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​My Bisexual Husband’s Adult Theater MMF Adventure:

Hot Wife MFM With MM Ménage

––––––––

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. 

“Oops, sorry,” my husband apologized. 

“Join us?” the skinny guy said with a naughty twinkle in his eye and a downward glance at the noticeable bulge in my husband’s jeans.

“Another time, thank you,” I spoke up for Seth who I could tell was sorely tempted by the erotic scene within that booth. I tugged on my husband’s hand and led him away, towards another open door of a viewing booth that I hoped was unoccupied; my pussy was throbbing wildly and I could feel that my panties were soaked through – any more juice and it would be trickling down my freshly-shaved thigh. 

Our luck was in – not only was the booth at the end of the row empty, it was nicely spacious and possessed a neatly cut glory hole!

I was beside myself, thrilled to be embarking upon the next stage of the bisexual adventure Seth and I had been fantasizing about for a long, long time. 

I pulled the door closed behind us and slid the little silver latch into place, locking us securely inside – as much as I was excited by the small group of eager men we had collected on our walk thorough the booth area, it was important for our fantasy enactment that they remain outside and anonymous. 

“I guess this is it,” Seth whispered to me, his voice breathy with arousal. 

“I guess so, lover,” I replied. I planted a hot, wet kiss on his beautifully full lips, my tongue wriggling into his mouth in search of his. Seth returned the kiss, his hands roaming to the fullness of my fleshy orbs, his fingers expertly tweaking both of my nipples in that way that never fails to create a tingle all the way down to my bulging clitty. 

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.

“You were amazing,” I praised my dear husband, full of immense pride upon his achievement at giving his very first blowjob. 

“Thank you,” he said and got back on his feet, his hand sticky with the stranger’s ejaculate. “I’m kind of pleased with myself.”

“So you should be,” I told him as I licked my fingers clean of my own sweet, piscine juices. “That was one hell of a good time you gave that guy.” 

“Looks like we could be here all night,” Seth said. He pointed at the new cock that had just appeared through the glory hole. I peered down at the dick, and noticed for the first time that the book store’s owners had rather thoughtfully put duck tape around the inside of the neatly cut hole – most likely to prevent splinters where no man wants to have splinters! This new dick was considerably shorter than the last, and sported a thick tuft of ginger pubes that stuck through the glory hole like some unkempt, exotic undergrowth. What the cock lacked in length – it was still an impressive six inches it so – it certainly made up for in girth, the thing was easily as thick as the narrowest part of my wrist. “I’d best get to it,” Seth said with a naughty sigh and began to kneel down again. 

“No, darling.” I put my still-damp hand on my husband’s chest to stop him. “Let me take this one.” 

In the end – unable to resist joining in – Seth wound up jerking the new cock onto my tongue whilst I lapped at the hot, musky meat like a kitten at an ice cream. The owner of the dick cried out his encouragement in increasingly loud expletives until he shot his molten load onto my awaiting tongue and all the way down the back of my throat. I gulped the stuff down greedily – Seth loves to see me eat cum – and even held a little back in my mouth so that I could snowball my sexy husband. 

“That is some tasty cum,” he told me as we passed the slippery fluid between our hot, busy mouths, “I wish I’d had it spurting down my throat.” And at that, he sounded quite disappointed. 

“Sounds like my naughty, bisexual lover is ready for his next course,” I told him with a wicked smirk. I flicked the latch back on our booth’s door and made ready to leave – I’d even tucked most of my tits back into my skimpy top. 

“But what about -?” Seth protested as another new cock appeared through the glory hole. 

“I’m sure he’ll not be left wanting,” I told my husband as we excited the booth. “It’s all yours,” I said with a wink to the young guy who was waiting patiently by the door. “Have at it.” 

The guy nodded and slipped inside the booth – I really hoped he’d find my discarded panties and play with them whilst they were dripping wet with my pussy juices – and in no time at all the moans and groans from the adjacent booth filled the dingy hallway. 

And although I wished I could have stayed around to watch the cock-sucking action, and maybe even enjoy more cum on my bare legs, I had more pressing matters to attend to. 

I grasped my husband’s cum-soaked hand with my pussy juice-slicked one and led him to the front of the booth area, to where our locker awaited. 

We stripped quickly – in my case it really didn’t take all that long, I only had the mini skirt, the cowl top and my strappy, fuck-me shoes to contend with – and I regaled Seth with just how hot it had been to see him sucking a cock for the first time. “Looks like all of my tuition paid off,” I said with a sly wink. 

“Told you I was an apt pupil,” my husband countered. “And you are one hell of a grand master at oral sex, my love.” He kissed my lips gently and wiggled his jeans down his firm, toned thighs. He stood before me in just his briefs – black to match the thong I’d left behind in the booth – and appeared just a tad reticent. 

“Are you okay, babe?” I asked.

“Yeah, just nervous, I guess,” Seth replied. 

I caressed the bulge in his briefs, felt it twitch and expand beneath my fingers. “Not all that nervous,” I laughed, my naked breasts jiggling and my nipples hardening to taut, stiff bullets at the touch of my bisexual husband’s penis. 

“My dick never gets nervous when you’re around,” Seth chuckled and all at once any reluctance at the next phase of our bisexual adventure evaporated and he visibly relaxed. He looked me up and down, taking in the nude body that he’d lusted after ever since the first day we’d met, and slid his briefs down over his hips and to his bare feet. “Happy birthday, darling,” my husband said with that lopsided grin of his as his long, thick and freshly shaved cock sprang out from the confines of his briefs like some blue-veined Jack-in-the-Box. “I do hope you enjoy your birthday treat.” 

I grasped my husband firmly by the shaft and gazed into his big, baby blue eyes. “Watching you suck and fuck cock? How could I not enjoy?” 

And with that, I led my hot, sexy – and totally naked – husband back out into the narrow hallway between the busy booths and their glory holes, and on towards the theater at the back of the book store. 

Of course we attracted a hell of a lot of attention – a stunningly naked woman with the most delicious breasts and her equally denuded, hot, toned husband with an outstanding cock were bound to – and a bunch of guys (and a couple of girls too!) followed us along the hallway like we were the nude Pied Piper and his good lady wife. 

We entered the theater area and immediately all eyes were upon us. The movie had obviously finished some time before and looped back to the beginning – the three guys were just getting to know the two girls (and by getting to know, I mean they were stripping them naked and finger-banging their bare pussies) – I was kinda looking forward to getting to watch it again from the beginning. There were three guys sitting on one of the couches, and they shuffled up to allow room for Seth and I to sit. The guys all had their dicks hanging out of their pants, every one stiff and pointing up at us. I smiled a polite thank you and sat myself and Seth down with the three guys, who quickly got back to jerking their cocks whilst openly ogling my plump, bare tits and my husband’s rapidly hardening cock for their masturbatory inspiration. 

Across the room, I espied two hunky young men getting it on with each other, watched over by an older woman dressed in a leather corset and black, latex leggings that clung to her legs like a second skin and moulded around her pussy to accentuate the deliciously plump lips that snuggled between her shapely thighs. She smiled over as she caught me ogling the two young men – one of whom was busy sucking on the other’s dick, its shaft buried all the way inside his greedy mouth – as if she knew the effect the sexy action was having on my naked vagina. 

I was beginning to fear that I’d be leaving a slippery wet stain on the couch; I could feel my juices bubbling out of my hole and oozing between my swollen lips – all thanks to the atmosphere of raw, gratuitous sex that permeated that theater room. 

“Want to play?” I whispered in my husband’s ear and nodded down to the fat, meaty cock of the guy jerking next to him. 

“Thought you’d never ask,” Seth replied and slipped has hand between my smooth thighs. 

“Not me, him,” I chastised, although I think my playfully naughty husband knew full well what I’d meant in the first place. 

“Oh,” he said with a wry smile, and then he placed his other hand upon the cock of the guy sitting beside him. 

The guy let out a loud sigh and moved his own hand so that both he and my husband were stroking his impressive member, its bulbous purple head already glistening wet with a generous dollop of pre-cum. He entwined his fingers with Seth’s and the two men masturbated his dick slowly, but ever so firmly whilst with his other hand, my husband pressed against my slick, fleshy folds and wriggled a finger or two inside my tight entrance. 

As if taking his cue from our salacious activities, the guy sitting next to me reached out a hand – keeping the other wrapped around his mouth-watering dick – and joined my husband’s in between my legs. I parted my thighs to allow them both unhindered access, flashing my slippery pink vagina to the guys sitting on the couch opposite. A warm tingle spread through my body, stiffening my long, rose-bud nipples and creating fluttering butterflies in the hot, wet depths of my pussy – the voyeuristic stares of the guys in the room were turning me on beyond belief and I began to wonder just how long I’d been such an ardent exhibitionist. I puffed out my chest, my pink, fleshy mounds pointing brazenly out to the room, my nipples pointing like little fingers, just begging to be tweaked and sucked and cum upon. 

Seth’s hand disappeared from my pussy, leaving just the other guy’s there. I didn’t mind too much, since the guy had located my clit and was rubbing at it with firm, up-and-down motions to generate a luscious pre-orgasm sensation that emanated from deep within my naked body. Also, I was delighted to see that my husband had quit his fumbling between my sodden lips to lean over and put ‘his’ guy’s cock into his mouth. My pussy tightened at the sight of Seth slurping noisily upon that fat dick, his hand and the guy’s still pumping the shaft, working on the climax that – judging by the flushed, dreamy expression on the young man’s face – was not too far away. 

I moaned my own pleasures as the expert fingers worked their sexy magic upon my hot slut pussy, my legs parting still farther to invite an exploratory finger or two. But, somewhat frustratingly, the guy seemed so intent upon working at the swollen bud of my clitty that he seemed to have completely forgotten I had a vagina. So, I took the initiative and fingered myself with one hand whilst reaching out for the guy’s cock and gripping it tight with the long, lithe fingers of my other. Then, I masturbated the stranger whilst he manipulated my clitoris and I helped finger myself to orgasm. 

A large, dark figure appeared in front of us, his huge, black-skinned frame blotting out the screen, the other people in the room – everything except for Seth, me and the guys either side of us. I could see that the man before us was spectacularly naked, the dark pink of his cock head a sexy contrast to his toned, hairless, ebony skin. I looked up, my eyes half-closed with the pleasure that was being created down in my pussy, and saw that it was the black guy I’d seen in the parking lot. 

“Hi,” I greeted him, incredibly pleased that he had caught up with me – and by the looks of his long, stiff cock, he was incredibly pleased to see me and my sexy husband too!

“Hi,” the hot black guy said with a wicked smile. “You two look so damned hot. Gonna introduce me to that sexy husband of yours?” 

“Sure thing,” I replied and nudged Seth with my elbow. 

My husband slipped the cock from his mouth, leaving the tip slick with his slippery saliva, and his hand still clasped around its shaft. He sat up straight and looked up at the big black guy – and that superlative, big black cock – and smiled a hello. 

“It’s good to meet y’all,” the black guy beamed and instead of holding out a hand to shake, he thrust his proudly jutting dick towards Seth and I, manoeuvring it so close to our faces that we could smell its beautifully musky scent – and I have to admit, it actually made me salivate.

Taking the lead, Seth reached out his free hand and grasped the black cock that bobbed in front of us. I followed suit and wound my fingers around the impressively long girth so that both my husband and I were holding onto the black guy’s dick like it was quite simply the best sex toy in the world. 

Ever the best at multitasking, I kept my fingers buried inside my pussy, pressing and rubbing against the swelling of my g-spot whilst the young man by my side played with my throbbing clit. And Seth, too, had not broken off his fun when faced with our new friend, his hand was still jerking away at the other guy’s dick, his quickening movements guided by the guy’s insistent hand. 

Seth and I leaned in on the black guy’s cock as he stood before us. I flicked out my tongue and took my first taste of that salty-sweet man meat – and it was absolutely heavenly. Seth copied me and soon our tongues were caressing the bulging pink helmet, gliding across its slippery surface and meeting up at the salty, sensitive eye at its tip. Seth wiggled his tongue into the dark, winking hole and our new playmate let out a low, groaning sound that resonated even above the cries of ecstasy of the nude, fingering people up on the screen. I joined my husband’s tongue inside the cock’s hole, unimaginably turned on by the fact that – finally – my sexy, bisexual husband and I were sucking a magnificent black dick together. 

And then I came. 

The guy who’d been most diligently fiddling with my slippery love button brought me to a trembling orgasm, my body alight with hot, sexual pleasure, my pussy juices flowing freely over both our hands. And in tandem with that, the cock that Seth was masturbating exploded a hot, sticky load that shot high up into the air and spattered my husband’s bare chest with fat, glinting droplets. I glanced across at Seth’s hand, taking in the sexy sight of the last of his guy’s ejaculate flowing down over his hand like some little kid’s baking soda volcano project. And all the while, Seth and I continued to lap and lick at the huge black cock, French kissing one another with that thick, salty meat between us. 

“Come with me,” the black guy said, his deep, baritone voice rumbling all the way down to his dick. “You guys ought to put on a show – it’s kind of a tradition here with new folk, especially ones as hot as you two.” 

And with that, the black guy invited Seth and I – with his cock – to the center of the theater room. We stood up from the couch – I had actually made quite a puddle on the soft leather with my effervescent pussy – and walked across to the dead center of the room. Seth wiped the creamy ropes of cum off his hand and onto his thigh – and I couldn’t help but be a tad disappointed that he’d not licked it up. I vowed to make sure he got his fair share of whatever load was coming our way next – I’d discovered that evening that nothing turned me on more than my sexy husband eating another man’s sticky cream.

We knelt down side by side in the middle of the room, our naked bodies glowing with sex-sweat and glinting in the flickering light from the screen. Our playmate teased us with his huge cock, dangling the thing in our faces, then pulling it away when we began lapping at it. He reached down and took a hold of one of my taut, jutting nipples and one of Seth’s, and then simultaneously he gave them both a good, hard tweak. 

“Ow!” Seth and I cried out in unison as the intense heat of pleasure/pain spread out from our sore nipples and into every corner of our nude bodies. Seth’s cock danced and jerked like a wild thing, more aroused than I think I’d ever seen it, and my pussy contracted so hard inside of me that it made my thigh muscles twitch. 

“Suck it,” the black guy instructed as he let go of our throbbing nipples. “Both of you.” 

Needing no further encouragement, Seth and I took the monster black dick in our hands and wrapped our lips around the broad, smooth head. No longer content with skating our busy tongues over the dark pink flesh, Seth and I sucked greedily at the man’s cock, swapping it between our mouths, sharing its hot, dark meat, sliding it down our respective throats with ease. I was pleased that I’d also tutored my husband in the art of Deep Throating – it was kind of a party piece of mine – although I’d had no idea at the time just how arousing for me it was going to be watching him take another man so far into his mouth that it made his throat bulge out in the shape of the cock’s throbbing head. It took all of my resolve not to cram as many fingers up inside my sopping wet hole and jill myself to an explosive, screaming orgasm right there and then. 

Of course, it was also so incredibly hot that we sharing Seth’s very first bisexual adventure in front of a room of appreciative men. All eyes were upon our naked, kneeling bodies – not one of the dozen or so guys in the room were watching the porn movie by this point – and all I could see were cocks in hands as every man jerked as Seth and I sucked dick together. I also noticed that a small gathering had appeared at the door to the theater area, eight or so guys, a hot looking gal and even the man from the front counter were watching Seth and I getting down and dirty with the big black cock. 

Our dark-skinned playmate took his cock away from us and had me stand up. He turned me around so that my back was facing him, and then lifted me up in those strong, muscular arms of his - as if I weighed nothing at all. The touch of his warm, damp skin against my back was so incredibly erotic, everywhere we connected made my own skin glow and tingle, my nerve endings so incredibly alive. 

My firm, heavy breasts rested upon the black guy’s forearms, my smooth, tanned flesh a sharp contrast to his ebony hue, my hard, cherry tipped nipples puckered and proudly pointing out towards our admiring audience. The guy lifted me upwards, and then lowered me slowly, deliberately down onto his rock-hard penis, its hot, thick shaft slipping between my legs, and that wonderfully bulging head nudging against my wet, silken hole. I eased my thighs apart to allow him in, and in an instant my pussy walls were stretched so wide by that mighty cock as my husband looked on at eye level with a hungry look upon his handsome face. 

My feet didn’t touch the floor, my entire weight held aloft by the big black guy, my vagina delightfully stuffed full of man-meat, my entrance taut and tingling and spread wide for all to see. 

Seth got to his feet and stood in front of me as I squirmed and wriggled about on the huge black pole that had so expertly skewered my dripping pussy. I saw his cock – so impossibly rigid by now – twitch and pulse as he took a step towards me, its pink, shiny head resting against the tingling, bulging nub of my clitty.

With a determined look upon his face, Seth manoeuvered his dick downwards, towards my crammed-full pussy hole and I held my breath. Surely he wasn’t thinking what I thought he was thinking? I felt as if I was stuffed to capacity down there as it was, and my husband’s cock was formidable in its own right – no way was there room in my tight vagina for both? 

As it worked out, my assumption was about as wrong as you can get. 

Both men worked well together to achieve what I thought was the impossible. Our dark skinned friend held me steady and eased his cock out of my slick hole until just the rubbery tip was inserted inside my vagina. Then Seth pressed his cock head against the big black cock and acting as one, they both eased their dicks up inside my tight entrance, and the stretching, intensely full sensation was absolutely mind-blowing! And there they were, my husband and the enormous black guy with their fat cocks buried halfway up their lengths inside my tight, sweet body. My pussy simply overflowed at this, my clear juices bubbling out along the sides of both cocks, wetting them through and easing their passage deep inside me, both heads bumping against my g-spot and the hardness of my husband’s pubic bone grinding deliciously against the sensitive tip of my clitoris. 

Seth and the black guy began to fuck me. Slowly at first, deliberately taking deeper and deeper strokes as they worked their cocks as one to bury themselves all the way inside my slut wife pussy, their taut, veiny skin shimmering with my slippery juices as they thrust diligently away at my exposed sex. 

It occurred to me during the fucking that, whilst I was no doubt being incredibly spoiled by the amazing double penetration of my bisexual husband’s and the black guy’s cock, I was more of a masturbatory vessel for the two dicks, a sopping hole for my husband’s frottering upon the other guy’s cock; and as the fucking progressed, my husband did seem to be more intent on his own pleasure than mine, his eyes glued to the thick, black piston that was pressed tightly next to his and which just happened to be crammed deep inside his hot wife’s achingly stretched cunt. 

Not that I minded in the least – I was having the time of my life. Stuffed to the brim with two enormous cocks, my tits bouncing wildly up and down as my sweat-slicked body was pounded by my husband and a complete stranger, all whilst being closely watched by a room filled with hot, horny guys who were openly displaying their sexy appreciation at our performance – there wasn’t an unexposed cock in the room now!

And, most of all, I was enjoying watching my sexy husband making the most of his bisexual experience – loving the feel of his cock gliding against the smooth, hard flesh of that monster black dick whilst fucking his slut wife’s pussy. I could see the sheer abandon and delight on Seth’s face, and I knew that this was to be a night that we would relive as we fucked for many years to come. 

Then, and much to my chagrin, I found myself being lifted up off the two-cocks-made-one. Seth backed away with a slightly puzzled look on his face, and looked disappointedly at the black cock that was literally dripping with my pussy juices. Before I could protest and demand that my pussy hole be refilled that instant, the black guy had my husband on all fours, his firm, gym-trimmed butt high up in the air like a bitch on heat. I cast a smile in Seth’s direction, happy with what I knew was coming next, even if it did deprive me of two fat cocks inside my slick, tingling pussy. 

The black guy positioned his broad, toned body behind my husband’s, hands on Seth’s buttocks, bulging black dick pointed directly at the puckered, winking hole that lay between the parted hemispheres. 

I crossed my fingers as I watched, and hoped that our practice sessions with the set of vibrating, steel butt plugs had been successful and that Seth would be able to accommodate the next stage of his awakening bisexuality. 

As it was, I needn’t have worried at all. As I watched – along with the merrily jerking audience – the huge black guy pressed the rubbery head of his cock against the taut hole of my husband’s ass. Using my pussy juices that coated his dick from head to base as a lubricant, the black guy nudged insistently at Seth’s hole, rocking his huge, dark hips back and forth as he eased his dick’s broad, pink head into my husband’s body. 

I could see from the concentration on Seth’s face that he was working really hard on relaxing down below. It was one thing accommodating a lube-soaked butt plug administered by a loving wife, and entirely another taking a colossal black dick in the ass in front of a room full of jerking strangers. 

Slowly, surely, that big black cock made its way past my husband’s stretched entrance, and on inside his body, and by the loud moan that Seth made when the cock was three-fourths inside his ass, I knew that it had hit his prostate and Seth was experiencing the most intense pleasure of his life. 

Once he’d made it all the way inside, the denuded, dark skin at the base of his cock pressed firmly against my husband’s buttocks, the black guy began to pump in and out of Seth’s hole. Seth, for his part, arched his back and squirmed on the guy’s cock as he made the absolute most of his fucking. 

Unable to resist, and determined not to be left out – or to disappoint our audience – I lay myself down beneath my well-fucked husband, with my dripping pussy at his head end and my face close to his ass and that magnificent cock that plunged in and out of his hole, stretching the tight sphincter muscle that clung tightly to it as the huge thing slid in and out, in and out. 

I raised my self up on one elbow, leaned my head towards where the action was going on and flicked out my tongue, eager to taste my husband’s body on the black guy’s cock. I tasted myself, too, and that made the flavor of our abandoned, bisexual sex all the more delicious. I caressed the cock with my tongue as it pistoned in and out of my bisexual husband’s ass, the rigid shaft rubbing against my nose, and I marvelled at being so damned close to where Seth was being drilled by the stranger; just the sight of that long, thick, veined meat disappearing inside my husband’s body was almost enough to send me over the edge of yet another climax – even though my fingers were nowhere near my clitty at that time. Instead, I grasped my husband’s rock hard, throbbing dick with my free hand and began to jerk at it as Seth’s body tensed with satisfaction at the touch of my fingers upon his hot skin.

Seth lowered his head and I felt his mouth upon my bare pussy, his smooth shaved skin pressing against mine. His tongue flicked out and an electric jolt shot out from my tingling nub as he licked and circled my clit’s head in just the right way that never fails to drive me crazy with lust. I was delighted that he was not too distracted from his ass-fucking to remember that his hot wife needed pleasuring too – and I could only begin to imagine what an erotic spectacle the three of us were creating for the delectation of the frantically masturbating patrons of the XXX Adult Book Store. 

I stroked Seth’s cock in time to the rhythm the black guy had set up as he fucked my husband’s ass, twisting my hand around on his shaft and over the head in order to caress every square millimetre of that glorious, slippery meat. At the same time, I licked at the black guy’s cock and prodded my exploring tongue at the tightly stretched rim of Seth’s hole, delighting when that made him squirm all the more. 

The black guy’s thrusts became harder, deeper, as he drove that superb dick of his in and out of my husband’s willing body, Seth groaning with pleasure, his cock ramrod straight in my hand, a dribble of pre-cum oozing out of its eye into my hand to add lubrication to the hand-job that I was administering. And all the while, his tongue worked its magic upon the erect bud of my clit, pushing me ever onwards towards what promised to be the mother of all climaxes. 

I think it was me who came first, my body shuddering violently as the orgasm caught alight in my clit, spread to my pussy walls and g-spot and then ripped through my entire body like a freight train. I yowled out my pleasure, my toes curling, tits wobbling, and a fine sheen of sweat breaking out the length and breadth of my flushed, naked body. 

Most likely it was the tightening of my grip on Seth’s shaft, coupled with the thick black cock pounding his ass and bumping against his prostate that tipped my husband over the edge. His cock jerked and twitched in my hand, his hips bucking as he fucked my fingers with hard, powerful movements, his cum spurting in thick creamy ropes all over my bare tits. It seemed to me that Seth would never quit ejaculating, his juice spraying my body in squirt upon squirt of hot stickiness, and in an instant my breasts were glistening wet with my husband’s man-juice, my nipples aglow with the heat of his cum – all of which served well to prolong my own climax. 

The black guy came next. He grunted and let out a stream of expletives as he slammed that cock of his into my husband’s tight hole and from my up-close and personal vantage point I got to watch his thick shaft pulsing and throbbing as he shot his mighty load deep inside Seth’s eager body before pulling it out to splash the final few spurts onto his bare buttocks. 

All done, the three of us froze for a few minutes and watched with excitement as the guys in the theater shot their loads – almost in unison – and the air was filled with the heady, many aroma of so much cum. I was still aroused – very much so – and knew that my husband’s bisexual adventure was far from over. I’d espied a couple of well-hung guys hovering over by the door who had refrained from cumming, and who were staring over at my sweaty, cum-soaked tits and my bisexual husband’s gaping, well-fucked ass. I knew from the look in their eyes that they had designs on the both of us, and my pussy ached at the thought of exploring my darling husband’s newfound bisexuality even further at the book store that night. 

The End



​My Bisexual Husband’s Parking Lot MMF Ménage: 

Hot Wife MFM With MM Fun

––––––––

They call it ‘dogging’ in the UK, which I think is typically quaint and so very English. Here in the States, there’s no specific name for the activity of meeting up with fellow swingers for casual but incredibly sexy, outdoor sex – the American swinging community just call it ‘parking lot fun’, which whilst more descriptive of the pastime, doesn’t sound anywhere near as exciting as the Brit’s take on it. 

The general idea is that couples – and singles - meet up in a pre-determined, out of the way place, and have sexy fun times in their cars. Sometimes they keep to themselves and put on a horny show of fucking and sucking whilst the other doggers gather around to indulge their own voyeuristic tendencies and masturbate to the live sex show going on within the vehicle. Some couples will roll down a window and invite their audience to stroke and grope – and encourage the gathered people (more often the single guys) to show their appreciation and shoot their hot, sticky loads over their sex-flushed, naked bodies whilst they fucked. And then there were the couples who throw open the car doors and invite single guys, other couples, or any combination thereof to join in with their hot, sexy fun. And it was to the latter group that Seth and I hoped to belong, excited by the fantasy of taking our pick of the horny young men who would without a doubt be congregating around our white Suburban to watch us putting on one hell of a fuck-show.

Seth and I had found a couple of groups via good old Craigslist, and had hooked up – online, via Kik – with one which seemed to be pretty legitimate and comprised of hot couples just like us. Of course there were the ubiquitous single guys, but that was okay by us, it meant that there would be plenty of hot young men to indulge in the bisexual three-ways that Seth and I loved so much. 

And so, we found ourselves in a secluded parking lot at ten PM on a Friday night – the night for casual outdoor hook-ups – sitting patiently in our vehicle (we’d brought the Suburban because with the rear seats down we could fit a comfy mattress in the back) and looking out onto a completely empty parking lot. 

“Looks like it’s just us, babe,” Seth said with a resigned sigh. 

“I don’t understand it,” I replied, “at least four other couples on the Kik group said they’d be here – and a whole bunch of guys, too.” 

“You sure we’re in the right place, hun?” 

“Positive,” I was a tad offended by my husband’s suggestion that I’d gotten the hook-up location wrong. “The farthest parking lot of the park, I even copied the directions down on the Notes app on my phone.” 

“I guess we give it another half hour and call it a night?” Seth sounded incredibly disappointed. 

“We can still have a good time,” I said, fidgeting about on my seat. It was a warm night and even with the AC blasting away, my bare legs were sticking to the leather. I was beginning to regret my decision of wearing nothing but a bikini for our supposed outdoor bisexual adventure – I’d had no idea what to wear for such occasions so I’d gone for ultimate sexy and easy to remove within the tight confines of the car. And now I realized that my naked back was also sticking to the rear of the seat. 

“Of course we can,” Seth said as he patted my bare thigh, his hand sliding upwards to nudge at where the flimsy cloth of my bikini briefs snuggled into the fleshy V of my damp slit. 

I sighed and wriggled against the delicate touch of my husband’s hand, seeking out the hard ridge of his knuckle with my clit. I squirmed a little more, rubbing the swollen, sensitive nub of my love button on the firmness of Seth’s hand. I’d dressed my sexy husband in short denim shorts – no underwear, of course - and a tight, sleeveless t-shirt, and he looked totally delicious with his smooth, tanned skin and firm, well defined muscles; in fact it was a shame that it appeared unlikely that I’d have a hot young guy to share them with. I’d been so looking forward to watching Seth getting it on with another guy – and me, of course! – ever since his first bisexual experience at the adult theater a month or so ago. My pussy gets wet every time I fantasize about watching my hot, bisexual husband sucking a long, thick cock before sliding it deep inside his sweet, tight ass.

“You do look incredibly sexy, tonight, Brooke,” Seth whispered to me, his breath warm and sweet against my bare skin. I wasn’t so sure about that – I looked slutty, that much was for sure; wearing nothing but a skimpy, floral bikini at that time of the night, especially in the parking lot of a closed park – but it was nice to hear, especially since Seth was peering down the dark crack of my ample cleavage with that glint in his eye and a growing bulge in his tiny shorts. I was sure that he wanted nothing more right then and there but to slip his fat, throbbing cock between my big, firm tits and give them a good, hard fucking. 
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