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Can things get any hotter, spicier than this?

In this final episode Steve and Tara turn up the heat and bring things to a sizzle!

Tara has always fantasized about being with many men at one time. Steve is eager to please his sexy, hot wife. He orchestrates their date night, surprising her with unexpected ‘guests’. What ensues is sexy, edgy passion.

Once more he sets up another of Tara’s fantasies! Steve enlists Coco, a gorgeous TS, whose only desire is to create a night of pleasure for them both.

No rules, no limits...

No guilt.
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Things come and go in cycles. We binge watch an entire season of Seinfeld over a weekend, and for the next six months, we can’t bear looking at a single episode. So often, there’s blowback from overdoing anything; when that happens, we need a break.

The same was true for Steve and Tara.

They binged on exploring their bi sides, and for the next few months, they went into a dormant period. Neither one was interested in online porn, they weren’t fascinated about the new horizons on their sex lives. Over the winter, they worked on their cooking, and began to develop other hobbies.

Tara crafted small figurines out of hobby clay she could bake in the oven, and Steve took up pencil drawing. From January to April, they sat in the living room with the television on and work at their separate hobbies, side by side on the couch.

“What do you think?” asked Tara, holding up a figurine of a knight sitting atop of a winged dragon.

“I think we’ve been watching a lot of Game of Thrones.” He eyed it carefully as it rested in Tara’s hand. It covered her palm, and the wings of the dragon were as wide as her hand. “It looks great.” He held up his sketch pad. “What do you think?”

All winter he’d been doing sketches and drawings of all sorts of different things. Racing cars, battle scenes, and fantastic landscapes. But this drawing was of a couple making love. The woman  on her back, legs together, as the guy’s cock slithered up her ass.

“Hmm… looks interesting.” Tara sat back on the couch and spread her legs. “I’ve never been fucked up the ass… I wonder what that would be like?” Her hand wandered down to her crotch and she began to stroke herself through the fabric of her jeans.

Steve put his sketchpad down on the coffee table. “I love watching you play with yourself you know.”

“I’m a little afraid, though.” Tara’s eyes were slits. “I mean, your cock is so big, and my asshole is so tiny…” She unbuttoned her jeans and slid them and her panties off, now lying with her back on the couch arm. She let one leg rest on the floor, and placed the other over the backrest. Her fingers spread her ass cheeks for Steve to see her pussy slit and tiny anus.

Running her finger around her asshole, she murmured, “You’d really like to put your big thick cock up inside this tight hole, wouldn’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“I’ve never had a man fuck my asshole. It would be a cherry for you…” She wet her middle finger and rubbed the entrance.

“Oh yeah…” Steve got to his feet and quickly left the room.

What the hell? Before Tara she could say anything he returned. Bending over her he tucked one of their old bath towels under her ass, covering the couch cushion and slid his pants off. His cock was getting stiff, and he stroked it.

Tara leaned over the arm of the couch, arching her back. Sitting up, she reached out and pulled him close, took his cock in her hand and guided it to her mouth.  She could smell the musk from his balls as he began to stroke in and out of her mouth.

He pulled away and reached over to the coffee table for the bottle of lubricant he had taken from the bathroom. Wordlessly, he oiled his turgid cock. Taking the bottle, he turned it upside down and drizzled a stream into the furrow between  Tara’s ass-cheeks. With his other hand he worked it over her anus.

He looked her in the eye, sliding his fingertip over her asshole. “You liked watching me finger fuck Bo up the ass last Fall as I sucked his cock, didn’t you?”.

“Oh yeah… that was so hot…”

“I liked fucking his asshole…”  His finger pressed against her anus, increasing steadily. “I’m going to fuck your asshole… but first we got to get you ready…”

Her hips instinctively squirmed back away from his pressing finger. “No, no no,” he said, grabbing her ankle and pulling her back.. “No, no, no. You stay right here…”

Massaging her anus, feeling the release of tension, he stared into her eyes, saw the expression of fear and desire quilted together. When he pushed his finger halfway inside her, her eyes widened and she gasped..

Staying silent, but not looking away, he licked his lips and pressed deeper into her warmth. He held his hand still for a moment, feeling the pulse of her anus encircle his finger. “Just popped your cherry, baby.” His voice was husky.

“Not yet…” she hissed back. “You’re only finger fucking me.” She inhaled sharply. “I want you to fuck it with your cock. I want you to cum inside me!” She stroked her clit as she said it.

“You want me to stuff you, huh?” He adjusted himself on the couch and drew his finger out of her.

“Yesss…” She raised her knees in the air, readying herself, Her hips curled back, the lube glistening on her flesh like landing lights.

He nestled up into her, stroking his cock, the knob almost purple with lust. He laid it against her soft muscle and slowly pushed into her.

She bit her lower lip and jerked. “Do it!”

He pressed on, his eyes flitting from her face to the head of his cock. He watched, almost in wonder as his shaft pushed past her anus. Maintaining the pressure, he shoved his shaft deeper still, feeling her stretch as his knob pierced her.

She grunted softly, and he held still for a moment.

“Almost there baby, you okay?” he whispered.

She nodded. “Burns…”

“Want me to pull out?”

She shook her head. “It’s easing off…. I’m okay.”

“Baayyybeee…” he sighed, and pushed in again. She was so tight around his cock! He watched as his shaft buried itself inside and glanced up. Her face was now soft, relaxed.

“I just remembered something.” She smiled.

“What?”

“First time I popped my cherry, it hurt too!” She snickered. “Now keep going…” Her hands were holding her ass open as wide as she could.

He buried his cock deeper, to the halfway mark. He reached for the lube and squirted some more on his shaft and around her anus. He drew out about an inch, lubed his flesh again, and began once more to press into her. Slowly, but inexorably, he continued to press into her until his hipbone rested against her cheeks. He felt the end of his cock rest against something and saw Tara’s eyes brighten. He flexed his groin, and she gasped.

He pulled out a little bit, and pushed back in harder, flexing his groin muscles up inside her.

“Oh! Yes!” breathed Tara.

He began to sway his hips in and out in a gentle rhythm, pulling out and returning.

She gasped again and again with each thrust, her eyes bright.

“Fuck, your ass is tight!”

“You’re so fucking huge…” She slid her hands around to his back. “Harder. I can take it now.”

He began to fuck her asshole, banged her butt. His abdomen slapped into her cheeks with a soft smack.

“I’m fucking you up the ass, baby. I’m fucking you right up your asshole…” it came out as a growl. He kept up the pace, reaching deep inside her with his cock. She rolled slightly to one side and back again, trying to get him even deeper.

“Right there! Yes! Right there Steve!” She felt him inside her, a warmth and heat in her belly she’d never experienced before. “Yes! Yes!” She repeated again and again, straining.

The sight of Tara’s desire, aching for his cock up her ass was enough to trip the orgasm switch in Steve’s head that was hard wired to his balls. He felt the beginning of it spasm down the length of his cock. He reached up, grabbed her by the top of her shoulder and pressed her down onto him as tightly as he could manage.

He slid halfway out and back in, with each stroke inside her, pushed down on her shoulders with his hands. She felt so tiny to him in that moment that he couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh God, Tara, I’m gonna cum in your ass!”

His words pushed Tara over her own abyss. Her belly quivered. It wasn’t like anything she had ever felt before. Furiously rubbing her clit, she was stuffed more fully than she had ever been before. Her legs shot out as stiff and pointed as a dancer’s when she crashed through the green glass wall of her own orgasm.

They hadn’t made love in over a week, and Steve could feel that in his cock as he came, thick and creamy. His groin, balls and shaft convulsed three times as he filled his Tara’s cherry asshole with his cum.

Tara’s legs relaxed around his shoulders as he lay on top of her, both of them catching their breath. It had happened so fast. One moment they were discussing hobbies for Christ’s sake, the next moment he was fucking her ass. He shook his head with a grin.

She cupped his face in her hands. “We need to get back on this saddle, hon.” Her grin was evil.

He ground his hips into her, his cock softening, but reluctant for it to end. “Damn right.”

****

An hour later they spooned in bed, his cock nestled between her ass cheeks, growing thick again. Tara returned the compliment with a roll of her hip.

“So you really liked it?” He murmured into her ear..

“Yeah, I did. I don’t think I’d want to do it all the time, but yeah, I get it about anal sex now.

Her hand wandered behind her back, and encircled his cock. She ran her finger across the slit at the top and his hip jerked in response. “But you know what else would be hot?” she asked, still facing away from him.

“What’s that?” He rose up on one knee and slid the tip of his cock along the outer lips of her pussy, adjusted his aim, and pressed into her again.

“Ohhh, yeah, that’s good.” Tara was on her side with her knee pulled up, close to her chest. He filled her again, slowly plunging in and drawing out. Her pussy had been wet all night. “What else would be hot…” She turned half way to look up at him. “What would be hot would be to see YOU get fucked up the ass…”

“You’d like that, huh?” His hips took on a will of their own.

“Yeah… I would…” Her hand snaked around and softly caressed his ass cheek. “Yeah, I’d like to see a thick cock fuck this asshole…”

“Want me to call Bo and his wife?” They hadn’t seen the other couple since that one night at their house, on the hot tub deck.

“No… let’s find some new playmates…” She grasped the sheets in her hands as her imagination took flight. “Oh God, yeah!”

He came inside her again.

When he finished, he spooned into her, cupping her breasts in his hands.

She had some ideas…


TWO

[image: Chapter Glyph copy.jpg]

Steve loved his job. Not a lot of people would think that a guy as active as he was would find sitting behind a desk all day to be rewarding, but it was the truth. He worked as a Traffic Co-Ordinator for a container shipping firm. It was routine enough that he didn’t have days filled with drama and stress like some of his college buddies-- the stock brokers and salesmen. And it wasn’t as crushingly boring as some other people in jobs that were straight up routine, day in and out.

The company he worked for shipped oil and gas products around the world, so there was no fear of recession slowdowns. He made good money because he was good at his job. He didn’t partake in office politics, which was one of the reasons he had achieved the level of success he had. He had no really close friends at his company, nor did he have any enemies.

He’d never done it before, but at work the next day, he sent text messages to Tara almost hourly.

When he awoke that morning, he glowed from the sex the night before. Shit, the stuff that girl did to ramp up their sex life in the last six months had him in absolute awe. It had started on his birthday at the G-Spot, and it took on a life of its own. On the commuter train into the office, he was not only undressing the women he saw in his mind’s eye, but the men too. That was a switch!

He and Tara talked more too. What started as something for shits and giggles when Tara experienced her first girl on girl sex on his birthday grew into something deeper when she admitted she liked it. That honesty inspired him to be honest about his own bi fantasies.

But then, a funny thing happened. The honesty they shared opened the door to a deeper overall intimacy. He shook his head, sitting at his desk. Who the hell would ever think that finding out your wife enjoyed eating pussy would lead there? In the last six months, he hadn’t sucked up or been a damn martyr, as he had been during the early years of their marriage.

He didn’t have to go to the gardening store anymore! Yay! Every damn Spring and Fall, Tara would be back and forth to the garden nursery in their town. Every damn Saturday, in April and September was the chore of having to go to the Garden Center. He’d stand around while she picked out the plants for the season so he could load it into the car. He’d rather be at the driving range at the golf course.

This Fall, when she was getting warmed up to put her autumn plantings in, they talked about it. She knew that he didn’t get a kick out of going, but the subject had really never come up.

Until one afternoon driving to the garden center, they were comparing notes on cocks.

It was funny when he looked back on it.

Steve liked sucking a guy off who had an uncut dick. Tara and he were discussing the pros and cons. For whatever reason, an uncut dick turned her off.

“Well, what if all that was available on a given night was un-circumsized guys at the G-Spot?” he had asked her.

“I’d say ‘screwdriver’.” That was their bailout code word. If one of them said it in a sexual situation, they’d stop whatever they were doing and leave.

“Screwdriver?” He was holding her hand as they drove. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“Then we’d leave, huh?”

“No. I meant ‘screwdriver’ as it pertained to me giving head that night if all there were was uncut dicks.”

“Oh.” He grinned. “I think we need to revisit our code words. Because if you said ‘screwdriver’ to me, the night would be over.”

“Hmm…” She’d stroked her chin. “You got a point there. So we ought to add more code words that mean stop the night entirely or just stop what’s at hand.”

“Yeah.”

“Like a code word that means ‘I don’t like this, but I don’t want to blow off everything else’ sort of thing.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, neither of us drink screwdrivers, so that’s a good one.”

“Yeah.” They had thought for a moment, and Steve added, “How about red wine? Neither of us like that either.”

“Yes, that’s a good one. I think we need one more. One that means, ‘I’m not too sure about what we’re doing, so let’s take it slow.”

“Yeah, okay. Got any ideas?”

“Yep!” She’d grinned at him. “A slo gin fizz.”

“I don’t even know what the hell that is? Is it a drink?”

“Yes.”

“Slow gin fizz… I gotta look that up.” He had glanced over at her. They were almost at the nursery for another boring morning. “I think there’s one more. One to say that all is well, and I’m cool. How about ‘The bar’s open’?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty good.” She’d held up her hand, extending a finger for each idea. “‘The bar’s open’ means all is well. ‘Sloe gin fizz’ means ‘let’s take this thing we’re doing right now slow, I’m not too sure, but I don’t want to bail yet. ‘Red wine’ means I don’t like this thing we’re doing, but I don’t want to go home, and finally ‘Screwdriver’ means let’s get the heck out of here.” She had turned to Steve. “Did I get everything?”

Pulling into a parking spot at the nursery, he’d answered. “Yeah, pretty much.”

Two hours later, they had loaded the back of their 4x4 with bags of supplies and bulbs for Fall planting. The beautiful morning had been shot for him, and after they got home he was going to have to unload the car and bring it all into the back yard. He hadn’t minded that part much; it was the two hours spent inside the store that had always been annoying.

What the hell, he’d thought as they were heading home. “You know something, I think that slo gin fizz and drink stuff was a good idea for us.”

She’d patted his leg. “I think so too. Anything that can improve communication can’t be a bad idea. And if we’re going to do more bi stuff, it’s a good idea to stay on the same page.”

“Or other stuff.”

“What do you mean?”

Oh well, maybe this wasn’t a good idea. He’d thought it was a good idea, but he hadn’t wanted a fight either. Shit. He’d chickened out. “Ahhh… nothing.”

She’d turned in her seat. “Nothing? No, Steve, there’s something. What is it?”

He’d glanced at her and back to the road. His mouth had a strange purse to his lips. “Well, I don’t want to hurt your feelings or anything, okay? But I got to say standing around at the garden store for the last two hours or so… I didn’t … shit… ‘Red Wine’, okay? I’d rather have spent that time on the driving range.”

And that was that. Turned out that Tara sometimes felt rushed at the garden store when Steve was with her. He had a terrible sense of color and landscaping, so his ideas about which flowers and plantings were usually, hell, always shot down.

After that discussion that began as a debate over which was a better cock to suck, cut or uncut, and ended over golf and gardens,Steve spent his mornings at the driving range while Tara hit the garden store. She’d drop him off, have the store staff load the car, and pick him up on the way home.

Win fucking win! And that was only the beginning. They talked with each other with more honesty, and sensitivity in the last six months than they had in the previous years of their marriage. Martyrdom was thrown under the bus, and in its place there was a deepening… what? Friendship? No, something more than that.

A stronger marriage. Who’d ever think that talking about blow jobs could improve and deepen your marriage? Sucking cock gets you more golf?

Steve was really, really getting the idea about soul mates. His fucking heart felt so full. Shit, he was having a glitz alert. He tossed the spreadsheet printout he was looking at aside and grabbed his cell phone to send a text.

Hey… just telling U I’m thinking of you

He hit send and went back to work. Or tried to. He no sooner had picked up the spreadsheet when his cell phone buzzed.

Feeling horny? ☺

He had to smile. He couldn’t blame her.

No, just happy. Last night was great. Thinking of how great sex becomes great golf!

She popped back immediately.

????

Now he laughed out loud.

I’ll explain tonight! Love you!

The next one came back even faster.

I love you too. CYa2nite!

He explained himself and the texts when they were home from work. Tara got even more glitzy than him. Shit, she got misty eyed. They made gentle, sweet love, took a shower afterwards and ordered Chinese food. They watched some TV as they ate and headed to bed early.

Later, cuddling into his body, she asked, “So, have you come up with any ideas on what you’d like to play at next?”

“Yeah, I’ve been kicking some ideas around in my head.”

“Oh really? You have my attention. What kind of ideas?”

He folded his hands under his head. “Well, how about I make it a surprise?”

“I love surprises! What is it?”

“You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you?”

“Don’t like the wait part about surprises.”

He laughed.


THREE
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On Saturday evening Steve asked Tara if they could spend the night in. She wanted to see the latest James Bond movie, but it was okay. She had worked in her garden in the afternoon more than she had anticipated and was a little on the tired side. Earlier, they’d dropped the baby off at Grandma’s so they could have a night alone at home.

“Not too tired for some hubba hubba later, I hope?” he asked. They were sitting at the dining room table finishing dinner. He’d outdone himself preparing dinner-- rib steak, baked potatoes, garlic shrimp and asparagus.

She stroked his face. “There’s always energy for hubba hubba, hubby.”

“How about we watch a hubba hubba movie then? I was thinking ‘Eyes Wide Shut’.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Why don’t you go take a bath, and slip into something more comfortable? Like your black lace nightgown?”

Romantic on a warm evening… “No sweats?” she asked, with an arched eyebrow. “What are you up to?”

“Me? Not a damn thing. It’s just that you look hot in that nightgown, and I haven’t seen you in it in a while.” He raised his hands in mock surrender. “Look, if you want me to wear something you think is hot, that’s fair.”

She headed towards the bathroom to start the bath. Over her shoulder she said “Why don’t you get into your sweats? It’ll be easier to get you out of them.”

After she had the bath scented with her favorite bath oil, she called to him, “You could probably use a shower yourself, Steve.”

While she sat luxuriating in her bubble bath, Steve came in and jumped in the shower stall. She didn’t bother to ask him to join her in the tub, he never liked taking baths. He was a hot tub guy and shower dude as he put it. He was in and out in less than ten minutes.

“You going to be done soon, honey?” He watched her sponge bubbles onto her shoulders.

The bath felt sooo good. But yeah, she better get out before her skin turned prunish. She pulled the drain plug. “Be out in a few.”

After she dried herself she put on just a dab of perfume, choosing the scent that always drove him wild, applying it sparingly. The night was getting late, and she didn’t want to overpower him when they went to sleep. She brushed her hair, put on a touch of makeup and headed down the hall to the living room, the satin of her nightgown stroking her thighs with each step.

She rounded the corner and stopped, shocked. Steve was kneeling, naked on top of the coffee table, his back to her. His face was planted in the crotch of a burly man, who grasped Steve’s head in his hands, fucking his mouth.

The man’s blue jeans were pulled halfway down to his knees, his flannel shirt unbuttoned showing a mat of grey hair, already sheened with sweat. His lips showed an evil smile through the salt and pepper beard as he gazed down watching his cock and Steve sucking it. His dark eyes gazed through a mask that covered the top of his face.

“That’s right, motherfucker, you get me nice and hard so I can service your slut wife,” He growled when Tara walked in.

“Steve!” She stepped into the room and shrieked when each of her arms was grabbed from behind. She flung her head from side to side, seeing two more thugs, also masked, and grinning lecherously.

“You can scream all you want baby, rich folk like you don’t have neighbors in earshot,” the shorter of the two giggled. “Good thing, too, ‘cuz you’re going to be screaming all night long.” He had his mouth close to hers, and she could smell peppermint. His hands were calloused and strong, gripping her in vise. Glancing across her shoulder, “Ain’t that right, Eric?”

“Don’t know who’s going to scream louder, Chuck, this bitch or her faggot husband.” Eric almost lifted her off her feet with one hand. “Don’t care either. I love it when they squeal!”

The two of them dragged her to the coffee table where Steve was still sucking the big guy’s cock.

“Hey Joel, don’t wear the guy out, I want me some of that mouth on my cock before I fuck this bitch.” It was the first guy.

Chuck she thought. She’d have no problem remembering their names.

“Yeah, you’re probably right. He does have a sexy mouth though. I can’t decide which hole I’m gonna come in yet.” He pulled his cock out of Steve’s mouth with a pop.

Steve looked over to Tara, “Baby, I’m sorry! They came in so fast I couldn’t do anything!”

“Shut up, punk!” Joel slapped Steve’s cheek with his cock. Steve gulped and pulled his lips together.

“Who do you animals think you are!” Tara shouted. “What do you want?”

The three men laughed. “What do we want?”  Joel, grasped Steve’s head by his hair. “We’ll just show you, how about that?” He pulled Steve off the couch and holding him by the back of the hair, marched him into the dining room with one hand, the other holding his pants up. Chuck and Eric dragged Tara behind them.

The six chairs of the blonde oak table, were pulled off to the side and a roll of clothesline and the butcher knife from her kitchen lay on the table.

All three of the men wore blue jeans, unlaced work boots and flannel shirts, unbuttoned.

Joel deposited Steve into one of the kitchen chairs and grabbed the rope and knife. He hummed a tune as he cut pieces the length of his arm and passed them to Chuck. Steve’s legs were tied to the chair, but his arms were left free.

“Okay, that’s done.” Joel kicked off his work boots and slithered out of his jeans. Wearing only his shirt, he stepped into the kitchen and dropped the knife in the sink. Tara watched his tight buns peek out from under the flap of his shirt. A deep hollow on his ass cheeks appeared and vanished with each step he took.

Eric, who appeared to be the youngest of the three goons, had her body pressed into him. His hands were rough, and she felt calluses through the sheer satin covering her arms. He pushed his crotch into the crack of her ass, and when she tried to flex away, he jerked her back to him.

“Don’t be stupid, baby. You know what’s going to happen.” His voice was hot in her ear. He rubbed his face against her cheek, “Mmm… I hope you taste half as good as you smell, baby.” Again, a whiff of breath mint caught her by surprise.

Joel rapped his knuckles on the dining room table. “Okay, we’re gonna take what we want, and then we’ll be gone.” He looked from Steve to Tara. “You two go with the program, and there’ll be no problems. Give us any problems, and we’ll make it hard for you, you understand?”

He looked at Tara. She gulped and nodded her head slightly. He turned to Steve who also nodded.

“Good! And to start, you better make me hard again, boy!” He stepped over to Steve, massaging his cock with his hand.  He stopped in front of him and put his hands on his hips. “You want it, don’t ya boy? You want this cock in your mouth, don’t ya?” He flexed his hips at Steve’s face, causing his prick to jiggle.

Wide eyed, Steve stared at Joel’s cock. Tara could see it was at least six inches long, and it wasn’t fully erect yet. As she watched Steve silently nod to Joel, one of Eric’s hands left her arm and stroked her torso, from her breasts down to her groin, pulling her ass harder into his crotch. She didn’t resist, she was transfixed on her husband.

His voice low, Joel said, “Then come and get it boy.”

Steve reached out with both hands to the uncircumcised shaft. One hand cupped Joel’s hairless balls as his other stretched the foreskin back. He bent forward, and began to lick around the crown of Joel’s cock with a slippery tongue.

“Sheee-it! I knew you’d be good when you put your mind to it, boy!” Joel pulled his head back and took a half step into Steve. He cradled the back of Steve’s head, gently, urging him on.

“Yeah, now down the side of it, boy, yeah… that’s right.” Steve’s tongue was dripping wet with salvia, slowly licking a broad stroke, the length of the shaft. When he got down to his balls, he opened his mouth wide, taking as much of the man’s sac into his mouth as he could, and gently sucked on them.

He raised his head, a small line of drool on his lower lip, looked into his captor’s eyes as he ran his tongue tantalizingly slowly back up the length. When he got to the crown, he released Joel’s foreskin and keeping his lips firm, he sucked the cock again.

The only sounds in the room were Joel’s gasps as Steve sucked his cock. Everyone else held their breath as they watched.

Eric released Tara’s arms and his hands rubbed firmly, up and down her front.  Gently, he pinched one, then the other nipple as he ground his hips into her ass. She stiffened, but despite herself, she pressed back into him. When she did, he pinched her nipples harder through the satin fabric.

“You like watching your guy suck a man’s cock, don’t you, baby?” He whispered in her ear.

Tara nodded slightly.

“I love sucking cock too…” he breathed. “I love fucking pussy with a big stiff cock cumming in my mouth…” The fingers of one hand were below her waist, rubbed soft circles on her tummy, going lower and lower to her crotch. “A nice hot cunt like yours… already oozing another guy’s cum… and then me up inside you…” His hand dropped lower and lower. “And a thick cock spurting in my mouth at the same time…” His low voice trailed off.

She stood on her toes and leaned back into him with a whimper.

“Yeah, you like that idea too…” His hand dropped to her crotch, teasing the top of her pussy, so damn close to her clit, and just too far away. She whimpered again, and pulled his arm lower. His hand became still, pressing firmly into her flesh. “Oh yeah, that’s hot, baby… look at them now…”

Joel’s leg was lifted, his foot on the chair, and with both of Steve’s hands grasping his cock, Joel plunged in and out of Steve’s mouth with a deliberate rhythm. 

“That’s right boy, keep your wet mouth tight on my cock! Yeah!” He pulled out of Steve and stood back.

“Nooo…” Steve whimpered.

“You gonna give us any trouble, boy?”

“No! We won’t give you trouble!”

“That’s good. I’m gonna fuck your mouth some more then.” Joel nodded to the man who had tied Steve up. “Okay Chuck, untie his legs. I got a present for him.”

Chuck had gotten naked while Joel and Eric were pleasuring themselves with the couple. His cock, a short but very fat sausage, oozed precum. He stepped over to the two men, held his glistening palm and fingers up. “Who wants a taste?”

Joel grabbed his wrist. “I love precum the best, man,” He licked and sucked his friend’s hand. “Mmm… good load’s in your balls, bro!” The two men high fived, and Chuck squatted. In a moment, Steve’s legs were once more free.

Before he stood up, Chuck leaned into Steve’s crotch and licked the head of his cock.

He looked up to Joel. “You’re making the man excited, bro, he’s all drizzly too, and nobody even touched him!” He stood and backed away, watching the two couples again, stroking his shaft.

Joel stepped in front of Steve. “Open wide…” His cock was engulfed by Steve’s mouth as he pushed Steve to the back of the chair. With a soft grunt, Joel lifted one of Steve’s legs into the air, and pulled his ass forward, to the edge of the chair.

“Got you spread open like a wishbone, boy!” Joel cackled and hooked Steve’s leg over his shoulder. Steve’s other leg pressed into the floor, preventing his from sliding off the seat, while his hands clutched the edge of the chair.

Joel raised his finger to his mouth and wet it with thick spit. Steve watched him with wide eyes as he continued to suck Joel’s cock.

“You know what’s coming now, don’t ya?” Joel slid his wet finger down to the crack of Steve’s ass and pushed it inside, while flexing his hips, pushing his cock deeper still into Steve’s mouth.

Tara trembled as she watched--Steve impaled on Joel’s finger and cock. She could tell by the smoothness on his forehead that Steve wasn’t stressed out by this invasion. He was getting into this as much as she was!

Ignoring Eric’s arms, her hands slipped inside the drape of the negligee, stroking her pussy and spreading her legs apart.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Eric grabbed her by the shoulders again, and marched her to the dining room table. Oh God, please… He bent her over the edge of the wooden surface.

“Get on up there, and turn around baby,” Eric ordered. Chuck smiled and stepped closer.

When Tara was on the table, Eric and Chuck pulled her ass to the edge. Turning her head, she watched her husband straining to get his mouth as deeply as he could on Joel’s shaft, sitting in such an odd position.

When her ankles were yanked, her head snapped around to see Eric standing between her feet.

“Going to do you good too, baby, don’t worry.” He lifted her legs and the skirt of her nightgown slid to her waist, exposing nakedness from the waist down. Eric gazed at her pussy and looked back up into her eyes. “Oh yeah… your pussy’s already damp… this is turning you on for real.”

Her cheeks enflamed, she pressed her lips together, and nodded.

“Well, we can take care of that, can’t we, Chuck?”

“Oh yeah, bro. Oh very yeah.” Chuck stepped closer and held one of Tara’s legs as Eric squatted onto the floor.

“Gonna get me a taste of this honey pot, bro,” Eric leaned forward.

“You want some of my cum first, man? Whet your appetite an’ all?” Tara watched as Chuck, still holding one of her legs high in the air, pointed his chubby cock at Eric’s mouth.

“Don’t mind if I do. Why should that guy over there get all the cock, huh?” Eric turned to Chuck’s cock, taking the entire shaft in his mouth.

“Oh fuck bro! I love it when you do me like that!” Chuck’s ass cheeks quivered as Eric’s mouth made slow chewing motions over his cock. “Take all my precum, bro… oh fuck yeah!”

Eric slid off his buddy’s shaft. “You got some good spunk in there, man,” he licked his lips. “Now for some honey.” He turned his attention to Tara’s pussy.

With both hands he pulled her swollen outer lips apart, laying the tender pink flesh below exposed. He eased his mouth into her and stroked her entire slit with his thick, wet tongue.

She climaxed instantly, throwing her head back against the tabletop, gasping with the release.

Panting, she opened her eyes, turned her head to Steve. He watched her, Joel’s cock in his hand. Her eyes blinked slowly, hand travelling to her clit and murmured “Mmmm…” Steve smiled and turned his head back to Joel’s waiting cock.

“No, that’s enough for now, boy,” Joel pulled Steve’s head away. “I’m gonna get me some of that pussy.  Stand up.”

Joel stepped closer and nudged Eric away from her crotch. “I got me an idea, here. I’m so hard from this…” He stepped between Tara’s legs and glanced at Steve. “You want me to fuck her, don’t you?”

Steve didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

“Show me. Guide my cock into your wife’s cunt, boy.” Steve looked at Tara, who nodded wide eyed, a small smile on her lips.

“We just got to get through this, honey,” Steve rose to his feet.

“Fuck me with his cock, babe.” She rose to a sitting position, and pulled her legs up; the heels of her feet rested on the edge of the table. Steve fell to his knees and took Joel’s cock into his mouth, wetting it for her.  He gazed into her eyes while his hand grasped Joel’s shaft and slid it against her pussy, rubbing her clit with the tip, and sending small shocks into her belly.

“You want it?” he whispered.

“Do it!”

He pushed Joel’s ass, shoving the hard thick cock inside her. Oh God yes! She watched wide eyed as her husband stroked her clit with his tongue. Joel pushed deep inside. Steve pulled his head back when Joel’s hip mashed against her. He rolled his hips, and she felt his shaft press different areas of her cunt.

Eric fondled her tit, watching the two men service her hot box. When Joel pulled out, she felt the void deep inside. At that moment, Eric pinched her nipple firmly and she recoiled with the sting. He relaxed his fingers and rubbed her areole softly as Joel once more pushed inside her, this time going even deeper. Again, when Joel withdrew, Eric pinched, and then rubbed when Joel re-entered.

Each time Joel pushed inside, he went deeper.  The head of his cock lightly brushed the part inside her, where it could hurt. He grazed it enough to tantalize her. When he started to pull out again, she bore down on his cock.

“Oh, you like this, don’t you, girl?” he grunted. She looked up to him, her eyes shining and bit her lower lip.

“Please…” her voice was small. She couldn’t stop him. She was a piece of meat to him, nothing more. He was a piece of meat to her. And she wanted more. There was no good, no bad, no right or wrong; just her aching need. “Please!” she hissed.

His eyes flashed in pleasure and his lips curled. “As long as you’re asking nice.” He plunged into her as deep as he could, hitting that ‘Ow-ey’ spot with beautiful pain. He pulled back and did it again and again. Just when she was edging past pleasure and into pain, he withdrew a little and softly stroked her with his shaft.

Eric’s hand on her breast squeezed and kneaded like it was bread dough. Oh fuck, these guys were good. She glanced down and saw that Steve had moved over to Eric, giving him the same pleasure he had given Joel. Their eyes locked, while Steve’s hand lowered and he stroked his own stiff cock.

She whipped her head around when she felt Joel again grind into her. Oh Christ it was perfect. Her hips agreed, pulsing into him and away when it got too much.

Another climax began to well inside her. Deeper, inside her belly, the wave began to throb. Oh yes. She rode the wave in time with Joel’s strokes and Eric’s hand. Joel grabbed her ankles, hoisting them over his shoulders. She was spread open and helpless. Oh God, please let him finish good!

He panted, riding his own wave, lurched into her and raised himself on the balls of his feet at the last moment, his cock shoving into new places.. Oh God. She arched her hips to get it in just the right place… Oh God…

The wave inside her pulsed and crested, undulating and growing larger with each thrust of her hips and Joel’s. Oh God!

Joel’s face drew back into a tight mask, his lips pulled back from his teeth. She felt him tremble against her hips. Oh, he was coming, splattering up inside her!

“I’m almost there!” she croaked. “I’m…. almost….! His cock and her pussy. Her cunt.

Joel leaned forward bending her legs farther back. His breath became gasps then a low guttural cry as he fell over his edge into her.

The wave crashed into her with a tidal force, spewing over her again and again. She shut her eyes as tightly as she could against this force, but to no avail. The pleasure of her climax and the pain of his unyielding cock buried in her created a nova of experience. She grasped his shoulders as he rutted her like a boar, her fingernails clutching at his flesh.

With a wail, she fell into the nova, erupting in her own burst of color and heat. Her legs wrapped around his hips, heels digging in for dear life as he pounded into her, spurting and glistening within her.

She rode him as he rode her. The eternal moment, the forever and ever time of the powerful release ebbed away.  His head drooped, face buried in her neck, warm breath on her skin, strong arms wrapped around her. Her hands found the back of his head and held him just as firmly. She realized she was panting.

Together they inhaled deeply and shuddered. She inhaled deeply, relishing the scent of his cologne, musky with a floral background.

Joel lifted himself, and gave her a peck on her forehead. “One down, one to go...,” His smile was almost kind. A man who had just came like thunder was now a gentle Spring breeze.

He stepped away and Chuck now stood before her. Her feet were dangling over the edge of the table until he lifted them, locking his elbows under her knees and pulling her to him.

She readjusted her position, waiting for him. Chuck’s cock was considerably shorter than Joel’s. Even so, her eyes widened at its girth. It was as fat around as an ear of corn, precum already leaking out. None of her sex toys were as thick as this.

There was a film of sweat under Chuck’s lip. “Your husband gives great head, baby, now let’s see how this pussy is.” He was shorter than Joel, with a thicker body.

He wasted no time, he didn’t have to. Her motor was already humming, and Joel’s cum up inside her oozed from her slit. Chuck adjusted himself at her opening, and with a single shove filled and stretched her like never before.

His chubby cock was deceptive. It was as hard as any cock she’d ever experienced, like a brass plug that filled and stretched her walls. “I love sloppy seconds,” he said, “don’t have to waste any time getting you ready.”

Her pussy felt as stretched as her ass had been the night Steve fucked it, but without the burning. She opened her knees as wide as she could, trying to fit over his thickness. He didn’t have to move very much in and out, but like Joel had done, he rotated his waist with each thrust. But this was different, she was being ravished by a short baseball bat, pushing and stretching her walls to their limit. She clenched her teeth trying to fit him all in.

Glancing past Chuck, she watched Steve finish cleaning Joel’s cock, sucking on it like a starving man with a pork rib, smacking his lips with pleasure as his eyes watched her. Joel stepped away, and Eric placed his semi erect cock against her husband’s mouth. Steve gobbled on it greedily, one hand cupping Eric’s balls and his other, wandering to the man’s ass.

“Fuck you’re tight, baby.” Chuck brought her attention back to his thrusting.

“Fuck you’re thick!” She bucked her hips again, savoring the now delicious stretching.

She was well and truly stuffed as she watched Steve’s head bob and loudly suck on Eric’s shaft.

“Babe, you fuck me last, okay?” she called to him.

“Can’t get enough, can you?” Chuck grinned.

She looked up to him. “Not like I had a choice.  Come in me you bastard.” She grabbed him by his shoulders. He looked fat, but again it was deceptive. His flesh was as firm as the cock he had buried in her. She dug her nails in, urging him on. “Fuck mee!”

Chuck began to punch her in the pussy with his shaft. He pulled completely out of her with each stroke, and filled her again with each return. She got lost in the pattern of empty then stuffed, over and over. She slid her hand down and stroked her clit in time with each of Chuck’s thrusts.

She was primed and ready feeling another orgasm begin to build inside.  Her eyes closed and she chewed on her lower lip, bearing down as hard as she could on Chuck’s shaft, clenching her walls on him. It only served to spur him on, as again and again he pounded into her.

“Okay! Oh God!” Her eyes flew open as the orgasm exploded inside her. She began to babble and grunt. She wanted to rip his cock off at the root; she wanted him to split her open at the same time. She turned her head and through hooded eyes saw Steve’s head clamped in Eric’s hands, his mouth a hole as Eric quivered in his own orgasm.

As he climaxed, Eric’s hand clamped on her tit, tearing at it, shuddering in his own orgasm. At the same moment she felt Chuck’s cock expand in a flutter, spurting inside her, extending her own orgasm. She flopped back down to the tabletop, her entire being subsumed by the pleasure exploding outward. As Chuck emptied himself into her, she again panted through her own ecstasy.

He pulled out and her eyes flew open to see Steve standing between her legs, his cock thick and stiff. Wordlessly, he entered her and bent forward. Taking her face in one hand he leaned in to kiss her.

She opened her mouth and tasted a dollop of cum on his tongue. As he fucked her, she sucked his tongue, savoring the tang he had also enjoyed.

He straightened and continued to stroke in and out of her, letting her legs dangle off the table’s edge. She sat up and looked down. Oh wow…

His cock was slathered in the cum from her first two partners, the thick ooze running down her ass cheeks and glistening on the table top. She looked back up to him. “Oh wow…” She lay back again. “Put more in me, Steve, fill my hole with more, baby!”

He grasped her legs under each knee, lifted them, while his cock slithered and slathered in and out, making slurpy noises with each stroke. Looking past him, she saw the three invaders gathered, watching the two of them. Each of them wore a smirk of some sort.

“Hope I didn’t loosen her up too much for you!” Chuck said. She responded by clamping down again.

“She’s always tight, man,” said Steve. “And if she wasn’t, I’d fuck her asshole.” He continued to pound into her. He bent her legs back a little, to push and shove deeply.

There. Right. There! She felt him hitting that spot with a burning pleasure. The kind of pleasure of fresh baked bread on the tongue, hot and burning but so fucking goood…. She clasped her husband around the waist with her feet. The other men were raw in their lust. Steve’s lust was deeper, a craving for more. For all of her. Where the other men excited and aroused her, only Steve made her joyfully wanton.

Her libido spent, only a small climax flowed through her now. But tomorrow… She smiled and held on, urging her man to his own peak. This man…

He must have felt her thoughts, because before long, his whole body stiffened. He cupped her face in his hands as he spent himself within her.

They lay on the table clasped for a moment until Steve’s breath evened out. He lifted himself on his arms, looking down silently.

“Okay Steve, one more thing here!” said Joel sharply. Steve turned his head, and nodded with a small smile. He got off her, and Carl and Eric took a leg and slid her to the end of the table.

“Save some for everyone, Joel,” Steve said.

With a ‘humph’, Joel squatted down and fastened his mouth on her pussy, looking up in her eyes. He softly sucked on her pussy, his tongue caressing up inside her. After a moment, he stepped away to be replaced by Eric, then Chuck and finally Steve. Each man paying homage and sucking her pussy of the cum that had flooded her.

“Less filling, tastes great,” said Steve, wiping his mouth as he stood. Again he hugged Tara, holding her tightly as the three men donned their clothing.

“We’ll see ourselves out,” said Joel.

Tara released her hold on Steve and slipped off the table. She went first to Chuck, then Eric and finally Joel, embracing and kissing each of them. As she moved from one man to the next, Steve shook hands and hugged each one in turn.

Returning to Steve’s side, she said, “Guys, THAT was awesome.”

“Bit of a surprise, huh?” said Chuck.

“Are you kidding me? The masks were perfect for the first impression! I was so startled!” She elbowed Steve. “And I thought it was only going to be you and me rolling around on the couch!”

“Well, there’s always tomorrow for that,” said Steve. He tipped his head to the other men. “Your wives didn’t have a problem with this then, huh?”

Joel laughed. “They’re all waiting in the cars, man! They’re going to want to hear all about it!” He flicked his flannel shirt. “Construction worker was pretty easy, by my Linda’s got a thing for cops for her fantasy night.”

Steve grinned. “We’ll figure it out, don’t worry.”

Tara stifled a yawn. “I’m sorry, guys, but you really did wear me out.” She held out the skirt of her nightgown. “I got just enough energy to take another bath and I’m going to crash.”

The men said a final good night and Steve ushered them out the front door.

Cuddled together in bed, later Tara said, “That was awesome!” She rubbed his hand cupping her breast. “But honey, I’ve been thinking…”

“Uh oh.”

“No, I don’t have any fix it projects around the house. I was just wondering, how do we top this?”

Steve tucked into her. “I got some thoughts.”

“Are they dirty thoughts?” She couldn’t believe her hips were squirming again.

“Of course.”


FOUR
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Two months passed before Steve and Tara indulged again. After talking about it, they decided  their bi sexual explorations would be every other month, or ‘Bi-Monthly’ as Steve put it. Tara wasn’t crazy about the idea— if she wanted to do something, she wanted to do it now! Steve laughed at her; she had an impetuous streak that was for sure! He stuck to his guns, though, because he felt that if they overdid it, the experiences would lose the shine. More out of a sense of respect than agreement, Tara went along. 

On top of that, the week preceding their escapade, he proclaimed it to be ANOTHER ‘No Sex Diet’ week! She’d been patient and understanding, but he was really pushing the envelope. Steve had made all the plans, and they were going to indulge on Saturday night at a hotel downtown.

By Friday night Tara was climbing the walls with pent up desire and a blistering curiosity. All week long she asked about details, but Steve held her off.

“Don’t anticipate, participate,” was his reply to her questions, wearing a goddamn evil grin to boot.

GRRR! She hated yet loved it at the same damn time--the anticipation.

On Friday night, they were in bed, both looking forward to Saturday, their release from the ‘No Sex Diet’. They had both taken to wearing pajamas in bed during the week as laying next to each other naked, had proven to be just too damn much of a distraction. Steve wore the pants, and Tara wore the shirt as a nightgown.

Picking at the pocket of the pj top (why in the world men’s pajamas had any pockets was a mystery, but a shirt pocket was totally baffling), she asked “We’re all set for tomorrow night?”

“MmmHmm.”

She turned her head. “Aaand?”

“And what?” He looked at her wth wide eyes.

She pursed her lips and exhaled. “So, what’s on the menu?”

He chuckled. “I guess this is a bad time for me to play coy, huh?”

“Ya think?” She raised her hand. Oooh! If ever a man deserved a swat!

“Hey, hey, take it easy!” He held his hands up in surrender. “Okay. I was going to make it another surprise, but right now, maybe that’s a little dangerous.”

“For you, yeah!” She lowered her hand. “So…”

“So… I hired a professional.”

She dropped her head sideways, open mouthed. “A professional? As in a prostitute?”

“Yep. An ‘Escort’ is the general term.”

“Why on earth would you do that? I mean… aren’t our friends from the club good enough?”

Grinning like the Cheshire Cat, Steve crossed his arms behind his head and sat back against the headboard. “None of our friends have the attributes of the person I hired.”

Now this was confusing. “Steve… our friends from the club DO know how to fuck… what the hell are you driving at?”

Ignoring her, he continued. “And I didn’t want to go to an online dating site and go through the whole courtship process to meet someone.”

“Courtship.”

“You know what I mean.”

She nodded.

“This escapade’s going to be sort of new, so for now I decided to do it this way.” He sat up. “And besides, honey, between looking after the baby, our families, and both our vanilla and Lifestyle friends, do we really have the time to expand our social circle? When all we’re looking for is shits and giggles anyway?”

Well, he did have a point. She shrugged again in a kinda sorta, I guess so way.

“Now you got me even more curious. What’s so special about this girl anyway? I mean, I assume it’s a woman…”

“Well, she has a nice rack, nice ass… hang on.” He reached over and grabbed his cell phone. He played with it for a moment, and turned back to Tara. “What do you think?”

It was a photo of a beautiful woman, about 30 years old, reclining beside a pool. She had long black hair that fell past her shoulders to her bustline, and wore a black bikini complimenting her dusky skin. She faced the camera, her lips in a half smile. And oh God, they were such luscious lips. Full and rich, with a bright, red gloss. Tara’s belly fluttered thinking of kissing and nibbling on such a succulent mouth.

“What do you think?” Steve asked.

“What’s her name?”

“Coco.”

Hmmm…. Looking at Coco’s almond eyes, the name fit. “She’s gorgeous.” She looked sideways to him. “But I thought we were going to have a guy, why did you change your mind?”

“Let’s just say I’m meeting you half way.”

“What the hell does THAT mean?”

The Cheshire Cat returned. “Don’t anticipate, participate.”

GRRR!

On Saturday night, Grandma was at the house to look after the baby, and they headed downtown. Steve had booked a room at the Marriot Suites and when they entered the room, Tara nodded in approval. It was spacious with a king size bed on the opposite wall by the windows, a dinette table and two chairs, and a sofa. It wasn’t the typical love seat, and probably held a pull out couch as well. Steve stepped over to the bar fridge and loaded it with a couple bottles of wine, a six pack of beer, and some Red Bull.

He took out a few bottles of harder stuff and lined up scotch, rum and vodka on top of the fridge.

Tara eyed him questioningly.

“I don’t know what Coco drinks,” he responded.

“You couldn’t send a text?”

He laughed. “Well, maybe, but what the hell—what we don’t use we’ll either stock at home or donate to the club.” He stood and glanced at his watch. “Well, I think we should start getting ready.”

He had packed all their clothes for the evening, and when he handed Tara her garment bag she was somewhat surprised at the outfit he picked for her. No sexy dress? Instead he packed her black pants-suit from work. What the hell? Removing it from the bag she noticed that he had tried to sex it up a little with the see through camisole, and three inch pumps. Even so, this was the least sexy outfit she had ever worn on a Date Night, let alone a night that had anything to do with the Lifestyle.

Steve was dressed just as conservatively, in his black suit.

Later, when they got into the taxi, Steve leaned over the seat and told the driver their destination in such a quiet voice that she couldn’t overhear it.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Don’t anticipate…” Never, in the history of marriage had a man ever deserved a swat more.

The taxi went deeper downtown, on the lower west side of the city, to the area where the nightlife was the most vibrant. Bars, restaurants and dance clubs lined both sides of the street for a stretch of six blocks. At the end of the strip, there was a nightclub with a blinking marquee named ‘Mary’s Munchies and Booze’. Underneath the blinking lights, in movie house lettering was the message ‘Saturday TGirl Night!’

There was a fenced off patio with about twenty tables, all occupied, so many patrons were forced to stand. When they got out of the cab, Tara could hear pulsing dance music coming through the plate glass windows. Male servers, in tight t-shirts and jeans maneuvered deftly through the crowded patio.

The crowd, including the serving staff, was already knee deep in the hoopla. Peals of laughter bubbled out of the loud drone of so many conversations.

Tara looked the crowd over. TGirl Night, eh?

One woman, who was at least six feet tall, was a perfect copy of Liza Minnelli, from the short bobbed hair style, to the stretch pant leggings. Her makeup was a perfect reproduction of what Liza had worn in Cabaret.

‘Liza’ was chatting with a striking African American woman in a blonde wig that hung straight down to her waist. She was holding a martini glass, and her hand had manicured nails that had to be at least an inch long.

There were men there too, and Steve wasn’t the only guy who was in a jacket and tie.

She peered closely at one man, who was short and slender. She realized his mustache was painted on and it dawned on her that less than half of the people there had actually dressed to their gender.

She shook her head. She had never been to a nightclub like this before. All the people here were having a blast.

“What do you think?” asked Steve. “Care to join the party?”

“Are you kidding? Let’s get in there!” She grabbed his arm and they entered the patio.

“Hang on a second.” Steve took out his phone and tapped out a quick text message. Before he could put it back in his pocket, a reply buzzed in. He read it, and scanned the patio.

“There she is!” he said. “Let’s go and say hi.” Taking Tara by the hand, he snaked their way through the crowd to the far side of the terrace.

She saw Coco sitting at a small table. It was like Scarlett O’Hara in the opening of ‘Gone With The Wind’, with two men sitting close to her, vying for her attention. They were seated opposite her, leaning in.

Coco looked up at Tara, and their gaze fused and sparked--Tara stopped and gasped. She felt Coco’s attention envelop her, like she was reading her mind. Her mouth opened a bit from the impact, and when it did, Coco smiled and licked her lips.

Turning away from Tara, back to her suitors, she said. “Now, I told you both that you are wonderful boys, but my date’s arrived. You know I was holding these seats for them. So why don’t you be gentlemen and scoot, so I can have fun with my friends?”

Like a pair of twelve year olds, the men  moaned ‘Awww, c’mon!’ in one voice. Coco held up her hand. “You are gentlemen, are you not?”

With a shuffle and another groan, the men rose from their seats. The taller of the two held his hand out to Steve. “You’re one lucky son of a bitch, man. She’s charming.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “And hot!  Have a great time.”

Steve did a fist bump with the guy and they left.

As soon as they departed, Coco stood up. Wearing a blue lamé mini dress, she was as attractive as she had appeared in the photo. Although she was a little taller than Tara, her slight build gave her an impression of being petite. 

“I’m so excited to meet you guys!” she said. Her voice had a touch of an Asian accent; Tara wasn’t sure if it was Filipino or Indonesian. Either way, it added to her exotic aura, and fit her almond shaped eyes. She was beautiful. Coco reached out and gave Tara, and then Steve, hugs. They all sat down.

They started chatting as if they’d known each other for years instead of just minutes. Coco was adept at putting them at ease. Tara was surprised that the atmosphere of this meet up was so similar to the ‘meet and greets’ she and Steve had partaken in, since getting into the Lifestyle. It didn’t have the feel of an escort with clients that she assumed would happen.

There was an atmosphere of sensuality among the three of them right from the start. There was no question that the three of them were going to play, only a matter of how soon. That difference in timbre of this meet-up added a layer of excitement.

They had two rounds of drinks, and Coco sat back and looked to each of them and asked “Well? Who’s going to dance with me first?”

“Who would you like to dance with first?” Steve smiled.

“Oh that’s easy!” She stood and took Tara’s hand. “Let’s go, honey, I love this song.” Tara didn’t know the song that was playing, but the steady sensual beat was more than enough for her to stand and follow Coco into the nightclub and onto the dance floor.

When they got there, Coco turned and took Tara into her arms, pressing her close. Tara raised her arms encircling Coco’s neck, and Coco nuzzled into the side of her face. Feeling the other woman’s face next to hers was like moth near a candle; Tara felt instant heat rise. As the music took them, they swayed in time to the beat and quickly the dance turned into desire.

Tara arched her neck, pulling her head back just as Coco pulled back as well. Their faces close, Tara stared at Coco’s mouth. What the hell. She leaned in and kissed her.

At the first touch of Coco’s mouth, like a candle doused with gasoline, a swell exploded inside Tara’s head and through her body. When her tongue entered Coco’s mouth, she found a warm welcome as Coco’s tongue undulated under and over hers.

Tara dropped her hands from Coco’s shoulders and stroked, first her back, then lower and lower to her ass. She pulled on her sumptuous roundness, clasping. The women stood still on the dance floor, grinding their bodies against each other, pulsing in time to the music.

As the first song faded and the next song cued up, Tara broke the kiss.

“Whoa… I need some air,” she said.

“I need more than that, sugar,” Coco smiled and took Tara’s hand, leading her back out to the patio where Steve waited.

“Let’s go,” said Tara. The No Sex Diet was so over!

Steve grinned, stood and polished off his drink. He held out his hands and the two ladies, each took one. Tara could see the bulge in Steve’s pants that complimented her own dampness. And he hadn’t even hit the dance floor!

As they left the terrace, Steve’s arms circled the ladies’ waists; his hands, resting at the top of their butts drawing small circles that made Tara shiver. Both she and Coco put their arms around him as they navigated through the crowd and into the street.

They hopped into one of the cabs lined up outside and Steve gave the driver the hotel’s name, asking him to hurry.

“I’ll get you there as quick as I can, mister. You can do whatever you want back there, just don’t stain the seats,” he looked into the rear view mirror and grinned. “I pick up a lot of customers here, if you know what I mean.”

“Then let’s get this party started, baby!” Coco sat between Steve and Tara. She hiked her legs over each of them, and spread wide, skirt pulled up to her waist. Her hand drifted to her crotch. “You two have me sooo hot!” Sensuously and slowly, her fingers danced along her crotch.

When Tara placed her hand on top, Coco slid her hand out, giving Tara full access.

“Oh. My. God!” She had expected to feel Coco’s damp mons through the panties, but instead her fingers fondled a semi rigid cock! Tara leaned forward to look at Steve, her mouth hanging down in shock.

“Surrrprise!” He laughed.

Oh God. She turned back to Coco. “You’re…”

“The best of both worlds honey.” She placed her hands on her chest. “I bought the boobs and kept the tool. I’m all the man and all the woman you guys will need!” Tara’s hand was still on Coco’s crotch. “Now why don’t you keep on getting to know me?” She pushed her hips up gently.

Tara stared at Coco. She hadn’t been able to tell from looking at her that this woman would have a cock. She felt it thicken under her hand. This was going to definitely be a night to remember…

She had fantasized about being with a Transgendered woman… well, a ‘mostly’ transgendered woman, but had never mentioned it to her husband. Up until this moment, she thought such an idea was too far out there for him to handle. And yet, in some way, he had picked up on it.

Or, maybe, even better, it was his own secret he was letting out of the bag.

Still fondling Coco’s cock, she leaned over to Steve. “This… is awesome!”

“Phew. I was hoping you’d dig it, hon; but it was a risk.”

She gave Coco a squeeze. “This’ll just be our little secret then.” She leaned over and kissed her.

Breaking off the kiss, her hand snaked under the fabric of Coco’s panties, and pulled her cock free. She stroked it softly, up and down. It wasn’t a big one; she’d be able to easily get it all down her throat.

“You trying to milk some out, honey?” cooed Coco.

“Yes,” Tara stared down at the cock.

Steve’s hand had slipped into the bodice of Coco’s dress and he kneaded her breasts. Tara looked up to see that the intensity on his face matched her own. This was too fucking hot…

Coco’s arm snaked around Tara, pulling her close. “Oh yeah, girl, play with my meat.” She pushed her hand into Tara’s jacket and squeezed Tara’s breast. “Oh, these are so cute…” she sighed, “and real…”

When the taxi drew to a stop at a red light, Tara glanced into the rear view mirror, and watched the cabbie’s eyes looking back. She licked her lips and slid off her seat onto the floor of the cab. The driver adjusted the mirror to be able to watch them better. Good. She winked at him and turned back to Coco.

Half squatting on the floor of the cab, with Coco’s stiff cock in her hand, she lowered her head to take it into her mouth. But before she did, her gaze flitted to her husband and saw him watching her. Good. Just the way it should be. She blew him a kiss, and then opened her mouth, to take the shaft inside.

She was surprised as her tongue lolled over the skin of his shaft. It tasted almost lemony! Keeping Coco’s cock in her mouth, she looked up, her eyes asking the question.

“That’s right, baby, I taste as sweet as I look,” Coco grinned. “It’s a cucumber and lemon body rub I always put on before a date.”

“I like it,” Tara said, pulling Coco’s cock away for a second. She popped it back into her mouth and rolled her tongue over the head before sucking more of it in.. Just as she thought, she could fit the entire shaft in her throat without having to ease through the gag reflex. She steadied herself with her hands on the seat as the taxi resumed moving.

She heard the whirr of Steve’s fly lowering. Looking up, she saw Coco pull his thick cock out and stroke it. Steve settled back, his hips pulsing into Coco’s hand.

“Okay, you guys, thanks for the show.” The driver pulled up to the curb in front of the hotel. They tucked themselves back in and got out, with Steve paying the fare.

In the elevator they drew into each other, pawing and fondling. They didn’t even look up when the car came to a stop and another guest got on. When they got to their floor, they exited, still clutching at each other and giggling.

As soon as they entered the room, Steve pushed Coco onto the bed mattress, squatted down, and pulled her panties off. He stood and looked down at her.

“Play with yourself, baby.” His voice was a low rumble and he started to stroke himself through his pants.

Lying back on the bed with her legs akimbo, Coco touched her cock, tentatively, teasing at first and then massaging it in her palm.

“You like watching me, honey?” She asked.

“Yeah, I do. You’re our first Transgendered girl.”

Tara clicked a button, and music filled the air. She stepped next to Steve, unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out. She rested her head on his chest and stroked him, both of them staring at Coco as she pleasured herself.

“This is so fucking hot, Steve,” Tara purred.

“Yeah.” His hand was on her ass, rubbing it firmly.

They took off their clothes, tossed them into the corner and naked,, they stepped onto the bed, with Coco between them.

“Let’s get you out of this, honey.” Tara tugged at Coco’s dress, slipped it off and put it on the night table.

Coco stretched out on the bed, writhing in time to the music. Her hands stroked and rubbed her body, squeezing her tits, rubbing her stomach and stroking her stiff cock as they watched. Her breasts were small, perfectly proportioned to her slender frame, her nipples dark and swollen.

Tara wondered if she was on hormones— that nice layer of flesh on her hips.

“My turn.” Steve shifted to lay on Coco and lowered himself onto his elbows. Grabbing her by the back of her head, he lunged for her mouth.

Tara sat back on her heels watching. Their bodies writhed on top of each other, their mouths feeding. Steve’s hips began to grind into Coco’s, and Tara tilted her head, watching their hardening cocks, glide up and down each other, trying to fuck each other’s belly. Tara’s hand found its way to her crotch and she rubbed her clit softly.

Breaking the kiss, Steve swung around so that his head was at Coco’s crotch. Tara watched as her husband popped Coco’s cock into his mouth, and holding a couple of fingers around the base, began to give her head.

Not to be outdone, Coco reached over, looped her arm over Steve’s hips and pulled him closer, to suck cock as well.

Tara watched and felt her first orgasm of the night begin to flutter in her belly.

Steve lifted his leg, straining forward to lick from the tip of the cock, down the thick vein on the underside, to the balls and past to Coco’s asshole. He rimmed Coco’s ass with thick wads of spit.

Oh God… When Steve pushed a finger up inside Coco’s asshole, Tara’s first orgasm flooded through her pussy. She bore down her thumb stroked her clit as she slid two fingers inside her damp hole watching her man finger fuck Coco.

“MMmmhhhh” Her heart hammered in her chest. “Oh yeah…”

Steve was getting close to the edge; Tara saw Coco pull away from his cock and start to pump it. A thick pearl of clear pre cum oozed out, and Coco licked the tip of Steve’s shaft, making him squirm and tremble.

“I want more than just your finger up my ass, baby,” Coco called down to him.

“Okay, fellows, take a break,” said Tara. “I want to try something.”

They broke their embrace and rolled apart.

“Steve, suck Coco off.” She said.

Coco lay back against the bed’s headboard and Steve climbed between her legs, took her cock in his hand. He put it in his mouth and once more he sucked it.

Coco looked at Tara. “You want me to come in his mouth, baby?”

Steve groaned.

“Yeah, Coco, but save some for me. You can come twice in a night, can’t you?”

Pushing her hips into Steve’s mouth, she said “Only twice? No problem, baby. I’m a professional!”

“Good!” Tara stepped to the bed’s night table where Steve had left their ‘playtime accessory bag’. She rooted around and took out the bottle of lube and a vinyl examination glove. Snapping the glove on, she lubed her middle finger.

They had tried this once when Steve masturbated. She was just able to reach into his prostrate. He’d come like thunder that night. Tonight though, she was just going to tease him a little. With all the teasing he had put her through the last week, payback’s a bitch.

Steve and Coco were pushing and grinding, sucking and slurping together in the tango that is a good blow job. Steve’s head was bobbing up and down in a three stroke fast, two stroke slow rhythm, and Coco was pushing into his mouth in perfect time.

Her voice provided the lyrics as Steve sucked her off. “Oh yeah, Stevie, you suck like you were born to it… right there, yeah, lick the edge of my knob, honey… oh yeah….”

Tara slipped behind Steve. Her finger in the lubed glove, pressed into his anus. He startled for a second, and she paused, but maintained the pressure.

When he moaned, ‘Mmmm’ she resumed pushing her middle finger in, past the first knuckle, pausing for a few seconds and then all the way in.

She moved her finger until she found the walnut sized package; rubbed it in the same fashion she would rub her own clit. She stepped closer until she was beside Steve, reaching around to his crotch, she stroked his shaft.

She looked up to see Coco stroking Steve’s head, cooing at him, his face in a smile as he looked at her.

Steve released Coco’s cock from his mouth and turned his head to look back at her.

“Oh baby, that’s sooo fucking good!” he gasped. “Keep doing me!” He turned back to Coco’s cock, stroking it back into his mouth. His hips rocked back and forth on her hands, caught up in the pleasure of her finger stroking deep inside and her hand rubbing his cock.

Coco squeezed her eyes shut. “Oh honey, oh honey, I’m getting there! Don’t stop baby!” Her hands clutched Steve’s scalp, as she thrust her cock into his mouth.

Steve’s head pulled back for a second. “Give it to me, baby! Come in my mouth, bitch!” He dove back down onto Coco’s shaft.

His hips swayed in Tara’s hands. Still finger fucking him with one hand, with her other she rolled her wrist while, squeezing and stroking his cock..

“Oh baby fuck!” Coco pushed Steve’s head up and down on her cock, her thighs quivering as she climaxed, spurting into his mouth.

Coco’s orgasm pushed Steve over the edge. He bucked and thrust in Tara’s hands. When his ass cheeks clenched, she pushed her finger as deeply into him as possible, stretching as far as she could.

“Fuck your ass! Come you cock!” Tara’s cry was rewarded with a thick stream from her husband’s cock. It jetted out in one, two, then a third long spurt that shot past her hand, splattering against Coco’s legs.

She continued to fuck his ass and stroke his cock as both of her partners gasped and panted in ecstasy.

Steve raised his head from Coco’s cock and began to lick and nibble it while Coco stroked his head, softly babbling. Tara felt the last of Steve’s cum drizzle across her hand. She pulled her finger from his ass, and with her other hand she painted Coco’s luscious mouth with Steve’s spunk.

Coco opened her mouth and sucked Tara’s dripping fingers, licking the glistening wetness. 
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While Coco cleaned her hand, Tara leaned forward and kissed her husband, tasted the remaining cum in his mouth. The three of them kissed and fondled each other for a few moments, as Tara planned their next go.

She stripped the glove from her hand and tossed it over the side of the bed. Stepping closer to Coco, she bent to suck her breast. Coco’s breasts were petite, the size of small oranges, as softly flexible as her own. Her mouth trailed over Coco’s nipples, swollen like they had been stung by bees. The nipple was just a bump at the top, not like the buttons of Tara’s boobs. She worked her mouth from the left to the right one and back again, leaving a wet path of kisses.

Her hand wandered down Coco’s stomach, flicking the navel before taking the Ladyboy’s flaccid cock in her hand.

She lifted her head from Coco’s breast. “Do you have enough to go one more time?”

Coco smiled. “Hon, I can go again and again. I’m only 26!” She wasn’t lying; Tara felt the flesh in her hand begin to grow turgid.

Looking over at her husband, she asked the same question with her eyes.

Steve rose to his knees, and brought his cock to her mouth. “With a little help, I think I could rise to the occasion.” 

She took his cock into her mouth and languidly sucked the knob, rerolled her tongue across the sensitive underside. Again, she was rewarded with the shaft becoming thick. Good!

She adjusted her position so that she could suck on each cock by just turning her head, alternated from one to the other until both were stiff.

“What would you like, baby?” Steve’s fingers stroked her head..

“I want to be fucked in my cunt by a woman.”

“Then I’m just the girl for you!” Coco sat up while Tara shifted to recline on the bed.  She spread her legs and Coco was soon between them.

Coco held her cock, grazed it over Tara’s outer lips, and pressed it down onto her clit causing Tara to sigh at the exquisite sensation.

Then down through the slippery folds to Tara’s opening, pushing into her cunt.

“Oh yesss…”

Coco lifted Tara’s legs, straddling them over her elbows. Until she was open wide. Coco stroked in and out in a steady rhythm, gyrated her hips when she was fully embedded.

Tara’s torso raised, her hand grasped Coco’s tits and her mouth opened to nurse it as Coco fucked her. The sensation was electric. That lemony taste of Coco’s skin in her mouth, the cock gliding in and out of her aching pussy… Tara trembled in ecstasy and bit down a little on Coco’s flesh, eliciting an ‘Ahhh!’

Releasing Coco’s nipple from her mouth, she turned to Steve and murmured. “Honey, find a place to put that cock.”

Taking the cue, Steve squatted behind Coco. He had a small bottle of liquid lube in his hand. He smeared his cock, then drizzled a small stream down the crack of Coco’s ass. His finger dragged the slippery liquid over her asshole to ensure she was slick and ready.

Coco paused and looked down into Tara’s eyes. “Oh honey, I hoped this was going to happen!”

Tara watched Coco grit her teeth as her asshole accepted the head of Steve’s cock. “Hold it a second, lover,” she grunted, “you got a huge tool! Give me a second to relax.”

After a couple of beats Coco’s face cleared. “Okay, I’m ready.”

Steve pushed into her and her mouth opened, eyes squeezed shut. “Ahhh! Yeah baby! Oh fucking yeah! Do me with that thang!”

Coco’s ass wriggled backwards into Steve’s cock, leaving Tara empty. When Coco bottomed out on Steve, she pushed forward, filling Tara again--her own asshole pulling away from Steve. “Let me set the pace for minute, okay guys?”

“Sure, baby.” Tara’s pussy was full and sucking the tits of the person fucking her was blowing her mind. It was the best of any of her Swinging experiences combined with the best of anything she’d done so far with a woman. She ground her hips into Coco’s cock, bearing down on it with her kegels.

“Ohh…Tara, that’s so nice…” Coco started to thrust back and forth again.

Tara turned her head to see Steve’s reflection in the dresser mirror beside the bed. He had his hands clutched around Coco’s hips, and was pulling and pushing in time with her thrusts.

He must have felt her gaze, because he looked up into the mirror and their eyes met. He bit his lower lip and nodded. “This is awesome, baby.”

“Oh God, yes.”

When Coco said the exact same words, the two of them laughed.

Coco lowered her head to Tara’s and maintaining the same rhythm the two women kissed deeply, their tongues entwining. Tara pulled back just a little, to nibble on Coco’s luscious, beautiful, full lips.

Her hand massaged and kneaded Coco’s breast while her other hand held Coco’s hip, pulling her as deep into her cunt as she could. She felt the beginning of an orgasm start in her belly.

“Oh God, it’s starting…oh fuck...”

Her words inspired her two partners. Steve thrust harder into Coco, pushed his cock deep into her asshole, the momentum forcing Coco’s cock deeper inside Tara. Coco pushed back, rolled her hips, and her cock glazed a different spot on Tara’s inner wall.

Tara felt the swell of her climax overcome her.

“Oh yeah! Oh baby! Fill my hole, bitch! Fill her ass with your cum, Steve! Oh! Yes! Yes!”

Her legs, pinioned over Coco’s elbows, thrashed and her ankles fluttered.

“She’s coming, Coco. Let’s nail this cunt!” Steve buried his cock into Coco as deep as it could go. Grasping the Ladyboy around the middle, he clamped them both together and began to fuck his wife with Coco’s cock. One of his hands slithered between them and gently squeezed Coco’s balls.

Coco braced her arms on the bed. “Oh day-um! Fuck me! Fuck you!” Her cock swung in and out of Tara as Steve resumed pistoning in and out of her ass.

The strength and passion of the two—her man and her Ladyboy was too much for Tara. She was flung from on high, through the clouds as her climax burst inside her brain in a rocket blast of orange white.

“Come, baby, come baby!” she babbled, her vision obscured by the sheets of orange white flame.

Coco and Steve grunted as one mad rutting beast, their cocks again gushing love cream. Gasping and writhing, they exploded through their own orgasms.

Coco’s arms bent and the three of them lay together on the bed, squirming and writhing together, squeezing the last nectars of pleasure out of this trinity of orgasms.
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They lay entangled, gasping and oozing as a single being. Coco’s back was straight as she rested on her elbows; otherwise Tara would have been suffocated. Steve lay across Coco’s back, kissing it while he stroked her breasts. Tara took Coco’s face in her hands and this time kissed her sweetly.

“That was fantastic, Coco,” she said quietly. “Thank you so much!”

“Oh baby…”

They lay together for a few more moments.

Steve rose, his now flaccid cock had already slipped out of Coco. “I think we could all use a shower.”

In the shower, the three of them soaped and washed each other, and then dried one another off.

Tara tried to put one of the hotel’s robes on Coco’s shoulders but was waved off.

“Can you stay the night?” asked Tara.

“No, honey, that wouldn’t be right.” She gave Tara a peck on the cheek. “But thanks for the offer, it means a lot.”

“You’re welcome to if you’d like,” Steve added, taking his cue from Tara.

“No, hon, you two guys need some ‘you’ time.” Coco gave him a peck on the cheek. “But it’s sweet of you both to offer.”

They helped her get dressed and walked her to the door.

“Call me anytime. You guys are fun.” She gave them each a kiss again, and was gone.

Steve and Tara had a nightcap in silence, drinking the scotch quickly and climbed into bed.

They spooned, naked with Steve’s hand cradling Tara’s tummy.

“Wow…” she said.

“Yeah.”

“How did you know I’d go along with it?” There, it was out in the open.

“I didn’t. I told Coco that if this was too much for you, you’d say red, and she could go home.” His hand pressed into her tummy. “Don’t tell me I read you wrong. You didn’t take one for the team, did you?”

She giggled. “Have I ever done that?”

“No.”

“I thought it was awesome!”

“Me too.”

“And we’ve never spent the night in bed with a Lifestyle play partner… but I didn’t want Coco to feel she had to leave, you know?”

“Yeah.”

She snuggled her butt into Steve and kept moving her hips until she felt him stir again.

“Think we could do it again?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, I’d like that.”

Rolling over, she grasped his cock, felt it start to thicken. What the hell, one more time was great for her, if he was up for it. She stroked his shaft and asked. “And what would happen that time?”

His hands rose to her shoulders and he pushed gently, urging her head down to his crotch.

“That’s a secret.”

The End

Author’s Note:

Something extraordinary can happen when people in a relationship become curious about one another’s fantasies. When curiosity leads to disclosure that is accepted without judgment nor guilt, new vistas of pleasure open up. Exploring these new flavors can be a little scary; but then nothing worthwhile comes without risk, no?

And at the end of it all, after the gasping and shivers of pleasure pass…the bond is deeper. If that’s not a win-win, what that heck is?

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...
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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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