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INTRODUCTION
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Whether you are married, boyfriend/girlfriend, or any other combination, sooner or later your curiosity will turn toward involving other people in your sexual relationship.  It is simply human nature to wonder what it would be like to have an extra man, or an extra woman, or another couple to play with.  Your only limitations are your imagination and your tolerance.  If you want to set up a gangbang for your wife and invite 6 strange men to participate that just shows that you love her a lot and that you enjoy watching.  If you decide to do that, better invite about 12 because men can be nervous about their performance and, in my experience, only about half will show up.  More will come if you provide beer and pizza, but I digress.

Adding a stranger or another couple is by far the most common experiment, and that can go extremely well or it can be a terrible experience depending upon how well you screen your extra people. Make sure that your desires and limitations are in line with others before you invite them over. The ranks of swinging couples are filled with “drama queens & kings” who can take a pleasant evening and turn it into an episode of “love on the rocks”.  With the right people, it can make for an evening of combinations that you have fantasized about and fantasies fulfilled. 

The stories that follow offer a variety of sexual combinations involving everyday people just like those around us. That guy you meet in a bar could be the one who can excite and entertain your wife while the two of you make love to her.  Your wife’s female co-worker could be the one who teaches your wife how girls play together, then they both invite you to join. This book is more about couples adding a third than it is about heavy-duty swinging.  If you have ever been involved in such an activity, you know exactly how much fun it can be.  If you have not done it but fantasize about it, this book will give you a glimpse into how things can happen.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine.  You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind’.  Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks.  You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input.  If you enjoy my stories, let me know why.  If you hate my stories, let me know why.  You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Visiting Andrew
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We had been watching football and drinking beer for most of the day.  My brother-in-law Gary could really put it away, especially if someone else was providing the suds.  After the game we went out to a sports bar for dinner and, in Gary’s case, a couple more beers.  On the way home he began to rant about getting a blowjob.  He started on my wife Christine, blathering a lot of stuff about how she would get him off when they were young.  I could see that it was embarrassing Christine and eventually she had taken enough.

“Gary, if you don’t shut the fuck up, I swear I’ll throw you out of this car and you can walk to our place.  Maybe that would sober you up.”

“I don’t want to be sober, I want to get a blowjob.  Bill, where can I get a blowjob?”

“That’s it! That’s all I can stand! Bill, stop this car.  Brother or no brother, he walks.”

“Take it easy Chris.  Think about it, if we put him out along the road, he’ll probably get hit by a car and then you’ll feel awful.”

“At least then I wouldn’t have to listen to him.”

Gary sat in the back seat cheerfully chanting, “I want a blowjob.  I want a blowjob...”

Christine sat there like a boiler rapidly working her way up to an explosion.

“What if we took him to see Andrew?”

Andrew called himself a ‘sub’.  He would do any kind of sexual act that he was directed to do, and he took great enjoyment at the experience.  Christine and I had discovered Andrew while visiting a sex shop on the outskirts of town.  He offered us his telephone number and told us that he would be proud to serve us in any capacity.  I put the experience aside until Christine decided that it would be an adventure to invite Andrew to our house to give us each oral sex while we lay on the bed holding hands.  That went so well that we repeated it on the couch and in the kitchen.  On a later occasion, Christine told me that I could fuck Andrew in his butt if she got to have sex with him first.  I thought she was joking until she called Andrew one weeknight evening, leading to some of the best sex I had ever known.  I did not think I would care to watch my wife with another man, but Andrew was not like a man she would have an affair with.  He was more like an unpaid ‘contractor’ that we brought in whenever Christine developed the desire for some ‘strange’.

I never had the desire to stick my cock up some guy’s butt until Christine decided she wanted to watch me do another man.  Andrew was not just willing, he was enthusiastic.  I had assumed that butt sex was painful and, for that reason, I had never pushed Christine to do it. However, for Andrew, having a hard cock up his ass was exciting and pleasurable.  Once images of pushing shit back up into his colon were dispelled, I found that I really enjoyed doing Andrew.  He would cry and moan, telling me how good it was, and that made sex with him a surprisingly great experience.

“Do you think Andrew is home, it is the weekend?”

“I can call him.  If we can get your brother a blowjob, maybe he’ll shut up and go to sleep.  Do you have your phone?”

“Of course.”  Christine took her telephone out of her purse and flipped through the directory, finally selecting a number.  She pushed a key and put it to her ear.

“Hello Andrew?...”Hi baby, this is Christine, you know, Bill and Christine...Yes, fine, how are you?...Oh good, baby... Andrew,  we’re having a problem and we hope that you can help, are you going to be home or do you have plans?...No, it’s my brother from out of town, he’s whining about wanting a blowjob, would you mind?...Oh you are such a dear, we’ll be by in about twenty minutes...Thank you Andrew, kisses, bye.”

“Kisses?”

“Hey, whatever it takes to shut Gary up.”

Meanwhile, Gary continued his annoying chanting until we pulled into the driveway of a townhouse.  “Hey, where are we?”

“Never mind, we’re trying to get you what you want.”

“Oh damn, that’s all right!”

We rang the doorbell and were greeted by Andrew who invited us in. Andrew was probably close to 40, tall and slender with red hair and a smiling face. We followed him up a short flight of steps to his living room where we introduced Andrew to Gary. 

“Please make yourselves at home, can I get you something to drink?”

Gary was quick to respond, “I’ll have a beer”, only to have Christine say, “No he won’t, he’s had more than enough already.  Thank you Andrew but we’re good.” Gary and I sat on the couch while Christine took a nearby chair.

Andrew disappeared into the kitchen only to return a minute later with a platter of Ritz crackers with cheese.  “This is not much but it’s all I could come up with on such short notice.”

“Thank you Andrew.” We each took a cracker, which created a lull in the conversation. 

Andrew sat between Gary and me. He quickly turned to Gary and began to rub between his legs.

“So cowboy, you’re in the mood for some lip service?”

Gary turned to me looking confused, “I thought you had a chick lined up.”

“Shut up and take what you get.  Andrew is really good, probably better than you’ve ever had.”

“Has he done you?”

“Yes, and Christine too.”

“Wow, you guys get around.”

Andrew continued to rub Gary, pausing to open his belt and pants before sliding his jeans down.

“Andrew, you might want to wash him first, he’s been sitting around all day.”

Andrew smiled and nodded before going to the powder room and returning with a damp wash cloth.  He pulled down Gary’s underwear and proceeded to wash his cock and balls.

“Wow dude, this is some serious service.” He looked over at Andrew, “Dude, can I get a beer?”

Andrew simply smiled and put the washcloth on an old magazine before he pushed the coffee table away from the couch.  He knelt in front of Gary. 

“Are you ready boss?” Gary simply grunted when Andrew began to stroke his cock.  “Have you ever had a man suck your cock?”

Gary suddenly seemed to mellow, “Well...no.”

Andrew smiled, “You are going to enjoy this.”  His head fell into Gary’s lap and Gary’s mouth fell open.

“Oh damn!”  Gary slumped back onto the couch with his mouth open and his eyes closed.

I looked over at Christine, “You finally got Gary to shut up.”

She nodded and smiled.

We sat silently watching Gary squirm and listening to him moan while Andrew’s mouth slid slowly up and down on him. 

“Hey sis, look at me!  I got a guy sucking my cock!”

Christine smiled and nodded, trying hard not to show her embarrassment.

“Hey Bill, I’m getting’ a blowjob!  I love you man!”  Then he collapsed back against the couch.

Gary was an ass, always had been.  Add in too much beer and he could quickly become annoying.  But as I sat watching Andrew pleasure him, I began to feel envious.  I knew how good Andrew was at oral sex and I quickly began to harden. When I could escape Christine’s glance, I would steal a rub or two on the front of my pants.

Gary gradually became more animated and louder until finally he cried out as his body stiffened and he thrust into Andrew’s mouth.  When finally Gary settled back, Andrew swallowed and stood up.

“Ick, your cum tastes like beer.  You should try eating some pineapple once in a while.”

Gary simply smiled and slumped against the couch.  Andrew turned toward me.

“How about you Mr. Bill? I’d love to suck you in front of the lovely Christine.  How about it baby, you up to take a sweet ride?”

“Thank you Andrew, but the lovely Christine would take my scalp if I let you do me.”

Christine seemed irritated, “Why would you say that Bill?  Andrew has done both of us before and you loved it.  If you want him to blow you, it’s fine with me.”

“Really?  You don’t mind?”

“No, if you want it, go ahead.”

I could not escape the feeling that I was walking into one of those marital traps that women set but, like most men, the little head can sometimes overrule the big head. I REALLY did want what Andrew was so good at.

“Well, as long as it’s all right with you.”  I know that she will nail me for this, but I want it SO bad.  I quickly opened my belt and slid my pants and underwear to the floor.

“Oh what do we have here?  Look at that, so nice and hard just for me.”  Andrew seemed absolutely giddy at my choice. He dropped to his knees and wrapped his hand around my cock.  He produced the washcloth and began to wash me.  His touch was skilled and gentle.  I waited for him to put the washcloth aside and eagerly anticipated the pleasure that Andrew’s mouth could give me.  It felt like forever before his lips opened and he took me into his mouth.  Once he began to move, the sensation was sublime.  I sat back against the couch and closed my eyes.

“Do me slowly Andrew, please.  Let me feel each touch, every wonderful movement of your mouth.  Damn Andrew you are just amazing.”

He did not answer, but instead he did as I had requested, moving slowly up and down. Sometimes he would pause with me as deep in his mouth as I could go, holding momentarily before slowly pulling up again.

“Oh God Andrew, that is perfect.” I used the moment to look over at Gary who appeared to be passed out and snoring through his wide-open mouth.  I had a thought of stopping Andrew and stuffing my cock into my pain-in-the-ass brother-in-law’s mouth, but the expected household consequences of such an act quickly shut the door on that thought. I also looked at Christine to see a monumental level of boredom on her face.  Just then Andrew took my cock deep into his mouth. Sorry Christine, but I’m not passing this up even for you.  I closed my eyes again, reveling in Andrew’s oral skills and wishing that I could bottle the sensations that he was creating within me.

Just as all good things must come to an end, great blowjobs will cum to an end.  Although I fought as hard as I could to distract myself with everything from memories of traffic court to seventh grade algebra, eventually I pulled Andrew’s face down onto my cock as a volume of semen that surprised even me shot into his mouth.  Andrew patiently waited until I calmed and released him before he graciously tongue-bathed my cock and swallowed my contribution.  Once the feeling of light-headedness passed, I stood up and pulled myself together.

“Your cum tastes so much better than his.  Christine must watch your diet carefully.”

Ignoring the sideways compliment, I spoke up. “Thank you Andrew, you are truly an artist at what you do.”  I embraced him but dodged his attempt to kiss me, preferring to receive that on my cheek.

“You and Christine are always welcome here.  Whenever you need me, I am yours.”

Christine then stood up, confirming that my good time was over and we were back to reality.  

“Bill, wake Gary and help him out to the car.”

The unpleasantness of that task hit me like a speeding bus.  “Oh shit.”  I dutifully walked to Gary and started to shake him.  Finally he awakened enough to let me help him up and get him ready to go.  I looked at Christine hoping for some assistance.  Instead she turned to Andrew and embraced him.

“Andrew, you are such a darling and we love you so much.  Do you really think that I would let you service my guys without showing my appreciation?”

She walked to Andrew and kissed him before reaching down and opening his pants pushing them and his underwear down to the floor.  Then she nudged him onto the couch and knelt before him.  

“You give your gift to others, but now it’s time for my gift to Andrew.”  Her head dropped into his lap and his cock disappeared into her mouth.  Andrew began to whimper and cry like he was going to melt, frantically calling, “Oh Christine!...Oh Christine!”

I watched in amazement at the spectacle, caught up in Andrew’s reaction. Christine paused and turned to me, “Will you please get him out to the car before he pukes in here.”

With my erotic bubble shattered, I wrapped one arm around Gary’s waist and held his arm around my neck while I helped my stumbling brother-in-law down the flight of steps and out the door.  Once I had him sprawled out in the back seat of the car, I returned to get Christine.  I was surprised to find her naked from the waist down, her hips busily working atop Andrew’s cock.  All the while, Andrew continued to make noises more appropriate to a milk maid who was being taken by a long-horned bull.

As I watched, Christine apparently hit Andrew’s magic button which generated loud cries and affirmations of love for Christine.  When movements finally stopped, Christine climbed off of him and quickly pulled her clothes on.  When I looked at Andrew, he was weeping as he repeated, “Thank you Christine”, again and again.  Once Christine was dressed, she kissed Andrew and came toward me.

“Is Gary in the car?”

“Yes he is.”  She turned back to Andrew and we both waved to him.

“Let’s get him home before he pukes in the car.”

With Christine monitoring her drunken brother, we sped homeward where Gary threw up on our front hedges.

––––––––
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END
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Two Old Biddies
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It was one of those apartment buildings like so many others that are filled largely with older women who are widowed or divorced.  Patty and Eleanor lived across the hall from each other as they had for many years.  Both were in their mid-sixties and financially comfortable, although far from wealthy.  Eleanor had been there for several years before Patty moved in, still hurting from the untimely death of her husband.  Eleanor became Patty’s rock, comforting her and helping her adapt to being alone and living in an apartment instead of the house that she shared with her husband of many years.  Although they had no desire to live together, the two became close friends.

They also discovered that, when they got together, they enjoyed a glass or two of wine. Occasionally that would turn into several glasses of wine and, on one particularly memorable occasion, turned into an afternoon in bed together.  With or without the wine, ending up in bed together became a regular thing that both enjoyed.

So it was on a Saturday afternoon when Patty’s phone rang.

“Hello.”

“Hi, I just got a couple of bottles of some new wine from Australia.  Want to try it with me?”

“Sure, I’ll be right over.”

A moment later Patty knocked on Eleanor’s door.

“Come on in.”

“Wine from Australia huh?  What is it, made from kangaroo piss?”

“The guy at the store said that it’s a new brand that they just got in, and it’s a lot like what we usually buy.”  Eleanor handed Patty a chilled glass of golden yellow wine.  They both took a sip.

“Oh my, that is good. What do you think?”

“I think I could drink a lot of this stuff.”

“Good thing I bought two bottles then.”

“This is starting to sound like a fun afternoon.”

With a clink of glasses, they were off and running.

For the next hour their glasses were never empty, the conversation became more animated, and the laughter louder.  As the wine went down, the bathroom trips became more frequent.  After one trip, Eleanor returned waving her large electric vibrator.

“How about a little ‘buzz buzz’ to go with your wine buzz?”

“Let me fill our glasses and I’ll meet you in the bedroom.”

Patty went to the kitchen and filled both glasses, emptying the second bottle before carefully carrying them into the bedroom.  She put the glasses on the nightstand while Eleanor plugged in the vibrator.  The women sat on opposite sides of the bed removing their clothes. Once they were naked, they rolled together in the center of the bed.

“I’m glad you called, I was really in the mood for some playtime.”

Eleanor threw her leg across Patty and grasped her breasts in her hands.

“I love your boobs, always have, they’re not saggy like mine are getting.  They feel so good in my hands and your nipples get so hard.

“And I love yours too.  As the guys say, ‘just a nice handful’.”

Eleanor slid down until she was almost on top of Patty.  Their lips met while their hands explored each other’s bodies.  After moving down a little more, Eleanor began to suck patty’s nipples.

Patty moaned while her hands worked on Eleanor’s back.  

“Yes Ellie, yes, that feels so good.  You are making me so wet.”

But Eleanor did not stop, she continued to kiss her way down Patty’s body until her face fell between Patty’s legs.  Now Patty was moaning steadily and praising Eleanor for her skilled tongue.  Patty spread her legs wide and her feet wiggled against the bedclothes.  After an ever-increasing flood of moans and cries, Patty crashed into orgasm, all the while praising Eleanor.

As her orgasm passed and she began to recover, she had Eleanor lay down while she nursed at her nipples.  

“Jesus Pat, that is so good.  You know how sensitive my nipples are.  It’s like they send an electric charge straight to my puss.” While still suckling, Patty slowly worked her hand down along Eleanor’s body.  Once her hand landed between Eleanor’s legs, Eleanor began to squirm and moan. 

“That’s it Pat! That’s my spot.”

When Patty changed from one finger to two, Eleanor’s hips came to life, thrusting back against Patty’s fingers.  

“Right there!  Right there!  Oh God, it feels like I have to pee. You better stop.”

“Well that’s just silly, but if that’s what you want, let’s try it a different way.”  Patty slid down between Eleanor’s legs and opened her labia before licking her clit.

“Oh yes!  Oh yes!  Oh Pat that feels so good!”  Her hips were once again wiggling, making it hard for Patty to stay on target.  But obviously Patty did stay on target as Eleanor grabbed Patty’s head and thrust her hips against Patty’s face.  

“I’m cumming! Oh God, I’m cumming, Oh-h-h...!  Eleanor’s body shook with each passionate wave that passed through her.  As Eleanor lay recovering, Patty moved up and cuddled in beside her. 

“Wow, Pat, that was sensational.”  She rolled over and kissed Patty.

“You were good also.  As much as I hate to say it, sex with you is better than it was with my husband.”

“Well I don’t mind saying that sex with you is a whole lot better than it ever was with George.  He was one of those ‘get on, get off, go to sleep guys’.  For years I hoped that it would get better but it never did.  Hell, I cum more with you than I ever did with George.  Getting divorced from him was the best thing I ever did.”

“I’ll drink to that.” Patty rolled over to the nightstand and passed a glass to Eleanor.  Patty held up her glass, “To more and better orgasms.”

Eleanor repeated the phrase, they clinked glasses, and each took a drink. 

“Patty, do we have more of this?”

“No, I finished the last bottle to fill our glasses.”

“Well damn me, we can’t be running out of booze this early.”

“Where did you get your kangaroo wine?”

“From the grocery store just a couple of blocks up.  I get all of my groceries there and they will deliver.”

“Oh-h-h! Did you ever see the delivery boy from that store?  I think his name was Jesse or Jacob, something like that.”

“Young black guy about twenty, six feet tall, slender, with a perfect smile?”

“YES! That’s him, oh what was his name?”

“Jayden.”

“YES!  That’s it, Jayden.  What a beautiful hunk of dark meat.”

“And you know what they say about back men, how they have really big cocks.”

“Do you think?  I’m starting to feel so horny.  Do you suppose he would have any interest in banging a couple of horny old biddies?”  They began to giggle like schoolgirls.

“Let’s order some wine.  I need a few other things anyway.  And I’ll see if Jayden is working tonight.”

“I hope he’s working, just thinking about having a big cock inside of me has me dripping.  How long has it been since you were with a man?”

“My goodness, I can’t even remember.  After we divorced I thought I might date but I never did.  Once I turned sixty, I guess I just gave up.”

“It’s been years for me too, and I miss it.  Feeling some big sweaty man drive his cock into me while his hands are all over me, whew, I miss that more than I thought.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





