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TAKE A BREATH
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Tina’s story so far…

Tina and Ken have been a couple for thirteen years, since her first year at college. Now in her 30’s, she has a successful career, a good husband, and an ordinary middle class life. So what if Ken was only the third man she ever slept with?

One night they watched a movie titled ‘An Indecent Marriage’, a scorching film about a woman who wakes up from her sedate life. In the course of the film, she lets go of any sexual repressions and inhibitions. With the support and encouragement of her husband, Tina can’t help but see herself in this movie … what has she been missing?

When she tells her husband some of her fantasies, their sex life flames like never before. Unfortunately, Ken misreads the situation, and pushes too hard and too fast, which results in a huge fight. When they reconcile, Tina’s best friend and mentor, Laurie, shares some of her own experiences which gives Tina a different perspective. With her change of heart, Tina and Ken have a great time at Venus and Mars a Swingers Club.

The group they play with at the Club are fun people, but for Tina it’s not enough. As much fun as Swinging is, there’s a piece to the puzzle still missing. She’s missed out on being pursued. On being seduced. She wants to indulge with different partners, but is too timid to take any steps. She needs someone to push her. Someone to make her cross the line.

She meets just the right sort of man at work. Brett’s a consultant brought in on a major project Tina’s overseeing. In addition to being a consummate IT professional, he’s not shy about his attraction for her. Nor is he a timid lover—he takes control; and in so doing, frees Tina from her own inner limitations.

This new situation in their marriage has also been a revelation for Ken. Being married to a Hotwife is an enormous turn-on for him—his wife coming home to him after being with some guy is an aphrodisiac he never knew existed.

Tina’s crossed a line. From a controlled, almost prudish sex life to one of wanton abandon.

In this final episode, we see just how wanton Tina can be!

***

Take A Breath

WITH A GROAN OF EFFORT, Dan Malto shoved at the barbell above him, and placed it on the rack. Wow. Six reps at two hundred pounds—a personal best.

“Yeah motherfucker!” he gasped as he stayed on his back on the weight bench staring at the steel assembly above him. He was the only member in the equipment room. Sure, maybe he was a little foolish trying for a new record without a spotter, but the gym was deserted at 1:00 am, so what could you do?

He pulled himself up to a sitting position and grabbed his water bottle and drained it. With his other hand he took his towel and mopped the sweat off his face. He had gone at it hard tonight, for sure. He’d sleep like a baby when he got back to his place.

He dropped his towel to the floor and patted his stomach. “Not much longer for you, old friend,” he snickered. Forty years old, and already he’s talking to himself. But ‘The Gut’ needed its comeuppance. He had watched it swell since he turned 30. From a little paunch, to a pot belly, and by the time he took out his membership at Fit ForEvah Gym, it had swollen to a fully fledged gut. When he caught it in the mirror he dubbed it ‘The Gut’.

In the last three months it had shrunk a lot. There was still some left, but he was winning that battle at least!

He was facing the entrance door when she walked in. He didn’t know her name, but he had seen her there a couple of times. She gave him a quick smile of recognition as she approached the weight benches.

What the hell a woman like her was doing pressing weights was beyond him. Blondie had a figure more suited to yoga or gymnastics than body building; she was slender and not very tall. He searched his brain—petite; that’s it. And with that pageboy blonde hairstyle, she could easily audition for Peter Pan.

“Hey,” she said as she walked up to where he was sitting. “Not very busy here tonight, huh?” She glanced around the weight room.

He gave a small shrug. “It’s Friday night, after 1:00 in the morning. Not a big surprise.”

She stood in front of him with her fingers clasped. She didn’t make eye contact when she said, “I was wondering if you could do me a favor.”

“What’s up?” She had his undivided attention, because Dan realized that she wasn’t wearing anything under her slouchy t-shirt; two dots poked at the fabric where it draped over her nipples.

“I want to try the weight bench, but I’m a little worried. Could you spot me?”

“Sure, my pleasure.”

She looked up, her blue eyes dancing. “Thanks!” She stuck out her hand. “I’m Tina.”

“I’m Dan.” Shaking her hand, he couldn’t help but notice it was clammy. What’s she got to be so nervous about? He stood and they went over to a bench that had a light load on it—with the bar, it was only about 30 pounds. “Give a pull on that bar there Tina, see what you think of the weight.”

When she stood behind it and wrapped her hands around the bar for a test tug, he saw the wedding ring on her finger. Damn. She wasn’t trying to get him to make a pass at her. He mentally gave himself a face palm. What the hell did he expect anyway? She was ten years younger than him.

She gave a nod. “Yeah, I can handle this.”

“You ever bench before?”

“Not free weights. I’ve used the Universal once or twice, but I wanted to see what it would be like on a bench.” She gave a wide smile as she eased around the weight bar and in front of him. He gave a quick step back when her ass brushed against his front.

“Sorry,” she said while she stretched out on the bench under the bar.

“I’m not,” he quipped. He stepped to the top of the bench where the bar was resting. Her tits were firm cones under her t-shirt. His eyes tracked down the rest of her reclined figure. She was wearing black tights under a pair of baggy gym shorts. He imagined what it would be like to peel that t-shirt up to her chin and start licking away. His cock woke up and stirred.

Tina cleared her throat. She had her hands in the air and was grasping the bar.

Damn. Almost busted.  “Ready?” he asked. When she nodded in reply, he put his hands under the bar and lifted with her. She took the weight and he opened his hands. He kept them about an inch under the bar, letting her take the whole load. “How’s the weight?” he asked.

She gritted her teeth. “It’s okay, I can handle it.” She did five reps, and without any help from him, she placed it back on the rack.

She sat up. “Let me take a minute, then I want to do another set, okay?”

“Sure.” She’d need two or three more sets to break into a sweat. She handled the weight with no problem. “You want some more weight on it?”

She gave her head a small shake. “No. I got a routine I need to do; I just want to try the bench for the first time.” She looked him up and down. “I’ve seen you here a few times before. Why do you come in so late at night?”

“I just got off work. I come here three times a week after a late shift, and then head off home to bed.” He nodded at her hand. “I live alone.”

She tilted her head at him. “Single?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Just haven’t met the right girl yet.” Understatement of the year. He had spent way, way too much time online playing God of War and hanging with his buds. Between that and the crazy hours at his job, he was grateful that at least he wasn’t a virgin, right? When he started at the gym he also cancelled his online gaming account. Still, the last three months had been pretty dry. Thank god for online porn at least.

He noticed her watching him. Shit! Was she checking him out? He wasn’t sure, but he would bet a hundred bucks that she snuck a look at his crotch. This time he cleared his throat, and she looked up at him. “What kind of routine do you do?” he asked.

Tina held her arms up. “Lot of arm toning. I don’t want this,” she slapped the bottom of her arm where her triceps muscle was, “to get flabby. I’m also terrified of the cellulite curse, so I do a lot of work with my legs.”

Dan dropped his head to check out her legs. “Well, from here they look good.”

She pointed over to where the leg machines were. “Are you familiar with them?” When he nodded, she added, “Could you do me another favor then? Could you check out my form on the machine? I’m not sure I’m doing it right.” With a quick shrug of her shoulders, she continued, “I know that I could get a trainer to go over them with me, but the only staff here is at the reception desk.”

“No problem, Tina.”

“Great!” She hopped to her feet and headed over to the machines.

Dan looked down at the weight bar. She had said she wanted to do another set or two, now she was changing it up. Oh well, woman’s prerogative right? As she scooted over to the machines he wiped down the bench and gathered up his towel and water bottle.

She was already on the thigh machine. She had the weight set and had the first compression done and was holding her thighs firmly together. She looked up at him and batted her eyes. “This might sound strange, but I’m not sure that when I finish the rep my legs are working in sync. I think my left leg opens up faster than my right. Could you squat down and see what it looks like from your end?”

She wanted him to watch her crotch while she opened and closed her legs? “Sure! My pleasure!” came out before he had a chance to come up with something cooler to say. Idiot. He gave himself another mental face palm and dropped to his haunches.

“Ready?”

“G’head.” And like a flower blooming on a Spring morning              , she slowly spread her legs.

He stopped breathing.

When he wasn’t looking she managed to slip out of her baggy shorts, but that wasn’t all. The tights she wore under them had no crotch, just an elastic band around her waist and two garters that connected to the leggings.

Her pussy was completely nude, and he could see the folds of her inner lips barely peeking out from her mons.

Without any hesitation, Tina opened her legs up all the way and closed them again.

“Is my form okay?” she asked; her voice totally normal.

His trouser snake throbbed at full attention, fully awake. “I’m not sure,” he said, the squeak in his voice barely there. “I… I think I need to see it a few more times.”

“You’re sure I’m not being a bother, right?” He raised his eyes to see hers dancing with mirth.

It was the best thing she could have done. He grinned back. “I’ll let you know when you’re a bother, how’s that?”

“Fair enough.” She pushed her knees apart and sat before him completely exposed.

“Oops. Hold that for a second.” He bent forward and put his hands on her thighs just outside her pussy. “It looks like you might be straining something.”

“Oh? I wouldn’t want that to happen.” She reached to the side and flipped the safety lever, locking the machine in the open position. “What should we do?”

Dan began to squeeze and fondle her thighs. “Let me see if I can work out any kinks, okay?”

She relaxed and slid forward a little on her seat. “I’m in your hands. Do what you think is best, Dan.” He heard the slightest quiver in her voice. Good; they were both a little nervous!

“Mmm… I’m not sure… I think there’s a small knot that needs to be worked out for sure.” He moved his hands over to her pussy and began gently rubbing each side.

“I see what you mean,” she whispered.

He put his face right up the Tina’s crotch and inhaled deeply. Oh shit, it was heaven. It had been ‘way too long since he had gone down on a woman, and the tangy smell of an aroused pussy was heaven. He bent his neck and looked her in the eye. “This will require special treatment, baby.”

“Do it.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped his mouth over her pussy and gave her a full, long wet lick with his tongue.

Tina gave a small start. “Oh yeah! That feels right!” she hissed.

Dan bent in with gusto. He began flicking his tongue as fast and as firmly as he could across the top of her clit. He kept his hands on her thighs, pinning her into the seat. He moved his head in a small circle, catching a different spot on her clit. Tina’s hips began to roll and pulse as his tongue lashing brought her closer and closer to cumming.

When he felt her thighs tighten under his grip, he took a hand away and first with one finger, then another, began to finger fuck her pussy while his tongue continued its wet, buzzing assault.

“Oh shit! Yes!” she cried out. Her hands dropped to his head, clenching at his short hair in her fists. He began to twist his wrist as his fingers plunged in and out of her now drenched womanhood.

Tina’s voice dropped to a sharp, intense growl. “Making me… making me cummmm!” Her hips began to thrust at his mouth and her hands dug into his scalp as he relentlessly brought her to orgasm over and over.

When she had enough, she slid out of the seat, away from his mouth, her butt landing on the floor. They were face to face with each other, and she circled her slender arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, licking her own juices from his mouth.

Breaking the kiss, she put her head into the hollow of his neck. “That was fantastic,” she said breathlessly. “I want to suck your cock. I want you to fuck me…”

He was still in a squat. He cradled her in his arms and stood. She was light as a feather. She wrapped her arms around his neck like a bride over a threshold as he strode from the weight room to the Men’s Locker area. Entering it, he turned right towards the sauna room. He had turned it on to preheat when he started his own workout, and the warmth was like a blow dryer when he flung the door open.

He crossed to the tiered rows of benches and stretched Tina down on the lower one. As soon as he had her reclined, he grasped the waistband of her tights and had them off. She sat up and in one motion had her t-shirt off. She stayed sitting while he shucked out of his workout clothes.

His cock was a raging hard-on, the head purple with lust. It had been a long time since he’d had actual sex, and Mister Stiffy was more than ready.

With a look bordering on awe, she reached up and grasped his shaft, making him suck in his breath. She nuzzled it against the side of his cheek while she gazed up at him. “I want you to come inside of me,” she said. “But I love the size of your package. I’ll be able to get all of you in my mouth.”

He didn’t have a porn star’s dick by any stretch of the imagination. On his best day, and only cheating a little bit, it was almost six inches. Up until that moment he had always felt that his cock was on the small side.

But the ‘yumming’ noise Tina made as she pushed her mouth over his cock changed his mind. She kept her hand at the base of his meat as her head bobbed up and down, deep throating him. Day-um, it was awesome!

She pulled her mouth off and began a milking motion with her hand. As he stood above her, he watched as she coaxed out a drop of precum. She bent her head and with her mouth open, massaged a thin tendril of his juice out of the slit and onto her tongue. She swallowed it, and then put her lips over his knob and resumed sucking on him.

He closed his eyes and felt his cock pulse just a bit in response. Tina made a murmuring sound as she sucked and delighted in another dollop of his pre-cum.

Her free hand had grasped one of his ass cheeks and she pulled his hips into her face again. He was putty in her hands, feeling her mouth on his cock and her hand on his ass; his hips pushed and pulled on their own.

Just as his belly tensed, she relaxed and pulled away.

“Take a breath for a second, Dan,” she said.

He had been right on the edge of coming, but inhaled and exhaled sharply a few times to back off.

Tina had scooted over on the bench. She lay back and opened her legs.

“Fuck me baby,” she said. “Fill me up.”

He didn’t have to be told twice. He climbed up on the bench and knelt between her legs. He took his cock in his hand and rubbed his already wet shaft against her glistening pussy.

Tina reached down and shoo’ed his hand away. “No, let me,” she said.

He let go of his shaft and she took it in her small hand. He braced himself with one arm as he watched her guide his cock up inside her slit.

“Oh shit!” he gasped, feeling her silken tightness enfold him. Oh man, it had been wayyy too long!

She kept her hand between their joined hips, rubbing her pussy as his cock slid in and out. Her eyes were clenched shut as she rubbed herself furiously. “Just get yours, Dan! I’ll come as soon as you start to!” she gasped.

“I believe you!” he gasped. What the hell, she hadn’t lied to him before, right? He slid his arms under her knees, lifting them up and away, opening her up completely.

He could feel the tip of his shaft bottom out inside of her. He was watching her face as his thrusts went deep; she clenched her eyes shut and bit her lower lip.

“Am I hurting you?” he gasped.

“No!” she hissed. “It hurts so damn good!” To emphasize her point, she clutched his waist, her nails digging in to pull him in as deep as possible.

The sharp pain was like gasoline on a fire, intensifying the slick waves of pleasure in his groin. Every sensation had a sharper, clearer edge. “Oh yeah!” he growled, and Tina responded by digging into him even deeper. “Oh shit, yeah!”

He began to rotate his hips, trying to grind against the walls of her sweet pussy. He felt ribs of tightness surround his cock as he pistoned in and out.

His balls began to throb with that exquisite pressure. He knew he was close now. He slowed his rhythm, luxuriating in Tina’s slick, squeezing pressure. He pulled his cock almost completely out to feel the ridge of her entrance clamp down on the sweet spot of his shaft, where the crown of his knob joined the rest of his meat. He swayed at that spot for a moment, until the feeling of pressure in his balls was too much.

He began to gasp and grunt, his teeth clenched, as the first pulsing jet of his cum raced up the length of his shaft like a lit fuse. With a deep war cry, his cock exploded inside her, filling her with his first spurt of thick cum.

“Oh yeah, baby!” Tina cried out, pulling at him as deep as possible. “Fill me babe! Fill me up!”

Each word from her lips punched him up to a higher level of pleasure. Groaning and grunting, he filled her up. His cock now drained, he kept pumping into her as her own hands brought another squealing, spasming orgasm.

When their thrashing subsided, Dan lowered himself to his elbows and kissed her deeply. “That was something else, Tina,” he said.

She smiled brightly at him. “I liked it too!”

Before he could come up with what the hell else he should do, she gently pushed at his chest. “I need to get up,” she said.

“Oh yeah, sure!” He scooted off her to the side of the bench and she stood.

She cupped his face in her hands and kissed him again. “Thank you for that, Dan. It was truly wonderful for me.”

He held his hands on her waist as she straightened up. “You’re a wet dream come to life, Tina. Uhh… would you like to get a drink? Go for coffee?”

She had donned her t-shirt on and was sliding her gym shorts on. He didn’t even notice her holding them when he scooped her up. She rolled her tights into a ball and slipped her feet into her sneakers. With a smile, she said, “No. I need to get home.”

“But—” she put a finger over his lips shushing him.

“Let this be what it was Dan, nothing more. A wonderful moment between us.” She kissed his forehead and was out of the sauna and his life. He never saw her again.

***

Tina Grant exited the gym. She didn’t have a gym bag, and scurried to the parked car in the lot. It had started as soon as she came out the door, and she jumped into the passenger seat.

“Hi  honey, miss me?” she said brightly to her husband.


[2]

INTO AND THROUGH
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KEN PUT THE CAR IN GEAR and they took off from the parking lot.

“So how was it?” he asked, his eyes sliding to her from the road before them.

“Awesome. Everything I had imagined it would be.” She pressed her thighs together. With a chuckle she said, “You better get us home quick for your goodies, Ken. He came like a geyser!”

She watched as he batted his eyes. She couldn’t for the life of her understand why going down on her after a guy just fucked her turned him on. Not that it really mattered, though. It gave him pleasure, and what the hell was the point of their escapades if it wasn’t pleasurable?

She snaked her finger down between her legs and slid it up inside her pussy, wetting it with Dan’s come. She turned in her seat and put her finger to Ken’s lips. “Free sample for the road,” she said.

He opened his mouth and she swabbed his tongue. Closing his lips over her finger, Ken sucked it clean. When she pulled it away, he said, “Tastes nice, babe.”

She hunched into the seat and put her feet on the dash. “Want another taste?”

“Nahh… I’ll be patient. You gave me enough for motivation!” he said grinning. “I’m just glad your first ‘Solo Flight’ went well.” He turned his head to her briefly. “It did go well, right?”

“Hell yeah—we sure got our money’s worth from that 30 day gym trial.”

“So you don’t think you’ll be seeing him again?”

“Nope. Slam bam thank you man works better for me.”

“That’s a change. I thought you wanted to be pursued, y’know? Seduced. That can’t happen when it’s two ships passing in the night.”

Tina snickered. “We did more than just pass y’know. We sort of ‘docked’ for a while!” They both sniggered. “But yeah, I know what you mean. I did think that I wanted more…”

“Depth? Involvement?”

“Yeah, something like that. But after Brett, I’ve realized that getting involved would run the risk of getting out of control, you know?”

“So why not just go back to Venus and Mars and meet another couple? You liked that Swingers Club.” Ken’s face was puzzled.

She reached across and rested a hand on his shoulder. “I love that place! I’m not saying we can’t go there for fun! But something like what happened just now, can’t happen there, y’know?” She tilted her head behind them where Fit ForEvah had been. “What just happened at the gym was edgier somehow. A little more unknown.”

“More exciting.”

“Yeah, that’s it. More exciting. I mean, I did scope it out over the last few weeks, and I was kind of familiar with that guy, sure. But the preparation didn’t take anything away from the thrill for me.”

“I get it. A skydiver loves the thrill but always makes sure his parachute’s packed right.”

“Yeah, that’s it.”

They rode in silence for a few moments. It was another fifteen minutes before they’d be home. Fit ForEvah was in the neighboring town, twelve miles down the highway.

Tina’s hand began to wander to her sopping pussy again. “Want another sample.”

“You read my mind.”

“Goody!”

After cleaning her finger off, Ken said, “So how well endowed was he?”

“OMYGOD it was HUUUGE! He had a baseball bat down there!” When she saw the stark look on Ken’s face she burst out laughing. “Gotcha!” What the hell was it with guys’ preoccupation with dick size anyway? As long as it was long enough, what was the point?

“It was a little smaller than yours dear,” she said. “Which, believe it or not is fine by me.”

“Huh?”

“Yeah, he can hammer away at me and not hurt.” She wiggled her eyebrows. “Plus, I love being able to get all of it in my mouth when I go down on him.” She twirled a finger in her hair thinking. “In fact, I’d like to have a guy blow his load in my mouth when I have his whole cock in it without choking. That would be something to try.”

“So he was a little smaller than me.”

“Yep.”

“A Fun Size treat, huh?” Again, they both snickered. This was becoming funny.

She rubbed her crotch again. “Small of stature maybe, but a big payoff. Wait till you see for yourself.” She rubbed herself gently the rest of the way home, teasing her clit to keep herself aroused.

They couldn’t get into the house and up to the bedroom fast enough.

Tina had raced to the bedroom ahead of Ken. When he got there she was on her back with her knees in the air. When he finished undressing, she rolled over to the middle of the bed and got onto her knees. She spread them wide.

Ken climbed into the bed on his back and snaked down to her, putting his head between her legs below her crotch. She slowly lowered herself until his mouth was covering her opening. She pressed down on her kegal muscles and tilted her hips forward.

Ken’s muffled voice told her she got it right. “Ohhh maaan!” he said. His hands rose and clutched her waist as his mouth licked and sucked at her pussy, his tongue greedily lapping up all of Dan’s semen.

She reached down and began stroking his already erect cock. Ken had been erect and hard since the start of their adventure. When they left the house, he had a hard on, and she could see precum leaking over his knob, which was already coated with dried juice from earlier in the evening as he waited in the car. His hips began to roll a little as soon as she wrapped her fingers around him.

“Just for the record,” she said. “What I really love about your cock is how thick it is.” It was no lie. Ken’s manhood wasn’t porn star long either, but holy shit it was thick. She had a hard time getting her fingers around it when he was fully aroused.

The other women at the Swingers Club also complimented her on his girth. As if she had anything to do with it! They had never done anal because he was so thick. There was no way she was going to try to fit that up her ass. Even so, the benefit of how deliciously he stretched her pussy more than made up for it.

He pushed gently at her hips and she rolled off his face. He sat up and they kissed deeply. She tasted Dan’s come on his mouth and continued to stroke him. She broke the kiss and nuzzled his ear. “Fuck me, honey. I want your cum in me now.”

She rolled onto her back and lifted her legs, pointing her toes in the air. When Ken climbed between them, she again grasped his cock and guided it up inside of herself while gazing into the fiery eyes of her mate.

She had orgasmed more than once that night already. Usually when she came, she got a little loose down below. But the time spent on the drive home gave her body a chance to recover. And Ken was so horney his cock was full to the breaking point!

She watched his face as he slowly eased himself inside. She liked it when he started slowly. She felt his shaft press and stroke her up inside and it was heaven.

Folding her legs, she wrapped them around his waist. That way he was as deep in her as he could go.  As he stroked in and out of her, the top of his pelvis rubbed over her clit, driving her crazy.

“Oh baby yeah,” he grunted. “You’re so fucking wet!”

His arms were extended above her and she reached up and stroked his face. “I love you eating cum out of my pussy!” she said in a low voice. It had been strange for her when he first did it, but now it turned her on too.

She knew she hit the right note, because his thrusts got stronger and stronger. She egged him on more. “Eat my dripping cunt, Ken. Suck that guy’s come out of my wet, used hole!”

“Oh baby yeah!” He was pounding her now, his body rigid like a wooden plank above her.

“Come in me, Ken! Fill up your Tina’s cunt!” She always saved that dirtiest of words for just when he was about to come. And it didn’t fail now. Ken exploded in a roaring orgasm, and his own climax pushed her over the edge at the same moment. He folded her into his arms and they wrestled as one surging entity, taking and giving rising and falling into and through their mutual bliss.
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GARDEN DELIGHTS
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON WAS THE FIRST TIME all week that they didn’t jump each others’ bones. During the week they’d make eye contact and in no time at all they’d be tangled together. They both thought it was pretty remarkable, because they had been a couple for almost fourteen years. Tina had met Ken in her first year at college, and the handsome grad student who was seven years older swept her off her feet. Sure they had dry spells over the years, but they never had a wet spell that was as intense as this!

Saturday saw the first break in the action. Tina was out in the garden doing some weeding while Ken was off playing golf. Her pussy was a little tender; not sore, but sensitive. As she squatted among her flower beds the seam of the crotch of her yoga pants rubbed across the tender flesh. But instead of annoying her, the sensation aroused her.

She smiled to herself. She didn’t know where this elevated libido came from, but she was going to ride it as long as it lasted!

As she scraped at the soil with her cultivator, her mind drifted to Ken and Steve walking the links. Steve and his wife Laurie were their closest friends despite the fact they were almost twenty years older than her, both in their late 40’s.

You could barely tell the age difference looking at Steve, though. He was trim and fit, although bulkier than Ken. If Ken had a swimmer’s body, Steve was built like a football player.

A flash of a fantasy of the two men bloomed in her mind’s eye. Looking for a lost ball in the wooded glens of the course, Ken begins to massage Steve’s crotch, then backs him against a tree while dropping to his knees…

Tina’s hand stopped raking at the ground and she dropped the clawed implement. They had never done anything gay or bi or whatever you’d call it! But Ken’s delight in licking another guy’s cum from her pussy couldn’t be ignored.

With a mind of its own, her hand drifted to the seam of her pants that lay just over her clit. How would she feel if she watched her husband suck a guy off? Mmmm… that could be good.

Her eyes flew wide open. What about her?

Now her mind wandered from imagining her husband and another guy to herself and Steve’s wife, Laurie.

Now her mind’s eye showed an image of her going down on Laurie.

Laurie had been Tina’s boss and mentor at her job before leaving to join a startup IT firm. It had been their work relationship that brought the two couples together as friends.

And in the last three months, they had become much closer after Laurie came out and told Tina about her and Steve being involved in the Swinger lifestyle. Since that afternoon, Tina had watched her closest friend boink her husband a couple of times and had some incredible orgasms of her own riding Steve’s generous tool.

While Steve was a great lay and in awesome shape for a man in his late 40’s, Laurie was much plusher. All rounded curves, she had a Rubenesque figure—the opposite of Tina’s diminutive frame.

Laurie turned Ken on to no end; he thoroughly enjoyed himself when the two couples swapped partners, relishing in the warm fleshy delights of her generous figure.

Tina’s hand began to stroke her crotch; crouched in her garden,  dwelling on a new avenue of delights.
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GIRLFRIEND WITH BENEFITS
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AT 9:00 THAT NIGHT, LAURIE PORTER was sitting at the bar of a seedy joint. She wasn’t terribly comfortable—the place was on the wrong side of the tracks, at the border of the industrial part of town. The street it was on was the last block before the warehouses began, and it was lined with nightspots.  She had been getting they eye from more than a few of the guys there, and dour looks from some of the women. If Steve was with her she’d be fine, but on her own she was feeling a little anxious. She’d give Tina ten minutes then bail. She had already sent a text that was unanswered.

She had to admit though; she was filled more with curiosity than anxiety.

The phone call from Tina she got that afternoon was odd. A girl’s night out, and dress to impress was fair ball, but what she tagged on the end just before hanging up was downright enigmatic.

“Dress to impress, Laurie—impress me!” and then a click.

What the hell was Tina up to? The girl had some ‘splainin’ to do!

She stirred the swizzle stick in her gin and tonic. High waisted flared red mini-skirt, three inch heels and her red silk blouse with a push up bra was what she chose. It was the hottest outfit she’d wear in public outside of the Swinger Club she and Steve went to. All bets were off at Venus and Mars when it came to wardrobe, but this wasn’t that place.

Not by a long shot. This was a barfly’s bar. No pool table, no dart board, not video games. Just a row of stools along the bar, a small aisle and a row of tables along the opposite wall. The place was half full, and she was probably the only woman in the place not wearing jeans.

She kept an eye peeled on the door.

The chatter in the bar stilled when Tina walked in, and Laurie herself felt her mouth drop open. She was wearing a long sleeve red mini-dress and spike heels. The dress was lace, and everyone in the place could tell she wasn’t wearing anything under it. She scanned the room and when her eyes landed on Laurie, she smiled widely and headed right over.

Laurie turned in her seat watching her as she sashayed, swinging her narrow hips for all she was worth. Tina ignored the catcalls from the two guys at the bar and held her hands out to Laurie when they met.

“Stand up, let me see your outfit,” she said, taking Laurie’s hands. When Laurie stepped down from the bar stool, Tina shook her head slowly. “You. Look. Awesome. I love the high waist!”

“You look good enough to eat.” Oh shit. That just slipped out! What the hell.

Tina blinked at the comment, a shy smile. “Okay. Let’s go dancing!” She turned, and taking Laurie’s hand pulled her to the door.

Before they got halfway, a guy stepped away from the bar. He eyed them both up and down and licked his lips.

“Need some company, ladies?” he asked. Unlike most of the other patrons, he was clean cut. Late 40’s, full head of hair and a neatly trimmed beard. At Venus and Mars, Laurie would have sidled up to him in a flash.

“Thanks, but not tonight,” Tina said.

The guy slid his gaze to Laurie. Before he could say a word, she elbowed past him. “Got all the company we need, bud.”

When they got to the street, Laurie tugged at her hand stopping her. “Tina, what’s going on?”

“It’s a girl’s night out!” she said, sweetly, still holding Laurie’s hand, rubbing her thumb across the back.

Laurie tilted her head. “Feels like a ‘Date Night’ to me.”

Tina’s mouth quirked in a droll smile. “Is that a problem?” she said as she stepped into Laurie’s space. The two women were eye to eye, and Tina’s hand lifted and brushed a strand of hair behind Laurie’s ear.

That delicate gesture made Laurie’s knees go weak. “But you…” Before she could say another word, Tina’s hand dropped from her ear to her neck as she bent in and kissed her.

Laurie was surprised, then shocked when Tina’s tongue flicked between her lips and stroked her. Before she could react, Tina dropped her hand and pulled her head back. “Would you like to call it off?”

She chewed her lower lip, hesitant. She and Tina had never so much as hinted at playing together, let alone just the two of them. When they went to Venus and Mars the few times as two couples, the women would swap husbands and have a great time. Sure the guys dropped hints and shit, but Tina had dismissed those with just a shake of her head.

“What the hell happened to you?” she finally asked.

“I woke up.”

“Whaaaat?”

Tina smiled, almost apologetically. “Yeah. The last few months have been a whirlwind for me and Ken.” She gave her head a small shake. “The stuff we’ve done—that I’ve done— have been real, honest to god thrills. We started this because I didn’t have much of a dating life before Ken. Now…” she glanced away to weigh her words before turning back. “Now he’s given me the freedom to do and try anything I want without it causing problems between us. I’m doing things now that I shied away from because I was scared.” She gave a delighted shrug. “I’m not scared anymore.”

Laurie reached out and put her hand on Tina’s waist. “You were afraid of me?”

Tina raised her own hand and covered Laurie’s. “Kind of. I was so afraid that I didn’t even realize I was scared. I mean… you’re vivacious as hell, curvy as the day is long—”

Laurie scoffed. “You mean fat and loud mouthed!”

“Hardly!” She brought her hand across and began to stroke up and down Laurie’s side; from her waist, just up below her bra strap. “Ken’s a great judge of character, and the only woman he’s ever pursued at Venus and Mars is you.” Still holding Laurie’s side, she stepped in until they were touching. “And I figured, why should he have all the fun?”

“You’ve never been with a woman before though.”

“I’ve been saving the best for right now.” She leaned in again and kissed her, this time not taking her mouth away.

Laurie opened her mouth, and began licking Tina’s tongue right there on the street. She raised a hand and began rubbing the front of Tina’s dress, feeling the skin of her nipples through the lacy fabric.

Tina broke the kiss again, and taking Laurie’s hand, said, “Let’s go dancing.”

***

Down the street from the hole in the wall bar, was a nightclub called ‘Axis’. In front was a large chalkboard sign that said, ‘Ladies Night/ No Cover-Men $20.00’ and they went in.

The place was packed with women, and the music was throbbing a rock beat.

Tina leaned over to Laurie. The music was so loud she had to practically shout. “Perfect place for a girls’ night out, huh?”

They didn’t bother to get drinks, instead went directly to the dance floor.

Laurie picked up the vibe in the club pretty quickly.  Other women were on the dance floor; most of them drunk, and the vast majority of them laughing nervously and glancing off to the side wondering just how much they had to drink, and how far this was going to go. It was like the world’s biggest bachelorette party, and none of them wanted to be the one the others gossiped about on Monday.

She circled her arm around Tina’s small waist and drew her in as the song changed to a slow sensuous Reggae number. Most of the people left the dance floor, which was fine with her.

She took Tina’s hand and put her other on her waist. Tina raised her free arm and placed her hand around her neck. They stared in each other’s eyes and smiled as the music took over their feet and their bodies became one with the melody.

It surprised her how well they moved together. The slightest pressure from Tina’s hand guided her body to the left; and the smallest tug at her waist, and she glided with Laurie into a spin.

When she came out of the spin, Tina had canted to the side a little, letting her thigh slip between her legs. She didn’t resist the move, and Tina put pressure on it. She gave her hips a small roll in accepting response, and raised her hand to Tina’s back, pulling her in even more.

Because of her heels, Tina was pretty much at eye level, and Laurie ducked her head, landing her lips right at the joining of her neck and shoulder, sucking a little and tracing an small ‘O’ with her tongue. She was rewarded with a shiver that went up Tina’s spine.

She lifted her head to her ear and again traced a delicate ‘O’ across the outside, and again feeling Tina shiver.

“I have a confession to make,” Laurie breathed into her ear. “I’ve never been with a girl either.”  When she felt Tina go still under her hands, she added, “Yet!” and giggled.

The music continued, and they swayed and gyrated as one.

A second track began, a deeper base, even more erotic than the previous one. 

Tina put her hands to Laurie’s chest, covering her breasts and pushed the two of them gently apart. She then spun her and came up behind her, grinding her pelvis into Laurie’s backside. Her hands first circled Laurie’s waist, then began to slowly stroke up and down, from her stomach to the bottom of her bra and back again.

They still moved in time to the music. Laurie dropped her head, watching the other woman’s hands explore her body, feeling an almost sense of wonder. Tina had always been the more reserved of the two of them; for her to be now taking control was a change of pace. A welcome one at that.

She put her hands behind her, on Tina’s ass and pulled her in tighter.

The pads of her fingertips pressed in and she could feel the heat of Tina’s bare skin through the lace. She traced her hands down to the hem of her dress, and her fingers lightly curled under it, stroking the back of her bare thighs.

Her own pussy began to buzz when Tina’s hands dropped lower across her stomach below her belly button, going further over the curve of her tummy, closer and closer to her crotch.

Tina nuzzled into her neck now; her mouth causing her to feel the chills of delight.

“If we were at Venus and Mars I’d be fingering you right now,” she breathed, her lips and tongue wet on her neck.

“Go for it!” Laurie said aloud. The lights were dim and she didn’t give a damn if anyone saw.

Instead, Tina dropped her hand below the hem of her miniskirt. Keeping their bodies pressed together, she began to massage Laurie’s ass cheeks. “I love your ass, Laurie… it’s so, so soft and lush.” She felt the woman’s fingers clutch her flesh, grasping a thick pad of it in her hand, pinching it.

“Oh baby…” She leaned back into Tina, feeling the woman’s now stiff nipples pressing through her silk blouse; two firm engorged pads sliding across her back.

She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so hungry for someone. She spun back around and lifted her hands cupping Tina’s face. She drew their mouths together. She didn’t kiss her, she fed on her; yawning her mouth wide, she covered Tina’s; her lips, tongue and teeth sucking, licking and softly chewing in one pulsing, complex frenzy.

Tina sighed and gasped as her hands rose to clasp Laurie. Their bodies stilled on the dance floor as they fed on each other in a wet and warm embrace.

When they came up for air, Tina gasped, “There’s a motel across the street.”

“Let’s go!”

Hand in hand, they left the bar.

Once they got outside, Laurie stopped dead in her tracks. Oh shit.

She tugged Tina to a standstill, and the woman turned to look at her.

“Tina, I can’t do this.”
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SINGLE FOR A NIGHT
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TINA’S FACE FELL “Wha— what do you mean?” she asked.

Laurie shook her head sadly. “This all happened so fast…”

Tina cut her off. “But it’s something we both want to try!”

Laurie shook her head slowly. “Steve and I… we never play separately. It’s not a line I’m going to cross. If you and I play, and he’s not there, I’m worried about a slippery slope.”

Damn it. She was right. Tina stepped to her and put an arm around her. “I get that, I suppose. You and Steve have a different dynamic than Ken and I.” Despite the disappointment washing over her, she had to respect Laurie’s limits. Damn, she should have cleared this with Steve beforehand. Stupid.

“What if you come back to our place? I can call him… and he’ll be there…”

Tina took a deep breath. “I wanted it to be different… just you and me… for the first time anyway.” She ran a hand through her hair. “Look, I love Swinging, okay? It’s a lot of fun. But one on one is what’s getting my motor going right now.”

“You and Ken aren’t worried about that getting out of control?” Laurie’s eyes were questioning. “You do know it can.”

She nodded slowly. “And I think that… the risk or whatever makes it more exciting for me.”

“Even though you’ve known both of us for years. Even though I’ve watched you and my husband fuck like rabbits.”

Tina gave a quick smile. “Just like I’ve watched you and Ken.” She put a hand on Laurie’s arm. “Look, I respect your take on this, and I’m not going to argue over it. If you’re in, you’re in. And if you’re not in, what’s the point.” She huffed out a breath. “I just wanted it to be the two of us is all.”

Laurie covered Tina’s hand with her own. “I think I know what you mean. If it’s just us, it’s more… intimate or something.”

“Yeah, it’s hard to put into words, but that’s part of it, for sure.” She started to stroke Laurie’s arm. “Playing in a Club, or at a house party is a blast, hon. But it’s not really intimate, you know?”

Laurie looked away with a thoughtful expression for a moment. She dug her hand into the purse hanging from her shoulder and fished out her phone. “Give me a minute, okay?” She hit the speed dial and walked a couple of paces away.

Tina watched the back of her head as she talked on the phone. The conversation didn’t last long; Laurie pressed a button and put the phone back into her purse as she strode back with a weird smile.

She cocked her head to the motel. “That’s the place?” When Tina nodded, she added, “Let’s get a bottle of wine from that store next door then.”

“Really?”

Laurie nodded. “He said it’s about goddam time you and I got together. He also said that if we spend the night, I have to call him.”

Up and down, now back up. Tina’s libido was on a roller coaster. She put her hands on Laurie’s waist. “And you’re sure you want to do this, right? You’re not having any second thoughts?”

Right in the middle of the sidewalk, where other party goers were walking past, Laurie took one of Tina’s hands from her waist and holding it by the wrist, pulled it up under her skirt. Tina felt the sodden wetness between her legs and her eyes widened as she cupped Laurie’s crotch. “Does that answer your question?”

***

In no time at all they were entering their room on the second floor. It wasn’t very large, with not much space beyond the king size bed, but that was enough for Tina.

While Laurie got glasses from the bathroom and opened the wine, Tina turned on the TV and scrolled through to a selection of music channels. She found a channel titled ‘Romantic Strings’ and set the volume. She turned on only one of the room lamps, bathing the room in a dusky golden glow.

She turned to Laurie, taking a glass of wine from her hand. They toasted, and she took a deep pull, as did Laurie.

Laurie cleared her throat. “You know, I’ve seen you naked before, and I’ve watched you have sex,” she shook her head slowly. “And yet, right now, I’m as nervous as I am horny.”

“Maybe you understand my reasoning a little better? What you call ‘nerves’ I call ‘thrills’.” She leaned in and kissed her friend lightly.

“So… what now?”

Tina took Laurie’s glass and placed both of them on the night table beside her. “We undress each other.” She reached over and with her fingers twitching a tiny bit, began to unbutton Laurie’s blouse.

Laurie stood still as a statue. “Whenever we played; Clubs or at homes, everyone took off their own clothes.”

Tina nodded. “Yes, I noticed that right away.” She finished with the buttons and slipped her blouse off her shoulders. “This is… a little more... ‘cozy’?” She licked her lips as her fingers grazed across the satin cups of Laurie’s bra, taking her time. “What should I remove next?”

“My bra.” Laurie’s voice was barely above a whisper.

Tina smiled. “I hoped you’d say that.” She reached behind and undid the three snaps of the halter. Leaving them dangle at the side, she slowly reached up and lowered the shoulder straps, her eyes riveted on Laurie’s breasts as they became more and more uncovered.

“Ahhh…” she sighed when the under-wires slid out from beneath Laurie’s tits and the bra slid all the way off. She bent in, taking one of her large nipples into her mouth. Her own pussy tingled as for the first time in her life she sucked a woman’s breast. By its own accord her hands came up and cupped the large globe of flesh, pushing it into her mouth. Her tongue swirled over the areole, then her mouth sucked sharply again on the nipple, eliciting a gasp from Laurie.

With a ‘pop’ she released her mouth. Her hand went to the other breast, lifting the slightly sagging, silky soft mound. She spread her fingers and squeezed firmly enough for the flesh to bulge between her fingers.

Laurie gasped again. “You know how to feel a girl up!” she said in a sharp whisper. She brought her hands to the back of Tina’s head, stroking it.

Tina straightened and they kissed again. Holding her mouth over Laurie’s her hands fiddled with the high waistband of the mini-skirt until it found the fasteners. It was a little tricky, but she undid the clasps and opened it and let it fall to the floor.

She took a half step back, placing her hands on Laurie’s shoulders, taking in the woman’s curves. Laurie’s late 40’s body, after two kids had its share of curves and clefts. She wanted to lick and suck one each and every one.

All that was left were her panties, black satin ones. She hooked her fingers into the waist and bending over, tugged and pulled them off her hips, down her knees to the floor. As she bent over, Tina sniffed deeply; Laurie’s wet pussy released an aroma of musk and cinnamon. Again, her own pussy tingled at the anticipation of what was to come.

Laurie had already toe’d off her shoes and easily stepped out of her panties.

Tina stood again, taking in the fleshy nakedness of her friend, who was about to become a lover. “You’re so hot, Laurie…” she whispered.

Laurie’s mouth twitched in a grin. “My turn.”

Tina turned around, exposing the back zipper of her dress. She felt the whirr of the zipper across her spine, sending another thrill as Laurie pulled it down. She felt Laurie’s hands tug at the shoulders and slide the dress down to the floor.

She bit her lip when Laurie cupped each of her ass cheeks, rubbing small circles. “Turn around, babe,” she whispered.

She turned slowly, revealing her body in the low light of the room. 

They embraced in a deep kiss again, and stepped over onto the bed.

They lay down on their sides facing each other and Tina’s hand went between Laurie’s legs. She spread her knees apart.

“God, you’re wet.”

“I’m so turned on!”

She slid a finger up inside and curved it right into Laurie’s G-spot and began to massage it with a gentle firmness.

“Oh shit, yes!” Laurie hissed.

Tina slithered out of Laurie’s embrace and down the bed, her fingers up inside maintaining the rhythm. She rested her head on the inside of her thigh and again inhaled deeply. It was heaven.

She flicked her tongue out and began to lick her first pussy. Laurie had a musky tang to her juice. Her tongue ran from her stroking fingers, up the cleft, seeking out Laurie’s clit. She found it easily and began to lick on each side of it, not directly on top. Her tongue flicked like a snake’s, quick flickers and retracted, and again quick flickers.

“Oh damn Tina!” She felt the woman’s hands grasp her hair as her hips began to gyrate round and round. “Oh damn!”

She began to twist her wrist now, stroking the walls of her pussy, and returning to the spongy tissue at the front.

Laurie’s juices were flowing now, drenching her fingers. She adjusted herself to her knees and covered the woman’s mons with her mouth, her tongue with a life of its own. Her free hand slipped under her mouth and held the woman’s pussy lips open for her tongue.

The scent of Laurie’s pussy, the taste of her wetness and the soft gyrations of her thighs under her enflamed Tina’s own passions. She felt the warmth in her belly start to pulse as she took Laurie up and up to the peak.

Passion and climax erupted from Laurie. She clawed at Tina’s scalp and began to wail. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Right there baby! Right the FUCK there! Eat me out baby!” Her entire body bucked and heaved in orgasm. Over and over, her legs tensed to steel and relaxed, and her hips bounced on the bed.

When she began to gasp, Tina stilled her mouth and fingers. Too much was too damn much, and there was no doubt Laurie came like thunder. She stayed still between the woman’s legs, listening to her breathing recover from her pantings.

When Laurie came back to Earth enough to start to stroke the top of her head she knew all was well. Like a cat, she raised herself up and crawled up atop Laurie; their breasts pressing on each other.

“Oh baby,” Laurie panted as she cupped Tina’s face in her hands. “Oh babyohbabyohbaby…” She pulled Tina’s face down and they joined their mouths in a deep, warm kiss.

After a long and languorous snog, they broke the kiss and Tina moved off to the side, nuzzling in. They lay together holding each other as they reveled in the serenity that follows the maelstrom of a powerful climax.
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TAKE MY WIFE PLEASE
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LAURIE WAS JUST AS COMPETENT A LOVER as Tina had been; they each had several strong orgasms before drifting off to sleep.

They had spent the night spooning; first one holding the other, then rolling over and changing the spooner and spoonee. She wanted to experience spending the night with a lover and figured Laurie would be a wonderful first time.

The next morning they showered together before leaving the motel. It was the first for both of them; showering with a woman. The wild abandon of the night before had brought on a morning glow that had an element of tenderness and lack of self consciousness that they both were surprised about.

When she arrived home, Ken was already up and dressed reading the news in the kitchen. He asked just with his eyes how the night went, and she came over and sat on his lap. She kissed him deeply.

“Well, I know why you love going down on me now!” she said.

He circled her waist. “So it was good.”

“Very.”

“I’m glad.”

“No misgivings then?” She ran her hands along his shoulders.

Ken had a thoughtful expression. “No. Not at this stage, but I do want to let you know something.” He slowly shook his head from side to side. “I was cool—totally cool with you and Laurie spending the night together.”

“But…”

He looked her straight in the eye. “But… Yeah, there is one. I don’t want you spending the night with any guys, okay?”

“Less threatening?”

“Something like that, I guess.” He shrugged. “I’m trying to figure this out too you know. I mean, it really turns me on, you getting it on with other men. Just why? I don’t have a clue, but it does.” He held up a hand. “But when you told me last night you wanted to spend the night with Laurie, I had a gut check.” He took his open hand and held one of Tina’s. “Honest, babe; spending the night with Laurie was totally okay. But I knew at that moment, that if it was a guy, I’d feel a lot differently.”

They sat quietly for a moment just holding hands. Tina wasn’t sure how to take that. On the one hand, she was glad that Ken had told her. On the other, she wondered if she had crossed some kind of line neither of them knew was there.

“So no spending the night with men,” she said.

“Yeah. And maybe other women too—I’m not sure about that, but maybe. But definitely not men, yeah.”

She may as well ask straight out. “Okay, that’s fair.” She put her hands on his shoulders. “But there’s nothing else? You’re still cool with this?”

He gave a short laugh. “Oh yeah.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “Very much so.” He stretched past her and slid his laptop forward. “Let me prove it to you.” He booted up a web page. “I’ve been busy myself.”

She looked down at the screen. The top masthead read ‘TakeMyWifePlease.com’. “What’s this?”

He chuckled. “Seems like we’re far from the only ones in the world who get off on what you’ve been doing. It’s a website for couples where the wife goes out on her own for sex.”

“You’re kidding!” She reached over and took the laptop.

She was blown away. Question and Answer forums, photo posting— She looked over at Ken. “Guys put up their wives’ pictures here!”

Ken let out a laugh. “Sometimes the wife puts ‘em up.” He tapped a few keys. “Some of the picture groups take you through the wife getting all dressed up, then during, and afterwards.” He turned the screen back to her. “See?” It was a shot of a pussy oozing cum. “That’s what I’ve seen after your escapades just before I clean you out.”

Tina’s jaw dropped staring at the pic. Up until that moment she thought her and Ken were the only people in the world who were into such stuff. She scrolled and clicked to get to the home page. Holy shit! She turned to Ken. “There’s more than twenty thousand members!”

“Yep. Some sites have even more.”

“You’re kidding!”

“Nope.”

She was fascinated. She scrolled through the forums—there were so many topics. ‘How To Start’—well, they already did that, she smiled to herself. ‘Bumps In The Road’—that could be a good read. ‘How To Deal With Jealousy’—she glanced over to Ken; so far so good.

Then a forum section really got her attention: ‘Personals’. Her eyes widened. It wasn’t just guys that posted, women posted too. The section was broken down state by state. She scrolled down to their state and clicked on it. Holy shit. There were dozens of guys with ads. And some women!

“Takes a little bit of the guesswork out of finding a guy, don’t you think?” Ken said.

“You’re not kidding.” She sat back; this had potential.

“How do you think we should handle this?” Ken asked. “You can plow through the ads here—”

She cut him off. “There must be hundreds.”

“Or… you can post your own ad and cull the possibles from the responses you get.”

“I hope I don’t get too many dorks responding.”

“Dorks?”

“Yeah. Guys that just want to get laid… you know.”

Ken made a small smile with his lips. “And those kind of people are dorks.”

“Yeah.”

“What do you call women who put up ads who just want to get laid?” He cocked an eyebrow at her.

She straightened her back and gave a little shimmy. “Princesses of course!” She let out a laugh.

“What’s so funny?”

“I always looked down my nose kind of at people who did computer dating.” She shook her head. “Now I’m going online to look for computer fucking!” They both snickered.

“The wonders of modern technology, huh?” said Ken.

She took Ken’s laptop and went out onto the back deck. The process itself was a good exercise for her. In figuring out what to put up, she also had to figure out what she wanted.

It wasn’t very long before she went to the garage where Ken was killing time cleaning his golf clubs.

“Here,” she said handing the laptop to him. “What do you think?”

CHARMING AND SENSUAL, BUT CHARMING FIRST

MWF, 32 5’1” 105 lbs short blonde hair petite build

ISO a gentleman who knows what he wants but is able to control himself.

Meet for a drink with me and woo me. Charm me with your style and look at me with desire.

If the right buttons get pushed (and I’m not sure what they are b/c I’m new at this), you’ll take me upstairs.

If you’re really good, I’ll suggest it.

While I prefer older men (my hubby’s almost 40) that’s not a deal killer.

Make your first contact worth reading, and let’s see what happens.

I don’t need you to have a big package, anything over 5” is fine.

I’m sorry, but I’ll send a pic after you send me yours.

“Umm… what does I S O mean?”

Tina giggled. “I had to look that up too. It means ‘In Search Of’.”

“Why didn’t you just write that then?”

She shrugged. “I didn’t want to look too much like a noob, I guess. A lot of the other ads used ‘ISO’.”

After glancing over the ad again, Ken nodded. “Looks good to me.” He went to the website.

“I got this,” Tina said taking over the laptop. “I work in IT, and it is my ad, so I think I ought to be the one pushing the buttons, don’t you?”

“Yeah, you’re right.” He watched as she logged in, cut, pasted and pressed submit. After 30 seconds she refreshed the screen.

No replies. Her face fell.

“Hey… it’s not going to happen immediately, babe. Give it a little time, okay?”

She chewed her lower lip. What if nobody responded? Or only one or two? What then?
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DAMMIT
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SHE TRIED TO RESIST the temptation, but Tina kept refreshing the computer screen for an hour. Nothing.

She had it at the dining room table while they shared lunch until Ken reached over and closed the laptop’s lid.

“We need a break,” he said. “Let’s go do something.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“We’ll figure it out when we get there. It’s a beautiful afternoon. Let’s see what’s happening downtown.”

“Okay, I’ll check online,” she said, flipping the laptop open again.

Ken snorted and held it closed. “Nope, I don’t think so!” He took her hand. “Let’s just head out and see what happens.”

There was a lot going on in downtown Black Rapids. They wandered through the Farmer’s Market where Tina picked up some fresh herbs for the kitchen and a cute cotton summer dress. Ken found a great deal on golf balls—as much as he loved playing, he never got through 18 holes without losing at least six.

In the center of the town square there was a gazebo where different musical acts would play sets. This afternoon it was a Big Band playing tunes from the 40’s and early 50’s. The local area Swing Dance club was also there, dressed up in period costumes—the men in zoot suits and fedoras, and the women in full dresses that lifted in billows of fabric when they spun.

When the band took a break, members of the club went up to spectators offering beginner lessons while the emcee played some tunes on the PA system.

Tina turned to Ken. “Let’s try this, what do you say?”

He leaned over and whispered, “You have a dirty mind. Wanting to Swing right out in public.”

She slapped his arm and they joined in. Surprising to both, they found that they had a knack for it, and were doing a fair version of a Lindy Hop before long.

They had dinner in a pub, and headed back home.

“That was a great idea,” Tina said on the drive home. “You really got my mind off that ad.”

He smirked. “Yeah, we danced in the street to get your mind out of the gutter!”

Getting back in the door, she looked at the closed laptop. No, she wasn’t going to look at it. Let Ken take the lead. The afternoon off was a good idea; maybe a little break in the action was a good call.

Ken didn’t touch the computer all night, dammit.

***

She deliberately ignored the computer all morning. Okay, maybe not ignored; she thought about her ad every five minutes, but she didn’t let herself check it. After all, there was laundry to do, grass to mow, and…

And nothing.

Damn it! There was plenty she should and could be about, but the ad was all that was on her mind. She threw up her hands before lunch. She booted up, logged in and checked.

Nothing.

The ad had been up for almost 24 hours and not a single response? Out of the thousands and thousands of members, she couldn’t get the attention of one? Her stomach tensed up from the rejection. She stared at the screen.

What the hell?

She scrolled back to re-read the ad. A counter at the top of the page showed that it had been viewed more than a hundred times! Holy shit.

She glanced out towards the back door where Ken was running the lawn mower. What the hell would he think?

“Who gives a shit.” She said the lie aloud and closed the lid. She did, and it stung like hell. There were worse things than putting up an ad and fending off dorks.

Ken came in from the backyard. “You have lunch yet?” She shook her head while he started rooting in the fridge. “Can I fix you a sandwich?”

“I’m not very hungry.”

He stood up. “Uh-oh. I know that voice. What did I do now?”

She huffed and spun the laptop on the table facing him. “Nothing much. Just set me up to be humiliated.”

“Huh?” He came out of the kitchen to the dining room table. “What are you talking about?”

“Just this,” she pointed at the post where she had put her message up. “Not a single response in twenty four hours.” Running her hand through her hair, she said, “And now I feel like a total loser.”

“I see.”

“Yeah, I see too! This was your idea! But I’m the one feeling like shit right now!” She slapped the laptop closed and stood up. “Thanks a lot!” she called over her shoulder as she strode out of the room.

“Where you going?”

“I’m gonna do some laundry!” Shit. That’s the best she could come up with? Laundry? Grrrr.

Before she could empty that stupid hamper into that dumb laundry basket, HE came into the bedroom. Holding that stupid laptop, with a stupid smile.

“What!”

“You work in IT, right?”

She stared daggers at him and stayed silent.

“So… you’re all about computers and stuff, right?”

She folded her arms across her chest. “So?”

He turned the screen to the page where she had her post. “I can see that—there’s still no replies.”

“Ahhh… but did you notice this?” His fingers traced a dialogue box at the top corner of the screen. She had to lean over to read it.

We’re migrating to new servers this weekend and will be back up at 12:00 Noon Sunday MT

She looked down at the clock on the corner of the screen. “So? It’s just about 2:00 pm! What’s your point?”

Ken nodded sagely. “You’re right. It’s 1:59.” He turned and headed back to the dining room.

“So what! There’s still nothing there! What’s your point?” When he didn’t answer, she dropped the laundry basket and stomped after him down the hall.

He was sitting at the kitchen table with the laptop open. “What does MT mean, babe?”

Oh shit. “Mountain Time.”

“And we’re in Eastern Time zone, right?” He rebooted the computer. “Two hours difference. So their system’s been down all day and is just coming back online.” While the computer was booting, he continued, “Oh boy, I sure hope I’m right.”

“You better hope so, buster.”

He logged back in.

You’ve got mail
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COURTESAIR
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TINA SAT AT THE COMPUTER and clicked the button. Twenty two messages. Her eyes flew open wide. And the system went down at midnight last night!

She turned and punched Ken on the shoulder.

“Ow! What was that for!”

“That’s for not letting me go online yesterday!”

“I didn’t say anything!”

“Yes you did! You said…” Her voice trailed off. Ken didn’t say a damn thing. She hit him again.

“Now what!”

“That’s for making me feel stupid!”

“C’mere.” He enfolded her in his arms. “You’re pretty silly sometimes, you know.”

She had her head on his chest and patted it. Not too hard, but…

“And that’s one of the things I love about you,” he continued without missing a beat.

She clicked on the first ad. It was from a guy with the handle ‘GentlyHard’. An interesting nic to be sure.

Hi

Your ad was both honest and on point. You touched on something about this sort of thing that I find appealing. I’m talking about your wanting to be charmed. Too often in this sort of encounter people tend to forget the mystery and magic of two people being intimate with one another.

As much as you find the concept of being woo’ed (btw, I haven’t heard that expression in quite some time!) alluring, I find the concept of being the seducer just as enticing.

Physically, I meet your minimum requirements with a little to spare. I’m attaching a pic, in the hope that we can move forward on this one way or another.

At any rate, I wish you the best of luck.

Donovan

She opened the attached pic to find a photo of a man in his mid to late 30’s, hazel eyes and a smile that bordered on a smirk. It was a professional portrait with a studio background that was slate grey with a subdued spotlight behind him.

This guy was yummy.

“He didn’t mention me at all,” Ken said.

Tina looked over at him. “Yeah… you’re right.” She looked back to the screen. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“No… I guess not… but these guys do know you’re married.”

She nodded. “Yeah, but they’re talking to me, not us.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well… the ad wasn’t put up by a married couple looking for a guy; it was put up by a married woman looking for a guy.”

Ken stroked his chin. “Hmmm… that’s a good point.”

“You want me to continue? I mean, if this bugs you…”

“No, I’m good. You did make a good point about the ad—you put it up on your own, so I really don’t have any reason for feeling left out of the mix on this.”

“But you sort of do.”

“Yeah, kinda.” He stood up. “How about you go through them and let me know who you want to get back to and we’ll talk, okay?” He bent over and kissed the top of her head. “I’m not pissed or anything, babe. At this moment, I kind of feel like I’m intruding.” He cocked an eyebrow. “Besides, there’s a game on this afternoon.” He headed over to the living room and flicked at the TV with the remote.

“You sure you’re okay?” she called after him. He turned and nodded, so she continued to read her fan mail.

Just like in the real world, her mail ran the gamut. Donovan started the ball rolling with respect and thoughtfulness, but the next one she opened up was the exact opposite. It was downright crude. Especially when the attached photo was of the guy’s junk. She shook her head with a smile and typed out a quick and catty response.

Before hitting send, she stopped herself. What the hell would getting into a flame war accomplish here? She’d tell him off, he’d have to either apologize or escalate. Either way, both of them would come away from any exchange wounded in one fashion or another.

She made a decision then and there. If they come off crude, just ignore them.

She read the rest of her mail, and by the time she was done, she had another 5 messages in her inbox! She could spend the rest of her weekend going through her ‘male’ and culling possible…

Possible what? She stopped. Lovers? No; she wasn’t looking to have an affair, even if she expected a degree of pursuit. Friends? Well… while she had good feelings for Brett and that fellow Dan from the gym, she didn’t know their birthdays or anything. The term Fuck Buddy popped into her mind, but that was just a bit on the crude side for her taste, despite its accuracy.

What would be the term? How would she refer to these guys?

She drummed her fingers on the tabletop.

“Hey Ken,” she called. “I got a question for you.”

“Shoot!”

“What do I call these guys?”

“I think if you just say ‘c’mere’ they’ll come running,” his voice carried from the living room.

“No; I mean, how do I refer to them? Playmates?”

“Fuck buddy works.”

“No. Too… unseemly. Too crude.”

“Gigolo?” He leaned forward in the couch to catch her eye and she wrinkled her nose. He stood up and came back to the table she was sitting at. “I take it you’ve found a few fellas that have potential?” Seeing her nod, he sat down next to her and looked at the screen.

“I’d just like a term that works for me,” she said.

“Paramour?”

“That sounds okay, but I think it’s too girly,” she replied.

“How about ‘courtesan’ then?”

“No; again, too feminine.” She tilted her head at him. “You know something, there’s tons of words that describe woman, but not a lot that describe the male side of this equation.” Her eyes flared and she held up a finger. “I think I got it though. I’ll make up my own.”

Ken shrugged. “Okay, what do you got?”

If ‘cour-te-zan’ is a woman, then ‘cour-te-zare’ can be the guy, what do you think? She typed it out on a blank document on the screen:

Courtesair

“Looks and sounds good to me,” Ken said. “Although, as a guy I was happy with ‘fuck buddy’.
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THAT’S MESSED UP
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THE FOLLOWING WEDNESDAY evening Ken was sitting at the bar of the Black Rapids Best Western Hotel. It was adjacent to a restaurant that was actually pretty good. He glanced at his watch. 7:55 PM. ‘Donovan’—if that was his real name was due in five minutes.

His hands were a little clammy. This would be the first of Tina’s fuck buddies that he was going to meet. He didn’t need some fancy made up word to describe these guys. Fuck and buddy were as close to the truth as that bullshit word Tina came up with—‘Courtesair’? Yeah, right.

He and Tina talked it over, and decided that two heads were better than one, especially when meeting someone from the internet. If either of them got a bad vibe from the guy, then whatever would happen would be called off, no question.

He was watching the entrance to the bar when Donovan came in. He scanned the room and when his eyes landed on Ken, he gave a slight nod that Ken returned.

Ken thought the guy seemed okay as he watched him cross the room. He was dressed decently in a pair of tan chinos and a button down cream colored shirt. When he drew closer, Ken glanced at his shoes. Rockports with a shine to them. The guy polished his shoes?

Even though he thought his once over was quick and discreet, Donovan’s mouth pinched in a small smile as he held out his hand. “Ken, I take it?” As they shook, he added, “Have I passed inspection so far?”

“That obvious, huh?” The guy’s hand was warm, dry and firm; a little calloused even. They shook and Ken pointed to the barstool next to him. “What can I get you?”

Donovan let that question hang just for a second. They both knew what he was thinking, but he said aloud, “I’ll have what you’ve been having.”

Ken couldn’t help but chuckle. This guy’s good. He and Tina had been going at each other like a pair of minks in heat since Sunday. He cracked a smile at the guy. Two can play double entendre, Bubba. He tapped the side of his glass and gestured to the bar tender for Donovan. “I hope you enjoy the taste.”

Donovan rested a haunch onto the seat of the barstool. “Everything seems splendid from here,” he said.

Ken shook his head. “We’re going to do this all night, aren’t we?”

“I’ll keep up my end.”

They both barked out laughs. He was a good shit.

Donovan reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. Ken waved him off, but he dug into it anyway and dropped his driver’s license on the bar. Ken picked it up.

Donovan Faraday. He was a couple of years younger than Ken, and lived three towns over down I-90 way. “Bit of a drive for you.”

“Ahh… no biggie, about 45 minutes or so. It’s worth the drive, especially if Tina’s pic does her half justice.”

Ken nodded. Well played, sir. Well played. Tina had deliberately dressed conservatively for the pic they sent Donovan. He shot it in the morning when she was leaving for work. Navy blue suit and skirt combo, white blouse and minimum makeup, standing next to the kitchen counter. She thought her smile looked a little forced, but Ken thought it was fine. “I think you’ll find her attractive.”

The bartender had delivered their drinks. They said ‘Cheers’ and each took a sip.

“I’m going to assume this isn’t your first rodeo?” Ken said.

“That’s right.” When Ken kept silent, Donovan continued. “I like sex, what can I say? I don’t want to pay a hooker for it, and I’m not at a place in my life where I want to settle down with just one woman.” He made a shrug. “So this sort of… arrangement, if you will, works for me.”

As Ken nodded in understanding, Donovan pointed a finger at him. “And you guys…?”

Fair ball. Ken shrugged. “I honestly don’t know.” When Donovan’s eyebrows arched, he continued. “We’ve been together for years and years—since Tina was a freshman in college. We’ve had a good sex life… but to tell the truth, she hasn’t been with many guys.” He waved his hands in the air. “But that’s not all of it. It’s hard to explain, but we both get really turned on by the idea of her doing this.”

Donovan leaned back in his chair. “You don’t strike me as a cuck.”

“What?”

“Short for cuckold. A guy that gets humiliated by his wife having sex with another man and gets off on the humiliation.”

“What? That’s messed up!”

Donovan burst out laughing. “There’s a lot of people in this world who would think what the three of us are about to embark on is messed up, bro!”

“Shit man, I don’t feel humiliated by this.” He looked away for a second and back. “To tell the truth, I feel kinda proud. You think my woman’s hot; and you come off as a pretty solid kind of guy.”

“Yeah, I own a small business; solid citizen.”

“Okay. So a guy like you being turned on by my wife… that’s an ego stroke for me; not a humiliation at all. Tina and I have an agreement. If either one of us wants this to end,” he snapped his fingers, “then like that, it’s over. Nope; I’m not humiliated.”

Donovan nodded. “And, Tina mentioned in her email that you get a charge out of cleaning her out afterwards.”

“Oh yeah—that’s a rush.”

“That’s messed up.”

Ken’s eyes went wide for a second, then he grinned and Donovan grinned back. “Okay, you made your point.”

“Yeah, one man’s ‘messed up’ is another man’s rush.”

“Yeah, you got something there.” Ken tilted his head. “What’s the rush for you?” He hoped that Donovan would move along; he wasn’t sure himself just what it was about licking up another guy’s cum that was a turn on. He’d never messed around with guys in his life.

“Believe it or not, just the other side of your coin. You said that you get a shot to the ego when another guy’s nailing your wife, right?” He pointed a finger at his own chest. “Same for me. I get an ego boost nailing another guy’s wife.” He held out his hands. “But doing it this way… it’s not dangerous, you know? Nobody’s getting hurt, and nobody’s sneaking around.”

“You ever done that? Played ‘The Other Man’ in an affair?”

Donovan wrinkled his nose. “Just once. I thought it would be cool, but it left me feeling… dirty. Kind of used.”

“What do you mean?”

Donovan winced. “The sneaking around. The being careful of when I call or text; shit like that.” He made a quick rueful smile. “That experience was messed up for real.”

“Who called it off?”

“It didn’t last all that long, man. But I did.”

They sat silently for a moment.

Ken rolled his fingers up and down his glass. What the hell, this guy’s been down the road. “So what happens now?”

“I guess I passed your pre-interview, huh?”

Ken nodded. “Yeah; you’re a cool guy.” He was feeling a little relieved that Donovan didn’t pursue his fetish of cleaning up Tina. His eyes dropped for a split second to the guy’s crotch as he wondered what sort of package Donovan sported.

“Well… then I move onto the final round,” Donovan said with a light smile. “I figure Tina’s close by.” When Ken nodded, he added, “Then by all means let’s meet.”

Ken fished his cell out of his pocket and sent a text:

He’s a good guy. Come on over.

He pointed over Donovan’s shoulder. “She’ll be coming out of the lobby.”
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HUNGRY
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TINA WAS SITTING in one of the overstuffed lobby chairs when her cell phone buzzed with Ken’s text. She read it, and her stomach fluttered with a delicious amount of nerves. Even more nerves than she had when she had her encounter with Dan at the gym; which was strange. The gym incident was off the cuff; she planned it only as far as knowing Dan would be there, but there was no communication between them until that night. Now she’s meeting a guy she had emailed and spoke with on the phone. Still, this meeting had more of an edge.

Ken was right about her. She was contrary as hell. She smiled and put her phone in her purse and stood up.

Before she got to the passageway into the lounge, she stopped in front of a huge mirror by the entrance. She didn’t even need to freshen up her lipstick. Little black dress low cut, but under it was a lace trimmed camisole. Her outfit was topped off by a red blazer with ¾ sleeves. Yeah, she got this.

She walked into the bar, head held high looking for Ken. She recognized Donovan from his pic at the same instant he recognized her. The grin that bloomed on his face from across the room was the best compliment he could have made as he stood quickly from his bar stool.

She smiled back without any effort. He looked even yummier in person than his photo did online. Was that shirt tailored? It fit him like it was; the fabric draped over him accentuated his chest and tapered down to his waist.

She headed over with a confident stride; the same sort she would use going to a board meeting.

Ken was standing on the far side of Donovan, but she kissed his cheek first before taking the man’s outstretched hand. Ken stepped away and grabbed a third stool. She perched onto the one beside Donovan and Ken sat on the one past her. This was cool; being in the middle of two hot guys.

Hmmm… she’d have to put a pin in that.

They did the introductions and ‘how do you do’s’ and Ken stood again.

“I’ll leave you guys to it,” he said smartly. He kissed Tina on the mouth and left.

“Where’s he going?” Donovan asked.

“Don’t worry; he’s giving us privacy, but he won’t be far away.”

“You guys do have a safety plan in place, though, right?” Donovan’s eyes took a level expression. “I mean… I know I’m a hell of a guy, but you guys don’t.”

“Well…”

“Whoa,” Donovan held up his hands. “I don’t need to know it. And if I was up to any funny business, I shouldn’t know it.”

She smiled. “I was trying to find a polite way to say ‘none of your business’ but you did it a lot more diplomatically.”

Donovan smiled again. Damn the way his smile was a little bit crooked made him cute! “I do my best to be a gentleman.” He cocked his head. “When I need to be, that is.”

“Multi faceted, huh?” She put her elbows on the bar and rested her chin on her hands. “So, what should we talk about?”

Donovan smiled. “How about we start with the weather?”

“Or... ‘do you come here often’?” They both laughed.

As they started chatting lightly, Tina knew where her husband was and what he was doing. Ken was out in the parking lot on the phone to one of their friends from Venus and Mars. Tony was a detective in Black Rapids P.D.. When they decided they were going to give Hotwifing a whirl, they talked to Tony about safety. He told them to get the guy’s name and date of birth and he’d run the guy on the computer. One of their goals during Ken’s meeting with Donovan was to look at his driver’s license to get the information, and Ken had a great memory.

While Donovan was telling about his time in college finding out he’d never become a doctor, Tina’s cell phone buzzed. He eyed her and smiled. “Maybe you need to get that.”

She fished it out.

He’s good. He’s not wanted and has never been arrested.

She nodded and smiled and put the phone back.

“So he had me checked out?” Donovan asked. 

“None of your business.” They both laughed. “I suppose you want to know about me,” she said. “I work—”

Donovan cut her off. “I could care less what you do for a living. From what I see you have a great marriage to a good guy. I’m more interested in what sort of a person you are.”

“Without wanting to know about my work?”

“What’s your favorite TV show?”

“Game of Thrones of course! Why?”

He rolled his eyes in an exaggerated way. “Oh God, not another Jon Snow fan-gurl!”

Tina’s head rocked back. “No!” She leaned in. “Even with one hand, Jamie Lannister’s the hottie in that show!” She made a moue. “All the women swooning over that other guy need their head examined if you ask me.”

“You like the bad boys, huh?”

“Especially if they have good hearts. He went back to save that Lady Knight…” she groped for the name.

“Brianna of Tarth.”

“You like the show too then!” She couldn’t help herself, she clapped her hands.

“Yep. See what I mean? If told you I did blah blah blah in a field you weren’t in, you’d know hardly anything. And if you told me that you did yadda yadda yadda for a paycheck, so what?” He made a small shrug. “You work in IT according to Ken. I work in construction. Those occupations are miles apart. But by talking about a TV show we found common ground right off the bat.”

She eyed him appraisingly. “What if I said I liked a TV show that you hated?”

He laughed. “I really don’t hate any TV shows. I switch the channel if I don’t like them way before I hate ‘em. Life is too short to waste it on TV that sucks.” He thought for a moment. “But if we came to a disagreement, we’d debate the qualities and faults or something. And in that process, learn about the other person.”

Tina blew out a puff of air.

“What’s the matter?”

“I wanted to brag about the promotion at my job I got, but you took the wind out of that sail.”

Donovan gave his head a small shake. “Why do you feel the need to impress me?”

Her head jerked back. “What are you a shrink or something?”

He gave a short laugh. “No. I’m just trying to get to know you a little.” He reached across and took her hand. “If you need me to tell you that you’re very good looking, and talk sexy to you; I’m good with that. I’m just trying to get to know you a little, that’s all.”

She let him hold her hand and stared at her glass. “That promotion is a big deal to me, and I don’t think I’ll ever tire of being congratulated for it. It’s a VP slot in a major telecom. There aren’t a lot of people in that position in the industry, and I’m the only woman.”

He held her hand. “Congratulations. You must be very, very good at what you do.”

She turned her head to him. “I am.”

“I believe you.”

They held each other’s gaze for a moment. Tina spoke slowly. “It’s the biggest accomplishment of my life.” When Donovan nodded, she paused. “Hey…”

“Yeah?”

“What’s the biggest accomplishment of your life?” When Donovan went still, she felt a twinge of satisfaction. Gotcha’. How does the shoe feel on you?

“I don’t think I have one, to tell you the truth.”

“Really? No great victories? Nothing you feel that’s extraordinary?”

He shook his head slowly. “No, not really. I mean, overall I think I’ve done a good job at things I’ve taken on more often than not. I pay my bills on time, I’m decent to other people… but I’ve never climbed Mt. Everest, rescued people from burning buildings nor found a cure for the common cold.” He turned to her. “I’m an ordinary guy who’s happy in his own skin.”

“Never won any medals? Garnered trophies in school?”

“Nope. A life of small victories.” He raised his free hand and held up a finger. “But a happy one.” He turned around and gazed at the people in the room and back to her. “There’s a saying that most men lead lives of quiet desperation.”

“Yeah, I heard that in school; in an English class I think.”

Donovan nodded. “Yeah, it’s quoted all over the place. It’s from a book titled ‘A Year In The Woods’. I had to read it for a philosophy class.”

“Ahhh! You’re a philosopher!”

“God no. I took an introductory survey course in college. It was pretty interesting at first, but got bogged down towards the end. It eventually became a contest in arguing instead of a search for Truth and Clarity.”

Tina made a small frown and looked at him. “Bogged down’s the word.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean. This conversation’s not very sexy at all is it? We could just as easily be talking about this stuff at a dinner party or a backyard barbeque.”

He was right. But before she could reply, he took her hand into both of his. “But we’re not at a barbeque, are we?” He draped her hand over one of his. “You know what my favorite part of a woman’s hand is?” He spread her pinkie and ring finger apart. “This little valley between these two fingers.” He began to gently stroke the curve of skin between them.

She watched his finger caress her. A tingle ran up her wrist and down her back to her tummy. “Why?”

He lifted her hand to his mouth and the tip of his tongue darted out and left a warm stroke in that spot. Tina bit her lip. He looked up at her. “Because it’s very intimate. Nobody pays attention to this spot.” He glanced back down and pressed his tongue on it again, briefly. “We all have niches that need attention, don’t you agree?”

Another thrill flowed through her. “What… niches do you have, Donovan?”

He smiled at her with genuine warmth. “Let’s find out, shall we?” He stood, still holding her hand.

He guided her through the bar to the lobby of the hotel. “I’ve already taken the liberty of checking in,” he said as he pushed the button causing the elevator door to open.

She stepped in, her finger rubbing the spot on her other hand where he had touched it. That one gesture had gotten her motor running.

They got in and he pressed the button for the eighth floor. As soon as the doors closed she backed him up against the wall. She dropped her hand and groped between his legs, grabbing his already thickening shaft and fondling it.

“Oh yeah…” he murmured.

Tina wrapped her other hand around his neck and pulled him down to kiss him. Her tongue snaked into his mouth, tasting his peppermint breath. They held the kiss until the floor under them lurched a tad as the elevator slowed and stopped.

She broke the kiss and looked into his eyes.

They crinkled along with the smile on his lips.

“You think I’m a slut, don’t you?” she asked.

His head rocked back. “No.” As the doors slid open, he grasped her head and kissed her harshly and briefly. “I think you’re like me. Hungry.”

He kept his arm around her as they walked to his room. He fished the key card from his pocket, and they were inside.

Before the door closed behind them, he took her into his arms again and kissed her long and deep. As his mouth covered hers, she felt her tummy’s fluttering gear down to a low, harmonious buzz.

They stepped past the bathroom to the bed.

Standing behind her, Donovan peeled her blazer off and draped it over the back of a nearby chair. He bent and kissed her neck. “You turned me on from your ad, you know,” he said, his breath warm on her skin. He undid the clasp on her dress and slowly pulled the zipper down. Snaking his hands under her camisole, he undid her bra strap. His hands encircled her as he fondled her breasts, cupping them.

She backed into him until her ass was against his crotch and began to grind into it, rubbing the length of his shaft in the cleft of her cheeks eliciting another murmur of pleasure.

When she started to speak, he shushed her. “Don’t say anything, darling. Speak with your body.”

Darling? What was this, a movie from the 40’s? Nobody used that word anymore. Still, she liked the sound of it—sweet, but with an undercurrent of eros.

Twisting his wrists, his hands kept rubbing her tits from the sides as she continued stroking him with her ass. He released them and peeled her dress off, dropping it to the floor. He lifted her camisole and bra over her head and stepped into her from behind.

Tina arched her neck back and he dropped his head, warmly kissing and sucking at the side of her neck while his fingers pinched her nipples.

Donovan wordlessly guided her to the bed and she sat on the edge, then rolled to the center. His eyes boring into her, he pulled off his own clothes as she lay back scissoring her feet in the air.

He was already hard. Standing before her, he stroked and milked his cock as she opened and closed her legs for him. She stroked her panty cover mons, feeling the dampness that had sprung there from the moment his tongue caressed her hand.

He looked down at his cock and her eyes followed his gaze to see a pearl of white cum ooze and grow out of the tip. Oh God she loved that sight! In a flash she was on her knees, leaning forward with her mouth open and tongue out. He stepped to her and she gently sucked the dollop off, murmuring delight as she tasted his seed. It was tangy with a hint of caraway.

Her hand rose and she grasped his cock. Her hand was able to cover the length of his shaft almost up to the knob. Perfect length. Holding his shaft, she first kissed wetly, then began to suck on his knob while her hand tensed and relaxed.

Still standing, Donovan spread his legs wider. Tina raised her other hand. She played with his balls for a moment, then slid her hand behind them, up the crack of his ass.

A whooshing exhalation exploded from his lips. Hey Mikey, he likes it!

She let go of him and slid back further onto the mattress. She peeled her panties off. With an impish smile, she crooked her finger at him to join her. C’mere.

They slid around on the bed until she coaxed them into a 69 position. She had never really been a fan of it; it was too distracting for her to get her groove on while going down on a guy.

So instead of resting her hips over his mouth, she moved them out of his reach and came at his crotch from an angle and put his cock in her mouth. Resting her head and shoulders on his groin, she pulled at his legs until they bent sharply at the knee. She raised her head and drooled a stream of saliva down the crack of his ass. Wetting her finger, she ran it down between his cheeks finding his anus.

He flinched at the sensation. She dropped her head back to his cock, and in the same rhythm, massaged his ass as she blew him.

She popped her mouth off of him. “Don’t come in my mouth,” she said over her shoulder.

“Shhh…” he said.

She shook her head, still stroking him. “Silent sex doesn’t work for me, hon.” Her hand tightened on his shaft. “Is it important to you?”

He had raised himself to his elbows watching her. He shook his head. “No. I was more curious to try it than anything else.”

Still squeezing his cock, she pressed her wet fingertip deeper into his ass. “Do you like this?”

“Never tried it before.”

“You want me to stop?”

“No.”

Watching his eyes, she pressed her finger deeper. His eyes flared for a second and he chewed his lip. “You like that?” When he nodded wide eyed, she pressed her finger inside him to the first knuckle. “I wish I had a cock, Donovan.” She began sliding her finger in deeper. “If I had a cock, I’d be fucking you right here.”

“Yeah!” he gasped. “Oh yeah!”

His hips began to grind and she sucked on him again, pushing her finger inside as her mouth stroked his shaft.

His body’s response elevated her own arousal. Her tummy was now buzzing warmly and he hadn’t even touched her down there. She squeezed her thighs and relaxed them, her whole body now pulsing in the same rhythm.

She inhaled deeply through her nose, reveling in the man smell from his cock and balls. His asshole was snug around her finger, a silken warmth as she pulsed it in and out.

A hand grasped her shoulder.

“You gotta stop or I’ll blow!” Donovan whispered hoarsely.

She pulled her head back, releasing him. Damn; she wanted to taste his cum, but that wouldn’t be fair to Ken. She lay still atop him, as they both settled down.

She slid her finger out and rolled off to wash her hands in the bathroom. As she lathered up, she couldn’t wait to try that with Ken. She smirked at her reflection. Bad girl!

She dried her hands and came back to bed. Donovan was laying on his side, stroking himself.

“No woman’s ever done that to me before,” he said as she climbed back in.

She tilted her head. “Has any guy?”

“Nope. Never done anything with a guy.”

She lay on her side facing him. She watched her hands as she rubbed his chest. “Ever think about it?” When he didn’t reply, she raised her eyes. “Well?”

He made a small shrug and the tiniest of nods. She wormed her way up and kissed him. “That’s fuckin’ hot.”

“Yeah. Right.”

Her head jerked back. “Why would I lie about something like that to you, silly?”

He glanced away, then back. “You’re telling the truth?”

She slapped his chest. “Yes! Ohmygod that would be hot!”

Donovan shook his head and chuckled. “And I was coming off in the bar all wise and erudite.” He stroked the back of her head. “And here we are, with you teaching me about myself!” He bent his head and kissed her again. 
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DITTO
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KEN WAS AT THE BAR nursing a club soda with lime when his phone buzzed with a text from his wife.

Do you love me?

What the hell had happened? He banged out a reply

Are you ok?

She fired back.

My pussy is drippy and I want you to come up and clean it out. Room 8027

What the hell was going on here? He headed for the elevator.

As he came up to the room, he saw the door was ajar. He opened it.

“Tina?”

“That was quick!” she called from the bedroom. “Everything’s great! Come in and join the party!”

He entered the room and threw the lock on the door. Tina was laying against the headboard of the bed, totally naked with her knees bent and spread widely. Donovan was also naked, standing beside the bed. He looked back to Tina, to see her hand rubbing the top of her pussy with her middle finger. A white trickle of cum was leaking out.

He glanced back to Donovan, then back to Tina. “What’s going on?”

“You want to clean me out, babe?” she said.

He looked over at Donovan again. “I’m not comfortable with him here, Tina.”

Donovan remained silent, but nodded slowly and turned to Tina, who was watching them both closely, her head swiveling back and forth.

“Donovan admitted something to me. It was the first time he ever said it out loud.” When Ken’s eyebrow cocked in a question, she continued. “He told me that he likes having a finger shoved up his ass.”

Ken gave a small shrug and looked over to Donovan. “Okay, so you’re bi. So what?”

“I’ve always been too chicken shit to admit that I’m curious about it, man. I’ve never done anything with a dude.”

“So?”

“Neither have you, babe,” Tina said.

“I know that.” His eyes dropped to Donovan’s hanging flaccid cock. His tongue came out and quickly licked his lips.

“Honey?” Tina said. “Take off your clothes for me, and clean my pussy? Pretty pleeeeze?”

Donovan remained still while Ken got naked, his eyes never leaving Ken’s body. When Ken peeled his socks off, Donovan let out a sigh when he saw Ken’s cock. It wasn’t fully hard, but it was thickening.

Ken grasped his shaft. His voice a challenge, he said, “You want this, bro?”

Donovan tilted his head to Tina. “Lick up my cum, man, and let’s see what happens.”

“Please, baby, clean me up. You know you wanna.”

Ken’s eyes went down to her now drooling pussy. It looked so heinously sexy. “You know my favorite porn vids are cream-pie vids, right babe?”

“Uh huhh…”

He got on the bed and crawled up between her legs. “Doesn’t mean I’m gay, y’know.”

“No, sweetie, it means you’re one sexy beast!” When his face was between her thighs, she caressed his cheeks. “Now go animal on my cunt.”

While Ken was feasting on his wife’s pussy, Donovan turned to the overnight bag he had brought with him when he checked in earlier that afternoon. He opened it and drew out some items. He placed a slender silicone vibrating dildo, about the size of a cigar, and a squeeze bottle of warming lube on the night table. That done, he resumed watching them, stroking his cock again. Although he had climaxed just a few minutes ago, he was getting thick again.

He didn’t know, nor didn’t care, if the Ginko Biloba megadose he took that afternoon was just a placebo or had a genuine effect. All he knew was that he was able to recover quickly after an orgasm.

“That’s right baby,” Tina said hoarsely, “lick up all of Donovan’s cum. Clean up your dirty girl’s twat, Ken.” She inhaled sharply. “Oh yeah! Keep going!”

From between her legs, ‘mmm’s’ and ‘hmm’s’ rose as Ken’s head went sideways, then up and down, his tongue buried up inside Tina’s honey-pot. She was caressing the top of his head as her thighs began to tremble. He slid two fingers up inside and began to assault her clit with his tongue.

As soon as his tongue began its whirring, Tina yelped. “Yes! Oh yes! Right there!” Her legs began to thrash over her husband’s back as she heaved and bucked in ecstasy. “Oh baby! Ohbabybabybaby!”

Ken lifted his head from her crotch, his hands now holding her by the hips as he let her come down from the precipice. They gazed in each other’s eyes. As one, they turned their heads to Donovan.

Ken licked his lips. “I want to suck you, bro.”

Donovan knee walked onto the mattress and sat back on his haunches beside Tina. Ken disentangled himself from her legs and grasped Donovan’s shaft. He looked up first at Donovan, then over to Tina. “I’ve never done this before…” he said in a quiet voice.

“That makes two of us, man,” Donovan said.

Ken opened his mouth and pushed it down over the crown, his tongue sliding along the underside. It was a rush, doing to this guy’s cock, exactly what he loved done to his. On and on...until...

He gave a firm squeeze and tasted a man’s cum from his cock for the first time in his life. His throat flexed with a swallowing motion as the dribbles of cum oozed down his throat.

He pulled his head off. “Oh fuck this is good!” and dove back onto Donovan’s tool.

Tina extricated herself from underneath Ken and moved way over to the side to give the men room. Donovan reached over and began to fondle Ken’s already hard shaft.

“Never held a guy’s rod before,” he voice was a whisper that held awe and longing.

Ken began to nudge and prod at him, urging him over and on his side until the two men were in a 69 position.

Donovan started jerking Ken’s cock, stroking it. He nuzzled his face into the guy’s balls, inhaling deeply. “Oh man, you smell so sexy.”

Ken pulled his mouth away and turned his head. “Put it in your mouth, man.”

Donovan looked from Ken to Tina then back to the cock in his hand and nodded. He opened his mouth and went down onto the thick shaft.

Ken’s eyes shut tightly and he gave a small moan of pleasure. “Oh that’s good…” he murmured before going back to sucking.

Tina watched, her eyes wide open, awestruck. The only noise in the room was the snuffles and grunts as the two men went as deeply as they could on the other guys’ tool, then a slurping noise as they pulled their heads up and off before returning their mouths. It wasn’t long before the bed began to softly creak as their hips began thrusting.

She watched as Ken’s hands began rubbing Donovan’s ass cheeks. He palmed the solid muscle of his ass, rubbing it with firm circles. Donovan released his grip on Ken’s cock and laid his cheek against his belly. “Oh man, yeah,” he moaned.

She got up and picked up the dildo and examined it. It wasn’t much thicker than Ken’s thumb and only six inches long or so. Taking it and the lube, she  scooted behind Donovan. “I got this, babe,” she said to Ken. “I want you to swallow his load, okay?” Ken looked at her and nodded with a smile and went back to work.

She drizzled lube on the toy until it was fully covered. She leaned over and slicked up Donovan’s ass as the two men kept pleasuring one another. Leaning over, she whispered in his ear, “I’m going to fuck you now.” Donovan shut his eyes and nodded.

Twisting her wrist from side to side, she slowly pressed the dong up against his anus. Holding an even pressure, she wormed it past the tight ring and paused until he stopped flinching. Adding more lube, she pressed it in as deeply as she could. She pulled it out, added more lube, and with a twisting motion slid it back in.

“Oh God, yeah!” Donovan groaned, pushing his ass back towards her hand. “Fuck me, bitch! Fuck meee!”

Ken pulled his hips away from Donovan’s mouth. “Let’s get you off, bro,” he said. He changed position.

Donovan stretched along the bed on his side and Ken began sucking him again. Tina smiled, ravishing his asshole. He buried his face into one of the pillows, clenching it in his fists. “This is so fucking goooood…!” His thighs began clenching, showing ridges of his strong muscles.

“Fill his mouth, Donovan!” Tina hissed. “Give him a load!”

Donovan’s hips were pulsing as his cock and asshole continued to be assaulted. He clenched one hand into Ken’s hair, twisting it harshly. “I’m cummming!” Groaning and snarling, he spasmed and jerked.

Ken lifted his eyes to Tina as Donovan orgasmed. Their gazes fell into one another as Ken stroked and sucked all of Donovan’s load, swallowing his semen.

When Donovan stopped shuddering, Tina relaxed her grip and slowly withdrew the phallus from the man’s ass.

Donovan lay supine on the bed, panting “Oh wow, oh wow…”

Ken climbed up onto the bed, and the three of them lay back, arms and legs entangling as Donovan came down from his bliss.

“That. Was. Awesome.” Tina said.

“Totally,” said Ken.

“Ditto,” said Donovan.


[12]

SEX-CATION
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THE NEXT MORNING TINA WAS STARING at her laptop at the kitchen table. She had another twelve messages overnight from her post on the Hotwife website and was gnawing at a hangnail as she scanned them.

Ken came into the kitchen. He glanced over her shoulder. “More fan mail?” he said as he went to the fridge for a bottle of water.

“Yeah.”

“Anyone catch your attention?”

“I guess so,” she said. “Most of them seem like nice guys. There were only two idiots, so that’s good.” She looked up at Ken. “One of them wants to bring his wife along to watch!” she said with a smile.

“Oh? Maybe she and I can play cards or something in the room while you two get your jollies,” he said with a smirk.

She stood. “I never told you ‘thank you’,” she said as she went and put her arms around his waist.

He put his hands on her shoulders. “I don’t think you’re talking about me getting the cars washed, are you?”

She rolled her eyes. “Not exactly. Although, it is about cleaning out a pipe; Donovan’s pipe.”

He lowered his head and kissed her. “That was fun for me, too babe.”

“Yeah, but you never mentioned it to me. We’ve been together for years and years and you never told me that was something you wanted to try.”

“It’s not that big a deal, hon, honest. I’m not fixated on it. If the opportunity comes along again though, I won’t be shy about it.” He made a sly smile. “You didn’t really know about enjoying women until lately, right?”

“Yeah. So?”

“It’s kind of the same for me. I’ve thought about it only in passing, and not all that often.”

“What about when after I would get laid and you cleaning me out?”

“I won’t lie to you—I did want to see what another guy’s cum tasted like. But it was more curiosity than a turn on… at first, anyway.”

Tina’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion. “What do you mean ‘at first’?”

“I mean… I wanted to clean you out as a way of physically grooming you afterwards… as a way of demonstrating with my body that I really am totally cool with it.” He kissed her on the forehead. “Your happiness… your pleasure is an important thing for me, babe; and doing that was a way for me to show you I really meant it.”

“But then you started liking how it tasted?”

“Yeah… but it tastes best when your own nectar’s mixed in. Sucking off Donovan yesterday was all right, but it’s not something I’ll be masturbating to.”

She smirked. “I will, don’t worry!”

“That’s fine with me.”

She shook her head. “You’re weird sometimes, Ken Grant.”

“I gotta be to keep up with you!” They both chortled. She had to admit Ken wasn’t too far off base on that. He nodded to her closed laptop. “So, what’s next for you? For us?” He waggled his eyebrows. “Got some more wild oats to sow?”

She hugged him around the waist, nuzzling her cheek against his shirt. “Honey, I’ve been thinking…”

“Uh-oh. The four words that strike terror in the heart of every married man.”

She pinched him. “Oh aren’t you funny.”

“I try. So what’s up?”

She kept her head pressed in and began to rub his back. “My sowing wild oats.”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“Well… I’ve had a great time.”

“Me too.”

“And I love you for saying that.”

“It’s the truth. This has been a turn on for me.”

“I’m glad.” She turned her head to where her laptop rested on the table. “When I was reading those messages today, you want to know something? Every one of the ones that I liked, the ones I found appealing reminded me of Donovan.”

“He’s a good guy. I like him.”

“I’m not surprised you like him. He’s a lot like you, you know. He’s easygoing, smart, and generally happy with his life too.”

Ken nodded. “Yeah, I got a vibe from him that we were pretty simpatico. And that was before he came in my mouth!”

Tina snorted. “You’re funnier though, that’s for sure.”

She held him, and they were silent for a while.

“Okay then… there’s a lot of nice guys out there,” he said. “Now what?”

“Well… those guys are like Donovan. Donovan’s like you.” She lifted her face from his chest and looked up into his eyes. “I think that I don’t need to sow any more oats.” She rubbed his back as she held him. “I have what’s best for me, right here at home.”

With a gentle hand Ken caressed her cheek. “Awww baby, thank you for saying that…” He bent his head and kissed her deeply. When he pulled away, he said, “So no more Hot Wife?”

“I’m not going to say never… but I don’t feel any urge anymore.” She gave him a squeeze and smirked. “My field’s fine with the current crop of oats; I don’t need any of those wild ones anymore.”

“Okay…”

“Now with that being said, I’d be happy to go to Venus and Mars once in a while… but maybe just for us to go and have a good time. We won’t have to play with anyone else there, y’know?”

“What if you change your mind?”

“I’ll let you know.”

“Okay.” He gave her a short nod. “So if I got this right, you want to take a break from this kind of stuff.”

“I don’t want this to become mundane. The times we went to Venus and Mars, getting together with Brett, that incident with that guy Dan at the gym, and sleeping with Laurie… all of those were really special to me.”

“Not to mention Donovan.”

Her eyes opened wide. “Donovan was the icing on the cake!”

He nodded. “Yeah, that really was special…”

“And I want stuff like that to always be special, okay?”

“Okay.” He tilted his head at the computer. “So you’re going to delete your membership to that site?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“And we’ll put Venus and Mars on the back burner?”

She nodded. “Yeah.” She paused and smiled. “But… you know what’s special?”

“What?”

“Vacations. Those are special.”

“Yeah. So?”

“So, how about for our vacation next winter, we go to one of those Swinger Resorts they talked about at Venus and Mars? I looked at some of them online, and they look pretty exciting.”

“What, like Hedonism down in Jamaica?”

“Yep. That’s the one.” She tapped his chest. “Maybe next February or so, we go down there and be wicked then!”

“A sex-cation.”

“Exactly.”

“Sounds like a plan to me!”

They kissed again; closing a chapter on their life, but not the book.

The End

of The Hotwife Chronicles

Author’s Note:

I truly don’t know how many of my friends from the Swinger Lifestyle are active Hotwives, but I do know several. And of those women, a common thread has been the sense of having ‘missed out’ on something. I think that it’s perfectly natural for people to wonder. I ended this series based on my own observations—that there are some couples who experiment with it, and eventually put it aside. Paradoxically, what they gain at the end is a richer, deeper and more loving relationship than they had previously. Which is almost a cliché for couples who are Swingers; go figure.

Thank you so much for your readership! I find it fulfilling writing these tales, and to have the degree of acceptance from you is deeply rewarding. If you could take the time and put up an honest review at Amazon I would be grateful. Yes, reviews help authors such as me; but just as important, they help readers like you pick out their next book!

Finally, if you’re new to my work and would like to be notified about upcoming releases, just click on this link and you’ll be on the list! I’ll send you three free books as a thank you, and you’ll be notified first of any promotions I’m running!

http://eepurl.com/bGtpED
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