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Chapter 1. A Couple Seduces A Bi Guy
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When Ben answered the door he was still in his black, terry-cloth bathrobe. It was already seven in the evening, but the life of a baker meant that he typically worked from three AM to noon on his bread, then slept from one to about nine at night. His dimples showed as he smiled, obviously happy to see us. 

"Sorry about the mess guys," he laughed. "But I'm not usually up this early."

His tiny studio apartment smelled like vanilla and cinnamon, but other than an unmade bed there was no mess to be found. When we walked in there was an immaculate bathroom directly to our right, and a bed to our left which took up the majority of the apartment. Around the corner beyond the bathroom was a cute little breakfast nook, and a kitchen unbefitting a cook of Ben's talent. Beyond the far side of the room was a little balcony.

Ben's black hair stood up, with the left side of it matted by his pillow. Naked under his robe and unshaven, he could easily have passed for a patient at an asylum. It was not the Ben we were used to seeing.

Did you have rough day at work?" Stephen asked.

"Yeah, I wanted to take the weekend off with you guys coming down, so I made triple the dough as usual so that the guys would just have to come in and bake it.  For the next forty-eight hours, I'm all yours!"

He excused himself, locking the bathroom door behind him and starting the shower.

I sat on Ben's bed, still warm from his body. The sheets smelled faintly like his cologne and I found myself involuntarily holding his pillow to my face and breathing in.

"Are you trying to make me jealous?" Stephen laughed.

"Oh baby, you know I couldn't want anyone else." 

I felt ashamed when I said so, because I don't typically lie to him.

***
[image: ]


THE BEN WE KNEW EMERGED from the bathroom, all pressed oxford shirts and Italian-made silk ties. He was wearing black slacks, and polished leather shoes. His hair looked perfectly styled, and his face was clean shaven and smooth. He looked like a completely different person. 

"Are we ready to go?"

We started the evening with fine pasta and wine courtesy of a local Italian restaurant. When it was time for the check to arrive, a tremendous middle-aged Greek man who I could only assume was the owner of the establishment came to our table.

He stated, "It is my pleasure to service an artist such as Benjamin. This was on the house."

Ben shook his hand and laughed, and left a hundred dollar bill on the table anyways. 

"For the waitress then," he said.

When the owner was gone and we were taking the napkins off our laps, 

Stephen laughed then asked, "So do you bake for him, or blow him?"

"It’s a little of both, depending on my mood." 

I found myself suddenly stimulated by the fact that Ben wasn't being sarcastic.

From dinner we went on for shooters at a local dive, and then for my sake the boys took me to a dance club with a full martini bar. I wanted to dance, but Stephen wasn't really the dancing type. 

I looked over to Ben. "What say you come over to the dance floor and sweep me off my feet?"

With that Ben, blushed a little. "I seem to have this funny habit of losing friends after I dance with their significant others."

"Come on, you don't mind, do you Stephen?"

Stephen looked unsure, and kept glancing back at Ben and myself.

"Come on Steve, let me have some fun!" He hated it when I called him Steve, so I only did it when he was doing something that annoyed me.

Defeated, he just sighed. "Have fun, guys."

Ben wasn't about to let his friend be left behind, however. "How about we both dance with her Stephen?"

"I don't know," and Stephen shook his head. "It's not really my thing."

Ben took his hand and pulled Stephen to his feet. Even I couldn't do that.

"Well, then I promise to be as flaming as possible while we're out there," Ben laughed, "To make sure everybody's looking at me, and nobody's looking at you."

Stephen laughed, and for the first time looked like he wasn't totally appalled by the idea. In between the two, holding hands in a chain, we all went over to the dance floor.

I danced between the two of them, with Stephen behind me and Ben in front. As the crowd got larger, both got closer, and soon our trio was cheek-to-cheek-to-cheek. We were all pretty tipsy at this point, so I stuck my butt out a little further until it was pressing into Stephen's crotch. I waited to make sure I felt him aroused, and only after I knew he was completely in the moment, I pulled Ben a little closer to me.

The music changed and everything slowed down. I was intoxicated by the smell of these men's skin, and the weight of their bodies pinning me between them. I felt Stephen grinding into me from behind, and I spread my legs a little to give him access to the crease of my backside. His cock was dry humping me between my cheeks, I began to match his rhythm until my pelvis started rubbing up and down on Ben's cock.

Ben stopped for a split second, and then resumed the dance. He never looked me in the eyes, but slowly he began to grind back into me. I had always assumed that someone as feminine as Ben would have a smaller penis, but the mammoth bulge that pushed against my clit told me that I was wrong. It felt like the biggest cock I had never seen.

I started panting, sandwiched between the two of them, and looked into Stephen's eyes. His head on my shoulder, he looked down and knew exactly what I was doing. My heart skipped a beat as I anticipated his response. I was surprised to find his eyes glaze over in passion, and he kissed me, his tongue entering my mouth and dancing to the rhythm of the song. I took a deep breath of relief when the song climaxed.

Silently, so did I.

We were all on the verge of being full-blown trashed when we got back to Ben's place. I kicked off my heels and took a seat on the foot of the bed, rubbing my red cheeks. 

"So how do sleeping arrangements work with three people in a studio apartment?" I asked.

"I've got a sleeping bag from when I first moved in," Ben volunteered. "I'll crash on the floor."

"I need to wash up," Stephen drawled, still cloudy from the alcohol and arousal. "Any spare towels?"

"Yeah, I'll dig 'em up," and with that Ben made a beeline for the linen closet as Stephen and I went for the bathroom.

As I finished brushing my teeth, I confessed to Stephen "That was the most turned on I've been, out there at the club. You can really dance!"

Stephen was washing his face. "Baby, I feel like I'm going to explode."

"I can't wait until Ben's asleep," I smiled.

Stephen shut off the faucet. He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me into him, his hard cock grinding into my hip bone through our clothes. 

"I don't think I can wait."

With that he kissed me, our tongues meeting for another duel. Everything was moving so fast that I couldn't help myself, and I started undoing his belt as he pulled my camisole over my head. The cold apartment air made my nipples taut as Stephen kissed me, making his way down my neck to my breasts, then down my belly and to my pants. With a combination of hands and teeth he undid my belt and pulled both my pants and my lavender cotton panties down to my ankles. Nuzzling between my swollen lips, he lapped up the moisture accumulating inside me. His tongue spread me open, motioning as if licking an ice cream cone. He worked his way from my sex up to my clitoris, and gave it a few sharp brushes.

The bathroom door opened.  I had both hands in Stephen's hair as his mouth teased at my aching pussy. I expected him to stop at any moment, but Ben's presence seemed to only strengthen his resolve as he slid one, then two fingers inside of me.

. "These towels are for you," Ben began, but stopped mid-sentence.

"Honey," I panted, "You're gonna make me."

I couldn't finish my sentence, instead moaning as my orgasm enveloped me. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as my most intimate places spasmed and jerked with ecstasy.

Ben still stood at the doorway, gripping his towels and wondering where this was headed. Stephen began pulling the bundle of clothes at my ankles, gesturing me to step out of them until I was fully nude. I happily conceded.

He grabbed me by my hips and turned me until I was facing Ben. Ben and I shared the same shocked expression, wondering what Stephen had in mind. From behind me he started sucking on my neck, then licking his way down my spine to the small of my back, continuing on to my sensitive back door. He was naked, though I couldn't tell you at what point he had stripped.

Stephen knew that analingus drove me wild, made me uncontrollable, so I knew we were headed for a wild night when he started rubbing his tongue up and down my tightly puckered hole.

"Ben," he said, "You really got Jamie all excited back at the club. You'd be a pretty bad host if you didn't help me calm her down."

We were both taken aback by Stephen's words. Ben dropped his towels. 

"Well, I'd hate to be a bad host."

"I know you would," Stephen smiled, and resumed his voracious rimming.

Ben walked up to me until his cheek was against mine. I turned to look at him, and nose-to-nose we lost ourselves. He kissed me on the lips, as gentle as another woman, and cupped my breasts in his hands. We went on like this for what seemed like an eternity, Ben kissing me and Stephen rimming me with his strong hands on my waist.

Sensing my rising need, Ben got on his knees. I lifted a leg and propped a foot against the wall, both to gain balance and allow Ben access to my pussy. He went down on me with none of the urgency Stephen had, instead teasing me slowly and kindly. As he explored the folds of my cunt, Stephen continued his assault on my asshole. When I felt their tongues meet at my perineum, I felt another climax build.

"Guys," I breathed raggedly. "Guys, you're going to make me come."

Ben returned his attention to my clit, sliding two soft and slender fingers inside of me and making circular rubbing motions against my G-Spot. In perfect contrast, Stephen began to push his tongue inside of me from behind.

I watched the three of us in the mirror, my left hand gently playing with Ben's hair while my right hand pulled on Stephen's hair behind me. It was the hottest picture I had ever seen, and my body had never before known the pleasure of a simultaneous eating-out and rim job. 

"Oh I love you," I said hoarsely. "I love you both so much." 

The pressure inside of me pulsated and grew, and when my pelvis could no longer handle the pressure my orgasm exploded, and I screamed. All the subtly I had displayed at the club was gone now, completely ravished by the heat of the moment.

Ben continued to softly rub his tongue against my clit, this time indirectly against the side of my hood. I was surprised by how gentle he was; as I can't remember a time someone could continue to stimulate me post-orgasm without any hint of irritation. Stephen stood up and, cupping my breast, lined his cock up with my well-lubricated hole.

"Baby, I need you right now." He stated 

This as fact, not request, and slowly slid inside of me. He was so hard that I knew he wouldn't last long, but he didn't need to as yet another orgasm began building in my gut. Like a piston he hammered in and out of my as Ben continued his gentle massage of my clitoris with his tongue.

I've had dreams of nights just like this, a man kissing my most secret place as another drilled into me from behind, but I never thought I would ever have the pleasure. I swiveled my hips back and forth, increasing both the pressure of Ben's face in my lap and the force of Stephen's dick burrowing into me.

I just kept repeating "Don't Stop! Don't Stop!" 

Once again, the passion overtook me. Stephen was squeezing my breasts now, grunting hard. As my climax hit, I felt his hard cock fill me with hot seed and it was too much. It had only happened once before, but I began to ejaculate, squirting my girl-cum into Ben's face. Deep down inside I was panicked, unsure of whether or not Ben was going to make of it, but it didn't matter in the end. He opened his mouth and accepted gush after gush of my cum, still stroking my clit with his tongue.

My legs were trembling when Stephen's cock, now limp, dropped out of me. I looked back and forth between the two, unsure of what was coming next.  A stream of Stephen's semen made its way to the joint of my leg and trickled down the inside of my thigh. Ben looked up at me and Stephen for our silent approval, then worked his lips from my knee, sucking at the inside of my thigh, and then licking into my warm inside and lapping Stephen's load from inside of me. This too was something I'd never expected of the evening.

Stephen whispered, "I think I'm going to need a little tidying up too."

Ben looked up and smiled, then took Stephen's member in his mouth. He rocked his head back and forth, and soon Stephen was erect again, his eyes closed and his head back. I think Ben must have sucked a lot more cock than I have in our lives, because he took Stephen’s entire shaft in his throat, than began licking his balls before pulling off.

"All clean?" he laughed.

"Yep," Stephen smiled. "Baby, I think we're being a little selfish to our host. I think we have a favor to return."

I grinned devilishly. Stephen took one of Ben's arms, and I the other, and we forced him back to the foot of his bed and pushed him. Stephen stripped off Ben's shirt as I worked Ben's pants down his knees and ankles, which hung loosely over the bed. Together Stephen and I removed Ben's boxers.

To this day I have never seen a cock to match Ben's. Maybe his small frame exaggerated it's length and girth, but it looked all of eight inches, the most mammoth of phalluses. I began licking his balls, and looked up to find Stephen working up and down his shaft with his mouth. I never thought I'd see Stephen giving another man head, but the beauty of the vision left me wet again.

"I have to get that inside me," I said blankly. 

I didn't mean to say it out loud, I just couldn't help it.

Stephen stepped back as I climbed up on top of Ben and lowered my dripping cunt onto his tool. It felt like it was splitting me open inside, and the trip from his head being at my lips to fully inside me seemed eternal. Slowly I lifted myself up, then with all my weight dropped myself on him again.

Stephen was working on my rectum with his mouth again. This went on for a few minutes until Stephen stopped, then mounted me. His throbbing head started pressing against my sphincter. My arousal offered him no resistance, and he broke through and into me. Both dicks were inside me now, sliding in and out, separated only by a thin membrane as they pistoned in unison.

This was again more than I could bear. Another orgasm hit me, and then another, and then another. Each built in intensity as both Stephen and Ben quickened their paces. I had never felt so full, so fulfilled, in my entire life.

"I'm going to come!" Ben finally exclaimed.

"Me too, baby," Stephen barked. "Me."

Two jets of hot cum filled me, bathing my insides and leaking out. One final time I cried out, and my orgasm caused both my pussy and my asshole to contract in a vise-like grip on the two cocks inside of me. We were all screaming now, and we could hear Ben's downstairs neighbor knocking on the ceiling to quiet us down. We didn't care, and the force of our orgasms made us scream that much louder.

Later that night I awoke in a sandwich. Stephen was spooning me from behind, but my legs were wrapped around Ben in front of me. Both of their cocks were still inside me, still hard, even though the rest of them was sleeping soundly. 

One last time I whispered "I love you," this time to both of them, before drifting back off to slumber.
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Chapter 2. A Night of Incredible Firsts
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My wife and I recently experienced a night that gave us the chance to take our sex lives to places neither of us thought we’d ever experience. Hi, my name is Les. My wife Chris and I are in our late forties and have been happily married for just over twenty years. Until about two years ago, Chris and I had been mutually exclusive to each other when it came to our sex lives. We met right after college and after a couple of months of dating, we lost our virginity to each other and had been the only person we had sex with until about two years ago. Chris looks like your typical “suburban” wife, she stands 5ft 8in tall with shoulder length dark brown hair that has natural highlights due to amount of time she spends out in the sun. Although she’s critical of her figure, the few extra pounds that she’s put on since we’d gotten married have made her more desirable as she now has more of an hour-glass shape to her and her once 34A’s are now full and luscious 36C’s. My one and only complaint about her is that I think she has the perfect ass to rock a pair of thong or G-string panties but she refuses as she says that thin piece of material between her ass cheeks is uncomfortable, so she will only wear a thong or G-string when she’s horny and looking to being the aggressor with sex. 

Chris and I had gone out one night for a “date night” and after a really nice dinner we headed to a dance club where we ran into an old friend of Chris’ that was visiting with her husband. After several drinks and a lot of dancing, we hung out with Chris’ friend, Melissa and her husband, Mark. Melissa and Mark are a great couple to hang out with and we seemed to have a lot in common. As we talked and had several more drinks Melissa suggested that Mark dance with Chris and when those two headed for the dance floor, Melissa asked me to dance. The four of us danced with each other over the next couple of hours. 

It was about one in the morning, when Mark had suggested that we leave the club we were at and head to a club he had seen a couple blocks away. We departed the dance club and Chris and I followed Melissa and Mark and the next thing we knew, we were at the entrance to a strip club. Chris and I had never been in a strip club together before, but I guess with our inhibitions fading away due to the amount of alcohol we’d been drinking we reluctantly followed Melissa and Mark in. We found a table in the rear of the club where the four of us enjoyed a couple more rounds of drinks as well as the entertainment afforded us by the beautiful naked women dancing all over the club. Mark and Melissa asked us if we’d go back to their hotel room for a nightcap, I think largely due to the alcohol we agreed to go with them. 

When we got to their room Mark poured another round of drinks. Before long, Mark and Melissa were going at each other like a couple of love-starved teenagers. At first, it felt a bit uncomfortable watching another couple make out the way they did, but Chris and I found it strangely erotic and it didn’t take long before we began to make out as well. One thing led to another and before long, Chris and I were in the midst of our first ever “swap.” 

It started out as a soft swap eventually evolved into a same-room full swap. For the first time ever, Chris and I had had sex with someone else. Much to our surprise, we loved it. As great as the sex was with Mark and Melissa, the intimacy and closeness that Chris had experienced from sharing the events of our first swing experience made it even better. 

On our way home, we reflected on what we had just done and the heightened eroticism consumed us and when we got home, Chris and I fucked like rabbits going at it all night only stopping when we saw the sky lightening with the start of a new day. We had fucked ourselves crazy to the point, that once we did stop we fell asleep and slept till mid-afternoon. 

When we woke that afternoon, we talked more about what had happened the night before and we realized that the sharing of our desires and finding out that we both had at some level fantasized about having sex with others was something we both had in common. We began to discuss in greater depth the details of how we would enjoy bringing others into our bedroom. We called Mark and Melissa and arranged a meeting with them that night for dinner and they were great. Mark and Melissa shared with Chris and I many of the plusses and minuses of living in the lifestyle. They openly told us of some of the bumps that they and other couples had experienced affording Chris and I a better understanding and clearing many of the negative stereotypes that we had previously had about people living in the lifestyle.

Mark and Melissa told us that they had a number of people that they play with but their circle of play partners was a relatively small group of about a dozen people that was made up of three couples, a couple of single females and two of Melissa’s boyfriends. We left Mark and Melissa and Chris and I again began to talk about how far we wanted to go about opening our sex lives to include others. After several nights and days of great openness and intimate discussions, Chris and I had decided to keep our play to just one other couple.  That was Mark and Melissa. Fortunately, the trip Mark and Melissa had been on was for Mark to interview for a job in our city and he was offered the job and soon, Melissa and Mark were living on the other side of our town. 

Chris and I couldn’t have been happier, having Mark and Melissa near to us allowed us to occasionally meet with them and spend the night at someone’s home or one of the local upscale hotels. Chris and I were very much aware that Mark and Melissa had other play partners other than Chris and me but we were completely comfortable with that and ecstatic with the reenergized sex life that we were enjoying. 

Over the next six months or so, Chris and I would meet Mark and Melissa once a month for a play date and everything seemed to be going great! It was late that September when Chris and I had received an invitation for an “adults only” Halloween Party that Mark and Melissa would be hosting. Chris and I had never been to a lifestyle “house party” and were unsure if we really wanted to attend an event that we thought would be a little “over the top” for us. Once again, Chris and I talked to Mark and Melissa and they again were amazing at sharing all the details about what would be going on that night and what to expect. The two had explained that at a house party that they host, “The ladies make ALL the rules!” Some of the other rules of the night were disclosed to us such as what is meant by how the door to the room was. Mark explained that if the door was closed, that particular room was “closed” and no one was allowed to enter either as a participant or a voyeur. He went on to say that if the door was partially opened, it was a signal that voyeurs were welcome, but no other participants were allowed. Finally he said that if the door was fully open, all were welcome, both voyeurs and participants. Chris then explained that when the guests check in, they’d be given a wristband that would indicate what that person’s preference was. Red meant the person was straight, green meant they were bi” and white meant they are curious. One of the final rules that they shared was that “safe sex” was strongly encouraged and that condoms would be provided, however it wasn’t uncommon for some participants to go without protection but ultimately everything resorted to rule #1, "The ladies make ALL the rules!.” The last note that Mark and Melissa shared was that all were encouraged to wear some sort of “sexy” costume and that masks were encouraged! 

With all that was shared, Chris and I spent the next couple of days talking about whether or not we’d attend. One night we were lying in bed after a long day of “life” and the subject of the invitation had reared its head again. Realizing that openness was the key to making things work, I confided to Chris that I wanted to go to the party. I expressed that I had little desire to participate in play, but I told Chris how much I thought it’d be erotic and sexually stimulating to be more of a voyeur that night. My confession seemed to be like uncorking a clogged bottle as Chris opened up about her desire as well. For the next hour or so, we talked about how we’d attend as voyeurs instead or participants. We also talked about how if after being there amidst the sexual energy and raw sex, if we together changed our minds that we could join in on the fun. 

The next morning, Chris called Melissa to give our reply and Chris said that Melissa seemed overly excited that we’d be attending. With about two weeks before the party, Chris and I began looking for costumes for the party. I had always enjoyed the swashbuckling personal of a pirate so I found my costume fairly easily. Chris struggled to find a costume that was sexy but not too slutty as she put it. Our first attempt to find an outfit was less than successful, over the next couple of days we hit a couple other shops with nothing that Chris felt comfortable with. One night we were looking online at several different costume stores and Chris had finally found a female pirate costume that she liked. Sadly, the extent of the sexiness of her outfit was that the skirt was higher on her thigh than she would typically wear. Feeling a bit disappointed that Chris didn’t choose the outfit that looked similar to mine and was much sexier, when Chris asked me to place the order, I took it as an opportunity to make a mistake in my ordering and getting her the more seductive outfit. When her costume arrived, I hid it in my closet intending to bring it out the night of the party with no chance for her to change outfits. The night of the party came and when it was time to get ready, Chris and I showered and began to put on our costumes. Chris was standing there in a pair of full-bottomed, black satin panties and matching satin and lace bra. Knowing how seductive her costume was, I suggested that she choose to wear either a thong or G-string to which she told me that she was more concerned with comfort. Chris opened the box her costume was in and once she saw the picture she realized that I had pulled a fast one on her and her costume for the night was far more revealing and seductive than the one she had intended to be wearing. Chris asked me if I had done that on purpose to which I confessed that I thought she’d look better in the outfit in front of her versus the one that she had wanted. Chris gave me one of her smirk smiles as she shook her head in playful disapproval. Chris’ outfit started with a pair of mid thigh-high fishnet stockings, knee high “pirate” boots with 6” heels, a fitted “leather” shirt that barely covered her ass cheeks. Reluctantly, because of the height of the skirt’s hemline, Chris opted to wear one of her Brazilian style panties that gave her the “full-coverage” feel yet allowed the lower parts of her ass cheeks to be exposed. Her upper portion of her costume was a white lacy corset that propped up her breasts beautifully. Over her corset was a “leather” vest that brought more attention to her tits and cleavage which I absolutely loved. Her costume made me excited and brought gave me a decent hard-on. All of that was topped off with a simple black satin eye mask and finally a pirate hat to complete the look. Although Chris wasn’t too happy I changed costumes on her, after she looked herself in the mirror she saw just how sexy she was and she gave me a “thank you" kiss on my cheek. We left our house and headed over to Mark and Melissa’s house. As we headed to the other side of town we talked about what our expectations were for the night. Occasionally, Chris would flash me her satin covered pussy as she would pull up the hem of her skirt! Seeing how flirtatious my wife was sent shivers down my spine in expectation of the fund she and I would be having later that night. The drive took about 40 minutes and we laughed and shared openly what we wanted of the night. When we got to Mark and Melissa’s home, there were a number of cars at their home and seeing those cars there all of a sudden made things a whole lot more real. Chris looked at me and took a deep breath followed by a big gulp. I could tell she was nervous and I have to admit, I too was nervous about what we were about to walk into. We paused at the door for a moment and we looked at each other, we collectively took a deep breath then Chris rang the doorbell. We were welcomed at the door by Mark who was dressed at the Phantom of the Opera and he brought us through their foyer and into their large living room which tied into their large commercial grade kitchen. 

Much to my surprise, there wasn’t anything going on as far as people openly having sex. Seeing people just hanging out, talking and simply socializing clearly made Chris settle a bit as I could feel her heart rate drop as I held her hand. We found Melissa in the kitchen being a good hostess making sure their guests’ needs were being met. Melissa was dressed as an Arabian princess in a light-blue costume. Her costume was a light blue matching thong and bra covered by a light-blue sheer material that went from her ankles to her waist yet still allowing all to see her amazingly firm lower half. She wore one of those Arabian princess head-dresses with the sheer veil that covered the lower half of her face. She was absolutely stunning and oh so sexy.... Chris knows that I have this “thing” for Disney’s princess Jasmine and Chris looked a whole lot like her. 

Seeing Melissa dressed as an “adult and sexy” version of Jasmine definitely made me happy and horny. Melissa saw Chris and I and she happily greeted us. She gave showed us where the bar was and took Chris and I to get our wristbands for the night. As Melissa walked us through their house, I could see a couple of the guys and even women eying up Chris, she looked amazing and I like the idea that others were finding her attractive as well. When we go to the study, Melissa asked us what color wristband, both Chris and I responded at the same time “Red”...., then as Melissa grabbed two red wristbands, Chris coyly looked at me then changed her reply to white. That change in her reply took me by surprise but I will admit that hearing that she was “curious” sure made me excited and curious to see where things might go if it went beyond Chris and I playing voyeur. We grabbed our wristbands and headed back to the kitchen and living room area to mingle with the other guests there. 

In total, there must have been about thirty people there with there being mostly couples and a number of what appeared to be single women and what were about two or three unattached gentlemen. Most of the people there appeared to be around our age, in the late thirties to the early fifties at the oldest. The guys there all seemed to be fairly fit and rocking a variety of costumes from super-heroes, to guys dressed as doctors, cops and even a couple of firemen. One of the guys that seemed to have caught Chris’ attention was a guy dressed as Superman. He was a black guy who didn’t need those fake muscles because he was definitely built, and with the fitted body suit, it was clear that he was rather large where it mattered most! The ladies on the other hand were dressed in all sorts of sexy costumes from a Marylyn Monroe to women dressed as sexy cops, a bumble bee and of course ladies dressed as hookers. I thought that it was ironic that these ladies were dressed as hookers considering they were at a house party for “swingers.” The crowd looked interesting and there were pockets of groups of three to four people all over the kitchen and living room engaged in casual conversation. In the background, there was music playing through the stereo system but no one was dancing. Chris and I had been there nearly an hour talking to different people and getting to know a number of the guests that were there. Chris and I found it very comforting that when people asked us about what we were looking to do that night, no one made an effort to pressure us to do more when we said we were mainly there to “watch” unsure if we were ready to engage in playing with others. 

It was about ten-thirty or so when Melissa made her way to the center of the kitchen/living room area, she had her wine glass that was nearly empty and began to tap it with a spoon to get everyone’s attention. Once the room quieted down, Melissa announced that the rooms were now ready for play! She reiterated the “door policy” and reminded everyone about the first rule of parties that they host, “the ladies make all the rules!”, her final note was that she and Mark wanted guests to know that the pool and Jacuzzi were open, but she and Mark asked that all nudity and play be kept in the house as not wanting their neighbors to get concerned I expected to see a mass exodus of people into the rooms for play but again, much to my surprise, that didn’t happen. People continued to talk, but as the music got a bit louder some of the ladies began to dance rather seductively. Again, expecting to see people having sex everywhere and anywhere, then not seeing it again proved another preconception Chris and I had wrong. As a few of the ladies began to dance, others began to join in. Before long, women were dancing with other women and there were women dancing with guys too. Chris and I both confided with each other that what we were experiencing was nothing like what we had expected, in fact we both felt kind of comfortable in the midst of what was going on around us. Knowing that this night would soon evolve into a night of “free sex” all of a sudden didn’t seem so overwhelming. I headed to the kitchen to grab another drink for Chris and I so I kissed my wife on her lips and left her. I reached the kitchen and I ran into Mark. 

Mark asked how Chris and I were doing and if we had decided if we’d reconsidered playing instead of just being voyeurs. I confessed that I would love to give it a chance but that I would have to see if Chris would be open to playing first, I reminded Mark of their first rule of the night, “the ladies make ALL the rules!” With that comment, Mark pointed towards the living room and told me to “look”, my wife, Chris, was seductively dancing with Melissa on one side of her and on the other was the black gentleman dressed as Superman. Mark and I clinked glasses and toasted each other and I began to wonder if this night would evolve into more than just being a voyeur. I headed back to where I had left Chris and enjoyed watching my wife dance with Melissa and him. My cock got hard as I watched Melissa run her had up and down Chris’ body. Melissa rubber her hands over Chris’ ass which made Chris smile with pleasure. At one point, Chris had turned her back to Melissa so she was now facing him and Melissa lifted Chris’ skirt exposing her partially covered ass then gave it a whack on her exposed skin turning it a nice rosy shade of pink. When Melissa spanked my wife, Chris fell forward onto  his chest and much to my surprise Chris’ reaction wasn’t one of “oh... what’s going on? Who is this??”, instead she allowed him to begin caress her upper back rather seductively. 

I watched excitedly as my wife was in the middle of a very seductive three-way on the make shift dance floor with Melissa and this complete stranger. Seeing my wife react favorably to this strange man touching her caught me by surprise because I had always expected that I would be jealous but I wasn’t. For the next five minutes or so, I enjoyed the sight of Chris getting caressed and lightly felt up by Melissa and him. After a couple of songs, Chris leaned over to Melissa and gave her a kiss on her lips and then kissed him on his cheek then made her way back to where I was. When Chris got to me she placed a huge wet juicy kiss on my lips and she apologized for letting him touch her the way he did. I reassured her that I was completely comfortable with her doing what she did and then I asked her if she had begun to have second thoughts about doing more than being just a spectator. Chris confided that she had begun to consider the possibility of playing but she still wasn’t completely comfortable with having sex with people other than Mark and Melissa. As Chris was talking to me I could see that the room had begun to empty. 

Only a few moments ago, there looked to be nearly thirty people in the kitchen/living room area and now there looked to be a little over a dozen. Chris said that although she thought playing with others would be great, she wasn’t quite ready for that yet. Chris leaned in and gave me a huge hug thanking me for allowing her to take things slowly and not forcing her to do things she wasn’t ready for. As soon as we broke our hug, Melissa approached us and told us that if we wanted to see some of the play rooms as they were now occupied and she encouraged us to go and see what was going on. Melissa grabbed Chris’ hand and began to lead her down the hall to where the play rooms were. As Chris was led away, she reached out to grab my hand and Chris and I were led to a world we had only fantasized about. 

The first room we came to had the door partially opened which meant only voyeurs were welcome. It had two guys and three ladies in it in various stages of undress. One of the women was on her knees with her face in the crotch of one of the other women who had the two guys on either side of her. She was kissing the guy on her right and had her hand wrapped around his cock that was sticking out of his unbuttoned and unzipped trousers. Her left hand was on the back of the head of the woman whose face was in her crotch eating her out. The other guy was leaning in on the woman in the center of the attention and he was caressing one of her tits and nipples while he was kissing the other. The third woman was near the head of the bed completely naked rubbing herself. Seeing this live action porn flick in front of me definitely got me excited and brought my cock to full attention. We stood there for a few moments watching, I could feel the pulse of Chris increase to what seemed like a 1000 beats a minute. Feeling that, I knew she definitely enjoying what she was seeing. 

The room next to the first one had the door closed but you definitely could hear the sounds of some intense sex coming through that door. The door to the third room was completely opened which meant that people were allowed to watch or join in so watch we did. In that room had MFM threesome going on. The blonde woman was on the bed doggie-style with one guy fucking her from the rear and the other guy was on his knees in front of her with his cock in her mouth. The three of them were so into what they were doing, I don’t even think that they knew that there were three of us watching them. I can’t tell you how hot and erotic it was to be watching this, and in the recess of my mind, I was holding out that before the night was over, Chris and I might be joining in on the fun. 

We headed to the entertainment room that had been converted into the “big play/red room.” There was room in there for about ten people with mattresses covering the entire floor with candles and other mood items set about the room. I could see that on one of the small tables, there was a rather large sized glass bowl that was filled with a variety of adult play toys from dildos and vibrators and even what appeared to be a strap-on. I had never seen such a collection of adult toys, so I definitely was intrigued to see as much of them in action as I could. After seeing all of the play rooms that were open to viewing, Melissa asked Chris and me if we wanted to join her in the “big play room” to get things started, but Chris politely declined. I must admit that I was disappointed to hear Chris’ choice to not participate, but I wanted to make sure that she ultimately was comfortable. Melissa gave Chris and me a hug then as we started to head back to the kitchen/living room area, Melissa headed into the room that had the MFM threesome and I thought how lucky the two guys were in that room, after all I did have the pleasure of having sex with Melissa in the past and she is one hell of a great fuck! When Chris and I got back to the kitchen/living room area, there were only about eight people remaining. I needed to head to the rest room so I sat Chris down on one of the loveseat couches and headed off. Something in me told me to not rush my trip to the bathroom, so instead of going to the one nearest the kitchen area I headed to one that was upstairs. 

I intentionally took longer than I usually would and when I did return, I found Chris sitting and talking with another couple and him.   As I got near to her she waved at me as if to say that she was ok and that she wanted to be left alone. Seeing an opportunity to get another view of some great live sex and the chance that maybe things with Chris would progress into us joining in on the fun too I decided to leave he alone. I eagerly wanted to see what was happening with Melissa so I headed to the room that she had entered and there she was riding this dude reverse cowgirl like there was no tomorrow. I got a clear view of Melissa’s bald pussy as she engulfed the decent sized cock with her pussy. She can ride dick like a champ and there she was straddling herself over her lover leaning on her arms and feet using her pelvic area to thrust up and down on that lucky guy with her head falling backwards. I could feel my cock hard as hell trying to burst out of my pants and it had become hard to hide the fact that my cock was as hard as it was. Melissa paused for a moment bringing her head forward and opening her eyes to see me standing there. She invited me to join them which I sadly had to decline. After I told her I couldn’t, she encouraged me to pull my cock out and stroke it as I watched her! So I did as she instructed, I pulled out my 8’ hardened cock and began to stroke it enjoying watching Melissa fuck the guy she was with. 

Sensing myself ready to explode, I decided to pause my pace hoping that sooner or later I'd get a chance to blow my load into one of the hot and sexy women that was there. I put my dick back in my pants and as I did that, Melissa blew me a kiss and went back thinking that was one hell of that lucky guy. With my pulse racing, I eagerly wanted to see what was happening with Chris. When I got to where she was, the loveseat she was on was now empty, I looked around the room and no Chris. I had been standing there only for a moment when Mark came by to let me know that Chris was now in the billiards room. I headed to the billiards room and there was Chris on a chair with the face of her black lover between her legs. The smile that ran across my face couldn’t have been bigger realizing that Chris had decided to become a participant instead of just a spectator. On the pool table, the couple that Chris and he were with was now fucking right there on the pool table next to my wife and “Superman.” Chris’ legs were wide open with her head fallen backwards obviously enjoying what “Superman” was doing to her. I walked over to her and when she saw me her first reaction was a slight startling followed by a huge smile on her face. As he continued to eat my wife’s pussy I went over to give her a kiss on her lips. Chris reached up and gave me one hell of a juicy kiss. She looked at me deep in my eyes and asked me if I was mad at her to which my answer was a kiss of my own on her! I told Chris I was happy that she decided to play and I told her to enjoy herself. Chris gave me another kiss and told me to find Melissa because she knew how much fun I had had with her in the past. As much as I wanted to go find Melissa, I really wanted to see what would be happening with my wife so I backed away and sat in a chair on the other side of the pool table which gave me a clear view of Chris and her new lover. As he continued his oral pleasuring of my wife, Chris’ hands alternated between pulling his head into her and unzipping the back of the costume. My attention was split between the couple going at it on one end of the pool table and that of my wife getting pleasured by this stranger. I watched in erotic pleasure as my wife began to tense up which was an indication that she was on the verge of an orgasm. Chris’ breathing quickened which I knew was a sure fire telltale she was going to cum. 

He seemed to sense that Chris was ready to cum so he pulled down Chris’ top exposing her luscious breasts and much to my surprise he stopped his oral pleasuring of Chris. Oh the anger that I saw in Chris’ eye was intense being so close to an orgasm only to stop. He leaned in and gave Chris a kiss on her lips and told her that he was going to take his time with her. He stood up and removed his costume and he was wearing nothing under which allowed everyone in the room to see his amazing physique. Chris glared at this hunk of a man standing in front of her and as her eyes went southward she obviously liked what she saw between his legs because her eyes nearly popped out of her sockets. Seeing her reaction, I figured that he was very well endowed, to which I was excited for my wife and anxious to see what he was going to do to her. He picked Chris up out of the chair she was sitting in and carried her to the open end of the pool table. He pulled the corset off of Chris allowing her tits to be fully exposed. He then hiked up her skirt to her waist and eased her down lying flat on her back. With Chris lying flat on her back he went down and again buried his face in my wife’s pussy. I watched him grab my wife’s breasts with his two hands and he passionately caressed her tits and nipples causing her nipples to pop up like large full raisins ready to be eaten. After a few minutes of him going down on Chris, she pushed him off of her then climbed off the pool table. Seeing me there watching her, Chris decided that if I wanted a show, she was going to give me a show. Chris stood face to face with her new lover and she gave him a kiss on his lips and I could see the two of them probing the other’s mouth with their tongue. A few moments of French kissing was followed by Chris spinning him around so that he now was resting against the edge of the pool table. From this position I could see that he had a huge and extremely black cock with a well-defined and prominent pink-colored mushroom head. Chris peered over to me and gave me a smile then blew me a kiss. My wife then gazed at the hunk of a man sitting before her then gave the plump mushroom head of his cock a kiss. Following the kiss, Chris slid her tongue out of her mouth and I watched her gently place the tip of her tongue at the point where his shaft and ball sack met and then lustfully traced her way to the spot where the shaft and his head met. Chris flicked that spot with her tongue and he  allowed his head to fall backwards as he relished the oral pleasuring that he was receiving. 

With his cock securely in her right hand, Chris began to his head with her tongue. A few moments of that caused the large black cock that she was working on to spew the first glimpses of pre-cum to seep out of  his cock which Chris lustfully licked up with the tip of her tongue. With his head leaning back and his eyes closed, He had absolutely no idea that Chis had just consumed the pre-cum that had seeped out of his cock. After Chris had cleaned off the pre-cum that had oozed out of his cock, Chris wrapped a second hand around the 10 inch plus piece of black meat before her face. Chris deposited a huge glob of her saliva on his cock and used that as lube to begin stroking it with her two hands. Chris stroked that BBC with her two hands twisting her hands around the shaft as she stroked it up and down. Much to my surprise, and apparently Chris’ too,  His cock grew even bigger both in length and girth looking to be almost 10 inches or more. Seeing how big he had become, I really wanted to see where things were going with Chris. My loving and beautiful wife stared at the huge piece of black man meat staring her in the face and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth and with the help of her hands took the head of  his cock into her mouth. With his sheer size, Chris barely managed to get a little more than the head of his cock into her mouth. Chris forced herself down on that BBC to the point where she began to gag. I could see her eyes watering as she forced the head of  his cock into her throat causing her gag reflex to go into overdrive resulting in her almost choking on that massive dick in her mouth. Seeing Chris do this to herself made me want to move in behind her and begin fucking her from the rear but something came over me and want to see her get fucked by that BBC. After struggling to get almost half of his cock in her mouth, Chris backed herself allowing her to catch her breath. Chris maintained her skillful stroking of his cock as she paused to get her bearings. Seeing an opportunity, he pulled Chris up to her feet and the two of them embraced in a sloppy passionate kiss. Still leaning against the pool table, He reached over to the small table next to them and grabbed a fresh condom then grabbed Chris by her upper thighs and hoisted her up so she was now sitting on his upper thigh with his cock mere inches away from my wife’s pussy. 

Realizing that he had positioned her to penetrate her, she leaned in and whispered something in his ear. He carried Chris from where they had been the past ten minutes or so the side of the pool table nearest me. This new position would afford me a clear view of him as he prepared to fuck my wife. Resuming his position leaning against the edge of the pool table, He lifted Chris high over his torso with her legs “spread eagle.” I could see his cock standing straight up seeking to penetrate my wife’s pussy. As he began to ease her down, Chris reached between her legs and secured the top of his cock with her hand and began to guide his massive dick into her waiting pussy lips. He had barely gotten his head into my wife when I heard her moan in ecstasy. I am blessed with having a dick that is bigger than average at a tad bit over 8in and possessing a fairly decent girth. The only other man that Chris had ever been fucked by was Mark and his cock is of the long thin type of penis, so what Chris was getting fucked by was by far the biggest cock she’d ever had. As more and more of his cock entered Chris, her moan of pleasure turned into a whimper of pleasurable pain. I watched in amazement as inch by inch of that BBC disappeared into my wife. 

He had gotten about half of his cock in my wife when he hoisted her up again allowing Chris to regain some semblance of normalcy in her pussy. As he lifted her off his cock I could see the traces of my wife’s pussy juices covering the upper half of his cock. When he had her lifted to the point where only the tip of his cock was still in her, I heard Chris gasp for air then tell him that she wanted him to fill her up with every inch of his dick. I could see Chris’ thighs tense up helping to hold her partly on his cock. She wrapped her arms around his neck and she began to ease herself down on his BBC quickly surpassing where he had stopped before and now she had impaled all but the last inch or two in herself. It was at this point where is seemed like Chris couldn’t take any more of his cock in her. Chris began to bounce up and down on her BBC and I watched in amazement as her labia gripped his cock as she slid up and down on him. At one point she had mastered getting the most out of riding him and she would rise herself to the point where her pussy only had the tip of his cock in her then she’d ride it all the way down till she couldn’t take any more of him In her. This went on for at least ten minutes and Chris still couldn’t get the last bit of him in her. Sensing that there was still more BBC to be taken in her, she paused with as much of him in her as she could, Chris leaned in and told him something in his ear. This caused him to again grab my wife by the hips and carry her this time spinning the two of them around so that Chris’ back was now to the pool table. He eased Chris down into missionary position. With Chris lying flat on her back and her legs wide open and high in the air, He paused with all but the last couple of inches in her, he stood up and began to ease in and out using a slow and steady rhythm. 

As he pulled his pussy juice covered cock out of my wife, I could see the accumulation of her now white pussy juices covering his cock. At this point, Chris was moaning again loudly with every thrust into her sounding almost as if she was in pain. The couple that had been fucking on the other side of the pool table had finished and had now joined me in being spectators to him and my wife. Chris began to beg him to bury all of his cock in her, 

“Fuck me hard! Give me every inch of your dick.” Chris demanded.

He apparently took that as s challenge so he grabbed Chris by the hips and lifted her slightly off the pool table surface giving him a better angle to finish plunging his cock in my wife. With Chris' lower half being held off the table, He resumed a more forceful fucking of my wife’s pussy. With his intensified assault on fucking Chris, He was finally able to bury every inch of his massive cock in my wife. Soon the sound of his pelvic area slapping against my wife’s crotch area filled the billiards room. He pumped hard into Chis for what seemed like forever though it was like about ten minutes in real time. All the while Chris was screaming in ecstasy and lust as she got the fucking of her life. Chris had been getting fucked by her BBC lover for over twenty minutes and he looked like he had no indication of stopping any time soon. After several minutes of him pumping the hell out of Chris in missionary position, she pushed him off of her and demanded to get fucked doggie style, which happens to be her favorite position.

Chris crawled to the middle of the pool table and he followed. My wife got on all fours and lowered her upper torso to the table sticking her ass and pussy high in the air. Their positioning would give me full view of my wife getting fucked in her favorite position. He approached her from the rear, he took his massive cock in his right hand and slapped it a couple of times against the crack of my wife’s ass. Feeling that huge snake of a cock against the crack of her ass made Chris beg harder for her stud to resume fucking her. He grabbed the head of his dick and eased the head into my wife’s dripping and worn pussy. His pussy juice covered cock slipped easily back into Chris and he shoved every list inch into her until his torso was flush with my wife’s ass. After pausing for a moment, He again began to rhythmically pump in and out of Chris. Her screams had gotten to the point where she now had an audience of about six or seven watching her. Slowly and steadily he began to increase his pace. He reached around with his right hand and grabbed my wife’s right titty so he could caress, and pull on her nipple as he fucked her. As he drove her into a newer level of sexual pleasure, Chris began to lose what little strength she had left in her and she began to become limp as a rag doll as He continued his amazing fucking of my wife. With Chris' body almost completely limp, he reached around with his left hand towards Chris’ crotch. It appeared that he began to rub Chris’ clit as he fucked her wildly. The stimulation of her clit as she got fucked brought Chris back to life as she entered a whole new realm of sexual pleasure. 

Although part of me was jealous that he was pleasuring Chris like I had never done before, I relished the realization that my wife was getting the fucking of her life. As Chris began to come back to life, I noticed a sheen of perspiration on both she and her BBC stud. With the perspiration covering their bodies, the sound of their pelvic areas slapping together began to have a wet-slapping sound to it now which heightened my arousal even more than before. Chris had been getting fucked for nearly thirty minutes and I wondered how much more could he last. It was about that point when Chris was able to experience something she’d never had before.... the combination of he fucking her silly and him rubbing her clit caused Chris to have a raging orgasm while she got penetrated. Chris began to scream uncontrollably and soon was crying that she wanted him to stop because “she had to pee.” Hearing that, he increased his pace and forcefulness as he told Chris to “let it go!” Chris gave one last scream and then she began to gush with her ejaculate flowing all over the inner parts of her thighs covering him and soaking the linen covering the pool table. Seeing Chris release her ejaculate all over herself and her BBC lover caused the crowd of spectators to clap and cheer them on! I couldn’t believe what I was seeing... here was my loving and beautiful wife getting fucked silly to the point where she not only got to cum during penetration but she also experienced her first ever female squirting. And to top things off, she was the center of attention of a hand full of strangers and they were all cheering her on! As soon as the gush of ejaculate stopped flowing out of Chris, he seemed to be on the edge of finally blowing his load. 

The pace he was fucking Chris began to slow to a deliberate pumping and plunging in and out of her. Sensing that her lover was about to cum, Chris told him she wanted him to shoot his load all over her tits. Hearing that, he gave one last thrust into my wife’s pussy then he pulled his cock out and ripped off his rubber. Chris spun around and sat up so she was facing him as he gripped the head of his cock. With Chris sitting there ready to receive the load of cum all over her chest, he released the head of his cock and gave his shaft a final couple of strokes causing him to shoot his hot cum all over Chris’ tits. As he shot his load all over Chris’ tits, the cheers from the audience got louder as if to show their appreciation for the great show put on by Chris and her lover. Stream after stream of cum flowed out of his cock and it covered Chris’ tits with a layer of his gooey jism covering her areola and nipples completely. Having shot the
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