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About This Book

The Other Side of The Menu Looks Pretty Good…

She’ll have just a taste…

Tara and Steve have been a part of the lusty Swinging Lifestyle for a few years, and have a ball with their friends. Thorough all their years as a Swinging couple, Tara and Steve had only straight sex with their play partners. Like most guys, Steve’s turned on by, as he puts it, ‘girl on girl action—the hotter the better’. It had never interested Tara. For his birthday, they visit The G-Spot, their favorite Swinger’s Club, where Tara has planned a special surprise for Steve--she and her friend Dawn are going ‘play’ together.

Their play totally smokes Steve… and blows Tara’s mind. She experiences mind bending pleasure she never she knew existed! A new ‘side of the menu’ has opened up for her… and she wants more!

Author’s Note

In this book, some of my characters do not practice safe sex and have no consequences. Please understand that this is a novel, and not an endorsement of such behavior. In real life, play often, and always play safe!
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As they had every time for the last five visits to The G-Spot, Steve held the door open to the entrance. As Tara walked past her gallant husband, he took her arm for a moment.

“Look, anytime you want to stop, leave or anything, just say the word ‘screwdriver’ and we’re out of here, honey.” Unlike the first time, his deep set eyes were crinkled in a smile. He wasn’t nervous; he was just upholding their tradition.

“Screwdriver,” Tara replied. She brushed her blonde ringlets behind her ear so she could look him straight in the eye.

Steve’s face didn’t change. He let go of the doorknob and it whispered shut. Another couple had arrived in the parking lot and was getting out of their car about twenty feet away.

“Not a problem, honey. Let’s go back to the hotel.”

Tara’s face brightened and her lips formed that small U shape smile that had driven Steve crazy for the last twelve years. “I’m just messin’ with you, honey.” She grabbed the door, swung it open and walked into the entrance.

Steve dropped his head and shook it. “Ohhh… funny, sassy girl, hunh? You know what happens to smart assed girls, don’t you?”

“I sure hope so!” Tara called back over her shoulder. She was just messing with him, but she also wanted to see how much his face would fall when she said their code word. She stopped, waiting a beat for Steve to catch up. His face not moving an iota was perfect. The dance music was a dull throb as they crossed the foyer to the sign in counter holding hands. God, they were going to have a good time tonight, that was for sure.

Gloria was behind the counter as usual. She was the oldest staff member at the club, in her late 50’s or so. And she wore her years proudly, with her hair frosted silver with black highlights running through it. She was wearing a blue satin bustier that pushed her breasts up and out like a pair of soft melons, cut down almost to her nipples. Tara could see the change of hue of her skin. She knew Gloria’s areole was just past the satin cup. Glancing over to Steve, she knew he was thinking pretty much the same thing. He was a tit man for sure.

“Looking good, Gloria,” he said. He took his wallet out and slid their membership card across the counter.

Gloria’s face brightened. “Then that makes three of us.” She glanced down at the membership card and back up to Tara. “What’s under your coat, Tara?” She clacked away at the computer monitor as Tara unbuttoned it.

“Oh, just something I pulled out of the closet at the last minute.” Like a flasher in an alleyway, she spread the panels of her trench coat.

Gloria stopped typing. “Mmmm… someone’s ready to play, that’s for sure.” It was the most daring outfit Tara had ever worn to the G-Spot. She was wearing a black lace cat suit. The sheer fabric hugged her body. A smoke of fabric sheathed her skin, showing everything under it in a dark shadow. The side of the suit was cut away, the front and back panels held together by a satin ribbon diamond pattern. At her waist was a short-short pleated miniskirt. “Crotch less, I bet,” continued Gloria, leaning across the counter.

“Of course!” Tara held the edges of her skirt, pulling them out and up. Underneath, the catsuit turned into a garter and stocking set, baring Tara’s ass and shaven pussy before growing back into full leg coverings down to her three inch stilettos. Tara turned in a circle.

Gloria finished typing on the computer. “One of the best perks of this job is the live fashion show I get at the start of each night,” she said with a smile.

They paid their entrance fee and entered the club, stopping at the archway that led to the dance floor.

The club was busy already and it was only 9:00 p.m.. Dance music throbbed out of the speakers as thirty or more people gyrated on the floor. The spinning lights flashed and pulsed in time to the music, adding to the primal beat. Steve’s eyes scanned the crowd on the dance floor as Tara looked over at the patrons seated at the tables that ringed it in three tiers.

Steve’s fingers clasped Tara’s hand again. “You want to get just a table for us, or join some others, honey?”

With a wave at one table, Tara pulled Steve up the aisle to the rear. There were three large white leather sofas arranged in a U shape around a coffee table. Four people were already sitting there. The line of clutch purses down the center told her that there were other guests, probably on the dance floor. “Let’s sit with Ellis and Dawn, hon. We can table hop later if we want.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Ellis and Dawn were one of the first couples they had fucked when they started coming to the G-Spot two years earlier. They also threw the best house parties that Steve and Tara had ever attended.

“Seems like they’re starting early,” said Steve. Ellis was sitting back on the couch, his feet up on the coffee table. Dawn had his cock out and was squeezing its semi hard flesh. As Steve and Tara approached, she leaned forward and licked a drop of pre-cum from the tip, slowly pulling her head up, stretching the sticky fluid out in a thin string.

“Hey, guys! I’d get up, but Dawn’s getting me up!” Ellis waved.

With her mouth now encircled the crown of Ellis’ shaft, Dawn looked up and gave a short wave. With a sucking noise, she popped the knob out of her mouth. She shook Ellis’ hardening shaft at Tara. “Hi, hon—want a taste?”

Tara stepped over and squatted down. She licked the edge of the crown and gave Dawn a kiss on the cheek.

“Maybe later… hell, probably later!” she laughed.

Dawn tucked Ellis’ meat back into his black slacks and pulled up the zipper. She cuddled into her husband’s outstretched arm and tucked her feet under her hips. Her hand came up to his chest and began to rub it.

Tara leaned forward and kissed his cheek, Steve and Ellis shook hands.

Dawn and Ellis were more than ten years older than they were- in their late 40’s. Ellis had a bit of a pot belly that belied the musculature underneath. Twenty four years as a cement contractor gave him a bad back yes, but strong arms and the stamina of a bull. Dawn was an olive skinned petite woman. Tara had watched Ellis fuck her standing up, holding her with only one arm, she was so tiny.

But a fireball. “I TOLD Ellis that we were going to explore the Lifestyle when I had my first hot flash,” she had confessed to Tara when they first met. “My sex drive’s the highest it’s ever been.” Something to look forward to, Tara supposed. Her own sex drive went into hyper drive a year after giving birth. Instead of post-partum blues, she had post partum horny. And it would increase even more?

“Wait till your kids are teenagers, Tara,” Dawn had told her. “The high school years are draining. You spend every waking moment worrying about them!” She ended that with a laugh, because her own three were all finished with college, let alone high school. “This stage of life is for Ellis and me. When we started coming here, the first thing I did after our first time at a swing club was join a gym! Best thing I ever did!”

She was sure right. Dawn was a MILF, no doubt about it. Her firm thighs and small waist gave women half her age something to aspire to. Dawn had been approached by two websites and one men’s magazine that specialized in older women to do photo shoots and videos. She had turned them down, but was flattered that she was considered that hot.

Tara cuddled into the other side of Ellis on the couch. His hand wandered down her back.

“Love the outfit, kid,” he said with a smile.

“Thank you, Pops!” she teased back. “What’s going on here tonight, Ellis? It’s only 9:00 or so, and the place is jumping!”

“Spring fever, I guess. It’s going to be a wild night, I think. Last week was pretty quiet. Only 25 couples showed up.” He waved his hand at the dance floor. “It’s still early, and I’ll bet there’s over 70 couples here already. Yeah… it’s going to be some night!” His hand slid up the side of Tara’s torso, rubbing that area just where her breast meets her chest. Damn him—he knows that gets her aroused like a switch! She cuddled in tighter, her hand joining Dawn’s on his chest, playing with the hairs sticking out from his golf shirt’s collar.

“Oh.” She was glad that they didn’t go last week. She and Steve were only able to enjoy the Lifestyle a few times a year—so each time was important for them to have a blast.

“Nahh.. . it was okay—we had plenty of room to play. Hell, there were couples fucking on the tables here!”

“Oh, I didn’t think that was allowed. I thought the sex was restricted to the back area.” The club was designed in two halves. In the front was the bar and dance floor. Patrons went through a door to the playrooms and lockers for the sexual activity.

“Well, since it was a quiet night, Gloria put the closed sign on the door at midnight and they made an announcement that anything goes for the rest of the night.” Ellis took his hand away from Tara and reached down and lifted his drink and took a sip. “Smart move- everyone pretty much got naked right here and played.” He gave a short laugh. “There were one or two newbie couples sitting at the tables for two at the entrance way. I thought they would have a stroke when clothes started flying!”

“Did they join in?” Steve had taken a seat at the end of the couch adjoining theirs and was listening.

Dawn eyed Steve. She disengaged from Ellis and crossed over and sat with him. He took her and perched her on his lap. With a squeal, she nestled her hips into his crotch. “What do you think?” she asked him.

Steve’s eyebrows raised. “Hmm… for the first time?” He nodded towards Tara. “I’d let her decide.”

“I’d be too shy,” said Tara.

“Yeah, pretty much. We’d probably just sit at the table and mess around with each other while we people-watched.” A server brought over the drinks they had ordered—both were drinking wine spritzers.

“Yeah, that would have been a good plan,” said Ellis.

“One couple did pretty much that, but the other couple had a melt down and wound up leaving,” said Dawn.

“Melt down?” Tara and Steve said together.

“Mmm hmmm…” said Dawn. She looked over to Tara. “You two guys obviously did a lot of talking between yourselves before you walked in here for the first time, right?”

Steve chuckled. “Shit, we don’t stop jabbering at each other on Lifestyle nights ever! On the drive out here, we were talking about— ”

“Yes, well, let me finish,” said Dawn, putting two fingers on Steve’s lips, silencing him. He had a tendency to monopolize a conversation, and it was something he was working on. She turned back to Tara. “Hon, you came here for the first time, what—two years ago?”

Tara nodded. Twenty five months ago, to be exact. Their first time was at any Lifestyle event was The G-Spot’s Valentine’s party. How they came around to going for the first time was an epic tale in itself. “More or less, Dawn,” she said.

“And I’ll bet you two had agreed on a set of rules before you even contacted the club for the first time, didn’t you?”

“Yup,” said Steve.

“And then after you made all the arrangements—the hotel reservation, the online application to the club, picking out your outfit to wear…” she eyed Tara.

“More sensible than sexy to tell you the truth,” said Tara. She looked down at the catsuit she was in tonight. If someone told her that first night coming here in her black blouse and skirt to the knee that she would be wearing THIS outfit two years later, she’d have questioned their sanity.

“You kept on talking with each other though, right?”

“If anything, it even increased,” said Tara. She could remember as the night got closer, it was the only thing they talked about other than how their baby was doing. Their normal topics—the latest office gossip, current events and so forth all got pushed aside. She was excited to go—after all, it WAS her idea—but she was also nervous as hell.

Ellis leaned forward. “Bet ya had rules and limits as to what you were going to do if you met anyone here that first night, didn’t ya?” he said with a smile, eyeing them both.

“Yup. Look but absolutely no touching anyone else. Period.” Steve smirked at Tara as he began to fondle Dawn’s thigh.

“So what happened here last week?” asked Tara. Not to be outdone, she began to toy with Ellis’ fly. He was wearing black pants, but she could still see the damp spot on the fabric where he was already drizzling. Of all their friends, she liked the taste of his cum the best. She loved it after he shot a load into her. Especially if she hadn’t orgasmed yet…. Her hand began massaging his shaft through his pants.

“Hey, not finished here!” laughed Ellis. He only rested his hand on top of hers though, as he began to pulse his hips into her palm.

“Sorry, can’t you multi-task?” said Tara sweetly.

“Yeah…. Anyway… one of the couples new here… they didn’t have a game plan worked out.”

“What happened?” asked Steve.

“Well, after Gloria made the announcement that anything goes anywhere in the club because she had the closed sign up, a lot of the members really started dirty dancing.” Ellis smiled. “It was great! I went from dry humping Dawn on the dance floor to fingering her…” He glanced at Dawn, perched on Steve’s lap. In response, she spread her legs and took Steve’s hand and placed it on her crotch.

“Mmm…” she said. “And a lot of other couples got right into it too. In about five minutes, half the people were half naked or more… but still dancing….”

“And that was when one of the new couples went off side.”

“How?” asked Tara.

“Well… the guy saw what was going on, and left his table and came onto the dance floor. He went up to Phil and Cynthia and just started to paw at her boobs.”

“Can’t blame him for wanting to,” said Tara. She glanced over to the dance floor where Phil and Cynthia were. Cynthia was a former Playmate, and had the body to go with it. At 38, she still appeared in swimsuit issues of a couple of men’s magazines. “He didn’t ask permission though, did he?”

“Nope. Just walked over and started mauling her.”

“That must have went over well.”

“It started a fight, right on the floor,” said Dawn.

“You’re kidding!”

“Not at all. But not how you think,” said Ellis. “Phil and Cynthia were sort of shocked—that kind of shit never happens here, you know? Before they could respond, a split second after this guy grabbed Cynthia’s boob, his wife came up behind him and slammed him right in the ear!”

“Oh!”

“Yeah. I think they both had too much to drink. Anyway, she stalked out.”

“What happened to the guy?”

“Brad and Phil showed him the door. His libido had taken the brunt of his lady’s shot I guess. He just left.”

“Man! Did that put a damper on the rest of the night?” asked Steve.

“Not really. It happened so quick, I don’t think half the people on the dance floor even noticed.” Ellis took another sip of his Diet Coke. “Shit like that hardly ever happens, but I don’t think they’ll be back.”

Steve looked over at Tara. “Well, if I did such a stupid thing, I’d deserve a smack upside the head too.”

“You wouldn’t do such a thing, honey,” said Tara. “I’m the one who deserves the spanking!”

“Ahhh… yes, you do—for pulling my leg earlier!” he shook his fist at her. “You’ll get yours my pretty!”

“So what happened to the other couple? You said there were two new couples here?”

“Yeah, that was Gail and Mike. They had showed up at 9:00 and Gloria took them around and introduced them to us.”

“Not a surprise. You guys are here pretty regularly.”

“We like the place,” said Dawn. “It’s our home away from home on Saturday nights.”

“Well, Gail and Mike stayed at their table and watched the action unfold on the dance floor for a while. Then they started dancing and… well… I think they had a good time…”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. They left after 15 minutes or so. They went back to their hotel and fucked like bunnies.”

“How do you know that?” asked Tara.

Ellis pointed at the dance floor. “See that couple over there? She’s the one with the long brown hair and the red corset and he’s wearing the leather chaps? That’s them. They arrived just after us and will be joining us.”

“Baby steps before leaping in,” said Tara.

“Yup. I don’t know how much playing they’ll do with other couples, but they definitely want to try soft swinging in the back.

The dance music volume diminished and the crowd on the dance floor stopped.

“Laaaaydeees and Gentlemen!” the DJ’s voice boomed. “It’s body shot time!”

The crowd cheered as two staff members came from the side pulling a vinyl cushioned table out onto the middle of the dance floor.

“Body shots! Yay!” said Tara. She jumped up. “Come on, Steve! Body shots!”

Steve laughed. “Can’t get enough of those body shots, huh, honey?”

“Come on!” She pranced over and took his hand.

Steve stood, still holding Dawn in his arms. “Hang on.” He stepped over and deposited her on Ellis’ lap. “Duty calls, guys.” He loved body shots. It was the icebreaker that got Tara going the second time they had been to the club. They joined hands and went to stand in line.

Doug from the bar was on a pedestal set up by the table. He was holding a shots bottle. “Tonight it’s Sex On The Beach shots gang! Pay your five bucks and ‘get er done’!”

Wendy, one of the other bartenders walked down the lineup collecting the five dollars and giving each person a ticket. Anyone that wanted to participate had to show the ticket before getting on the table. At the end of the evening, management had a 50/50 draw from all the tickets that were given out.

“Same rules as always, gang!” Doug’s voice echoed through the speakers as music played in the background. You get on the table, and anyone gets to lick you!” The first on the table was a guy. He had stripped off his shirt and was topless. He lay down on the table and Doug poured a generous stream of Sex On The Beach over his chest, ending at his crotch, staining his pants with the liquor.

Immediately, three women gathered around and began to lick the man’s chest. All of them had their hands clasped behind their backs. One woman bent to his navel and began to stroke it with her tongue. The other two women were sucking at his nipples and teasing around his well formed pecs. He began to grind his hips upward, trying to get the woman at his bellybutton to go lower.

“Reeeemember! No hands!” encouraged Doug. The ‘no hands’ rule made Body Shots that much more fun.

The woman at the guy’s bellybutton was joined by the other two ladies. A fourth person, a man, joined in as well.

“Ahh… bi-bi love!” Called out Doug. The guy on the table didn’t bat an eye as the other man began to lick at his neck and earlobe. He kept his hands behind his back and trailed down the man’s chest joining the women.

“Getting interesting here!” Doug poured another shot, this time right on the man’s crotch. All four of his ‘attendees’ began to lick and chew at the fly. One of the women got the tab of his zipper between her teeth and began pulling it down. The others began to probe into the man’s fly with their mouths.

Tara felt Steve’s hand on her ass. His hand was running up and down the seam line of her cat suit as they watched. She backed into his hand, encouraging him further. He leaned over, slipped his hand under her short skirt and began to fondle her pussy lips from behind. Her knees quivered.

“Okay! Time’s up! Next!” Each body shot was good for a three minute stretch of anything goes oral teasing. The topless man got off the table and stepped over to one of the bar stools. He was followed by the four others who kept licking at him.

The next to get on was a woman in her early forties. She had been wearing a spandex top that was low cut, but pulled it over her head before getting on the table, her breasts now covered only by a lacy black bra. She lay back and folded her arms behind her head.

“Here we go!” cried Doug as again, he poured the liquid over her body, from her neck to her crotch. She was wearing black panties that he made sure to drench.

Immediately a feeding frenzy began. The people next in line, and the woman’s friends all gathered around her, licking and sucking at her flesh.

“Why don’t you join in?” suggested Steve.

“Mmm… no, honey. You know I’m straight.”

“Yeah, I know. But you can’t blame a guy for trying, can you?” Steve put his arm around her shoulders. In the two years they had been swinging, Tara had never been with another woman. She didn’t mind sexy dancing with a girl, but just like her husband, her ‘bi-card’ had yet to be punched.

There were a lot of other women in the lifestyle who were strictly straight, so she didn’t mind. She enjoyed men, and that was that. She knew that Steve found girl on girl sex arousing as hell. They had talked about it, but he never once pushed the subject. No was ‘no’ after all.

Occassionally for shits and giggles she would kiss one of the women they hung out with. It was okay, but that’s as far as Tara had been willing to go.

Until tonight. She had made arrangements with Dawn over the phone when they decided they were heading out for a night at the G-Spot. This weekend was Steve’s 34th birthday after all. He didn’t know it yet, but it would be one he was going to remember!

When he had made that suggestion for her to do some body shot licking, she begged off because she wanted his surprise to be complete.

They were the last in line for the body shots. Tara looked over her shoulder to where Dawn was sitting. The women nodded to each other and Dawn stood up.

After a few more people got through their body shots, it was her turn.

Tara climbed up onto the bench and laid back.

“You sure you want me to pour this on that beautiful cat suit, Tara?” asked Doug. Good. Dawn had made sure he was up to speed with her nefarious plan.

“Oh! Thanks! It’s okay if I take it off?” The G-Spot normally frowned on full nudity on the dance floor early in the evening.

Doug gave her and Steve a Chesire cat grin. “Well… I think we can make an exception.”

In a flash Tara wiggled out of her cat suit and skirt, laying naked on the table. She pulled her feet up, angling her legs and spreading her knees apart.

“Fire away, maestro!”

Doug emptied the bottle on her, coating her from her neck to her crotch.

She looked over at Steve with a grin as Dawn elbowed him aside.

“Happy Birthday, honey!” and she closed her eyes.


TWO
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What’s the big deal, anyway,” Tara thought to herself. “I’ll just keep my eyes closed, that’s all.” She felt a pair of hands—soft, woman’s hands spread her thighs a little more.

Gentle warm kisses began just above her knees. The mouth stopped, resting open on her thigh, and she felt a wet tongue glide over her skin. A shudder ran through her.

Tara had phoned Dawn about this a few days ago. Dawn had been pleased and honored to be part of Steve’s birthday present.

Now Tara was more than a little nervous as her body responded to this woman’s touch.

Tara had never been attracted to women. It was one of the limits she set when she and Steve decided to give the Lifestyle a whirl. In a sense, she was more of an exception in the Lifestyle; most of the women, even if they weren’t attracted to other women, played with bi because that’s what fired up the men.

Why it did, she had no idea, but it did. When she asked Steve what it was about lesbian sex that excited men, he wasn’t able to figure it out either. “I don’t really know, honey,” he said, “it just does. It’s like asking what it is about tits that get me aroused. I don’t have a clue, they just do.”

Thanks for all the help, Steve!

There was no question it did, though. At house parties, or even at clubs, whenever there was any girl on girl action, men always gathered to watch, Steve included.

He had never asked her a second time to try it, and for that she loved him dearly. His respect for her limits was absolute.

They had been going to events for about two years—they were far from hard core Lifestylers like Ellis and Dawn. Altogether, tonight was just their eighth event. They had been to a couple of house parties, but every other event had been here at the G-Spot. They had never gone to a swinger’s resort, never attended any of the convention or weekend hotel take-overs.

Not that they didn’t want to—but with the baby, their ability to get away was curtailed. Thank God her Mom and Dad lived close by enough that they could look after little Anthony, but she didn’t want to wear out that welcome or take advantage.

She had never been nagged about her limit—either by Steve, or by any of the women they met. That was one of the things she found to be a pleasing surprise about the Lifestyle. No really was No and was respected by everyone.

She knew that it was going to put Steve over the moon to watch Dawn go down on her.

Her eyes were shut tight though. Even so, Dawn’s mouth felt so good on her thigh. There was no beard stubble (no matter how closely Steve shaved, he always irritated her skin). Dawn rested her cheek against Tara’s thigh and began blowing warm air up towards her crotch.

Her hands began to stroke Tara’s ankles with soft movements. Up and down, with each up stroke going higher and higher. She cupped each hand behind a knee and gently massaged the nerves there.

Tara shuddered again.

Dawn climbed up on the table at Tara’s feet. Tara opened her eyes a slit to see the woman kneeling between her knees. Leaning forward, Dawn kissed her. Tara opened her mouth slightly, receiving Dawn’s tongue. It was soft but insistent. She put her hands behind Dawn’s head, pulling her face in tighter and opened her mouth wide. The two women kissed deeply, their tongues stroking up and down.

Dawn’s hand palmed her breast, covering it and massaging. She started slowly and softly in a circular motion around the orb. Tara’s nipples were already stiff from the cool air on the dance floor. With each turn around her tit, Dawn’s grasp became firmer.

Breaking off the kiss, Dawn pushed herself down Tara’s chest and began to lick and suck on the side of the breast she was holding. Her tongue extended, she began by licking where Tara’s breast sprung from her chest, working her way inward to where her hand was now gently pinching her nipple.

She turned slightly sideways so her thigh was nestled between Tara’s legs. With a pulsing rhythm in time with the music playing, she began to dry fuck Tara’s bare crotch.

Slipping further down, Dawn placed wet, warm kisses on Tara’s stomach and belly button. She went lower. Her hands reached up and lifted Tara’s head.

“Look at me, Tara,” she commanded softly. Tara’s eyes opened. She watched as Dawn slowly lowered her head to her crotch. She felt her warm breath on her pussy. God, this was intense.

Dawn snuggled her face into her pussy, nestling and rubbing her mouth across her outer lips. Her tongue flicked out quickly, and gave a quick stroke to her clit. Tara jerked.

Taking Tara’s thighs in her hands, she lowered her mouth and began to lick and stroke her slit. From her asshole up to the top of her clit and back down, she washed Tara’s pussy with her wet mouth.

What the hell had kept me from doing this? Tara wondered to herself. Her hips began to grind into Dawn’s face.

Releasing her thighs, Dawn moved her hands to the butterfly pink inner folds. She gently grasped each side, opening Tara’s hole like a flower. Her tongue came out again, this time firmly fluttering across the top edge of her pussy. Tara’s clit had slid out from behind its hood, engorged.

Dawn began to flutter her tongue directly on Tara’s lust button. She alternated between fast flutters and long, slow, firm wet licks.

Tara felt her belly tighten and that special tingle begin. She clenched her legs around Dawn and knotted her fingers in her hair.

“Yes! Yes! Don’t stop!” she gasped over and over again. She felt the orgasm beginning. Oh Christ this girl could eat pussy! Her legs were now clenching and relaxing around her lover’s head as she felt the first wave.

Dawn read her body like a book. She let go of Tara’s pussy lips and plunged two fingers up inside, her cunt. Her hot, drippy, wet fuckhole cunt. She twisted her wrist, swiping the walls of her pussy, and pulling her fingers half way out, only to plunge in deeper and more firmly. At the same time, she stopped licking Tara’s clit and began to softly chew on the flesh surrounding it.

When she bit down, Tara was flung over the edge.

“Ohhh SHHIIIIT!” she cried out as the orgasm overtook her by surprise. She raised herself up on her elbows and bent her legs into Dawn’s back, driving her even harder into her pelvis.

Dawn got the message and began to push harder, deeper and faster as she munched Tara’s pussy, four fingers now up inside. Tara was beyond full as wave after wave of pleasure and release crashed over her.

“Yes! Yessss!” she growled, letting Dawn read her body’s response, pushing her orgasm deeper and deeper into her very being. “Unnngh!” She lost all ability to speak, and was just a rutting fuck beast being pleasured by this cunt bitch. She growled and grasped at Dawn’s hair, humping into her face with her hips as the thundering orgasms fell onto her again and again.

She lay back gasping. It was the most intense orgasm she’d ever had. Why the hell had she waited so long for this? Absently, she stroked Dawn’s head as it nestled between her legs. She knew exactly how far to push, and when to stop. It was wonderful.

The crowd around the table burst into applause.

Tara turned her head to see Steve standing in total shock. His mouth was hanging open; probably from the moment Dawn had climbed onto the table! She giggled and blew him a kiss. He gave his head a shake and stepped forward.

“Did you like it, honey?” she asked.

“I have never seen you come like that, baby,” his voice barely above a whisper. Seems like she wasn’t the only one in shock.

Dawn had slipped off the table and stood next to him. Tara reached up and putting her hand behind Dawn’s neck pulled her down. She kissed her deeply again, tasting her juices on Dawn’s mouth. It was yummy.

“Let’s get to the back area, hon,” she said. “I want to return the favor!” Her belly was still tingling, and gave another jolt. She was going to eat her first pussy… and she couldn’t wait! She wanted to eat her out and return the exact same experience. She wanted to rim her asshole and suck her twat dry. The tingle in her belly grew more intense. Her hand wandered down and pinched Dawn’s asscheek. “I want you…” she breathed into Dawn’s ear.

“Can’t wait, hon,” Dawn was fondling her breasts again.

She got off the table and on unsteady legs, the three of them returned to the nook.
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Tara sat down at the end of the long sofa, with Steve right next to her. Dawn went over and sat with Ellis again. The girl needed a little space right now; she had jumped into a bi encounter with both feet and just had her world rocked. She’d keep an eye on Tara, but wouldn’t speak to her without being approached first. So often when newbies try a sexual experience for the first time, they get even shakier if they had a good time.

She wasn’t trying to ‘convert’ Tara or anything like that. It was more like meeting friends at a buffet restaurant. Tara was like someone who had never tried seafood before, and just found out that she really, really enjoyed oysters! Dawn snickered. Seafood? She sat back and started chatting with another couple that was unwinding from the dance floor.

***

Steve didn’t know who was more smoked by what had just happened—he or his wife. When Dawn shoved him out of the way and climbed up on the table between Tara’s knees, he was sure she was going to get pushed off.

And when Tara spread her knees and winked at him with her ‘Happy Birthday honey’… he couldn’t believe it. At first, he figured that she would just take one for the team, give him a thrill, and that would be that.

But then some sort of switch was thrown within her body. He wished he had video’d it, because he didn’t see what it was Dawn had done to her that got Tara going.

He had only seen Tara come like that maybe twice in the eight years they had known each other.

Bullshit. He had never seen Tara cum like that!

He put his arm around her. She was folded up into the end of the couch with her elbow on the armrest supporting her head. There was a faraway look in her eyes. She looked like she had just finished a marathon. Still naked, but someone must have seen what was going on, because there had been a large fleecy blanket waiting on the couch when they sat down. He had grabbed her catsuit, skirt and shoes and they rested next to him on the couch.

When his arm went around her she snuggled in under his shoulder.

“Hey…” he said softly.

“Hey…”

“You okay?”

“I think so…”

Think so? What the hell was that supposed to mean? Ease up, Steve-O… give her some space… “Well… it was pretty intense,” he said.

Tara nodded slowly. “That’s a word… yeah, it was…”

“Judging from how hard you came, I think you liked it.” He kept his voice as low as possible.

She turned her head to him. “I loved it! I thought I’d just put on a show for you, you know, give you a thrill or something. But it felt nice from the start and I relaxed. As soon as I did, it started to feel really good.” She turned into Steve and threw her arms around his neck and nuzzled into his chest. “It was incredible!” She began to tremble.

He rubbed her back softly. Shit, was she crying?

“Hey, it’s okay, honey. You’re fantastic. It felt great. It’s all good.”

Tara stilled. She lifted her head up and looked at him. “You’re not jealous or anything?”

“Why should I be jealous?”

She bit her lower lip, hesitant.

Steve put his finger under her chin. “Hey… just because you had a mind blowing orgasm? I’ve seen you come before with guys—shit, Ellis rocked your world the last time we were at their house, right?”

“Yes, but…”

“But I’ve never rocked your world like that…”

Her eyes slid away. Far away. He brought her face back around to him. “Hey…”

“But…” she gulped. “You’re my husband! We’re supposed to have the best sex together!”

He laughed. “Oh, you’re turning lesbian on me now?”

“Nooo! It’s just that Dawn was so good! I’m worried that you’ll be hurt because it was so good!”

“Whoa, whoa Tara. It’s not like that.”

“What do you mean?”

He crossed his legs so he could snuggle in tighter to her. “I was kind of right there, you know.”

“Yes, you were watching—that’s why I did it.” She chewed her lower lip. “But I didn’t do it for the pleasure or anything. I was sort of… not quite, but close… taking one for the team…”

Steve grew still. “That’s not what we agreed on, Tara. You don’t take one for the team. Ever.”

She shook her fingers at him. “No, it wasn’t like that. I was ready to give it a go. I mean… I knew it would blow your mind. Knowing that made my objections to doing it less, you know? I mean, we’ve been in the Lifestyle now for a long enough time, right? I’ve seen Dawn get it on with other women a few times… It isn’t a turn off for me anymore.”

“Oh. Okay then, maybe…”

“But what’s come out of nowhere for me, Steve… what’s got me confused now…”

“Hey…” he cuddled her more.

Tara sat straight up, the blanket falling from her shoulders. She took Steve’s face in both hands. “I liked it! I really, really really fucking liked it! And I want to go down on Dawn and see what’s that like!”

Steve laughed. “That is a switch!”

***

Tara dipped her fingers between her legs and inserted one up inside her pussy. She took it out and licked it as Steve watched her. “I wonder what Dawn tastes like?” she murmured. Her eyes flitted over to where Dawn and Ellis were chatting with one of the other couples. She and Steve had the sofa to themselves to give them some space. The other eight people were perched on armrests and the coffee table. They were so considerate to her and Steve.

They were so damn considerate to each other.

She caught Dawn’s eye, who gave her a nod and smile. She waved Dawn to come over. Like a lazy cat, Dawn stood, smoothed her hands over her red spandex mini dress, and went to Tara and Steve’s perch. Steve stood and relocated to the arm of the couch next to Tara, and Dawn took his spot.

Still topless, Tara took Dawn’s face in both her hands. She cupped Dawn’s cheeks and the two women looked intently at each other--Tara, still with an expression of baffled wonder, and Dawn with a kind smile. She reached up and held each of Tara’s forearms as they shared the moment.

“Thank you…” whispered Tara.

Dawn bent in and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Tara, your pleasure was all mine,” she said with a giggle. “You were awesome!” She lifted her head back a bit. “And you taste wonderful.”

Tara released the woman’s face and rested her hand on Dawn’s shoulders. “I’d… I want to return the favor, Dawn.” Her hands went from Dawn’s shoulders down to her cleavage. A fingernail began to trace the outline of Dawn’s orbs through the spandex. “I want to go down on you…”

Dawn cocked an eyebrow. “That’s not what you said on the phone the other day, hon. You specifically said that you didn’t think you could ever see yourself going down on a woman.”

“I know… but it’s different now.” Tara’s eyes were still wide. “But when I came… just as I came… I had the image in my head of licking your pussy.” Her hands travelled down Dawn’s chest, to her tummy, and finally rested on the inside of her thighs.  She leaned over the coffee table, picked up her wine spritzer and drained it. Replacing the glass, she turned back to Dawn. “Please… let’s do this, before I have second thoughts or lose my nerve.”

Dawn giggled. “I don’t think you’ll have second thoughts, Tara. I didn’t begin to explore my own bi-side until Ellis and I began swinging. I didn’t take as long as you to give it a whirl, but once I decided, there was no going back.” She took Tara’s hands in hers. “No time like the present.” She took Tara in her arms, and the two women began to kiss.

Perched on the arm of the sofa, Steve held his chin in one hand, and began to stroke his cock through his pants with the other. His face was still as he watched the women engage in the foreplay again.

“Ding! And now round two!” called Ellis.

The three of them looked up to see the rest of their gang watching Dawn and Tara. The two women turned back to each other.

“I think we ought to take this into the back, what do you think?” said Ellis.

Steve jumped to his feet, and helped each of the women get up. Tara took the blanket as a shawl, and holding hands, she and Dawn strode quickly to the doorway at the back end of the club that opened into the corridor to the lockers and playroom.
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The ‘back end’ of The G-Spot was the play area, lockers and shower rooms. Tara and Steve originally thought that it odd, that the owners of a sex club would segregate the changing areas by gender, but that’s the way it was—separate doors off the corridors led to the male and female sections, and a common hallway at the end brought guests back to the play area.

The play area could easily accommodate over a hundred people fucking. In the first room, there were a series of beds along one wall, each separate from its neighbor. If a couple wanted privacy, each bed had an all around canopy with curtains they could close.

In the center of the room was the first of several exhibitionist and voyeur areas. These consisted of large round vinyl clad raised cushion that a man over six feet tall could stretch out on, extend his arms, and not touch any of the edges. Bordering it, in a half moon shape was a series of chairs. Two spotlights shone on the center of the cushion.

On this first area a couple was already going at it. A woman in her fifties was being fucked doggy style by a buff, young man who looked to be in his twenties. He was on one knee, his other leg hooked around his partner’s waist pulling her ass into his belly as he assaulted her pussy with his thick shaft.

Three couples and a third group of two men and a woman were watching the performance, stroking each other as the couple on the cushion sharply slapped hips against each other.

Looking closely as she and Dawn passed by holding hands, Tara assumed they must be a couple. The man wasn’t wearing a condom. He gave Tara a wry smile as he thrust strongly into his partner, causing her to squeal, on that delicious edge between pain and pleasure. His gaze turned to Dawn, and his smile broadened. He lifted one hand from his partner’s hips with a quick wave.

Tara glanced over at Dawn who was waving back with her free hand as they strode past, heading to the Orgy area.

“You know him?”

“Yes, that’s Darren. He’s a fuck machine. He can go all night, but then what 29 year old can’t?”

“He’s not wearing a condom, I don’t know if that’s very safe.”

Dawn smiled. “Does your husband wear one when you guys have sex?”

Tara stopped dead in her tracks and looked over her shoulder. From her angle now, she could see the woman’s face. Mature wasn’t the right word—shit, Dawn at 47 was mature! This woman was even older! She looked back to Dawn. “They’re..?”

“Two years now. She’s 57, by the way.”

“But…”

“Hey, hon… to each their own, right?”

“Is he some gigolo or something?” That age difference was too much for Tara. She turned back. Darren had flipped the woman onto her back. Her legs were wrapped around his hips and she was clawing his back, leaving angry scratches and moaning loudly.

Dawn laughed. “I thought so too when we first met!” She shook her head. “His wife refers to him as the boy toy.”

“Really?” She didn’t want it to come out as a squeak, but it did anyway.

“Mmm… hmm… and Darren refers to Linda as ‘my real old lady old lady’. They laugh about it.”

“Is she rich or something?”

Dawn nodded. “Yes. A rich widow, actually. Ellis and I knew her husband. He died some years ago. They were both members. She and Darren met about four years ago, and they hit it off like wildfire.” She shook her head.

“What… he was her pool boy or something?”

Dawn put her arm around Tara, guiding her out of the first playroom and into the orgy area. “No… Darren is the youngest airline captain in the world. You probably heard of him a few years ago… remember that airliner that had to ditch onto the Mississippi river? He was the co-pilot, and the captain had a heart attack when the shit hit the fan.”

“He’s that guy?” It was all over the news. The hero pilot who looked like he was still in high school.

“Yep. And Linda was on the plane. That’s how they met. The rest is history.”

The woman entered the Orgy Room and crossed to the other side as the rest of their gang, Steve and Ellis included, filed in after them.

The room was divided in half by a walkway about three feet wide. On each side, on an enormous platform, there was a collection of mattresses, each one covered with a white fitted sheet. They were laid out like a brickwork pattern, long side alternating with short across the wall. There were twenty double size mattresses on each platform.

Dawn turned to Tara, putting her hands on the woman’s waist.

“You’re sure?” she asked.

Tara nodded, plucked one of Dawn’s hands off her waist, spread her legs a bit, and pushed Dawn’s hand up into her crotch. Dawn smiled, feeling the fresh dampness oozing from Tara’s pussy.

“I’m so turned on right now, Dawn!”

Kicking off their shoes, the women climbed up onto the platform and crawled to the other end. Dawn sat with her back against the far wall and spread her legs open.

Tara knelt in front of her, between her ankles. She gazed at Dawn’s body, from her eyes and coiffed hair, down her chest, over Dawn’s now erect nipples, sticking up like small top hats from her areoles, down her belly to her opened pussy. She could see Dawn was excited too, judging by how puffy her pussy lips were already. They were dark, and growing darker, beginning to engorge with desire for Tara’s mouth.

She took Dawn’s ankle in her hand and raised her foot. Her mouth grazed across the arched top, then down to her toes. Looking into Dawn’s eyes, she sucked each toe one by one and felt her leg quiver.

She placed the foot back onto the mattress and picked up the other, and did the same, to be rewarded by another quiver from Dawn.

She felt the mattress sink as the rest of their friends climbed on. Steve came to her side. He kept a bit of distance, but wanted to watch his wife’s newfound lust as closely as possible without interfering.

Tara began to kiss Dawn’s shins, leaving a wet trail of kisses up her leg. Taking her knee in hand, she massaged the back of it as had been done to her. Dawn’s hips began to move in a slow circle.

“I like that, Tara…” she said.

Tara raised Dawn’s leg and began to suck on the back of her knee, going up to her thigh.

“Ohhh… that’s niiiice…” Dawn murmured.

Gently, Tara placed Dawn’s leg back down. Kneeling before her, she stretched over and placed her arms around the woman, embracing her in a kiss.

Dawn returned the gesture, wrapping her fingers into Tara’s shoulder length hair, bunching it in her hand. Tara did the same. The two women’s mouths met, hungry for each other’s taste.

Lavishing wet, almost drooling kisses, they sucked, nibbled and licked each other’s face like a pair of aroused cats. Tara knee walked up until she was on top of Dawn. Releasing her hair, she grasped her into an embrace, forcing the woman to lean away from the wall onto her side.

On top of her now, Tara continued to kiss and feed on her flesh. Her mouth trailed down her neck and across her collarbone. Her hands came up and began to massage Dawn’s breasts.

She brought her mouth up to Dawn’s ear and nibbled on her earlobe. Again, Dawn shuddered.

“I’m going to eat all your cream, Dawn. You going to cream all over my face, honey?” she whispered.

“Yesssss….” came the hissed response. Dawn’s hips were now drawing circles on the bed as Tara nestled between her legs, pushing her thigh tightly against her pubic bone.

“I want you to squirt in my mouth Dawn…” she had seen Dawn squirt twice before. She learned it wasn’t pee, but a fluid that could almost be described as girly semen. Now, she wanted to swallow Dawn’s fluids with as much desire as she had for her husband’s cum. “Will you come in my mouth, baby?” she whispered, flicking her tongue along the outside of Dawn’s ear.

“Yesss….”

Tara slithered down her body, leaving kisses and nibbles in a trail. She suckled on one nipple for a moment and continued to slide down. Dawn opened her legs wide.

When her face was down at Dawn’s crotch, Tara stopped. She gazed with wonder and… and a craving at the first pussy she was about to go down on.

I’m about to eat out my first pussy! Oh God, it’s beautiful!

The outer lips of Dawn’s pussy were now inflamed as if they had just been spanked. Her inner lips looked like a pink orchid with the smaller lips peeking out from behind. Tara grazed her finger across the lips, silent in the moment. She had never been this close to another woman’s genitals before. She bent her head and inhaled the musky scent of Dawn’s arousal.

The aroma enflamed her own desire. Her other hand went between her own legs and began to flick and flutter her clit. She lowered her head even more, sticking out her tongue for her first taste of pussy juice not her own.

Dawn’s pussy was wet, almost runny. A pearl of her juice peeked out from her slit. Tara licked it with her tongue, and rolled the flavor across the roof of her mouth. A mingle of tang and sweet… oh God it tasted wonderful.

Her hand came away from her own pussy, and she spread Dawn’s lips wide, peering into her opening fuck slit. It glistened with Dawn’s desires. Oh God, she wanted it!

She saw Dawn’s clit. It was a thick apostrophe at the top of her pussy. Tara blew on it, then bent her head and sucked it into her mouth.

Dawn’s body went rigid for a second, and she sat bolt upright.

“Oh yeahhhh!” she cried out.

Tara backed off a moment, and Dawn lay back down. Again she took the woman’s clit in her mouth, holding it gently between her lips as her tongue stroked it softly at first, then more and more firmly.

“Oh God yeah!” she heard Dawn exclaim. Well, she had never been shy about expressing her pleasure…

***

Behind Tara, Steve was stroking his cock, exercising what he thought was supreme self control. Since the earlier episode of Dawn and Tara’s display during the Body Shots, he wanted to fuck Tara blind. Now, with her heart shaped ass quivering right in front of him as she pleasured Dawn, it was all he could do to keep from shoving his cock up inside her runny pussy. Tara was so turned on.

But he was smart enough to know that if he did that during this, the very first time Tara did bi, he’d take away from her enjoyment. This was a first for her—let her be entirely in the moment. He’d get his later, that was for sure. For now though, let her get as deep into Dawn as she could go. He sat back and continued to stroke his cock, feeling his own arousal increase with each stroke.

He startled when a woman’s arm snaked around from behind him and covered his own. He glanced over to see Karen stretched out behind him. He took his hand away and she began to stroke his cock.

“MMmmm” he murmure. He put his arms behind him, and stretched back, giving her better access. She scooted around, and looking up at him, began to suck the crown of his cock.

Shit, life was good! He was getting a blow job watching his wife go down on another woman. He began to grind his hips up into Karen’s mouth….

***

Tara was now unleashed. Each groan or shudder from Dawn egged her on.

She raised Dawn’s legs, exposing her pussy and asshole. Leaning in, she began to rim Dawn’s ass, her tongue wetly circling the rosebud pucker. Holding up Dawn’s legs with one hand, she spit on her finger, and slowly pushed it up inside Dawn’s asshole.

A shockwave went through Dawn. “Oh fuck yeah!” She grabbed her legs behind her knees and pulled them back, turning her butt into Tara’s hand, forcing her finger deeper. Both women knew Dawn was an anal sex fiend. She always gave her ass a through cleansing, finishing with a douche before coming out to play at The G-Spot. Tara felt the pre-lube that Dawn had put up her asshole allow her finger to slide all the way in.

She leaned forward into Dawn. With one hand ass fucking her partner, she pushed two fingers of her other hand up inside Dawn’s pussy, repeating the same sweeping motion inside Dawn that had been done on her earlier.

“Oh shiiiiiit! Oh shit! Oh shit!” howled Dawn.

Tara was now on her knees, both hands gently pistoning in and out of Dawn’s orifices. She could feel her fingers through the membrane separating Dawn’s holes. She. Just. Wanted. To Blow this bitch’s fucking mind! She kept at Dawn, feeling her body tense and relax with each alternating thrust.

Dawn became a raging fuckball of passion. She rocked back and forth in time with Tara’s strokes, each thrust growing more and more powerful.

Both hands now working together, Tara leaned her face forward to Dawn’s crotch for the coupe de grace. She opened her mouth partially, and lowered it onto Dawn’s clit. Her lips and tongue swirled and bathed Dawn’s clit, washing it roughly with softness… killing her softly….

Dawn’s head went back, her neck completely stretched out.

“Arrrgh! Fuck me! Fuck! Fuck my cunt you cunt! Yeah!” A line of spittle came out the side of her mouth.

Tara raised her head. “Squirt, bitch! Cum in my mouth bitch!” She ducked her head back down, now nibbling Dawn’s clit with her bare teeth.

Dawn exploded. Her hands flung off her legs, grasping and tearing at the sheets under her. Her pussy began to dribble. Tara moved her head from Dawn’s clit and put her mouth over her pussy hole just in time.

With a gush as strong as any ejaculation from any man, Dawn came in Tara’s mouth. A thin, tangy stream spurted out over her tongue. Tara jerked her head back an inch or so in surprise, and dove back down onto Dawn’s pussy. She pulled her fingers from Dawn’s pussy and pushed back on the back of the woman’s thighs as Dawn growled and clawed at the sheets, then at the back of Tara’s hair. She clutched Tara’s hair, yanking and pulling at it in absolute, complete, raw passion.

Tara hardly felt it. She was going to drain this babe of all she had. She feasted and sucked Dawn’s pussy like a feeding vampire, draining her of all her juice and wetness…

***

The two woman’s throes of lust was enough to put Steve over the edge, helped and encouraged by Karen, of course. He flopped down onto his back and exploded a thick jet of cum into her mouth. She swallowed as quickly as she could, but there was so much that a dribble appeared at the side of her mouth, running down Steve’s shaft and settling on his balls… she continued to suck him, nursing at his knob, draining all his cum into her belly…
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The rest of the evening at The G-Spot passed in a blur for both Steve and Tara. They danced with each other, and with other couples. Tara was insatiable for pussy. She went down on each woman there, sometimes bringing them to orgasm, other times just warming them up for a good fuck by one of the guys. She didn’t suck a single cock all night; and the only time she got fucked was when Dawn got her off with a vibrator.

It was so hot for Steve to watch. He didn’t have sex with anyone after Karen got him off. He decided to save his energy until they got back to their hotel.

In the back of the taxi taking them to their lodgings, they played and fondled each other the entire trip. Getting into their room, they embraced and kissed deeply. Steve guided her to the edge of the bed and pushed her trench coat down into a puddle at her feet.

He bent her over the bed and began to go down on her. He had watched what Dawn had done, and did his best to imitate her actions, twisting his wrist when he had two fingers up inside of her.

“Oh Steve, fuck me… pleeease!” she gasped.

He lifted her up onto the bed, shucked off his pants, and with a deep thrust, entered her. Christ she was tight!

With a slow rhythm, he ground into her. He cradled her face in his hands, looking into her eyes as they joined.

“So now you’re a pussy hound, hunh,” he said. The smile in his eyes and the hardness of his cock told her how much it turned him on.

“Oh my God, I didn’t realize it was so gooood!” Tara was laying back, her arms crossed above her head. He could do whatever he wanted to her tonight. She had practically ignored him all evening—she was so intoxicated by the new colors of orgasms that had run through her all evening. She raised her legs, locking her ankles behind his ass, pulling him deeper into her.

There! The velvet head of his knob brushed her deepest part, sending that lustrous tingle of pain and pleasure, sweet and sour, right up into her brain. She grasped his shoulders.

***

“Yes! Right the fuck there!” she bucked her hips up into his hammering shaft. Oh shit it hurt so fucking good…

“You’re going to eat lots of pussy now, aren’t’ you, baby?” he grunted.

“Yes! Any pussy I want!” Oh God, she felt so filthy. “I’m going to chew her clit, and suck her cunt! I’m gonna go 69 with her and lick her asshole!”

She felt his cock grow even harder inside her. Deeper and deeper he punished her fuck hole. “I wanna bite her ass and chew her titties and make her squirt all over my face!”

That did it.

With a growling hiss, Steve pulled half way out, hesitated a split second, and plunged into her. She felt her walls grow slicker as his jet of semen spilled into her. The slapping noise of their hips slapping was now highlighted by the slurpy squishes of her cum filled pussy.

His orgasm flung her over the edge. She grabbed and clawed his shoulders, feeling her belly enflame, starbursts take her away. Oh fuck it was good!

He stayed inside her and she bore down on his cock with her kegel muscles, milking it. His rhythm slowed, and he began to soften.

When he slipped out, she scooted out from under him and took his lathered shaft in her mouth. She sucked all the juices off his cock, tasting her own mixed in. Tangy. She held his softening dick reverently as she cleaned him off.

Both exhausted, they spooned and without another word, fell into a deep sleep.

***

The next week, Tara experienced the world with a new dimension.

She was lucky she was able to work from home four days a week. But her work days were a little haphazard. Looking after their son Anthony made her schedule last longer than Steve’s regular work day.

While he was able to head to the office at 8:00, and be back home by 6:00, Tara had to take Anthony to the Montessori pre-school for his half day session for 9:00. She settled into her routine by 9:30, and picked up Anthony at noon. Lunch and a one hour nap gave her four year old a burst of energy that kept her from her computer until Steve came in the door. Dinner and bed for Anthony by 7:00, and she was able to get back to her workstation in the home office until 9:00.

It made for busy days, and full weeks. She was able to catch up all of her work in a few hours on Saturday mornings while  Steve and Anthony sat around in their pj’s watching cartoons and eating Cocoa Puffs straight out of the box until noon. The rest of the weekend was theirs.

She always had a planning meeting at her office on Monday mornings. Her boss accommodated her by scheduling the meeting for 10:00 a.m. instead of the usual 9:30 so she could drop off Anthony.

That Monday morning she had stopped off at the coffee shop where she always picked up her morning jolt.

Joanie was behind the counter serving as usual. The word in the office was that Joanie was a lesbian. She sure looked the part. Thick bodied, with short, very short hair, her demeanor behind the counter was more mannish than feminine. Each Monday afternoon, a cute college girl would stop by and they would leave together.

There were never any overt signs of affection between them—even though it was the 21st century, people really weren’t as tolerant as they wanted other people to believe. Even so, when Joanie’s ‘friend’ showed up, she always brightened. Yeah, there was something going on between those two… wasn’t there?

At the counter, Tara found herself checking Joanie out.

Joanie was a ‘big’ girl. Not fat—more athletic type with big bones maybe. Her bustline was small, and although she had a waist, her hips and thighs stretched the jeans she was wearing. She moved deftly behind the counter, able to serve three or four customers at a time, sending them down to the cashier in a steady stream. Coffees poured, buns buttered, donuts wrapped, and all the extras thrown in as requested without missing a beat.

Tara bet she didn’t shave her pussy. All the pussy she had licked and sucked on Saturday night was either baby assed bare or else just a little landing strip left above.

She wondered what Joanie’s pussy tasted like. And whereas the women at the G-Spot had looked after themselves carefully—makeup applied just so, manicures and pedicures and so forth, not to mention hair styling—Joanie wore a scarf around her head behind the counter, and her fingernails had never seen the inside of a nail salon in her life. And not a spot of makeup—not even lipstick.

She cut her hair close to her head—it was even shorter than Steve’s, who had kept up his high and tight look ever since he had mustered out of the Marines seven years ago.

She had always been friendly to Tara in the five years when they both worked in the same building. When Tara was pregnant with Anthony, Joanie was frank with her envy.

“I’m 32 years old, and I don’t know if I’ll ever have a kid,” she had said one afternoon.

“Well, when you meet the right guy, Joanie, you never know.”

That comment was answered with a snort. Tara didn’t pursue it.

This Monday morning, though, she took her time at the counter.

On the train ride in, Tara had been sizing up every woman she saw. She felt like a guy standing on the train platform. She remembered how she was the first Monday after she and Steve started swinging. That morning she had been sizing up all the men on the train platform and during her commute in. How big were their cocks? Did they have stamina? Did they shave their balls?

This morning it was the same, but as different as Mars and Venus.

She had deliberately worn a pair of sunglasses so she could glance wherever she wanted.

The younger girls, in their late teens and early twenties were awesome eye candy. Most wore pantsuits, but there were a couple who must have worked in the tony boutiques. Those young women were dressed to impress—stiletto heels and short skirts.

It was the older, matronly looking women that piqued her interest the most. The episode between the older woman and her young stud blew apart any hesitancy about age differences. That couple made Tara realize there weren’t a lot of couples at the club in their late fifties or sixties.

But they must have a sex life, and a sex drive too, right?

She found herself lost in thought thinking of what it would be like to be with a woman so much older than her own 34 years. What sort of thoughts about sex did they have after menopause? If Dawn was any indication, post menopausal women were even hornier. They couldn’t get pregnant, and financially, they had all the security they were going to get, right?

Maybe they were even more salacious than their sensible shoes, long skirts or overcoats belied? There were so many new dishes at this smorgasbord of sex…

Now standing at the coffee counter, she was sizing up Joanie when her back was turned. What would it be like to rim her ass? Would she be the dominant, male type in bed? What would it be like to be ravished by a strong, dominant woman?

Her pussy tingled at the thought. Would Joanie command her the way Steve had the few times they role played? Would she be the tough, hard bitten bull dyke prison guard taking advantage of the wrongfully convicted inmate? Promising special favors and considerations in return for some quality time in the showers?

Her pussy tingled again.

“Hey, Earth to Tara! Here’s your breakfast hon.” Joanie was standing in front of her now, shaking the bag with her bagel and cream cheese.

“Oh! Sorry. Lost in thought I guess.” She felt her face flush as she reached for the bag.

Joanie didn’t let go right away. “What’s on your mind?”

Tara kept her eyes down. Shit, now she was red faced! “Ummm… nothing?” She tugged at the brown paper bag, but Joanie didn’t let go just yet. She looked up and their eyes stared into each other for a moment that lasted maybe three or four hours. Well, as long as it would take for the prison guard to have her way with her… Stop it!

Joanie cocked her head to the side and arched an eyebrow. With a smile, she said “Whole lot of nothing, I think.” She let go of the bag.

Taking her purchase down the length of the cafeteria counter, Tara felt Joanie’s eyes following her. Shit, she was back in high school, and the quarterback of the football team had just flirted with her! Her knees were weak.

And her pussy was on fire!

She didn’t look up until she had finished paying for her bagel and coffee. She glanced back to where Joanie was.

She stood there with her hand on the counter, leaning on it, and was staring directly at her. Jesus, she hadn’t moved an inch! Why did she have to be the last customer of the morning rush?

From about ten feet away, Joanie gave her a slight nod and a cock eyed smile.

Her tongue came out and slowly licked her lower lip.

Tara’s pussy burst into flame. Now her belly was on fire. Holy shit…

She tilted her head the same way Joanie had a moment earlier. Slowly, and staring at Joanie, she licked her own lips, top and bottom.

Joanie smiled again, and nodded. Another customer took her attention away from this cafeteria seduction, and Tara moved to the exit.

At the door, she turned again, and yes, Guard Joanie was watching her again. She smiled and tinkled a wave.

She never had before in her life, but she knew she was going to masturbate in the ladies room today.

***

That night, sitting in bed with Steve, engrossed in his copy of Sports Illustrated, she elbowed him.

“We never really talked about Saturday night, you know,” she said.

Steve’s eyes popped up from the latest story about the Dallas Cowboy’s dismal season, again. “No… we never did.”

“Why not?”

“Uhhh… it’s too big to jump into?” He closed the magazine on his lap.

She put her tablet on her nightstand. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well, I didn’t want to say anything first until we both had a chance to digest it. I mean, it was a hell of a surprise you pulled on me.” He let the magazine slide to the floor as he turned on his side to look at her. “And… I thought it would end at the Body Shots thing; but that seemed to light a fuse in you, and I just wanted to give you as much space as possible.”

Light a fuse was the understatement of the year. It set off a nuclear detonation.

“Did that bother you? How much I enjoyed it?”

“Well… I’d be lying if I didn’t say that I was bothered by how strongly you came with Dawn.” He fingered the sheet on the bed. “I mean, I’ve never been able to bring that out in you.” He looked up at her.

Tara nodded. “I was worried about that. If it’s any comfort to you, it surprised the hell out of me too.”

“I’ll believe that. It sort of awakened something in you that night. You were unstoppable. You wanted as much pussy as an 18 year old guy!” He smiled when he said it, so she knew they were going to be okay.

It gave her the courage to say what she said next.

“And it hasn’t stopped you know…” she said, brushing a lock of hair back from her forehead. She always did that when she was nervous.

“What do you mean?”

She told him about how she had spent the morning commute in to the city sizing up all the women she saw on the train, and on the walk to her office building. She told him about her encounter with Joanie, and how it fired up sexual fantasies she’d never had before.

“What sort of fantasies?”

When she told him, she saw his cock responding under the sheets. Which was a good thing.

They rarely if ever had any sex on Monday nights. Getting back into the work routine after hectic weekends usually left them too tired to generate the slightest interest. Tonight though, Tara slid her hand under the sheets and took his thickening shaft in her fist.

She got up on her knees and pushed the sheet down, stroking him.

“I had these images flashing through my head that I was in jail, and that Joanie was my guard. I was scared to death being in prison…” she eyed Steve. “They made us wear these one piece dresses, you see, with buttons down the front…. And Joanie was the guard in my section.”

Steve squirmed under her hand. This was firing him up too! She leaned over and took his cock in her mouth, wetting it. Taking her mouth away, she let a drizzle of spit fall from her mouth, coating his shaft.

“And then, one night, when all the lights were out, and I was alone in my cell, she came down and unlocked it. I tried to burrow under my blanket, pretending I was asleep, and she came in anyway….”

“Aaannd…” Steve’s eyes were bright.

“She told me if I didn’t do everything she wanted, she’d make my life tough there…” her hand continued to stroke his shaft. She gave it a squeeze, and a drop of precum rewarded the effort. She bent again and licked it from the tip.

“She had a uniform on, but her shirt was unbuttoned almost to her waist. I looked at her titties… they weren’t very big, but I could tell she was turned on already… her nipples were stiff under her shirt.” Tara leaned in and whispered into Steve’s ear. “So were mine!”

He groaned.

Still on her knees in bed, she spread her legs and began to finger her own clit as she stroked her husband telling the rest of her fantasy.

“So I asked her what I had to do. I was scared, and my voice was small… She told me that I better make her feel good… that I better make her come. She stood before me with her hands on her hips… I pushed my blanket off, and got out of bed. I fumbled with the buttons on her shirt… het tits were really small, but her nipples were rock hard. I bent forward and kissed her on the neck as I started to pinch her nipples. She brought up her hand and held me to her neck.” Tara was stroking faster and faster with both hands. God this was hot.

“I gave her a hickey on her collarbone, and she moaned… I sucked her nipples, hard. I chewed on them with my teeth, almost drawing blood. This was a tough woman, and she didn’t want any halfway attempts I figured… She moaned again…

“With her shirt unbuttoned…”

“No bra?”

“No. I guess she doesn’t need one, her boobs being so small…. I pulled her shirt out from her pants the same way I do to you.” He shifted his hips and closed his eyes, seeing the story behind his lids. “And I undid her belt and opened up her pants…”

“She has big hips, and by now I was getting turned on. I was going to kneel right in front of her and give her a girl blow job. I tugged and yanked her pants down, and slipped off her shoes all at the same time.” She leaned into Steve again.

“She didn’t have any panties on, and she had a thick bush that smelled really sexy… I think she had been thinking about me all day…” His hips started to thrust up. Shit this was hot.

“She had a bit of a tummy, and, I licked her belly button. Her stomach quivered when I did. I started to finger her pussy lips, but only on the outside…. Then she grabbed me by the hair—hard,” she gave Steve’s cock a hard squeeze, “and said to me ‘Eat my cunt, you slut!’ Oh shit that turned me on!”

“With her legs spread, I scooted under her and began to lick and slurp her. She backed up into the wall of my cell and began to slide down. I pulled back until her ass was on the cold concrete floor. I raised her legs and began to slurp and nibble on her pussy lips the best I could through her nest of pubic hair.”

Tara leaned into Steve’s ear again. “Then she reached out and pushed a finger right up into my asshole!” Steve began to buck again. “She had one hand in my hair, pulling me into her drippy cunt, and with her other hand she had me impaled by my ass! It felt so dirty! I was her cunt slut!”

“I kept eating and chewing on her pussy while my hands pinched and played with her titties. I brought one hand up to her mouth and she began to suck on my finger. With my other hand I began to finger fuck her. First I slid one finger up inside her. She pulled my hand from her mouth and said ‘More, bitch!’ and shoved a second finger inside my ass… oh fuck, I was spread so wide!”

Steve’s eyes were closed tightly as his thighs began to tremble. He was so close now…

“So I shoved almost my whole hand up inside her cunt! She squealed when I did, and bore down on my wrist with her hips. Fuck she was tight! I scooped and slid my fingers up inside her, pushing at her walls. I pulled my hand out for a second, then I pushed them back in, but different!”

“Howww?” he groaned.

“I had my tongue and thumb on her clit, and two fingers up inside her hot cunt! And then I…”

She waited a beat.

“Go on, baby… make it good!” Steve was raising his shoulders off the bed. He was just about there.

“And I shoved my pinkie up inside asshole! I was punching her cunt and asshole at the same time! And she was shoving her fingers up my own asshole! Oh fuck it felt good! I began to come, and so did she!”

“She grabbed me by the hair, pulling it hard, and started screaming! She juiced all over my hand, and I licked it all up like the good bitch I was!”

That did it. Steve erupted as he cried out. A thick stream of cum shot out from the tip of his cock, splattering all over Tara’s hand. At the same time, she felt her own orgasm spread out from her pussy, igniting across her middle. She leaned into Steve’s jetting cock in time to capture the second spurt in her mouth. It splashed on her teeth and face before she could get her lips around it. Still fingering herself to orgasm, she put her mouth over his knob catching the last spurt, feeling it roll across her tongue.

Gathered on the bed, they both orgasmed and stayed in that position for a minute or two. Tara cleaned Steve up again, and he turned her onto her back and went down on her, giving her a second orgasm.

As they spooned into sleep, Steve murmured. “Do you love me best?”

Tara stiffened. She rolled over, facing him.

“What kind of question is that? Of course I do! Who else could I have shared that fantasy with?”

His eyes were open. “Just checking.” He cradled her face in his hand as they stared at each other. “I believe you, but I wanted to hear you say it.”

“I love you with all my heart and soul, Steve. You’re my life. Together, we made Anthony, and his is a joyful life.” Her heart swelled as she told him.

“Good. Then I want you to know that you have my permission and approval to seek out and search out any pleasures you might be tempted to pursue, okay?” He grinned. “The only thing I want is that you tell me all about it as honestly as you told me your fantasies tonight, okay?” He stroked her arm. “As long as we’re number one with each other, then it’ll be fun.”

“I don’t know if I’m going to do anything with anyone, honey. It was a load of fun just at the club.”

“Yeah, I know. But the fantasies are hot!” He paused. “I wonder what the stories of real life adventures would be…”

“I’d rather we did it together.”

“Well, if a guy was involved, sure. But if you’re just looking for a ‘night out with the girls’… then I wouldn’t have a place in that sort of a mix, would I?”

She thought about it for a minute and shook her head. “No… I guess not.”

“That’s what I meant.” They went back to spooning. “Just keep me in the loop.”

His arm came across Tara’s chest and encircled her breast. She hunched her hips back, nestled into his groin. He was so warm. “Okay… it’ll be our little secret then.”

And drifted off to sleep.

The End

Next Episode:

Joanie takes Tara under her wing for a walk on the wild side of the Lesbian lifestyle. But as their friendship grows, Steve feels a little left out. When he tells Tara about his hesitation, she shares another fantasy with him that surprisingly, scares him a little, and also turns him on…
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You can get it right here on Amazon!


Author’s Note:

The first time I went down on another woman was when my Dear Husband and I were playing in a BDSM environment.

As my Dom, he told me it would please him for me to go down on Robin. It came out of nowhere, but I was enough into our roleplaying (and fortified by a couple of screwdrivers!) that I did it.

Girls. Are. YUMMY.

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 me, 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 join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can 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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