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I broke the kiss and slapped my husband’s hands away from my exposed tits. I didn’t bother putting the twin, fleshy orbs back under my top – I wanted them to be swinging free and accessible for my own busy hands. I glanced downwards in the flesh-colored glow of the porn movie that played in our booth and smiled. 

We had a visitor already. 

Seth followed my gaze and a filthy smile spread across his lips as he saw the long, fat cock that poked through the glory hole, pointing at us both in eager anticipation. 

“Wow,” Seth gasped as he took in the delightful sight. “That really is one awesome cock.” 

“It certainly is, my love,” I replied, “and if you don’t do something with it right now, then I will have to.” To emphasise my point, I stroked the intruding dick with my fingers, caressing it lightly and gently running my manicured fingernails over its entire length. The cock twitched and I heard a soft moan from the booth next door. I returned my hand to my breast, giving my hard, jutting nipple a firm tweak that took my breath away. 

Needing no further encouragement, my hot, bisexual husband knelt down in the booth and grasped the visiting cock in one hand. He looked up at me, his eyes wandering to the damp V between my legs and my magnificently bare breasts, as if he were seeking permission. 

“Go right ahead,” I gave my permission, more than impatient to see my sexy husband sucking dick. “Enjoy yourself, my darling.” 

And without further ado, Seth – my wonderful, beautiful husband of ten years – spread his lips and took that cock into his mouth like a champ. 

I felt my vagina walls tighten at the sight of that magnificent member sliding into my husband’s mouth, its broad, bulbous head stretching his lips wide as its blue-veined shaft made its way towards the back of Seth’s throat. 

The guy in the next booth – the cock’s owner, of course – groaned loudly, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he thought it was my tongue lapping at his meatus and he was imagining me with my breasts jiggling and quivering as I sucked and slurped noisily at his dick. By the looks of the expert blowjob my husband was giving they guy – he’d practised at home under my tutelage and with one of my favorite dildos – I really didn’t think Seth’s recipient would mind either way. After all, good fellatio is good fellatio!

As I watched my bisexual husband working away at our anonymous friend’s length, I slipped my panties off, casting aside the sodden sliver of black material onto the small wooden bench that sat to one side in our booth. I decided to leave them there for some lucky man to find, and the thought of some guy jerking into them whilst they were still wet from me drove me crazy with lust. I snuck a couple of fingers up into the freshly-waxed, fleshy folds of my vulva, relishing the wet heat that they found there, I wriggled two into my tight entrance and rubbed firmly against the erect, bulging nub of my clitoris with my thumb. 

Seth’s head bobbed up and down in time to that of the guy on our TV screen. In the movie that played there, a young, impossibly muscled young man and his best girl were sharing a colossal black cock, passing it between their hungry mouths like some rare delicacy. My mind spun to the nice black guy I’d seen in the parking lot, and I couldn’t help but imagine his cock in my husband’s mouth – or better still, buried deep inside Seth’s tight hole.

The man in the adjacent booth grunted and yelled out something incomprehensible, his body slamming hard against the thin wood that separated us as he thrust hard into my husband’s mouth as he climaxed. Seth pulled away from the guy’s cock, its shaft and fat head glistening wet with saliva – I just knew he’d want me to bear witness to the fruits of his labor - and the thing jerked and twitched like an angry snake in my husband’s hand. I rubbed at my clitty with one hand, pulled on a stiff, jutting nipple with the other and watched with sheer delight as the stranger’s dick spat its thick, creamy load into Seth’s hand and out onto my calfs and feet. I moaned in unison with the cock’s owner as my second orgasm of the night rippled through my sweat-dampened body. 

Seth smiled up at me as he watched the guy’s cum spray onto my tanned skin, the pearly droplets running down between my petite, red-painted toes like some kind of sexy rain. And when finally the guy quit cumming (I thought he’d never stop!), Seth released the dick and it slid back through the glory hole and away into the anonymity of the darkness. 

“Thank you, bitch,” I heard the guy grunt through the thin wall as he vacated his booth and I still wasn’t sure if he’d been able to tell which one of us had just treated him to him such a mind-blowing BJ.
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I pulled up in the small parking lot to the side of the XXX Adult Book Store with my hands trembling with sweaty anticipation and my miniscule, pussy-hugging panties all but soaked through. Today was the day that I was finally going to get to watch my sexy husband, Seth, realize his hot, bisexual fantasies and I simply couldn’t wait. 

Or could I?

It was my birthday, dammit, and I couldn’t resist a quick play with my sopping wet pussy as I sat there in the parking lot, not really caring who saw me. I slid a hand up along my silky thigh and pulled aside the tight material of my black thong panties, my wriggling fingers eagerly seeking out the slippery, fleshy folds within. Having located just the perfect spot, I laid my head back on the soft, leather headrest of my Camero and rubbed at my throbbing clitty with firm, gentle, circular movements. 

I allowed my sexy mind to wander back to the week before, when I’d visited the book store to check it out ahead of mine and Seth’s sexy adventure. I’d been amazed at just how clean the place was, not in the least the grubby hellhole of depravity I’d imagined; although it was just seedy enough to suit our wild fantasy – anything too posh or up-market simply wouldn’t have done. I’d paid my eight bucks and entered the dark world beyond the door that nestled between the impressive selection of thick, rubber dildos and the bisexual porn DVDs – the covers of the latter providing a mouth-watering array of erotic imagery of hot young men sucking, jerking and fucking one another as large-breasted women looked on with salacious smiles on their pretty faces and fingers buried deep in their spread-wide, immaculately shaved pussies. 

The rear area of the book store was, ostensibly at least, reserved for the previewing of adult movies, and had a dozen or so individual booths supposedly for that purpose. As I walked around, waiting for my eyes to adjust to the sensual gloom, I peeped through the open doors of the unoccupied booths and saw a startling variety of porn movies playing on flat screens within – everything from straight fucking to hot lesbian pussy licking, to shemale and bisexual orgies - I also noticed that most of the booths had strategically placed holes cut into the walls, each one at cock-height and so obviously designed to accommodate even the thickest of members, along with accompanying balls too! 

I wandered by one of the booths, noticing that I had created somewhat of a stir, which was to be expected I guess, me being the only female in the pace – a gaggle of men were following me around like faithful puppy dogs, albeit at a respectful distance. Although the booth’s door stood ajar, I could clearly see that it was occupied by two young men. I paused and stared in at them, their firm young bodies highlighted by the flickering light of the sexy movie that played on the screen behind them. The men didn’t notice me at first – although they’d obviously left the door open to play to their exhibitionist tendencies – and busied themselves rubbing their thick, magnificent cocks together whilst moaning loudly. Then one of the guys spotted me ogling their hot performance and beckoned me in to join them. 

As tempted as I was by the idea of having those two gorgeous dicks to play with – I’d have been more than happy to have provided some of my pussy juices to their frottering games – I politely declined and made my way to the rear of the booth area, towards a small sign that read ‘Theater – this way’. 

Behind me, I heard the two young men grunting and moaning as one - or perhaps both – of them came, and my dirty mind couldn’t help but imagine their fat cocks all slippery and glistening with each other’s hot, sticky cum.

The theater area itself was reasonably spacious, and not at all laid out like a traditional adult theater as I’d expected. It had a huge screen up on the wall and wide, comfy leather sofas all around the sides, which left a fairly large space in the center. 

Absolutely perfect!

I didn’t stay for too long, not daring to trust myself in the midst of the handful of hot men who occupied those sofas, each one of whom had his cock out and was pumping away whilst mesmerized my the interracial threesome that was playing up on the screen. Some of the guys – I noticed with an ache in the sodden depths of my pussy – were jerking each other, and one pairing had a huge black guy slurping greedily upon the thick, meaty cock of a muscular white guy. It took all of my resolve not to rip off my shorts, peel off my dripping panties and finger myself to a delicious orgasm whilst I watched and imagined that in a week’s time, that would be my gorgeous, naughty husband sucking and fucking with a bunch of hot guys. 

My mind snapped back to the now as I came with a small but powerful orgasm in the sweaty confines of my car, my fingers slipping deep inside my slick wetness as my body convulsed and a delightful wave of pleasure swept through me. And as I came to my senses, I noticed a face peering in at me through my window – the black guy I’d seen so expertly sucking dick the week before – and he gave me a knee-trembling, lascivious smile. I returned the smile and slid my fingers from my pussy and out from beneath my silver miniskirt. Feeling incredibly naughty, I waved at him with that hand, my fingers glistening wet in the glow from the sodium lamp above my car. The guy waved back and headed towards the book store with a backwards glance as if to let me know that he really hoped to see me inside. 

My heart thumped hard beneath my heaving chest, my 38DD, braless tits heaving with both the exertion of my sly climax and the anticipation of what was to come (literally!) inside that glorious den of iniquity that was the XXX Adult Book Store. 

I clambered out of my car, straightened up my clothes – what little I had on, my skirt barely covered my bare ass cheeks and my red, cowl-necked, silky top exposed far more of my breasts than they covered – and made my way into the book store; my sexy husband was waiting for me inside, and I was eager to begin our bisexual adventure. 

The guy behind the counter recognized me from the week before. “Hello, sweetheart,” he said with a friendly smile as he peered at my cleavage.

“Hi,” I replied with a coy smile, although I figured he’d see right through my faux innocence. 

“Ladies are half price on Friday nights,” the man informed me as I slipped him a ten dollar bill. 

“That’s awesome,” I said as I adjusted my top once more, giving an inadvertent flash of a rosy pink nipple. “I’d like to rent a locker, too, please.” 

With a knowing smile, the guy took my money and handed back my two dollars change and a small locker key. “Locker number six,” he said – again with that smile that let me know that he’d love nothing more than to be buried balls-deep in my soaked pussy hole. I returned the smile – any other time and I’d have been happy to accommodate him, but tonight was all about my sexy husband and our fantasy of him acting out his bisexual leanings. 

I thanked the guy and made my way once again through the door and into the dimly lit viewing area. The heady scent of manly sex-sweat, cum and incense washed over me, bringing back wonderful memories of my previous visit and setting my aching pussy on fire all over again. 

The place was far busier than it had been when I’d popped in before, that being a Wednesday lunchtime – obviously Friday nights were the time to frequent an adult book store/theater/cruising joint. There were plenty of men of course – all ages, shapes and sizes – hanging out in the locker area, around the booths and (naturally) in the booths themselves. I was also delighted to see that there were several ladies there too, some with guys, some on their own and clearly enjoying the sensual sights, sounds and sexy aromas of so many horny men. 

I found Seth in the theater area, sitting by himself and watching the movie that was playing on the massive screen and absently stroking the fat bulge of his cock through the skin tight jeans I’d asked him to wear. Most of the couch space in the room was taken up by guys, many with their cocks in their hands as they followed the on-screen action; three guys and two gals engaged in a phenomenally sexy five-way, with the guys sucking cocks and fingering pussies all at the same time. 

Seth and I had agreed to pretend that we were total strangers, meeting by accident in the gloom of the theater, and hooking up like a couple of horny teenagers. So, when I stood in the doorway of the theater area, he looked casually over at me – as did everyone else in that room – and blatantly eye-humped my scantily clad body. I smiled at him and made my way over, the heels of my vertiginous, strappy stilettos click-clacking noisily on the tiled floor. Seth shuffled up a little on the couch to create a small space for me to squeeze into, pressing up against the naked thigh of a tall, tanned young man who was sans pants and slowly masturbating his own monster cock and that of the guy next to him. 

“You look stunning, Brooke,” my husband whispered in my ear, his breath warm, moist and filled with wanton lust. 

“So do you, baby,” I replied, “but how do you know my name?” 

My husband blushed a little and mouthed I’m sorry. “My name is Seth,” he said as he composed himself. “Very pleased to meet you.”

“Brooke,” I grinned at my husband, delighted to be playing our sexy game at last. We shook hands in a most formal manner and to everyone in the room I was convinced that they thought my husband and I had only just met. 

Seth looked absolutely gorgeous in his crisp white, cotton shirt and ever so tight jeans, the perfect compliment to my trim, busty figure and endless, tanned legs. I leaned in to whisper in his ear, noticing that all eyes were on us as my left breast popped out from beneath my hopelessly inadequate top. “I’m surprised that these guys aren’t all over you,” I told him. 

“I’ve had a few propositions,” he informed me with some pride. “But I didn’t want to start without you.” 

“Thank you, darling,” I whispered, my lips brushing against the heat of his earlobe. “Although I really wouldn’t have minded if I’d come in to see you with a nice, thick cock in your hand.” I said. “Or even better still – in your mouth.” 

Seth stared at me with wide, surprised eyes, not used to such salacious talk from his darling wife’s usually prim mouth; there was just something about the place, and its thrilling atmosphere of raw, unadulterated manly sex that was bringing out my inner whore a treat. “Then, we’d better do something about that,” he told me, “I’d hate to disappoint the hot chick I’ve just met – can’t have her going off with one of these other guys, can I?” My husband smiled at me and his eyes roamed around the glorious array of bare cocks that were on show around the theater. I followed his gaze, my mouth literally watering at the wide variety on offer, and my pussy doing likewise as I knew that Seth was lusting after the fat, meaty dicks as much as I was. 

Seth stood up from the couch. He offered me a hand and helped me up, my tits swinging dangerously close to full exposure and my skirt riding up to give the entire room a flash of my thong-clad pussy. I noted with a satisfied smile that the hunky guy who had been sitting next to Seth had increased his efforts on both his own cock and the guy’s adjacent to him, his large, powerful hands pumping away at those rock solid members like things possessed. 

We made our way towards the twin rows of viewing booths, our presence immediately noted by the guys who were milling about in the narrow hallways. Seth grasped my hand as he led me between the booths, eyes searching through the dim, red-hued light for an open door. And behind us, a bunch of the guys were following, all excited by the presence of a woman and an incredibly hot guy – some had already taken their cocks out through their flies in anticipation of what was to come. 

We found a booth door open, but it was occupied. Within, a young couple were fucking, the guy’s cock sliding in and out of his gal’s pussy from behind as she slurped on the long, slender dick of a pale-skinned, bald young man who was entirely naked. Behind them, the small TV screen played a hot movie in which two huge black guys were engrossed in a sloppy sixty-nine. 
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