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Travis
Asaro drove up and down the block, squinting in an attempt to make
out the poorly lit address markers on each house. It was almost
midnight, and the young man was driving through a quiet suburban
neighborhood. House after house passed by; it was almost impossible
to tell any of them apart. Consulting his GPS, Travis decided to park
his car, figuring that he must be close and should continue the
journey on foot. Opening the car door, Travis’ face was hit
with a blast of cold night air.

What
was he doing here? The previous evening Travis had gone out drinking
at his favorite bar, a small dive called the Buckhorn. The place was
always too smoky, but had a special sort of downtrodden charm to it.
The night had gotten kind of wild, and at some point Travis had
gotten the phone number of a young woman. A young married woman, but
that did not concern him. Waking up in bed the next morning, Travis
didn’t remember much about her but decided to pick up the phone
and give her a call anyways.

“Hello?”
answered the soft voice of a young woman.

“Hi,
Monica. I don’t know if you remember me, but this is Travis. We
met last night at the Buck,” he said, hoping that she would
remember him.

“Travis!
Mark and I were just talking about you. How are you doing today?”

“Mark?
Is that your husband?” Travis asked.

“Yeah,
he’s cool. Don’t worry about it. So tell me, what are you
gonna be up to tonight?” the young woman replied. 


“Well,
I’m watching a buddy’s band play, but they should be done
by 11. How about you?” Travis queried.

“Actually,
we were hoping that you might wanna would come over and hang out with
us,” Monica asked, the excitement apparent in her voice.

“I’d
love too. Will you guys still be up around midnight?” Travis
replied, jumping at the offer.

“Definitely,
we’re both night owls. Anyways, I gotta get going, but I’ll
text you our address when I get off the phone.”

“Great,”
Travis said, “see you tonight.”

Hanging
up, Travis smiled at the night’s prospects. The concert would
be a blast and afterward, well, Monica was pretty hot.

***

Matching
the address on his phone with the address on the house, Travis walked
up a stony path towards one of the small, suburban houses. The porch
light was off, but the address was right, so he decided to ring the
doorbell. Monica, a bony raven haired beauty, answered the door. The
nipples on her small, a-cup breasts were visible through the tight,
white tank-top she was wearing.

“Travis!”
she bellowed, rushing to hug the young man, “I’m so happy
you made it. Come on in.”

Travis
smiled and walked through the doorway. The house was tidy and full of
freshly assembled IKEA furniture. Moving from the foyer into the
living room, Travis was greeted by another young man of around his
own age. He had dark brown hair, broad shoulders, and stood somewhere
around 6 feet tall.

“Travis!
Good to see you. It’s Mark, if you don’t remember. You
were pretty blitzed when we met,” he said, extending his hand.

Travis
took it and shook, struggling to remember the man opposite him. He
had only very faint recollections of Mark, but from what little
Travis remembered from the night before, he seemed like a good enough
guy.

“Good
to see you. Last night was a doozy, no doubt,” Travis replied.

The
threesome sat down on the living room couch and started making small
talk about nothing in particular. After a few minutes, when the group
had settled in, Mark stood up and asked if either Monica or Travis
wanted something to drink. Both requested a glass of wine, and Mark
headed to the kitchen to retrieve it. A few seconds later, he
returned to the living room, empty handed and with a disappointed
look on his face.

“Oops.
I forget, we drank the wine last weekend when we had the O’Brien’s
over. Don’t worry though, I’ll make a quick run to the
liquor store before it closes,” said Mark, grabbing his keys
and making for the door, leaving Monica and Travis alone on the
couch.

Monica
stretched out her arms and let out a sigh of relief.

“Jeez,
I thought he’d never leave,” she said, reaching out and
putting her hand on Travis’ thigh.

Travis
didn’t know how to reply. He had come out tonight with his
sights set on Monica, but Mark had just gone to the liquor store and
would be returning within half-an-hour. The petite young woman leaned
over and started nibbling on Travis’ ear, but much to her
chagrin, the young man pulled himself away.

“Wait,
wait. What about Mark? He’ll be here any minute!” Travis
protested.

“Don’t
worry about it; he always takes forever at the store. We’ll
have plenty of time,” Monica reassured him.

“But
he’s gonna come back and this place is gonna reek of pussy, and
it’ll be my ass!”

Straddling
him on the couch, Monica put her index finger up to his lips in an
attempt to get him to quiet down.

“Travis.
Trust me, there’s nothing to worry about.”

The
young man still harbored some worries, but they were quickly assuaged
as the beautiful woman began grinding on his crotch. Within seconds,
his cock was rock hard. Looking in front of him, Travis could see
that Monica’s almond colored nipples had stiffened up and were
plainly visible through her shirt.

“See
honey, there’s nothing to worry about, just sit back and enjoy
yourself,” Monica whispered into his ear before gently nibbling
on the lobe.

Travis
grabbed his lover by the hips and kissed her passionately on her
soft, ruby red lips. Pulling her tank top off her body, Monica
exposed her small but beautiful a-cup breasts. The skin on her torso
was a milky shade of white, and there wasn’t an ounce of fat on
her athletic body. Reaching his mouth forward, Travis took one of
Monica’s enticing nipples into his mouth and began to suck.
Monica started grinding on him even harder and then cried out in
pleasure.

“Oh
Travis, suck on my titties!”

Pulling
herself away from Travis’ embrace, Monica got on her knees in
front of her lover, who remained sitting on the couch. Using just her
mouth, she undid the button and zipper on the young man’s
pants, exposing his cock poking up through his briefs. Yanking his
pants and underwear down, Monica wrapped her lips around Travis’
7 inch, rock hard cock. Travis groaned as he closed his eyes as he
looked down and saw Monica’s beautiful face sucking on him.

“Oh
my God! That feels so good,” said Travis, encouraging his
partner.

Happy
that she was doing a good job, Monica moved her lips even lower down
on his cock, taking the bulk of his shaft into her throat. Travis’s
hips spasmed involuntarily at the pleasure he was receiving. As
Monica reached down and started massaging his balls, Travis could
tell that he was getting close to cumming. Before that could happen,
however, the door swung open and Mark walked into the house, holding
a brown paper bag full of wine and other groceries.

“Hey
guys, I didn’t know whether to get red or white, so…”



Mark
walked into the living room and immediately stopped talking. Travis
quickly stood up and started pulling up his pants.

“Look
Mark, it’s not what it looks like!” he yelled, scrambling
to gather all his things.

Mark
looked intensely at the two with a blank expression on his face,
until Monica burst out laughing. Unable to contain himself any
longer, Mark started laughing himself. Travis stopped what he was
doing, completely stupefied.

“Wait,
what are you laughing at? I don’t get it,” said Travis,
the look of confusion apparent on his face.

“Trav,
you’ve got nothing to worry about. Monica and I are into this
sort of stuff; we talked about this earlier today. It’s cool
man, take your pants back off,” Mark said reassuringly.

Despite
his best efforts, a smile broke across Travis’ face. Following
the instructions of Mark, Travis took his clothes off and sat back
down on the couch. Monica took off her shorts and panties, and got
back down on her knees in front of the young man. Pulling out a
bottle of wine and sitting down, Mark poured himself a drink.

“Mind
if I watch?” he asked Travis.

“Sure,
I don’t mind,” the young man replied, secretly turned on
at the prospect of being watched.

With
his permission, Monica put her lips back around Travis’ slowly
softening cock. Within seconds, she had him rock hard again. Using
her lips, throat, and hands, Monica paid expert attention to every
square inch of his cock and balls. After a few minutes, she stopped
sucking and got on her hands and knees on the floor, exposing her
stunningly gorgeous pussy.

“Do
you like my pussy, Travis?” she asked, seductively.

Travis
nodded his head, unsure of how to respond.

“Do
you want to fuck me?”

“Very
much so,” he replied, stroking his cock.

“I’m
really horny, and really wet, so I’d appreciate it if you got
to it,” Monica told him, cheekily.

Travis
didn’t have to be asked twice. Taking a condom out of his pants
pocket, Travis slipped it on and positioned himself behind the petite
young woman. Standing up, Mark unzipped his pants and moved towards
his wife.

“Do
you mind?” he asked, looking at Travis.

“By
all means,” he replied, watching Mark drop to his knees, take
out his cock and put it in his wife’s mouth.

Unable
to stand it any longer, Travis put his cock at the entrance of
Monica’s dripping snatch and pushed. His hard cock slid easily
into her greedy hole. Grabbing her by the hips, Travis began fucking
his young lover, slowly at first so as not to cum too quickly.
Looking forward, he saw that Mark’s cock was fully engorged.
Monica sucked, slurped, and moaned on her husband’s cock as she
was getting fucked by her new friend. 


Grabbing
Monica’s ass cheeks with his powerful hands, Travis spread them
apart to get a nice view of his lover’s small, puckered
asshole. Liking what he saw, he gave Monica a playful slap on her
ass.

“Yes!
Smack my ass!” she said, briefly taking his mouth off of Mark’s
rock hard cock.

Travis
spanked her again, this time just a little harder. She cried out in
pleasure, and then reached back and started playing with her clit.
Feeling her pussy contract and tighten, Travis began fucking harder.
Seconds later, Monica’s body erupted in orgasm, her pussy
squeezing his cock with a vice-like intensity. Travis kept fucking
her, doing his best to give her more orgasms and not cum himself.
When her body convulsed for the fourth time, Travis pulled out,
removed the condom, and shot his load all over Monica’s ass.
Mark’s mouth was agape, gazing in awe at what he just
witnessed. 


“That
was fucking hot,” he commented, stroking his own cock.

Monica
collapsed on her stomach, gasping for breath and trying to gain her
bearings after the intensity of the orgasms she just experienced.
Looking back over her shoulder, she spoke to Travis.

“Trav.
There’s a towel. In the bathroom. Please grab it for me,”
she said, speaking in between her heavy breaths.

Still
weak kneed but not wanting to be an ungrateful guest, Travis got up
and headed towards the bathroom. Turning on the light and entering
the small lavatory, Travis saw that his cock was still half erect.
Grabbing a towel off of the counter, the young man wiped himself off,
shivering at the sensation on his sensitive, post-orgasm shaft.

Turning
the light off and heading back towards the living room, Travis saw
that Mark and Monica were already back at it. Mark was completely
naked, lying on his back and getting sucked off by his wife. Moving
behind the young lady, Travis gently wiped off the load of cum he had
shot on her ass and lower back.

“Thank
you!” Monica mumbled over Mark’s cock.

Discarding
the towel and sitting on the floor next to them, Travis admired the
show the young couple was putting on. Travis had never been in a
threesome before, and he had to admit that he was enjoying the hell
out of watching the two go at it. Noticing that they were being
watched, Monica, keeping Mark’s cock in her mouth, swung her
ass around and positioned it over her husband’s mouth. Mark dug
in greedily, causing Monica to cry out, her cunt still sensitive from
the recent orgasm.

The
two 69ed on the carpeted floor, their hands all over one another,
moans and grunts emanating from their mouths. Sensing that his wife
was ready, Marked lifted her mouth off his cock and positioned her so
that she was straddling his crotch. The rock hard tip of the man’s
cock teased Monica’s pussy.

“Please,
put it in!” she begged, her snatch eager and ready for another
cock.

Not
wanting to deny his wife and lover, Mark slid his cock inside her.
Monica let out a moan as her body adjusted to the size of her
husband’s cock. Feeling a stirring in his loins, Travis reached
down and started touching himself, his cock already starting to
recover. Standing up, Travis circled around the couple, taking in the
site of their fucking from every angle. Reaching up, Monica grabbed
ahold of Travis’ now fully erect cock with her hand. Still
riding up and down on her husband’s shaft, she started jacking
off Travis. Reaching forward and grabbing Monica’s ass, Mark
took the initiative and started thrusting back with even more force
than his wife.

Letting
go of the cock in her hand, Monica fell forward and embraced her
husband, in heaven at the treatment she was receiving. Thrusting her
hand out towards Travis, she grabbed him by the ankle. Looking up at
the young man, she spoke.

“Travis,
I want it in both holes. Fuck me in the ass,” she told him.

Mark
slowed down for a second, as Monica sat all the way down on Mark’s
cock, arched her back, and exposed her beautiful asshole.

“Just
a finger at first, to loosen me up,” she suggested.

Licking
his pointer finger, Travis placed it at the entrance to Monica’s
tight pucker and applied some pressure. Her ass extra tight from the
cock inside her pussy, the young woman cried out at the intensity of
the sensation. Slowly but surely, Mark began fucking his wife’s
pussy. Taking his cue from the other man, Travis began slowly fucking
Monica’s asshole with his finger. Her hole was tight and clean,
and Travis could feel the other man’s cock through the thing
barrier of flesh between them. It was a little strange, but also
incredibly hot and dirty.

“Trav,
another finger!” Monica moaned.

Reaching
his tongue down and licking his middle finger, Travis tried to slip
it into Monica’s ass, but it was so tight that he didn’t
think it would fit. After a couple of unsuccessful tries, Monica
turned around and looked at Travis.

“Just
shove it in,” she told him.

Doing
as she told, Travis pushed hard and slipped in the second finger.
Monica screamed in pleasure. Mark started fucking her a little
harder, and Travis began doing the same with his fingers. Soon
enough, Monica was begging for another cock.

“Please
fuck me, please, fuck me with your cock. Fuck my asshole. I need it,”
she cried.

As
quickly he could, Travis stood up and put on another condom.
Positioning himself directly behind Monica’s ass, he placed the
tip of his cock at the entrance of Monica’s eager asshole.

“Put
it in!” Monica commanded.

Travis
did just that, slowly sliding his cock into Monica’s crowded
asshole. All three moaned at the tightness and intensity. Pretty
soon, both men were balls deep inside the girl. Very carefully, both
men began fucking her, starting off at a snail’s pace, making
sure that she was comfortable. Urged on by her moans of pleasure,
both men sped up their paces, neither sure that they could last much
longer without cumming.

Monica
started bouncing up and down on the cocks, yelling out and grabbing
her small, firm breasts with her delicate hands. Squeezing her
nipples, she started to feel the orgasm building within her. Harder
and harder the two men fucked her, until she couldn’t resist
anymore. A terribly overwhelming orgasm flowed over every inch of her
body, causing her asshole and pussy to pulsate with an intensity that
none of the three had ever felt before. 


Struggling
to keep his cock inside the woman, Travis went inside her as far as
he could until his powerful member twitched and his balls contracted
as he came, shooting rope after rope of white hot seed into his
condom. Feeling this happen, Mark shot his own load into his wife’s
incredibly wet, incredibly tight pussy. 


Monica’s
little body twisted and contracted in one last orgasm, causing her to
slide off of both men’s cocks. All three collapsed into a human
pretzel on the floor, an avalanche of cum leaking out the young
woman’s thoroughly exhausted pussy. Reaching over and squeezing
Travis’ cock, the young woman caused the young man to jump, his
shaft still extra sensitive.

“You
fill that thing up?” she asked him, observing the copious
amount of jism pooled in the condom’s tip.

“Yeah,
you could say that,” Travis replied, still catching his breath.

“You
coming back next weekend,” she shot back.

Travis
smiled.

“Definitely.”

***

Thank
you for reading The
Midnight Menage a Trois. Remember
to follow me on Twitter @AnnieDuBois69 and be sure to check out my
website, which has links to all of my other stories

***
http://www.anniedubois.com
***
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