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Tara’s been unleashed since her experience with Dawn, relishing ‘the other side of the menu’, enjoying new and vibrant pleasures. If he were to try, could Steve have similar thrills? His own curiosity has been piqued. When he shares his secret with Tara, she’s game. After all, what’s good for the goose should be good for the gander!
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You’re dressed pretty nice, Tara, got a hot date after work?” George Bacon, Tara’s boss was standing at the doorway to her shared office.

She looked up from her desk. She was packing up her briefcase with files, ending her day in. It was 4:45, and yes, she did have a date after work. One she wouldn’t be mentioning to anyone at Sparrow Incorporated.

“Uhhh… my husband and I are planning a date night this evening, and I don’t think I have time to get home and change.” There. That sounded good. “It’s not inappropriate for office wear, is it?” She fingered the neckline of her black jersey mini dress. It was as low cut as she dared, and with the push up bra, did give the girls a bit of a ‘presentation’.

George put his hand on his chin. “No, it’s not inappropriate. The skirt’s short as hell, but you are wearing tights, so it’s all good. I’m just curious in a friendly way, that’s all. Your productivity’s amazing, Tara—I’m glad you’re having some ‘me’ time.”

Me time. Ohhh George, if you only knew! It took all of her self control to keep from giggling. Instead, she nodded solemnly.

“As far as working hard goes, George, I’m happy that I can have a great job and still be home with my son.” She fingered the last file folder and popped it into her valise. “Steve and I do take time outs just for us, and this evening is one.”

“Great. See you next week then, Tara.” With a little wave, George left.

Her phone buzzed with at text message.

What are you drinking? UR not driving, RU?

She hit reply with a shaking finger. It would have to be strong to calm her nerves.

Nope, train home. Scotch. Neat. Make it a double. There in 10

Her knees had just a bit of a tremble as she left the office. She had stayed later than usual so she could be one of the last to leave. God forbid anyone see her after work. The bar was only a five minute walk from her building. 

Before leaving, she ducked into the ladies room for a last minute check. The lights were out throughout the corridors, so she was comfortable in making her final adjustments here.

She popped open her purse. The first thing she did was shimmy out of her tights and rolled them up, placing them in her purse. She put her flat heeled shoes next to them in the generous compartment. Out of her valise, she took a pair of black stilettos with the three inch heel and slipped them on. She turned and checked herself out. God, the hem was so short—just three inches past her ass!

She took out the small cosmetic kit she had packed at home. She redid her eyes, using mascara, shadow and eyeliner to darken them. She changed her lipstick to a deep red. Hitching her bag’s shoulder strap, she did the last task. Thank God she had practiced this at home a couple of times during the last week!

In just a few minutes she put a coat of a matching red on her fingernails. She had spent the day with them unadorned. After finishing, she replaced the cap and dropped it into her purse. Waving her fingers just for a moment, she shouldered the straps on her purse and valise. It was a quick drying polish, ought to be okay by the time she got off the elevator.

In the elevator she was able to check herself out from every angle. She looked great. She was never able to navigate confidently in four inch spikes, but the three inch heels did enough. Her blonde hair hung down with a wave to it below her shoulders. She smiled into the mirror, and gave her bottom lip just a small chew. Hesitant, but motivated. Sexy, but not too slutty.

The elevator stopped, she collected her bags and headed out for her coffee date.

***

Joanie sat back in her seat at the banquette of The Russian Tea Room. She didn’t come here too often, but it was a good place for a getting to know you session. She glanced at the tumbler at the place next to her. A double scotch. Girl’s nervous.

She took a sip of her own drink. Martini and Rossi on ice. Strong enough to be sociable, but she’d be keeping her wits about her. She looked down into the glass, thinking that while Tara’s behavior today was a bit of a surprise, it wasn’t totally unexpected.

That moment they shared last week; when she licked her lower lip while making eye contact, and Tara responding in kind—ramping it up a little bit, actually—was enough evidence to know the girl was interested.

What the hell had happened? There better not be trouble at home; she didn’t want any part of that shit. But she was definitely on the prowl. Okay, if this was for shits and giggles, great—but Tara really wasn’t bringing anything to the table that she didn’t already have at home with Krista.

She had phoned Krista from work when her and Tara set their ‘coffee date’ earlier in the day. Silly girl got excited. She knew who Tara was, and the prospect of the three of them getting together got her worked up. She put one condition on it, that would have miffed Joan had they not been so in love.

Well, we’ll see.

Joan’s table was near the entranceway. She almost didn’t recognize Tara when she walked in. A real hot business woman, that was for sure. Little black dress with a wide belt, bare legs leading down to a set of black pumps, briefcase and purse. Joan loved blondes in short dresses.

Tara stopped just inside the door and scanned the room. When her eyes settled on Joan, she smiled. The smile came and went so fleetingly though. Joan returned the smile with a wave. She pointed at the glass beside her and back at Tara. She came over, and dropped into the seat next to her.

The two women eyed each other, neither one speaking.

Tara chewed her bottom lip, her eyes wide.

“I’m glad we can get together, Joanie.”

Joan nodded slowly. “Well, I’m curious as hell…” Her eyes were steady. “What can I do for you?”

Tara turned to her drink and knocked back half of it. She turned back to Joan, letting the scotch warm her tummy. It had seemed like a great idea on Sunday night, even that very morning, but now she was having second thoughts. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.

“I…”

Joan tilted her head to the side, and lifted her eyebrows.

“Oh shit. I don’t know where to begin!” She drained her glass and waved to the waitress for a refill. She turned back to Joanie. This was harder than she thought it was going to be.

“Hmmm… I think it began before last week, when you and I had ‘that moment’, didn’t it, Tara?”

Tara nodded.

“Last week, you gave me the mother of all come on looks, and then this morning, slipping me that note with your cell phone number, asking me to text you when I was free for a few minutes…” Joanie smiled. “It was a little strange, but I’m okay to go with the flow so far.” She took a sip of her own drink as the waitress deposited Tara’s second round. “But like I said, what can I do for you? You told me you needed to talk with me away from the office after work.” She gestured to the room. “Well, here we are. What can I do for you?”

Tara knocked back another hit of her drink. Time to shit or get off the pot, girlfriend. She placed the glass on its coaster, centering it. She looked back up to Joanie—straight in the eye.

“You can ravish me, Joan. That’s what you can do for me.” Shit. No warm up, she didn’t put her cards on the table, she slammed the whole deck down face up.

Joan didn’t move a muscle. Jesus, no surprise at all. Does she get propositioned on a regular basis? The women looked at each other in silence.

Joan’s face broke into a wide smile. “Why don’t you quit beating around the bush and tell me how you really feel?” They both laughed.

As Joanie rested her elbow on the table and leaned in, Tara told her about the night at The G-Spot where she had her first experience with a woman. How it totally rocked her world. She confessed that her husband and her were swingers, and that since that night, she had been looking at other women differently.

“Like a guy, you were checking out the babes, huh?” Joanie said with a smile.

“Yes! Exactly! Women of all ages, all types, I was undressing each and every one of them in my mind’s eye, and wondering what it would be like to have sex with them!”

“Okay…” Joan drained her own glass and ordered another round for both of them. “And how many other women have you propositioned before me?”

Tara’s eyes grew wide. “None! Oh my God!” her hand flew to her mouth. “I did just proposition you, didn’t I?” The blush started at her bust line and like cartoon thermometer, advanced up her chest, to her neck, making her face crimson.

With a small smile, Joan nodded. “You are so cute!” Her eyes narrowed. “Now answer the question.”

“None!”

“Well, that salvages my pride,” Joanie sat back in her seat. “Glad to be at the top of your cruising list.”

Tara started to turn red again. Joan had always been straight up at the coffee shop. She wasn’t saying anything to be cruel… she was just calling a spade a spade. “Well… there’s more to it than just cruising.” She turned into Joan and rested her hand on top. “If it was simply a case of getting it on with a woman, trust me, I have plenty of friends that would be more than happy to help, Joanie.”

“ ‘Joanie’? Did you just call me ‘Joanie’?” She didn’t pull her hand away though.

“Mmm Hmm… Is that a problem?”

“No… not really. From you it’s kind of sweet. Just for the record, I don’t let people address me with that nickname. Ever.” She put her other hand on top of Tara’s, the two women sitting now looking like they were playing some sort of game at the table. “But… coming from you, I like it.”

Tara placed her hand on top and inched closer on the seat to Joan until their hips were touching. “I’m glad,” she said softly. “Now…”

“Now we have to talk about how our current partners would view this tete a tete, let alone anything that could happen afterwards,” Joan interrupted.

Tara nodded. “I know. If this wasn’t okay with my husband—if he didn’t give me basically carte blanche to pursue this, I never would have.” She smiled evilly. “He’ll be dying to hear every detail when I get home, that’s for sure.” She glanced at their hands and back up again. “But that young girl who meets you after work—I assume that’s your partner?”

“My fiancée, actually. We’re going to be getting married in June.”

“Oh! That’s wonderful!” But Joanie hadn’t taken her hands away yet…

“I think so. Krista’s a joy, and I love her deeply. After I got your note, the first thing I did was phone her to tell her I was being hit on.” Joan returned Tara’s smile. “You’re not the only one with a partner drooling at home.”

Tara’s mouth hung open in surprise.

Joan shook her head. “What, you think that only straight people can swing? Only straight people can indulge on the other side of the fence?”

“I… well… yeah.”

“Pretty stereotypical on your part, huh?”

Tara gave her head a little shake, and nodded. “I guess so.”

“That’s okay, hon. It’s not too important anyway. Both of our partners are up to speed on our getting together.” She removed her hands from the tangle they had on the table top. “Now, what is it that you expect of me?”

Tara was a little nonplussed. How the hell is she supposed to respond to that question? “Uhh…” was all that was able to come out of her mouth.

“I’m asking what sort of a sexual encounter are you expecting?”

I’m hoping that you’ll throw me on the ground and make me your willing bitch was what she wanted to say. “Uhhh… I think you’re a strong personality…”

“I see. You like me being butch.”

Tara nodded, her eyes on the tablecloth. Joan reached over, and with a finger under her chin, turned Tara’s head back to face her. Tara started to chew on her lower lip again. “I think you look very sexy, Tara,” she said in a low voice.

“Thank you…”

“Are you wearing panties under that short skirt?”

Almost mouthing the words, she replied softly, “A thong.”

“Start fingering your clit for me. Right here, right now. When you cum, I want to suck your finger of all your cream.” Joan chose this restaurant because they used linen tablecloths that went three quarters down the height.

“I…”

“Now, Tara.”

She dropped her right hand from the table’s surface to her lap. She glanced around the busy bar. Why did Joanie have to choose a table so close to the entrance? She had never been shy about having sex in front of others at the events she and Steve had been to with their swinger friends, but this was a far cry from that! She moved her hand to her skirt’s hem. Nudging her hips forward on the seat, she spread her knees enough for access.
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Oh shit, this is so dirty! She kept one leg bent at the knee as she opened the other leg wider. Her finger found the fabric of her thong and slid below the elastic. Softly, she began to rub the outside of her pussy lips.

Joan had been watching as Tara adjusted herself. She was a housewife, a career woman, a mother and an experienced swinger. In spite of all that, she looked so innocent and vulnerable right now—being in new territory did that.

“Good girl,” said Joan.

“Thank you.”

“Thank you what, hon?”

Tara almost stopped breathing. “Thank you ma’am?”

Joan nodded. “Now, tell me what your fantasy had been.”

Tara swallowed and inhaled sharply. “Do I…”

“Tell me, Tara.” Joan’s dark eyes were boring into her. It was all she could see. If she just kept her eyes on her, she’d be able to do this… Maybe.

Joan reached over and took Tara’s other hand. Turning it face up on the table, she began to trace her finger across the woman’s palm. “You said you wanted me to ravish you, didn’t you? How would that happen?”

Ohhh boy, Joanie, you have no ideas how many different way’s you’ve ravished me in the past week! Well, in my imagination, anyway…

“Uhhh…” She took her finger away from her panties and put it up to her mouth, wetting it. She put it back. There, that was better. She began to rub a little more firmly.

“Go on.”

“I’ve had a lot of ideas on how you would ravish me… The one I’m thinking about right now is that we would meet by chance…”

“Where?”

“In a park. In the summer time. I would be wearing a sun dress and sandals, and you… well, you’d be dressed pretty much like you are now, except with a tank top instead of a shirt…”

Joan undid three buttons on her black shirt and pulled it aside. “Something like this?” she asked, showing Tara a ribbed tee shirt.

“Yes! Just like that—without a bra! I love the fact that you don’t wear a bra!” Tara could see Joanie’s stiff nipples sticking out from her small breasts. Joanie tucked the shirt back together and redid a button or two.

“Okay, tank top… so we bump into each other on one of the walking trails in the park on a summer afternoon…”

“Yes! I was just out for a breath of fresh air, and had watched the band play an afternoon concert. My husband’s away on business, and I was feeling a little bored…” Her finger started to rub a little more firmly as she lay back into her seat.

Joanie watched Tara’s eyes close. She glanced over at the bar and the rest of the people coming in and out, glad that she chose the table for two in the alcove.

“And so then, you said hello, and I said hi, and we chatted a little bit… about boring crap, like the weather and such. I told you that I was just taking a walk through the wood trails, and you asked if you could join me, and I said yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m absolutely fascinated by you… you’re so… manly, yet there’s no mistaking you’re a girl… I love your hips being so wide… and your tits being so small…

“I turn you on…” Joan was almost whispering.

Tara clenched her eyes tight. “Yes!” I started thinking about you the morning after that night I had sex with a woman for the first time.” Her eyes opened and she looked at Joan. “I think I’ve been thinking about you sexually from the first time we met five years ago… but I don’t think I gave myself permission or something… to really think about it.”

Joan leaned into Tara. She rested one hand on top of Tara’s down in her own lap, and with the other, cupped Tara’s face and kissed her.

When their mouths touched, an electrical charge went from Tara’s lips straight to her belly. Oh God…

Joanie sat back. “Then what happened?”

Tara’s hand was still in her lap, only her index finger moving in firm circles around the top of her vulva.

“I decided to tease you.”

“How?”

“Well, we’re walking in a wooded path, and I flashed you innocently. I would seen an interesting flower, and with my back to you bent over with my knees straight. I felt the hem of my sundress rise over my ass, and I knew that you were watching.”

“Mmmm… dirty girl…”

“No… tease! I wanted you to want me… But you were onto my games.”

“It’s been done before, yes…”

“So, the third time I did it, I had to kick it up. I bent over at a spot about fifteen feet off the path, by a big tree, and oooh’d and ahhh’d. I looked over my shoulder to see you watching. You had your thumbs hooked over your belt buckle, and your fingers were massaging the top of the fly on your jeans.” She had her eyes closed, seeing the scene in her mind’s eye. “I called to you, ‘you should come here and see this, Joanie’. And you did… you came up right behind me.”

“And there wasn’t anything there but some weeds, right?” Joanie’s own hand was now under the table, her other holding Tara’s.

“That’s right… but you were standing right behind my ass…” Tara leaned into Joanie and whispered, “I never wear panties in the summer.” Her fingers clenched under Joanie’s hand. “I asked you ‘Isn’t it pretty?’, and I knew you were looking at my ass and bare pussy lips.”

“Fucking tease…”

“That’s what you said to me in the park! I looked you in the eyes over my shoulder, and you know what I said?”

“What.”

“I said back ‘A tease is a horny bitch who doesn’t have the guts,’ and I rolled my hips a little.” She inhaled sharply as a small pre-orgasm ran through her. “You stepped into me, and grabbed me by my hips and ground your jeans into my ass…” The first one was just fading, but the second one was starting. “You said ‘I got the guts for both of us, you sexy bitch!”

Tara didn’t give a shit about being in public or not. When the second orgasm hit her, promising the third to be thunderous, she arched her back into the seat. Joanie hitched her arm around her shoulders and snuggled her in close. Tara’s feet came off the floor, her heels tucking under her ass and she began to slide two fingers up inside her wet pussy.

The waitress came by to check on their drinks. She stopped for a second watching the two women. Nothing was visible from the restaurant floor, but close to the table, she could see the tablecloth vibrating, and Tara’s head turned into Joan’s shoulder. With a small smile, she turned on her heel back to the bar. She’d bring another round… in  few minutes…

Joanie tucked Tara’s head into her neck. She could feel her breath as she continued the rest of the tale in a rush. Her breath was warm, and sweet smelling from the scotch.

“You ground yourself into my ass, and your hand came around and rubbed my belly. I reached out and grabbed the tree, encircling it with my arms as you began to fingerfuck me right there in the forest.” Her hand plunged in deeper. “Oh God… I held onto the tree, and your other hand began to pinch my nipples. You grabbed and kneaded my breasts hard…”

“I love your fucking breasts, Tara… I can’t wait to suck them…”

“I have to suck your breasts, Joanie!” it came out in a gasp. “I want to suck your nipples and shove my whole tongue up inside your pussy!” A shudder went through her calves, up her thighs and into her hips. Oh fuck… here it comes!

Her head twisted into Joanie’s neck as she came. She sucked on her neck with her inhales, only able to grunt with her exhales, her whole body trembling.

As she began to come down from her ecstasy, Joanie took her hand from her crotch and raised it to her mouth. She held it in front of her, admiring the creamy fluid glistening where her fingernail met the pad. Holding Tara’s hand by the thumb, she put it in her mouth. Tara’s head came out of the alcove of her neck as she watched Joanie clean her fingers of her juice.

She chewed on her lip as Joanie and her eyes fell into each other, Joanie making greedy sucking noises and murmurs of approval, now holding Tara’s hand in both of her own.

Finishing, she softly placed Tara’s hand on the table.

“I’m so turned on right now,” she said softly.

Tara stroked the side of her head. “What would you like to do, ma’am?” she coo’ed. “Whatever you want, let’s do it.”

Joan drummed her fingers on the table. “No, not now. I got an idea though.”
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Several days later Tara was on a king size bed in a hotel room naked, doing 69 with a woman who was a younger version of herself. Both women were curled into each other’s hips, licking and sucking with their mouths, and fingering each other’s pussies, egging their partner on towards orgasm.

The door to the room swung open, and they both lifted their heads in surprise. A man and woman in some kind of uniform stepped into the room.

“No! I’m almost there!” hissed Tara.

“Shut up, bitch,” said the woman. Thick bodied and short haired, she stepped over to the bed and grabbed Tara by the ankle. “Who gives a damn whether you get off or not?” She looked over her shoulder to the man she entered the room with. “This one’s mine, Steve, do whatever the fuck you want with that young cunt.” She pulled Tara down to the edge of the bed.

“Run, Krista!” said Tara. Krista scrambled to the side of the bed, but wasn’t fast enough. Steve hustled around the edge. Grabbing her, he lifted her off her feet and threw her back onto the mattress. Her petite body bounced once. He grabbed her ankles and pulled her towards him. She tried to kick at him, but he was too strong. He held her down by her chest with one hand.

“Looks to me these two don’t know what the rules are in jail, Joan,” he said. Krista lifted herself on her arms and tried to scoot away. “Seems like you’re not going to go with the program willingly, eh, bitch? That’s okay…” He pulled a pair of leather cuffs from his belt and fell on top of her. As she struggled against his weight, he grabbed her arms one at a time and wrapped and buckled the restraints on each wrist. Rising up, he flipped her onto her belly, and bringing her hands behind her, he attached the two cuffs with a snap hook.

“There. Now make one peep, and you’ll get this,” his other hand took a ball gag from his belt and he held it up.

Wide eyed in fear, Krista whispered, “I’ll be good,” and hung her head.

Joan had been tightly holding Tara by the hair through all this. “Well, these two shoplifters seem to have strong sex drives, Steve. I think we can perform a public service for them by relieving their stress, what do you think?”

Steve nodded. “Yeah. Just another day at the office at the detention center after lights out, Joan.” He gestured to Krista lying on the bed before him. “You want this one?”

“Nahh… she looks to me like she needs man meat more that dyke mouth, buddy.” She lifted Tara by the hair. “This one looks like she needs some pussy though.” Standing Tara up, she marched her over to the love seat beside the bed. “Go to town with that one, I am dying to see if this one’s as good with her mouth as she looks!” Still holding Tara by the hair, she bent in to kiss her.  She shoved her mouth on top of Tara’s forcing her tongue between her teeth and began probing her mouth. She pulled her head back. “You better kiss back, girl, or this can get a lot worse.”

She sunk her head back onto Tara’s now open mouth and began to kiss her again. Their tongues began the erotic dance of promises to come. Joan released Tara’s hair, enfolding her into her arms, crushing her bare breasts into her dark blue shirt.

Tara’s arms encircled Joan, and began to stroke her back, from below her shoulder blades down to her belt. She grabbed at her shirt and began to tug it out from Joan’s pants.

Breaking the kiss again, Joan called over to Steve, “Hey, this one learns quick!” She bent over Tara’s back, her finger running up and down her ass cheek. “Mmmm… want some of this asshole…” she muttered as her finger found Tara’s rosebud anus and pressed into it.

Tara had her shirt completely untucked, and as she was undoing the buttons from the bottom, jerked when Joanie pushed her finger against her asshole. A swat on her asscheek told her to remain still. She hugged her face into the taller woman’s chest, feeling her nipples stiffen against her shirt.

Joanie’s finger stopped its probing. “More of that, later. Take off my clothes, bitch.”

“Hell yeah, Ma’am… finally!” Tara said. She dropped to her knees to undo Joanie’s Doc Marten boots. She ripped at the laces, and one at a time slipped the boots off. She had both socks off as fast as she could and stood up on her knees. She fumbled with Joanie’s belt buckle for a few seconds, opened it, and unbuttoned the top of her pants. She turned her head up to Joanie and licked her lips as she slid the zipper of the fly down. Oh God, yes! Hooking her hands around the beltline of the pants, she wormed them down Joanie’s hips, pulling down the boxer shorts worn underneath at the same time. She held them down at her feet as Joanie stepped out of them, now naked from the waist down.

Tara sat back on her haunches, looking at this woman who had been the focus of her dirtiest obsessions since that first night at The G-Spot.

“A total butch bitch,” rang in her head as she looked. Her hips flared out from her thick waist, leading to heavy thighs. Her pussy was unshaven, but close cropped—Tara could see the petals of Joanie’s pussy lips peeking out. She leaned forward again, her hands stroking Joanie’s thighs. They were going to be so firm around her when she ate her out. She couldn’t wait. She nuzzled into Joanie’s bush, inhaling deeply her frank, heavy musk. There was no overlay of perfume nor ‘feminine deodorant’, just a purely natural, thick aroma of the woman’s own passion.

As Joanie stood still, Tara almost reverently pushed apart the outer lips of her pussy with her thumbs, laying exposed the pink fleshy interior. She looked up into Joanie’s eyes.

“Please…” she said.

Joanie grasped her hair again. “Not yet. Finish undressing me.”

Tara stood and quickly unbuttoned the blouse, leaving the folds of the fabric to hang as her hands undid each one. She stood and gripped each side of Joanie’s blouse.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” she said.

Joanie’s turned her head away and she chewed the inside of her cheek for a moment. She turned back to Tara. “I know…” her eyes glancing up and down Tara’s body. “I’m not beautiful, you know…” her voice soft.

Tara’s mouth twitched as her hands toyed with Joanie’s shirt. “I don’t know about that,” she breathed. “I haven’t been able to get this moment out of my mind for weeks.” She fluttered the edges of Joanie’s blouse.

“Tease!” muttered Joanie. “Go ahead already!”

With a snap of her wrists, Tara yanked the shirt off and down, leaving it at their feet. She looked down Joanie’s chest.

“Oh God… better than I hoped!” Each breast was the size of half a navel orange, topped by pink nipples. Joanie never tanned topless, the flesh of each breast pale white. The areoles were puffy in lust. Each nipple the diameter of a pale pink crayon, jutting out more than half an inch. Begging to be sucked. Aching to be chewed. Tara raised her hands to Joanie’s breasts, rubbing them softly, feeling the nipples groove between each finger. She hooked a nipple in the web of her fingers and made small circles with her hands, tugging at them slightly.

Joanie’s knees quivered.

“You like this, Ma’am?” Tara said.

Wordlessly, Joanie eased past Tara and lay down on the love seat. With one foot on the floor, she raised the other on the backrest. She beckoned to Tara with a finger.

Tara eased down on top of her, taking her face in her hands and kissed her deeply. Pulling away, she traced her tongue down Joanie’s chest. She cupped one breast in both hands, squeezing it slightly, and looking up into Joanie’s eyes, put her mouth over it and began to suck.

It was as profound a moment as the first time she went down on a guy. She was lost in a sense of awe and wonder as she fit the fleshy mound into her mouth, her tongue dancing on the nipple and surrounding puffy areole. She moved her head away and back in, sucking on the entire orb. It tasted wonderful—Joanie’s skin had almost a cinnamon taste, the untanned skin smooth as butter in her mouth.

She moved from one to the other, worshipping it in the same manner as she nestled her thigh between Joanie’s leg, feeling the moistness there as Joanie spread even wider.

She raised her head, and again kissed Joanie deeply, who wrapped her fingers in her hair. Tara’s hands could only stroke the close cut hair on Joanie’s head in return, feeling the shape of her scalp under her fingers. She pulled away for a second.

“I need, Ma’am… I need to taste your pussy.”

“Eat me out, baby,” Joanie breathed.

Tara slid down her chest, over her belly and sucked on Joanie’s belly button for a moment, holding her waist. When she felt Joanie’s hips begin to roll, she moved down between her legs.

Her scent was even stronger, just from the few minutes of foreplay. Tara stuck her tongue out as far as she could and bent her head into Joanie’s downed, dampened slit. Her tongue slithered past the outer and inner lips, and like a tiny penis, fluttered up inside Joanie’s vagina, scooping her wetness and rolling it against the roof of her mouth. Oh God she had such a strong taste… this is the taste of pure lust… She couldn’t get enough of it, the taste, texture and smell causing fluttering in her own belly.

Joanie’s hips were already grinding upward into her face as she ate her and licked her. She placed her mouth at the top of her cunt and bit down gently on her clit, rewarded by Joanie’s thighs coming up and clamping onto her.

“Oh yesss!” Joanie hissed. “Oh yeah!” Her hands grasped Tara’s hair, forcing her to work even harder on her crotch. Tara pushed her face hard into Joanie’s pelvis, feeling her nose press into the soft skin just above. She made a paddle of her tongue, and nodding her head up and down, assaulted Joanie’s clit.

“Oh fuck baby!” Joanie cried out, the first orgasm ripping through her.

Tara kept the movement up, now merciless. Joanie tried to pull her head away by the hair, the pain only serving to increase Tara’s ferocity. She wormed her hand under her, and pushed two fingers roughly up inside Joanie, sweeping it over the top spongy area of her G-spot.

Joanie couldn’t take it. “Oh God, stop! I can’t handle it!” she plead.

“Take it, Ma’am! Show meee!” Tara grunted. If anyone could take it, this woman could.

Joanie began to huff and puff as Tara continued her passionate attack. She couldn’t hang on. She released Tara’s head and started to claw at the edges of the sofa. Her hips bucked and stormed against Tara, flinging into her merciless hand and mouth.

“Oh God! Oh fucking Christ on a cross!” she cried out.

Tara slipped a third and fourth finger up inside Joanie. She was going to make this Momma squirt if it killed both of them! She raised up and with one arm, took Joanie’s outside leg and lifted it. With her other hand, halfway into her cunt, she pressed even deeper. Now her thumb passed through Joanie’s oozing snatch, the wetness flowing like thin cream.

“Oh! I’m so full! Oh GOD!” Joanie could only pant now. Starbursts were exploding in her hips and blasting though her eyes.

Tara slipped the rest of her hand up inside, pressing down and twisting it at the base of Joanie’s pussy. The flesh stretched to allow her inside. She released Joanie’s leg and encircled her neck, pulling her upright as she lifted her own head.

“Ma’am! Look! I’m in youuuu!” Tara growled.

Joanie’s eyes exploded, seeing the sight of Tara’s hand, buried inside her cunt past her wrist. “Oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuuuck meee!” she squealed.

Tara slowly and deliberately, like a pile driver, pushed in as deeply as she dared and withdrew only to repeat the motion. Joanie flopped back onto the armrest of the couch, sucking wind and blowing it out with a loud gasp.

“Oh God! Don’t stop! Oh fuck I’m almost…” she gasped. Tears of passion and pain mixed together bled from the corners of her eyes. “I’m alllll mosssst….” She was being violated by the woman she was going to dominate. She was being raped by her lover and loving it! “Oh fuck Taraaaa! Hurrrrrt meee!”

Tara was cunt punching her now. With each stroke in and out, she gave her wrist a twist, violating and claiming every inch of Joanie’s most intimate spaces. She felt the muscles of Joanie’s cunt walls begin to clamp down on her as the orgasm approached.

With that, she dove her head down on top of Joanie’s clit, no delicate kisses or licks this time, with bare teeth, she began to chew directly on her swollen, protruding clit. Like an enraged pit bull, she shook her head side to side with her prize in her mouth as her hand savaged her lover.

“AAAahhhh!” Joanie wailed. She blubbered and quaked beneath Tara, causing both of their bodies to rise and fall as she fell, fell, fell through her orgasm. With a final push, she squirted clear fluid all over Tara’s arm, face and the cushions of the couch. She had no strength left in her to fight, she rode the crest after crest of indescribable pleasure and release though her self, down her hips and out through Tara’s hand and mouth. Falling, falling…

When she felt Joanie’s last burst of pleasure subside into stillness, Tara withdrew her hand. She released Joanie’s clit frm her mouth, and with now slow licks, she caressed Joanie’s pussy from top to bottom, along the outside. She nestled into Joanie, and taking her head in her hands, nuzzled into her neck.

Joanie’s hand absently came up and stroked Tara’s hair.

“I…” she tried to speak.

“Hush, Ma’am… shhhh for a moment…” Tara whispered.

The two women cuddled into one another, legs and arms stroking and caressing as each one came back down to earth.


FOUR
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Steven and Krista hadn’t started yet when Tara and Joanie began. Both of them wanted to see what their partners were going to do. For the past week, since Joanie and Tara’s tête-à-tête all they heard was how much Tara and Joanie were looking forward to going at it. They didn’t want to miss a thing.

They sat in stunned silence watching the savage passion unfold between the two women. Absently, Steve unhooked the restraints that had Krista’s arms pinned.

“Thanks,” she whispered, rubbing her arms as Tara flung Joanie’s shirt off.

“Don’t mention it,” he breathed back. He put his arm around Krista, her tiny, almost waif like appearance snuggling into him as they watched the  rest of the scene unfold.

“Oh shit…” they said at the same time when Tara had her hand entirely up inside Joanie and made her watch as she fist fucked her.

They were too spent by watching the scene when it concluded to have anything left to play with each other. They just sat, holding and stroking one another as their mates lay on the couch when it was done.

Other than the sound of the room’s air conditioner and the steady breathing of the two couples, the room was silent.

Joanie breathed in deeply and exhaled. “Oh wow… that was intense!”

“You can say that again,” said Steve.

“Ditto,” murmured Tara.

“Umm… ibid?” said Krista.

They all laughed.

“Hey… I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m totally out of gas you know.” Joanie was still stroking Tara who was entangled with her on the couch.

“MmmHmm…” Tara lifted her head. “Me too… in a weird sort of way, I kind of got off getting you off.” She put her head back down on Joanie’s chest. “Never had something like this happen to me before…”

Steve still had his arm around Krista. “Hey… I think us two over here feel the same…” he turned his head to look at the young woman tucked into his arm. Krista nodded silently. “Yeah, same here for us. Watching you two was pretty intense…”

They sat in silence.

***

Several hours later, Tara and Steve were in their own bed, having sent Tara’s mother home with sincere thanks—yes, their get together with friends was a nice mid week break.

Tara was cuddled into Steve’s arm, playing with the hair on his chest. It was just the two of them now, and they began the ritual of discussing their latest adventure. They had begun that ritual after their first Lifestyle experience.

“So what came over you, honey?” asked Steve.

“I don’t know… I just went with the flow, I think. I didn’t think about anything, to tell you the truth.” She nuzzled down. “It was more instinct than thinking.”

“It was pretty hot to watch, that’s for sure.”

She kissed the side of the nipple on his chest. “Glad you enjoyed it.”

“Do you plan on seeing her again?”

“Mmm… I don’t know. I mean… this evening was so… so raw, I don’t know if we could repeat it… because we’d be thinking about it the next time we got together or something.” She began to softly rub his chest.

Steve was caressing her shoulder. He felt like he had a huge mind blowing orgasm too, he was so wiped out. “So… what’s next?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean… are there other bi adventures that you want to explore?”

“You’re so good to me, Steve.” She kissed his chest. “Well… maybe. I’m not sure right now. I think today’s episode needs to sink in a bit.” She lifted her head and looked at him. “You trying to ask if I ‘got it out of my system’ or something?”

He looked over at her, holding her gaze. He shook his head. “No, not at all! Once I realized after you and Dawn at the club that there’s more than one way to make a Tara cum, I was alright, honest.” His fingers danced on her shoulder.

“Well, I think you have some wheels spinning in that head of yours, buster.” She poked him in the chest. “Out with it!”

Steve turned over on his side, facing her. He rested his head on his hand, elbow bent. “Well…”

“Out with it!” She was now rubbing his chest. “What is it, honey?”

“Well… watching you with women… got me thinking…” He glanced away.

“About what?”

“Well… I was wondering if I was missing out on something… that’s all.”

Tara’s eyebrows knitted. “I don’t understand.”

“Well…” he inhaled and exhaled. “Okay… let me ask you… remember when we first started to swing, and I asked if you’d do other women? The idea of it turned me on?”

“Yeah… I said ‘no way’.”

“I know. And I dropped the subject.”

“Yeah, and I love you for it. You let me come around to it on my own.”

“Okay. Now I want to ask you… does the idea of watching two guys go at it excite you?”

Tara’s eyes flew open wide. “Are you shitting me? Of course!”

“Well, why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because I didn’t dare… I mean… I shut you down pretty firmly when the idea of me trying bi-sex. I didn’t think I had the right to turn the tables on you.” She waved a finger at him. “Although… if you had decided that you were going to nag me about it or something, I would have brought it up pretty damn quick let me tell you.” She tucked her hair behind her ear. “I cruise bi-sexual guy porn every so often. It turns me on to no end! But I didn’t… I couldn’t raise the subject to you.”

Steve put his hand on her hip. “Well…”

Tara’s eyebrows arched upwards, waiting for him to finish his sentence. When he just let the word fade, she punched him in the shoulder. “Well what?”

“Well… you never said anything about it.”

“Yeah… go on…”

He breathed in deeply and held it. He always did that when he was nervous or self conscious.

He exhaled sharply and said “I wish you did.”


FIVE
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Tara was completely gob smacked. She knew what Steve said, and she knew what he meant. She didn’t know how to respond. The best she was able to come up after the moment of silence was “Oh”.

“Oh? That’s it?” asked Steve.

“Oh, that’s just the start! As in ‘Oh My God I had no idea!’ That sort of ‘Oh’.”

Steve’s expression darkened as he toyed with the sheet on the bed. “Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut…”

“Why? You’re being honest with me, right now; I’m thrilled you said it!” She sat up in the bed, her back on the headboard.

“Well…” he didn’t look at her. “I don’t know if you’re happy to hear it, or put off I guess.”

“Of course I’m happy, you idiot! I’m also surprised as hell, but yes, Steve, I’m thrilled!” Tara came off the headboard and hugged him.

“You sure?” he asked.

She cuffed him up the side of his head. “Men!” She sat back on her haunches facing him. “Look, Steve, remember how you couldn’t explain why watching girl on girl was a turn on for you?”

He nodded.

“Well, what’s good for the goose is good for the gander. For me, watching two guys go at it can be arousing as hell too.” She put her hand between her breasts and looked upwards. “And the idea of watching you suck some guy off…” she closed her eyes as her hand wandered between her legs. “Ohhh maan…” Her eyes flew open and she looked at Steve. “When? When?”

Steve snorted. “You’re acting just the way you were afraid I’d act if you had told me you were ready to be with a woman!” He held his arms out. “C’mere.” She scooted over and he held her in his arms, her head nuzzled into his neck.

“Have you ever…” Tara said softly.

Steve shook his head. “No… not that I hadn’t been curious or tempted, but the timing had never been right or something.” He stroked her back. “But since that night at the club between you and Dawn, it’s been on my mind a lot.”

Tara turned her head, looking at him. “So you’ve never had a cock in your mouth.”

“Right.”

“Yipee!” She jumped out of the bed and went to her night table. Opening the bottom drawer, she rummaged around under the stack of magazines in it. “Got it!” She sat back up holding her silicone vibrator. “Let’s practice then!”

“What?”

“You’re going to suck me off.” She leaned back in and grabbed her other favorite vibrator, the We-Vibe. The U shaped device fit easily into the palm of her hand. She pressed the button a couple times, and it began to pulsate. She then hooked the device into her pussy, with the vibrating section resting on the outside, on top of her clit. “That’s step one,” she said. She sat back on the bed and rested the base of her dildo on top. With her legs spread, she looked like she had a six inch erection. “Now come here, and suck me off.”

Steve sat up and crawled over to where Tara was stretched out, her head resting on the bed’s footboard. She was gently pressing the dildo on top of the We-Vibe as she swayed it. He looked her in the eye as he took the head of the silicone cock into his mouth.

It didn’t feel too bad. He stretched his mouth wide and went further down the length of the shaft.

“Watch the teeth, Steve,” Tara giggled.

He curled his lips over his teeth and began to bob his head up and down. Tara’s hand on the base kept moving in a slight rhythm as she began to get herself off, using the dildo to move the second vibrator across her clit.

He was only able to go about a third of the way down.

“Oh shit, Steve, that looks so hot you sucking me off!”

Steve reached up and began to stroke the dildo as Tara held it firmly at the base. He wrapped his fingers around it, and as he moved his head up and down, leaving a wet trail of spit, his hand began to jerk the shaft, twisting his wrist as he went.

“Oh yeah, baby, that’s sooo good!” Tara grabbed his hair as a small orgasm, shot through her belly.

He went down as far as he could, as deep as his gag reflex would allow and held his head still, waiting for his throat to relax. When it did, he lowered his head deeper.

“Oh fuck, that’s hot!” Tara’s hips began to rise off the mattress a little.

He held his head still again, relaxed, and pushed his face onto his wife’s thick cock. Lower and lower he went, until all seven inches of her meat was down his throat. He felt his eyes tear a bit.

“Oh baby, you’re deep throating! Oh fuuuck!” Tara’s orgasm took her entirely by surprise. Her legs began to jerk and her hips thrust up into Steve’s head. “Take it, bitch!” she hissed.

Steve’s free hand covered her own at the base of the cock. Holding her down by her crotch, the vibrator’s actions went through her, igniting her pussy. “Ohhh Steeeve!” He kept his face pinned to the root of her fuck stick, sucking with loud slurps. A run of spit washed down the length of the shaft each time he pulled his head back, flowing over their joined hands at Tara’s clit.

His own cock was rock hard, and he was stroking himself as he sucked off his wife.

“Oh baby! Oh baby!” Tara exploded into a million pieces. With his mouth still stuffed, Steve  jerked his own cock until he was at the brink. Pulling his head off the shaft, he knelt straight up. “Give it to me, Steve!” He thrust his hips at Tara as he ejaculated a stream of cum splashing on her hand and pussy. He continued to jerk his cock, and two more jets shot out, running on her hand and the dildo.

They both lay back gasping from the intensity and rapidity of the moment. Tara’s hand absently patted the cum that had splashed on her lower belly to her pussy.

Her eyes glinting, she said “Time for part two! Now you have to clean me up, honey.”

Steve leaned forward and began to lick his cream off Tara’s skin. He had tasted his own ejaculate before, but not as much as he had just unloaded. Hesitantly at first, he flicked his tongue onto her finger. She took both of her gooey fingers and pushed them into his mouth. He sucked them clean, then lapped up the rest of his cum off her hand and pussy. The dildo resting in the V of her legs had some dribbles on it too. He picked it up, and with a dramatic flourish, kissed the tip and sucked the rest of it clean as well. Tara stared at him wide eyed.

“We have got to find a couple that’s as bent as us, honey,” she said, grinning widely.


SIX
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Three weeks later, they were pulling into the parking lot of Raxx, a pool hall/sports bar/restaurant in Kingston, an hour and a half drive from their home. Steve and Tara had met a couple online through their favorite swinger’s site and were having their first meet and greet with them.

When Steve turned the car off, Tara put her hand on his.

“Now honey, just remember—if for any reason at all you want to leave, what’s the magic word?”

Steve kept his eyes straight, looking through the windshield. “Screwdriver.”

It took every ounce of self control for Tara to not giggle. Steve was nervous, but the irony of him being the one ‘on display’ or whatever was delicious. She squeezed his hand. “You up for this?”

“Yeah.”

“You don’t sound too excited.”

“Uhhh…”

“Welcome to my world, Steve!” He shot her a look, but the merriment on her face was inescapable. “Now remember—you can give him a blow job at the table, but under no circumstances, no anal sex on the bar, okay?”

“WHAT?”

Tara burst out laughing. “Oh Steve, we’re meeting a couple to see if we’d be compatible to have fun with them, for God’s sake! You look like you’re going to your own execution!” She put her hand on his again. “Honest, honey—I can send a text message right now and we can beg off and head home. That’s why we decided that we’d travel to meet them; if there were any last minute second thoughts, we could bail with no guilt.”

The corner of Steve’s mouth twitched. “I love you honey. I’m just nervous a bit, that’s all.”

“Well, so am I, you know. I mean, I have to think, do I want to go down on the woman, do I want to have sex with the guy…”

Steve smirked. “I know exactly how you feel!” He unbuckled his seat belt and opened his door. He went around the car and opened Tara’s door. She stepped out, and holding hands they headed into the nightspot.

They had been in correspondence with Bo and Katie Jones for about two weeks. The parameters of their search was a couple in which both members were either ‘Bi’ or ‘Bi-Curious’ whatever the heck that meant. Steve had kept their own profile as ‘Straight’ for him and ‘Bi-Curious’ for Tara. He had never before checked a guy out the way he had as they searched the pictures. Up until now, he only focused on the female half of the couples, deciding if the woman was attractive enough for him to want to fuck her.

But now, he had to check the guys out to see if they looked like someone who’s dick he wouldn’t mind sucking. How the hell was he supposed to make that sort of a judgment call from a lousy photograph? Oh well…

The email exchange went pretty good. They knew how to spell, they didn’t come across too pushy, and they seemed okay enough for a phone call.

When he and Tara called them, his fear of some flamboyant kind of guy was put at ease. Bo sounded like a regular guy on the phone as the four of them, each couple on speaker phone, chatted and set up tonight’s ‘tete a tete’.

Bo was almost twenty years older than Steve—in his mid-fifties. The age thing really didn’t come into play, because when they did the pic exchange, both Bo and Kate were in extraordinary good shape. Kate was a GILF, no doubt about it. Her photos online showed a woman who obviously went to the gym or played sports regularly. She put up a pic of herself in a one piece bathing suit, and had a beautiful figure. She kept her hair cut pretty short though, and had it colored to a silver frost.

Bo was obviously some kind of athlete or something. He was tall, over six feet tall, towering over Kate, who was only 5’2”. His ‘Caribbean photos’ showed a guy with just a hint of a bulge at his waist. They looked like a couple you’d meet in Wal-Mart or something.

Steve held the door open and him and Tara went into Raxx. The place was pretty damn busy for a Wednesday night at 7:00 p.m.. More than half of the twenty or so pool tables were lit up with players standing around. The TV sets around the bar were all playing some hockey playoff game or something. Hockey in May? Steve shook his head. Tables with diners ringed the pool tables. Some had people drinking beer and watching the game, others had groups chowing down on wings and other pub fare.

They stopped and scanned the room. At the far end of the dining area, on a raised section, a man and woman were peering at them, waving.

“I see them, honey,” said Tara. She took Steve’s arm and waved back. Walking over to meet the couple, she said, “Would you like a screwdriver now?”

“Hell no—I need a beer.” He leaned into her as they threaded their way through the tables and other customers. “You sure there’s a rule against anal sex?”

Tara laughed out loud.

They arrived at the area that Bo and Kate were camped out on. It was a sitting area similar to their hang out at The G-Spot. Two long sofas faced each other, with a coffee table between them. It was isolated enough from the main dining area that they would be able to talk in normal tones, but privately.

“Glad you guys could make it!” said Kate, giving Tara a hug and shaking Steve’s hand. He turned and shook hands with Bo—it was okay, a firm guy to guy handshake. It was his own paw that was a little clammy. Steve and Tara took a seat on one of the sofas, and Bo and Kate sat across from them.

Tara and Steve had done all their meeting with other swingers up until this night at The G-Spot. They had found the club’s atmosphere more to their liking; the idea of getting together in a restaurant with another couple was something they hadn’t had to do. If Steve had written a list of the qualities he’d want in a couple that they’d have a meet and greet with, he would have described Bo and Kate.

The four of them began chatting like old friends from the start. Bo was a hockey fan, but his team didn’t make the playoffs that season, so he wasn’t all that interested. Both men followed baseball though. Bo cheered for the Toronto Blue Jays, while Steve was a diehard Yankee fan.

Kate and Tara were talking about babies, for Christ’s sake! Kate had a granddaughter around Anthony’s age, and was bubbling over. The two women were comparing photos in the first five minutes.

Their server came over and took orders for drinks, returned with them, and Steve’s stomach growled. He had skipped supper, and now that he was relaxed, was ravenous. Bo recommended the house sample platter.

“I’m never able to eat supper when we have a meet and greet, Steve, I’m starved, man” he said.

Steve looked at him. “Waitaminnit. You’ve been in the lifestyle for what—more than ten years, right? What are you doing being nervous?”

Bo chuckled. “Well… I don’t know about you, but… it’s one thing to check out the women, but now that I changed my listing on the website to ‘Bi’, I have to check the guy out to see if I’d want to suck his dick.” He ran his hand through his hair, grinning. “And that throws a whole different spin on it, if you know what I mean.”

Steve drained his beer. “Do. I. EVER!” Both men burst out laughing.

The ice wasn’t broken, it was decimated. For two hours the foursome chatted, laughed, chatted some more and then had a round of favorite jokes to tell.

Tara elbowed Steve, and he bent his head. “How you doing?” she asked.

“Great! He’s a good guy. How about you?”

“I’m fine. Not a screwdriver to be found.” Out of the corner of his eye he saw Bo and Kate having a similar check in.

With eyes bright, Kate spoke up. “Hey you guys… what do you say we continue this at our place? Feel like hot tubbing?”

Steve turned to Tara, his eyes popping, and a slight nod.

“Sounds good to us!” said Tara. “We’ll follow you.”

The server brought the bill and both men argued over who picked up the tab. They decided to flip for it. “Heads, I pay, tails you get the tip,” said Bo.

“Okay.” Bo flipped the coin. “Tails—you got the tip!” said Bo.

“Waitaminnit!”

“Get sharp, Junior,” Bo said laughing. “Deal’s a deal!”

“Crafty ol’ fart!”

Fifteen minutes later they were entering Kate and Bo’s home. It was a one story bungalow in a cul-de-sac, with each home on a large lot.

“Okay, you two, down the hall is a guest room, with robes and towels laid out,” said Kate. “I should have mentioned this sooner maybe— ”

“And she never does,” said Bo.

“But our hot tub is a clothing prohibited hot tub.”

“So we’re gonna get nekkid?” asked Tara in a little girl voice, stepping into Kate’s space.

“That’s right.”

“Mmmm…” said Tara. She took Kate in her arms and kissed her. The women embraced, their hands running up and down each other’s backs. Tara snapped Kate’s bra strap from the back. “Can’t wait to see those puppies out to play!” she said.

“You will, don’t worry. Now scoot, both of you! Last one in gotta take all their clothes off!”

“Wait… never mind,” said Steve, following Tara down the hall.

Five minutes later, the four of them were sitting in the hot tub set into a recess on the deck. Dim party lights lit the area like candles, and sensuous urban jazz was playing softly. There was a privacy fence around the property, and the full moon was playing hide and seek through the billowy Spring clouds. They were in a world of their own.

Steve and Tara were sitting next to each other in a pair of deep Captain’s chairs. Both Bo and Kate were perched on the edge of the hot tub, their legs dangling in the water. Bo was busy with a bottle of champagne. He popped the cork, and filled four flutes as Kate passed them out. Everyone held their glasses out, knowing a toast was coming.

“Maybe I’m being pushy here, guys, and if so, I apologize. I want to make a toast to two new friends, and to a wonderful evening so far. I personally hope it goes a lot further—”

“That makes two of us, honey,” said Kate, eyeing both Steve and Tara wantonly.

“Yeah… we hope it goes a lot further, but if you need to call ‘Strawberry Ripple’—”

“Our code word’s screwdriver, but the toolbox got put away during the joke trading part,” interrupted Tara. She clinked her glass with Steve, and with everyone else. “To new friends and lovers!”

Everyone drained their glass and placed them on the deck beside.

Tara stood and waded over to Kate. “Now let’s play with those puppies,” she said with a growl. She leaned over and kissed Kate deeply, both women’s hands already toying with the other’s boobs.

Breaking the kiss, Kate said, “To tell the truth, Tara, I’d really like it if the guys got the ball rolling for a change. Pun intended.”

Steve cocked an eyebrow at Bo. “Mind being the pitcher first?”

“You kidding?” Bo leaned back, his arms on the deck. His cock was already firming up. “I thought you’d never ask!”

Steve waded over and got between Bo’s open legs. He turned to the women. “Baby,” he said to Tara, “I’m so not taking one for the team right now!”

He grasped Bo’s cock and balls and began to massage them, rubbing his fingers through the shaven ball sack. “Mmm…” he said, bending over.

He took each of Bo’s testicles in his mouth one at a time, breathing deeply of his musky scent. Slowly, he licked each ball, his tongue rolling over the pebbled skin of the bag. He lifted them to the side and wetly licked the area of Bo’s crotch where his legs met his hips, slowly gliding his tongue down toward his ass cheek. When his mouth got there, he nibbled on Bo’s ass, while stroking his cock. It had already gotten stiffer.

“Oh, yeah, maaan,” said Bo, “that’s so fuckin’ good…” His eyes were closed and his hips started to slowly pulsate.

“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet, buddy,” Steve said. He bent his head back down and began to lick and suck at the root of Bo’s cock, from the small spot between his asshole and cock and up the length of the shaft.

The two women were sitting with their legs over each other, their hands softly stroking the other’s mound. Steve held Bo’s now stiff cock and rubbed the thick velvet knob against his cheek, again inhaling Bo’s man scent deeply. He gazed at Tara, and slowly licked the knob, and squeezed out a dollop of pre-cum.

“Mmm… juicy mother fucker, hunh,” he murmured. With his eyes still gazing at his wife, he licked the pee slit of Bo’s cum, and pulled his head back a few inches, the string of Bo’s semen glistening in the soft light. He bent his head down, and eyes wide open into Tara’s began to suck on the knob.

“Ohhh fuuuck!” Tara gasped. She didn’t know if it was the mini orgasm Kate’s fingers just created, or the sight of Steve’s first sucking of cock, but the thrill went through her belly and sparked out her toes, causing them to curl.

Steve bent to his task. His other hand was stroking his own stiffening cock as he began to suck and taste his first man meat. Bo’s semen was creamy thick, and flowed steadily. Small wonder, the guy had balls the size of a fucking bull’s. His hand milked and wrist twisted as he took the knob into his mouth.

“Ohhh man… you’re fucking good at this shit!” Bo gasped. He lay back onto the deck and spread his legs even wider. Suck me off, man! That’s right!”

Steve was intent. He wanted to make this guy blast into his mouth and swallow every drop. He pushed his face down onto Bo’s cock until he felt his throat convulse. He held his head steady, waiting for his muscles to relax. After a moment, he began to bob his head again, each down stroke going further and further.

“Fuck! He can deep throat!” exclaimed Kate. “I never could!”

“Me neither,” said Tara.

“Yeah, Bo does it all the damn time… bastard,” she replied with a giggle. She moved her hips tighter against Tara’s own. “Yeah, right there, hon… right… theerrree….” her voice faded into a growl as Tara’s fingers began to return the earlier favor.

Steve’s head was travelling up and down Bo’s cock like a piston. He pulled his head back one final time, releasing Bo’s knob with a pop.

“Hey man…” he said to Bo.

Bo lifted his head off the deck. “Dude?”

“I want you to fuck my mouth, man. I can take it now.”

“Ohhh man… I was hoping to!” Bo sat straight up as Steve backed into the center of the tub. Steve got on his knees as Bo waded into the center.

Bo took Steve’s head in his hands, behind the ears as Steve yawned his mouth open hungrily. “Just one thing, man, you gotta cum into my mouth, okay?” he said.

“Ohhh fuck yeah!” Bo took his cock in his hand and guided it into Steve’s mouth.

“Oh yeah!” Tara and Kate said in unison. They had one arm around each other, and their other hands were busy in their partner’s pussy, fingering the slick wetness out of their pussies and using it as lube on each other’s clit.

Bo guided his cock down Steve’s throat, all the way until he felt the man’s nose bump into his pubic bone. He pulled his hips back, and plunged again. “Take it bitch!” he growled.

“MmmHmmm…” Steve hummed back. His hands went up to Bo’s hips and grabbed his asscheeks. Breathing through his nose, he made his mouth a hole for his partner’s fuck tool.

Bo began to roll his hips, in and out of Steve’s hot, wet mouth. One of Steve’s hands came out, and slid across Bo’s shaft when it was exposed, twisting and turning over his meat. Steve looked up into Bo’s eyes, and the two men began to fuck.

Steve’s other hand began to play with Bo’s ass crack. He wiggled his finger down the cleft, and felt Bo’s hips flex to allow him deeper access. He dropped his hand into the hot tub water, and cupping his hand, brought up a dose and emptied it down the back of Bo’s hips. He did it a second time, and returned his hand to Bo’s now slick ass.

Bo had kept his rhythm up through all of this, feeling Steve’s tongue and lips slurping and sliding over his meat. He jerked for a second as he felt Steve’s finger probe his asshole.

“Oh fuck! He’s fingering his asshole! Bo loooves that Tara!” Kate shot upright, not wanting to miss a second. “Bo’s going to cum like a bull if Steve gets his finger deep enough,” she whispered.

“Get it deep, Steve, he loves that shit!” Tara called out.

Steve stretched his hand almost to the breaking point as he wormed it past Bo’s anus. He popped through the muscle and held it still for a moment, riding on Bo’s hips until he felt the muscles relax. He then pushed deeper.

“Oh fuck yeah! All the way, man!” Bo had Steve’s face impaled on his cock and Steve had his ass impaled on his own finger. He began to face fuck Steve’s mouth with a fury.

As Steve began to assfuck him just as hard, digging his finger as deep into Bo’s pucker up to his knuckle.

“Oh fuck! Right there, man! Right the fuck right there!” Steve had Bo penetrated deeply, and he felt his cock and balls begin to boil. “You want it, man? You want my hot cum you fuck?” He was pummeling this guys face, who was taking every fucking inch!

“Mmm! MMM!” Steve was nodding as much as he could. Oh fuck, please yes!

Seeing the hot craving in Steve’s own drippy eyes punched Bo over the edge. He felt his knees spasm, then his groin clenched in a jackknife spasm. He felt his balls tense up, and just as he was beginning to cum, that first half squirt, Steve’s finger plunged in even deeper, raping his asshole to his prostate.

“SHHIIIIT!” he cried out, from a squeal to a roar as he cock exploded into his man fuck face’s mouth. He pushed his hips as deep as he could, feeling Steve’s nose punch into his groin. “Oh fuuuck!” he pulled away and plunged into this guy’s mouth cunt, again and again, emptying his load right down his fucking throat!

Steve felt the first half spurt and knew it was coming. With a force of will, he relaxed his throat. He was about to chug a lug a hot MacDonald’s shake, and wasn’t too far off the mark. The first full creamy spurt spat out of Bo’s meat against the back of his throat. Right behind it was a second, even larger one. Steve snuffled and sucked as best he could, but could feel his mouth filling. He gulped as best he could, forcing the cum down his throat and into his belly.

He wanted more! He stroked and coaxed a third, and fourth spurt from his man fucker, swallowing and slurping loudly as Bo continued to orgasm down his throat. Oh fuck it tasted good!

“Fuck!” The two women cried out when they saw the pearls of Bo’s cum leak out of Steve’s mouth and glisteningly dollop into the steaming water. The sight flung each of them over the edge. Grasping at each other, not knowing whose hand was doing what, they clutched at each other’s honey pit, feeling the flow and stickiness of their juices glaze over their fingers. They fell over onto the deck, battling each other into a deeper and deeper orgasm, grasping and pawing like two cats mating…

***

Late that same night, Tara and Steve were back in their own bed. As much as they enjoyed their time with Bo and Kate, they agreed that no matter what happened, they’d return home afterwards. On the drive home, Steve called his job and took a sick day. He was anything but sick—he wanted to spend the next chunk of time with Tara.

They hardly discussed their encounter on the long drive home. Steve needed some time to digest what had happened a little before speaking about it to Tara. He had to figure out how he felt about it first!

They climbed into bed, and Tara snuggled into his arm.

“Wellll…?” she said, rubbing his chest with her hand. “You’ve been really quiet, you know. What’s wrong?”

He was glad she wasn’t looking at his face, it was easier sometimes to just talk.

“I’m not sure…”

“You didn’t like being with Bo. Is that it?”

He snorted. “Not exactly.”

“I don’t understand. You’re so quiet, that I have to believe that’s what’s really going on.”

He rubbed her shoulder absently. “No, it wasn’t that I didn’t like being with Bo—let’s call a spade a spade here. I wasn’t that I didn’t like giving a guy a blow job…”

“Okay… so…”

“It’s just that… well… I liked it, okay?”

“Really? That’s great!”

“No, I mean, I liked it a lot! I mean, I’m surprised how much I liked it! I thought I’d be taking one for the team—you know, knowing that it would turn you on made it something I was willing to try… But I really enjoyed it for its own sake!” He went silent again.

They lay in bed for a moment in the silence.

“So now… you’re worried that you’re going gay, is that it?”

“Well… not exactly.” He stroked her hair. “I’m worried that you’d be worried about how much I liked it.”

“Oh.” Her hand went still on his chest. She rose off his chest and sat up on the bed facing him. “Let me see if I have this right.” She ticked off a finger. “You were interested in the idea of having sex with a guy.” She ticked off another finger. “You told me, and it turned me on.” She ticked off a third finger. “And when you did do the deed with Bo, you enjoyed it.” She cocked her head at him. “Is that right?”

He nodded.

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “It was so good, that the only problem that you can find is that you’re worried about how I’d react because you enjoyed it?”

“Well… not… uhhh… yeah.” He returned her look.

“We went out, met a great couple, and tried something that was way, way out there. We had a great time… let me ask you something… Kate made me cum like crazy on the deck after you sucked Bo off, you know. Does that bother you that I enjoyed it?”

“No! That was fucking hot!”

She folded her arms. “And what triggered both my and Kate’s earth shattering orgasms?”

“Uhhh… me and Bo.”

With a giggle, Tara reached over and cuffed Steve upside the head. “What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, fella!” She straddled him. “Look, as long as we’re in it together, and we’re each having a good time, that’s all that matters.” She began to rub her hips across his cock. “And you haven’t gotten off yet tonight either, you know.” She bent over him, and he placed his hands on her breasts, kneading them as he began to grow thick under her.

“Yeah, you’re right.” He began to grind his hips upward. “But…”

“But what?”

“Where do we go from here?”

She leaned in and kissed him, feeling him grow hard. Taking her mouth away, she breathed into his ear.

“Wherever we want!”

The End

Next episode…

Tara and Steve’s adventures continue in the final installment of Swingers Secrets in Part 3: ‘Time For Dessert’. Now that they’ve both tried the other side of the menu, what’s next?
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Click here to get book 3 of Swingers Secrets!

Author’s Note:

I went a little out there with this series, just like I have in my adventures in the Swinger Lifestyle.

I love ‘manly men’; guys who are self-assured in what they’re about. My own Dear Hubby ‘Spike’ is my lover, defender and helpmate. He had never done anything with another man until we put our toes in the water with other couples. The first time he went down on another man was pretty much for the same reason I went down on a woman—to please and excite his mate.

He sure scored an ‘A+++’ on that assignment! LOL

***

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like 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!

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...

[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For BM.jpg]

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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