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As much as I was enjoying Angelica’s exquisite licking and finger-fucking, I really had to have her wonderful she-meat in my mouth; I found myself literally drooling at the thought of wrapping my lips around that bulbous pink head and feeling the whole thing sliding down my throat. I also knew that I needed to kick things off for Todd, he was a tad shy at instigating any action, no matter how willing the other party may appear to be – I guess my darling husband was still fearful of reading a sexy situation terribly wrong. 

I wriggled away from the amazing sensations Angelica was creating down on my bare pussy – with great reluctance, I may add – and her fingers slipped out of my vagina with an audible, wet slurp. Under the watchful eye of my husband, I manoeuvered myself downwards and in no time at all I was face-level with Angelica’s gloriously stiff dick. I paused for a second or two, my eyes drinking in the sheer beauty of our new playmate’s she-cock – its long, blue-veined shaft so incredibly thick (now, that was going to stretch my husband’s delectably tight hole, for sure!) and the fat, bulging head that glowed wet, shiny and rubbery in the harsh glow of the Suburban’s interior lights. 

Enough looking, time to do! 

I slipped my mouth over the pink, bulging head of Angelica’s cock, savoring the salty-sweet flavor of her pre-cum, along with the sexy, feminine that caressed my senses. My lips stretched wide as they wrapped around Angelica’s dick, and I guided the thing into my mouth. Angelica groaned and gave a tiny thrust, nudging her cock’s meaty head further towards the back of my throat. I braced myself – hoping that my gag-reflex would behave itself – and allowed the long, hard cock to slip past my uvula and into the depths of my throat. 

I looked up at my husband as Angelica’s dick gently throat-fucked me, the thing still only two-thirds of its length inside my mouth, and I could see the hungry look in his eyes as he watched with greedy intent as the long, pink shaft slid in and out between my lips. Slowly, I pulled my head away from Angelica’s cock, and it slipped from my mouth dripping wet and shiny with my saliva. 

“Would you mind if my husband joined in?” I asked Angelica, my voice low, sultry. I licked my lips, enjoying the taste of the stranger’s dick on there. 

“I thought you’d never ask,” Angelica said with a sexy smile. “I was hoping you would,” she winked at Todd who played with his own cock with long, slow strokes. “It’s not all that often I get to meet a bi couple here, usually it’s just the guy who wants fucking.”

“Not us,” I replied, my fingers caressing Angelica’s slippery cock. “There are two of us with designs on this beautiful dick of yours.” I licked at the tip, dipping my tongue into the sensitive eye to make Angelica squirm with pleasure. 

“Have at it,” Angelica grinned. She twisted her hips slightly, so that her cock bobbed away from my mouth and pointed directly at my husband, as if beckoning him. 
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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, and shemales - 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 the sexy shemales that such events tended to attract to join in with their hot, sexy fun. And it was to the latter group that Todd and I hoped to belong, excited by the fantasy of taking our pick of the sexy t-girls who would without a doubt be congregating around our white Suburban to watch us putting on one hell of a fuck-show.

Todd 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, and the most incredibly sexy transgender girls we could ever have imagined – it made my mouth (and pussy!) water just to look at their profile pictures! Of course there were the ubiquitous single guys, but that was okay by us, it meant that there would be an audience to indulge our exhibitionist tendencies. 

And so, we found ourselves in a secluded parking lot at ten PM on a Friday night – the night for casual outdoor shemale 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,” Todd 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 t-girls, 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?” Todd 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 transsexual 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,” Todd 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 Todd’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 t-girl to share them with. I’d been so looking forward to watching Todd getting it on with a hot shemale – and me, of course! – ever since our first experience at the TV club a month or so ago. My pussy gets wet every time I fantasize about watching my hot, sexy husband sucking a long, thick she-cock before sliding it deep inside his sweet, tight ass.

“You do look incredibly sexy, tonight, Kelly,” Todd whispered to me, his breath warm and sweet against my bare skin. I wasn’t so sure about that, to be perfectly honest – I thought 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 Todd 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 breasts and give them a good, hard titty fucking. 
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