matt said, patting him on the shoulder. “But you gotta admit that you gotta fix this, right?”

“Yeah,” Ken said. He took Tina’s hand. “C’mon baby, let’s go home.”

“WHAT!” She tore her hand away from his. “He can’t kick you out of here!” She turned on Matt. “Who do you think you are?”

Before Matt could reply, Ken took her hand again. “Let’s step outside for a minute, babe. I made a terrible mistake and I need to fix it.”

She let him lead her off the dance floor, grabbed her coat and they went out to the parking lot.

Damn. She really wanted to play Foosball, too.


Chapter 8: Sublimated?

“You WHAT!”

Ken held up his hands in surrender. “I’m sorry, honey! I thought you’d get into it!”

They were standing in the parking lot beside Ken’s Acura.

“Get into it! What the hell does that mean? That you could fuck any woman you want to there?”

“No! NO! I didn’t take you there so I could fuck someone else!”

“It’s a SWINGERS CLUB! What the hell do you think is going to go on there!”

“No… no! It’s a couples club that’s sex friendly!”

“And you didn’t think it was a good idea to tell me that you wanted us to go to a SEX CLUB!” She flung her purse at him. He ducked at the last second and it went sailing over his shoulder. “What the hell is your problem? I’m not woman enough for you? Is that it, Ken? You want to have affairs, Ken?”

“Hey! Take it easy! My bad, okay? I’m sorry!”

She took off one of her shoes and threw it at his crotch.

“Ow! Shit Tina! That hurt!”

“You bastard! You fucking bastard! You didn’t answer the question you fuck!” She slipped off her other shoe and heaved it at his head. He ducked again, but not enough. The heel banged off his head.

“Shit!” he said, rubbing his scalp. He stared at his hand. “Happy now?” he said, holding his hand up. A smear of red covered his palm.

Ken’s bloody palm was a fire hose of ice water on Tina’s anger. Her hand went to her mouth. “Ken!”

He sighed and bent over, picking up her shoe. Turning, he retrieved her purse and other shoe. “Let’s go home,” he said, his voice even.

In the car Ken slapped a tissue on the cut over his ear and drove home in silence. Tina couldn’t take her eyes off the tissue as it got sodden and a drop left a pink trail down to his ear. She had never felt more horrible in her life, and was totally pissed off at him for making her do that.

When they pulled into the driveway of the house, he wiped the side of his head with his hand and shot her an angry look.

“It’s still bleeding,” he said.

She set her lips. “Maybe you need stitches.”

“So go to the ER?” he said. When she nodded, he shook his head. “Asshole,” he muttered, getting out of the car.

She threw open her car door and jumped out. “Asshole? For giving a shit?” He was unlocking the front door and turned and nodded. “Why am I an asshole?”

“An apology would have been more in order, Tina. But that’s not why you said something asshole.” Ken flung the door open and strode through the living room to the bathroom.

“You made me do it!” she yelled after him.

He stopped dead in his tracks and turned. With a genuine laugh, he said, “What are you, six years old?” and turned into the bathroom.

She closed the door and hung her coat up gathering her next assault. She followed him to the bathroom.

Ken had the faucet on and was wiping off the blood with a cold paper towel. “Damn, you nicked a vein,” he said. He reached over to the chrome mirror she used for her eye makeup, extending the arm and flicking on the light. Using the main mirror he was able to view the cut. “Shit, it’s still bleeding,” he said with a grunt.

“You need stitches!” The magnification of the mirror made it look like a knife wound!

“Don’t be stupid.”

She punched him in the shoulder. “Why is that stupid! It won’t stop bleeding!”

Ken flipped open the medicine chest and rummaged through it. He let out a phew and pulled out what looked like a piece of white chalk. “Hope this works,” he muttered. Turning to Tina, he said, “It’s stupid because if I go to the hospital, and they ask what happened, y’know what happens next?”

“They sew it up!”

“You get arrested for felony assault, Tina.” He turned back to the mirrors. Watching his reflections, he muttered, “This is gonna hurt like a fucking fuck.” He rinsed off the styptic pencil under the faucet, and rubbed it over the cut. “Shit! Shit! Shit!” He dabbed the paper towel over it, and repeated the process. “I think I got it.”

Tina was shell shocked. “Arrested?”

Ken shook his head. “Yeah. Domestic assault? It’s not just men that get arrested for injuring their spouses you know.”

He shouldered past her and went to the kitchen. He opened the fridge and took out a Bud Light. Standing with the fridge door open, he chugged it, put the empty on the counter and took out another before shutting the door.

“Okay,” he said to Tina. She was at the entranceway to the kitchen. “Let’s talk.”

The confusion raging around inside of Tina’s brain was a blue/red vortex. She was pissed as hell—he took her to a sex club! He got her so mad she hurt him! Binding around that was the fear of God of the fact that what she did she could be arrested for! On top of that was how pissed off at Ken she was because she felt so damn guilty!

More than anything, she despised feeling guilty.

“You shouldn’t have done that, Ken.”

“Done what? Take you to a nightclub?”

“Bullshit! Take me to a sex club! You snuck that on me!”

Ken’s mouth curled up on one side. “Yeah… I did.”

“Why the hell did you do that!”

The silence hung for a moment. “Because…” he said, “I was hoping that you’d loosen up a little regarding our sex life, babe.”

“Oh! I’m no good in bed, huh?” The vortex was settling down; the blue of guilt was fading and the red anger was pulsating. This she could work with. “I’m not good enough anymore; is that it?”

“Oh come on!” Ken pointed to the living room with his chin. “What happened last week after we watched that movie was sensational! Sex with you is epic when you let yourself go!” He set his beer bottle on the counter next to him with a thud. “And you used to be that way! You used to be a real…”

“Slut!” she cut him off. “Yeah! When we first got together in college I was a slut!”

“I was going to say hellcat.”

She waved a hand at him. “That was fourteen years ago, Ken. People grow.”

He shook his head. “No. It started when you got that first promotion at your company. When you moved out of front line worker onto the management track. I was proud of you, and gave you all the space you needed on weekends that first year, Tina. Coming home from work every night with your computer bag stuffed with binders of ‘Processes’ and ‘Implimentation Guidelines’.”

“If I wanted to succeed I needed to learn that stuff! It was the only shot I was going to get!”

“Yeah, I know! That’s why I didn’t complain! And you were really, really good at it! You’ve had four promotions in just five years! That’s a record in your company, isn’t it?”

“So shoot me for having a successful career!”

“Hey! I’m the one bleeding over here!” He pointed at the side of his head. “No, Tina; I’m not coming down on your for being successful. What I’m trying to get across to you is that you’ve developed a… a habit maybe of not being sexual. I don’t know if you’re sublimated your energy from our sex life to your career or what.”

“Sublimated?”

“Moving your energy from one part of your life to another.” He shot her a quick grin. “Like boxers who don’t have sex for a month before a bout—they’re afraid it’ll make them weak in the ring.” He grabbed his beer and took another pull on the bottle. “Look, I’m just trying to get across to you that our sex life needs some improvement, and you’re the one who has to come around.”

“You just want to fuck other women—just admit it Ken.”

He shook his head slowly. “You’re so far off base you’re not even in the same stadium, Tina.” He put down his now empty beer bottle and walked past her out of the kitchen and down the hall towards the bedroom. She watched as he stopped at the door of the spare bedroom. Looking back at her, he said “I’m sleeping in here tonight. Goodnight.”


Chapter 9: Sushi Lessons

They were civil to each other all day Sunday; like roommates rather than a married couple. Which was just ducky for Tina. Her being pissed off had lost a lot of its zing (not that she didn’t have every right to be pissed off!) but the guilt for cutting her husband in her anger still throbbed like a fingernail hit by a hammer. And no matter how much she tried to push it aside, she still felt like a jerk.

Ken came back to the bedroom Sunday night. He didn’t ‘ask’, but nor did he ‘demand’. When it came time to go to bed, he came in as he had done every other night, almost as if Saturday didn’t happen.

They both kept shooting glances at the other as they read on their Kindles.

Finally, Tina huffed a sigh. “Okay, you win!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. You know—the first person to speak loses.”

Ken chuckled. “That’s your life rule, babe; it never was mine. I was just giving you space.”

She turned towards him. “Look. I’m sorry I cut you in the head, and I really appreciate you not having me arrested.” She pointed a finger at him like a daggar. “But you did provoke me! We should have discussed it first!”

Ken nodded. “Well, I didn’t want to discuss it because I don’t think you would have gone.” He held his hands out palms up. “I wanted you to see it for yourself. You have to admit it was pretty electrifying.” He huffed a breath. “And it sure wasn’t anything like any other club we’ve ever been to before.” He turned to her. “I’m not going to apologize for doing it, Tina.”

“You’re not?”

“No. I did it with the best of intentions. I did it for us.” His lips turned down. “We left because of your reaction; not because of us.”

She chewed her lip. “Are we going to bed angry?”

Matt looked off to the side. “I don’t think so… I mean, I’m not pissed off at you,” he made a theatrical gesture rubbing the side of his head, “despite my injury,” he added with a smile. His face evened out again. “Are you pissed off at me?”

“No… but I’m kind of confused.”

“I’ll put that in the plus column then.” He pecked her cheek. “G’night, love.”

***

At lunchtime the next day, her phone ding’ed with at text from Ken:

Remember sushi, okay?

She stared at the screen, pursing her lips.

K

She tapped send.

Did he really think there was a similarity? That’s stupid. Before she could fire off another text, her phone chirped and Laurie’s pic popped into caller ID.

“Hey, how about dinner?” Laurie said before Tina could even say ‘hello’.

“What? Don’t you need to go home?”

“Nahh… Chicago’s playing Montreal and Steve’s going out with some buds.”

She and Ken certainly didn’t have any plans tonight. “Yeah, sure.”

“Got any suggestions?” Laurie asked. “I don’t feel like pub grub, okay?”

“How about sushi?” Tina said.

***

That evening she and Laurie were sitting at the sushi bar of Hokkaido House. Again, Laurie looked like she had just finished washing her car, a sharp contrast to Tina’s conservative blue pin stripe blazer and skirt. Tina wasn’t sure if she was envious or not. Sure Laurie didn’t have to put the time in getting ready for work, and didn’t have anything close to the dry cleaning tab Tina had. Even so, Tina liked having clothes for business and then clothes for home. Getting changed at the end of the day made the transition easier in her mind.

“I’m glad you picked this place, Tina. I can’t remember the last time I had sushi!” Laurie said, chasing her last California roll around her dish with chopsticks. Giving up, she speared it and brought it to her mouth.

“Yeah, it’s been a while for me. Ken got me into it when we were still in school.” Tina deftly plucked a slice of her Boston roll up with her chopsticks, dredged it in some Gari and dabbed it onto the pat of Wasabi at the edge of her plate before popping it into her mouth. “Yum!” she said, chewing on the succulent morsel. When she finished swallowing, she repeated the action and held it up to Laurie’s mouth.

“Oooh… feeding me…” Laurie said with a grin.

“You suck with chopsticks. I’m doing you a favor.” Tina gestured with the tidbit. “Try this one; it’s awesome.” Laurie took it in her mouth and yummed as she chewed.

Tina put her chopsticks down and took a sip from the Saki cup in front of her. The warm rice wine was hitting the spot. “It’s practically Kismet you called when you did, Laurie.”

“Oh? Why so?”

“Just before you phoned, I had a text from Ken reminding me about sushi.”

“What, you guys were planning on coming here?”

“No. He was trying to remind me that I sometimes have a closed mind.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well… back in college, when we first got together, one night he suggested we go out for sushi, and I shot it down.” Tina plucked another slice of Boston Roll and ate it. “Back then, the idea of sushi just turned me off.”

“You had never had it.”

Tina nodded, swallowing. “Yeah. I’ve seen pictures and stuff, but it never appealed to me.” Staring at the table top, she continued. “So one night about a month later, he asked me to trust him.”

“So you went.”

“Hell no. We were at his place. We had been putting away some beers and a couple of joints and were starting to get the munchies. We had ordered a pizza, but, you know, Friday night in a college town—it was going to be a wait, right?” She sucked in her breath. “So he said that while we were waiting, he wanted to try something, but I had to trust him.”

“And…?”

“So he put a blindfold on me, and I heard him rustling in his refrigerator. The next thing I knew he was next to me, and he said ‘Open your mouth, you’re going to love how this tastes’. I was so freaking hungry, I gobbled it right up and asked for another! Man it was delicious!” She let out a giggle and pointed at her plate with her chopsticks. “It was this—Boston Roll.” Shaking her head, she ended with “Ever since then, I’ve looooved sushi.”

Laurie nodded. “That’s a sweet story.”

Tina nodded sadly. “So today, after what happened over the weekend, he was reminding me of it.”

“What do you mean?” Laurie leaned in. “Is he trying to get you to try curry now?”

Tina shook her head. “We had kind of a fight over the weekend.”

“Kind of a fight? How bad?”

Tina’s lips jutted to the side. “If the cops had shown up, somebody would have gotten arrested.”

Laurie’s eyes shot open wide. “What!” She put her arm on Tina’s shoulder. “Look—if he laid a hand on you, that’s going too far!”

“No, he didn’t touch me. It was more throwing things.”

“That’s not right either Tina! You better do something about that! Guys don’t get away with that shit these days!”

“You really think so?” She turned to her friend. “But what if it was just in the heat of the moment? And what if they’re really sorry afterwards?” Her eyes started filming all on their own. “It’s never happened before! And we’ve been together 14 damn years!”

“Look, Tina—a line got crossed. Now I’m going to be worried about you! What if he does it again? And what if it’s worse the next time? These things may start off small, but if they’re not nipped in the bud, they can get really bad. C’mon, you know that!”

“I promise. It will not happen again.”

“How the hell can you be so sure? Do you want to take the chance?”

“It’s not me taking the chance, Laurie. It’s Ken. I’m the one who would have been arrested,” she ended and burst into tears.

***

Laurie pulled her from her seat at the bar and they had gotten a table in the back of the dining room. Tina had just finished her confession of heaving the shoe at Ken. There was another bottle of Saki on the table, and they had ordered the Beef Teriyaki Set Dinner Special Hokkaido House was renowned for.

“What club did he take you to that got you so upset, Tina?” Laurie asked.

Tina had dabbed her eyes and blew her nose. “He called it a Couples Club!”

“Oh?” Laurie replied quietly. Her eyes glanced sideways. “Umm… where was it?”

“Out on the edge of the city. In an industrial park someplace.”

“Oh.” Laurie drummed her fingernails on the table’s surface. “So it was pretty seedy, huh? Biker dudes or something? Filled with sleazy lounge lizards on the prowl?”

“No… not really.” Before she could continue, their server, wearing a pale yellow kimono, brought them their meals. They sat quietly as she laid out their dishes, and left them.

Laurie topped off their Saki. “So… what was it about this place that got you upset?”

Tina’s face flushed. “I like to think I’m open minded, Laurie; but… but…” her voice trailed off.

“But what?”

Tina’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Laurie! It was a sex club!”

Laurie blinked. “What? With hookers and stuff? He brought you to a brothel? A whorehouse? That creep!”

“No! Not that! I didn’t see any hookers!” She looked aside to make sure that there weren’t any other diners close enough to listen in. “Although, the women there were dressed like strippers!”

“Oh. He brought you to a strip club.” Laurie giggled. “Steve and I went to one once. We both found it boring after about a half hour to tell the truth!”

“No! It wasn’t a strip club! It was a Swingers Club!”

“Oh! Why didn’t you say so!” Laurie leaned into Tina. “You guys went to Venus and Mars! Isn’t it awesome?”


Chapter 10: Whaaat?

Tina’s jaw dropped so far it almost bounced off the table.

“You…” she squeaked.

Laurie’s eyebrows arched, he eyes wide as she silently nodded with a grin.

“But…” Tina sucked in a lungful of air. “You’re married!”

“Yeah! Three more years and I get a gold watch!”

Tina was floundering. What the hell was going on here? “Did Ken put you up to this?”

Laurie’s eyes flew even wider in shock. “No! Steve and I never tell anyone who’s vanilla about what we do in the Lifestyle!”

“Vanilla? You think I’m vanilla?” Laurie had some nerve! She owned a string bikini! Okay she only wore it once. Under a t-shirt. In Costa Rica.

“No, what I mean is that we don’t… I don’t know—‘recruit’ or anything like that. Neither of us ever really discussed our sex lives with either of you guys.” She gave a shrug and winked conspiratorially. “Until now, that is.”

“But…” Tina clutched at the edge of the table to keep from falling off the face of the earth. “But you’re so normal!”

Laurie barked out a laugh. “And I get laid a lot!” she whispered, glee in her voice. “Not too bad for an old broad, huh?”

“You’re not old!”

“Old enough to have two kids in college!”

“Well, yeah… but…?” Tina sat back in her seat, totally stunned. She blinked dumbly three of four times, her eyelids dropping and rising. Each time she did, Laurie was still sitting there. Okay, this wasn’t a dream. She dropped her gaze down to Laurie’s chest. Again, she could see Laurie’s nipple, just barely peeking though the fabric of her golf shirt. She licked her lips and raised her gaze.

Laurie smiled warmly. “I think we have a few things to talk over, don’t you?”

“Uhhh… okay.” She was sure her brain was melting.


Chapter 11: Decision Time

For the first time in the last fourteen years Tina weighed a decision that would have a tremendous impact on her life without consulting Ken. Since she was 18 years old, and met him during her first year at Ohio State, she’d run any thoughts or ideas past him that were important. This time though, he couldn’t be part of that process.

Tina had to come to terms with who she was, what she wanted and where she would go from there.

The fact that it scared the shit out of her told her that she was making important choices. But they had to be her choices, not Ken’s. Whatever decision she came to, she damn well wanted to make sure that there would be no chance for her to blame anyone else.

And if Ken couldn’t respect her decision, they’d have to work through that.


Chapter 12: Arm’s Length

Ken

All week long, he felt Tina keeping him at arm’s length. When her cell phone would ring with a call, she would leave the room with it. Twice during the week she got text messages that she read, and he could tell by watching her fingers fly on the screen, immediately delete it.

He was getting nervous. Okay, they had a pretty big fight on Saturday, sure; but it felt like they had put most of it behind them by the time Monday had rolled around. But for the rest of the week she had been… distant.

“Hey…” he said to her after work on Wednesday, “what’s going on?”

Tina had just had another call and she had gone into the bathroom when she answered it. She looked to the side, a quiet smile curling her lip. “Nothing. Just Laurie. She wants me to go with her to a party on Saturday night, that’s all.”

“What, I’m not included?”

“Well… I don’t think that it’s something you’d want to be a part of, that’s all.”

“Oh; what is it, a Tupperware thing?”

She stared at him wide eyed. “Well…”

“Look—don’t let anyone rope you into hosting one of those stupid things, okay? They try like hell to get the guests to sign up for a party or whatever, and…” before he could finish his tirade against home parties Tina held up her hand like a traffic cop.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let that happen, babe. Not by a long shot.”

He shrugged. “Okay then. Don’t spend too much either, okay?” Glancing around the kitchen, he said, “I can’t think of a single thing we need. They’ll try to tell you that you can’t live your life without some plastic gizmo that looks all gee whiz, but c’mon; if we needed it, wouldn’t we already have it?”

Tina nodded her head in an odd way. “Yeah, I guess you have a point about that.” She held out a hand. “I promise I won’t buy anything on Saturday, okay? I still just want to get together with Laurie and some other people she knows.”

He let out a huff of air. That felt a lot better. Steve and Laurie were cool people. He couldn’t believe that they had kids in college, but what the hell. Steve was as much a fan of the Blackhawks as he was; and Laurie; though a little older than him, was a hell of a sharp woman. Padded in all the right places and funny as hell. He shrugged. “Well, whatever. Have a good time. I’ll probably just Netflix and chill.”

“Isn’t there a hockey game on?”

“None that I’m interested in. The Blackhawks play the Rangers in New York on Sunday afternoon, and that’s football time.”

“Oh. Oh well, you’ll find something to do while I’m out.”

“Yeah, probably.” He looked around the kitchen. “Got any ideas for dinner?”

***

Even though they ironed out Tina’s plans for Saturday night, he still felt like she was keeping her distance. What the hell. They’d been a couple for years and years; when whatever was bugging her settled in her head, she’d talk to him about it.

She always had, right?


Chapter 13: Holy Shit!

Saturday night came and Tina was putting on her coat. Ken was in the living room, cruising to see what was on Netflix. He probably would wind up watching some documentaries about military stuff—the sort of thing Tina had zero interest in. She came in the room zipping up her ski jacket.

“Well, I’m out of here,” she said.

He glanced at his watch. “Shit, what kind of hen party is this? It’s 8:30 and you’re just leaving?”

Tina shrugged. “Well, it is what it is.”

He looked at her quizzically. “That’s a non answer if ever there was one.”

She bent down, kissed his cheek and said “See ya honey. If I have any problems or questions, I’ll send you a text.”

“Sure, okay.”

Straightening up, she said, “You do have your phone on you, right?”

He patted his shirt pocket. “Oh… I guess it’s in the kitchen.”

She nodded. “Okay. See ya,” and left the room.

Just when he was starting a documentary about ‘Lost Ships of WW I’ she came back in and dropped his phone in his lap. “Like I said, if I got to get hold of you, I want you to pick up, okay?” She tinkled her fingers at him. “Bye!”

Yeah, whatever. “Just don’t bring home any plastic freezie molds!” he called after her.

An hour later, as the credits rolled on the first hour of the five hour documentary, his phone chimed with a text message alert. Tina’s ID flashed on the screen:

I promised I didn’t buy anything, but I have a present for you

That was odd. He tapped out a reply:

Oh? What?

Her reply came back in a flash:

Just this (attachment)

He opened the attachment and gasped.

It was a selfie, yes; but unlike any Tina had ever sent him before.

It was a close up of her pussy. At least he thought it was her pussy, because of the hand that was stroking it had her wedding/engagement rings. Except instead of it having a close cropped bush, it was completely bare. He stared at it, his cock agreeing that this was one of the best pics of his wife he’d seen in some time. He gave his head a shake and tapped out a response:

When are you bringing that home?

He stood up. He better take a shower. Maybe shave, too.

His phone chimed with Tina’s reply:

You have to come and collect it. But shower and dress…

Dress? Dress? His fingers flew:

Dress?

He watched the screen as he headed for the bathroom.

In the same outfit you wore last Saturday.

What the fuck? A grin exploded on his face. They were okay. He tapped out his answer:

Nooo problem!

As soon as he sent it, Tina replied:

Good! Let me know when you’re leaving! I’ll meet you!

This was sounding better and better! Standing in the bathroom, he almost fell over taking off his pants so he could get into the shower.

Before he was out of the shower, his phone had chimed three times. He got out and read each text, his jaw dropping with each one.

Are you done yet?

Me so horny!

I feel so dirty! I want to fuck!

He tried to towel off and send a text message at the same time. All he managed to type was:

Drkz9dkkkdaaall

Shit. He stopped, erased it and replied:

Trust me I’m going as fast as I can!

As soon as he hit send, Tina replied:

My tiny titties are so hard! (attachment)

Opening the pic, he saw a shot of her boob and her fingers pinching the upright nipple. God it was so stiff. Another message chimed in while he was staring at it:

Oh god I want to suck a cock for yoooouuuuu!!

He didn’t give a shit it was a typo; he was going to get well and truly laid tonight. His fingers flew:

Getting dressed now!

Tina replied:

Goody! Let me know when you’re in the car!

Less than ten minutes later he started the car, plugged in his phone and set it in the cradle on the dash.

“Text to Tina,” he said aloud.

“Speak clearly,” his phone replied.

In the car. Where are you?

Tina’s reply:

Take I-90 East

What was up with that? He dictated his reply:

You’re at a motel? Which one?

Her response came back immediately:

Not in a motel. Let me know when you’re on the highway.

Five minutes later, he zoomed onto the entrance ramp and sent his text:

On highway. Where am I going?

Tina replied in a stream of text messages that Ken’s phone read aloud to him, one after another:

My pussy is so wet!

I can’t wait to fill it!

I need cock so bad!

Hurry baby!

Cum to me!

I’m at Venus and Mars!

“Holy SHIT!” Ken floored it.


Chapter 14: Here

The hardest part of making a decision is making it. Following through with it, even if you have some doubts is always easier.

Tina was sitting in a conversation pit of couches in a U shape at the back of Venus and Mars. Laurie and Steve were with her, along with two other couples; including Matt and Elena from the week earlier. When those two told her how they had started their foray into the Lifestyle she couldn’t help but laugh out loud. They were joined by another couple, a cute little Filipino girl a few years younger than Tina. When she found out that Mila had once worked for Elena, she felt a lot more comfortable in her decision to jump into this with Laurie.

She loved Laurie to death; and when they were at the Japanese restaurant on Monday and Laurie suggested that she be her mentor in the lifestyle, Tina at first felt a little squeamish.

“Just think of it like we’re taking a First Aid class together, Tina! It’ll be a lot more fun, sure; but don’t get all worked up over the fact that you might see me naked.”

Laurie didn’t know a damn thing about Tina’s fantasies about the two of them.

She sure did by the time this Saturday night rolled around.

They were all laughing like hell at Tina’s text messages.

“I hope he doesn’t wreck the car before he gets here!” worried Elena.

“Not a problem; Ken’s great behind the wheel,” Tina said. She was watching the phone. Her last text to Ken instructed him to tell her when he was pulling in. She already cleared it with Holly and Jonah at the front desk to just wave him through when he got in.

Her phone chimed:

Here

She tapped out her last message telling him to c’mon in!

“So now it begins!” she said out loud.

The rest of the group let out a cheer and gathered around her.


Chapter 15: The Rabbit Hole

Ken came into the bar still wearing his leather jacket. He’d hang it up later. Holly and Jonah at the door were awesome, just waving him through with a laugh.

The dance floor was packed with revelers, even more than the previous weekend. They were just as enticing though, because now, although he didn’t have a clue what the hell had happened, he and his wife were going to join the party.

When he got to the back of the room, he scanned the cocktail tables that lined the rail to the dance floor, expecting to see Tina perched at one of them. Where the hell was she?

“Yooo hoo! Oh Keeeeen!” a familiar voice called out. He looked over to where there was a bunch of people gathered around a U shaped conversation pit.

Holy holy shit. Laurie Porter had stepped away from the group and was beckoning him with her finger, her lips curled in a leer. She was wearing a black leather corset and a leather miniskirt. Her thick thighs, were shoulder length apart like a traffic cop’s.

His mouth hanging open, he crossed over to where the group of about eight people or so were gathered. They were blocking his view, facing away from him, intently watching something happening on the sofa. As he approached, Laurie said, “Surpriiiise!” and the crowd parted.

The sight almost made his heart stop.

Tina was facing him, wearing the same red halter dress she wore a week ago. She was straddled on top of a man’s lap, holding the skirt of her dress up over her waist as she stared at her naked pussy be filled by a thick, glistening shaft as she flexed her knees up and down pumping it with her pussy.

Holy shit shit.

“Tina?”

His wife chewed on her lower lip watching him closely. “Whu—” she grunted, “whut do you think, babe?”

The expression of joyous shock wiped away any expression of uneasiness in Tina’s eyes. She leaned back and began rubbing her clit as she continued to pump that glorious, thick veiny cock! Ken’s own hand went to his crotch and he began stroking himself through the cotton fabric of his slacks. “This is what you fantasized about, wasn’t it?” Tina gasped.

Her knees began to tremble as an orgasm shot through her.

“Oh yeah!” he replied. Oh very much fucking yeah! He stepped forward and reaching out with one hand to fondle a breast, bent over and deeply kissed his wife.

Tina’s mouth opened and their tongues began to swab each other as she continued to piston up and down. Her mouth was so wet as she sucked on his tongue still grinding her pelvis onto the shaft that impaled her.

She broke the kiss, tearing her head off to the side. “Oh fuck, Ken! I’m gonna cum again! I’m gonna cuuummm!” She bent forward, still rubbing her clit and began to pant and gasp out a series of sharp moans as her legs began to flail.

“Hey Ken, glad you could make it!” Steve Porter said from behind Tina. Ken watched as Steve’s hands moved from Tina’s ribcage down to her thighs. He lifted her legs, and began to bounce her slight body up and down his cock as she moaned and cried out again and again.

“Ohmygod yeah! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” Tina cried out again and again as wave after wave of climax washed over her. Steve’s arms lowered her to his lap and she stayed bent over as her hand finished herself off, her narrow hips grinding into his still thick cock.

In a moment, her breathing steadied and she looked up at Ken. He saw her upper lip sheened with that special sweat that appears when she’s had a powerful orgasm.

“Whoo-hoo!” Laurie whooped. “You just popped your orgy cherry!” Everyone else gathered around burst into laughter.

Tina stood and Steve’s still raging hard on slid out from her pussy. She raised her arms over Ken’s neck and pulled him down for another, more languorous kiss.

He was still in a state of welcome surprise. The last time he had this sort of emotions running through him was when he was a kid and was given a surprise birthday party when he was eight.

But this was not Patty Sandbanks stealing a kiss on the cheek from him!

Tina’s tongue felt… different. It felt like it was thicker somehow as she swabbed his mouth—more turgid, like it was swollen. He broke the kiss and pulled his head back to look at her.

Her eyes were somehow different too. Her lids were slightly drooping at the edges, like she had just entered a smoky room. Her mouth was a little slack, too.

She had the look of a woman who had just been smashed through a tectonic orgasm… and wanted more.

Even her voice had a dusky quality to it when she asked, “You okay, babe?”

“Hell yeah. That was incredible!” He would need… oh, maybe two or three centuries to process what he just witnessed.

Or, he could just ride this crashing wave like a surfboard champion.

He chose the latter and took her in his arms.

His hand went to the back of her head, stroking it as he ducked to her ear and whispered, “I don’t know how, or why, or anything that got you to do what you just did. But I want you to know that I love you more than I ever thought I could right now.”

Tina’s arms were wrapped around his waist and she gave him a rib-cracking squeeze. “Good! This is just the start!”

The rest of the group were chatting amongst themselves, their voices raised somewhat to counter the throbbing music from the dance floor. Still, he could see them casting side glances at them as they socialized.

“I think you need to introduce me,” he murmured in her ear.

“You’ve already know Steve and Laurie,” she giggled.

“Not like this!” he replied with a chuckle. “I think you have a much deeper relationship with Steve than I do at the moment!” He felt Tina snort into his chest before she stepped back.

“Everyone, this is my boyfriend Biff! My husband Ken’s still on the way!” She laughed again at the confused expressions on everyone. “Just kidding! This is my husband Ken!”

Ken looked at her. ‘Biff? You called me a preppy name like Biff? Not ‘Rocky’? Or something macho like ‘Spike’? ‘Biff’?” He shook his head. “I’m going to call you ‘Muffy’ then!”

She reached took his hand and put it on her freshly waxed pussy. “Not much of a muff there big guy.” Pulling him by the arm she introduced him to the others. He recognized Elena from their disastrous first time at Venus and Mars.

“Promise me you’ll finish that dance we started, okay?” she said with a smile.

He nodded, and Matt stuck out his hand. “I hope there’s no hard feelings, bro,” Matt said as he wrapped Ken’s hand in a thick meaty paw. From the firmness of the grip and calluses, Ken figured that Matt was in construction. Or else a professional body builder, judging from how cut and framed his physique was.

“We’re good, Matt. You were right, I was out of line.”

“Matt grinned. “Great, man.”

He met the others there. They all knew each other pretty well, judging from the familiarity they seemed to have. He jumped when a hand goosed him from behind and spun around. Yeah, it figures.

“Hello, Mrs. Porter,” he said in a feigned annoyed voice.

“Hello, Mr. Grant,” she said, her eyes twinkling. He couldn’t help but stare at her rich mocha areoles peeking above the cup of her corset. Oh man, from the day they had been introduced to each other years ago, he had fantasized about Laurie’s generous boobs. While Tina had a lithe and supple frame, Laurie’s plus size voluptuousness made his cock swell as he stood there. His tongue with a mind of its own darted out and moistened his lower lip.

“Enjoying the view?” she said with a purr.

He could only nod. What the hell was the proper etiquette when you’re standing next to a woman you’d love to fuck whose husband just made your wife come like thunder?

Laurie’s hand rose and went to the side of his head. A fingernail delicately traced the spot where Tina tried to brain him just a week ago. The sensation of her hand, unexpected but completely pleasurable made him shiver.

“You and Tina need to have a quick chat to determine ground rules and limits,” she said.

“Limits? I walked in to find her fucking Steve. I don’t think we got any, Laurie,” he replied.

“That was her trying to fulfill a fantasy for you. Whether it was a one shot deal or the shape of things to come…” she flashed a quick grin, “is what you two need to get clear on.”

He nodded. That was a good point. He gave her arm a squeeze and went over to where Tina was, nursing a Bud Light. Getting her attention, he said, “Got a minute?”

They went down the corridor towards the restrooms, his arm around her shoulder.

Turning her towards him, he said, “That was the most awesome ‘Hey honey!’ in history, babe!”

Tina giggled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“What I got to know is what would I do that would screw this up tonight?”

Tina’s eyes widened in wonder. “That’s a great way to put it.”

“Well?”

She looked off for a moment, her lips twisting in thought. She raised a hand and put it on his chest. “How about we give ourselves a night off from any recriminations,” she said, patting his chest. “If something bugs me that happens tonight, we’ll talk about it, sure. But I won’t throw any shoes at you over it.”

He crossed his arms. “Oh really?”

“Hey, I’m trying here, babe.”

“So if I go down on Elena, you’ll be okay with that.”

Nodding, she replied, “And if I fuck Steve—Oops! Already did!” They both laughed. “How about if I suck on Laurie’s boobs, you’ll be okay with that?”

“Oh… I don’t know about that…” He laughed at the astonished look on her face. “But I want to suck her tits!”

“Okay, we’ll share.” She began to rub his chest. “But you’re really okay with me fucking other guys?”

“Yeah, babe. It turns me on to no end.”

“Why? I don’t get that.”

Ken slowly shook his head. “I don’t have the slightest idea, why, honey. It just does.”

“But you were so possessive back in college.” It was true. He’d get his face in a knot if she so much as chatted with a guy at one of the parties they went to.

“I was an insecure kid back then? I don’t know… I don’t want you running off with any of these guys, but yeah—watching you and Steve go at it when I walked in was a fantasy come true for me.” He stroked her cheek. “So you’re okay if I have sex with someone here tonight then?”

Tina nodded slowly. “Yeah… I am.” She looked up at him. “But I have to be in the same room or whatever, okay?”

“Got it.”

She rubbed the front of his chest, her hand going inside his shirt and her fingernails grazing across his nipples. “One thing, though. It’s going to sound weird as hell…”

“Go on.”

She looked him in the eye. “Just don’t kiss them, okay?”

Now it was Ken’s turn to be puzzled as hell. “Wait a second. I can go down on any of the women out there.”

“Yep.”

“They can go down on me.”

She nodded.

“I can screw them all I want…”

“Uh huh.”

“But you don’t want me to kiss them?”

“Yeah. You got it.”

He shook his head. “You know how confused you were a minute ago about how I’m turned on by watching you fuck another guy? I’m that confused right now.”

Tina let out a laugh. “Different strokes, then, huh?” She held out her hand. “Do we have a deal?”

“Sure! You kidding me?” They shook hands, and he bent down and kissed his wife.

Holding hands, they headed back to the group, ready to leap headfirst down the rabbit hole.


Chapter 16: Brain Melt

Ken

When they returned to the spot where everyone was gathered, Tina nudged Ken. “Well, who’s going to be your first?”

He glanced down at her. “You kidding? Laurie of course!”

“Yeah, you’ve been crushing on her since we met them.” Her fingers danced up inside his palm. “I bet you didn’t know that I was having fantasies about Steve for some time too.”

He looked down at the top of Tina’s head. This gal was full of surprises tonight. “No, you sure played that close to your chest.”

Tina patted her boobs. “Yep.” She then patted Ken’s butt. “Go get ‘em Tiger!”

Laurie and Elena were sitting and chatting when Ken approached them.

He held out his hand to Laurie. “Excuse me. Would you like to dance?”

Elena’s face fell in mock sorrow. “Awww! I wanted to be your first!” She nudged Laurie’s thigh as she stood. “Save some for me, hun.”

Putting his arm around her waist, Ken guided Laurie through the maze of chairs and other partiers towards the dance floor. They got onto the floor just as a slow, sensuous Reggae song played. Ken put his hands on her waist and drew her close, squashing her full breasts against his chest. He was still in a state of shock from what had happened so far, but felt on top of the world.

She reached up and encircled his neck, the light scratch of her fingernails in the hollow spot at the back sent a shiver down his spine again.

He cleared his throat. “Err… you come here often?”

Laurie smiled. Her hazel eyes caught the light from the disco ball overhead and sparkled. She had done something with eyeliner and mascara that made her face look feline. Ken loved it. “I come here, I come at home, in hotels, at house parties…” His hands held her thick waist and he felt her hips begin to undulate.

“Uhhh… I…”

She giggled. “Take a deep breath, Ken and let me take the lead, okay? This is your first time, and God knows I was nervous as anything the first time!”

“It shows, huh?”

Her cat-like eyes blinked slowly. “Just a little.”

“I don’t want to do or say something stupid.” He drew her in, their bodies compressing together.

“Well, your crotch has its head in the right place!” Even with heels on, their height difference caused his crotch to rub into her tummy. She swayed side to side, her fleshy leather clad midriff rolling over him, making him swell even more.

In time with the music, Laurie spun around in his arms, his hands now covering her belly. He pressed himself up against her wide, curvy ass while his hands rubbed circles on her stomach.

He dropped his head to her neck, nuzzling her neck.

“So, even though Tina’s slender, you also like a woman with some meat on her, eh?”

“Your stomach turns me on,” he murmured. Shit, he hoped that wasn’t an insult.

“I can tell…” Laurie leaned her head back into his chest. “Why is that?”

It was almost as if the DJ had lowered the music, her voice flowing into his ear was clear as a bell. He lowered his hands below the waistband of her miniskirt, his fingers now pinching the roll of flesh. “It’s… swollen… and rich flesh…” he whispered with his eyes closed. Fuck it, just blurt it out—it’s where all the come you’ve ever had shot up inside you goes… it’s your come tummy!” Shit that sounded weird.

Her hand covered his, pressing it even more firmly into her tummy. “My come belly?”

“Yessss…” his voice was thick.

“Mmmm… I like your style, Mister Grant.” She turned back around facing him. “I usually get compliments on my boobs first.” Still covering his hand that was stroking her below the waistline, with her other she pulled the zipper of her corset down almost halfway. “I’m always self conscious about my stomach.” His eyes dropped to take in the deep dark crevasse between them. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Oh god…

“Don’t be. It’s hot.”

She giggled. “You’re odd, sir.” She reached up and pulled his head down for a kiss. He put his hand on her chest. “I can’t,” he said.

Her eyebrows knitted in confusion. “You can’t kiss?”

He gave a slight nod. “Yeah… that’s the one thing Tina asked me not to do.” At this moment it sounded like a stupid thing, but a deal’s a deal.

Her face relaxed and Laurie looked aside for a moment digesting this. She gave a short nod and turned her face back to him. “That kind of makes sense.”

He blinked at her.

She gave a nod emphasizing her words. “It does, actually. You kiss people you love, but can fuck people you like.”

“Sounds kind of backwards to me, to tell the truth.”

Laurie shrugged. “Maybe. But here? At a Swingers Club?” She gave a short nod again. “Yeah, having some kind of limit that you guys save just for each other? I like that idea.” He fingernails did that thing at the back of his neck again. “I promise, I’ll keep my lips off of your mouth.” Standing on tiptoe, she kissed his chest right where the his shirt made a ‘V’. “But everyplace else is fair game!”

“Oh man…” He clutched her to him again, now their bodies fully embraced. His hands wandered up and down her back, to her waist, and he bent his knees a little so he was able to start fondling her curvy ass. He remembered being at their home for a pool party. She had worn one of those one piece bathing suits that had a cheerleader’s style of skirt over it. All that day he had tried to peek at her ass. But tonight, he knew he was going to be able to bathe in all its voluptuous glory.

Her felt Laurie’s hands doing the same on his own butt, her fingers clenching at the sides of his cheeks and running down the seam of his pants. He flinched for a second.

“Mmm… I love a guy with tight buns!” she said.

“I love a woman with a curvy ass,” he replied.

“Sounds like we got something in common!”

“Wanna fuck?” he quipped.

“I thought you’d never ask!”

He licked his lips again. Oh man…

He turned his head to see where Tina was. Finding her, he gasped.

She and Laurie’s husband Steve were also on the dance floor. He stopped moving to the music to watch.

Tina had always been limber. As a kid—hell, even through college she had been in gymnastics. All that training and flexing was in full display now on the dance floor. Damn, the girl was showboating!

They were doing the dirtiest tango he had ever seen. Steve spun her away from him and back, and as she returned, she lifted her leg, hooking it over his elbow. Taking her foot in his hand, he took a step back and lifted it to his shoulder and began stepping backward in time to the beat of the music. Keeping on the toe of her other foot, she let him drag her forward, her legs in an almost vertical split.

Steve lowered his free hand and on the dance floor began to stroke her bare pussy as he walked backwards in a circle. Tina’s neck arched backwards when he slid a finger up inside, her lips pulled tightly against her teeth.

“Shit, your wife’s limber!” Laurie gasped.

“Oh yeah.”

“I think she just came again,” Laurie said.

“Yeah… and it was a pretty good one for her.”

Laurie grabbed him by his belt buckle. “C’mon big boy, let’s go to the play area.” She gave the high sign to Steve as they passed them on the dance floor, and he nodded.

With Laurie leading the way, Ken followed her off the dance floor and past the sitting area. Some of the people they had met were still there, but most of the seats were vacant.

They entered a dimly lit corridor that ran to the left of the dance floor. Wall sconces provided subdued golden illumination as they passed through. She stopped and picked up two white bath towels from a shelf that was stacked with them. “We’ll need these for later,” she said with a smile.  A few paces later, and they entered The Play Area.

Not a pool table in sight.

The room was bathed in low amber and gold light and was the size of a hotel ballroom. Two rows of platform beds ran down the middle, ranging in size from queen to king, all covered with white cotton fitted sheets. Ken quickly estimated that there must be at least 30 spots where people could get it on in the center of the room. Around the walls of the hall were more beds; each of these though, surrounded by privacy curtains. The vacant beds in these alcoves had their curtains tied back with gold braids.

Laurie headed for a vacant king size bed at the opposite side of the room Many of the beds in the main hall were already occupied with couples, threesomes and foursomes, each group at different stages of lovemaking. The music drifting back from the dance floor had sighs, moans and cries of climax layered over it in a concerto of ascending passion.

When she got to the bed, Laurie toed off her high heels and Ken did the same. She then held out her arms from her side.

“Undress me, Ken,” she said.

He stepped behind her, his crotch again pressing into the small of her back just like on the dance floor. His fingers shook a little as he slowly pulled down the front zipper of her corset. In a single motion he parted it and slid it off her her shoulders.

His breath came in a sharp gasp as his eyes feasted on Laurie’s bosom. Her two full breasts sagged a little, but her nipples stood out fully erect. While Tina’s nipples were small twists of pink flesh, Laurie’s were a rich mocha brown, protruding from wide areoles pointing slightly to her left and right, like Pez candies set on end. He wanted to chew on them.

His fingers fumbled at the side zipper of her miniskirt. He let it go and it fell to her feet. Laurie wasn’t wearing any underwear, and stood with her back to him, completely naked.

He couldn’t keep his hands off her. They urgently ran up and down her body, luxuriating in her warm flesh. She lowered her arms to her side and leaned back into him, a moan vibrating in her throat.

His hands went to her pelvis, his fingers rounding her hips, and grasping at the top of her thighs. He gave a slight tug and she spread her feet a little. As he lowered his head to suck on her neck, his fingers began to trace, then stroke the outermost part of her pussy. She trembled when he traced the folds of skin on each side of her cleft. Up and down his fingers stroked, gently pushing the folds of her pussy lips against each other.

“You tease!” she gasped.

Laurie straightened and turning to face him, quickly unbuttoned his cotton shirt and snapped it from his shoulders. Squatting down, she quickly had his pants off and he was as naked as she.

She looked up at him as her hands grasped his already erect cock. Her other hand wiped circles around his crotch, tugging at the nest of hair. “You’re going to have to start trimming this, Ken; I don’t like hawking up pubes after giving head.” She licked her lips and rubbed his knob against her cheek. “Of course, I’ll make an exception this once!” And with that, she popped the head of his cock into her mouth, still watching him with her eyes.

Oh God. He was getting a blow job from another woman! Ken felt his mouth slacken as he stroked Laurie’s hair. Her hand moved to the base of his cock and she dropped her head over the length of his shaft with a ‘Mmmm’ he could hear over the other sounds of music and passion enwrapping the room.

The feeling of a different mouth on his cock was sensational. It was almost like getting his first blowjob all over again. Laurie’s mouth was a different shape than Tina’s and her tongue moved over his cock in her own personal style. As she bobbed her head up and down, she tilted her head from side to side, her tongue reaching places along his shaft that was totally new. He grunted in the most exquisite pleasure.

“Hi honey, having fun?” Tina had come up behind him unseen and startled him a little. He turned to see her topless. Steve must have untied the knot of her halter dress, the straps hanging down. He reached out, pulled her to him and kissed her deeply.

Their tongues joined and parted, over and under each other as Laurie’s mouth continued to stroke his cock. His hand covered one of Tina’s breasts, and tweaked her nipple firmly.

One of Laurie’s hands had snaked around his hip; her fingers were firmly tracing up and down the cleft of his butt cheeks as he continued to lick and taste the inside of his wife’s mouth. His eyes widened in surprise and he pulled away.

“Is that cock I taste on your mouth?” he asked.

She shot him a grin. “Yeah, we started warming up on the dance floor and I gave Steve some head.”

He pulled her mouth to his again. She tasted extra wonderful, and Laurie began to squeeze and stroke his shaft more firmly. Tasting Steve’s meat on his wife’s tongue was the most decadent thing he had ever done in his life.

So far.

Steve had been a few steps behind Tina and arrived. His still erect cock was glistening from Tina’s mouth. Ken chewed his lip staring at it.

Just at that moment, his hips began to pulse back and forth with a will of their own. Oh shit, he better slow down or he was gonna come! He sucked in a lungful of air, and placing his hands on the sides of Laurie’s head pulled away from her mouth.

She stared up at him in silent question. “I gotta slow down or I’ll blow my load right now!” he gasped.

Nodding, Laurie moved backwards and slid across the bed. Hiking up her feet, she opened her knees. “Then why don’t you give Harry Hardon a break and return the favor?” she said lightly.

“We’re just gonna watch, is that okay?” Steve said. “I love watching Laurie.”

Ken glanced at Tina who nodded. “Ohmygod Ken! Is this awesome or what?”

She couldn’t have said anything much better to encourage him to enjoy Laurie’s body. He gave his head a small shake. “This is amazing babe.”

He squatted down, getting to his knees and advanced to Laurie’s honey pot.

Whereas Tina kept her pussy trimmed, Laurie’s pussy was completely naked. He’d seen that in online porn shoots of course, but this was the first time he ever went down on a shaved pussy.

He held Laurie’s thighs open and began to lick her like an ice cream cone; his tongue making wide, wet trails up and down her darkened slit.

Laurie spread her legs wider, her feet alongside his ribcage. He felt her shudder as a soft moan escaped.

He brought his hands up and spread her pussy, and lowered his mouth to her clit, the end of it peeking out from under a hood of pink skin. His tongue darted out and he felt her flinch in response. Keeping his mouth above her pussy, he began to flutter his tongue over her clit, up and down in a rapid, almost buzzing movement. He kept his tongue as dry as he could to increase the sensation for her.

It worked like a charm. Laurie’s hips began to clench and relax in response. Her hands came down on top of his head pulling at his hair.

“Oh so goooood!” she said, her voice already raspy.

Her thighs also began to pulse, flexing in and out over him, their soft suppleness urging him on with a gentle, but strong urgency.

He hunkered to his side and drew one of his hands to the cleft of her now drenched pussy. Holding the two fingers of one hand together, he pushed them up inside of her as deeply as he could, his knuckles now coming up to his chin. With a steady and rapid urgency, timing his thrusts to her body’s response, he stroked up inside her, twisting his wrist as he pulled down. He could feel the velvet softness of her inner walls grasp wetly at his fingers.

“Oh shit! That’s it Ken! Oh yeah!” He felt Laurie’s head and shoulders lift and drop as his mouth and hand urged her further up the hill, spiraling up to higher and higher passion.

Her feet lifted and her heels dug into his waist, pulling at him; trying to shove him up inside. She was almost there!

Ken slid a third finger up inside, and spread them as he plunged within, twisting his wrist. He found her spongy G-spot and attacked it without mercy.

“Agghhnnhh!” The guttural, raw cry exploded from her throat.  He stretched above her now, his hand working at her pussy, drenched from her juices as he dropped his head and gnawed at one of her nipples.

Again and again Laurie exploded into climax, her hands gripping Ken’s head into her breast as his hand, slithering within her, flung her off the precipice into the valley of orgasm.

“Oh baby! Oh baby!” She gasped. “Fuck me now, Ken! Fuck my pussy!”

He didn’t have to be told twice. He mounted her, his cock sliding up within her easily. Her pussy, even after such an epic ‘O’ surprised him with its grasping tightness. He extended his arms above her, watching her face as he ground his hips into her.

“Oh yeah baby!” she lashed at him, her hands, grasping at his chest, pinching his nipples hard. “Oh yeah, Ken! Fuck meeee!”

He wasn’t making love. He wasn’t being nice. He let himself go—descending into a rutting beast that wanted release as powerfully as Laurie just had. He slammed his hips into her, pulling away to only slam into her again. Her pussy walls grasped and clung to him like oiled satin as he felt his own orgasm begin to build.

“You’re so fucking lush, baby!” he growled. “Such a fucking fuckabale body!”

Laurie’s eyes were shut tight. “Beat me with your cock, Ken! Hit my pussy! Drive my ass through the floor!”

“Your soft ass baby!”

“My big ass! Fuck me so my ass feels it!”

Barking and snarling at each other, Laurie came again, just as Ken’s cock began to explode—sending a jet of rich hot cream up inside Laurie’s aching, yearning fuck hole. He drew halfway out and plunged back inside of her, feeling himself pulse again.

“Oh fuck yeah…” he panted, as he pulled almost completely out, feeling her pussy lips clench at the bottom edge of his knob in exquisite pleasure. That last, final stroke immediately after coming was like dying a little, it was so perfect!

Laurie was cooing and stroking his cheeks. “Oh baby, oh baby…” He dropped his head into the hollow of her neck. “I need you to get off of me, Ken.”

What? “Uhhh… okay…” He raised himself up and climbed off.

Laurie shot him a grin. “Don’t take it personal, but Steve loves this part,” she said. Still on her back, she turned to where Steve and Tina had been cuddled watching, their hands fondling and playing with the other’s privates. “Isn’t that right, hon?” she said.

Steve nodded, his eyes bright.

Laurie scrambled to her knees before her husband. “He filled me up so good, babe,” she said to Steve. She spread her legs and put her hand below her pussy. “I think it’s gonna come out...”

Steve’s eyes became electric watching her, his eyes fixated on her crotch. “Yeah,” he said, his voice low. “His cum’s just starting to…”

Ken was transfixed by the sight. He had just blasted the Mother of All Loads up inside Laurie, and she was using it as a turn on for her husband!

A thick dollop, then another fell onto Laurie’s fingers. She held her tummy in with her other hand as she watched Ken’s semen dribble out. She wiped her pink pussy and tilting her head back brought her hand above her mouth. She opened her mouth wide as Ken’s juices dribbled off her fingers and onto her tongue.

“Mmmm… creampie… less filling and tastes great!” she murmured.

Ken saw that Tina’s own eyes were bright. “Care to share?” she said. At Laurie’s nod, she eased over and the two women cleaned off Laurie’s hand.

Tina looked over her shoulder at Ken. “I can taste her pussy with your come, babe!” she said in a breathless voice. “I’m such a dirty girl!”

Ken prayed his brain didn’t melt out of his ears.


Chapter 17: Different Is Good

Tina

Watching her husband, Tina was stunned at herself for how easily she stepped into pleasurable decadence. There were no butterflies of nerves, instead a powerful curiosity of what Steve’s cock was going to feel like up inside of her.

When they had followed Laurie and Ken into the play area, Steve’s hand had been wrapped around her waist. They had disrobed as soon as they reached the bed, and were sitting at the foot watching their spouses. Steve now had his arm over her shoulder and was lightly cupping one of her boobs. He was pretty touchy feeley.

And she liked it.

He bent his head in. His voice low next to her ear, said, “You doing okay?”

She tilted her head up to him. “Yep, I’m enjoying the live sex show!” When he leaned in to kiss her, she patted his cheek and gave a small shake of her head. “That’s pretty much the only off limits thing, okay?”

“Sure.”

“Kind of weird, huh?”

Steve gave a chuckle. “Not at all,” he whispered. “It’s a pretty common thing for people new to all of this if you want to know the truth.” He gave a small shrug. “It’s also pretty common for couples to discard it after a while.” He turned his head back to Ken and Laurie. “Your husband’s got a nice cock.”

“I guess. I haven’t seen many in my day.”

Steve’s head turned sharply to her. “Really?”

She raised a finger and pointed at her husband. “He’s only the third guy I’ve had sex with.”

“College sweethearts?”

She nodded.

“So you’re sure you’re ready for this?”

She shrugged his arm off her shoulder and slid to her knees on the floor. She grasped Steve’s partially erect cock and bent her head to it, encircling it with her lips.

A shudder of anticipation went through her as she rolled her tongue over the crown. As she slid her mouth further and further down Steve’s shaft, she inhaled deeply though her nose. He smelled so fucking manly! A deep salty tang infused her like incense. She wanted to imprint this memory on her brain forever. She stilled her head’s movement just as it started to become uncomfortable and relaxed.

She turned her head aside and watched Ken climb on top of Laurie as Steve’s hand softly stroked the back of her head. When Ken began pumping in and out, she let Steve’s cock slide from her mouth and got back onto the bed.

“Your cock tastes wonderful,” she said, taking his hand in both of hers.

“I can’t wait to return the favor.”

She waggled her eyebrows at him. “It’ll be my pleasure!” They both giggled like a couple of kids.

After Ken orgasmed, she watched Steve’s face light up when Laurie got on her knees and his cream began to coat her hand. He quickly shot a guarded glance at both herself and Ken, but stayed silent. Hmmm… there’s something there that will bear deeper investigation, but later.

Instead, she joined Laurie and tasted her husband’s come and Laurie’s pussy juice mingled together.

The smell and taste of their combined nectars was delightful. She held Laurie’s hand and licked it clean as she glanced over to Ken. The stunned look on his face was a total bonus as he sat back watching, his mouth hanging open.

She turned back to Laurie. “Was it good for you too?” she said, her lip curled in smile.

“He’s very, very good!” Laurie said.

Tina gave her head a shake. “If someone told me… when we were having sushi that we’d end up here, I’d call the men with the white coats to take them away…”

Laurie laughed and put a hand on her shoulder. Rubbing it gently, she said, “You have an amazing ability to go with the flow!”

Tina rubbed her pussy. “Speaking of flow, I’m wet as anything!”

Laurie’s hand dropped down and covered Tina’s. “Mmm… yes you are…” her voice faded as the two women, one a blonde pixie and the other a raven haired Rubenesque siren stared at each other in a frozen moment.

“I...”

Laurie took her hand away with a smile. “Don’t worry, not now.” She pointed with her chin to Steve. “There’s someone else who wants to delight in you!” She scrambled over next to Ken and cuddled into his side as he absently wrapped an arm around her waist. “Our turn to watch!”

Tina knee walked across the mattress over to her husband. He raised his other hand to her face and she bent in to kiss him, her mouth already open. Their tongues caressed for a short moment and she pulled her face away.

“You’re okay?” she asked.

Still wide eyed, he nodded. “To tell the truth, this is a waking dream for me, Tina.” He turned his head, taking in Laurie, then Steve and looked back to her. “I’ve had fantasies about just this…” he said quietly.

Now she was surprised. “Really?” She paused. “I had no idea…”

He snorted. “It was news to me to find out that you think Steve’s hot!” He patted the side of her hip. “Go get ‘em!”

She gave him a quick peck on the tip of his nose. “Yes sir! Right away sir!” She turned on all fours and went to Steve.

They stretched out next to each other on the bed and she began to stroke his cock while his hand cupped her breast, his thumb and forefinger pinching at her upturned nipple.

“I love how yours still point up,” Steve said, his voice thick. “Like a school girl fantasy.”

She smiled. “Yeah, the upside of small boobs—not enough for gravity to pull at.” She had felt proud when she turned 30 that they still could point upwards. Not as much as they used to, but still…

Her hand wrapped around his cock, still damp from her giving him head earlier. She couldn’t wait to fit him inside of her. With an expression bordering on wonder, she bent over to watch herself stroke him. Her other hand began to fondle his balls.

At that moment the obvious dawned on her. Steve was completely shaved! Smoothly shaved! She shot a look at her husband. “You’re going to have to start doing this, hon,” she said, and Ken nodded back, his eyes fixated on Steve’s rod.

Hmmm…

“He’s got such a nice cock, doesn’t he, Ken?” she asked in a small voice.

Ken’s eyes widened for a split second. He then shrugged a little and said, “Yeah, I guess so…” he said as he glanced away.

But he licked his lips. Hmmm… Maybe they’d talk about that later…

She bent over Steve’s crotch like a vulture now. Still stroking his cock, she licked a guy’s balls for the first time in her life. Making her tongue as flat and wide as possible, she stroked wetly up and down feeling the smooth skin glide under her mouth. His sac felt tight, and she could feel his balls inside move under her mouth as she wiped down, and back up.

She gave his cock a squeeze and rubbed her thumb across the now wet slit, smearing his knob with his precum.

Squeezing him again, she lifted to her knees and lowered her head on top of his shaft, tasting another man’s come.

Again she shivered. This whole experience was amazing, and the savory, tangy taste of Steve’s semen filled her senses. She lifted her head to look at him.

“You taste fantastic,” she said.

He shot her a quick grin.

“I want you to come in my mouth…” she said. And bent down to his cock again.

“Okay, but I want to fuck you before I do.”

She nodded silently as she continued to give him head. Sure, that would work. Her mouth in time with her hand continued to stroke him. She felt his hips begin to grind into the mattress, and then start to thrust upwards to her slightly.

Steve’s hand was firmly caressing her back, from her shoulders down to the crack of her ass and back up again. He brought his hand down again, but this time fondled her ass. He nudged himself over a little and his hand began to stroke her pussy from behind, his middle finger pressing between her outer lips. On their own, her hips began to roll slightly.

Steve sat himself up and now putting his hand under her chin, lifted her from his crotch. “My turn!” he said.

“Don’t have to ask me twice!” She rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

With his nose, he traced the outline of her folds, and giving his head a quick shake, tickled her clit at the top. Then he brought his hands up and pulled her lips gently apart and descended with his tongue, wetly stroking the length of her pussy.

She had already orgasmed a bunch of times, the most recent was on the dance floor when he surprised her and pushed his finger up inside.

Raised up on her elbows, she watched as he lowered his head to her pussy.

She had been aching for release since her sushi outing with Laurie. Laurie’s revelation had been a shock to her system at first, but then as they talked about it all, she went from shock to curiosity. Everything changed for her when it dawned on her that it was possible to view sex differently.

No matter what you’re doing as a couple, if you’re doing it together and staying honest with each other, there’s no guilt, just desire.

From the moment she made that realization and then plotting and scheming with Laurie, fear had been replaced by curiosity. And a building desire that had become an animal craving by the time she arrived at Venus and Mars.

She was completely primed and ready when she got there, so when started playing with her pussy before Ken arrived it had been like hitting a switch. Having Ken walk into the club to see her fucking this man was mind blowing for all of them.

Now, Steve’s tongue was making the cascade of emotions of the last week well worth it all.

She watched intently as his head moved up and down between her legs. When he got to her clit, he opened his mouth, and covered it.

She felt a sucking sensation as his tongue made tight, small circles over it.

Oh shit it was delightful! She threw back her head as her umpteenth orgasm of the night engulfed her, her knees trembling.

He stilled him mouth on her, giving her a chance to come back down. When she looked back down she saw him smiling at her.

“Fuck me, Steve,” she gasped.

He didn’t waste any time. He hoisted himself up over her and holding his shaft in his fist, eased himself inside.

Their heads were butted up against one another as they both watched their bodies join. Oh sweet Lord, he felt wonderful.

Different WAS good!

She relaxed her elbows and lowered herself back down onto the bed and raised her arms up over Steve’s neck. He rocked and rolled his hips as his shaft stroked her up inside. She closed her eyes for a moment, feeling him push and pull within. Yes, he did feel different than Ken. Steve was doing a thing with his hips that made his cock rub different spots within her. She began to pulse her own hips at him in response.

He pulled himself higher above her now, and his shaft was now teasingly rubbing against her clit. She sucked in her breath, as she felt another orgasm stir inside of her. She slid her hand between them and began to encourage her next climax by rubbing at her pussy.

“Don’t come inside me, Steve!” she gasped.

“I won’t, don’t worry,” he growled back. “Come for me, baby! Make your pussy come for meee…” his voice descended into a throaty growl.

She bit her lip, feeling the next orgasm pulse out from her. “Yes! Right there! Yes! Yes! Oh god you’re so big!” The hot flare of her climax expanded outwards, and she clenched her eyes shut, seeing the flashes of light caused by the rutting pleasure. Oh shit! Oh man! She floundered under him as he began to now pound at her.

“Gonna come!” He snarled. “Gonna come!” He pulled out of her and in a single move, his hips were over her mouth as she opened it. He slid his knob into her mouth as both their hands held his shaft.

She felt his orgasm pulse under her fingers, and then a spurt filled her mouth. She tried to swallow as best as she could, but almost gagged anyway. Oh shit, he tasted great. A warm creamy fluid bathed her tongue and slid down her throat. She kept her mouth on top of his shaft, milking it with her hand and draining him as he cried out in passion and his own release.


Chapter 18: Nighty Nite

She still had her eyes closed, finishing off Steve’s orgasm. When she finally let him go, she opened them.

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmmm!” he said, stretching his arms. “Boy, do I need a nap now!”

Tina’s mouth dropped open and Steve burst out laughing.

“He says that every time, Tina,” Laurie said from the side of the bed. “He thinks he’s sooo funny!” She shook her head in feigned disgust.

Tina sat up and looked around. Okay, everyone had gotten their cookies, so now what? She had never given much thought to just what happens afterwards at a Swingers Club. And, if she was going to be honest with herself, she’d be fine and dandy heading home.

But wouldn’t that be a sort of ‘slam-bam thank you ma’am’ kind of thing?

Ken slid across the mattress and hugged her. “That was totally hot!” he said.

She rested her head on his shoulders. “You didn’t do bad for yourself either, big guy.” She looked from Ken to Laurie. “I had no idea he had the hots for you!”

Ken snickered. “Well, I guess I played it close to the chest too, huh?” He looked over to the other couple. “So, what happens now?”

Tina lifted one of the towels that was on the bed and wrapped it around herself. The irony that she had just finished having sex in a public space and now felt a need to cover up wasn’t lost on her, but what the hell. She looked over to Laurie repeating Ken’s question with her eyes.

“Well, now that we’re done with the preliminaries, we can have the greased pig wrestling,” Steve said with a straight face. He ducked before Laurie’s hand could cuff him upside the head.

Laurie studied her friend and Ken. “Well… what do you think of getting a drink and catching your breath?” She leaned over, her breasts swaying and patted Tina’s arm. “We’d love to hang out with you guys, but sometimes, after your first time, people just need to get home and decompress a little, you know?”

Tina nodded slowly. “Well, it’s been a week for me, that’s for sure.” She turned to Ken. “Do you mind, honey?”

Ken stood up and held his hand out for Tina. “Let’s grab our clothes and head home.” He turned to Laurie. “I don’t know what to say—you were everything I ever dreamed you could be.”

Laurie smiled. “I think you just said the right thing, Ken.” She stood and held her arms out for a hug while Steve collected their clothes for them. After hugging Tina, she put a hand on each of their shoulders. “Look, we’ll call you guys tomorrow. I really hope that this is only the first time and not the only time we can play together.”

Tina kissed her cheek. “Don’t worry about that at all!”

***

When Ken unlocked the front door, a wave of bone tiredness washed over Tina. It had been a stressful few days to say the least. Unlike her, Ken looked like he could run a marathon.

“Did you mind terribly us bailing like that?” she asked.

“Not at all, babe; you were being honest about what you wanted.”

“Thanks.” She huffed at her bangs again and got two beers from the fridge and handed one to Ken.

He took a pull on his beer. “Were you being honest with Laurie about doing some more of this kind of thing?”

“Yes, I was. I’m honestly okay with that.”

“Good. Then let’s get you to bed before you keel over.” He yawned and stretched. “We’ll talk this over tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay.” Her eyes fluttered. “I’m really, really tired.”

“I can help you with that.” He bent over and scooped her off the ground and carried her upstairs.

With her arm around his neck, she said, “Nighty nite, hon.”

They fell asleep spooning.


Chapter 19: What Do We Do?

Ken

When he opened his eyes the next morning, Ken felt totally refreshed. It was strange; they probably weren’t at Venus and Mars for two hours last night, but even though he didn’t have a hangover, he felt that he was partied out.

His brain kicked in with the memories of last night. He realized that from the moment his eyes had opened, his marriage would never be the same.

He smiled at the thought.

Remembering the lush flesh of Laurie, and Steve’s thick cock impaled up inside Tina, his cock stirred to life. He lowered his hand and stroked it. He rolled over to see that Tina had already gotten up. The clock on the night table showed it to be not even 8:00 am yet.

He threw on his bathrobe and headed downstairs to the kitchen, following the aroma of the morning’s coffee.

Tina was perched at the breakfast counter, sipping a cup.

“Been up long?” he asked entering the room. He kissed her cheek.

“Just long enough to get the pot on,” she said.

He felt her eyes on him as he poured his first cup of the day. The vibe in the room was okay. Different, but okay. He took a sip and they stared in silence at each other for a full ten count. “Well, last night was fantastic as far as I’m concerned,” he said.

Tina nodded and placed her mug on the counter in front of her. “I’m still digesting it, but…” her eyes brightened. “It. Was. Awesome!”

Yipee! He nestled in next to her. “Oh yeah. Watching you and Steve…”

“No jealousy?”

He snorted. “How the hell could I even imagine myself being jealous after you and him watched Laurie and I fuck like a pair of horny rabbits?”

“Yeah, I know… but…”

“No,” he said shaking his head side to side slowly, choosing his words. “I mean, I hope you don’t feel bad or anything that I wasn’t jealous… but I was too turned on to feel threatened.”

She leaned over onto him, resting her head on his arm. “No, I don’t feel slighted. I feel a little weird that I don’t feel jealous, but that’s all.”

Ken’s eyebrows furrowed. “Yeah, it’s kinda strange. Here’s something odd. If I came home and found you and Steve sitting here in the kitchen having coffee together and just holding hands without me knowing about it, I’d be put off. But last night… in that club… nope—total turn on.” He wrapped an arm around her shoulder. “You look so fucking hot when you’re fucking!”

Tina shook her head. “Yeah, I’ll probably be undressing people in my head for the next week now. Wondering… ‘do they do that sort of thing too’? I mean, meeting Elena! I’ve been shopping at her store for years!”

He burst out laughing. “Elena? Are you kidding me? To find out that Laurie and Steve have been doing this? That blew my mind!”

“Yeah, I did have a chance to process that before getting down and dirty with them. You took it all in stride.”

He grabbed her hand and placed it under his bathrobe where she gripped his now half erect cock. “I think Mister Happy was driving last night!”

Tina didn’t take her hand off his cock. Instead she continued to stroke it. “You haven’t showered yet, have you?”

“No.”

“Oh goody!” She slid off her barstool and undid the sash. Looking up at him, she grinned. “You still have Laurie’s pussy juice on you then.” She bent at the waist and took him in her mouth, wetly sucking on him.

He stroked her head. “And you like that idea, huh?” When she gave a quick nod of her head, he said, “Well, I’m glad to see that you’ve processed everything!” He leaned back against the counter while Tina blew him.

“I think I’m gonna have to trim myself down there,” he said.

Tina pulled her mouth off long enough to say, “Nope. Shaved,” and resumed her blowjob.

It didn’t take long for him to climax. He was still somewhat drained from the night before’s un-freaking-real orgasm, but even so, he cried out and his knees went weak.

Tina cleaned him off, and closed and tied his robe before resuming her perch. “You’re cooking breakfast, Ken,” she said.

“No problem! French toast with bacon coming right up!” He started bustling in the kitchen, still in awe of his wife.

Tina stayed quiet for a few moments. He wasn’t going to push anything. She sat watching him while she rolled her coffee mug side to side in her palms.

Finally he couldn’t take it anymore. While the bacon was sizzling and the French Toast cooking her turned and crossed his arms. “Okay. What?”

Her teeth came out and started chewing her lower lip for all they were worth. “Well…” she said, “I’ve been trying to figure out just how to say it, but it just sounds too messed up.”

“In that case, spit it out.” He reached over and snapped a dish towel from its hook. “I’m ready for clean up.”

She blew out a huff of air, making her bangs rise while she rolled her eyes. “This is going to sound really stupid, or really risky, or really something…”  

“Tina! The suspense is now officially killing me! What?”

She twisted in her seat a little. “Don’t take this the wrong way, okay?”

“Tina!”

“Okay!” She held up a hand showing three fingers. “That’s the number of guys I had sex with. In my entire life, and counting Steve from last night.”

He held out his hands. “Look. We decided that we’d never talk about past lovers, babe. I mean, thirty’s a lot…” his voice trailed off into silence. “Waitaminnit.”

He stared at her hand. “Am I included in that?”

She nodded. “And this one was from high school!”

“Hmmm…”

Her head jerked back. “Whaddya mean ‘hmmm’, huh? What’s that supposed to mean?”

He held his up palms out. “Nothing! Just… y’know… ‘hmm’?” She looked like a scared rabbit, so he chose his words carefully. “And so, you’re just wondering… like… maybe you want to… I dunno… try some other… things?”

She nodded her head just slightly.

“And you’re worried that I… could mess it up?” When she shrugged, he inhaled deeply. “So you’re feeling kinda confused?” When she nodded sharply, he nodded back. This was like a game of twenty questions for God’s sake! “You’d like to make love to other men… but are worried about the fact that you want to…” She nodded slowly. “Because you’re worried what if you like some other guy more, or what if it hurts my feelings, or what if whatever…”

“Yeah. Exactly.”

Exactly what, he didn’t have a clue. But okey dokey. He took a deep breath. “Uhhh… well, you fucking Steve last night blew my mind. You letting me live out a fantasy with Laurie was beyond generous.” He patted his crotch. “And to start my morning with a blow job in the kitchen? I think that we can handle this, honey.”

“But…”

Now what? “Uhh… but what?”

“But what if I don’t like it and I want to stop, but you want to keep going?”

“Oh that. Well… maybe you could join a ceramics or a quilting club?” When her jaw dropped he laughed. “I’m kidding! We do this together or not at all. And if one of us wants to stop, then we damn well stop, okay?”

“Okay.” They stared at each other silently.

Finally, Ken spoke. “So… what do we do next?”

Tina brightened and held out a hand. He crossed the kitchen and took it.

“Anything we want!” she said, grinning before kissing him.

The End

Author’s Note:

While I’m not in favor of trickery in any relationship, I am very much in favor of forgiveness when my husband makes a mistake. Since I NEVER make mistakes, I think that’s quite generous on my part! LOL

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like myself, but more importantly, your honest opinion will help others make their buying decisions. YOUR VOICE COUNTS A GREAT DEAL in helping people with your tastes find the books YOU like!

JUST CLICK THIS OL’ LINK AND HAVE YOUR SAY!

Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand….if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is…

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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