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		Prologue

		

		Disappointment

		

		Man, I look good enough to eat…even if I do say so myself, Nora Marshall assured herself, as she examined her nude body critically in the full-length mirror behind the door in the master bedroom.

		Last night, she had finished up the final meal in the ninety-day, lose-twenty-pounds-or-more regimen she had purchased online three months ago. And she hadn’t cheated on her diet--not even once--during all that time!

		And I’ve been just as faithful in my gym attendance; she congratulated herself as she preened and posed in front of truth-telling mirror, which had always seemed capable of capturing every flaw her body possessed and reflecting them for her to see.

		In all, she had managed to lose twenty-six pounds. And she looked fantastic!

		“I may have just turned thirty-nine, but I bet I could pass for thirty or so, all day long,” Nora murmured aloud, “if I wanted to.”

		Her eyes zeroed in on her newly shaved-bared pussy. Just minutes ago, in the shower, she had carefully scraped off the last of her brownish-blonde muff, to help celebrate the new…her!

		After all, if I’m going bright-blonde now—after spending my entire life as dishwater blonde—I may as well look the part all over!

		She had even toyed briefly with the idea of dying her small triangle of pubic fur the same shade as her new hair color—snatch to match, she knew men called it; or “making the sure the rug matched the drapes”--but that had seemed a little too far over the top for Nora’s taste.

		Besides, she’d seen enough bare twats around the gym lately, among the younger attendees, to know that the waxed or shaved look was now “in”. If she was going to compete successfully with those younger women for her husband, Butch’s, attention; she had to be willing to adopt todays newest…”look”, she told herself. She’d even thought of getting a small, discrete tattoo or a body piercing, so she’d present a more “hip” image when she was naked and in bed with her man!

		Her thoughts turned slightly bitter as she considered her goal—to win back Butch’s undivided…“attention”—for what seemed like the nine-zillionth time. She couldn’t really prove that her husband of over twenty years was…”getting some on the side”, as she had long suspected. But she had no doubts the pussy he was chasing was much younger than hers, if her suspicions about him were true.

		She only knew that he hadn’t been nearly as interested in bedding her lately as he had been in the past!

		Well, tonight’s going to be different, she vowed, striding over to the bed and eyeing the expensive new lingerie she had recently purchased just for tonight.

		It was so sheer, you could see right through it. And her sexy new outfit was crimson, the better to spotlight her new hair color and her naturally light skin tone.

		Nora had very fair skin, high cheekbones, and dazzling green eyes. She was five foot, seven inches in height, buxom of build; and she had worked hard to make her newly-firmed up, thirty-nine year old body as tight, curvy, and desirable as it could possibly be.

		Or at least, that was what she kept telling herself as she eased the soft negligee onto her bare shoulders and then added a heavy bathrobe, intent on covering up the lacy, silky piece of man-trap lingerie until later in the evening, when she and Butch were getting ready for bed…

		

		****

		

		“This chicken is delicious,” Butch complimented her, offering up a toast in her direction with his glass of Chablis. “Everything about this dinner is great, as a matter of fact.”

		Butch was still a very handsome man, in a rough-hewn, working-guy sort of way. He stood well over six feet tall, with massive shoulders and pecs—holdovers from long hours spent on various job sites in his early years, humping around ninety pound sacks of cement, carrying lumber on his shoulder, pouring foundations, and driving nails.

		Nowadays, of course, he owned his own construction outfit and he spent his time mostly in the office; buying up raw land, subdividing it, hiring architectural firms, sub-contractors, laborers, contracting with painting and plumbing concerns. He made a lot more money now than when he had still been doing grunt labor himself.

		That was back before he had gotten his contractor’s license and gone out on his own. They were very well off these days--so much so that Nora had given up her own career years ago—and nowadays he managed to keep his enviable build by thrice-weekly sessions with an expensive personal trainer.

		But Butch’s success over the last fifteen years or so also formed the root of his and Nora’s relationship problems. His current lifestyle now required him to arrive at home late on most weeknights.

		Shriners Club, Lions, Masons, Elks, and the Rotary; you name it and he was a member in good standing, as far as community service organizations went. And on most weekends, there were golf outings with the boys; all night poker games to attend, and pay-per-view martial arts matches to watch…

		Nora knew some of her husband’s excuses for never being home were real enough. His picture, beaming as he presented a large check to some charity or another, often appeared on the Sacramento Bee’s social page. And a recent night of mixed martial arts mayhem held at their home had produced a dozen of his shouting, swearing, drinking, and cigar-smoking buddies holding forth in front of the big screen in her living room until nearly one in the morning.

		It had taken Nora almost a full day to clean up after that drunken brawl! Butch had been away from the house at some charity golf tournament bright and early the next morning, so he’d been unable to help her tidy up, she recalled, still slightly bitter about having to do all that work by herself.

		“So what’s with the bathrobe-at-dinner look?” He asked her just then, drinking more of his wine.

		She smiled enigmatically and said, “You’ll see…later in the evening; just be patient.”

		

		****

		

		The pay-per-view movie they had been watching together finished up on the big screen. Butch yawned, turned off the set, and stood up from the couch, announcing, “I’m turning in for the night.”

		He stopped short and looked down half disbelievingly at the newly-dyed, bright blonde locks spilling onto her bathrobe.

		“I can’t get used to that golden-blonde hair, babe. What’s the occasion, again?”

		“No occasion; is there a law against a wife trying to look glamorous for her man?”

		Butch grinned and shook his head that there wasn’t. He said, “No, and I think I like it, now that I’m getting used to it. Come on, let’s go to bed. It’s been a long time since I was in the sack with a red-hot blonde!”

		Nora had two problems with that statement: she’d always been a blonde—a darker-haired one, maybe, but nevertheless a blonde—did that mean he regarded her as being not that big a deal as a bed partner? And secondly, she wondered whether or not it was really true that he hadn’t had a red-hot blonde in bed with him a long while!

		Had one of his innumerable service club meetings over the last few years really been a cover for a tryst with some hot young thing who didn’t happen to be blonde? Didn’t redheads or brunettes count in Butch’s mind?

		She didn’t know. And she wasn’t going to bother finding out.

		Even if it is true, that’s all over with, starting tonight! She thought with renewed resolve as she extended a hand and he helped her up off the couch. He’s got his own hot blonde at home from now on. And I’m about to show him a better time in the bedroom than he’s had in a while!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuckin’ A; you’re really suckin’ it like you mean it tonight, babe!” Butch gasped as Nora lay on her tummy between his spread legs, her bright blonde head moving up and down on his stiff cock like a pro.

		Her honey-gold locks were tossing all about on his balls as her head bobbed atop his eight inch cock, and her lips were really tugging at the tender flesh of his shaft as she sucked him. Her tongue was in constant motion, too, and he could see it making little bumps against the hollows of her cheeks as she blew him.

		Nora glanced up at him and smiled around his gleaming dick. She looked particularly sexy and gorgeous tonight, in her sheer red nightie, with her newly shaved-bare snatch!

		Some of the girls he’d slept with on a regular basis over the last decade had adopted that bald pussy look as well, and Butch really dug it. He’d never expected his Nora to go that route, but he was very glad she had decided to do so!

		He trailed his big fingers through her golden tresses, admiring them as she went eagerly back to work on his dick. Butch got the feeling that he could come in her mouth tonight if he wanted to, and she’d gladly swallow it for him; such was her enthusiasm for sucking his cock.

		God, it must be two years or three years since she’s done that—given me a complete blowjob, he thought to himself as she gobbled his big boner right up.

		Luckily for him, Pat, his current young squeeze at the office gave a real beauty of a blowjob, cheerfully swallowing all of the spunk he could feed her. He’d enjoyed one of her patented suck-off sessions just last Thursday, come to think of it.

		Pat had been on her knees under his desk, naked to the waist. He’d been squeezing her exquisite little titties lovingly as she’d blown him, while talking to his banker all the while on the speaker phone.

		The banker, Warren Sales, must still be wondering why Butch’s voice had gone up so sharply during the conversation—as he’d painted the enthusiastically-sucking Pat’s tonsils with come. He’d have to share his secret with old Warren some day at lunch; the older man would get a big kick out of knowing the truth!

		Thinking about how good it had felt to blast off in Pat’s little mouth, Butch was sorely tempted to cut loose in Nora’s right at that moment. But he didn’t.

		She wants something other than a mouthful of spunk tonight, Butch told himself. A wife doesn’t dye her hair, shave her pussy, and buy a sexy new negligee, just to give her husband a blowjob. She wants to be royally fucked; that’s for sure. So I’m going to be sure to give her exactly what she wants!

		“That’s enough of that, you sexy bitch,” Butch said in a mock growl, playing his role as the horny husband to the hilt as he smiled down at his wife. “I want that hot little pussy of yours now, honey!”

		

		****

		

		Oh, my dear God, this is working out just like I’d hoped it would! Nora thought as Butch stopped her in mid-suck and manhandled her over onto her back.

		Butch impatiently stripped off the red negligee and eased down the matching see-through thong, tossing them both onto the carpet. His cock looked huge in the low light of their bedroom, all agleam with her saliva and throbbing in anticipation as he knelt between her legs.

		“That’s as pretty a little pink pussy as I’ve ever seen,” Butch sighed as he looked down at the juicy cunt folds he was about to ravish.

		Nora whined with out-and-out lust as he rubbed his massive cock head up and down her wet slit a few times and then pushed it inside her. She clutched at his back as he took her in one savage, deep thrust.

		Oh, he must really want it tonight! Nora thought as he bottomed out in her pussy, feeling his big balls bounce against her ass cheeks. He’s all the way in me already!

		Butch began fucking her like a steam drill. His powerful lunges into her depths made the bedsprings creak and moan, just as Nora sighed and groaned right along with them. She kept her penetrated twat tight against his crotch, clinging to his body like lichen to a tree, as he pummeled her over and over again.

		So good, she told herself, smiling up at the ceiling in utter contentment, the diet, all those hard hours in the gym, shaving my pussy, buying that expensive lingerie—it was all so worth it!

		Her muscular husband didn’t last long tonight, but that was okay; because neither did she! Their mutual orgasm came rushing over them like an avalanche crashing down a mountainside, engulfing them both in a richly-intense, long-lasting climax.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” Nora sighed in ecstasy as his hot semen began to course into her.

		“Yeaaaaahhhhhh, Butch groaned contentedly as he pumped her full of come, his big dick pulsing and throbbing within her clasping sheath.

		

		****

		

		But that proved to be it. In mere minutes, Butch was on his back next to her, snoring lightly, totally oblivious.

		Nora had loved the sex, but it had ended so abruptly, just like it did always seemed to these days. She remembered back when they had first gotten married; when she’d been barely nineteen and he’d just turned twenty-one.

		Sometimes the sex back then would go on all night! And in between, they’d cuddle each other and talk about their future together.

		She could remember those conversations vividly. Butch would promise her that their little one-bedroom apartment would someday be a magnificent house.

		He wouldn’t be a hammer-slammer all his life, he’d told her confidently back then. And she’d believed him; she’d believed in him so much!

		Nora glanced around at the bedroom in their six-bedroom mini-mansion and sighed. She thought: He’s more than made good on his promise.

		She didn’t have to work. The car she drove was a BMW. It was brand new, and one of their top-of-the-line models to boot.

		Their two kids, Wes Junior—Butch’s real given name was Wesley, but he’d always hated it, permanently becoming “Butch” to family and friends when he’d turned seven—and his sister, Miranda, were enrolled in two of the best universities in the east. Nora’s clothes were mostly from Macy’s and Nordstrom; she shopped at Bel Air Markets and Safeway for their food.

		Everything in their lives was top-of-the-line. So why did she feel so unhappy…so unfulfilled?

		Unlike her husband, it took her a long time to get to sleep that night as she mulled that question over in her mind…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Why?

		

		“Why am I so unhappy?” She asked herself aloud the next morning, after Butch had left for the office.

		I have plenty of money and whole wallet full of credit cards. I have everything I could ever want. The kids are happy and healthy, and are doing well in school, from all accounts.

		Abruptly she admitted to herself that the source of her constant angst was that she still felt apprehensive as to her husband’s fidelity, even after last night’s successful seduction and their subsequent coupling. She had come, and come hard; and so had Butch.

		But there had been nothing more to it than that! The old spark of…she’d call it “love”, for want of a better word, between them hadn’t really been reignited.

		Last night had been a good fuck…and nothing more!

		Sure, he banged me really enthusiastically last night—he said he loved my new blonde hair and my shaved pussy—but he seemed to be holding back, somehow. And we didn’t really seem to connect, the way we used to, after it was over.

		Butch had gone right to sleep! She knew that wasn’t at all an unusual reaction on the man’s part, after the sex was over.

		But it hadn’t been like that in the old days…had it?

		

		****

		

		“No one is due into the office until after lunch today, doll,” he said into the intercom. “Lock the front door and get that cute little ass of yours in here, pronto!”

		Pat, his secretary, merely giggled—just as she always did—and snapped off the intercom from her end. Seconds later, she was standing in the doorway to his office, her steno pad and pen dangling languidly from her right hand, the top three of the buttons on her white blouse suggestively undone. He remembered that they hadn’t been that way earlier, when she’d brought him his morning coffee just the way he liked it.

		She was a cute little brunette, with really nice tits, and an ass that just wouldn’t quit. Pat wore her dark hair long, halfway down her back, and he loved yanking on it like a horse’s reins when he doggie-fucked her on the couch in the corner of his office.

		“You want me to take a letter, boss?” She asked the question teasingly, knowing full well what he really wanted.

		Butch pushed his executive chair back from his desk and unzipped his slacks. His big old cock was already half hard as he hauled it out and waggled it in her direction.

		“I want you take this…all the way down that little throat of yours for starters, hot stuff,” he murmured, staring at her as she tossed the notepad and pen into a nearby chair and started to undo the rest of the buttons on her blouse, a huge smile spreading over her pretty face.

		“And then I want to watch it disappearing up into that tiny little pussy of yours.”

		She simpered as she pulled off the blouse, and then her frilly bra. He watched gorgeous tits bounced around, now totally unfettered, on her chest as she cast both the blouse and the discarded bra onto the chair, on top of the pen and steno book, and began unzipping her tight pencil skirt.

		As soon as she was naked, she joined him over by the couch. He had his slacks and boxers down around his ankles by then and his big cock was all firmed up in his fist and ready for her.

		She got down on her knees in front of the couch and leaned forward, so that she could lick all around the head of his hard cock. When it was good and wet, she popped it into her mouth and began to suck. He sighed at how nice that felt and toyed with her long brunette hair as she blew him.

		I think Nora is a slightly better cocksucker than this kid is, he reflected truthfully as he watched the much younger woman’s lips slide up and down his engorged dick. But Pat is so fresh…so cute…that’s a big part of why I enjoy her blowjobs even more than my wife’s!

		He mentally compared them as fuck-partners and had to admit, Nora actually outshone Pat there, too. His wife of many years was still tight and energetic whenever they fucked. She really came across as a girl who knew what she was doing—as far a riding a cock went.

		Not that Pat was a bad fuck. On the contrary, he enjoyed balling her so much that he did it at least twice a week, and he had been doing so for a few months now.

		He grinned down at the little secretary as she got all of his eight-incher to slide into her lips and down her throat. She was worth every penny of the extra two-thousand a month he was paying for her…“extra-curricular” services.

		Pat looked up at him questioningly just then and he nodded. Silently, she got up on the couch on her hands and knees and waited for him to get behind her and shove his now hard-as-it-could-get dick into her wet pussy.

		Butch sighed as he bottomed out in her tight cunt and began to fuck her forcefully. He grabbed two handfuls of her hair and pulled back on them and Pat whinnied like a filly being mounted by her stallion.

		The both laughed. It was an old joke between them, but one that never failed to bring a chuckle to his lips.

		“Hey, what the fuck is this door locked for?” Michael Quinn’s insistent voice shouted from the hallway outside the outer office, as he banged the flat of his big fist against the locked door impatiently.

		Butch sighed and yanked his cock out of Pat’s gripping hole. He nodded toward his nearby private bathroom and she sprang off the couch and gathered up her clothes and her notepad and sprinted into it, closing the door behind her.

		He bent down and grabbed his shorts and slacks and wrested them back into place over his jutting hard on as rapidly as he could manage. Going out into Pat’s office, he yanked open the door and glared at Quinn, one of his construction foremen.

		“What the fuck do you want?” He asked the young man testily.

		“Well, it is Wednesday, and I promised to get these to you by Wednesday, so here they are,” Quinn answered, as impudent as always, a roguish smile playing across his handsome Irish-American features as he thrust a file folder into his boss’s chest.

		Michael Quinn was the same height as his boss and just as muscular. Only he was in his middle-twenties, not his late early forties, so his body was even tighter and more impressive than Butch’s when the two of them were standing face to face.

		“Busy tearing yourself off a piece just now, were you, Butch?” Quinn asked slyly, with a tiny smirk; his voice a low murmur of envy.

		“Even if I was, it’s none of your affair, you mongrel,” Butch growled, taking the manila folder holding the reports from Quinn. “Now get back out to the site and quit bothering me!”

		Quinn grinned and whispered, “I don’t blame you if you were. Our little Pat has the cutest little ass, now doesn’t she?”

		Butch slammed the office door in Quinn’s face and locked it. He was dropping his trousers as he re-entered his office, saying to the once again dressed Pat, “Now where were we? Get those clothes off right now, so I can finish fucking you!”

		

		****

		

		Things worked out very badly for Butch that night. He got so backed up at the office that he blew off going to the gym, driving straight home at seven instead.

		Had he gone to the gym--as he normally would have--he’d have taken a shower after working out and before putting his clothes back on. Butch didn’t have a service club meeting to attend that Wednesday night, so he was home by a little after seven.

		He found Nora waiting for him in the kitchen, sipping a cocktail. She didn’t usually drink, except when she was with him, so her half-inebriated state came as a total surprise.

		His wife was wearing the bathrobe again, but it was open this time, and she had on another new piece of black lingerie that was even skimpier than the red number she’d worn last night.

		“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said, her words slurring just slightly, telling him that this wasn’t her first cocktail of the evening.

		She drained her Manhattan right down to the ice cubes and sat the empty glass on the kitchen counter. Dropping the robe to the tile floor, she sank down onto her knees atop it, unzipping his trousers as she did so.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, there’s that big boy I love so much!” She sighed, reaching into his boxers and extracting his soft cock.

		“I’ve been thinking about him all day long, too,” she murmured, kissing his cock head. “I was thinking about sucking him all the way off for you tonight, if you’d like that, darling?”

		Butch froze, realizing just then that the scent of Pat’s pussy juice from earlier today was still all over his dick! Nora was sure to…!

		“What the fuck is this?” She asked at that moment, her nose wrinkling slightly, her eyes instantly transformed into an accusatory pair of green laser beams as she stared up at him.

		“Your cock smells like…pussy! She screamed at him as she abruptly stood up and dropped his limp dick, beginning to prod him in the chest with her forefinger instead, to lend emphasis to her angry words.

		“I know you took a shower before you went into the office this morning; I heard it running as I left the bedroom to fix our breakfast!”

		He looked at her blankly, his big, open face showing slight panic as he searched for a plausible explanation. Butch opened his mouth to speak, but no sound came out.

		She said coldly, “You can sleep on the couch tonight, Mister, or in one of the guest bedrooms! Don’t even try sticking your head inside our room, if you value your balls!”

		He started to say something, but she cut him off with another glare, reaching for the butcher knife protruding from the nearby wood block holding a set of kitchen blades. She pulled it out quickly and said, “You may be bigger than me. But you have to sleep sometime! I wouldn’t forget that if I were you, if you want to find your nuts still in place come morning, Butch!”

		

		****

		

		He slept in one of the guestrooms that night, the one right next to his absent daughter’s bedroom. He woke up early, after a night spent tossing and turning, and got ready for work in one of the guest bathrooms.

		Butch didn’t know what to do about Nora. He’d never seen her that pissed off before!

		Threatening him with a knife? That was a new one! She’d promised to beat the shit out of him several times before over the years they’d been married, when he’d done something to piss her off.

		And she’d even threatened to leave a time or two, when he’d done something totally stupid. But he’d sensed that she didn’t really mean it when she’d made those threats.

		He’d always been able to make nice with her the next day or so, buying her flowers, showering her with lavish presents, or taking her to her favorite fancy restaurant for dinner. Butch had even taken her on a cruise to the Mexican Riviera one time, when he’d really fucked up!

		But that was then; this was now. His previous screw ups had been financial in nature, or something like his forgetting their wedding anniversary, or one of the kid’s birthdays.

		She had never caught him cheating on her before. He knew she had long suspected him of fooling around; that was nothing new.

		This was different. She didn’t exactly have irrefutable proof of his philandering this time, but still…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Plans

		

		Nora’s first thought that morning—after spending a largely sleepless night in the master bedroom, with the door securely locked—was of seeing a divorce attorney. But, as she got up and showered and started to get dressed, she was already thinking better of that idea.

		I don’t really want a divorce, she admitted to herself as she pulled on her clothes. I still have feelings for the big lug, after all these years…

		The years are what make the difference, she thought as she finished getting ready. I’ve got too many of them invested in this marriage. Besides, there are the two kids to think about; not to mention the animosity of a messy divorce! And what would all our friends think?

		She sat down heavily on the edge of the bed and contemplated her next move. After remaining motionless for a full five minutes, she got up and went back into the bathroom to finish her make up and hair.

		No, I’m not going to leave him, Nora thought. But I am going to get even, somehow. He can’t get away with playing around on me for all these years so easily!

		She waited until she heard Butch’s pick up truck pull out of the garage that morning before she emerged from the bedroom. He kept most of his clothes in the guest room closet—giving her the master bedroom’s big walk-in closet for her things—so she hadn’t had to see him that morning at all.

		Nora had decided. Instead of a divorce attorney, she was going to see a private detective that morning!

		She went into the den and got out her laptop, punching up Google. After a few minutes of perusing the various listings for private detectives, she called one and made an appointment for later that morning.

		

		****

		

		The café Butch sat in was on the way to his office. He sometimes ate there if he left for work really early, too early for Nora to get up and fix him breakfast.

		As he sat in a booth, drinking their very average-tasting coffee, he thought about his predicament and decided he was well and truly fucked this time! She’d smelled Pat’s pussy juice on his cock last night, and nothing he could say was going to make up for that!

		He admitted to himself that Pat would probably have to go. Nora had always been lukewarm about her anyway, ever since he’d hired her.

		She’d really have a cow if she saw how much I pay that girl! Butch thought as he waited for his pancakes and eggs.

		Yeah, that’s the ticket, he told himself. I’ll let Pat go and get myself a fat, plain-Jane secretary for Nora to see. Then, after a few month’s time, when this has all blown over, I’ll hire myself a real looker again; a girl just like Pat who is eager for a little extra money, not to mention a little extra cock!

		The waitress, who was an overweight, middle-aged nothing of a woman—just like the secretary he hoped to hire—brought him his order and he began to eat. He realized, as he swallowed his first mouthful of pancakes and eggs, I’m sure going to miss Pat’s blowjobs, and her sweet little pussy. But I guess it can’t be avoided.

		

		****

		

		“You’ve laid out your problem succinctly enough, Mrs. Marshall,” Dave Davis, the private detective, said in a business-like tone. “Now the question is: what do you want us to do for you?”

		Nora was ready for that question. She sat back in the client chair opposite him, across his desk and said, “I want you to follow him, around the clock. Get pictures of him cheating on me with other women, if you can?”

		Her eyes narrowed as she went on to say, “And I want you to recommend a good, fast, discrete accountant to look over his books. I have a key to the office and my husband plays golf nearly every Saturday when the weather is nice, so he’ll be gone all day. And he rarely goes into the office on Sunday’s at all.”

		The detective, who was middle-aged, rapidly approaching sixty, asked, “Why do you want to look at his books?”

		“I need to know exactly how much a divorce would cost him, and I want him to be aware that I have that information as well,” Nora answered. “I’ve told you I don’t want a divorce, but I’m not going to tell him that; not at first, anyway!”

		She smiled coldly and said, “When I confront him, I want to have all my ducks in a row. I want to be able to tell him—to the penny—how much it will cost him to get out of our marriage if I elect to go that route. And I want pictures of him cheating on me to present in divorce court if I’m forced to do so; to make sure that I get my half of everything he owns!”

		Her voice was as icy as the surface of a granite tomb in December as she said, “I want to have his balls in my hand, Mr. Davis. I want to be the one calling the shots in this marriage from now on!”

		Davis wrote down the name of a very competent forensic accountant he’d had dealings with in the past and handed it to Nora Marshall. This guy was expensive, but he was fast and thorough as well—Davis assured her--just the man to go through all of the books in Butch Marshall’s office and present her with a complete accounting of everything her husband owned.

		“This man is a CPA,” Davis said as he watched Nora reading what he’d written before putting it away in her purse. “He’s expensive, as I said, but he’s fast and accurate. I’ve worked with him several times before.”

		“I don’t care what it costs,” Nora informed him. “Butch and I have lots of money, and I don’t mind spending it to get what I want.”

		“I’ll put a crew on your husband right away,” Davis assured her, “and I’ll call you on the cell phone number you gave me as soon as I have anything to report.”

		He rose from his desk and she got up from her chair. They shook hands and Nora thought she saw something in the detective’s eyes.

		Was it fear? Was it disgust at what she was planning for her husband?

		She neither knew nor cared! As long as the detective did the job she was paying him to do, she didn’t care what Dave Davis thought about her as a person.

		Maybe I am being a bitch about this, Nora told herself as she headed for the elevator that would take her down to the parking garage beneath the building. But I think Butch more than deserves what I have in store for him, for cheating on me!

		

		****

		

		She exited the parking garage and pulled over to the curb once she found an open parking spot on the downtown street. Nora got out her cell phone and called Oroville Pratt, the forensic accountant.

		The girl who answered the phone told her to wait a minute, for Mr. Pratt, and put her on hold. In less than a minute, the accountant’s high-pitched, almost squeaky-sounding voice replaced hers on the line, asking what he could do for her.

		She explained what she needed from him and told him that Dave Davis had recommended him to her. He asked where she was, then gave her directions to his office on Watt Avenue and told her that he could see her at eleven-thirty that day.

		Since his office was right on her way home, she said she’d be there and rang off. Heading for Sixteenth Street, which led to a freeway, she left downtown and traveled back out into the suburbs.

		There was no appreciable traffic at this time of the day, so she made it out to Pratt’s hole-in-the-wall office in plenty of time. He had nice furnishings, which had seen years of use, and a bright, cheery secretary/receptionist who showed her into Pratt’s office promptly at eleven-thirty.

		After laying out her problem before Pratt, who turned out to be a beady-eyed little man with a small black mustache and a heavy beard—it wasn’t even noon and he was already showing a pronounced five-o’clock shadow—and glasses with abnormally thick lenses. He had on a cheap, off-the-rack suit, a white shirt, and an inexpensive necktie.

		“So, you want me to work Saturday afternoon and possibly all day Sunday as well?” Pratt said after she had finished speaking. “That will cost you, Mrs. Marshall. I charge a premium for missing my weekends.”

		What weekends? Nora asked herself disdainfully, thinking that a guy like Pratt probably spent his time off work fiddling with a stamp collection, bird-watching, or perusing some other unmanly hobby.

		He scribbled down a number on a piece of his office stationary and pushed it across the desk toward her. She glanced down at the figure and felt her breath freeze in her lungs!

		Butch will hit the ceiling when he sees this on my MasterCard bill! That was her first reaction to the astronomical number Oroville Pratt required for his weekend services.

		But then she remembered that she no longer gave a fuck what Butch might think about anything. She smiled as she said, “That will be quite satisfactory, as long as you do a thorough job, Mr. Pratt.”

		“I always do a thorough job, Mrs. Marshall,” he assured her, and she believed him!

		

		****

		

		I guess there’s no going back now, Nora thought as she entered her kitchen from the garage. When the retainers from Davis and that accountant appear on my credit card statement next month, Butch is going to shit!

		“I don’t give a damn!” Nora said aloud just as the cell phone inside her purse went off.

		She took it out and saw that it was Davis, the detective. Answering it on the third ring, she was greeted with: “I just got off the horn with Pratt, and he tells me he’s going to be in your husband’s office this weekend. Apparently, you’ve given him a key and the code to the alarm system.”

		He paused for a few seconds and asked, “How sure are you that your husband is fooling around with this hot young secretary you told me about?”

		“Pretty sure, but not totally,” Nora answered. “Why?”

		“How would you like to be totally sure?” Davis replied. “I was thinking, while Pratt is going over the books inside the office, one of my technical guys could be mounting a couple of spy cams in the lighting fixtures. We could monitor the feed and record any hanky panky between your husband and the secretary. You’d get a thumb drive, containing everything that went on, of course.”

		“How much extra would that cost me?” Nora wanted to know.

		Davis told her and she thought resignedly: I’m going to have to run up the tab on my Visa card as well as my MasterCard, to pay for all this!

		She decided it might be worth it, telling Davis, “Go ahead and do it. I’m approving it right now!”

		

		****

		

		That day, Thursday, seemed to crawl by. Luckily, Butch had Rotary that night, so he wouldn’t be home until late.

		She could pretend to be asleep when he got into bed. Nora had already decided to let him back into their bedroom.

		Now that her plans were afoot, she didn’t want to do anything to tip him off to how angry she still was.

		She couldn’t let him off the hook entirely, of course. That would be as bad as forcing him to continue sleeping in one of the spare rooms. He was sure to smell a rat if she forgave him so easily, right away.

		No, Nora had decided that she’d remain frosty toward him for a few days—he’d be suspicious if she wasn’t!—but not so aloof he’d suspect that she was up to something by way of revenge for his cheating. After all, the credit card bills wouldn’t be in for a couple of weeks yet; plenty of time for her to be ready to spring her trap!

		By mid-afternoon, she decided that seeing a divorce attorney as backup plan made sense. She called Davis and asked him for the name of a good one.

		He quickly suggested someone he said was “the best in town”, and she called his office right away. His secretary said he could see her for an “exploratory” meeting the following morning.

		She asked the price of such a meeting and the answer made her squirm atop the kitchen stool she was sitting on. All of this was getting to be super-expensive, super-fast!

		

		****

		

		Wilson Brooks, the divorce attorney, looked at her across his desk and smiled. He was a very handsome middle-aged man, dressed in a bespoke blue suit and a custom- made white shirt.

		He was everything her accountant, Oroville Pratt was not. He said in his rich baritone, “I think you’re a very smart lady. I totally approve of what you’ve done so far, especially if your end goal is saving your marriage.”

		“Y-You don’t think it’s…excessive?” Nora asked tentatively.

		“Not in the least,” Brooks assured her. “You always want to make sure that you have a winning hand, when you finally lay it on the table, in cases like these.”

		Nora breathed a sigh of relief. She said, “And you really think I’ll have enough to win a divorce case, if it ends up going that way?”

		“I’ve worked with both Mr. Pratt and Mr. Davis before,” the lawyer assured her. “They’re both very competent. By this time next week, I expect you’ll have more than enough to force your husband to do anything you say; or to divorce him, if he won’t play ball with you.”

		He stopped talking and opened a drawer behind his desk, saying, “Since you want to stay in the marriage if at all possible, I’m going to give you this, to consider. Not a few of my clients, the ones who feel as you do about staying married, have found it to be very helpful. Read it over and see if you think it might apply to you and your husband’s situation.”

		Brooks handed her a short document entitled “The Eighty/Twenty Solution”. She folded it up and put it in her purse to read over when she got home.

		As he was walking her to the door, he whispered, “You’re a lovely woman, Mrs. Marshall. I think your husband is a fool, for stepping out on you.”

		Smiling, displaying perfect dental work, he added, “If you two decide to go the eighty/twenty route, I do hope you’ll keep me in mind for some of your…free time?”

		Mystified as to what he might mean by that, but feeling a little flutter in her tummy as she stared up into the high-priced attorney’s sexy grey eyes, she turned and left his office….

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Bad News For Butch

		

		She sat in Oroville Pratt’s cracker box of an office late Monday afternoon and waited for him to start his report on what he’d found out over the weekend. Nora was leaning forward in her client chair, on pins and needles as to just what he’d say.

		“I have good news for you, Mrs. Marshall,” Pratt started off without preamble. “Your husband is every bit as rich and successful as you thought he was; maybe even more so.”

		He opened his manila file folder and said, as he looked down at the neat rows of figures, “He’s worth right around thirty million dollars, in cash, in assets his company holds and—since he’s the sole owner and there are no stockholders—that means those assets are his, too, minus what the company owes on such items as loans taken out to cover the acquisition of development properties, the leasing of construction equipment, etc..”

		“So, since this is California, and it’s a joint property state,” she posited aloud, “that means I get half of the thirty million, should I choose to divorce him.”

		Pratt nodded his agreement and said, “You’ve got to remember, however, that by forcing a liquidation of the properties the company holds for development—just so that he could settle up with you—you would no doubt reduce its value. No one profits from a fire sale; so that projected thirty million might shrink to twenty-five or even twenty million, if he needed to sell it quickly, in order to pay you your half.”

		“I’m probably not going to force him to do that,” Nora confided to the accountant. “But he doesn’t know that!”

		She smiled at Pratt and added, “I wouldn’t like to lose my half of ten million dollars, just to prove a point. Would you?”

		Pratt shook his head that he wouldn’t and turned the manila file containing all of his calculations over to her…

		

		****

		

		It wasn’t until Thursday afternoon of that week that she heard from Davis, the private detective. He called her on her cell phone and said, “I have something for you, a thumb drive containing some video that I think you’ll find very interesting.”

		“What’s on it?” Nora queried him impatiently.

		“Your…uh…husband fired his secretary/receptionist this week,” he answered haltingly.

		Nora immediately brought up a mental picture of the cute, vivacious little brunette--she was nearly half Nora’s age--who Butch had been employing in that role for the last six months, at least. She thought to herself that her husband’s firing Pat was a good thing, not a bad one; the way Davis made had made it sound just now.

		“He gave her a five grand bonus as he let her go,” Davis added hesitantly. “And that’s not all.”

		“He gave her five thousand bucks in severance pay?” Nora sputtered out the question indignantly. “That’s ridiculous!”

		“Uh…that’s not all he gave her,” the detective said. “The whole thing is recorded on the thumb drive. You’ll better understand what I mean once you’ve seen it yourself, Mrs. Marshall.”

		

		****

		

		“You can use this empty office to view the video, if you wish to do so,” Davis said rather stiffly, pointing to a closed door off the reception area. “Or you can watch it at home, privately, if you want to. This is yours to keep.”

		He handed her the thumb drive. Eyeing it warily, she strode purposefully toward the closed door leading into the empty office.

		She shut the door behind her and sat down at the vacant desk, which held only a computer tower, a large-screen monitor and a keyboard. Nora found the USB port and inserted the thumb drive after first turning on the monitor and booting up the computer.

		A shot of Butch’s office lit up the screen. Though it wasn’t an angle she was used to viewing the office from, she recognized it easily enough.

		Even if she didn’t, Butch and his secretary were visible at the center of the video, standing in front of his desk. The girl was looking down at the check in her hand and up at Butch, a doleful expression on her pretty face.

		“But why,” Pat demanded, clearly on the edge of tears as she stared down at the check. “Why are you firing me?”

		“Because Nora, my wife, found out about us,” Butch explained patiently, patting the girl on the shoulder. “So I’m afraid this is good-bye.”

		Two tears ran down her cheeks. She stifled a sob as he said, “Look, this five grand should be plenty to tide you over until you find another job. You can file for unemployment, too, if you want. I won’t fight it. But I don’t think you’re going to be out of work for long, not with your skills and the reference I’m going to give you.”

		“Oh, Butch, I’m going to miss you so!” Pat whispered, staring up at him.

		Abruptly, she dropped down onto her knees in front of him and unzipped his trousers. Reaching in and drawing out his limp dick, she purred, “And I’m going to miss this big guy a lot too!”

		Before he could even react, she popped his cock head into her mouth and began to suck. Nora could see her tongue making circuits around and around, the bulge made by her tongue tip showing against the hollows of her cheeks as she nursed on his growing manhood.

		That little cunt, the angry words sprang into Nora’s mind as she watched her husband enjoying his soon-to-be-ex-employee’s parting blowjob.

		“Oh, Pat, you do me so nice,” Butch sighed as he became completely hard in her eagerly gliding mouth. “Do you…do you want to…?”

		“Fuck, yes, I do!” Pat hissed, letting Butch’s stiff cock ease out of her mouth and standing up.

		In a matter of what seemed like seconds to Nora, the unlikely couple’s clothes had vanished and Butch was deep inside her on the nearby couch. Tears rolled down Nora’s cheeks as she watched her longtime husband cheat on her so enthusiastically with the much younger woman.

		“Enjoy that prime pussy while you can, you bastard!” She whispered hotly as she watched the obscene coupling unfolding on the computer monitor. “Because I intend to get even; I’ll make sure that I do!”

		

		****

		

		“We’d like the chance to retrieve our hidden cameras, before you show that footage to him,” Davis said when Nora stormed out of the private office and right past him, headed for the door. “That sort of electronics is kind of expensive…”

		“Bill me for it,” she said curtly through clenched teeth as she reached for the door handle. “I don’t give a fuck what it costs: I’ll gladly compensate you for its loss if you can’t recover it before Butch finds it and stomps it into little pieces!”

		

		****

		

		Nora waited until she had stopped crying and shaking, and had somewhat regained her composure, before calling the lawyer’s office. She was still seething with rage at Butch, sitting in her car just down from the private detective’s office.

		When Wilson Brooks’s secretary answered the phone, she demanded an appointment with him as soon as possible. The girl informed her that Mr. Brooks was in court this afternoon, and that the soonest he could possibly see her was tomorrow morning at ten.

		Thinking it over, she took the appointment but told the secretary that she had a couple of items to drop off right away for Brooks to look at before they met, and asked if that would be alright. The girl said that it would be, so Nora started her car and drove right over to the divorce lawyer’s office.

		She left the manila folder and the thumb drive with the secretary, for the attorney to peruse, and got back into her car. Forcing her mind to work, she mentally went through Butch’s schedule and was relieved to find that he had some sort of service club meeting tonight.

		Good for him, she thought as she started the car’s engine. I really don’t think I could keep it together if I had to fix him dinner tonight and pretend nothing was wrong—I’m not that good an actress!

		She thought she might have been tempted to put rat poison in his mashed potatoes, were she forced to fix him dinner right now. This way, she could pretend to already be asleep when he staggered in later tonight; then she could feign not feeling well in the morning, so that she could stay in bed and avoid talking to him then as well.

		The only man I want to talk to right now is that divorce attorney tomorrow morning at ten, Nora thought to herself. Then we’ll see…

		

		****

		

		“This is pretty damning stuff,” Winston Brooks said the next morning, pointing toward the manila folder and the thumb drive lying on his desk blotter. “You can do pretty much whatever you want, as far as divorcing him goes, now that we’ve got this to introduce into evidence. And he won’t a have a leg to stand on, as far as his defense goes, once a judge sees it.”

		When Nora just nodded, still grim-faced, he added, “It won’t matter how good an attorney he hires: he’s pretty much screwed.”

		“Well-screwed, if you watched that video,” Nora commented, her tone caustic.

		“Uh…yeah, he is at that,” Brooks replied sympathetically.

		He sought to lighten the atmosphere in the office by saying, “Hey, don’t let it get to you. I’ve seen a lot worse over the years, let me assure you.”

		“W-Worse…what could possibly be worse than that?” Nora demanded.

		“Well,” Brooks offered with one of his sardonic smiles, “it could have been him with another man on this video!”

		Nora’s chin trembled and then she burst out laughing. She liked her attorney. She liked him a lot!

		She’d finally got around to reading the short document he’d sent home with her last time, about the 80/20 Solution. At first the idea of a couple allowing themselves some “apart-time”, to pursue other interests—things that might not have appealed to their partner but seemed important to them—hadn’t made much sense.

		But the more she’d thought about it, the more she had come to see how that might be useful to a couple like her and Butch. The article’s main argument was that no two people, no matter how well-suited to each other they might be, could hope to offer more than eighty percent of what the other person needed in his life: almost no one could be the answer to one-hundred percent of the other partner’s needs.

		Butch obviously wants to go after other women, Nora thought calmly, so if we want to stay together, that means that I should be free to go after other men in my “spare time” as well, I guess.

		Going through a messy divorce wasn’t really necessary—she saw now--if both of them could come to terms with an “arrangement” like that. After all, she still loved lots of things about Butch, and she was sure he was equally fond of her.

		I just can’t seem to give him all he wants in the bedroom anymore, she admitted to herself. That doesn’t have to be the end of the world; not if we’re both reasonable about it!

		She looked across the desk at handsome, obviously-interested-in-her Wilson Brooks and asked herself: Could I see this guy making love to me? Would I even…like that, I wonder?

		After giving the idea careful consideration, Nora thought that maybe she would. She might like it a great deal!

		“I read that article you sent home with me last time,” she said at last, breaking the long silence.

		“Oh, and what did you think of it?” He answered, favoring her with a charming smile as he spoke.

		“I think I’d like to see what you look like without that suit on,” she answered him boldly, her heart suddenly hammering like crazy. “I think I’d like to see you naked and in bed with me, Mr. Brooks; that’s what I think about that article!”

		“I’m sure that could be easily arranged, my dear,” he responded quickly, without missing a beat, his smile growing even wider.

		“Soon, I think,” she whispered, half afraid she might pass out from excitement, openly flirting with another man this way for the first time in over twenty years, “after I put my husband in his place.”

		Wilson Brooks grabbed one of his business cards from the card holder on his desk, turned it over, and wrote something on its back before sliding it across the desk toward her, saying, “This is my cell phone number. Call me, whenever you’re ready, Mrs. Marshall.”

		“Nora,” she said breathily, “I think you’d better start calling me Nora from now on…Wilson!”

		

		****

		

		“What the fuck is this supposed to mean? Butch asked the question impatiently, after quickly glancing through the 80/20 Solution document, tossing the paper back across the dinner table at her.

		“It’s simple,” she said, drinking more of her wine, “that’s the way we’re going to live together from now on, Butch.”

		“Like hell we are!” Butch thundered, finishing his wine and pouring another glassful.

		She presented him with the manila folder next. He opened it and looked at the neat rows of numbers carefully.

		“W-What’s this?” He demanded hesitantly. “Where did you get it?”

		“From a forensic accountant I hired,” Nora said calmly, sipping her wine. “Congratulations, Butch; it says you and I are worth right around thirty million bucks.”

		“Maybe,” Butch said, throwing the manila folder back at her, the way he had the previous document, “that sounds about right, but so what if we are?”

		She tossed the thumb drive on the table and said in a low voice, “Watch that and let me know how you like it. I have another copy of it hidden away in safety deposit box I rented at the bank today. I’ve been assured by a very competent attorney that the divorce court judge will find it very interesting.”

		Butch looked suddenly stricken. He eyed the red thumb drive as though it were a poisonous snake and said shakily, “D-Divorce…what’s all this about a divorce?”

		“It’s either that or you go along with the 80/20 thing I’ve proposed, darling,” she told him.

		She felt her eyes narrow and her blood pressure begin to rise abruptly as she snarled, “I’m through fucking around, Mister! From now on, things are going to be the way I say they are…or you and I are done!”

		His mouth shot open, but she silenced him by holding up a palm and saying, “Watch that video before you say another word.”

		Standing up from the dinner table, she said, “I’m going out for the evening. And I’m not telling you where.”

		She stomped right past him and out the door leading to the garage, stopping only to scoop up her purse and car keys from the kitchen counter. The kitchen door leading out to the garage opened behind her and Butch’s large frame filled it.

		He was shouting something at her, but her windows on her BMW were up so she couldn’t really hear what he said as she backed out of the garage and into the street. Nora sped away, not caring where she was going; glad everything was finally all out on the table between her and Butch!

		The next move up to him; either he gave her as much freedom as he had or he didn’t. It was his decision!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Spreading Her Wings

		

		It was nearing eight-thirty. Nora had been driving aimlessly around Sacramento for nearly two hours now, just thinking about what she wanted to do next concerning her marriage: did she want to end it outright; or did she really want to save it, as long as Butch could live with the radical changes she had proposed tonight?

		Nora had driven all around the northeast area of town where she and her husband lived and finally wandered her way into downtown. Once there, she had taken Sixteenth Street south, until it had turned into Land Park Drive, and driven past the Sacramento Zoo, meandering her way through William Land Park, staying on the broad street so she could take in the stately homes lining both sides.

		Years ago, when his business had first started to really make money, she and Butch had discussed buying one of these showplace homes from the nineteen forties and fifties. But they had opted instead to purchase their present house out in the north area, the place where both of their kids had grown up, back when they were still one big happy family.

		“One big happy family”, indeed, she thought bitterly as the cruised back into downtown and found the freeway leading back out to “her” part of town. Were we really ever that? Or was Butch cheating on me, whenever he got the chance, even back then?

		On a whim, she took the Arden Way exit off the freeway. She rolled through the somewhat squalid, run-down neighborhood known as North Sacramento next, past the old apartment building where she and Butch had lived right after they’d first gotten married, back when he’s been a newly-hired member of a house-framing crew. The two-story building they had lived in looked even more battered and run down than it had then, despite a new coat of paint and new name on the sign out front.

		She spotted the little dive bar they had frequented when they’d lived here; open and still doing business on the same corner up the block where it had always been. Her eyes narrowed as she spotted a white Marshall Construction pick up truck parked out front and wondered who was out drinking and driving in one of Butch’s company trucks?

		Nora glanced at the dashboard clock and saw it was just past nine. She was reluctant to go home--and face the inevitable knock-down, drag-out fight that she was expecting with Butch once she got there—so a leisurely cocktail sounded like just the ticket to her.

		She pulled into the parking lot behind the old bar and shut off the motor. After taking a moment to check out her make up and her hair in the lighted mirror behind the driver’s sun-visor and deciding it was okay—especially for a place as inherently low-rent as this one—Nora got out of the car and went in the back door.

		Michael Quinn stood at the bar, a beer in his hand and an arrogant grin on his handsome face, regaling a few other drinkers with one of his outlandish stories, no doubt. He saw her enter and his face went sober for a moment, but the big, charming-Irish-rogue grin returned as she made her way over to him through the mostly empty tables.

		“Hey, Mrs. Marshall, what are you doing in a dump like this?” He asked as she approached him.

		“I might ask you the same,” she retorted. “Don’t you know it’s a firing offence to be driving one of our company trucks when you’re under the influence of alcohol?”

		His face went slack for a moment and then he eyed the beer mug in his fist as if he was surprised to see it there. He smiled at her and said, “Oh, this is my first one of these tonight. I’m not under the influence of anything, except those gorgeous green eyes of yours, and that’s the God’s-honest truth!”

		The men he had been chatting with at the bar roared with laughter at that whopper—as if he’d just told the funniest joke they’d ever heard—while Michael Quinn turned red as a beet and sat his mug of beer down on the bar. He asked Nora in a lowered tone, “You aren’t going to rat me out to your husband are you, beautiful lady? I just live down the street, less than a block away. I’ll be okay to drive home, and even if I’m not, I can just leave my truck here and walk home. I can get it in the morning, if it comes to that.”

		She smirked, amused to see the high-flying young rascal cut down to size for a moment. Smiling up at him, she said, “Well, I might find it in my heart not mention seeing you in a bar to Butch…if you were to buy me a cocktail!”

		“I’d be honored to do that,” Michael said, the relief showing on his face. “What are you drinking tonight, Nora, my darlin’?”

		He started, realizing he had just called her by her first name, as if they were old pals or drinking buddies. Her smile grew broader and more confident as she said, “Nora is okay, Michael; at least for tonight.”

		

		****

		

		“What brings you out tonight, and to this part of town at that?” Michael Quinn asked her.

		The two of them were now seated in a booth together, he drinking yet another beer and she on her second Manhattan. She made a throw-away gesture with her hand and answered, “Oh, I just felt like going for a drive. Butch and I started out in this part of town, you know, back when we first got married. We lived in a little rat hole-apartment just up the street from here, and we used to walk over to this place to have a drink, on nights we could afford it. They never bothered checking my ID.”

		She took another sip of her cocktail and added, “I was just going to cruise past our old apartment building. Then I saw your company pick up parked outside of this place and I thought I’d stop in and see who was flouting the rules about drinking while driving one of our vehicles so flagrantly.”

		“Well, my own car, a Mustang, is in the repair shop,” Michael explained. “The company truck is all that I have to drive at the moment.”

		“Tsk, tsk, tsk; that’s no excuse,” Nora said teasingly, grinning at him as she shook her head negatively. “You said yourself your that your apartment is close by. You could have walked down here.”

		“Sure, and I just stopped in for a quick one on the way home from work,” Michael maintained.

		Nora glanced down at her watch and said, “It’s past nine-thirty now. That means you’ve been drinking for three hours.”

		Michael started again and then answered in that lovely Irish brogue of his, “Well, I guess time sort of got away from me, now didn’t it?”

		“You’re a likable rogue, I’ll give you that,” Nora chastised him. “But I doubt that sort of blarney would work on a cop, if you got pulled over on your way home.”

		He smiled at her and. boldly leaned closer, he whispered, “And you’re a fine figure of a woman, Nora Marshall. Does Butch even know where you are tonight?”

		She stared into those laughing blue eyes of his and murmured, “We’ll just leave Butch out of this discussion, if you don’t mind. He and I are having some…issues; I guess you’d say.”

		“Anything you’d care to share with me?” Michael pressed her in the same soft voice. “I can be a really good listener, when I want to be.”

		“Uh…I don’t think so,” Nora stammered, suddenly flustered by the much younger man’s nearness; by the proximity of his lips to hers.

		“Good, because I don’t think I want to talk anymore right now,” he said with a twinkle in his eyes.

		His lips on hers, as he leaned into her to kiss her, sent an instant shockwave of arousal coursing down her spine and right into her clit! She opened her mouth to his questing tongue without even thinking about it, and when their two tongues met, a fresh cascade of desire seemed to engulf her entire being!

		She moaned softly and brought her fingers to his head, so that she could run them through the dark waves of his hair as they shared that sensuous kiss, her nipples growing hard within her bra as he crushed her against his chest. Nora trembled all over and she felt her pussy getting extremely wet right away as well.

		Oh, God, this is so wrong! She found herself thinking. He’s barely older than Wes Junior, my son! And on top of that, he works for Butch!

		But Michael Quinn was devilishly handsome, she had to admit. And he definitely seemed to know his way around women; that was obvious from the way he was kissing her; his confident manner as he held her!

		Nora opened her eyes and took a quick look around. The bar was almost empty by now, and the bartender seemed to be conveniently engrossed in a Giants baseball game on the battered TV suspended from the ceiling in one corner of the room.

		Michael broke off the kiss and whispered, panting for breath as much as she was, “I think you’re right. I may be too intoxicated to drive home. You should drive me to my place. And I think you should drive me there right away!”

		A huge jolt of out-and-out lust shot through Nora. If she did that, if she drove Michael over to his place, he’d no doubt ask her to come inside.

		And if I do that…he’s going to end up…fucking me, she thought desperately. I just know he is!

		She asked herself if she wanted that to happen as she looked into Michael Quinn’s adorable eyes, at his handsome face, which now reflected his obvious desire for her. She told herself somewhat defensively; it’s just that he’s so fucking hot, so young and handsome…

		On impulse, Nora dropped her right hand off the table and into his lap, only to find his jeans tented outward by his huge erection.

		God, that fucking thing feels like a log!

		Butch had a big, thick cock. But this one was even longer; even wider!

		She tightened her grip around it and young Michael almost lost it. He squirmed about in the booth, trying not to shoot off inside his jeans, inside her gripping fist!

		“Okay,” she gasped, knowing what she was about to do was totally…wrong and choosing to do it anyway! “Let’s go!”

		

		****

		

		His apartment was less than a block away, as he’d said earlier. She pulled into the parking lot and climbed the stairs right behind him, holding on to the rickety wrought iron railing to help steady her shaky knees.

		I’m really doing this! She kept telling herself disbelievingly, even as the front door of his apartment closed behind her as she stepped inside. I’m…I’m going to fuck him!

		The door had barely closed and he was on her. His tongue was back inside her mouth and his massive chest was tight up against hers as they kissed.

		Oh, God, oh, God, it’s going to happen! Nora’s brain kept repeating while he waltzed her across the tiny living room and into his bedroom as they continued to make out.

		Everything was surprisingly tidy, for a young bachelor’s bedroom. The bed was made and everything had been picked up and stowed away in its place.

		I bet Wes Junior’s room at college isn’t this neat, she found herself thinking incongruously as he undid the buttons on the front of her blouse, yanked it out of her jeans, and tossed it on top of a nearby dresser.

		“Oh, holy fuck, these are as spectacular as I always suspected they’d be!” Michael exclaimed as he unsnapped her bra and it sailed over to join her blouse.

		Damn, he’s so hungry for me! Nora thought as the much younger man’s lips descended on her bare nipples, sucking, licking, and giving them gentle nips as he went back and forth between her breasts. It’s been so long since a man was…this anxious to…fuck me!

		She found it thrilling! A large gout of pussy lubricant oozed out of her lower lips as the young man continued to go crazy over her big tits.

		Nora groaned aloud and caressed his head as he bent at the waist so he could simply devour her naked titties! She made no move to stop him when he loosened her jeans and slid them downward until she felt them pooling around her ankles.

		Suddenly, he picked her up by placing both of his huge hands around her trim waist and lifting her off her feet, as though she weighed nothing at all. He put her down gently in the middle of the bed and quickly bent to remove her trainers and her socks, as well as to shuck off her jeans and panties.

		“Jesus, what a body you have, my sweet Nora,” Michael Quinn sighed in admiration as he stared down at her for long seconds.

		Then he was transformed into blur of motion. His work shirt was peeled off quickly, and his jeans were undone.

		As he hopped about on one leg and then the other, removing his work boots, socks, and jeans, she found herself staring up at his fantastic torso as hungrily as he had gone after her tits. Michael had a large tattoo of an eagle on one shoulder and another, simulating a strand of barbed wire encircled his left bicep.

		And what a bicep it was! Nora almost licked her lips as she surveyed the young man’s hard body, eyeing his unbelievable pecs, his chiseled abs, his muscular neck and arms!

		At last, he was down to only his jockey shorts, and they were sporting an absolutely huge bulge. He grinned down at her as he doffed them, freeing his nine inch cock and his massive ball sac.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Michael

		

		Holy fuck, what a dick this boy’s got! Nora thought excitedly, feeling a shot of adrenalin course through her as she stared at Michael Quinn’s more than impressive male equipment.

		She’d always thought Butch was well-hung, but Michael surpassed her husband. Butch’s cock was almost eight inches long and it felt really hefty in her palm, when she held it.

		But Michael’s had him beat in length by an inch or more, and he was so…thick besides that! The thing was massive, like a short baseball bat; wide and pulsing with desire for her!

		It’s so big I don’t know whether I can even get my lips around it, she thought as he knelt next to her on the bed, but I’d sure like to try!

		That clearly wasn’t going to happen right away, if Michael had anything to say about it; that much was obvious. He moaned as he stared down raptly at her bare slit, “What a beautiful little thing your pussy is, Nora! I’ve just got to taste it!”

		Before she could even react to his words, he reached over and spread her legs wide, so that he could lower himself down between them on his stomach. She gasped as he put a big hand under each ass cheek and easily raised her lower body off the bed as his head descended toward her juicy sex.

		“Oh, oh, Jesus,” Nora gasped as she sucked in a large breath when the boy’s lips engulfed her pussy slit, noisily sucking her cunt lube out and swallowing it.

		His tongue was all over her sensitive clit; then it plunged as deep as it could go into her warm depths, wriggling and exploring as it went. All of that felt so damned good Nora thought for a moment she would lose her mind!

		I thought he was hungry for my titties a moment ago, she told herself disbelievingly, but he acts as if he’s never had a pussy to eat before in his entire life!

		That wasn’t to say Michael was an inexperienced cunt-gobbler. This handsome boy had definitely done this many times before!

		The young man’s tongue caressed her clit just right and then disappeared back down into her slit at exactly right moment. He soon had her moaning and thrashing about in his tight grasp, his mouth still pressed tightly up against her pussy lips as he sucked her and sucked her, eagerly guzzling her freely-flowing cunt oil.

		“Oh, fuck, eat it!” Nora wailed after another minute or so of his intense pussy-eating, feeling her orgasm just moments away. “Oh, lick my clitty, Michael! Eat my twat right up and make me come!”

		All at once a furious pulse of pure bliss roared through her well-tongued clit and reverberated all the way up into her womb. She whined--it was so intense--and then began to shiver and shake in his grasp, grinding her exploding cunt against his nursing lips.

		A torrent of girl-come gushed out of her and down his readily-swallowing throat! She moaned loudly and came and came on his magical tongue; his worshipping mouth…

		

		****

		

		Nora oozed back down onto the bed’s soft surface as the throbs of ecstasy slowly ebbed away. She sought to get out from under him, but he held her insistently in place by placing a catcher’s mitt-sized hand on her tummy.

		“Not yet,” he whispered in a guttural growl, “a woman like you needs more than one orgasm!”

		What does he mean by…Her thought remained unfinished as he slid up her torso, until his face—gleaming with heavy coat of her pussy oil—was right above her nipples once more.

		He dove on them. She gasped as he started to nip and suck and lick anew. A fresh wave of excitement broke over her almost immediately, and she felt her nubbies jutting upward again, seeking more of his hot mouth and slippery tongue!

		“Oh, God, what are you dooooooooing to me?” She sighed; caressing his hair as he once more proceeded to go crazy on her breasts.

		“Making you come again, of course,” he told her with one of his roguish smiles, glancing up at her from the vee of her tits as he changed nipples again. “I’m going to do that all night long!”

		

		****

		

		He was as good as his word. He made her climax spectacularly again minutes later as he ate her like a madman for the second time.

		And then it was her turn! The electric shocks of her second orgasm had barely begun to die away when she rolled out from under him, urged him over onto his back, and simply fell upon his monster cock with her mouth.

		This thing may choke me to death, she told herself as she began to lick all around the plum-like head with her tongue, but I don’t care! I’m going to suck this big fucker for all I’m worth, or my name isn’t Nora Marshall!

		“J-Jesus,” was all he could manage to say the first time her lips engulfed his shiny cock head and kept right on going, all the way down his thick shaft.

		Her tongue never stopped moving and she somehow swallowed almost his entire up-thrust prick on her first attempt. Nora licked and sucked and swallowed his oozing pre-come eagerly, her wildly stretched-open lips sliding up and down his dick as she sucked at it.

		Michael moved about underneath her on the bedspread, his eyes half-lidded in utter delight as she blew him. He moaned, “Oh, oh, fuck, Nora, what a lovely blowjob you give a man!”

		Nora felt a spasm of pre-come joy of her own vibrate through her entire body as he said that. She was only getting started!

		

		****

		

		Her muscular young lover was groaning and running his fingers through her bright blonde hair minutes later, sighing, “Oh, oh, fuck, it just feels so good!”

		Nora’s pistoning lips were brushing against his pubic hair with every downward lunge now, and her talented tongue was caressing him so softy, as though it were begging for a taste of his manly nectar! She braced herself for what she knew was coming and got ready to swallow…

		Just when she thought his ejaculation was inevitable—from the way he was writhing about under her, moaning and groaning about how “fucking fine” it felt to be sucked this well—Michael suddenly reached down and stopped her head in mid-lunge. His hands traveled further down her body, coming to rest under her armpits, of all places.

		“G-Got to feel my cock inside that pretty little pussy of yours before I come,” Michael croaked out the words, as if he was fighting off the need to shoot his wad.

		That sounded as wonderful to Nora as it did to him! She made no effort to resist as her strong young lover lifted her up onto his chest and then let her down atop his waggling cock shaft.

		Reaching downward, she found the head and set it against her overflowing pussy lips as her weight came down on him. Both she and Michael gave out with sighs of utter contentment as he filled her cunt with his burning length, all the way up to her bellybutton!

		“Oh, fuck, you’re wide!” She gasped as she felt his cock stretching her pussy out, his massive girth taking up every milometer of her slick tunnel.

		At last, she felt herself settle down onto his long, fleshy rod. Rapidly reaching the conclusion that it felt wonderful to be so stuffed full of the young Adonis’s formidable prick, she began to rotate her hips as she sent them up and down on it.

		“Jeeeeeezus!” He moaned in pure bliss as she began to fuck him with that corkscrewing motion.

		He dug his fingers into her ass and held on tight as she proceeded to give him the pussy ride of his life! Michael panted, “God, lady, can you ever fuck?”

		I sure can, she said to herself as she fed him her right nipple and increased the pace of her strokes. I sure can!

		

		****

		

		“That was incredible,” Michael sighed, reaching for her, gathering her limp body into his embrace.

		“It sure was, sweetie,” she agreed, just before their lips met in a passionate kiss.

		After a few seconds, Nora felt his cock pulsing back to life against her belly. She almost broke off the kiss in surprise!

		It…it hasn’t even been five minutes since he went off like geyser inside me, she told herself incredulously, glancing at the digital clock beside the bed. He can’t want to do it again so soon!

		But the ultra-thick cock pulsing against her tummy didn’t lie. It slowly returned to full hardness as the passionate kiss went on and on.

		I’d forgotten how horny young guys can be! She thought, remembering the early days of her marriage, and what a lusty young bull Butch had been back then.

		“That first time was really something, alright,” Michael assured her as he finally pulled his lips away from hers. “But this time is going to be even better; just you wait and see!”

		Better, thought Nora a bit worriedly, that first fuck nearly tore the top of my head off, it felt so great!

		Michael arranged her in the middle of the mattress and then centered the head of his extremely hard cock against her slick cunt lips. The come from his first penetration of her pussy was still oozing out, and there had been oceans of it.

		“Oh, yeah, so tight…so slippery…so fucking hot, the young man gasped as he eased his huge cock all the way into her once more.

		Nora moaned. It felt so good to be filled with him again, and she was more than slick enough—thanks to her own lube and his big load of jism—but she wasn’t as excited as she’d been the first time he’d entered her.

		“See, I know you can take my hot fucking now, Nora-girl,” Michael whispered in her ear as he drew his mammoth cock back for a second plunge down into her depths. “So I’m really going to give it to you this time!”

		With that, young Michael started balling her brains loose! She mewled as he rammed his big dick into her, balls-deep, and quickly withdrew it again!

		Oh, oh, my God, she told herself, it’s been years since I was last fucked like this! And….and…I…love it!

		Nora wrapped her legs around Michael’s powerfully hunching ass and held on tight. He was whipping his massive prick into her juicy depths like a madman.

		The sound his rapidly penetrating dick made inside her jism-filled pussy was slightly obscene, and hearing it turned both of them on something fierce! She groaned into his ear, “Oh, that’s right. Fuck me; fuck me hard and make me come again, you young stud!”

		He did just that; rutting away inside her as if there was no tomorrow. She felt her pussy tightening even more around his flying cock shaft and got ready to come very soon.

		Her orgasm, when it came minutes later, was almost scary in its fury and depth! She held him tight and almost sobbed, it felt so wonderful!

		He didn’t even notice, or if he did, he didn’t let it slow him down. Michael was really pummeling her pussy now with his large-bore manhood.

		It breached her again and again. That first orgasm faded, only to be replaced by a second one which promised to be even more intense than the first one had been!

		She hammered her balled up fists against his broad back and begged him to: “fuck me harder; fuck me faster! Oh, God, fuck me good!”

		Michael reacted to her pleas by smiling ruthlessly down at her and muttering, “I’ll fuck you alright, you hot little thing! I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk right!”

		Oh, Jesus, oh, my dear God, I hope he does just that! Nora thought, holding on again desperately as her latest orgasm hit her.

		Waves of red engulfed her vision! She wailed out her bliss and felt her pussy going crazy around his driving cock!

		All at once, Michael straightened up and bellowed, “Oh, take it, you red-hot bitch! Take my come; take all of it!”

		The first gigantic splash of his super-heated ball juice sent her climax spiraling even higher. The throbs of pleasure gripped her pussy totally and she heard herself screaming out his name as he emptied his balls into her once more…

		

		****

		

		Well, I hope my birth control pills work, she thought wryly, as she got ready to leave the bathroom. The last thing I need is an unexpected baby, with bright blue, Irish eyes, mine being green and Butch’s brown!

		She sighed and looked at herself in the mirror over the sink, thinking, God, that kid really filled me up with come tonight! Those big nuts of his must have been overflowing!

		She swung open the door and found Michael waiting for her. He had his jeans on once again, but no shirt or shoes.

		He thrust a small scrap of paper into her hand and said, “My cell number; just in case you want to see me again, Nora.”

		She started to walk out of the bedroom, but then she turned and threw her arms around his neck, whispering, “I’m sure I’ll want to see you again, and soon, darling. This was the best night I’ve had in a long time!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		The Understanding

		

		It was just after one in the morning when Nora opened the kitchen door leading in from the garage. Butch was seated at the kitchen table, a drink in front of him

		“Where the fuck did you go?” He bellowed out the question, half rising out of his chair.

		For an instant, Nora was cowed by his anger. Then, remembering that she had him by the balls to the tune of fifteen million dollars—if she chose to go that way—she answered as calmly as she could manage, “that’s none of your business anymore, remember?”

		Butch’s handsome face turned red. Then it slowly turned crimson.

		“N-None…none of my…business,” his words were spoken softly, hesitantly, as if he couldn’t quite get them out.

		“No, not anymore,” she said, intending to breeze past him, heading for the living room, and then up to bed.

		He grabbed her so hard around her wrist she feared he’d break it, hissing, “‘None of my business’, you say? I’m you’re fucking husband!”

		“That’s exactly the problem,” she answered him icily. “You’re my fucking husband! For year now, you’ve fucked any girl who was handy and you’ve expected me to put up with it!”

		She wheeled on him, shouting angrily, “Well, no more, buddy! From here on out, I’ll do what I want, with whoever I want, whenever I want, understand?”

		Nora jerked her hand free of his suddenly relaxed grip and went on to say, “Either that, or I divorce your ass. And that will cost you this house, and half of everything else you own!”

		She turned on her heel and stomped off into the dining room, daring him to follow her.

		

		****

		

		He didn’t. Her estranged husband slept in one of the other bedrooms again that night, got dressed early, and left the house in the morning without saying a word to her.

		Nora didn’t sleep much. For long hours, she tossed and turned, and thought of Michael Quinn and his huge cock and how much she’d enjoyed being with him tonight!

		Maybe I shouldn’t blame Butch so much for wanting the occasional younger woman, she thought. What he did was wrong, and it really hurt me—just the way my being with Michael no doubt hurt him—but last night felt fantastic, while it was happening!

		She now admitted to herself that she could see how Butch might stray. Beautiful young girls, seeking money and attention from a rich, powerful, bull-like man such as her Butch, might prove very difficult for him to resist.

		And I knew when I first met him that Butch was a pussyhound! She further admitted to herself. But I was so young and pretty and confident of my beauty that I was sure I could tame him; that I could be the one to hold him!

		“Well, turns out that I couldn’t,” she whispered aloud, as she got out of bed.

		Idly, she wondered just how long he’d remained faithful to her. Had he begun cheating when she’d gotten pregnant the first time, she wondered.

		I guess it doesn’t really make any difference, she told herself morosely as she started the shower. I’ve suspected for a long while now that I wasn’t the only one getting that nice cock of his.

		While it wasn’t until she’d seen that video on the thumb drive the private eye had given her that she’d been sure, Nora had suspected for quite some time now that he hadn’t been faithful to their marriage.

		And now she wasn’t either!

		As the cascade of warm water ran over her body, she thought once again about last night, with young Michael Quinn. She relived every kiss, every touch; every penetration of her married body by his wonderful cock!

		Nora had to confess to herself—it had been exquisite, being fucked like that! She shuddered under the shower spray and noticed that her nipples were once again hard as pebbles, and she knew her pussy was wet; and not just from the shower.

		What I did last night was nothing but wrong! She told herself. So why did it feel so right?

		Why had it felt so marvelous to be held in Michael’s strong young arms? And why did the mere thought of doing that again seem so utterly irresistible to her?

		

		****

		

		Butch ate his short stack of pancakes, his two fried eggs, and his big slab of fried ham steak in silent contemplation of the events of last night. The food tasted like sawdust as he chewed it up and swallowed it.

		Nora cheated on me with another guy…she actually did it!

		And then she’d unapologetically rubbed his nose in it when she’d returned home.

		He twisted about in the faux leather booth, remembering how he’d felt when she had let him know last night—in no uncertain terms—that he was now her…bitch, as far as their marriage went! Unless he wanted to forfeit fifteen million bucks in a divorce, he would have no choice but to put up with her…cheating!

		The thought of living like that seemed to instantly turn the meal he had just eaten into a lead brick inside his stomach. For a moment, he felt light-headed and nauseous, like he might puke the heavy breakfast up all over the diner’s battered linoleum flooring.

		She can’t do this to me! He told himself indignantly as he fought to control his stomach. I won’t stand for it!

		But what options did he really have? He did not want to get a divorce—not if it was going to cost him fifteen million dollars!—and, though he was incensed at Nora’s behavior, he couldn’t bring himself to think of physically harming her.

		His thoughts turned to their recent night in bed together. She had bought a hot new lingerie set, had her hair dyed its new, bright-blonde color in order to look more alluring for him, and done everything she knew he liked once they’d been in bed to give him the hottest sexual experience she knew how to give. And he had to admit: it had been little short of spectacular!

		And what had he done in return? He had fucked Pat the very next day, totally ignoring his wife and her desperate efforts to please him.

		No, it was him who was clearly in the wrong here, he mused. He guessed it was true what they said: payback was a bitch!

		

		****

		

		She heard Butch’s pick up truck entering the garage and looked at the clock in the kitchen. It was barely five in the afternoon!

		He never came home this early. Butch always stayed in the office until at least five-thirty.

		The door opened several seconds later and her husband came through it, staggering under the unwieldy mass of the biggest vase of red roses Nora had ever seen! He stumbled awkwardly across the kitchen and set them down on the table.

		“Those are for you,” Butch said almost bashfully.

		“I figured as much,” Nora replied with a wry grin. “What’s the occasion?”

		Butch turned uncharacteristically red as he stammered, “Uh…I wanted you to know how much I love you. In spite of the way things are between us right now.”

		You could have knocked Nora over with a feather when she heard him say that, as she stared at the impossibly large flower arrangement.

		She had been braced for rage on his part. And she wouldn’t have been surprised had Butch not come home at all for several nights.

		But she hadn’t been expecting…this!

		“I…that is…do you want to have a drink and talk about things?” He managed to suggest hesitantly.

		“Sure,” Nora said after a long pause, dying to hear what he had to say but not wanting to let on to him how anxious she was to hear it. “I’ll have a Manhattan.”

		

		****

		

		“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, today,” he said, breaking the uneasy silence between them.

		She sat on one end of the long couch and he sat on the other. They had each consumed half of their respective cocktails without speaking a word to each other.

		“I have, too,” she replied, taking another short sip.

		“Last night…I guess that was a pretty understandable reaction, after what I did to you,” Butch admitted, after drinking nearly all of what was left of his cocktail in one big gulp. “But I have to tell you, babe. It hurt like hell!”

		“Oh, and just what do you think your years of cheating felt like to me?” She snapped in reply, regretting her harsh tone almost as soon as the words had spilled out of her mouth.

		He winced as if she had physically slapped him. She drank the rest of her drink; then said softly, almost apologetically, “I’m sorry, but you hurt me as well…a lot.”

		He reached for his glass, realized it was empty and saw hers was too. He rose up off the couch and said, “I’m going to make myself another highball. Can I make you one too?”

		She nodded that he could and he reached down and retrieved her empty glass from the coffee table. He strode across the dining room and into the kitchen, and she heard ice cubes being added to the glasses.

		“What do you want to do now,” he asked as he returned to the room and handed her another Manhattan, “marriage counseling, a trial separation… something else?”

		She thought about that for long moments before she answered: in those few seconds, she decided that she owed it to herself to be truthful with him; more truthful than he’d ever been with her.

		“I slept with a gorgeous young guy last night,” she blurted out the confession quickly, and then took a big cut from her refreshed drink. “He was tall, muscular, and he had an awesome dick. It was a lot of fun!”

		Butch’s face assumed a look as if she had just delivered a swift kick to his balls. He blanched and the drink shook in his hand, almost spilling out all over him.

		“Did…did you use protection?” Butch finally managed to gasp out after a short while.

		Protection…he means rubbers, she thought in a panic which she was careful not to let show on her face. He’s right: I should have made Michael use them!

		She thought of her wry hope last night in the young man’s bathroom that her birth control pills were up to the task, given how much potent sperm had just been pumped into her pussy over the last few hours. Nora now hoped as well that Michael Quinn didn’t have some horrible social disease that he had passed along to her last night!

		Instead of sharing that worry with Butch however, she elected to do what all good wives do in situations like this one: she lied! Looking over at her husband, her eyes unwavering, she said, “Do I look like an utter fool to you?”

		He gulped down more of his drink and then murmured, “No, you don’t, babe. I…I was just worried for a second, is all. I was worried about you!”

		She wanted to blurt out that he hadn’t been worried when he’d been busily sleeping around for years, with countless bimbos! One of them might have given him something he might have brought home to their marital bed!

		But instead she chose assure Butch, “I won’t become infected with some awful disease, and I won’t get pregnant as a result of what I did last night. You don’t have to worry about that.”

		Butch nodded and finished his second cocktail. As he cast about for something to change the subject with, she took another sip of hers and decided that she didn’t want to let him change it!

		“I know that it hurts you, to think of me with another man,” she said softly, “because it hurt me so much, over the years, imagining you with other women.”

		He squirmed uncomfortably on the couch and sucked at the ice cubes in his empty drink. At last he said, “I’m sorry for that; I really am!”

		“Well, that’s a start, I guess,” she replied, downing the last of her Manhattan and handing it to him expectantly, “but it’s not enough; not by a long shot.”

		Butch had gotten up off the couch and was halfway into the dining room by the time she finished speaking. When he heard what she said, he stumbled and almost tripped. Muttering under his breath, he vanished into the kitchen and came back almost instantly with two full cocktail glasses but no fresh ice cubes.

		“What…what did you mean by that…‘not enough’?” He asked nervously as he sat down on the couch once more and handed Nora the cocktail he had made for her.

		“I told you,” she said, sipping it, “last night was fun. And I want more, to help make up for all the years you fooled around on me!”

		Butch groaned as if she had landed a hard punch to his solar plexus. He guzzled down half of his drink and then asked plaintively, “You mean; you want to see this kid again?”

		“Him…and anyone else I may take a fancy to,” she replied icily, “the same way you fucked any girl who happened to come on to you during the last twenty years.”

		Her husband twisted on the couch, his face grimacing as though she had his big nuts trapped in a vise and had just given them a full turn. He asked bleakly, “Do you really mean that, sweetie?”

		“I think I do,” Nora replied in a tone that was quiet, but nevertheless unrelenting.

		Seconds ticked by, with Butch looking anguished and Nora looking triumphant. At last, she leaned over and stroked his cheek gently, saying: “You don’t have to act like a monk, while I’m out…experimenting. I’m sure you have other women who would be glad to…take up the slack!”

		“B-But I don’t want them,” Butch bleated, now managing to sound downright pitiful. “I…I only want you!”

		“Well, I’m not exactly off limits, you know,” she whispered to him with a smile. “We can still sleep together…on the nights we both happen to be home.”

		He seemed to think about that for long moments and then, with a bull-like roar, Butch suddenly put down his cocktail glass, leaned forward, and plucked her off the couch and into his arms. He shoved his tongue into her mouth as he got to his feet, and carried her up the stairs and into their bedroom…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, damn, Butch,” she gasped as she clung to him frantically, “you haven’t fucked me like this in years!”

		Her husband--who was as naked as she was—was up on his knees, between her legs, as he banged his rock-hard cock into her even faster, even deeper, and murmured, “Is it good; as good as that kid last night was?”

		It’s even better, because it’s you, you knucklehead, and I still love you so much! She wanted to scream out the words but found she couldn’t, because Butch seemed to have fucked the breath right out of her lungs.

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Take it, you cheating bitch!” Butch grunted as he ravaged her unfaithful pussy even harder.

		Oh, fuck, oh, God,” Nora thought as she started to orgasm, am I ever coming, and am I ever coming…hard?

		Butch’s hot semen just seemed to explode down into her clasping sheath as she climaxed furiously. She moaned and clung to him even tighter as he emptied his big nuts into her and growled in her ear, “How’s that feel; as good as his felt last night?”

		Just as good…maybe even better! Nora thought to herself as he filled her with spunk. God, first Michael last night and now Butch tonight—I could get used to this! I really could…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		The New Normal

		

		It had been a week since Butch had bought her the extravagant arrangement of red roses. Things around their house had settled back to normal, except for the frequency and the intensity of the sex between them.

		Nora couldn’t help but smile as she thought about that. Even when Butch had a night out at one of his service clubs and he returned home late—slightly worse for wear after a few rounds of drinks with his buddies—they usually made love before they went to sleep.

		They didn’t fuck every night, but they had sex a lot more often than they used to. And when they made love, it was usually little short of spectacular these days!

		Was Butch still getting some on the side as well? Nora didn’t think so.

		After all, he’d just turned forty-one, and forty-one wasn’t twenty-one, even for a stud like Butch! She thought she’d know if he was slipping out of the house to see some bimbo instead of attending a club meeting.

		If that changed in the future…well, she still had Michael Quinn’s number squirreled away in the bottom of her lingerie drawer. And there was that handsome lawyer as well: his card was in that drawer too; just in case she needed it!

		Nora was realistic: she knew she might have to turn to them eventually. After all, sex with Butch was still hottest on the nights he quizzed her--right before they made love--about the night she had spent in bed with a younger stud.

		That seemed to really get him excited, thinking about her sucking another man’s cock, or taking it deep in her belly! Butch still insisted that he was jealous as hell that she had cheated on him, of course; but at the same time, the thought of her doing it with another guy never failed to give him a raging hard on!

		Nora told herself that it was only a matter of time before his imagination needed what she thought of as a “booster shot”; which would consist of her cheating on him again. She knew it was awful of her, but she actually found herself looking forward to giving him that booster shot!

		The thought of another night with Michael Quinn or one spent in the sexy lawyer’s bed always made her nipples hard and her pussy wet. If Butch wanted her to cheat on him once more, all he had to do was say the word, or give her reason to seek the attention of another man again…

		

		****

		

		It eventually happened just that way. After a month had gone by, as Indian summer ebbed away and fall came on--their old patterns in the bedroom had slowly begun to return to what they once had been.

		That development disappointed her no end, as well as making her feel slightly “antsy” whenever she thought about Michael or the lawyer, Wilson Brooks. But it wasn’t until one night in early October when Butch got home really late from one of his meetings—and Nora smelled a strange perfume on him as he staggered into bed—that she decided it was time for her second liaison with another man!

		She didn’t say anything to Butch, behaving as normally as she could the next morning and sending him off to work. But after he had gone, and the clock had struck nine, she found herself calling the handwritten number on the back of Wilson Brook’s card.

		Instead of hearing his secretary’s voice, she was greeted after the third ring by the man himself. He asked, “Mrs. Marshall…Nora…is that you?”

		“It is,” she said into the receiver, her heart racing, now that she was actually doing this!

		“What can I do for you?” Wilson Brook’s voice sounded as smooth and polished as ever.

		“I still want to see you without your suit on,” she whispered playfully, feeling her nipples getting hard and her pussy begin to moisten.

		“As I said before, that can be easily arranged,” he assured her, sounding eager.

		“My husband has a Lion’s Club meeting tonight, so I doubt he’ll be home until eleven or so,” she offered hopefully.

		“I have a short day at the office today, if I choose to make it so,” he countered. “I have a court hearing at two-thirty, but that won’t take long. And I don’t have to return to the office at all after it’s over, if I don’t want to.”

		“Where would we go?” She asked, her heart really pounding with excitement by now at the thought of an illicit liaison with the handsome lawyer.

		“I have a house in the Fabulous Forties,” he suggested, “and I live alone. We could meet at a little bar I know, a few blocks from my place, have a few drinks, and then you could follow me over there.”

		“That…uh…sounds fine,” Nora said. “What’s the name of the bar?”

		“The Vagabond Lounge,” Wilson Brooks replied, “do you know it?”

		“I do,” Nora informed him. “I haven’t been in there in years but I know exactly where it is.”

		“Shall we say four o’clock?” The lawyer sounded confident as he made the suggestion. “That will give me time to run home, make sure the house is ready to receive visitors, and to change out of my work clothes.”

		“Leave the suit on, why don’t you?” Nora answered; a smile on her face. “That way I can have the pleasure of stripping it off you when we get back to your house!”

		

		****

		

		Nora walked into the small cocktail lounge at five minutes after four. She saw Wilson Brooks, looking resplendent in another custom-tailored blue suit, sitting in a booth along the far wall, sipping a cocktail and waiting for her.

		He rose as she approached and said, “Nora, you look gorgeous, as usual.”

		Stepping out of the booth, so she could sit down, he slid back in beside her and pointed at his half-finished drink and asked, “What may I order for you?”

		“I’ll have a Manhattan,” she said, her heart beating very fast.

		The cocktail waitress was right there—the bar was barely half full this early in the afternoon—and he ordered her drink. As the girl went up to the bar to place the order, he said to Nora, “I had about given up on hearing from you. I’m glad you finally called.”

		“I wasn’t sure I was going to call for a while,” she answered, staring into his sexy gray eyes, by the light coming from the candle on their table in the darkened lounge, as it flickered and danced. “But here I am.”

		The girl returned with the drink and placed it on the table in front of her. Nora took a quick sip and waited for him to speak.

		“Did you read the Eighty/Twenty document I sent home with you?” Wilson Brooks asked.

		“That’s why I’m here,” she replied evenly. “I left Butch a note on the kitchen table, telling him not to wait up for me tonight; that I was out having drinks with…a friend!”

		“A friend,” he repeated with a small grin. “Is he going to be okay with that?”

		Nora smiled broadly and said, “Either he is, or it’s going to cost him fifteen million dollars.”

		

		****

		

		Wilson’s house proved to be only a few blocks away, just as he’d promised it was. The picture-perfect residence proved to be a two-story affair which looked to have been built in the nineteen-thirties.

		But, like the rest of the homes on his block, it had been lovingly maintained and restored to its original grandeur by subsequent owners. The so-called “Fabulous Forties” district—an area of East Sacramento which ran roughly from forty-First Street to Forty-Eighth Street and was bordered on the north by J Street and on the south by Folsom Boulevard—was one of the most prestigious addresses in the city.

		All of the houses, from the smallest cottage built in the nineteen-twenties to the largest home constructed in the late fifties, were showplaces. And few of them were worth less than a million dollars, because of their physical location. It was a standard practice in this tony neighborhood for someone desiring a larger house to buy one of the smaller ones and have it completely remodeled, complete with a second story and additional rooms downstairs.

		The home Wilson Brooks led Nora into after they had both parked in his driveway was an example of the European Revival Style so popular among the well-heeled class in the thirties. The porch featured massive twin concrete pillars, supporting a balcony with black wrought iron fencing which looked out onto the quiet, tree-lined residential street.

		“This is a great house,” she commented as she stood on the front porch, taking it all in; the impressive facade, the neighborhood, the perfect mid-town address.

		“My ex-wife liked it,” he said, throwing the door open wide. “We eventually divorced but I loved the house so much I kept it as a part of my half of the settlement. She lives in San Francisco now.”

		“A divorce lawyer who is divorced himself,” Nora said with a smile. “I guess being around it so much doesn’t immunize you to it happening in your own life.”

		“Far from it,” the attorney replied, shutting the door behind them and locking it, “but it has, at least in my case, immunized me, as you say, from being foolish enough to try marriage a second time.”

		She turned in the movie set-beautiful foyer and smiled at him, saying, “Why get married, when you have so many divorcees and potential divorcees to choose from…like me, for instance.”

		He laughed and said, “You’re special. A lot of my clients are…shall we say…well past their prime?”

		“Bow-wows, Butch calls them,” Nora replied.

		“Unkind, but accurate,” he agreed with a charming smile.

		Stepping closer to her, he took her confidently in his arms for the first time and kissed her. She opened her mouth for him immediately and when their tongues began to dance together, she felt the same excitement she had felt with Michael Quinn, a month earlier!

		God, I’m such a little slut! She thought, ruffling Brooks Wilson’s expensive haircut as they kissed. A couple of drinks, a hot tongue-kiss, and I’m instantly ready to suck a guy’s cock!

		She thought fleetingly, I hope my daughter isn’t as easy as her mom! If she is, I’m fated to become a grandma right away!

		Wilson’s hands were all over her back as they kissed; roaming right down onto her ass. Nora was wearing a camel-colored pants suit by a famous designer, a white blouse, and flats by Jimmy Choo.

		She sensed she wasn’t going to be wearing any of her clothing much longer. As if he had read her thoughts, her newest lover broke off the kiss at that moment and said, panting for breath, “May I show you the master bedroom? It’s just at the head of the stairs.”

		

		****

		

		She had to admit, she did enjoy removing Brooks’s suit, the custom-made shirt, and his expensive silk tie. She enjoyed it as much as he clearly loved removing her blazer, and undoing the pants belonging to her suit after he’d finished with her blouse and bra.

		Nora tried not to look disappointed when she at last slid Wilson Brooks’s boxers off and discovered that he had a very average-looking cock, with a set of balls that certainly weren’t small, but they weren’t larger than normal either. Her husband was extremely well hung and Michael Quinn had been even bigger than Butch!

		Well, it’s not like I didn’t know most guys don’t have monster cocks, she told herself.

		After all, she hadn’t been a virgin when she’d married Butch all those years ago. Nora’d had several boyfriends back in middle school and high school and she’d either experienced those boys’ cocks or had at least seen them. She’d given a few handjobs as a pre-teen; then she had taught herself to suck guys off and enjoy doing it. And Nora had finally surrendered her cherry at fifteen to a seventeen year old boy named Brad in the rear seat of his parent’s Volvo.

		Most of those guys had average cocks, like this one, she told herself as she reached out and began to stroke it. I guess I’ve gotten spoiled, being with Butch, and then with Michael.

		“I should warn you,” Wilson Brooks said in that deep, distinguished-sounding baritone of his as she led him over to the nearby bed by his hard cock, sat down on one corner of it, and got ready to suck it for him. “I come in buckets, when I come.”

		She did a double-take, studying the very ordinary-looking prick she held in her palm. Glancing up at him, she asked simply, “Buckets?”

		“It’s not uncommon for me to ejaculate for a full minute or more; twelve or fifteen really big streamers of come,” he explained, looking somewhat sheepish as he did so. “Some women like that; some don’t.”

		Nora thought about that for a moment and then said in a husky voice, right before she began licking his cock head, “Let’s see if I do.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Gusher!

		

		I don’t know about shooting a lot of spunk, but this guy really knows how to lick a pussy, was her frantic thought about ten minutes later.

		They had moved back onto the bed, where they were involved in a torrid sixty-nine, with her on top and the attorney on the bottom. She had come once already, from his amazing mouth and tongue being all over her pussy slit, and she was sucking his prick like a madwoman, wanting to make him orgasm as well.

		Wilson had a hold of her ass cheeks as he licked her, drawing them downward, his fingers digging into her tender flesh as he lapped and sucked hungrily at her pinkness. She moaned and pressed the hard little nubs of her nipples into his hairy belly as she sucked voraciously on his cock.

		Nora felt the familiar clutching of her tummy muscles once more a few seconds later and realized that she was going to come yet again! Butch could eat pussy okay, and Michael had been really good. Both of them were way better at it than the distant, vaguely-remembered boyfriends of her youth; whose first experience with licking a girl’s snatch--to be fair--had probably been with hers, in most cases.

		But Wilson Brooks put all of them to shame: he was magnificent!

		“C-Come in my mouth,” Nora all but begged him, easing her lips momentarily off his cock, poised on the brink of another shattering climax, “I want to…taste it!”

		Her lover gave a long, low groan. His thighs shook with anticipation as she eagerly went back to laving him and sucking hungrily at his throbbing pole of male flesh.

		Just as her pussy began to clutch wildly around his invading tongue, a jet of semen so large it almost blew her lips right off his spurting dick splashed against the roof of her mouth and drained down onto her lapping tongue.

		Jesus, he wasn’t kidding about the volume! She thought as she hurriedly gulped down the warm goo and braced herself for yet another volley.

		The second wad was even larger than the first one had been, and the third managed to dwarf them both! Nora found herself swallowing furiously to get it all down, only to have her mouth inundated by a fresh wave of ball juice!

		Holy fuck, she thought to herself as she shivered and shook from the fury of the orgasm roaring through her own body, he’s…he’s…liable to…drown me in jizz!

		But she found that she loved it! She simply adored having her mouth flooded with Wilson’s hot come while climaxing like a wild woman at the same time!

		

		****

		

		“Okay…that was a lot!” She said, flashing him a wry little smile when she returned from the master bathroom minutes later, where she’d had to use a damp wash cloth to clean the big splotches of male come from her chin and cheeks.

		“When was the last time you came?” She asked as she got back in bed with him.

		“Saturday night,” he replied, eagerly drawing her naked body to him, “I visited a…uh…friend that evening. We had dinner and went out to a movie. I ended up spending the night at her place.”

		“You have a girlfriend?” Nora asked incredulously.

		“Several,” her new lover answered, sounding almost reluctant to admit it, “nothing serious, with any of them. They’re just “friends with benefits’, as people like to describe such a relationship nowadays; fuck buddies…if you will.”

		“You have a regular sex life, and you still come like that?”

		He grinned and drew her closer, saying, “Sometimes even more! Let me give you another demonstration.”

		Wilson Brooks kissed her passionately, ignoring the taste of his own semen which still clung to the inside of her mouth and to her tongue. She felt her blood boiling over again.

		This guy is super-hot! She told herself as her nipples hardened once again against the salt and pepper hair of his chest. He just came in my mouth like a fire-hydrant being opened up, and he wants to fuck already, as if he was still a teenaged boy!

		She didn’t know if the forty-something lawyer used Viagra or one of those, or was just naturally horny. And she didn’t care!

		Nora felt his amazing cock firming up against her and sucked at his tongue even harder. She wanted to feel that thing inside her…wanted to experience it coming in her pussy while she went off around it!

		

		****

		

		She soon discovered that her new man was quite the cocksman. Though he wasn’t nearly as long or thick as her other two lovers—Butch and Michael—he definitely was a master at using what he had to please a lady!

		He chose to ride her up high, for one thing, mashing his cock into her clit with each thrust, sending jolts of pleasure pulsing through her whole body with every penetration. And he continued to kiss her passionately as he fucked her!

		His tongue felt like magic inside her mouth as he rode her relentlessly toward another searing climax. The taste of his own jizz didn’t appear to bother him at all, and Nora found that to be so sexy, so…unexpected in such a decidedly virile man as Wilson Brooks.

		God, he really turns me on! Nora thought as she felt her pussy begin to clench around his steadily-gliding cock. He’s going to make me come again, and it’s going to be an even hotter orgasm than last time—I can tell already!

		She moaned loudly as the first spasms of pre-come ecstasy rolled through her and Wilson held her even tighter while she sucked at his exploring tongue.

		The white-hot throbs of pleasure deepened with each thrust and she gurgled with joy and held on tight, rotating her hips up off the mattress so that she could push all of him into her! She wanted to feel that huge come load of his filling her…spurting deep inside her as she came!

		“Ugh, oh, God, you’re a hot one, Nora,” he gasped as he drew his mouth away from hers. “Got to spunk you; got to give you my hot cream!”

		She started to tell him that she wanted it, that she was dying to feel it. But all she could seem to do was pant for breath as she felt the first huge streamer of come spewing deep into her womb!

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” she managed to moan as the unbelievable glut of semen poured into her clasping pussy sheath, inundating it in seconds.

		The hot flow soon backwashed out of her and ran down her ass crack in a steady, pumping stream as he rutted into her. She mewled at how hot it was and at how much there was of it!

		Oh, fuck, he’s drenching my pussy in jizz; just the way he said he would! She thought as her orgasm spiraled into high gear. Just the way I wanted him to!

		****

		

		“So did your wife leave you because she feared drowning in jizz when she gave you a blowjob?” Nora asked facetiously when she once again returned from the bathroom minutes later.

		This time, she had taken a brief shower, concentrating the spray on her lower body as she sluiced out wad after wad of spunk from her overflowing pussy. After she was reasonably sure she had gotten most of it, she had dried off and padded, naked, back into the bedroom.

		“No, she found another guy she liked to fuck even better than she liked to fuck me,” he answered honestly. “They’re married now, so I hope she’s happy.”

		He patted the mattress next to where he lay and smiled up at her, saying, “I know I am; especially tonight!”

		“What did this other guy have that you didn’t have?” Nora asked as she slid back into bed with him. “Don’t tell me he came more that you do!”

		“I don’t know about that,” Wilson Brooks answered. “August, that’s my ex-wife’s name, wasn’t forthcoming in that regard. But he did have a much bigger dick; she made sure to share that fact with me before leaving me for him.”

		“Big dicks have their virtues,” Nora purred as she leaned over and took his limp manhood in her right fist. “But so do guys that come in quarts, like you do.”

		She looked up at him as she continued to stroke his cock and said, “I’ve never been with a man who goes off the way you do; shoots so much jizz.”

		“Do you like it?”

		“Very much, so far,” she sighed as she leaned over further, so that she could lick his cock head. “Let’s get this bad boy hard again and see what else we can think of to do with him!”

		

		****

		

		Nora hadn’t done anal in years, but she was doing it tonight! Wilson Brooks’s prick was deep in her ass as he rode her, and his fingertips caressed her clit just the way she craved it, on the rare occasions when she chose to take it up the ass!

		Butch had done this to her when they first had gotten married. They watched a lot of porn together back in those days, when anal sex had been all the rage.

		And, since Nora had never tried it, Butch had been anxious to claim her anal cherry as soon as she had confessed that to him. She hadn’t hated it, but she hadn’t loved it enough to let him do it to her very often, either.

		Butch’s dick was a lot longer and thicker than Wilson’s. Her young husband had made her orgasm a few times back then when he’d taken her anally. And, while those climaxes had been amazing in their intensity and their very…strangeness…she hadn’t known before that her ass could come, right along with her pussy--in her mind at least--the discomfort of taking his big cock up her bottom hadn’t outweighed those few glorious orgasms.

		So she hadn’t been all that sorry when Butch had stopped asking her for anal, after her first pregnancy. Nora now supposed that he had found girls who were more than eager to put up with her randy husband’s occasional desire for a nice ass to fuck.

		“Oh, keep playing with my clitty just like that!” She gasped out the words as a particularly hot twinge of sexual bliss coursed through her lower body.

		“I will, you can bet on that, Nora-darling,” Wilson assured her. “You’re little ass is too perfect to miss out on!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Nora said in reply, as the man’s cock picked up speed in her bottom.

		He expertly massaged her clitty as he continued to ream out her ass. She moaned and tossed her hips back to meet his every thrust, sinking his cock in her anus all he way up to his balls each time he took her.

		Nora was on her hands and knees in front of him and Wilson was rutting into her butt from behind, his slender fingers toying with her clitty. His free hand had found her nipples as they swayed and jiggled, and he was pinching them lightly, just the way she adored having it done.

		“Keep dooooooooing that!” She urged him, her voice cracking with excitement. “Keep tweaking my titties and playing with my clit while you fuck my aaaasssssss!”

		She knew she was mere seconds away from an orgasm; a huge one that would surpass the other breathtaking climaxes she’d already experienced tonight. All three of her erogenous zones were pulsing in time with each other, and Wilson Brooks’s cock felt so dammed…right up her ass now!

		He groaned and wheezed out the question: “Are you…are you close, Nora?”

		“I’m so close I can taste it!” She rasped in return. “Oh, fuck me, Wilson; fuck me right in the buuuttttt!”

		Nora had suffered through a few enemas in her life, but she had never before experienced a…‘come-enema’! That’s what it felt like when Wilson Brooks unleashed a mighty gusher of spunk deep inside her bottom just then!

		He roared out his pleasure as he began to pump endless waves of super-heated jism into her anal passage. She joined him, her voice high and shrill as she cried out: “Oh, holy fuck but you’re creaming me back there!”

		The hot goo oozed out of her anus and ran down onto her throbbing clit, which he was still caressing just the way she had instructed him to. He ran the pad of his fingertip over her exploding love bead, using the slippery jism as additional lube.

		Nora, knees began to quiver, as did her arms. She moaned in utter ecstasy and collapsed onto the mattress, his spurting cock still buried deep in her ass.

		He followed her down, banging his dick straight into her butt relentlessly, draining his balls into her inner-most depths. Wilson’s hand was trapped under their combined weight, but his fingertip never stopped moving; never stopped teasing her clit!

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she sobbed helplessly, her towering orgasm raging on and on…

		

		****

		

		“You’re sure you won’t stay and let me fix you some dinner?” He asked as he opened the front door for her a while later.

		“Maybe next time,” she said demurely, still bathed in the glow of one of the hottest orgasms she’d ever experienced.

		“Oh, I’m really glad to hear there’s going to be a next time,” Wilson Brooks said with a radiant smile.

		He was dressed in a richly brocaded bathrobe with a silk collar. She went up onto her tiptoes, taking his silk lapels into her fists to steady herself as she gave him a searing good-bye kiss, with lots of tongue.

		“After the evening we just shared…you’d better believe there’s going to be a next time,” Nora assured him when she finally broke off the torrid kiss.

		What a lover he is! She thought giddily as she made her way down the stone pavers leading across the wide lawn and to her car. I was in the shower for a half hour that last time, and I’m still not sure I got all of the spunk out of my pussy and my ass…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The Rules

		

		Nora was standing back in her kitchen by nine o’clock that night. Since she and Wilson had started out so early—at four o’clock in the afternoon; getting over to his place at around five—she had still managed to beat Butch home by a few hours.

		Snatching up the defiant note she’d left for husband, Nora wadded it up and threw it in the trash. Maybe she’d tell Butch how she’d spent her afternoon, she now decided, and maybe she wouldn’t.

		Going up to the master bedroom, stripping off her clothes, she changed into a sheer peignoir and nothing else. Then she returned downstairs. Nora made herself a Manhattan and sipped it as she waited for Butch to return home.

		One the one hand, she wanted to tell him in detail about all the naughty things she’d done today with Wilson Brooks. But on the other, she asked herself if it was worth all the trouble such a revelation would no doubt cause.

		Butch couldn’t really do anything about her cheating, if she chose to tell him about it—not without costing himself a shitload of cash. But he’d no doubt rant and rave about what a slut he was married to, even though he had once again proved unfaithful to their marriage vows only recently.

		She sighed and went back into the living room. It was all just too much...trouble as well as being far too…predictable, when you got right down to it!

		Sitting there on the couch, dressed only in the loose-fitting, semi-sheer black lace lingerie, sipping a Manhattan, Nora could see as plain as day what would happen if she decided to share the details of how she’d spent her afternoon and evening with Butch when he came staggering home from his night out with his fellow Lions. First, he’d look at her as if he’d been suddenly bitch-slapped; he’d act all sulky and hurt, and then he’d be outraged that she had cheated on him again!

		She’d counter, of course, by pointing out his previously-ignored indiscretion earlier in the week, with one of his bimbos. He’d deny it at first; then he’d be contrite, and finally, he’d act furious with her again for choosing the like-for-like retaliation with another man which she’d engaged in tonight as her way of evening things up.

		But she now knew that he’d be turned on by it as well. After all the drama and screaming and hurt-feelings were done with, they’d probably end up in the bedroom, fucking like a pair of rabbits!

		Nora sighed and got up to make herself another drink. She vowed to give the whole matter some more thought while she waited for Butch to arrive.

		

		****

		

		Nora made herself a cold meatloaf sandwich and ate it over the sink. Surprisingly, it didn’t taste bad with her second Manhattan of the evening, which told her that she was half drunk once again.

		Along with the numerous Manhattans she’d had with Wilson Brooks at the Vagabond earlier, the two fresh drinks she’d consumed since returning home had clearly served to cloud her culinary judgment: no one who was stone-cold sober drank Manhattans with a cold meat loaf sandwiches and liked the way that combination tasted!

		She ate some left over salad as well, when the sandwich was gone, finishing up the bowl which had been left in the refrigerator. After doing up the few dishes from “dinner”, such as it was, she made herself a third Manhattan and went back into the living room to wait for Butch.

		Her decision as to the tack she was going to take with him this evening had come to her while she was eating the sandwich. She had decided to go ahead and have it out with him, once and for all.

		I’m tired of the way things are between us, she told herself as she sat down on the couch once more. It’s probably going to get nasty—he’s sure to explode when I tell him about fucking Wilson tonight—but the end result should be worth it, if I do this right.

		Nora sipped more of her courage-fortifying Manhattan and told herself, I could easily get away with not mentioning what I did this afternoon to Butch, but I’ve decided I don’t want to!

		After all, that wasn’t the way this Eighty/Twenty thing was supposed to work! She now wanted everything between them to be out in the open.

		She was tired of Butch sneaking around behind her back and she was tired of tiptoeing around behind his!

		Sure, it will hurt—at least at first—to know he’s with another woman; just as it will hurt him to know I’m with another man. But are we both already well aware that’s been happening: we just don’t openly admit it to each other!

		“It’s about time we did,” Nora whispered aloud resolutely, finishing her drink.

		As if on cue, she heard the door sliding upward out in the garage just then. Sure enough, a minute later, Butch came into the living room, bleary-eyed from too many cocktails with his buddies at the Lion’s Club.

		When he saw Nora seated on the couch, he stopped in his tracks, staring at her as he asked, “What are you doing in here, babe? I thought you’d be up in the bedroom by now, watching television.”

		“I was waiting for you to come home,” Nora replied, doing her best to keep her voice calm and even. “I have something to share with you.”

		He rocked back on his heels, clearly three sheets to the wind, and waited for her to continue. She said, “I smelled that little cunt’s perfume on you the other night.”

		A shocked look settled over his face. Turning red as he spoke, he asked, “Which night?”

		Her laughter was totally devoid of any humor as she responded, “Does that mean you cheated on me more than one night this week?”

		“Uh…no, that’s not what I meant at all,” Butch hastened to assure her. “I didn’t cheat on you, sweetie.”

		Nora sighed and sucked at the ice remaining in her glass. She put the empty glass down on the coffee table as she said, “Eighty/Twenty, Butch, remember? You don’t have to lie to me about what you did anymore.”

		Butch clearly still didn’t want to answer. Looking for a way to change the subject, he focused his attention on her sexy negligee and commented, “You look great tonight, honey. Is that new?”

		“I bought it last year,” Nora answered impatiently, leaning back on the couch, letting the sheer garment fall open still further, revealing most of her legs.

		“Damn, you sure look hot in it,” Butch observed.

		She shifted around on the couch and the robe fell open all the way, revealing her waxed bare pussy lips. Reaching down, she began to tease her clit with just the pad of her forefinger as he watched in obvious fascination. She wished her pussy lips were still oozing out some of Wilson Brooks’s copious come, so that her husband could see it.

		“I fucked another guy today,” she told him simply as he stared, still mesmerized by the sight of his wife playing with her pussy in front of him.

		Butch shuddered as if he’d just been sucker-punched. He gasped, “What…what did you just say?”

		“Another man’s cock was in this pussy today, and half of tonight,” she answered him with quiet defiance. “I just got home, an hour before you did.”

		Butch’s face went beet red with rage. He growled, “You actually did that… you fucked that kid again?”

		“Oh, no, this was another guy I met,” she explained to him, keeping an innocent expression on her face. “He’s much older than the first one was. He’s older than you, as a matter of fact.”

		Her husband, predictably, reacted as if someone had just landed the second punch in a well executed one-two boxing combination. He staggered backward, braced himself against the living room wall, and then yelled, “Older than me…now you’re fucking guys who are older than me?”

		“Well, he was older…but he’s also very handsome; distinguished-looking, I guess you’d say,” Nora went on tauntingly. “And you should see the load he shoots, when he comes! It’s enormous!”

		“L-Load,” Butch asked incredulously?

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he comes like a hurricane,” she murmured, her satisfied voice almost a purr, “twelve or fifteen giant spurts of jism! I thought I was going to drown in it, when I blew him!”

		“You…you sucked him off?” Butch bellowed out the question, clearly outraged by the very idea of that.

		“I managed to swallow almost all of it,” Nora assured him, remaining calm, “but I had to use a wet wash cloth to clean up my face when I was done blowing him; there was just so much of it, darling!”

		Butch looked as if he was having a coronary. He was gasping for breath and his face had turned a light shade of purple by now.

		“And when he fucked me,” Nora went on in a theatrical display of awe, “he really filled me up with hot spunk!”

		“You…you fucked him too?” Butch’s voice was now a low growl of outrage.

		Nora looked slightly embarrassed as she admitted, “I’m afraid I was just a slut with him today, sweetie. He wanted to fuck me in the ass…and I let him!”

		The noise Butch made when he charged the couch was inhuman; like a lion in rut or a cape buffalo coming full-bore at a predator. He easily scooped her up and hustled her upstairs and into the master bedroom, murmuring under his breath as he took the stairs two at a time, “In the butt…you let him fuck you in the butt!”

		

		****

		

		Butch hadn’t fucked her like this since they’d been kids! He was like a bull, a huge, insatiable bull that hadn’t been with a cow in weeks!

		“Was he hung?” Her husband hissed as he balled her like a madman. “Did he have a huge cock?”

		“Not as big as yours, baby,” she whispered as she ran her fingers lovingly through his short hair while lunged down into her liquid depths again and again. “His didn’t feel nearly as good as this one does, believe me!”

		She was on her back in the middle of the bed and Butch was banging her like a gong! He had been absolutely ravaging her pussy for over ten minutes now, making her orgasm twice so far!

		“Y-You cheating cunt; you little slut,” he panted as he rammed down into her.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, yeah I was at that,” she admitted as she hunched her hips up to meet his savage thrusts. “I really fucked him great—just like I’m fucking you now, darling!”

		Butch screamed as if she had just given his massive balls a hard squeeze and started to come inside her. She shuddered beneath him as his outpouring of hot jizz set off an answering deluge of pussy juice within her well-fucked pussy. She came right along with her husband…

		

		****

		

		“God, that was wonderful,” she complimented him when they finally broke apart a minute later. “It’s getting hard to tell—I’ve had so many fantastic orgasms lately—but I think that last one may have been the best yet!”

		Butch laughed, in spite of their current situation. He asked, “So many great ones that it’s hard to choose between them, eh?”

		She turned her head on the pillow to face him and asked in turn, “That girl you were with the other night…did she fuck you better than I did just now?”

		At first, Butch looked stricken by her question; but then he elected to answer it truthfully, “No, not even.”

		Nora touched his cheek with just the tips of her fingers and asked softly, “Then why….why did you cheat on me with her?”

		He took a deep breath and admitted, “I don’t know. I really don’t. I was at some bar with the guys, and she came on to me. Before I even knew what was happening, we were out in the back seat of her car, making out; and what happened just sort of…happened!”

		“What was her name?” Nora asked, curious.

		“I don’t even remember,” Butch said and, strangely enough, she believed him.

		She had meant that little to him; just some girl who wanted to fuck and he had obliged her! Nora wondered: would her own attitude about extra-marital sex eventually become that lax?

		She didn’t think so but then, a few weeks ago, she wouldn’t have been able to envision herself fucking anyone but Butch!

		“Was she prettier than me?”

		Butch shook his head that she wasn’t. He said, “She was younger; a lot younger than you. But she wasn’t prettier.”

		As an afterthought, he added, “And she wasn’t even that great of a fuck, to tell you the truth. She was too sloppy-drunk to even concentrate on what the two of us were doing.”

		He turned toward his wife and whispered, “What you and I just had…now that was a fuck!

		“Well, the next one is going to be even better,” Nora predicted confidently, throwing off the bedcovers and finding his limp dick.

		“Oh, damn, Nora; you’re incredible,” was all Butch said as she began to suck it back to life for him…

		

		****

		

		“So how is this really going to work?” Butch asked the next morning, when they were both in the process of waking up and getting out of bed.

		She smiled across the pillow at him and said, “That’s easy: I’ll fuck whoever I want to, whenever I want to. And you’ll be free to do the same.”

		Butch’s face assumed a pained-looking, puzzled aspect as he contemplated that scenario. At last he asked, “And you won’t be mad if I do that?”

		“No more than you will, when I do it,” Nora answered him, reveling in the delicious…evasiveness of her answer.

		He thought about that for a long while before he said, “That will take some getting used to, babe; the idea of you, with other guys…that still frosts my nuts no end when I think about it!”

		“What do you think the idea of you with other women has been like for me, all these years?” Nora asked, getting out of bed.

		He was silent for another long span while she went into the bathroom, used the toilet, and got her hair under control. When she finally came back into the bedroom, he said simply, “Okay, let’s try it and see how it goes.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Settling In

		

		As with most big changes, nothing out of the ordinary happened for the first week or so. Butch went to work, he went to his service club meetings, and came right home afterwards.

		Nora did the housework, the shopping, ran errands, worked out at the gym, and otherwise lived a normal life. Some nights they made love and some nights they didn’t.

		Then, about ten days into the new agreement, Nora’s cell phone rang at around nine o’clock in the evening. The caller ID said it was Butch, so she answered right away.

		“Uh…something’s come up,” his voice sounded hesitant, nervous. “I…I might not be home until later.”

		Nora felt her guts slowly turning to ice. She had been expecting this, but now that it was finally happening, she had to admit to herself that she was having trouble handling it!

		“Okay,” she said as calmly as she could manage.

		There was a painful silence and then Nora couldn’t seem to stop herself from asking, “What’s her name?”

		Butch didn’t answer for another long while, and then he blurted, “Her name is Melanie.”

		She didn’t say anything in return. His voice came back over the line, saying, “Listen, maybe this isn’t such a great idea; me telling you like this that I’m…uh…going to…uh…”

		The words just trailed off, as if Butch was searching for the right phrase to describe what was going on. She helped him out by saying, “They say it isn’t cheating, when the other person in the relationship knows all about it.”

		Just before she broke off the connection, she almost said, “Have fun.” But she couldn’t quite bring herself to go that far!

		

		****

		

		Nora thought about calling Michael Quinn that night but didn’t. Michael had to be up early in the morning and be out on a job site, so he didn’t need to stay up half the night being her…revenge fuck!

		That left Wilson Brooks. But it was already edging toward nine-thirty.

		By the time she changed into something suitable to wear over the Wilson’s, and drove there, it would be past ten or later. He probably had court in the morning, or at least he had to be in his office by nine.

		Besides, what if he was spending the night over at one of his…girlfriend’s places, getting cozy with her? She didn’t want to come across like what she was; a pathetic wife with a straying husband who was out fucking another woman, and who was looking some bedroom consolation for herself as a result!

		She briefly entertained the idea of getting dressed up and going out to try and meet someone new. But where would she go?

		Nora would just die if someone she knew saw her out cruising bars, flirting with strange men! She didn’t mind cheating on Butch in the least—he deserved it—but having her social circle made aware of the sorry state her and Butch’s marriage was in was unthinkable!

		No, she’d just bite the bullet and stay in by herself tonight. But tomorrow was a new day!

		She vowed not to let this happen to her again. From now on, she was going to make her own “dates”; her own moves!

		Fuck Butch, she thought angrily. I’m on my own from here on out: it’s time I got used to that!

		

		****

		

		Needless to say, she spent a restless night, waiting for Butch to finally straggle in to bed beside her in the wee hours of the morning. Once he was home, she didn’t sleep any better: she could smell the unfamiliar perfume on his body as he snored lightly right next to her!

		The first thing Nora did the next morning, after she had gotten Butch off to work, was go out and buy herself some sexier everyday wear; nothing that wasn’t age appropriate—she hated to see women who were in their late thirties and early forties still dressing like they were teenagers—but the tops that she looked at were cut lower and the pants fit a bit more snugly than the ones she had been buying.

		Nora knew she got some interested looks from guys when she was out shopping or running errands; especially after completing her ninety-day diet plan and hitting the gym harder than she ever had before in her life. Until now, however, she had ignored them.

		But after last night, she found herself more than ready to “get back in the game”, when it came to dating! For the first time in twenty years or more, Nora wanted to let interested males know she might be…available, providing they met her standards.

		Just what are my standards? She asked herself as she browsed around Nordstrom late that morning.

		Well, a young guy—like Michael Quinn—has to be handsome and buffed, in order to catch my eye, she thought as she checked out some cutout, lace-up blouses which would show off her breasts without being too obvious about it. They were almost a hundred-and-fifty bucks each, but Nora found she no longer gave a damn about that!

		Let Butch grouse about my credit card bills all he wants, she thought as she held up a medium and decided it was just a hair too small, because of the size of her tits.

		Nora picked up a large and held it up against her chest, thinking once more about what made a guy worth encouraging, as far as she was concerned. If he’s my age or older, like Wilson Brooks, he has to really attractive and sexy. I have to get that “I’m great in the sack” vibe from him right from the start, or else it’s a no-go, as far as I’m concerned.

		How wealthy a man was didn’t really interest her—she and Butch already had plenty of money—and men with a high degree of social standing didn’t appeal to her either. Just because a guy’s family had always had money and he’d grown up rich, didn’t make him a superior being, as far as Nora was concerned.

		A prestigious position in the community didn’t enter into her thinking. She wasn’t looking to replace Butch, after all, and marry some rich mover and shaker.

		Nora was interested in meeting some new…what was the phrase Wilson Brooks had used to describe his on-again, off-again girlfriends with benefits…“fuck buddies?” That’s what she was seeking; guys who she could call for a quick, satisfying roll in the hay on night like last night, when Butch wouldn’t be home until late.

		No, attracting the attention of a prominent man wouldn’t do at all. She needed guys like Michael or Wilson: men she could rendezvous with in a public place without creating a stir or getting her name mentioned on the local gossip circuit; men she could slip off with to their house or apartment, or some nondescript motel room for a few hours of illicit, extra-marital fun.

		God, I’m turning into such a slut! Nora told herself as she picked out three of the expensive blouses with the peek-a-boo fronts in different colors to try on.

		What really gave her pause was just how much she enjoyed the feeling of being…bad!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Putting It To The Test

		

		Everything returned to normal for a week or so. And then it abruptly changed again.

		Butch went to a lodge meeting after work, but when he came home a bit later than usual that night and joined Nora in bed, he turned to her and admitted, “I ran into someone after the meeting broke up; a gal used to sleep with regularly a few years back.”

		Nora, put down her Kindle and looked over at him expectantly. He sighed and confessed, “We used to fuck on a steady basis, a few years ago. One thing led to another tonight, and I got us a room and we went upstairs together. We were in the bar at the Sheraton, downtown, when I hooked up with her.”

		“Did you have a good time?” Nora asked, trembling all over as she thought of Butch in bed with someone else, but striving not let him see how much it still bothered her.

		“Yeah, I did,” Butch confessed sheepishly. “Like I said, we were old lovers and we fell right back into our familiar pattern in bed.”

		“Is…is she prettier than me?” Nora asked tentatively, trying like hell to keep her voice calm and unwavering.

		“No one’s prettier than you, doll,” he said, sounding sincere as he slid over to her side of the bed. “But she was there, and she was available; I’d been drinking. And one thing led to another, like I said before.”

		Nora felt her lower lip quivering and had to fight hard not to cry. Instead, she reached down under the covers, found the bottom of the nightie she was wearing, and pulled it up over her head and completely off.

		“W-What are you doing?” Butch asked, staring at his wife’s big, bare titties.

		“I’m going to make you forget all about that bitch, if I can,” Nora said with a tiny growl as she threw her naked body into his arms.

		Their kiss rapidly went from tentative, to hot, all the way to incendiary in a few heartbeats! Butch’s tee shirt and boxers soon disappeared and his hard dick was in her hand…

		

		****

		

		“Do it hard, if you want to,” Nora hissed back over her shoulder, “I’m getting used to its size!”

		Butch groaned and picked up his pace in his wife’s ass. He was kneeling on the bed behind her, feeding his long cock into the small, rosebud-like entrance between her tight little buns.

		“It’s been so long since we did this!” Butch huffed as he enthusiastically reamed out her shapely butt out.

		“Play with my clit,” she gasped, trying to ignore the discomfort his thick cock was causing inside her rarely-penetrated asshole. “Oh, yeah; just like that!”

		Her husband was massaging her pulsing clitoris more firmly now as he banged his fat cock deep into her butt. The tiny pink bead was awash in pussy oil by then and his big finger fondling it began to feel utterly divine!

		His large nut sac beat an insistent tattoo against his fingers and her clit as he ravaged her anus. But it was starting to feel so great!

		The fiery sensation of his big cock flying up and down in her forbidden hole was generating friction; creating a searing heat which spread from her clenching ass tunnel over to her well-stroked clitty. And Butch was rolling her left nipple between the thumb and forefinger of his other hand as well, while he knelt behind her on the bed.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, it’s starting to feel so fantastic!” Nora groaned appreciatively.

		“You’re telling me?” Butch panted as he rammed into her yet again. “I’d forgotten what a tight, fuckable little ass you’ve got, babe!”

		Nora felt a huge twinge of pre-come ecstasy course through her as Butch said that. She had asked if his old flame—the woman he had fucked tonight before her—ever gave him anal.

		When he’d said she didn’t, Nora had promised him that she would from now on; whenever he wanted it! As a result, he was balls-deep in her butt and, to her surprise, both of them seemed to be enjoying it no end!

		“Oh, sweetie, I’m going to come,” she gasped just then, feeling her orgasm hurtling down upon her.

		Her knockers gave a telltale jerk beneath Butch’s teasing fingers and her tummy muscles grabbed in time with them, in concert with her clasping pussy sheath! Butch gave a guttural growl and redoubled his efforts on her jerking tits as he sunk his dick as deep as he could into her bottom!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck, take it!” Butch roared as his come began to spurt into her intestines. “Jesus, what a tight ass you’ve got, honey!”

		Nora whimpered, the sensations rippling through her body were so intense. She moaned and twerked her ass around his buried cock, milking it for still more hot jism, and she was rewarded by another bellow on Butch’s part and a fresh torrent of ball juice!

		

		****

		

		“That…that was incredible,” Butch murmured as they cuddled together after the torrid ass-sex was over. “You’re way better at that than you used to be!”

		He flashed her a smile and asked playfully, “Have you been practicing or something?”

		She felt herself blushing as she answered, “I told you about that one older guy fucking me back there a few weeks ago; the one who comes like fire hydrant opening up when comes?”

		Nora reached around and patted his cheek as she added, “I hadn’t done anal in years before that, as you well know; since the last time I did it was with you, big boy!”

		“God, that seems like ages ago now,” Butch said, thinking back on it. “Wes Junior was still a baby, as I recall.”

		Neither of them spoke for long moments. He said, “We sure have some history between us, don’t we, cutie?”

		“We do,” she agreed, shifting her body around in his arms, so that her big tits were resting against his muscular chest. “And we’re not done yet. I feel as if we’re just getting started!”

		She reached down and got a hold of her husband’s gooey cock and began to stroke it back to hardness as they kissed…

		

		****

		

		Something seemed to change for Nora after that night. She suddenly began to feel more comfortable with their new…“arrangement”. Butch might occasionally stray, but she didn’t worry so much about that anymore.

		The steamy love that they had made that night seemed to assure them both that whatever happened separately, when they came back together; all would be well between them!

		Nora felt a new confidence in her sexual prowess that simply hadn’t been there before. She now realized that she could fuck and suck with the best of them, and she felt sure Butch was aware of that too. Nora now felt confident that he would always return to her in the end.

		

		****

		

		But what about me? She asked herself the question a week later, as she got ready to face the day after getting Butch off to work. Shouldn’t I be getting some extra-marital fun out of this Eighty/Twenty thing, too?

		After thinking it over some more, she decided that she should! Marching into her walk-in closet, she rummaged through her lingerie drawer and found the scrap of paper Michael Quinn had written his cell number down on all those weeks ago.

		Going back in the bedroom, she retrieved her phone from her purse and boldly dialed him up. He answered on the second ring and she heard hammering and the other familiar sounds of construction going on all around him.

		“Nora, I was losing hope that you’d ever call,” he said, his Irish brogue as charming and thick as ever.

		“I’ve been busy,” she lied.

		“Do you want to get together sometime soon?” His youthful voice sounded hopeful as he asked the question.

		“Maybe,” she answered teasingly, her heart pounding, her pussy starting to moisten at just the thought of being in bed with luscious young Michael again!

		“Are you busy this Friday night? Do you like to dance?”

		“What did you have in mind?” Nora answered, her heart beating even faster.

		She loved to dance but she and Butch rarely went anywhere where dancing was featured anymore. When they had first started dating, dancing and going to the movies had been a big part of their evenings out together. Now, they didn’t do either very often and she really missed it.

		“There’s a place in North Sac, just down the street from my apartment,” Michael replied. “It’s called Stoney’s Rockin’ Rodeo. They feature country and western music, and there’s a band I like appearing there this weekend.”

		Nora’s heart skipped a beat. She asked, “Where, exactly, is this place?”

		“On Del Paso Boulevard,” Michael answered.

		“Did it used to be named the Stoney Inn, by any chance?”

		“Might have been,” Michael said, “but if it was, that was before my time.”

		It sure would have been, Nora thought to herself, if it’s the same place I’m thinking about; Butch and I used to go dancing and drinking there when you were about six years old!

		“I’m a little surprised an Irishman like you is fond of country music,” Nora said teasingly.

		“It’s okay,” Michael replied. “I like rock better, but some country is alright, too. And besides, the place is within staggering distance of my apartment!”

		Nora’s mind was working frantically. She seemed to recall that Butch had some Mixed Martial Arts pay-per-view telecast he wanted to watch this Friday night; at one of his friend’s houses. He probably wouldn’t be getting home from that until around two in the morning.

		You’ve got to quit thinking like that! She chided herself. Butch owes you some Eighty/Twenty time; oodles of it! You don’t have to get home until the next morning--if you don’t want to-- and he can’t say a thing about it!

		“Okay, that sounds like fun,” she said into the phone. “I love to dance! Where should we meet?”

		“I’ll meet you inside the club at around nine,” he said, sounding elated. “I’ll walk over, and then we can drive back to my place together afterward, if you want.”

		“I’ll want,” she promised him boldly, and broke off the connection!

		

		****

		

		Nora had an old pair of expensive cowboy boots she never wore anymore that were still in great shape, and a fairly new pair of blue jeans with belled-out bottoms which would slide over the boots easily, and were just right for a night of country and western dancing. She put both of them on and was delighted to find that they both still fit.

		Turning this way and that in front of her full-length mirror, she thought the pants fit better now than when she had bought them a few years back. Her ass looked tighter and more youthful now in the snug-fitting denim pants than it had then.

		“I’ll have to buy a Western blouse,” she thought out loud; “something with pearl snaps”.

		Michael ought to love those, she told herself smugly. He can have my blouse off in a few seconds, once we get back over to his place!

		“Do I want to get a cowboy hat?” She asked herself as she stared at her image in the mirror.

		No, that would be a tad too much, she thought as she skimmed off the boots and Levi’s. Hats crush your hairdo, especially if you work up a sweat, dancing. I don’t want to spend the night in bed back at Michael’s place with…“hat hair”!

		She looked at her breasts inside their frilly bra as she pulled off her blouse, intending to wear something nicer when she went out shopping for a Western shirt to wear this coming Friday night. A smile spread across her face as she realized: Michael won’t be paying attention to my hair in any case…he’ll be too taken with…these!

		Nora gave her plump breasts a jiggle with one hand and watched them bounce fetchingly inside her bra in the mirror. She emitted a triumphant laugh and then went back into her closet to find something appropriate to wear out shopping today.

		

		****

		

		Nora was anything but a country and western girl. She had to go online to find a shop that catered to the lifestyle.

		Once inside the store, however, she found that she really liked the “look” the place was promoting. She was torn between an American Indian-themed blouse and a more traditional number in black and gold with white faux-pearl snaps.

		In the end, she chose the black and gold blouse. On a whim, she tried on cowboy hats and nearly bought one.

		She looked so cute in them! But her fear of “hat hair” won out over her love for cuteness.

		Then Nora saw a magnificent shearling coat on a mannequin and just had to try it on. It was made of burgundy-colored suede and lamb’s wool so soft that when the white fleece touched her cheek it reminded her of a billowy cloud come down to earth. She just had to have it!

		The price tag read three-thousand dollars and she didn’t even flinch, laying her American Express card—which she rarely used--on the counter top, her eyes never leaving the enchanting coat. The heavy outer garment would probably be too warm for most Sacramento fall and winter nights. It didn’t usually get below freezing all that often around here, even in the dead of winter, but she didn’t care!

		The beautiful coat looked like something a ranch wife might slip into to drive the family cattle herd down from a high mountain pasture, just before the snow flew. She and Butch didn’t have a ranch, or any cattle to herd, or a horse to herd them with.

		But that didn’t matter! She was in love with the coat and blouse, and with the idea of wearing them, when she met sexy young Michael Quinn again come Friday night!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Dancing, Fighting

		

		The Stoney Inn had undergone some big changes in decor since it had reopened as Stoney’s Rockin’ Rodeo. Back when she and Butch had frequented it, the place had been a laid-back, ex-hippie bar. Nowadays, it had a huge dance floor, lit-from-within cow skulls mounted on the walls, plus a mechanical bull for the braver patrons to try riding: the country and western ambiance was so thick you could cut it with a knife.

		She’d found a parking place on the deserted North Sacramento street, a block up from the bar, and walked down to it, dressed in her new shearling coat, her new blouse with the white pearlescent snaps, her tight jeans, and her cowboy boots. The bouncer at the door waved Nora right inside, eyeing the expensive coat and her overall Western look approvingly.

		The band hadn’t started quite yet, but they were up on the small bandstand, tuning their instruments, as the juke box played an old song by Brooks and Dunn; something about a neon moon. Stoney’s Rockin’ Rodeo was about three-quarters full, with new customers arriving all the time.

		Nora looked around for Michael Quinn but didn’t see him among the milling throng. She sidled up to the long bar and ordered a Manhattan, still searching the ever-growing crowd for him.

		“Well, ain’t you something special?” A male voice asked from behind her.

		She turned and saw a giant of a man looming over her, bottle of Coors in hand, leering downward. He was young, no older than twenty-five, and he was massive.

		“I’m Boone,” he said, “Boone Walker, at your service, ma’am.”

		He tipped the white cowboy he was wearing to her as he gave her a tiny bow of his head, his smile growing even wider. Nora decided the large young man wasn’t ugly; just plain, with a broad face, and curly brown hair that stuck out on all sides from underneath the hat.

		“I see you already have a drink,” Boone Walker said, glancing down at her nearly full Manhattan. “May I buy you another, when that one’s gone?”

		“I’m waiting for someone,” she answered dismissively and started to turn back toward the bar.

		“How do you know I’m not the one you’re waiting for?” Boone offered, along with his version of an engaging smile.

		“No, that’d be me,” an Irish-accented voice said just then.

		Michael Quinn stepped out from behind Boone Walker and stood next to Nora, a smile on his face, as he said, “Sorry I’m late, but there’s a short wait out front now, with the band about to start.”

		“You’re forgiven,” Nora told him with an answering smile.

		She held up her cocktail and said, “This is still my first drink and, as you can see, it’s almost full.”

		“Well, it’s sure been a pleasure to meet you,” Boone Walker said, cutting into their conversation. “I hope you’ll keep me in mind for a dance, once the band starts, ma’am.”

		“Uh, sure,” Nora replied absently, wishing the big, obviously-horny young lout would just go away.

		“I’ll hold you to that,” Boone grinned and tipped his hat once again, before wandering off into the crowd.

		“Asshole,” Michael muttered under his breath as the larger man disappeared.

		“Oh, he seemed quite nice,” Nora couldn’t resist teasing Michael. “If you hadn’t showed up just when you did, I was considering hooking up with him for the evening.”

		Michael laughed and said, “That would be a first; Boone Walker with a looker like you!”

		She said, “I take it Boone doesn’t do well with the ladies?”

		“Not so much,” Michael replied, stepping past her to the bar and ordering a beer, “he’s more of a brawler than a lover.”

		“He likes to fight?”

		“Loves it,” Michael said, accepting his Corona from the bartender, “many’s the time I’ve seen him beat the stuffing out of some poor fellow out back, in the parking lot.”

		Nora turned to the bartender and said, “Put that beer on my tab and keep it open, if you would.”

		Michael beamed and said, saluting her with the beer, “I’m with the prettiest girl in the place and she’s buying all of the drinks besides: I am going to Heaven after all—in fact, I’m already there!”

		

		****

		

		It was nearing eleven-thirty and Nora a little felt like she was in heaven herself. She had long ago lost count of the Manhattans she’d downed and--as she glided across the big dance floor with her head resting against Michaels manly chest, listening to the twangy music and moving perfectly in time with it--she thought about leaving with him soon; about going just down the street to his apartment…about fucking him!

		“How about giving me that dance, now, ma’am? An insistent, drunk-sounding male voice broke into her thoughts.

		She looked up and saw Boone Walker tapping Michael persistently on the shoulder, smiling down at her as he did so. The big man was clearly drunk by this late in the evening; he was weaving back and forth on his high-heeled cowboy boots, and the white hat was pushed back at a comic angle on his head as he stared down at her with bleary eyes.

		Nora felt Michael tense against her. He was six-three, the same height as Butch, but Boone Walker towered over him by a good four inches. And the drunken man’s chest and shoulders managed to make Michael’s awesome build look downright ordinary by comparison.

		“Uh, sure,” she said at last, releasing her embrace of Michael’s neck and stepping out of his arms. “One dance, okay?”

		“Sure,” Boone said, taking her in his massive arms, “once dance it is.”

		They stepped away across the semi-crowded dance floor, leaving Michael standing there by himself. He went over to the table he had been sharing with Nora and sat down dejectedly, picking up his half full beer.

		Boone Walker proved to be surprisingly light on his feet. He wasn’t a bad dancer at all.

		Nora didn’t snuggle into him the way she had when she’d been dancing with Michael. She remained much more aloof, holding herself away from the young man’s barrel chest and moving in a much more rigid manner than she had when she’d been dancing with her “date” for the evening.

		“Here, we can’t have that,” Boone said, noticing how far she was holding her body away from his.

		With that, he crushed her into his chest, and his right hand immediately began to roam all over her back as they danced. His big palm soon found her ass cheeks and came to rest on them.

		She started as he began to squeeze and knead the tight hillocks of her butt through the snug denim surface of her jeans. Nora reached around, found his straying hand, and firmly moved it upward, back onto the small of her back where it belonged.

		Boone was content to leave it there—for a few seconds. Then, the wayward hand began to move downward again, toward her ass once more.

		“That’ll be quite enough of that,” Michael’s voice challenged him as the hand abruptly stopped moving.

		Nora looked up and saw Michael standing next to them, gripping Boone’s wrist tightly; holding it in place. His normally carefree blue eyes now had a hardness about them that she hadn’t seen before.

		“You’ve had your dance,” Michael said to Boone in a no-nonsense tone, “now be off with you!”

		“The dance ain’t over yet,” Boone insisted; keeping Nora trapped in his bear-like embrace.

		“And I say it is,” Michael retorted, forcefully removing Boone’s hand from Nora’s ass.

		“I say it ain’t,” Boone whispered, his eyes blazing with drunken hostility.

		The two big men glared at each other for long seconds before Boone finally rasped, “How would you like to step out back and settle this once and for all, you Irish prick?”

		“Love to,” Michael growled.

		Nora’s heart leapt into overdrive! She knew it was wrong: she sternly told herself it was stupid and politically incorrect for her to respond to the looming violence between the two young men like this!

		But somewhere deep inside, she simply loved the idea that men were going to fight over her! In the early days of their courtship and marriage, Butch had gotten into numerous barroom scrapes because with other guys when they had been attracted by her beauty.

		And though she told herself that it was infantile, she found that she longed to see two strong young men brawling over her once again as the three of them headed for the back exit…

		

		****

		

		“Now, I’m going to insist on the strict observance of the Marquis of Queensbury rules,” Michael said as they reached the parking lot.

		“Huh?” Boone responded drunkenly.

		“They’re easy to understand,” Michael went on as he turned to face his opponent. “For one thing, they’ll be none of this!”

		He leaned forward suddenly and hit Boone in the nuts with his doubled up fist so hard he lifted the bigger man’s body clear off the ground. As he stepped backward, so he could deliver a boot toe directly to the bent-over Boone’s face, he said, “And this type of kicking won’t be allowed, either!”

		The sickening sound of Michael’s toe breaking Boone’s nose was accompanied by a gush of blood which inundated the boot before Michael could place it back on the ground. He grabbed Boone’s head with his left hand, knocking off the white cowboy hat in the process, and grabbed a handful of the unruly brown hair as he cocked his right fist to deliver the coup de gras.

		“And no hair-pulling; that’s for certain,” he grunted with the effort of throwing the huge right hand that plowed into Boone’s cheek; the one that put him on his back, bleeding profusely from his ruined nose; dead out.

		“Well, I guess that takes care of the rules,” Michael offered amiably in the direction of his unconscious antagonist. “Are you sure you understand them?”

		Drawing no answer from the knocked-out man, he smiled at Nora and said, “Well, we can take his silence for assent, I guess.”

		He presented his elbow to her and asked happily, “Shall we go back inside?”

		Nora stood looking at him open-mouthed. At last she said, “You never gave him a fair chance!”

		Michael looked slightly surprised by that statement and said, “Give that fooker a fair chance? Why, he’d wipe the parking lot with me! I’ve seen him fight before a few times, as I said earlier in the evening. Shall we?”

		

		****

		

		“Settle up our tab, would you, Nora-darlin’, whilst I have a word with the doorman,” Michael suggested when they got back to their table.

		He glanced nervously toward the back door as he finished his beer. When he was done chugalugging it he said, “It wouldn’t do to have that great lummox drown in his own blood. And it also wouldn’t do for us to still be here, when he regains consciousness.”

		Wordlessly, Nora gathered up her new shearling coat and her purse, and made her way over to the bar. She signed the credit card slip, adding a generous tip for the bartender and service staff while Michael made his way up to the front door.

		On her on the way outside, she passed the hustling bouncer as he sprinted towards the back door. Once outside the club, she and Michael walked to her car and got inside.

		She was just pulling away from the curb when she saw a huge figure in an off-center white cowboy, with blood all down the front of his white western shirt, burst through the door, shaking his fist at her departing car, followed by the bouncer.

		“That ‘fight’, if you want to call it that, reminded me of the knife-fight scene in an old movie called Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid,” Nora said chidingly, glancing at Michael out of the corner of her eye as she drove.

		“One of my all time favorites,” he replied charmingly. “I have the DVD at home, if you’d care to watch it with me sometime.”

		“I think I have a better idea as to how to spend our time together tonight,” she said, dropping her right hand into his lap as she drove and feeling his thick cock beginning to stiffen up inside his jeans.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Michael Again

		

		“You suck cock a porn star!” Michael sighed, sounding awe-struck, as he watched Nora’s lips going up and down on his enormous boner.

		They were naked together on his bed, she was on her tummy and he was sprawled back against the pillows. When they had staggered into his apartment minutes ago, the two of them had had great fun yanking the faux-pearl snaps loose on each other’s western shirts, and then stripping off their partner’s boots, socks, and jeans as well.

		Nora had still been beside herself with excitement! Though it hadn’t turned out to be much of a fight, the violent encounter between Michael and Boone Walker had still thrilled her: a primal part of her psyche was ecstatic at the notion that Michael had been willing to take on a hulking brawler like Boone over…her, the way that he had!

		“Jesus, your mouth feels marvelous on my dick,” Michael murmured as she sucked him as if she just couldn’t get enough of his rigid cock.

		“But now it’s time to fuck this hot little pussy of yours, Nora my darlin’,” he whispered, drawing her nursing lips free of his throbbing prick and turning her over onto her back.

		He sunk a big finger into her cunt and found it to be awash in lube. Smiling, he moved in between her legs and sighed, “Just as I thought; hot and wet and so tight, just the way I love it!”

		Nora sucked in her breath as she felt the huge cock filling her right up to the brim, in one long lunge! She threw her arms around Michael’s back as he began to ride her, and wrapped her legs around his rutting ass.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, give it to me!” She moaned out the words as he fucked her furiously. “That’s just the way I want it…hard and deep!”

		Michael gave her exactly the kind of fucking she had been craving. His thick cock plowed into her for the better part of twenty minutes, making her come twice.

		When his blue eyes finally rolled up in his head and he bellowed that he was coming inside her, she clutched him all the tighter and climaxed for a third time right along with him.

		Fuck, this kid might not come as much as Wilson Brooks does, but he still shoots a bunch when he spunks me! She thought as he unloaded inside her for the first time that night. And I love it!

		

		****

		

		“Naughty boy, had you been saving all that up for me?” She quizzed him when she came out of the bathroom minutes later.

		“It has been somewhat of a dry spell recently,” Michael admitted with a grin as she got back into bed with him. “But now you’re here to take care of my…needs, Nora, my love.”

		“I am at that,” Nora agreed, fondling his gooey cock and then popping it into her mouth.

		“Oh, fuck, but you’re a delightfully wicked girl,” Michael groaned as she nursed him back to full hardness. “Not every woman would suck a cock with a man’s spunk and her own jizz all over it as eagerly as you do!”

		“I’m not most women,” Nora commented succinctly, as she came up for air. “And I just love sucking cock!”

		“It shows,” Michael sighed contentedly. “It really shows!”

		“You ain’t seen nothing yet, junior!” She hissed as she let his gleaming cock slide between her dangling tits, sitting back on her knees so that she could bunch them around it.

		“Oh, what firm, lovely bed of flesh they make!” He gasped as she began to expertly “titty-fuck” him.

		Nora made sure to lick his cock head thoroughly each time it emerged from the tight tunnel of breast she created when she forced them together for him to fuck. Michael caught on quickly, sliding his magnificent cock up between them as if it was still buried in her slick pussy sheath.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I just love to feel a thick, hot prick up against my titties,” she murmured as he really started to give it to the artificially-created trough of female flesh. ‘You can come like this, if you want. I don’t mind: spray it right up into my face and hair, you hot young stud!”

		Michael moaned at the very thought of doing that and began to fuck up into her tits even faster. She laved his cock head every time it popped out of the tunnel her shoved-together breasts made, and she soon had Michael squirming around on the bedspread.

		“Shoot it, baby,” she urged him in a breathy voice. “Give me all you’ve got!”

		I’ll have to do this with Wilson next time I see him, she thought as Michael got ready to come. What a spunk-bath he’d give me!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; here it comes!” Michael wailed as the first streamer of come shot out of his cock and spattered all over her face.

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah; just like that!” She cooed as she licked up all the hot jism her tongue could reach as she braced herself for his second jet of come…

		

		****

		

		“I wasn’t expecting that much; not after all of that hot goo you sprayed into my pussy, when we fucked,” she confided in him, soaping his pecs with teasing fingers as she stared up into his handsome face adoringly.

		“Sure, and a girl like you draws everything a man’s got out of him,” Michael sighed, clearly remembering how cool it had felt to jizz her face, neck, and tits with his jetting spend just minutes ago.

		“Everything,” she asked teasingly, moving her soapy hands down his hard abs, across his flat stomach and down to his dangling genitals, “you mean I got it all, already?”

		Michael’s cock began to stir to life under her caressing fingertips. He grinned and said, “Maybe not all of it; not just yet!”

		She kissed him and noted that he didn’t pull away when he tasted himself on her tongue and in her mouth. His cock got harder, as a matter of fact. And that made her very, very horny!

		Nora felt her nipples spike beneath the warm shower spray and knew her pussy was once more as wet as it could be—and not from the shower! She leaned forward and rubbed her hard little nubs against his hairy chest as they kissed and felt Michael’s cock jerk in her hand.

		Do I want him in the shower, she asked herself, or should I wait until we’re back in the bedroom?

		She knew she could have his hard young cock any way she wanted it. This handsome boy was putty in her hands, after all, and she found that excited her no end!

		

		****

		

		“Do it!” She begged him. “Take my ass! But go slow: I’ve never had one as big as yours back there before!”

		The two of them, still mildly damp from the shower, were back on the bed. Nora’s ass was well-lubed with sex gel, as was Michael’s once again hard cock.

		He’d told her he’d never been with a woman who wanted to perform anal with a cock as big as his before and Nora hadn’t been able to resist! Now, as he prepared to penetrate her, she was beginning to regret her boldness.

		Michael was thicker than either Butch or Wilson—the only other men she’d ever had anal sex with—and he was a little longer as well. She gritted her teeth as he nudged his prick into her ass opening gingerly, plainly as afraid as she was that he’d hurt her with his considerable length and girth.

		“Oh, God, oh, God,” she moaned softly as the big head finally forced its way into her anus, “you’re so fucking huge!”

		Michael made a strange little mewling sound before blurting, “Fuck, Nora, you’re so hot back there…so tight!”

		He eased his hips forward, lancing another inch of his lengthy cock down into her snug little hole. She groaned in agony/ecstasy and hunched her hips backward; to show him she wanted still more!

		He grunted with effort as he breached her fully; this time he didn’t stop driving forward until she felt his scratchy pubic hair up against both ass moons. She sighed and thought: all of it, I’ve got all of that magnificent young cock up my ass now!

		“P-Play with my clitty as you fuck my butt!” She pleaded. “If you do it just right, I’ll come for you, right when you unload in my ass!”

		Michael didn’t need to be told twice. He began to fondle her clit eagerly, reaching under her as she knelt before him on her hands and knees.

		She didn’t have to tell him to tweak her nipples with the other hand. He figured that out all by himself, snaring her jiggling right breast as it shook from his frantic lunges deep into her ass.

		“Oh, yeah; just like that,” Nora cooed, reveling in the wonderful sensations Michael’s hands were now causing throughout her whole body.

		Even his larger-than-normal cock was beginning to feel better inside her ass, as it rutted up and back, lighting a fire in her snug sheath that merged with the deepening pulses coming from her tits and her clitty. She moaned and wriggled her bottom against his thrusts, driving his prick in all the way inside her with each penetration.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what an ass you’ve got!” Michael rasped, minutes later, as he bore down harder on her clit. “Got to cream it; I’ve got to spunk that hot little hole!”

		Nora felt the heavenly spasms now rippling through her grow closer together as he fucked her flat-out in the butt. She moaned again, and then whined, “Oh, Michael; I’m going to come! You’re hot ass-fucking is making me…cooooome!”

		All at once, her entire body just seemed to explode into orgasm! Her tits heaved in time with her clenching ass and her gripping pussy sheath, trapping his cock deep inside her back entrance.

		“Ugh! Oh, fuck, take it!” He screamed. “Take my hot come…right up your asssssssssss!”

		The fiery jets of spunk from his youthful balls flew up into her. Her tight rear tunnel quickly filled up with his slippery jism, and it began to overflow around his once again hammering dick, running down onto her clit.

		As he massaged the hot goo into her pulsing love bead, her climax seemed to deepen; to grow even hotter! She wriggled and moaned beneath him, her whole body shivering and shaking with release, so much so that he could barely keep his spewing cock inside it!

		“Oh, fuck me!” Nora begged in total ecstasy. “Fuck me hard; right in the ass!”

		

		****

		

		“That was incredible,” Michael sighed as he held her close, spooning her sated body from behind. “Your little butt is even tighter than that hot pussy of yours!”

		She smiled at him over her shoulder as she turned her head to look at him and said, “Not anymore; that monster cock of yours ruined it!”

		He laughed and said, “That’s not what you said when you were coming. You wanted it harder and deeper, I seem to recall.”

		“You made me come so great,” Nora admitted. “I might have said anything, I was so excited!”

		A few seconds went by, and then Michael said, “None of the girls I’ve been to bed with before would give me anal. They said my cock was too thick to take back there.”

		“Silly little bitches,” she breathed hotly, turning around in his arms so that her large tits were pressed up against his pecs, “they don’t know what they’re missing!”

		She kissed him and his prick started to stiffen up again right away. Nora thought: Youth…it’s so wonderful, even better than Viagra!

		

		****

		

		“Just a little something to remember this night by,” she said as she reached the door to his apartment.

		“As if I’d ever forget it,” he murmured, kissing her again.

		When they finally broke off the kiss, Nora opened his bathrobe and kissed her way across his big chest—taking time to lave both nipples with her devilish tongue as she went—and then slowly kissed her way down his furry belly. He groaned as she dropped to her knees in front of him and took his half-hard cock into her mouth once more.

		“Oh, fuck, you do that so nice,” he sighed as she blew him. “No one sucks my cock as good as you do, Nora-my love!”

		Nora’s head went in and out on his rapidly stiffening prick. She swiped at it with her tongue as she sucked, hefting his big balls in the palm of her hand as she worshipped his dick with her mouth.

		Got to taste it again, she told herself, I want a nice mouthful to swallow, so I can savor it all the way home!

		“Jesus,” Michael croaked as she really went to town on his prick, “Jesus, what a blowjob!”

		Michael’s knees appeared to weaken, and he sagged back against the door as she continued to suck and lick his hard cock like a wild woman. He ran his fingers through her golden locks as she nursed even harder and lapped endlessly at his throbbing shaft.

		It was obvious, what she wanted. And he was only too happy to give it to her!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, God,” he groaned out the words as his prick leapt in her mouth a few minutes later and a huge wad of jism spattered against her tongue.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Nora said as she swallowed it and licked for more…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Halloween

		

		Normally, it took fifteen or twenty minutes to drive from North Sacramento to the part of town Nora and Butch called home. But at three in the morning, the drive took only twelve minutes, because the streets were all but deserted.

		She was surprised to see the lights on at her house as she rounded the corner onto their street. Nora pulled into the garage, shut off the car’s engine and went inside.

		The kitchen light was on, and she could tell from the dirty pots and pans scattered across the counter top and in the sink that Butch had made himself a midnight snack from left-overs in the refrigerator when he’d gotten home. After quickly policing up the kitchen and putting everything in the dishwasher, she made her way up to the master bedroom, turning off lights as she went.

		Butch was slightly drunk—she could tell that just from looking at him—sitting up in the bed, pretending to read a fishing magazine. He stared up at her and grinned crookedly.

		“What are you supposed to be?” He asked, looking askance at her shearling coat, her Western blouse, her cowboy boots and her tight, bell-bottomed jeans. “Halloween isn’t for two weeks yet, is it?”

		“Very funny,” she said as she took off the coat, threw it across a chair, and unsnapped her shirt. “I went out dancing at a country and western bar tonight; I’ll have you know, with a very cute young guy.”

		She managed to shed the boots and her socks, and then wriggled out of her jeans, tossing them over on top of the coat. Unsnapping her bra and whisking off her panties, she sauntered over to the bed, dropping her sheer nightie into place over her naked body as she came.

		“Same guy as before,” Butch asked, attempting—but not quite succeeding—to sound nonchalant about the whole thing, “the one who fucked you silly a few weeks ago?”

		She gave him a knowing smile and said, “Yes. And he did it again tonight!”

		Butch’s voice was a low growl as he reached over and drew her into him, saying, “Did you like it?” Did you like having a strange cock in that tight little pussy of yours again?”

		She giggled, because he was tickling her ribs as he crushed her body up against his, and admitted, “Yeah, you bet I did! That kid has a really nice one…and he knows how to use it, too!”

		Butch shook his head and murmured, “You little slut! You love teasing me about how good he was in bed, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” she admitted defiantly, staring up at him. “Now come here and make me forget all about him!”

		They were like animals with each other after that. Butch’s tee shirt and boxers seemed to fly off while they frantically pawed at one another—making out all the while--as did Nora’s nightie.

		He was rock-hard and in her in an instant, fucking like mad, grunting as he took her. She clawed at him, urging her man to: “fuck me harder; deeper, just like he did!”

		Butch rammed into her as deep as he could get, over and over again. He mashed his lips against hers as they fucked, exploring her mouth with his tongue; ignoring the vague trace of another man’s come he found there.

		Nora was in cock-heaven! She thrust her pelvis against his as they fucked and fucked, adoring every hot moment they shared together, remembering Michael, but loving Butch with all her heart!

		God, I’m one fucked up bitch! She confessed to herself joyfully just as she was about to come. But I love this! God help me, but I just love this!

		

		****

		

		What a hot piece of ass she is! Butch thought as he reclaimed his straying wife. I thought my little Nora was sexy before, but she was never like this! She’s like another woman entirely, when she’s been out catting around on me…getting herself some strange cock!

		He gripped her even tighter and groaned as he felt his nuts tightening. Butch stared down into those familiar green eyes and found that he loved her more at that moment than he ever had.

		“H-Here it is,” he gasped. “Take my hot come up that cheating little pussy of yours!”

		He began to flood her with jizz and she gave a tiny squeak of surprise at how much there was of it, and then started to shake beneath him from her own orgasm as he emptied his nuts into her warmth.

		“Oh, oh, God; there’s so much,” she whispered in his ear, and he could feel her pussy contracting around his gushing cock.

		“You really turn me on, Nora, when you’ve been out being nasty with another guy!” He panted the words out as he creamed her. “I just want to drown you in hot come!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you’re sure doing that, you big stud! Keep it up; it feels so haaawwwttt!”

		He growled out his pleasure and pumped her full of his spunk. At last, the spurting stopped and his dick began to soften up inside her.

		“God, that was good,” he sighed, pulling out.

		“It sure was,” Nora agreed, her eyes shining with delight…and mischief! She said, “I hope you’ve still got some of that hot, gooey stuff of yours left, because that kid fucked me in the ass, too. So you’ve got to butt-fuck me tonight, if you want to reclaim your wife totally!”

		Butch grinned at her and said as he reached over to open the top drawer of his nightstand, where the sex gel was, “I guess I’ll just have to do that, then…”

		

		****

		

		“Last night was perfect,” Butch sighed at nine the next morning.

		They lay cuddled together, still naked, having fallen asleep in each other’s arms after their torrid butt-fuck. He nuzzled her and said, “Don’t you think so, doll?”

		Nora laughed and nodded that she did, saying, “You ought to have experienced it from my side! A night of drinking and dancing with a handsome young boy--who ended up getting into a fight over me out in the parking lot of the bar we were at—plus a few hours of exquisite sex with him; then returning home, only to be ravaged continually by studly husband!”

		She winked at Butch and sighed, “It was divine!”

		He grinned and then asked, “A fight you say? How did that come about?”

		Nora told him about it, carefully leaving out the name of the bar, and the names of the two combatants. She did mention the clever way Michael had gotten the jump on the much bigger man, while explaining the Marquis of Queensbury “rules” to him.

		“I bet you got very excited, watching two guys brawl over you,” Butch suggested cannily, after her description of the fight was finished.

		“Oh, why do you say that?” She asked coyly.

		“Because,” he said, turning her to face him, “you always did when we were young, when I’d have to ‘defend your honor’ out at some bar.”

		“You were always very gallant,” she said, kissing him lightly on the cheek.

		She felt his cock stirring against her belly and brushed his short hair back off his forehead. He grinned and continued, “Guys were always hitting on you back then, even after we got married and you had a ring on your finger.”

		“That’s because I was a real beauty, when I was younger,” she said with a smile.

		“You still are,” he whispered, drawing her in closer, so he could kiss her…

		

		****

		

		“So much sex for one girl,” she sighed happily, struggling to regain her breath as Butch rolled off her. “I don’t know how I ever lived without it!”

		“That’s it for me,” her husband wheezed, fighting to regain his breath. “I’m totally fucked-out!”

		She mussed his hair up and said with a grin, “We’ll see about that. We have the whole weekend ahead of us.”

		Nora reached for Butch’s gooey cock and took it in her hand, saying, “I bet we can breathe some life back into this dead soldier before the day is out, if we really try.”

		Butch gave her a look and said, “Honest to God, Nora! What’s gotten into you lately? You never used to be this…enthusiastic about sex!”

		Several very nice dicks—besides this one—have gotten into me lately, she thought. And I love it!

		But she didn’t say that, of course. To her husband, she said simply, “I don’t know. I seem to be more attuned to my…sensual side lately. Why, don’t you like the new me?”

		“I didn’t say that,” Butch hastened to explain. “It’s just such a change is all.”

		There was silence between them. At last, he said, “I guess it’s the new…arrangement. We’re still getting used to it.”

		Nora nodded agreement, saying, “I think it’s going to work out great, after we do.”

		She looked at Butch and smiled as she added, “We’re having a lot more and a lot better sex, both with each other and with new people. And I think that’s healthy, as long as you’re still okay with it.”

		Butch was quick to assure her, “Oh, I’m alright with it. I get a little jealous sometimes. But I’m getting to be more okay with it as time goes on.”

		“The reclamation sex helps with that, I think,” she said softly, kissing him on the cheek once more.

		“Oh, it definitely does,” Butch nodded agreement. “I really like that part of it!”

		Again, there was an amiable silence between them until Nora commented, “It’s getting on toward the holidays. We’re going to have to behave ourselves when Wes Junior and Miranda are home over the Thanksgiving and Christmas breaks. No country and western dancing dates for me, and no more going-upstairs-at-the-Sheraton for you; you’ll have to come right home after your club meetings and I’m going to have to tow the line as well!”

		“Sounds kind of boring,” Butch said with a sigh. “But the kids are important, so I’ll do it, I guess.”

		“I will, too,” Nora promised him. “After all, it’s only for a few weeks, right?”

		

		****

		

		But the real holidays weren’t here yet, so they had several weeks left to prepare for them. In the meantime, there was Halloween. And it turned out to be a very different sort of Halloween than Butch and Nora had ever experienced before!

		It all started when Wilson Brooks called Nora from out of the blue one afternoon and asked her if she might be interested in attending a very unusual Halloween party with him, as his date. He explained, somewhat awkwardly, that it was a swinger party he wanted to take her to.

		Wilson said that he was a casual member of the local swingers’ club, attending only a few parties a year. The club’s annual Halloween get-together sounded as if it was going to be a top notch affair, so he was thinking seriously about attending, if he could talk a hot enough date into going with him to such an…unusual venue.

		“You…uh….wouldn‘t necessarily have to….participate in sex with anyone other than me that night,” Wilson promised her haltingly over the phone. “You could simply watch. That’s perfectly acceptable behavior, especially for someone who’s attending their first swingers’ club party.”

		“What night is it?” Nora found herself asking, wildly excited at just the thought of attending such a risqué event.

		She had never even considered doing something like that before now! Imagine her, of all people, at a swinger party!

		“It’s on Saturday, the twenty-eighth,” Wilson Brooks explained. “Halloween, as you no doubt know, falls during the middle of the week this year. And most of our members have family obligations—kids’ parties, taking their little one out trick-or-treating, and the like—so they wouldn’t be able to attend a party thrown on the actual night of Halloween.”

		“I’ll have to see what Butch is doing that night before I tell you yes or no,” Nora cautioned him.

		“How is the Eighty/Twenty arrangement between you two working out so far?” The lawyer asked.

		“Not bad at all; but we’re still getting used to it,” Nora admitted. “That’s why I have to check with Butch about his plans for that night.”

		“That’s entirely understandable,” Wilson assured her. “I hope to hear back from you soon, and I hope you’ll be telling me that you’ll go!”

		They said their good-byes and Nora broke the connection. A swinger party; how insanely unusual, especially for a girl like her!

		

		****

		

		She decided not to mention to Butch the exact nature of the Halloween party she’d been asked to attend. Her husband didn’t have to know everything, right; now that they were officially an 80/20 couple?

		She kept waiting to mention it to him, hoping he would say something about being busy that Saturday night himself. So it was only a few days before the event when she finally broached the subject to him.

		“This Saturday, huh,” he asked when she brought it up.

		His handsome face broke into a big, relieved grin as he said, “That sounds great to me, babe!”

		Reading her surprised reaction, he said, “A gal I know…the one I saw at the Sheraton that night…has invited me to go with her to a Halloween party on that very night. And I’ve been racking my brain for a way to tell you about it!”

		She smiled and said, “80/20, remember; we don’t have to go through all of these contortions and make up lies to tell each other anymore! We simply can say we want that night off, if it’s okay with the other person, and we’re done!”

		“Very cool,” Butch said, nodding his approval, “very cool, indeed!”

		

		****

		

		And so it was that Nora Marshall found herself calling Wilson Brooks a few days before that fateful Saturday, telling him that she would be thrilled to attend the party with him, providing she could find something appropriate to wear as a costume.

		“What sort of an outfit does a girl wear to an affair like this one?” She asked, perplexed.

		She didn’t want to seem too…slutty, now did she? And yet she sensed that a standard witch costume or even a regular naughty nurse get-up might not prove to be racy enough for this kind of party!

		“Let me make all the arrangements for your costume,” Wilson offered. “I’ve been to a few of these swinger dress-up parties over the years. I know just what to buy, so that you’ll blend in with the crowd. You can come over here before the party, change into it, and away we’ll go.”

		There was a small pause and then he said, “I assume you’ll want to stay here, with me, for the rest of the night, after the party is over?”

		She thought about that for a moment, and then figured: ‘what the hell?’ Butch is likely to be out all night with his little…‘friend’; so why not?

		“Be sure to lay in some breakfast supplies,” she answered him boldly, “and I’ll fix us something to eat before I drive home the next morning!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Party Night

		

		“Y-You can’t be serious about me wearing…that tonight?” Nora asked as she stared down in something like horror at the well-beyond-skimpy costume Wilson Brooks had just laid out for her on the bed.

		The lawyer merely grinned and said, “Believe me, a great many of the women attending this particular party would think this costume very conservative. And by midnight, most of the guests will be wearing nothing but a big smile!”

		She looked at the costume he was wearing and frowned, saying, “If that’s true, how come yours is so…modest by comparison?”

		He reached down and, with a flourish, undid the zipper at the front of his all-black Zorro costume, and his cock and balls immediately tumbled out of it. The costume unzipped all the way down to the middle of his crotch, Nora now saw, meaning he could let his manly “equipment” spill forth in an instant, should the need arise!

		Wilson carefully tucked his nuts and limp penis back inside the costume and re-zipped the fly. Again, he grinned at her.

		“Some men go for the bare look, of course,” he added, “just like their wives or dates.”

		He shrugged and went on to say, “I’m no muscle-man, so I like to keep my clothing on until things get…heated, shall we say, later in the evening?”

		“What do you mean by, ‘heated’?” She asked; the nervousness evident in her voice.

		“Well, I don’t know how long the two of us are going to stay at tonight’s party, so it may turn out to be a moot point in any case. I can’t know beforehand how comfortable you’re going to feel with swinging,” Wilson explained.

		“If you’re turned off by it, we’ll no doubt be leaving early, before the orgy room even gets into full swing, so we might not be making an appearance at that particular venue this evening.”

		“O-Orgy room,” Nora repeated doubtfully, “what’s…that?”

		“Most big parties, like this one, have a room set aside where pretty much anything goes,” Wilson explained. “It’s usually all but pitch-black inside, except for a flickering candle or two. Some of the orgy rooms can be pretty elaborate, with mirrors mounted on all walls and the ceiling, so participants can watch themselves as they…uh, carry on!”

		Nora felt a huge rush of excitement course through her as she stared down at the almost non-existent “naughty schoolgirl” costume and then imagined herself wearing it inside the orgy room tonight! She sucked in a big breath of air and asked apprehensively: “What…what happens inside the orgy room, exactly?”

		“Well, most guests are totally nude by the time they enter, and as I said, anything can and does happen within the confines of the orgy room…anal sex, cock-sucking, regular fucking; occasionally fisting,” his voice trailed off and he looked right at Nora and advised her, “so don’t even think about going inside if you’re not comfortable with participating in all of that, and more!”

		So much for wearing my little schoolgirl costume into the orgy room, Nora thought ruefully, wondering for what seemed like the thousandth time since she had accepted Wilson’s invitation to accompany him tonight, if she was ready to attend a party like this one! Apparently, the only costume acceptable in that room is your…birthday suit!

		She had been quite naked in front of Wilson Brooks before, so she didn’t hesitate now, as she shed her regular clothes with a deep sigh and started to wriggle into her costume, what there was of it! First of all, she donned the lacey red, “crotch-less panties”—the only pair of those she’d ever worn—and got into the extremely short plaid “schoolgirl” skirt. The skimpy little thing barely covered her butt cheeks!

		Next, she slid dropped the pre-tied necktie around her neck and tightened it up until it hung down to just the start of her cleavage. The plaid of the tie matched the plaid of the impossibly short skirt.

		The “blouse”—such as it was—consisted of a totally sheer, gossamer-thin garment which didn’t even have buttons. The wearer was expected to tie it closed at the bottom, leaving her bare breasts completely exposed to everyone’s gaze through the whisper-thin material. And Nora seriously doubted the flimsy blouse’s ability to hold her big girls in place when she began to walk!

		“I feel positively naked!” Nora whined, looking down at her nearly-nude body in despair.

		Wilson Brooks smiled and said, “That’s the whole point of ladies’ Halloween costumes at a swinger party. Everyone can clearly see what is being offered, and yet you’re still clothed!”

		

		****

		

		Butch felt like a prime asshole, dressed as he was, on the way to pick up Valerie Della Plante, the woman who had invited him to accompany her to the swingers’ Halloween party tonight. She had asked him to squire her to the risqué event and—since swinging was something he had always secretly wanted to try--he had accepted, especially after Nora had told him she was going to be out tonight, too!

		Valerie was hot little number, or at least she had been seven or eight years ago, when she and Butch had shared a torrid extra-marital affair for a while. Val wasn’t married anymore—no surprise there, since she had always been a real run-around-Sue type; Butch had suspected he wasn’t her only lover, even back during their affair—and she wasn’t quite the fem fatale she had been back when they were fooling around together regularly either.

		Her big tits were just starting to exhibit their first hint of the middle-age sag most large-breasted women eventually experienced. And her face, while still very alluring as far as he was concerned, didn’t look quite as young and irresistible as it once had either.

		Butch thought about it and realized his wife, Nora, was aging much better than Valerie. Nora was still as hot as she could be, both clothed and naked, what with all the dieting, the gym work, and her frequent visits to one of the most expensive beauty spas in town.

		“I really like that waxed-bare pussy look, too, and that bright blonde hair, now that I’ve gotten used to it,” he sighed aloud as he drove.

		And when he actually thought about it, Nora was slightly better in the sack than Valerie was too. Nora could give a man a blowjob he’d remember for the rest of his life, while Valerie didn’t really like to swallow a man’s jizz all that much.

		Oh, she pretended she did, making all the right noises when you went off in her mouth. But as often as not, she’d just hold it inside for a while and then let it dribble down onto her big breasts, like some kind of porn slut in an X-rated video might have done, instead of downing it.

		Some guys might enjoy that, but not Butch. He preferred his women to gulp down his copious come like they couldn’t get enough of it and suck eagerly for more!

		“That’s the way a girl ought to react, when you come in her mouth,” Butch muttered aloud, steering his pick-up truck into the exclusive condo community where Valerie now lived.

		She had gotten this place as part of the settlement from her last divorce, Butch knew. He thought once more about how much a divorce from Nora might have cost him and was more grateful than ever for the new, looser arrangement they’d found, allowing them to stay together.

		He pulled up in front of the address Valerie had texted him and shut off the motor. Normally, he’d have gotten out and walked up to the porch; then squired her back out to his truck.

		But dressed as he was, in the ridiculous devil costume she’d picked out for him to wear to the party tonight, he didn’t want to take a chance on being seen! Instead, he tooted the horn twice, feeling like an ill-mannered high school kid who didn’t know the first thing about proper date etiquette!

		Valerie’s front door opened a few seconds later and she came sashaying down the front walk, dressed in an ankle-length cloak. She also had on a fake tiara and four inch heels, making her nearly as tall as Butch.

		She opened the door to the truck and got in. He said apologetically, gesturing at his devil costume as he spoke, “I would have come up to the door and walked you down, or at least gotten out of the truck to open the door for you. But I didn’t want anyone to see me dressed like this!”

		Valerie, who was a statuesque brunette, laughed and opened her cloak. She was completely naked under it, except for a sheer, shiny, bra-like corset and a pair of matching thong panties which seemed to spotlight her shaved pussy lips, rather than hide them.

		“At least your costume covers up the essentials,” she said, in that breathy growl of a voice that he’d always found so sexy and alluring.

		“You’re going to go to the party dressed like that?” Butch asked, thunderstruck by the brevity and transparency of her costume.

		“That’s the kind of party it is; remember, honey?”

		

		****

		

		Wilson Brooks drove them to a huge two-story mansion hidden away in a very tony part of town, just off of Fair Oaks Boulevard. The house was massive, as were the two gates that blocked off the driveway.

		But they stood open tonight, and there were twenty or thirty cars already parked haphazardly in the driveway when they arrived. Wilson parked his sleek Mercedes sedan as close to the large front doors as he could manage and they walked up the drive together, arm and arm.

		Nora was glad the front of the estate was so thickly landscaped with trees and shrubs. Despite her barely-there costume, she felt secure from the stares of passing motorist, hidden away as she was by the lush growth.

		Her heart started to pound in earnest once again; however, as she stood next to Wilson Brooks on the well-lighted porch while he rang the bell. The inside of the house would be full of people, and all of them would soon be seeing her body so lewdly displayed! This costume was so brief, she felt as if she was attending the party naked!

		“Wilson, and who is this lovely creature?” The smiling man at the door inquired as soon as it opened.

		“This is my date for the evening, Tom,” he announced proudly. “Her name is Nora.”

		The tuxedoed vampire at the door smiled, revealing his pointy canines, and stepped back so they could enter. He said, “I’m Tom Doherty and this is my wife, Jessica. We’ll be your hosts for tonight, Nora, so welcome aboard!”

		Jessica Doherty was barely older than Nora’s college-age daughter. The party’s hostess was tall and willowy; except for two humongous breasts—which were clearly the result of surgical enhancement—and a sumptuous, shapely ass that didn’t fit with her trim body type either.

		Nora could see all of this because Jessica wore a floor-length gown that was both shimmeringly beautiful and so sheer you could see right through it. And the young woman was wearing absolutely nothing underneath it.

		Tom is really handsome, Nora thought as she shook hands with the couple, and Wilson was right: I’m conservatively dressed, compared to her!

		As soon as they had finished exchanging greetings with their hosts for evening, Wilson escorted Nora into the main room, to mingle with the other guests. She tried to keep her eyes from widening and her jaw from dropping as she saw more casually displayed female flesh than she might have seen in the ladies’ locker room at her pricy gym!

		Here and there, she saw a loose-hanging dick and a set of balls, too. Some of the men attending this party were dashingly handsome, and young; those were the ones who tended to favor the more revealing male costumes.

		The older, more distinguished-looking male swingers were like Wilson Brooks; they stuck to more traditional costumes which covered most their bodies. Some of those costumes were risqué enough in their own right, it was true—Nora saw a six-foot penis and a medieval courtier with an obscenely long codpiece jutting upward from the front of his costume’s tights—but most of the male costumes hid the owners’ genitals from view.

		Not so with the women! Almost everyone of the female persuasion had her “goodies” on full display, for all to see!

		I’m so glad I go to the gym often, and that I work out so hard once I get there! Nora had the thought as she glanced around at tonight’s…‘competition’.

		Some of the female swingers seemed to be proudly displaying saggy breasts, dumpy asses, and tons of cellulite amid their skimpy costumes. Here and there, she saw the start of a second chin, and crow’s feet that were so pronounced not even the skillful application of expensive cosmetics could hide them completely.

		“Some of these girls should accept their physical limitations and cover up more,” she whispered disapprovingly to Wilson as they made their way across the large room to a serve-yourself bar over in the corner.

		“Yes, but all of them love sex, or they wouldn’t be here,” Wilson advised her sagely, as he made her a cocktail and then one for himself.

		She noted that he slipped a small blue pill out of a pocket in his costume and downed it with his first swallow of whiskey. He smiled at her and whispered, “There’s oodles of pussy here tonight, and I intend to sample some of it before we adjourn to my place later.”

		Nora tried not to look shocked by that admission but realized she hadn’t totally succeeded when he added, “There’s lots of cock here as well. And I won’t be the least bit jealous if you decide to indulge yourself a little, too. After all, it is that kind of party!”

		She took a big gulp of her drink before saying, “I just might do that, since you don’t mind. Some of these guys are downright yummy to look at!”

		He just grinned at her and nodded that he understood…

		

		****

		

		Nora couldn’t believe how wet her pussy was, or how pronounced her nipples were! A third young man had just asked her to…fuck!

		She’d almost said “yes” to this last one. He was particularly scrumptious!

		Dressed as a Roman Legionnaire, in a short tunic with phony plastic armor, he had been so well-hung that the head of his free-swinging cock had been peeking out from under the hem of his costume when he’d asked her if she’d care to go upstairs with him. She’d almost gone, but Wilson was still at her side, and she’d still felt a bit funny about excusing herself from her “date” for the evening to go running off to fuck another man!

		“You can do better than Todd,” Wilson told her after she’d turned the young man down, leaning over to whisper in her ear. “He’s hung, but the ladies tell me he has a short fuse. You really have to work to get yourself off with young Todd Monroe, from what I hear.”

		Nora stared at him in shock and finished her cocktail. It was her third one of the evening, consumed in rapid succession, so she was feeling no pain as she murmured, “Thanks for the tip! Who should I try, if I want to treat myself to an awesome fuck at this party?”

		To her surprise, her date for the evening nodded toward a tall, distinguished-looking gentleman wearing an Arab costume, and who was standing just a few steps away from them, regaling a small knot of admirers with an amusing story. Wilson said, “That’s Cyril St. Germaine. He and his wife, Aubrey, are two of the most libertine, pre-eminent swingers in the club. Cyril’s cock is nearly a foot long when it’s hard, and it’s plenty thick, too. Plus, he can last all night if he wants to, take it from me.”

		She looked at Wilson in surprise and he rushed to explain just how he knew all of this by blurting, “I’ve doubled Aubrey with him on many occasions. And I’ve seen him in action in the orgy room quite a few times as well. Believe me when I say he’s the stud’s stud!”

		Nora was just about to ask him more about the tall, dashingly handsome man standing a few feet away from her, when Butch—dressed in a devil’s costume—stepped into the main room with an all-but-naked woman on his arm…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Hijinks

		

		Well, well, well, I could really see myself attending more parties like this one! Butch Marshall thought approvingly as he and Valerie stepped into the massive front room. Women who are all but naked everywhere you look; free drinks. And everybody seems so relaxed about it all!

		He even began to feel better about the way he was dressed. Everyone here was in costume, and a lot of the male costumes were even sillier than his.

		Although Butch saw a Roman soldier in what amounted to a short skirt, a not very convincing vampire, and a comic Robin Hood, he also saw a six-foot tall Easter Bunny, and a guy dressed up to resemble a huge dick! And over by the bar, across the room, a slender man was dressed as Zorro. He looked closer at the women surrounding him and smiled once again.

		Nearly all of them were showing off their naked tits and even their cunts! All around him there was pussy, pussy, and more bare pussy to ogle!

		He began to examine some of them more closely and noted that not all of the female party attendees were spring chickens. Some of them, like Valerie, had a few miles on them.

		Butch glanced back approvingly at the host’s nearly naked wife, and decided then and there that he’d really like to fuck that, if he ever got the chance! And he saw a red-haired milk maid that he’d love to ball as well, as well a cute little cheerleader he’d really love to sink his cock into!

		And over there, standing next to old Zorro, was a blonde schoolgirl who reminded him a lot of Nora; same big tits, same nice legs, same waxed-bare pussy…

		He did a double-take and his jaw dropped open as he realized that the woman he was so avidly checking out was Nora!

		

		****

		

		Oh, holy fuck, when he said he’d been invited to a Halloween party, I had no idea it would be this one! Nora thought at that moment, in a rising panic.

		She and Butch continued to stare at one another across the cavernous room as if neither of them could quite believe what they were seeing! Nora drained her glass and wished she had another, even stronger cocktail.

		“What’s the matter?” Wilson Brooks asked, noticing the sudden rigidness of her posture and the shocked look on her face.

		“See that devil at the entrance to the room; the one with the old floozy in the see-through costume?” Nora asked him under her breath, continuing to stare at Butch and his “date”.

		“That’s Valerie Della Plante,” he replied somewhat stiffly, as if her dismissive description of the brunette woman at Butch’s side had somehow offended him. “She’s a long-time member. I’ve fucked her a number of times over the years, at parties just like this one.”

		“Lucky you, bedding an old fossil like that one back when she was still young enough to interest a guy,” Nora replied off-handedly, keeping her tone as catty as ever, her eyes continually shifting from Butch to Valerie’s lush, but slightly sagging figure.

		“Well, she apparently interested your husband enough to accompany her to this party tonight,” the attorney whispered, still sounding offended the comments she had made about her rival.

		Nora finally broke off her intent stare and instead turned to look at her own date for the evening. He seemed to her to be slightly down-in-the-mouth, as if she had somehow insulted him instead of this Valerie person.

		“I used to date Valerie myself, outside of the club,” he informed her, his tone still huffy.

		“Look, I’m sorry if what I said about her offended you,” Nora apologized. “But seeing Butch here with her really shocked the shit out of me--I wasn’t expecting that!”

		“Do you want to leave?”

		Her eyes narrowed as she thought that option over, and she at last shook her head that she didn’t. Turning and walking over to the nearby bar, she made herself yet another drink and knocked back most of it in two big swallows.

		Nora’s feelings had already been ricocheting back and forth between out-and-out unease at being practically naked in a whole room full of strangers, to nervousness about being at a…fuck-party like this one in the first place, and discovering—to her horror--that a part of her was wildly turned on by it all! Now, here was Butch and his…slut…their very presence at the party threatening to drive her away!

		Well, I’m not going to let him do that! Nora promised herself as she made yet another cocktail. I’m going to stay at this party. And I’m going to have a good time—in fact I’m going to try be the life of the party—even if it kills me!

		She downed the drink without even tasting it—her head suddenly spinning from all of the alcohol she had just inhaled--and grabbed Wilson’s arm, saying, “Here, let’s do the polite thing and introduce ourselves, shall we?”

		The lawyer looked startled at that suggestion, but he nevertheless let her drag him across the room to where the faux devil and his date stood…

		

		****

		

		She…she’s coming over here! Butch realized he watched Nora cutting a determined path through scattered, costumed party attendees, heading straight toward him and Valerie.

		This is just fucked! He thought, horrified by that idea. I don’t want this guy of hers to meet Valerie! And I sure as hell don’t want to be introduced to one of the dudes she’s…she’s cheating on me with!

		But it seemed he had no choice. Other than turning and running back out the front door, dragging Valerie along behind him, there was no place else to go!

		In what seemed like a few seconds, Nora was standing right in front of them, her partner for the evening hanging back; clearly as uncomfortable with meeting Butch as the cornered husband was with meeting him. Butch saw that his wife’s beautiful tits were clearly displayed beneath the raunchy schoolgirl costume she wore, and that her luscious ass was all but hanging out, thanks to the shortness of the outrageous get-up’s skirt.

		“Butch, this is Wilson; Wilson, this is my husband, Butch Marshall,” Nora said, her green eyes flashing with defiance, her voice thick from all of the alcohol she had consumed in such a short period.

		She looked daggers at Valerie Della Plante as she asked Butch, “And who’s this? Aren’t you going to introduce me to your…friend?”

		“H-Her name is Valerie,” Butch managed to croak. “She’s an old acquaintance of mine.”

		“A pleasure to meet you, I’m sure,” Valerie said, coolly looking Nora up and down.

		She then glanced over at Butch and said reprovingly, “You never told me your wife was this…hot!”

		Butch half wished the living room floor would just open up and swallow him at that moment. He didn’t know just what to say to that!

		“I’m way ahead of you two, as far as drinks go,” Nora observed with a slight slur to her voice, still eyeing Valerie as she spoke. “Let us show you to the bar.”

		Without waiting for a reply, she turned on her heel, re-took Wilson Brooks’s arm, and led the other couple back through the crowd towards the bar. Nora glanced back over her shoulder once, just to make sure they were following her, but other than that, she managed to look serene as she wiggled her all-but-naked ass provocatively right in front of the other couple while she walked.

		This is a fucking nightmare! Butch thought as he reached the small bar and hastily made a straight whiskey on the rocks, skipping his normal spritz of water entirely. I thought going to a swinger party would be a blast, but this is awful—it couldn’t possibly get any worse!

		Just at that moment, a tall, distinguished man with salt and pepper hair, who was dressed in as an Arab sheik, came up to Nora and introduced himself as Butch was downed his whiskey. The stranger said, “I’m Cyril St. Germaine, and I’ve been meaning to come over and greet you, my dear. I think you’re the loveliest new addition this club has been graced with in quite some time.”

		He looked over at Nora’s date and said, “Shame on you, Wilson, for not introducing us earlier.”

		“Yes, you naughty boy,” said the tall, drop-dead-gorgeous redhead standing next to him, who was wearing an absolutely see-through queen’s costume, complete with a faux-gold crown, “I’ve had my eye on this one every since the two of you came in the door. She’s lovely!”

		“Of course you have, pet,” Cyril St. Germaine said, putting his arm around the redhead’s shoulders. “You’ve always had an eye for beauty, both male and female!”

		Butch’s dick gave a lurch inside his devil costume. He couldn’t help it: the thought of his Nora in bed with this statuesque, redheaded goddess was enough to give any man a hard on!

		But that would never happen—he assured himself—Nora wasn’t into girls. Or at least, she never used to be!

		“Would you care to see the rest of the house?” St. Germaine offered charmingly, extending his arm. “I’d especially like to show you one of the bedrooms…”

		

		****

		

		Nora’s heart was beating so fast it almost leaped out of her chest when the tall, elegant man said that! She cadged a glance at Wilson, then at Butch, and finally at the towering, incredibly beautiful woman with red hair who was obviously this man’s wife.

		She knew that if she went on this proposed “tour” with him; she was all but agreeing to…to fuck him! After all, it was that kind of party!

		Butch was looking so thunderstruck that she knew he realized what a tour would mean as well. She took a deep breath and thought quickly: I don’t have to do this. Wilson said I could just watch; that I wouldn’t necessarily have to participate.

		But she found to her shock—with all the alcohol coursing through her blood, and the way Butch was looking at her so incredulously, along with everyone else—that she wanted to do it! She was just dying to go upstairs with the handsome Cyril and see for herself just how big his dick really was, preferably with Butch looking on!

		“Okay, sure,” she stammered, wishing she had yet another drink, even as she realized she didn’t need it, “I’d love to go upstairs with you…Cyril.”

		She was careful to make his first name sound some sort of sensual promise, as she drew it out, flirting shamelessly with him with her eyes at the same time. Nora thought she would pass out from sheer terror as he said in reply, when she took his offered arm, “The rest of you can tag along too, if you’d like. Aubrey and I aren’t what you’d call…shy, and group sex is more fun, anyway!”

		

		****

		

		And so all of them—Wilson Brooks, Valerie Della Plante, and a stunned-looking Butch all trooped after the trio of Cyril and the two women, Nora and his wife, Aubrey—as they made their way across the room and back out into the foyer, where a circular staircase ascended to the second floor. Nora was clutching Cyril’s costumed arm for support as they climbed the stairs together.

		Cyril St.Germaine stopped at the first door he came to, which stood open to reveal a queen-size bed, all made up for guests. He extended an arm invitingly and the two women, Nora and Aubrey, went inside.

		After briefly testing the mattress, putting a palm on it and pressing downward, he smiled at Nora and asked, “Do you like women? If not, I’m sure Aubrey can amuse herself with Wilson or this other fellow.”

		Aubrey stepped over to Nora and ran her fingers over the sheer cloth of her schoolgirl blouse, whispering, “Come on, beautiful, give it a try why don’t you? I won’t bite…unless you want me to!”

		Nora thought she’d faint dead away. She was trembling beneath Aubrey’s light but fiery touch, the other woman’s lips just inches away from her own.

		She’d never had a lesbian thought in her life before now. But she found herself unable to resist when Aubrey leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

		Nora heard Butch gasp—they’d been together for so long she could recognize his various sounds even in a dark room—and a furious surge of excitement rippled through her. She realized all at once that she was truly shocking him with her wildly uncharacteristic behavior! Without another thought, she opened her mouth to Aubrey’s insistent tongue and leaned into the other woman, trembling once again as their formidable breasts touched.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Aubrey murmured as an almost electric crackle of sensation sparked between her nipples and Nora’s when the pert little nubs rubbed together as they kissed.

		Holy fuck; this is so weird! Nora told herself as she embraced the other woman. I’m not like this at all--I’m not attracted to other women!

		But she sure seemed to be attracted to this one! She shivered as Aubrey stroked her bare back—where had her ultra-sheer costume blouse gone to?—she found herself wondering idly. The other woman’s fingers caressed her naked skin and moved on down to her short skirt.

		The skirt vanished just as quickly as the blouse had, along with the gossamer crotch-less panties, and Nora felt another woman’s fingertips trailing over her naked ass for the first time in her life as the torrid kiss went on and on.

		Aubrey’s own costume seemed to melt away as easily as Nora’s had. In no time at all, Nora felt her nipples brushing against Aubrey’s bare nubbies, and a fresh thrill shot through her breasts as they did so. She was moaning softly in the redhead’s arms, and she realized in that moment that her pussy was lubing up so fiercely that twin rivulets of girl oil were trickling down her inner-thighs while she made out with the other naked woman!

		Opening her eyes, she saw that everyone else in the small bedroom was now as nude as she and Aubrey St. Germaine were. Cyril was still standing close by, watching approvingly as his wife seduced Nora, while a naked Valerie Della Plante was on her knees in front of Butch, Wilson, and Cyril, sucking first one’s man’s hard cock; then another, as the trio of men watched, enthralled, while she and Aubrey held each other!

		Seconds after that, Aubrey was easing Nora down onto the bed, still kissing her, and fondling her naked body; she slipped in between Nora’s spread legs to lie on her sleek belly between them. With a naughty wink as she broke off the sensuous kiss, Aubrey leaned down to suck Nora’s plumped-out nipples.

		Oh, oh, God, she’s good, Nora told herself as the divine suction began.

		Aubrey seemed to know instinctively just what would feel great to Nora. The now-pliant blonde moaned and stroked Aubrey’s long red hair as the woman moved unhurriedly from tit to tit, sucking and licking.

		J-Jesus, her mouth’s so…hot, Nora marveled. I’ve never had such a pair of talented lips or a tongue as skillful as hers on my nubbies before!

		“Got to taste that cute little pussy of yours, baby,” Aubrey growled in a raspy voice, dripping with lust, after a few more licks. “Are you ready for that?”

		Nora didn’t answer. She couldn’t!

		She was so excited at the thought of Aubrey’s oh, so experienced mouth on her pussy that she found she couldn’t make a sound. Nora just quivered under the other woman and looked up at Butch, who was getting his cock slobbered over by Valerie just then.

		Her husband’s eyes looked beyond shell-shocked as he watched his wife with another woman for the first time. Nora told herself that he’d remember this Halloween party for the rest of his life…as would she!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		The Group

		

		“Ooh, what a succulent-looking little pussy!” Aubrey breathed as she slid down Nora’s heaving belly and stopped; her mouth just above that petite, shaved-bare slit. “So juicy and so ready for my tongue to explore it: I can hardly wait!”

		And she didn’t; mere seconds after that, Aubrey’s tongue tip began to caress Nora’s clit as her soft lips enveloped it. Nora whined and went stiff as a board beneath her female lover, staring up frantically at Butch as she realized she was so excited by what was happening to her, she was about to come already…that she was about to experience her first and only lesbian orgasm right in front of him!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, her hot licking is so goooooooooooood!” Nora wailed as her hips shot up off the mattress and she pressed her exploding clit against Aubrey’s hungry mouth.

		“Holy shit,” she heard Butch growl as he watched his wife grinding her pussy against Aubrey’s eager lips and tongue, seeking still more thrills!

		“Eat her good, dear, and get her ready for me,” Cyril sighed, shoving his cock into Valerie’s mouth until she gagged noisily on its incredible length.

		“Me first, when the fucking starts,” Wilson insisted, “after all, she is my date for tonight.”

		Cyril clapped him on his naked back and said magnanimously, “Of course, old man; fair is fair, after all. You can have first crack at that hot little pussy. I’ll need a lot of lube to get a cock as big as mine into a hole as tight as that one appears to be, and your copious come will serve that function admirably, I’m sure.”

		“W-What about me; I’m her husband!” Butch insisted indignantly.

		“You can fuck her if you want,” Cyril replied with a studied casualness, looking vastly amused by the idea of a husband wanting to ball his own wife at a swinger party, “but surely you can do that at home any time you like.”

		He glanced down at his spectacular, red-haired wife as she finished licking Nora to a fantastic climax and said, “I probably won’t fuck Aubrey tonight at all. I’ll be too busy with the other women at the party. You can stand in for me with her, if you’d like. I’m sure she’d be more than amenable to that.”

		“Would I ever,” Aubrey agreed, looking up from Nora’s sated pussy, a sheen of cunt oil all over her cheeks and chin. “He has a beautiful cock, dear.”

		“Enjoy,” Cyril said, as he helped Valerie to her feet, his eyes locked on hers…

		

		****

		

		H-Holy fuck but he’s got a monster of a dick! Butch thought to himself as he watched Cyril lay Valerie down on her back on the far side of the mattress and mount up on her oh, so ready pussy.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, Cyril, it feels so good to have that huge cock of yours inside me again!” Valerie breathed out as the big man filled her to the brim with hard prick meat.

		She’s…she’s not reluctant at all about taking that ginormous dick of his! Butch thought, realizing that these two had probably fucked many times before, at swinger parties just like this one over the years.

		Butch felt a hand on his wrist and looked over to see the luscious Aubrey tugging him onto the bed next to her husband and Valerie. She sighed, “Come on, baby, fuck me; just like Cyril’s giving it to your date!”

		Aubrey St. Germaine was a sex goddess; the kind of woman Butch had been daydreaming about being in bed with since he’d been twelve years old! So he let her arrange him on his back, right next to Cyril and Valerie, and then throw a perfect thigh over his rampant cock.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, such a nice one,” Aubrey cooed, as her hot pussy descended down the shaft, all the way to Butch’s big balls.

		“There’s still plenty of room on this bed for us, Nora,” Wilson Brooks whispered, moving Nora’s languid body over to the other edge of the mattress.

		Butch felt his eyes bulging out as “Zorro” clamored into place between his wife’s widespread thighs and centered his jutting cock between them. The about-to-be-cuckolded husband wanted to cry out—to stop this illicit coupling before it began—but he realized he didn’t have any say in the matter; not at a party like this one!

		He watched helplessly as the costumed man’s dick slowly sank into the pussy that had once been exclusively his. Butch’s panicked glance moved upward from the unholy sight of Nora’s cunt being penetrated by another man’s cock to her face.

		She was looking over at him defiantly, daring him to say something as the other man fucked her. Nora’s green eyes swept from Butch’s desperate brown ones down to the point where his dick as deeply seated in Aubrey St. Germaine’s gliding pussy lips.

		Wordlessly, she shut his unvoiced protests down, tossing her lush hips up off the bed, fucking her “date” for the night right in front of him!

		Butch’s mind was a seething cauldron of conflicting emotions at that moment. Aubrey was the perfect fuck, the perfect woman, and he was enjoying her skillful cunt-thrusts up and down his hard dick as much as he had ever relished fucking any girl.

		But seeing Nora getting nailed by a strange dick at the same time was proving to be a delicious sort of agony he was not sure he could endure. It had been hot enough, hearing about her escapades with other men, after they were over.

		Witnessing her unfaithfulness—as it was happening—that was something else again! Part of him wanted to throw Aubrey off his cock and strangle the life out of little weasel who was so busily cuckolding him, less than a foot away!

		But at the same time…he to admit that part of his tortured mind thought seeing Nora actually being fucked by someone else was all kinds of…hot! He looked down again at the other man’s cock pounding into her and shuddered at stomach-falling-away sensation that gave him!

		She emitted an all-too-familiar moan of total enjoyment at that moment and Butch shivered again and fought to keep from spewing his load up into Aubrey’s sucking pussy lips. His wife was clearly savoring each thrust into her more than willing pussy, and all he could do about it was watch and try to enjoy himself at the same time, he guessed…

		

		****

		

		Nora was about to come again; on Wilson’s plunging cock this time, instead of Aubrey’s skillful mouth! That first orgasm, with the other woman, had been spectacular.

		But this one was going to be its equal, somehow; she just knew it was! The way Butch was watching her every move, obviously reveling in/loathing every cock stroke of Wilson’s into her cheating pussy was going to send her screaming over the top; she could feel it!

		“Cream me,” she whispered up into Wilson’s ear as he banged down into her more insistently, indicating to her that he was close, too. “I want to feel an ocean of your spunk jetting into me…while Butch watches!”

		“Glad to oblige,” the attorney gasped, his dick jerking inside of her.

		Nora felt a huge splash of hot jism rocketing into her inner-most depths just then. She clung to her lover more tightly, marveling once again at how much come he shot into her when he went off!

		The fiery fluid filled her pussy up completely after a few more huge jets and began to ooze out of her penetrated cunt lips. The second it hit her clit, she screamed out her pleasure and began to shake all over as she came and came!

		“Holy fuck,” Butch gasped aloud, watching gouts of another man’s spunk pulse out of his wife’s twat as Wilson unloaded inside her.

		“So much,” Nora crooned, floating on a cloud of sensual delight as she began to float back down to earth.

		She looked over at Butch and whispered, “He really flooded me that time, darling!”

		Butch’s face assumed a stricken look as she said that, and his fingertips dug into Aubrey’s ass cheeks as he, too, started to shoot off. The libidinous redhead moaned and leaned down, spilling her large breasts across his chest as she sighed, “Oh, that’s the way to give it me, handsome. I just love a man who comes the way you do!”

		Nora felt a spike of further orgasm as she realized Butch was creaming Aubrey, the way Wilson was filling her! She sighed and hunched her sated pussy up onto her lover’s wilting cock, wanting to milk the last little gush of pearly ball juice from it.

		At that moment, she heard Valerie keening: “Oh, oh, fuck; am I ever coming?”

		She saw that the flat-on-her-back brunette was thrashing about under Cyril’s hammering cock as he pinned her to the mattress again and again. Valerie whined and cooed and gurgled out her pleasure as she orgasmed furiously beneath that steadily driving monster of a dick…

		

		****

		

		Wilson withdrew his spent cock and a huge waterfall of spunk immediately began to spill downward out of Nora’s overflowing pussy lips. The lawyer yielded his place on the mattress to Cyril, who had by then eased his still very hard cock out of Valerie’s recently-satisfied cunt and made his way around to the other side of the bed.

		“It appears my old friend, Wilson, has done an excellent job of preparing you for me, my dear,” Cyril said as he knelt between Nora’s legs and used the head of his huge cock to scoop up a big wad of Wilson’s slippery come and push it back inside her inundated pussy.

		“Let’s just see, shall we?” Cyril asked conversationally as he nudged his massive cock head into the gooey set of cunt lips in front of him.

		Nora gasped. The man’s prick was gigantic--by far the biggest thing she’d ever had inside her—and even Wilson Brook’s copious outpouring of slick semen wasn’t quite enough to disguise that fact!

		“Shhhhhh, just take it like a good girl,” Cyril urged her as he breached her fully with his enormous, plum-like cock head and kept right on shoving forward.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Nora groaned as more and more of the hot, unbelievably thick shaft entered her.

		I thought Michael Quinn was massive, she told herself. I had no fucking idea what massive even was—until now!

		“She’s got such a tight little pussy,” Cyril said to his on-looking wife as he fully penetrated the other woman.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that’s a lot of cock!” Nora gasped as she felt Cyril’s nut sac press into her ass cheeks and realized she had it all!

		He…he’s all the way up inside me! She thought, half in pride, half in panic. I’ve got that entire foot-long dick in me!

		She cut her eyes away from Cyril’s triumphant face to Butch’s. Her husband was staring disbelievingly at her pussy, now stuffed with the biggest cock imaginable!

		Does he like it? She wondered. Or is he going to divorce me now, in spite of it costing him fifteen million dollars?

		Her husband’s rough-hewn, handsome face looked slightly repelled by what he was witnessing. But a glance downward, at his dick, revealed that he wasn’t totally turned off by seeing her so split open by the giant cock!

		Butch’s prick was as hard as it could be! Nora smiled and asked him, “Do you like it, Butch? Do you like seeing me getting fucked by a huge one like this?”

		Her husband didn’t answer. He merely groaned and his engorged cock gave a lurch of excitement. And then Cyril was drawing his massive prick nearly all the way out of Nora’s stretched open pussy and lancing it back down into her belly!

		“Oh, oh, God,” Nora sighed as the mammoth thing gradually picked up speed in its penetrations and withdrawals.

		For agonizing seconds, Nora didn’t know whether or not she liked being fucked by Cyril’s immense horsecock. But the shaft was so thick it drew her clitoris right down against it was it entered and withdrew, giving her sensitive little love bud constant friction, unceasing stimulation.

		It’s…it’s starting to feel so…good! Nora marveled after a few more penetrations. No wonder that slut, Valerie, enjoyed being fucked by it so much!

		The look on Butch’s face made it all perfect, somehow. He was entranced by what a slut she was being, and yet he clearly hated witnessing her wanton behavior--both at the same time!

		“Ooh, it’s starting to feel so…right!” She cooed up at Cyril, her eyes never leaving her husband’s face. “Give me that big dick! Really ream me out with it, Cyril-darling!”

		Cyril seemed only too happy to oblige. His powerful hips increased their tempo, and his pussy-stuffing manhood flew up and down inside her wildly-juicing pinkness.

		Nora gave out with a huge moan and wrapped her legs around Cyril’s hunching bottom and her arms around his broad back, all the while sneaking looks out of the corner of her eye at Butch. Her husband’s eyes seemed unable to leave her body. They continually swept upward, from her thoroughly-penetrated cunt to her face, and back down again.

		It was then that Nora noticed the sound reverberating throughout the room; the steady “schloop, schloop, schloop”, of Cyril’s dick pistoning noisily in and out of her pussy, displacing a thick wad of Wilson’s spunk with each lusty stab down into her depths. She could feel it running down the crack of her ass in a pulsing stream.

		“He’s…he’s fucking you, babe!” Her husband’s tortured voice croaked just at that moment. “He’s fucking you so…hard!”

		She suddenly thought about all of Butch’s years spent as a serial cheater—doing this very thing to her with other women! A wave of sweet revenge engulfed her, and she couldn’t seem to stop herself from replying in a husky voice: “He sure is…and it feels so damned goooooooooood!”

		All of those agonizing nights she’d spent alone in bed, waiting for him to return to her seemed to explode across her memory! She threw her hips up off the bed to meet Cyril’s thrusts with a new vigor as Butch watched!

		She fucked her new lover like a demon…like a woman possessed…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Explosion—Aftermath

		

		“Harder, deeper,” Nora screamed a few minutes later, as the huge prick continued to pummel her.

		“You’re a wild one,” Cyril murmured approvingly, hammering down into her. “I knew somehow you would be!”

		He was really pinning her to the mattress with his Billy club-sized dick now, just the way she’d urged him to do it. Nora was beside herself with the need to come around this monster cock; with Butch looking on, drop-jawed!

		She rapidly got her wish. Her orgasm hit her as hard as Cyril’s prick was now breaching her pussy.

		All at once, her vision became tinged with red and she felt felt herself absolutely running over with girl-come! The stuff came boiling up out of her, around Cyril’s driving cock, making it feel even slipperier and warmer as it mashed its way up and down inside her gripping sheath!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; I’m coming!” Nora screamed, losing all control as she shivered and shook beneath Cyril’s hot pounding.

		“That’s a good little slut,” he growled, fucking her even more vigorously, her big tits jellying atop her chest as he rammed himself into her spasming pussy relentlessly. “Come for me! Come hard; I want you to!”

		Nora wailed and thrashed about beneath him, but he didn’t let up. He fucked her through that giant orgasm and right into the build-up for the next one…

		

		****

		

		Holy shit, Butch thought incredulously, he’s fucking the bejeezus out of my sweet little Nora. And she’s loving it!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, darling, you really get hard when you’re turned on,” Aubrey’s low, raspy voice purred approvingly just then.

		Butch tore his eyes away from the spectacle of his wife of twenty years being fucked in a way he could never hope to match. Aubrey had crawled over to him again, and was now urging him down onto the mattress once more, on his back; his towering manhood as fully engorged as he had ever seen it, was waving above his nut sac.

		“You…help me,” Aubrey commanded Valerie imperiously. “Wilson is still recovering, but this sweetie is ready for round two!”

		To Butch’s surprise, Valerie made her way docilely over to them on her hands and knees. It was clear from the way she was looking at Aubrey that the redhead was in total charge.

		“Suck his dick,” she ordered Valerie, “while I give these big balls a good going-over!”

		The two naked women threw themselves on him as hungry coyotes might fall upon a cornered rabbit. Butch groaned as Valerie’s hot lips went all the way down on his throbbing dick—clear down to his balls—while Aubrey proceeded to lick and slobber over those balls as enthusiastically as any woman ever had.

		Butch shot a glance over to his wife, only to discover that despite her body’s ravaging by the big-dicked Cyril, she was cadging a look—out of the corner of her eye—at him. She didn’t seem surprised to see him getting double-teamed while she got her brains fucked out by Cyril.

		“Glad to see you’re enjoying yourself too, sweetie,” she gasped, clearly on the brink of another all-out orgasm, “because I sure am!”

		He groaned and thrust his hips up off the bed, spearing his cock even deeper into Valerie’s mouth, gagging her a little. Just at that moment, Aubrey’s naughty tongue tip began to tease his asshole amid her frantic ball-licking.

		Butch had never had a woman lick him down there before, especially not while his wife was looking on! But Aubrey seemed intent on exploring the hair-lined hole thoroughly, now that she had teased it!

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Butch groaned helplessly as the fiery redhead started to give him a for-real rim job—the first he’d ever had!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Butch, you’re so kinky!” Nora sighed, watching her husband squirm and whine as Aubrey’s tongue forced its way deep into his bottom while Valerie continued to blow him!

		But then, I guess I am, too, she admitted to herself, remembering the way she’d let Aubrey seduce her right in front of everyone, not a half hour ago!

		This is a night to just let go and enjoy things as they happen, Nora told herself philosophically, glancing up at handsome Cyril as he fucked her silly!

		“So good,” she murmured aloud, stroking Cyril’s back as he nailed her again and again, “you fuck me so great!”

		Butch had clearly heard that. He sighed and thrust his big cock up into Valerie’s sucking lips as if they were a pussy that he was particularly eager to fuck.

		Nora smiled to herself and thought: This is so wild; doing it right in front of Butch while he’s getting his asshole tongue-fucked by a redheaded wet-dream of a woman!

		Her husband made a high-pitched, keening sound at that moment and she looked over to see that Aubrey had replaced her tongue inside his ass with her middle finger. She was toying with his prostate while she lapped at his balls and Valerie mouth went to town on his cock!

		The poor baby was shaking like a leaf: Nora had never seen him so excited. He gripped the bedspread in his balled up fists and screamed as he started to come in Valerie’s sucking mouth…

		

		****

		

		Valerie blanched as he inundated her mouth with long, hot jets of spunk! She managed to swallow some of it, but the bulk of his pearlescent come cascaded out of her sucking lips and ran down onto his clenching balls!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, what a lot of it there is!” Aubrey cooed out the words, sounding utterly delighted by her discovery as she scooped some of the gushing semen onto her middle finger and plunging it back into Butch’s winking asshole.

		“Aaahhhhhhhhhhhh!” He screamed and levitated a few inches off the bed, the hot sensation her finger was causing within his prostate causing the organ to spasm out of control.

		An eruption of come the like of which he had never experienced spewed up from his dick, drenching Valerie’s mouth. He felt the brunette convulse around his geysering prick and all at once a deluge of spunk began running down his balls and right into Aubrey’s sucking mouth from Valerie’s!

		“So much,” the voluptuous redhead crooned happily in between swallows as she sucked down all of it she could manage, “so much hot ball juice for me!”

		Butch almost lost consciousness when he heard her say that, as his nut sac gave another heave and one more massive blast of jism rocketed its way up into the hapless Valerie’s mouth…

		

		****

		

		Oh, oh, fuck; look at him come! Nora thought excitedly. That Valerie bitch can’t swallow jizz for shit, but Aubrey sure can!

		The sight of her husband spunking her rival’s unwilling lips and Aubrey gulping down mouthful after mouthful of the spurting goo sent Nora over the top again. Her pussy clamped down on Cyril’s rapidly gliding cock, trapping it deep within her pussy.

		“J-Jesus, can you ever come?” Cyril gasped as he started to unload into her.

		The onslaught of cock cream spewing into her sent Nora’s orgasm into overdrive. She squealed with bliss and clung to him tightly as he emptied his big balls into her, Nora’s eyes on Butch as she came and came right alongside her husband!

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was certainly entertaining,” Cyril said as he prepared to leave the bedroom.

		He had his sheik costume casually draped over one arm, as if he didn’t intend to don it again tonight. He stood there, nude and proud, his lethal weapon of a dick hanging limp across his balls.

		“Orgy room, darling?” He inquired of Aubrey, who was still as naked as her husband, her Halloween costume lying across her arm in a similar fashion.

		Cyril looked at Wilson Brooks and Valerie and asked, “Would the rest of you care to join us?”

		Brooks, who had the start of another boner, looked at Nora questioningly. She said, “Why don’t you go ahead, darling, and I’ll catch up later. I want to talk to Butch for a few minutes, if you don’t mind.”

		He and Valerie linked arms and Wilson said, “Not in the least; the orgy room is just down the hallway, on your right.”

		“I’m sure I’ll be right along,” Nora said, turning her attention to the sprawled out Butch, who lay next to her on the bed.

		

		****

		

		“What did you want to talk to me about?” Butch said, his voice sounding a little apprehensive.

		“I think I’ve had enough kinky thrills for one night,” Nora answered, “how about you? Want to take me home now, handsome?”

		Butch’s face broke into a huge smile as he said, “You know what; I’d love to do just that!”

		“Good; then let’s get out of here,” she said, smiling back at him conspiratorially. “There’s bound to be a back stairway for the servants, in a house as big as this one.”

		

		****

		

		They stole down the hall, past the darkened entryway to the orgy room, and found the back stairs. Once more dressed in their Halloween costumes, they descended hand in hand to the ground floor and out the servants’ entry door.

		“What about that Wilson guy?” Butch asked as they made their way over to his truck.

		“What about Valerie?” She countered, getting into the passenger side as he unlocked it with the key fob.

		“I think both of them can fend for themselves at a party like that one,” Butch answered, starting the big engine and turning around so that he could drive back down the long driveway, to the street.

		“I think you’re right,” Nora said, snuggling next to him on the bench seat. “Let’s go home!”

		

		****

		

		Their Halloween costumes were strewn about in the living room and up the stairs. Nora’s crotch-less panties had been the last article of clothing separating her and Butch, and they were now lying on the carpeted step at the top of the stairs.

		“Holy fuck, what a lot of jizz,” Butch exclaimed as he threw her on the bed and her legs came open.

		A huge gout of pearly-white goo spilled out of Nora’s pussy slit and oozed down her ass crack as Butch watched in amazement. Her face colored a little, but she didn’t close her legs.

		“You saw how much both of those guys shot into me,” she said.

		He was hard as a boulder as he stared down at the obscene waterfall of spunk. Emulating what he’d seen Cyril do not an hour ago, he got down on his knees in between Nora’s spread legs and sluiced a big wad of the goop back into his wife’s pussy with his cock head, and then followed it in.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you feel so good inside me tonight,” she crooned invitingly as he filled her, holding up her arms to welcome him into her embrace.

		“How did those other guys feel?” Butch asked her wryly as he took her.

		“Good…but not as good as you do!” Nora answered him truthfully as he began to ride her pussy.

		She ruffled his hair affectionately as they fucked and whispered, “Cyril was fun, because he was so huge, and I’ve never had one that big inside me before. Wilson really knows how to fuck a girl, and he does a great job, in spite of having an average-size dick.”

		“Yeah, but he comes like a fountain erupting,” Butch reminded her.

		“He does at that,” Nora said, fondly remembering all of the intense spunkings he’d given her pussy in the last few weeks.

		They fucked in silence for nearly a minute; then Nora asked her husband, “Did you like it…seeing me get creamed like that?”

		Butch shuddered at the memory of seeing another man jizz his wife’s pussy like a geyser going off. At last he said, “It…it was sort of…hot, I’ll have to admit that!”

		“It was hot for me, too,” Nora sighed, staring up at Butch with love in her green eyes, “especially with you watching it happen!”

		Her husband gave a little growl at that and fucked her harder and deeper. He whispered, “That Cyril guy had a cock like a prize bull! How did it feel, getting nailed by one that big?”

		“I wouldn’t want to fuck a guy like Cyril on a steady basis,” she cooed up into his ear as she continued to muss up his hair. “I much prefer a cock like yours for that.”

		Butch sighed with relief and really began to rut into her, seeking his own release. Just as he was about to come, however, Nora whispered, “But as a special treat, he was magnificent!”

		

		****

		

		“So, are we officially swingers now?” Nora asked as they lay cuddled together the next morning.

		Butch took a long time—really thinking over his answer--before he gave it. At last he said, “I don’t know, to tell you the truth, babe.”

		He paused a few more beats, and then added, “Last night was fun, but it was sort of scary, too, at the same time.”

		She smiled and said, “I know exactly what you mean. But it was instructive.”

		He gave her a quizzical look and she whispered, “That prostate massage thing looked awesome. I’m definitely going to have to teach myself how to do that!”

		Butch groaned as her moistened finger found the entrance to his asshole beneath the sheets and began to worm its way inside as she slid the covers back so that she could blow him while she played with his ass…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Ready For The Holidays

		

		“I got a call from Valerie today,” Butch informed Nora when he got home from work one night during the week following the Halloween party.

		“Oh, was she pissed at you for stranding her at the party?”

		“Not at all; it turns out that your fuck buddy, Wilson, volunteered to give her a ride home when the party broke up,” he replied. “From what I gathered, he ended up staying the rest of the weekend at her place. Their on-again, off-again relationship is definitely on again.”

		Nora laughed and said, “I’m glad. I haven’t heard from Wilson since the party. Now I know why. I was afraid he was upset with me for going home with you instead of him.”

		“I’m glad you did,” Butch said as he swept her up in his arms and kissed her as if he really meant it.

		When he finally came up for air, he said, “Saturday night was incredible; both at the party and when we got home!”

		It sure was, Nora agreed as she relived it in her mind. I’ve never been as excited as I was that night. Having sex with Aubrey was a revelation. Wilson was great as usual. And Cyril was a real mind-blower!

		But in her mind, Butch had still been the star of the show! He’d acted like a hot young stud in bed with her that night, after the party.

		And the next day, Sunday, had been even better! She loved the closeness they now shared once again, the intimacy!

		It’s almost like when we first got married, but it’s even better, she assured herself as they went back to tongue-kissing each other in the kitchen. Our life now is almost magical! I know him so well now and he knows me like no one else ever could, after all the years we’ve spent together.

		They were constantly touching each other these days; caressing a cheek, fondling a breast, teasing a cock through a pair of slacks in passing. She felt as if they were just discovering each other’s true sexual potential, after all these years!

		She didn’t think Butch had been with another woman since the party. But even if he had, she found she no longer cared!

		Her own thoughts kept drifting back to the studly young Michael and to other hot young guys who might want her; when she wasn’t busy daydreaming about Butch and his wonderful cock! The future, she now realized, was virtually unlimited for her husband and her, now that they had discovered the 80/20 lifestyle…

		“Have you heard from Miranda?” Butch asked her from out of the blue when they finally broke off the kiss. “Is she coming home for Thanksgiving or not?”

		Miranda, their daughter, had been dithering back and forth for last two weeks between flying home for the upcoming holiday and accepting an invitation from her current boyfriend to spend Thanksgiving in New England, with him and his family. Wes Junior was definitely coming home for the week, but Miranda was still on the fence.

		She told Butch as much and he harrumphed: “Kids, you love ‘em, but they seem intent on giving you a bad time, even when they don’t mean to!”

		

		****

		

		“In the end, I really couldn’t imagine spending Thanksgiving anywhere else,” Miranda gushed, her green eyes filling with tears as she stood in her mom’s kitchen, surrounded by her daddy, her mother, and her older brother.

		Butch, who had just picked her up out at the airport, wrapped his arms around his daughter and whispered, “We’re so happy you decided to come home, kitten. You have no idea how much your mom and I missed you!”

		“I even missed you,” Wes Junior admitted with a lopsided smile, “and I always regarded you as a pain in the ass, when you were little!”

		Miranda stopped hugging her father and turned to hug her brother. She whispered, her voice cracking with emotion, “I missed you, too, you big lug!”

		Tears rolled down Nora’s face as she watched her daughter. Miranda looked so grown up, as did her son! She couldn’t believe how big they’d both gotten…wherever had the time gone?

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure you want to do this tonight?” Butch sounded somewhat reluctant as Nora greased up his asshole with lube. “I mean, the kids are in town; no telling when they might get home and I tend to get a little…noisy whenever you do this to me!”

		“First night back in town after being away for months; first night seeing their friends?” Nora asked with a smile as she licked all around her husband’s cock head. “They won’t be home for hours yet.”

		“Oh, oh, fuck but that feels good, babe,” Butch sighed as Nora began to finger- fuck his asshole, concentrating on his prostate gland, while she blew him,.

		“Just let it go, when you’re ready, darling,” she purred at him as she paused for a second in her oral ministrations. “I want it all!”

		“Damn but I’m married to a horny bitch!” Butch said with a grin as she began to suck insistently on his cock once more while she massaged his sensitive internal organ with just her fingertip.

		Nora smiled around his buried prick and sucked even harder. She was daydreaming about doing this to Michael Quinn, the next time she saw him, and maybe to some other as yet nameless, faceless young studs as well!

		It’s a wonderful little trick to have in your arsenal, she told herself as she bore down on Butch’s prostate and ran her tongue all around his cock head at the same time.

		“G-Goddamn, but that feels great,” Butch groaned, his hips involuntarily bucking up off the bed.

		I’m getting so good at this, Nora congratulated herself, getting ready to swallow, and I really love doing it, too!

		Butch whined, shivered from head to toe, and then exploded into her sucking mouth! He bellowed like an enraged bull as he shot wad after wad of jism into Nora’s gulping throat and up against the roof of her mouth!

		So much, Nora thought triumphantly as she swallowed, then swallowed again, there being this much jism proves Butch hasn’t been straying lately; that’s for sure!

		

		****

		

		“What, exactly, were you were doing to poor Daddy last night, at around eleven?” Miranda asked inquisitively the next morning. “I had my door closed and I was on my phone to my boyfriend back east. And you had your door closed, too; but I still heard him bellowing away!”

		“Oh,” Nora said, feeling her face color, “so you were home!”

		“Donna and Lucinda wanted to make it an early night last night,” Miranda explained. “They drove back home together. Donna picked Lucy up in Portland early yesterday morning and they drove straight through. They were both beat.”

		The mother and daughter just looked at each other for long moments. At last, Miranda asked again with a devilish smile, “So, what were you doing to him, Mom?”

		“We were having sex, if you must know,” Nora answered her daughter in a prim, no nonsense tone.

		“Oh, come on, I’ve heard you two having sex since I was old enough to know what sex was,” Miranda said. “I never heard anything like that before!”

		Nora felt her face really getting red now. She said, “You may think you’re all grown up, but there are still a few things you don’t know.”

		Miranda looked shocked at that statement, which led her mom to add with a wry smile, “Maybe later, after you’re married, I’ll tell you all about it.”

		

		****

		

		“You and mom seem so happy now,” Wes Junior said as he ate breakfast with his father the next morning. “What gives?”

		They were seated in Butch’s favorite greasy spoon café, wolfing down short stacks of pancakes, bacon, and eggs. Butch was on his way into the office and Wes had an early tee time at the tony country club where the family had long been members.

		“What, we didn’t seem happy before, when you were growing up?” Butch queried his son.

		“Not like you are now,” Wes said, finishing up his pancakes.

		Butch thought about that for a moment, then said: “I guess you could say we’ve come to know each other better, here of late.”

		“After over twenty years of marriage, you’re finally getting to know one another?” Wes asked incredulously.

		His father leaned back in the booth and answered with a smile, “Yeah, sometimes it takes that long.”

		The boy just looked at him and shook his head. Butch didn’t blame him

		If someone had told him it was going to take twenty years to get to the good place he and Nora now were in, he wouldn’t have believed them either.

		

		****

		

		“I called the Hilton yesterday and made sure everything was going to be ready for the company Christmas party on the eighteenth,” Nora said as they were driving home from the airport.

		They had just dropped Wes Junior and Miranda off. The kids were due back in class on Monday and so they were flying back today, Saturday.

		The airport had been packed; all the flights full on this Thanksgiving weekend. Both she and Butch wished the kids could stay longer on the one hand, but were anxious to regain their newfound, 80/20 freedom on the other.

		I’m taking comfort in the fact that they’ll both be back for a longer visit over Christmas very soon, Nora thought as Butch drove them home. And I’m looking forward to tonight with Michael Quinn! That rascal has something up his sleeve for this evening, but he wouldn’t tell me what it is!

		“Are there any problems with the party arrangements?” Butch asked as they swung off Interstate Five and onto Interstate Eighty, which would take them north of the city and home.

		“None they’d admit to,” Nora said, smiling at him. “I’m sure it’s hectic as it can be in their catering department right now; this being their busiest time of the year. But they insist everything will be ready on the eighteenth, so we don’t have any choice except to believe them.”

		“You going out with that kid again tonight?” Butch inquired as they neared their exit on the freeway.

		Nora flashed him an evil little grin as she answered, “What if I am? Are you getting jealous?”

		Butch laughed and said, “No, I’ve got a hot date with a real knockout tonight, I’ll have you know! I’ve been looking forward to it for weeks now. I might not be home at all tonight.”

		Nora felt a little stab of jealousy in her own chest as her husband said that. But she answered in a flippant tone, “I might not either. My boy-toy might keep me busy all night long!”

		The married couple rode the rest of the way home in silence; each secretly more than a little jealous and worried that the other’s “date” for the night might somehow steal their cheating partner away from them. But that was half the fun of bedding other people, now wasn’t it, both of them had discovered…

		

		****

		

		“That’s not a very fancy outfit to wear out on a date,” Butch commented when Nora finished dressing.

		“We’re not going anywhere except to bed, that I’m aware of,” Nora replied somewhat cattily.

		“Some date that is,” Butch answered. “This guy must be really cheap.”

		“He’s not nearly as rich as you or Wilson Brooks,” she said, giving her hair and make up a final check in the full-length mirror behind their bedroom door, “but he’s twenty years younger, he’s very handsome and buffed: and he has a great cock!”

		When she finished speaking, her husband came over, spun her around, and laid a kiss on her that set her head to spinning. Nora thought for a moment Butch was going to yank off her clothes and toss her on the nearby bed.

		But in the end, he restrained himself. He broke off the hot, tongue-filled kiss and growled, “later, once tonight is over; I’m really going to enjoy reclaiming you, Nora, you hot bitch!”

		

		****

		

		Nora drove over to Michael’s apartment and parked her BMW out on the street. She fussed with her hair in the car’s lighted mirror for a few moments before deciding it was fine.

		The lights were on in his living room. She got out of the car and locked it, making her way over to the old wrought-iron stair railing and climbing up to the second floor.

		I’m still a little nervous, even though I’ve done this a couple of times before, Nora thought as she knocked lightly on his apartment door.

		The door swung open and Michael filled the doorway, smiling broadly, a bottle of beer in his hand. He stepped aside so that she could enter and she started as she saw another familiar figure seated on the couch; also drinking a beer.

		Seamus Lynch was another of Butch’s construction workers. He was in Michael Quinn’s crew; a big, brutish-looking youngster with bulging biceps and a barrel chest.

		He wasn’t nearly as handsome as Michael, but he was even larger. When he stood up, he towered over both of them.

		“She actually came,” Lynch said. “And all this time, I thought you were shitting me, Michael.”

		Nora’s eyes were on the edge of panic as she looked up at her young lover. She whispered urgently, “You told him? You told him about…us?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Unexpected Developments

		

		Pat Reed, Butch’s ex-secretary, lived in a stylish apartment building in mid-town. He parked his pick up in the guest parking promptly at eight o’clock and locked up.

		They had dinner reservations for eight-thirty at The Waterboy, a nearby restaurant which perennially received five-star reviews. Butch had eaten there with Nora many times over the years and he had never had a bad meal.

		He entered the lobby and rode up to her third floor apartment in the elevator. When he rang the bell, the door flew open and there stood Pat. He had expected her to be all dressed up for their night out together, but instead he found her wearing jeans, a black tee shirt with the logo from some band he had never heard of, and a plaid shirt.

		“Are we still going out?” He asked, somewhat taken aback.

		He had on a sports coat, a long-sleeved dress shirt, sans tie, and a pair of expensive slacks. A highly polished pair of oxblood loafers on his bare feet completed his outfit.

		“Sure, I’m looking forward to it,” Pat said, her voice slurring a little. “I’ll get my purse.”

		Butch had been pleasantly surprised when she had called from out of the blue a few weeks ago. He hadn’t heard from her since that day in the office when he’d been forced to let her go.

		“Where are we eating tonight?” Pat asked, coming back over and taking his arm.

		“The Waterboy,” Butch answered. “I hope that’s okay.”

		She glanced down at her ultra-casual attire and said, “It’s a little fancy for the way I’m dressed. But I’ll look great at the club where we’re going dancing after dinner.”

		“Dancing…?” He asked tentatively.

		

		****

		

		“Michael tells me you’re one hot mama, once he gets you in the bedroom,” Seamus Lynch said conversationally.

		This is nothing but horrible, Nora told herself, downing her drink in a couple of big swallows. I should just get up and leave right now!

		Michael had hastily whispered a few minutes ago—when she’d first arrived—that he had let the details of their…arrangement slip out one night recently, when he and Lynch had been out drinking and they had both gotten roaring drunk. During the last week Seamus had been not so subtly hinting that he thought the idea of the big boss’s wife and one of his lusty young foremen in bed together would make a dandy tale for one of the construction crew’s drunken, after-work get togethers!

		Nora had guessed what Seamus wanted in return for his continued silence. His constant undressing-her-with-his eyes glances left little to the imagination, on that score.

		I love the idea of fucking Michael tonight, Nora thought to herself as her host rose from the couch and went into the kitchen to make her another drink. But the notion of having to fuck this big goon, just to keep him quiet, leaves me cold!

		She gratefully accepted the fresh Manhattan from Michael and took a big sip. Seamus was sitting next to her on the couch, with Michael on her other side.

		The bigger man whispered, “You look to have a righteous set of tits under that sweatshirt, Mrs. Marshall. Or can I call you Nora?”

		“Just for tonight,” she said to him coldly, drinking another gulp of her cocktail. “And, if I agree to do this, it’s going to be a one-shot deal, not the start of anything, okay?”

		Seamus grinned and said, “Sure, I understand that…Nora…just this once!”

		He finished his beer and placed the empty bottle on the coffee table, his eyes never leaving the twin hills rising up under her sweatshirt. As he slowly began to tug the hem of the garment upward, baring her sleek belly, she finished her drink in one big swallow, shuddering as she did so.

		It wasn’t the harshness of the liquor that made her shiver, it was the hungry way Seamus Lynch was ogling her braless tits under the upraised shirt…

		

		****

		

		“Are you having as much fun as I am?” Pat yelled above the steady “thump, thump, thump’ of the artificial drumbeat in the…song thudding out of the huge speakers up in the rafters of the club, above the dance floor.

		“Sure,” Butch lied, as miserable as he could ever remember being.

		The drinks at this club were watery, way over-priced, and slow in coming. The attitude of the service personnel was surly and condescending, once they finally arrived. And he had the distinct feeling that the barely twenty-something patrons around him were laughing behind his back at the sight of Pat dancing with a fossil like him!

		The hulking bouncer at the door had even remarked: “Oh, how nice of you to bring your dad out for an evening of fun, hot stuff.”

		He’d laughed as he’d accepted the exorbitant cover charge from a fuming Butch and motioned them inside the neon-lit darkness of the club a half hour ago. The bartender had proved to be an asshole, too, as had the cocktail waitress when they’d finally found a free table.

		Pat better fuck me better than she’s ever fucked me before, Butch said to himself, and even then, I’m probably still going to count this “date” as disaster!

		The music—if you could call it that—had no discernable beat; the lyrics, what he could understand of them, were as bleak as they could be and made absolutely no sense to him. The atmosphere in the club was uncomfortabaly close and stiflingly in need of some fresh air, and the “dance” Pat and those surrounding him were doing was utterly incomprehensible to him!

		Maybe Wes Junior or Miranda might like this place, but I sure as hell don’t! Butch thought morosely as the evening dragged on and on…

		

		****

		

		“Man, she’s so damn fine!” Seamus rasped as he came up for air.

		Nora was now naked on the couch, as were Michael and Seamus. The two young men were sucking her nipples, and Seamus was finger-fucking her juicy cunt at the same time.

		I can’t help being excited by what they’re doing to me! Nora thought, squirming around helplessly on the old couch. Any girl would be!

		She gave out with a long, low moan as Seamus’s lips once again engulfed her left nipple and his big finger pressed upward against her throbbing clit. Shooting a glance at first Michael’s fully engorged cock and then at his friend’s, Nora trembled with lust.

		They were both huge! While neither one was the size of Cyril, the older man at the swinger party who had fucked her so beautifully, they were both big enough!

		Michael saw her looking hungrily at his hard dick and whispered, “Suck ‘em, if you want to, Nora-darling. We sure as hell won’t mind!”

		

		****

		

		“That was so great!” Pat exclaimed drunkenly as they shut the door to her apartment. “Thank you so much!”

		Butch cadged a look at the clock on the mantle and noted it was a quarter to two in the morning. He was feeling slightly light-headed from all the watery whiskeys he had consumed during their recent outing at the club, and pissed off that he’d spent upwards of three hundred bucks so far this evening—what with the expensive dinner, a good bottle of wine, the cover charge, and an untold number of pricey drinks at the…“club” just now—and all he had to show for it so far was a bad mood!

		“Here, the bedroom is this way,” Pat said at that moment, coming into his arms. “I’m going to fuck you so great, to show you how much I appreciate tonight!”

		That brightened his dour mood a little. He followed her into the bedroom and looked around approvingly.

		It was nicely furnished, just like the rest of the apartment. There was a king-size bed, with a master bathroom off to the left.

		He excused himself to use the facilities. Butch took in the marble countertop, the just-right rugs and matching towels; the frosted-glass shower stall.

		Very nice, he thought, flushing toilet and zipping up. He re-entered the bedroom only to find Pat completely nude and sprawled out invitingly in the middle of the big bed.

		“Oh, Butch, give me that huge cock of yours,” she cooed, holding out her slender arms to him. “I’ve missed it so much!”

		This--thought Butch as he eased off his sport coat and unbuttoned his shirt--is more like it!

		

		****

		

		Nora felt like a slut! She was on her knees in front of the pushed-back coffee table, her lips moving from one youthful dick to the other.

		She was deep-throating them both all the way to their balls, her tongue never stopping its gentle caress of throbbing male flesh as she gobbled and sucked noisily on the twin towers of cock! Both men had one of her tits in hand, kneading it and tweaking a nipple as she worshipped their dicks!

		Oh, they’re both going to fuck me! Nora realized. And I’m going to let them!

		Nora had been reluctant about doing this at first. But what real choice did she have?

		Butch would be furious—and rightly so—about everyone on his crews knowing that she had cuckolded him with young Michael Quinn. She just had to keep their affair quiet, if she could.

		And it seemed the only way to do that was to do what Seamus Lynch wanted; to participate willingly in this somewhat obscene…double fuck!

		It shouldn’t really bother men as much as it does, I guess. After all, I’ve done that before, sort of, Nora admitted, thinking back to the swinger party, where she had let Wilson Brooks and then Cyril St. Germaine fuck her, one right after the other!

		Then Butch and I fucked for what was left of the night, once we got back home, she went on to remember. That’s three guys in one night, when you think about it that way: so what’s two more…?

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, Butch, give it to me!” Pat whined needily. “No one fucks me like you do!”

		He was between Pat’s legs, hunching down into her. And she was just as willing, just as juicy and just as snug as he remembered her being!

		She’s a great little fuck, this one, Butch thought as he screwed her enthusiastically. I’m glad she called. I love fucking her again!

		“F-Fuck, I’m coming already!” Pat wailed just then, and he felt her flesh quivering all around his plunging dick.

		The much younger woman clung to him frantically as she shivered through a massive orgasm. Butch smiled and fucked her even deeper, even faster; his dick nowhere near ready to shoot off just yet!

		This girl makes me feel like a real stud, Butch thought approvingly as he banged her through one climax and felt her little pussy tightening up for another one. I’ve really missed having this little bitch around. She’s almost as good as Nora in the sack after all…

		

		****

		

		“N-No, not both of you at the same time,” Nora pleaded, looking back over her shoulder at Seamus Lynch, who was on his knees behind her on the bed, “that’s too much!”

		Seamus, who was a ruddy-faced blond boy, went on greasing up her asshole unconcernedly while she rode Michael’s thick cock. Her newest lover grinned and said, “Michael has told me how much you like it up this cute little ass of yours, Nora. And I intend to oblige you!”

		“Nooooooooooooo,” Nora sighed helplessly as Seamus’s big knot of a cock head nudged up against the star of her anus.

		She drew in a sharp breath as he split her open back there, sheathing his nearly ten-inch dick in her in one steady lunge. He was as big around as Michael or Butch; and not as girthy as Cyril had been, but then she hadn’t let Cyril fuck her in the ass that night at the swinger party either!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, it hurts,” Nora whined as the boy began to drill her butt right along with Michael’s thrusts up into her pussy.

		“Shhhhhh, it’s supposed to hurt a little, you tramp!” Seamus crowed as he enthusiastically began to butt fuck her. “That’s the whole point of anal, now isn’t it?”

		Not for me, Nora thought bitterly, enduring the insistent hammering of the huge young cocks up both of her holes, not for me…

		

		****

		

		“You know, Butch, all of that five thousand you gave me in severance is long gone,” Pat told him the next morning.

		They were lying in bed, after a fiery good-morning fuck. He was startled by what she had just said, and he looked over at her questioningly.

		“Could you maybe give me another five?” She asked hopefully.

		“Have you been looking for another job?” Butch asked her, neatly dodging the question.

		“Yeah, but I haven’t found anything I like yet,” Pat answered him in wheeling, pleading voice, keeping her smile in place.

		“Well, have you filed for unemployment?”

		“I just got my first two checks,” she admitted.

		She gestured around the expensive apartment and said, “It’s really peanuts. I can’t live like I want to live on that!”

		“Well, get another job!” Butch urged her. “Five grand is a lot of money, girl!”

		“Not to a rich guy like you,” Pat countered defiantly. “I bet Nora spends that much just on clothes some months!”

		“She’s my wife: you’re not!” Butch replied testily.

		“No, but I am your mistress, or at least I used to be,” she retorted. “And I want to be again! I don’t want to work…I just want to fuck you, baby!”

		

		****

		

		“Suck it…suck my shitty dick, you slut!” Seamus demanded jubilantly.

		Michael was in her ass now, and Seamus had just forced his cock—still redolent from its recent trip up her bunghole—into her protesting lips. She shuddered with revulsion as she dutifully began to suck it.

		What choice did she have, she asked herself again? These two could make her do any disgusting thing they wanted!

		“Oh, yeah, suck me off and swallow it all, you filthy old bitch!”

		Nora felt a tear running down her cheek as he said that, but she didn’t stop sucking…

		

		****

		

		“What a clusterfuck that turned into!” Butch whispered aloud as he drove home at ten o’clock that morning.

		He had reluctantly written Pat a five-thousand check just a few minutes ago and left it with her, telling her that this was the last one; that the golden-goose had now officially croaked!

		Butch accelerated up onto the freeway and shook his head. Last night had been awful, with the exception of the sex, and now—in light of the five grand it had just cost him—even that was tinged with disappointment!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		The Christmas Party

		

		Nora was just emerging from the master bathroom when he got upstairs that morning. She was all clean from the shower, but she also looked miserable.

		“Not a good night, babe?” He asked as he began to shed his clothes.

		“Oh, Butch, let’s go to bed!” Her tone of voice surprised him with its pathos.

		She stripped of his remaining clothes and then let her heavy white terrycloth robe slip down onto the carpet. He stared to tell her that he needed a quick shower—since he hadn’t bothered to take one this morning at Pat’s place; he’d wanted to get out of there too badly to take the time—but she said, “It’s okay. I just want you in bed with me, darling!”

		As they nestled together under the covers, she whispered, “Make love to me this morning, sweetie. Don’t fuck me—make love to me, please! I need it so bad!”

		Butch started to ask what had happened to her last night, but then Nora’s soft lips were on his and her bare breasts were up against his chest as they kissed. His cock got stiff right away, and she held it in her hand and worked the skin up and down until it was as hard as it could get…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” Nora sighed, cuddling into his embrace.

		He was balls-deep in her, kissing her as he gently fucked her. She had come once so far, and he knew from years of shared experience, that she was close to coming again.

		To his vast surprise, Nora began to cry in his arms, saying, “Oh, Butch, you’re so tender, when you want to be. You’re the perfect lover…perfect for me!”

		Butch felt his dick give a jerk inside her snug little sheath and held her even tighter as his come began to spill down into her. Nora whined in something like utter ecstasy and came and came in his arms…

		This, he told himself, is so much better than banging Pat!

		Tender moments like this were better than making love to anyone else!

		

		****

		

		They awoke--their naked bodies all tangled up with each other--in the early afternoon. After gently disengaging themselves from one another and getting up to use the bathroom, each of them came back to bed.

		Nora was like a clinging vine. She couldn’t seem to get enough of her husband’s warm embrace; the reassuring feel of his skin up against hers.

		“What happened last night, kitten?” He asked her at last.

		“Not now; maybe in a few days,” Nora replied, looking deeply into his brown eyes. “I just need you to hold me right now…to make love to me again and again!”

		Butch was more than happy to do that, but he wondered what had happened to his wandering wife last night that had been so terrible she didn’t want to talk about it…

		

		****

		

		“And she made you write her another five-thousand dollar check?” Nora asked, grinning in spite of the anger and slight jealousy she was feeling.

		“Well, she didn’t really make me,” Butch insisted, a rueful smile on his face as he fumbled with his necktie. “I felt sorry for her, so I did it.”

		He looked at Nora in the mirror and assured her, “This was the last one: I swear! I made sure she knew that before I left!”

		His wife laughed and took over the tie tying from her fumble-fingered hubby. She whispered, “It had better be, Buster! She can’t be that good in the sack!”

		“She’s not,” Butch admitted with a sigh. “You’re a lot better. But you were otherwise engaged that night, as I recall.”

		Nora went stiff in front of him. She finished up with his tie and then said, “I’m not ready to talk about that night just yet; maybe soon; but not right now.”

		“Oh, come on, Nora,” he chided her gently. “I just told you all about my five-grand disaster, complete with an awkward dinner, a night of clubbing at a club I just hated, with a girl who ended up charging me for sex, in effect! Your night can’t be worse than mine, can it?”

		“Believe me, it was,” Nora told him curtly, stooping to retrieve her wrap and purse from the bed. “Now, do I look like I’m ready to attend the company Christmas Party?”

		“You look ready to attend a lot more stylish affair than this one,” Butch complimented her, offering her his arm. “As you well know by now, it’s mostly a bunch of hammer-slammers all dressed up and trying not to behave like the louts that they are!”

		

		****

		

		The Doubletree Hotel was owned by Hilton. Butch and Nora had been holding their company’s annual Christmas Party there since it was still owned by Red Lion, twenty years ago.

		Their first company Christmas affairs had been small; just a couple of pushed together tables in the lounge. Now, Marshall Construction had rented a whole ballroom to accommodate all of their employees, a sumptuous layout of food and drink for the evening, and the small rock combo that would provide dance music for all of their guests.

		Butch, who was driving Nora’s BMW tonight instead of his pick up truck; valet parked it out in front of the hotel. He escorted Nora up the stairs leading into the lobby and down the hall to the ballroom.

		The place was already full when they got there and everyone toasted their host and hostess for the evening. Butch and Nora nodded and smiled at the gathered employees, and then made their way over to the bar.

		“Good crowd this year,” Butch observed, sipping his whiskey over ice.

		“I think everyone came,” Nora answered, her green eyes sweeping the packed room.

		She saw Michael Quinn and Seamus Lynch among a group of their cohorts, laughing and talking and, of course drinking. The pair looked to be already half drunk, even though it was still early in the evening.

		

		****

		

		“Michael and I were thinking you might like to join us out in the parking lot for a little while,” Seamus suggested in a low voice as he sidled up next to Nora at the bar, an hour and a half later. “Butch is three sheets to the wind. He’s not going to notice.”

		Nora looked up at the towering construction worker and said, “No, I don’t think so. I told you that night…they’ll be no repeats!”

		“Just a quick blowjob for each of us, I’m thinking, Nora-love; nothing fancy,” Seamus whispered, a knowing smile on his face. “My dick is a lot cleaner tonight than it was the last time you sucked it off!”

		“Listen, you disgusting young…fucker,” Nora whispered heatedly, it taking all her will power to keep her voice low, “no, once and for all; NO!”

		“I’m sorry to hear that, hot stuff,” Seamus said softly. “Some of the boys are really drunk and in the mood for a good story tonight, as it happens. I’d enjoy regaling them with an account of the other night at Michael’s apartment… especially the part about you blowing me right after I’d come in that fine little ass of yours!”

		Nora felt her whole universe exploding. She knew everyone at this party!

		Even Wes Junior and his sister were here somewhere. If that story was to start making the rounds…!

		

		****

		

		“There you are,” Butch said half drunkenly. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

		Nora was standing outside, with the smokers, nursing her Manhattan and debating whether to blow Michael and Seamus as they wanted, or to let them tell everyone what a slut she really was!

		She was shivering from the cold and as miserable as she could be. Nora looked over at Butch and burst into tears, crying uncontrollably.

		He took two big steps and scooped her into his arms, holding her close and whispering, “What’s this all about, babe? You can tell me. You can tell me anything; don’t you know that by now?”

		The whole story of her and Michael’s short affair, culminating in that awful night at his apartment, when Seamus had joined them, came spilling out. She was sobbing and gasping for air as she blurted forth the details. And Butch was holding her close, so close!

		

		****

		

		“You two young fuckers,” Butch growled out the words. “You’re both fired, as of this minute!”

		Michael Quinn and Seamus Lynch were standing in front of the refreshment table, sipping drinks when he caught up to them. They smiled, as inebriated as their boss clearly was, and Michael said, “Calm down, Butch; we can work this all out, I’m sure.”

		“There’s nothing to work out,” Butch replied in a guttural growl, stepping towards the two men, his fists clenched with rage.

		“Oh, so it’s a fight that you want, is it, boss?” Michael said with a disarming grin. “Well, I must insist on a strict observance of the Marquis of Queensbury rules…”

		Nora’s heart shot up to her throat when she heard her ex-lover say that. Before she could even shout a warning to her husband, Michael struck.

		But Butch had seen Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid a few times himself, and he remembered Nora’s story of the “fight” in the bar parking lot. He turned his body as Michael’s blow came and, instead of the younger man’s fist catching him in the groin, it landed painfully but harmlessly on his left thigh.

		Butch threw a roundhouse right of his own in return that caught Michael Quinn squarely in his handsome jaw and lifted him up off the carpet. He landed in a heap atop what remained of the finger sandwiches and the napkins, right next to the nearly empty punchbowl on the refreshment table behind him.

		The table went over with a crash and Michael lay dead out on the carpet. Seamus Lynch wasn’t as drunk as Nora had thought.

		He caught Butch with a short right, just above his eye, and opened up a good- sized cut. Fighting the sheet of blood that ran down into his eye, Butch hit Seamus in the gut with everything he had with a left, followed up with a right to the chin, and as well as kick to the testicles.

		The big man bent over and clutched his injured nuts, and Butch let loose with another big right fist that caught the younger man on the temple. He crashed to the ground on the other side of the up-ended table from his buddy, who was still out.

		Butch, gasping for breath, said to another one of his foreman, “Get some guys and throw these two bums out in the parking lot. I give you permission to beat the shit out of them if they try to get back inside.”

		He turned to the appalled-looking member of the Doubletree’s wait staff who had been manning the now defunct refreshment table and said, “I’m the owner of Marshall Construction. Just put any damages on the invoice for this goat-fuck of a party and we’ll gladly pay them!”

		To the assembled crowd of his employees he said, “Same deal as last year; those of you who are too drunk to drive home, take a cab, get a receipt, and the company will reimburse you. Party on, you animals; Nora and I are going home now!”

		They left amid cheers and scattered applause. The couple heard a guy say as they left the ballroom, “Best damn Christmas Party we’ve had in years! Old Butch has still got one hell of a right-cross!”

		

		****

		

		“You idiot, taking on those two all by yourself,” Nora lectured Butch, as she finished putting butterfly bandages on the cut just above his eyebrow.

		She had stopped the bleeding with ice cubes when they’d gotten home and then she’d led him up to the bedroom. He now sat on the toilet in the master bathroom as she finished up fussing over his wound and then stripped off the rest of his clothes.

		“This suit is probably ruined from all the blood,” she told him as she got him out of the pants after she finished untying his shoe laces and pulling off his black socks.

		“Fuck it; it was time for a new one anyway,” Butch mumbled as she got him to his feet and steered him into the bedroom. “A man your age, brawling like a teenager, especially in front of all your employees and our kids: you ought to be ashamed of yourself!”

		He looked into her green eyes and said softly, “Come on, Nora, you loved it and you know it!”

		“I did not,” she protested as he opened her bathrobe and found her nearly naked underneath it. “I’m a grown woman, a mom; a mature lady who knows how to behave myself in public!”

		“No, you’re not,” he whispered, doffing her panties and his boxers, and then peeling off her bathrobe entirely, leaving her as naked as he was. “You’re still that same hot young bitch I married at heart: that’s one of the many things I love about you!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, do it hard!” She implored him as she got ready to come for the third time that night. “Shoot it right up my aaaasssssss!”

		“The kids might be home,” Butch whispered urgently as he fucked her flat out, up her well-lubed bottom.

		“So what,” Nora sighed blissfully, right on the edge of a super-orgasm, “they have to learn sometime!”

		Butch squeezed her nipple and pressed down harder on her clit. She screamed as if he was plunging a knife into her belly and began to come around his trapped dick.

		“Oh, fuck, you’re a hot one,” Butch murmured as he flooded her bowels with spunk. “And I love you so much!”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Looking Forward

		

		“You’ll never guess who I got a call from today,” Nora told him as he came in the door from work.

		It was January the third, two-thousand and eighteen, a Wednesday. Butch looked at her, waiting for her to continue.

		“Aubrey St. Germaine,” Nora said.

		“How did she get your number?”

		“She apparently called Wilson Brooks and he gave it to her,” Nora told him.

		“What did she want?”

		“That nice cock of yours and my pussy, from what she said,” Nora answered, enjoying her husband’s bulging-eyed double-take immensely as she said it.

		“She wanted to invite us to another swinger party this month, out at their house,” Nora added. “Do you want to go?”

		Butch thought about that for a long time before he answered, “I really don’t know. Do you?”

		Nora remembered how hot it had been, having the luscious Aubrey sucking her nipples…eating her pussy so exquisitely, all while Butch and the others had watche! She also thought about Aubrey’s husband, Cyril, and his unbelievable cock!

		“No fair making me decide,” she at last said to Butch. “We should make a decision like this one together.”

		

		****

		

		“Do you want it, you little slut?” Butch whispered in her ear as leaned over her up in bed that night. “Do you want that huge cock again?”

		Nora whinnied like a mare in heat and whispered, “What about you, stud? Do you want all of those hot pussies at the swinger party?”

		They fucked ecstatic silence for the better part of a minute, until Butch groaned, “You bet I do!”

		Nora was about to come but she found herself giggling. She said, amid chortles of laugher, “Good…because so do I!”

		It was all they could do to keep on fucking, they were both laughing so hard; secure in their love for each other but ready for new adventures…!

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, hotels, and other Sacramento area locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

		CKR
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