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Excerpt

 

Yes, holy shit is right, John!

Claire opened her lips as far as they could go, sucking as much of her husband’s dick between her gums as she could manage. As she filled her mouth fully, her cheeks bulging with his cock, she stared right at Wayne, seeing what their guest was doing as she pleasured her husband.

Wayne not only had his cock out of his pants, he had now removed his shirt, exposing his toned, bare chest- he was not built like some musclebound body builder, and the slight softness to her stomach told her that in a few years he would have the standard middle aged spread, but for now his hairless torso was still that of a young man. Between his legs, he rested his right hand on his own shaft, his fingers gently touching it, as if he was too excited to stop from playing with himself, but not ready to waste his seed in a self driven eruption…

I know what you want, Wayne- and I want it, too.

Blowjob or not, her husband had not yet noticed that they were not alone- and before he did, and wanted her to submit to the sexual touch of their guest, Claire wanted something else first.

“Would you like two mouths on your cock, John?” Claire asked, letting her husband fall from her mouth with an audible plop, licking softly across the ridge of his cock, “Would you like that, John?”

“Yes,” John moaned, an automatic and instinctive response, “Yes, I would, Claire-”

Ask and ye shall receive.

With that, Claire looked into Wayne’s eyes- holding her husband’s cock in her left hand, she waved it at him so her intentions were clear, and with her right hand, she curled her fingers, making a “come hither” motion, no question now about the invitation that she was extending…

It’s now or never, Wayne.

As if in a trance, his eyes never leaving hers, Wayne seemed to glide across the floor- he was now on the side of the bed where her and her husband lay, looking down at the cock she was holding in between her fingers, as if he was making one final decision. Smiling, Claire ran her tongue across the sensitive flesh of her husband’s cock head, and Wayne could no longer resist.

Falling to his knees on the side of the bed, as John finally realized that they were not alone, Wayne opened his lips, and he took the head of her husband’s cock in between them.

He easily swallowed it, halfway down the shaft in one gulp, as Claire watched with amazement, and John’s eyes went wide. From the way things looked, this was not the first time that Wayne had a man’s hard prick in between his lips, and as Claire leaned slightly back, she let him have at it. He drove his head down further, aggressively swallowing John’s cock now all the way to the base, his eyes never leaving hers as he did so.

This is the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen!

Claire had never actually seen a man sucking another man’s cock before, and maybe it would have been different if it was two effeminate gay guys or something- but the fact that it was this attractive, younger waiter, a man who obviously did not hesitate in taking what he wanted, submitting to having a cock in his mouth, that is what made it so hot!

Wayne kept looking right at her- after swallowing her husband’s shaft all the way for a long moment, he suddenly pulled back his head from the base of the dick, and he let it fall back out of his mouth with an audible “plop”. 

“It tastes good,” Wayne said, his hand now covering her own, pulling her fingers back towards the base of John’s cock, “Good enough to share!”

What do you think, John?

Wayne’s fingers were insistent, his touch strong and demanding, yet Claire was more concerned with John’s reaction- whatever he may or may not have done in the past was now no longer a hypothetical question, but one that was a reality of the moment!

Claire looked up at her husband, as she began to stroke the base of him alongside their new lover, and she saw the strangest look in his eyes- a mixture of pleasure and surprise, they seemed to be covered in a thin glaze almost, sparkling from the excitement of the moment…

Tell me- tell us- what you think?

“You want us to suck your cock, John?” Claire asked her husband, “You want us to suck your cock together?”

“Yes,” John said, his voice honest, “Yes- suck my cock- both of you, suck my cock!”

Part of what had turned her on about this whole idea in concept was that it would be her husband submitting- not just to another man, but to her especially- but the sudden flash of dominance in his tone felt right, planned or not.

Turning her face to Wayne, who now had moved so that he was inches away from her own, Claire smiled, as they held the erect shaft of her husband between them.

“Together,” Claire said, directing the younger man, “Let’s suck him- together.”

“Yes,” Wayne said, as she watched his tongue began to tease the tip of John’s cock.

I am so fucking wet—

Extending her own tongue, she joined hers against the rougher texture of Wayne’s, their first kiss a combination of the salty bitterness from her husbands’ cock and their own conjoined passions, enough to mkake the need between her own legs no longer able to be held off. While she wanted to keep sucking John, to play an adult version of swap meat between their mouths, her body had other ideas. After Wayne put the head back inside of his mouth for a second, and likewise she followed his lead, Claire plopped it back out of her mouth.

“I can’t wait any longer,” Claire said, “I need cock- hard cock- in my pussy!”


Bisexual Road Trip, Book ONE: Departure

 

I.

“You really should come out here,” Jake said, “I am telling you, it is so different than New York…”

Claire had been hearing this all year, ever since he had decided to go to college on the west coast. 

It wasn’t that Claire had anything against visiting him in Washington, it was just that work had gotten in the way. He had come home during last winter’s break, with stories about how everything from the weather to the culture was a big change from Long Island- and in the spring, he had decided to stay on the left coast. Claire suspected that it was because the change in environment had finally broken him out of his shell, and that there was some young woman out there that had his attention, since in three months he had finally ditched the thick glasses and social awkwardness that had plagued him as long as she could remember.

And maybe a trip out there will break us out of the boringness here-

Some people might be shocked that her and John were going through empty nest syndrome; after all, they did live in the largest city in the country, so it wasn’t like their choices for relaxation were limited in scope. That said, the emptiness of the house, from the way that the sound of the television now seemed to reflect off of the wooden floors, to the fact that when she made dinner she always ended up making way too much, was depressing.

Claire didn’t like to talk about it with John- he had never had her outgoing personality, preferring to read rather than to discuss anything that was serious in nature- but it was becoming a problem. This was the first time in their twenty three years of being together that their sex life had been affected in any serious way, and Claire knew it wasn’t because she was now in her forties. She made certain to work out every day on the treadmill at least, even if she didn’t always have the time to put in a full hour at the gym, and while she was no longer the thin girl she had once been, she had not gained more than another five or ten pounds since her last pregnancy. Although John’s brown hair was now a ring of it’s former glory, John also did his best to stay in shape, as nobody wanted to take advice from a dietitian who was out of shape.

He is bored, too.

Outside of sex, things were mostly the way they had always been- they both went to their respective lines of work every morning, and they still ate dinner together every night - but the decline in their physical passion did worry Claire. She knew that he wasn’t out fucking around on her, as John would never do such a thing, but she could not deny that he seemed as bored as she was now that the house was empty.

And this was supposed to be like a second honeymoon.

“You know what, we should come out there,” Claire said, “Somebody needs to make sure that you aren’t living like a complete slob, right?”

“I am not,” Jake said, and from the tone in his voice, it sounded like he did in fact have someone to impress- Jake had never wanted to do something as simple as fold his own clothes, but maybe whatever girl he was seeing demanded more than rumpled t-shirts…

“Well, if you really want us to visit, than I will see if your father wants to make the trip,” Claire said, “I don’t have to be in court for another two weeks.”

The joy of being a criminal defense attorney.

Her last case had resulted in probation for her client, and while that was not exactly a loss (he was a fourth time DWI offender), it wasn’t the win that she wanted, either. People who hired defense attorneys always expected a complete dismissal, or a verdict of not guilty, no matter what they had done to get themselves into trouble in the first place. Claire avoided taking the truly screwed up cases, where she knew that the client was guilty of some heinous crime, but even her relatively minor level offenders still paid based upon how effective her counsel was. True, she had made her hourly on the last case, but she had not gotten the ten thousand dollar bonus she would have received if she had been able to work a miracle and get him out of any consequences for deciding to joy ride through a school zone after a dozen bourbon business lunch.

The best way to stay out of court, is to not break the law.

Of course, if people did that, she would not have the career that she had chosen-

“So is that a yes, then?” Jake said.

He definitely wants us to visit- maybe he wants to introduce us to someone?

John had always been worried about Jake, as he had seemingly shown no interest in dating, but that was the old Jake. Jake had always been a serious person, even more so than John, so it did not surprise Claire that if he had found someone he liked, that he would want them to meet her as soon as possible.

“I don’t see why not,” Claire said, “You really want us to visit?”

“Yes,” Jake said, though he still held his cards close, “Hey, I have to go- I’ll text you the address.”

Well, he is just like John, more so than either one of them will ever admit.

John had always been decisive like that- when he made up his mind about something, he did not hesitate in the slightest, and that was one of the qualities that had attracted Claire to him in the first place. If that personality trait was rare among men in their forties anymore, it was even rarer among men in their twenties, so Claire was certain that whatever woman was interested in Jake had picked up on that right away. 

“Okay, no guarantees,” Claire said, as Jake hung up the phone.

 

II.

“Seattle is cold, and wet, and except for the coffee, there really isn’t anything worth seeing there,” John said.

“Maybe so,” Claire said, getting frustrated, “But I would like to go- don’t you want to see Jake?”

There was a downside to seriousness, and this was it right here- John was direct because he usually made up his mind as soon as he was asked a question about anything, and while that was good in business, it sometimes could be really annoying when it came to more personal matters.

“Yes, of course,” John said, “I don’t see why he can’t just come see us- does he need money for the ticket?”

“It isn’t that,” Claire said, “Look, I think that he wants us to meet someone.”

“Meet someone?” John asked, looking up from the Post, “Who would he want us to meet?”

Do you really still think-

Her husband wasn’t some bigot, even if he did vote for the other party, and he personally had nothing against people who were gay, but it had bothered Claire that John had implied for awhile that Jake might be more interested in men than he was in women. Just because Jake had not dated some girl in high school, and they had never seen any kind of a porn collection in his room, John seemed to think this. Not that there was anything wrong with it, but still-

“A girl, John,” Claire said, rolling her eyes, as she put down her latest version of Candy Crush, “I think maybe he has a girlfriend out there.”

“Then why wouldn’t he just say that?” John asked.

“He is even quieter than you were when you were his age,” Claire said, “Maybe he knows you won’t believe it, unless you see it with your own two eyes…”

John looked at her for a long second, his brown eyes meeting her own, and Claire was certain that he was going to make some snide comment. While she was not wanting him to sleep on the couch tonight- it had been ten days again since they had sex- she was still not going to let him win an argument. Maybe it was the attorney in her, but when she knew that she was right (or that the other party could not prove their allegations), she held on as firmly as a set of pit bull teeth in a mail man’s thigh.

“Fine, okay,” John said, reaching for his phone, “I guess we can make this trip- if we book it now, we should get a discount for August.”

No matter how much we have, he still acts like we are poor…

They were not rich, not really, but even with three in college, Claire and John were able to afford everything they needed, and any reasonable wants as well. Part of this was because of this natural frugality that her husband had, but it was still frustrating at times.

“Why August?” Claire said, “I think he wants us to come out there now.”

“You know how expensive tickets will be at the last minute?” John asked.

“So then we don’t fly,” Claire suggested.

“Are you suggesting Amtrack- they just had an accident,” John said, “And I don’t know about you, but I really don’t want to be stuck on a bus for a week and a half.”

“Then why don’t we drive?” Claire asked.

As bull headed and manly as John was, Claire had never understood why her husband seemed to outright despise driving. Although John had a perfect driving record, and he owned a boxy Volvo station wagon because it was the safest car you can buy, he still hated making even the smallest trip by personal vehicle. That was one of the reasons why they had never left Queens, though they could have purchased four times the house in Long Island or New Jersey for the two million dollar mortgage they had within the five boroughs. Claire had tried to use his frugality to convince him years ago that they should move out of the city, but even that trait of his could not overcome his intense hatred of having to drive.

“Across the country?” John asked, “Why would we do that?”

“Well, unlike you, I have never been on a road trip,” Claire said, “I would like to see what America looks like.”

At that, John laughed out loud, which really made her angry. That was one way to push her buttons that would result in an argument, and Claire had to resist ending the discussion by kicking him out of bed- no matter how many years she had been practicing law, being laughed at brought out her German temper!

I do want to take a road trip.

Growing up, Claire had never had a desire to move out of the metro area, but as she got older, she increasingly wanted to see what the rest of the country looked like. Her family had gotten off the boat from Germany in 1952, and except for her cousin, none of them had moved further than New Jersey. Part of the reason she had encouraged Jake to choose Washington over one of the more local institutions was because of her own unrequited desire to explore. 

If I want to win this debate, than I had better remain calm!

“What, endless miles of asphalt and loud trucks?” John said, “Trust me, it’s not as pretty as a postcard.”

“Easy for you to say,” Claire said, “You were in the Army, so you got to see a lot of places.”

“Yeah, shitty barracks in Georgia, followed by shitty barracks in California,” John retorted, “Except for my tour in Iraq, and that wasn’t exactly a vacation.”

“I know that,” Claire said, “What about when you were in college- you told me you used to take a lot of road trips?”

“I did, but that was different,” John said, his tone changing to one of seriousness, “I was different then..”

John had never really discussed his time in college much. Like his stint in the Army, it had ended before he had met her, so he said there was not really a reason to discuss it. Claire had not seen a reason to press him on it- whatever his life had been like before he had been with her, that was his business, and since she had not exactly been a girl scout when she was at Hofstra, what good could come out of dredging up the past?

“How so?” Claire asked, “You liked to drive?”

“No,” John said, “I still hated driving, even more so then when I was driving a rattle trap pickup truck. But if I wanted to get laid, I had to go to Dubuque, or Omaha.”

 

III.

Do you really want to discuss people you had sex with decades ago, Claire?

One thing being married had taught her, was that when you broached a subject, then you were only to blame if the conversation went in a direction that you didn’t want it to go. John knew better than to discuss politics, and while had never even asked about the men she had been with before him, Claire doubted that he would be happy to know her true number. Sleeping with a dozen people was not terrible, but it was a lot more than the three she had confessed to, and one thing John could not stand was being lied to.

Claire knew that she was crossing into this territory if she continued along this line of thought, but she knew that if she dropped it, he would simply wait until she went to sleep and order the airline tickets. True, he would probably not book them for two months out, but her chance at a road trip would be gone. There might be more chances in a few more years, true, but Claire didn’t want to wait another decade for the time when both her and John would be able to take a week or more off from work.

And now that John knows I want to do this, and he really doesn’t want to, he will make sure to keep an excuse prepared at all times.

John didn’t forget anything- the only way to get him to agree to something was to blindside him, and she only had that chance now.

“So getting laid was worth driving several hours?” Claire asked, “Must have been some girl…”

“Look, Claire, if you don’t want to hear about it, than don’t ask,” John said, carefully, “That was over twenty years ago- what difference does it make?”

Claire logically knew that whoever he had been with, didn’t make a difference now. She wasn’t upset that he had dated someone else, but what annoyed her was that this unknown woman from her husband’s past could make him drive all over the place, while she could not get him to drive to the store- let alone to Washington!

She must have been something!

“I mean, I know how you hate to drive,” Claire said, “So what was her name?”

“I don’t know,” John said, “Come on, Claire-”

“Look, I know that it was a long time ago,” Claire said, “But I am just wondering how she could make you drive long distances, when I can’t get you to go to Wal Mart?”

“First of all, I hate Wal Mart,” John said, “Second of all, I was in college, so of course I was horny all of the time. The good looking women at school either wanted the athletes, or the assholes with money, so it was either settle for something I didn’t want, or force myself to drive a few hours. Like I said, that was a different time-”

“Just tell me her name,” Claire said, “I’ll leave it alone, I promise-”

“I can’t,” John said.

Why are you being so adamant about this-

“Why?” Claire said, “I can tell you the three other men I dated-”

“I can’t tell you, because I don’t know what most of their names were,” John confessed.

Is that supposed to make me feel better about this?

Claire didn’t know whether that made her madder about it, or not- on the one hand, at least he wasn’t still obsessed over some ex-girlfriend from years ago.

On the other hand, who knows how many women he has been with?

Despite his current balding status, John was still a good looking man, a lot better than the average guy who was in his fifties. He had always looked young for his age, and when Claire had met him, she had actually thought that he was a couple of years younger, not a full decade older. His natural youthfulness had worked well, as it allowed her parents to accept him more quickly, and it still made other women her age jealous that she had a husband who was both successful and attractive.

Back then, he could have gotten dozens- or even hundreds- of women-

“Look, when I got out of the Army, I had years of desire built up,” John said, “I never was interested in getting hitched to some base chaser, and I don’t fuck prostitutes, so I waited until I was out. But once I was out, I went wild for four years, until I met you that is.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t meet someone out there in Iowa,” Claire said.

“I didn’t go for single women,” John said, “The quickest way to get stuck somewhere is to end up in a relationship.”

“So you slept with married women?” Claire asked, “Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Yes,if the husband doesn’t know,” John said, “That’s why I went for swingers.”

 

IV.

Claire had heard about swingers before of course- although most of the ads online were obviously bullshit, the many apps for hook ups that were now available for any phone confessed to the fact that plenty of people went fucking around. Some of them had to actually know, and accept, that the person they were with had sex with other people, even if she had never personally met anyone like that.

The confession that her husband had been involved in that world did come as a shock though- John might not have been religious, but he retained enough of the conservatism he was raised with that he did believe in a sense of right and wrong. While running around was something that almost all people did when they were young, religious or not, few people went so far as to become swingers. The idea that her husband had been was one she would have never believed, if he had not just told her.

Aren’t swingers married couples?

“I thought swingers were married couples,” Claire said.

“Usually, they are,” John said.

“Yes, but if you were sleeping with the women, what about the men in the couple?” Claire asked.

“What do you mean?” John said.

“You said you were single, so why would they let you be with their wife, when you had nobody for them to be with?” Claire asked.

“Most of the time, the woman wanted to be with two men,” John said, speaking as if he was describing a piece of equipment, “So I got to be the second guy- usually, they were older, in their forties, and that was perfect. They got to sleep with a younger man, I got to sleep with an attractive woman, and everybody was happy.”

Of all the men Claire knew, she could not imagine any of them being happy with this arrangement- while almost all men would be glad to have two women to themselves, it was against basic male nature to be willing to share a woman with another man. That was why polygamy had existed in hundreds of ancient societies, and even in nineteenth century America, but polyandry was almost unheard of. Even in matrilineal societies, most of the time, a woman didn’t get the right to have two or more men.

And to think that John was involved with that…

Of course, as John was the extra guy, he had nothing to lose and all to gain, but it was still hard to picture him being willing to share a woman. The tone in his voice told her that he was not lying, though.

“Were you still doing this when you met me?” Claire asked.

“No, I stopped actually, after I got your phone number,” John said, “I knew that, well, you were different.”

Am I different- or is it because it would be different to be the guy whose wife is getting fucked?

Claire was a firm believer that adults should have the right to do what they want to do, as long as they are not hurting anyone else, but as she lay in bed next to her husband, it almost felt like she was next to a stranger. The man that she had shared her life with had more than just the normal amount of past secrets, and Claire had a choice to make:

Either I can leave this alone, or I can keep asking about it.

John was not going to lie to her, but he was not going to volunteer any further information on the subject either- much like the discussion about taking the road trip, if she wanted to know more, now was the time to ask. He had already opened his paper back up, so she had to ask now.

Speak now, or forever hold your piece.

“Do you ever miss it?” Claire asked.

“Miss what?” John said, not bothering to put his paper down, as if the recent discussion had never happened.

“Swinging,” Claire said.

“No,” John said, a little too quickly, “Not at all.”

This isn’t fair, Claire, and you know it.

Claire was asking her husband to be honest, but she herself had not been; she had still never told him the truth about how many men she had actually been with, and now she was asking him to admit to wanting to sleep with someone else, the most loaded question that a husband could possibly answer. 

And you have something  you miss too- sucking on a huge cock…

John was not small, and not the smallest by any means that she had been with, but seven inches inside of her body was not the same as nine inches in her mouth. Somehow, sucking a big cock was so much more filling, and while Claire enjoyed sex with John, the thought of the lover with the massive dick made her nipples harden— she did her best to forget, but when sex with John just wasn’t getting her off, the solution was always to close her eyes and remember how it felt to have her mouth truly stuffed chock full of dick…

This isn’t about me, this is about John.

“It is okay if you do,” Claire said, “I mean, it must be hard to go from having sex with a lot of different women to just having sex with one-”

John lowered his paper, and smiling, his brown eyes looked into hers for a long minute.

“Sex is sex, and love is love,” John said, “That was sex, and yes, it was fun while it lasted. But I chose to marry you because I love you, and if that meant giving up that lifestyle, so be it.”

How diplomatically put.

His answer was careful and it was kind, but it was not really an answer to her question. Claire knew that she should leave it alone, let it stand where it stood, and when they woke up in the morning, forget that they had ever taken this excursion down memory lane.
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