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(A Bisexual Transgender Fantasy of Hotwife Sharing)


About This Book:

All it took was a taste…

Tara had always been straight. Even though she and her husband Steve are swingers, she’d never been attracted to women. Never. She always enjoyed playing the role of a slutty wife. Letting him share her with other guys was always a turn on for both of them. But the idea of playing with a woman? That was wife sharing she didn’t want any part of.

Until Dawn.

For Steve’s birthday, Tara and her friend Dawn play a sexy game and let him watch. He thought it was hot!

It was just supposed to be fun and games. But it wasn’t. Not for Tara.

Her body’s visceral response to Dawn’s touch is astonishing. Dawn brings her to a mind shattering climax and velvet bliss. It had always been wonderful with Steve and the guys… but Dawn has torn open a doorway to something entirely new. Something she’s never experienced before. This brings wife sharing to a whole new level! What took her so long?

She wants more. No, she needs more.

Now she’s consumed by a lesbian fantasy. At work, Joanie always flirted with her only to be brushed off. Now Tara can’t get her out of her mind! How would Steve feel to be made a cuckold by a woman? How can she even tell Steve about her new desires?

If she goes down this road, where will it end? Should she tell him? Or keep this a secret?

This secret—will it enflame her marriage? Or destroy it?

Three scorching episodes of a passionate couple exploring and tasting the other side of the menu!

Author’s Note

In this book, some of my characters do not practice safe sex and have no consequences. Please understand that this is a novel, and not an endorsement of such behavior. In real life, play often, and always play safe!
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Episode 1: What Took Me So Long?
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As they had every time for the last five visits to The G-Spot, Steve held the door open to the entrance. As Tara walked past her gallant husband, he took her arm for a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d be too shy,” said Tara.

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

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

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

“Melt down?” Tara and Steve said together.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yup,” said Steve.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What happened?” asked Steve.

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

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

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

“How?” asked Tara.

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

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

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

“That must have went over well.”

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

“You’re kidding!”

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

“Oh!”

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

“What happened to the guy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh?”

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

“How do you know that?” asked Tara.

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

“Baby steps before leaping in,” said Tara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tara climbed up onto the bench and laid back.

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

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

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

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

“Fire away, maestro!”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

Thanks for all the help, Steve!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tara shuddered again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The crowd around the table burst into applause.

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

“Did you like it, honey?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

Bullshit. He had never seen Tara come like that!

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

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

“Hey…” he said softly.

“Hey…”

“You okay?”

“I think so…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why should I be jealous?”

She bit her lower lip, hesitant.

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

“Yes, but…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

“Oh. Okay then, maybe…”

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

“Hey…” he cuddled her more.

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

Steve laughed. “That is a switch!”

***

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

They were so damn considerate to each other.

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

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

“Thank you…” whispered Tara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know him?”

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

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

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

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

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

“But…”

“Hey, hon… to each their own, right?”

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

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

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

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

“Is she rich or something?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re sure?” she asked.

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

“I’m so turned on right now, Dawn!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like that, Tara…” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yesss….”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yeahhhh!” she cried out.

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

That did it.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At the counter, Tara found herself checking Joanie out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her pussy tingled again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And her pussy was on fire!

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

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

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

Her tongue came out and slowly licked her lower lip.

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

“Why not?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

“What sort of fantasies?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aaannd…” Steve’s eyes were bright.

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

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

He groaned.

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

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

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

“With her shirt unbuttoned…”

“No bra?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Howww?” he groaned.

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

She waited a beat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tara stiffened. She rolled over, facing him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d rather we did it together.”

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

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

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

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

And drifted off to sleep.

The End of Episode 1

Episode 2: What’s Good For The Goose…

[image: Swinger Secrets 2 FINAL for Amazon (Large).jpg]


SIX

[image: Chapter Glyph copy.jpg]

“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 lady’s 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 socialble, 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 aeroles 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 strenghth 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.
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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 tete a tete 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.”
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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 slilicone 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 genltly 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.
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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 of Episode 2


Episode 3: Time For Dessert
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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…
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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.
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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.”
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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

The first time I ever went down on a woman was because I knew it would blow my husband’s mind. Little did I realize that the taste and pleasure of being with her would turn my world upside down! I remember being at work the Monday after that incredible weekend… I kept checking out the women I saw, for the first time in my life undressing them mentally.

And it hasn’t stopped yet! Yipeee!

That weekend that was the inspiration for this book.

Thank you for reading this book. Hopefully, you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews help struggling authors get their books in front of more readers. More importantly, an honest opinion from readers like YOU are a tremendous help for other readers when making their decisions! If for any reason, this book missed the mark for you, please accept my apologies. Many many hours went into its creation and all I can say is "I did my best." If you want to let me know where it fell short, there will be no bad feelings on my part, I promise. I will take your feedback to heart, and try to improve—if not on this one, then certainly on the next. 

As always, I would thank my husband ‘Spike’. Together we have had some wonderful adventures, always with great laughter. I would also thank ‘Mrs. B.’ you know who you are— you were my first, and you made it a memorable experience!

And because last is often the place of honor, I thank you, dear reader. I hope you enjoyed this story as much as I did writing it. May you days be joyous and bright, and your nights passionate and comforting.

Always,

[image: Mia Sig copy.jpg]

Turn the page for a great offer for a free book!

Mia’s Readers Club!

Hi there! You read the whole book and checked out this part at the end!

Thanks for reading my work!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

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 I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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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!

The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three 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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