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Abby Learns the Game

“Abby! Let’s go to dinner at the fancy French place,” I said with enthusiasm one evening as we watched television.

“Really? Okay, I’m game,” she answered.

She looked towards me excitedly and I tried hard to hide my smirk, but I knew I had failed when a suspicious look appeared on her face.

“What?” I asked, struggling to maintain my composure.

“What indeed! What are you plotting?” she asked.

A few weeks prior, while traveling on business with several senior coworkers, we had met for dinner at a high-end restaurant. We stopped in the bar for a drink before being seated, and posed on a stool was a beautiful woman that looked amazingly like my wife except her hair was lighter. She wore a short cocktail dress that showed her shapely legs and the tops of her lovely breasts. She looked sexy, but also quite stylish, and I struggled to keep from staring at her while she talked to a well-groomed man. Since then, my head had churned with the thoughts of getting my wife in a similar situation.

“I’m just thinking that since I’m paying the high prices, I should get to select your outfit,” I responded after a short silence.

“And just what does that mean?” she answered now even more apprehensive.

“It means, I decide what you wear,” I reiterated, forcing myself to maintain eye contact.

“What kind of outfit? I want to know,” she asked, and while her expression showed some interest, I noted worry, too.

“Well let’s see. The kind that turns every man’s head. The kind that makes men trip over their own feet. The kind where a guy’s wife or girlfriend will hit him because he’s staring. The kind where later he will still be thinking about you.” I said quickly so she couldn’t interrupt.

You see Abby, despite being an attractive woman, typically masked her sensual beauty behind conservative clothes.

“I’ll have to see the outfit first,” she stated, and then added, “I’m not going to embarrass myself.”

“You won’t be embarrassed, I promise. Come with me so I can show you,” I assured her before leading her to the computer.

Since the night I had seen the woman, I had surfed the net in search of a similar outfit. I quickly navigated to a very prestigious clothing store website that Abby loved to shop at when she splurged, knowing she couldn’t argue about embarrassment if the dress came from the store. After a few clicks, I found the right page and expanded it on the screen.

“That’s a bit much,” she declared, but I felt encouraged since she hadn’t outright rejected it.

The dress was very close to the one the woman wore, except the top, from the model picture, showed a bit more cleavage.

“Honey you will look fantastic,” I said with complete sincerity.

Abby is 5′7″ tall and slender, with raven hair and long legs that merge into a lovely butt kept nicely toned by her strict workout regime. Up top, she has perfectly shaped C-cup breasts with tiny, pink nipples that are very sensitive. She wears her hair just past her shoulders in a sassy style but her dark brown doe eyes and cute dimples counter the effect creating a playful contrast. Normally, she hides behind her natural shyness, but on rare occasions, she will become energized in a group setting and quickly become the center of male attention.

“Hmmm,” she responded, and stared at the screen for a few seconds before departing.

We didn’t return to the subject that night, but in bed, she accepted my advances and we enjoyed each other completely.

I met my wife six years ago, during our first year out of college when we were both working for the same company. She was in marketing, focused on web development, and I was in finance. Our introduction came through after-work friends, and we did things in the group for over six months before dating. Quickly, we found that we liked the same things and were sexually compatible. Neither of us was a virgin, but we were still relatively inexperienced. Abby had come from a conservative Catholic family and still felt a little “dirty” when she “did it.” Fortunately, after we got married, she started to get a bit more adventurous, but being a weekly churchgoer meant there were still anxieties. We had held off starting a family, but I knew Abby was starting to get antsy which was another reason to push her limits while I could.

The following Saturday she headed to the store with a printout from the website of the dress along with one for a pair of heels I had selected. While she shopped, I played golf with friends performing horribly as I thought about her trying on the sexy clothes. As soon as we left the eighteenth green, I begged off from our normal post-round beer to hurry home, hopeful that she would model the new purchases.

When I arrived, I saw the packages sitting on the dining room table, but Abby lay curled up watching a movie in a pair of old flannel pajama pants and a sweatshirt. She was clearly toying with me, but it didn’t stop me from asking.

“Sweetie, try on your new things for me,” I said with a grin.

“Maybe later. I just sat down,” she replied, not even turning her head from the TV.

She was trying to take control, but I refused to give her the satisfaction of seeing me beg. We had made arrangements to meet another couple for dinner, and it was only when I threatened to cancel that, with a heavy sigh dripping with feigned annoyance, she acquiesced, gathered the packages, and retreated to the bedroom. I waited impatiently, cursing her under my breath for taking way too much time before I finally heard the door open, and the sound of heels clicking on our hardwood floor filled the space.

“Wow,” I said when she turned the corner.

The dress I had selected was black with thin straps holding up a V-neck that showed off a healthy amount of cleavage. The hem stopped mid-thigh, and in-between, the garment’s fit snuggly showing off the marvelous shape of her trim body. She stood erect like a model on her three-inch heels, and my eyes shifted back and forth between her long shapely legs and her firm breasts trying to determine which part of her dress I liked better.

“Turn around,” I choked out.

With only a brief hesitation, she accepted my command and turned giving me a view of her exposed back. The snug fit also provided some detail of her butt cheeks, tantalizingly pronounced by the heels. She looked unbelievable and I realized that anything more would have been too much.

“Well,” she asked with a nervous voice when I didn’t say anything, and I realized I had been so taken by the look that I had forgotten to speak.

“You look incredible…truly,” I said as I moved towards her.

I put my arms around her waist from behind and pulled her tightly against me nuzzling my lips against her neck which made her sigh with pleasure.

“Do you really like it?” she asked, and for a moment I thought she was fishing for a compliment, but then I realized she was feeling vulnerable.

“I love it. It shows how beautiful you are…it’s perfect,” I answered, proud of my response.

Over her shoulder, I could see her beaming and I turned her and planted a kiss on her juicy lips. I thought about taking her right then, pulling her clothes off, and leading her to bed, but I didn’t want to diminish the effects of our upcoming night out, so reluctantly, I let her fall from my arms.

“Go change now or we’ll be late,” I said softly and gave her a playful spank.

Abby started to speak, then stopped, and with a final look over her shoulder disappeared down the hall.

That night, I was a complete doting fool constantly making sure she had a full glass of wine while listening intently to every word she spoke. The other couple noticed it, they would have had to be blind and deaf not to, and the woman giggled several times while watching me. I didn’t care. Seeing her earlier in the hot dress mesmerized me and now it seemed natural to give her all my attention.

“If I had known how easy it was to get my husband under my spell I would have bought some sexy clothes a long time ago,” Abby laughed as we drove home.

“You definitely have me under your spell,” I replied, acknowledging the truth.

We didn’t make it to bed that night before I was inside her. As soon as we closed the back door, my hands were all over her pulling at her clothes. When I freed her breasts, she started on my things, and we simply dropped to the cold tile and connected in frenzied passion.

The restaurant I wanted to try was booked on all the good nights three weeks out. Regardless, I made the reservation realizing during the interim I would go mad with anticipation. From a prior visit, I knew the place had a subdued dining room and a cozy bar with a fireplace. A wall with cutout sections separated the spaces but allowed some visibility between them. In my view, it provided the perfect environment and I looked forward to her exhibition.

The last week seemed to crawl by but finally, the date arrived and I had to force myself to show an outward appearance of calm. Our reservation was for eight, but I wanted to get a drink in the bar first, so I told Abby we needed to leave just before seven. After piddling for most of the day, she disappeared around five and stayed behind the closed bathroom door forcing me to use the guest room to prepare.

At 6:45 PM I sat impatiently in the living room dressed and ready to go when I heard her heels, and when she appeared, the visual impact of seeing her for the second time was no less stunning. In fact, she had fixed her hair and done her makeup so well it was even better, and her full lips, now coated in a beautiful shade of red, seemed to call out for a kiss.

“You look so beautiful,” I said to her while smiling like a fool.

“Do you really think it’s okay? It’s not too much? Now that I know we’re going out, I feel nervous,” she said with a worried look.

“Yes, I do. I think it’s perfect,” I replied, wanting to cut off any debate.

“Okay,” she answered, giving a fake gulp in the process.

“Spin around,” I instructed.

When she did, I noticed the lines of her thong through the tight fabric covering her rear.

“Sweetie, were you wearing panties when you tried the dress on before?” I asked.

“No…” she answered, with a confused expression.

“Well, I can see them through the dress,” I stated.

“I’ll be sitting mostly. Don’t worry,” she answered dismissively.

“No, it’s not a good look. You need to take them off,” I said and my boldness took both of us by surprise.

As far as I knew, she had never gone out in public without panties and now I was telling her to do so in this tight dress.

“Uh, no, I don’t think I will,” she replied in a sarcastic voice.

The tone of her response irritated me and without thinking, I said, “Yes, I think you will if you want to go.”

For a moment, we stared at each other in silence before she turned and as she departed, she said, “Well, so much for being under my spell.”

I kicked myself mentally for being so brusque and when she hadn’t returned after several minutes, I began to wonder if she would at all. Fortunately, I heard her heels once more, and with a purposeful movement, she arrived, stood before me, turned, and bent at the waist to present her butt.

“Does that look okay?” she asked, clearly irritated.

“Fantastic. Let’s go,” I replied, eager to leave the conversation.

I did my best to be the gentleman opening her door and holding her hand while she slid into the car, but she was clearly angry, and I knew from experience that time was the best remedy. We drove in silence to the restaurant, and when we arrived it was like a movie where everyone stopped what they were doing and stared for a moment before quickly looking away. We checked in with the maitre d’ then went to the bar and took two stools near the center. Another couple sat at a nearby table, but otherwise, we had the room to ourselves.

The place was just beginning to fill, and the patrons were mostly old-school with everyone appearing to have at least a dozen years on us. I could tell she was very nervous and she sat on the stool with her legs together while periodically trying to pull her dress down. I ordered a vodka martini for her, and she gulped half of it before I grabbed her wrist and put the glass on the bar.

“Easy baby,” I whispered.

“I’m so nervous. What if Father Davidson sees me?” she replied, and when I started to laugh, she looked at me with disdain.

“You are beautiful and every man’s dream,” I whispered into her ear, then took her hand and kissed it.

Abby’s initial discomfort made it difficult to have a conversation, but as the liquor hit, she started to relax. More people entered the bar, including several single men, and I was pleased to see her attracting attention. An older man in his fifties wasn’t even trying to hide his interest and openly stared, but fortunately, he was just outside her vision.

When she finished her drink, I immediately ordered another and then excused myself to go to the restroom. When I returned, she had crossed her long legs and with the short dress now riding high on her thighs, most of the men were stealing glances.

“Are you still mad at me?” I asked when I arrived at the stool.

“Yes,” she replied, but I could tell she was fighting back a smile.

“How can I make it up?” I asked playfully.

“Go home and get my panties,” she deadpanned.

“That’s not happening,” I said.

“Do you know these men are staring at me? They think I’m a tramp,” she pouted.

“They think you’re gorgeous and they think I’m a very lucky guy…very lucky,” I countered.

“Do you want your wife stared at?” she said, looking straight into my eyes.

“I love having a wife men want to stare at,” I said while holding her stare.

“What if they knew I wasn’t wearing panties?” she asked.

“Oh, honey, they know,” I said with a laugh, which made her grab my arm.

“How do they know?” she gasped.

“The dress leaves nothing to the imagination,” I explained.

“Excuse me? Is anyone sitting here?” a male voice asked.

Our little conversation stopped, and looking up, I saw a man and woman behind my wife.

“No, it’s all yours,” I replied.

I could see the man glance briefly at my wife’s exposed legs before sitting on the stool next to her. He looked fortyish with dark hair and graying temples and was well-dressed, tall, and in good shape. His blonde wife appeared to be roughly the same age and, like him, she had a fit body. She wore a very nice dress, but not as sexy as Abby’s.

We continued our playful chat now with lower voices due to the proximity of the other couple, and she had just finished her second martini when the time came to be seated. I walked behind her on the way to our table enjoying the movement of her ass through the dress as she moved, and while I couldn’t be sure, it seemed she was putting a little extra sway into the motion. Along the way, I spotted several women giving looks of disapproval while most men stared with hunger. One older woman even grabbed the arm of her husband to break his gaze. The lighting in the dining room was dark, illuminated mostly by candles, which made Abby more comfortable.

“Thank you, Abby. I know this is hard for you,” I said when the waiter left to get our bottle of wine.

“Does it excite you that people can see me like this?” she asked, returning to the theme we had discussed earlier.

“It excites me that you are beautiful and that everyone knows it and it excites me that you are pushing your boundaries,” I replied sincerely.

“Why now? Why am I seeing this in you that I’ve never seen before?” she asked, which I accepted as a fair question.

“It’s been on my mind for a while,” I replied with a forced grin, as I certainly didn’t want to tell her that another woman had inspired me.

Before she could respond the waiter returned and went through the ritual of pouring the wine while staring at her chest the entire time. When he left, she looked at me with an impish smile as she sipped. It was a good smile and I knew that things were going to be just fine.

“Will you fuck me later?” she suddenly blurted out a little too loudly, causing several people to turn.

Since we met, she had only used the word on rare occasions, so it startled me and I realized she must be feeling the alcohol.

“Yes, but much later,” I answered, wanting to keep her off guard.

Abby started fidgeting with her dress again, tugging on the hem hoping her pulls could somehow make it longer and I finally told her to stop and just let it be.

“I can’t,” she said, with her small grin suddenly breaking into a bigger smile.

“Why?” I asked.

“I’m very wet. I think I might be wetting the chair,” she said, looking at me like a child.

“To hell with the chair. Wet is good,” I said, laughing as I felt my dick harden.

The food was excellent with the wine complimenting it nicely, and Abby was able to make some jokes about different men that were staring at her during our meal. Twice, I made her go to the bathroom just to enjoy the looks she received as her hips moved sensually beneath the tight dress. All in all, I was very pleased with how the evening was progressing.

It was almost ten when we finished, and with the night still young, we decided to have a nightcap in the bar. Just as we entered, the couple who had been sitting next to us previously appeared, and while I guided Abby to a stool so her legs would be on display, they took a spot several seats away.

“How was your dinner?” the woman asked my wife with a smile.

“It was lovely, we enjoyed it very much,” she responded.

That started a conversation with the older couple and soon we made introductions learning they were Frank and Clemmy. We all ordered drinks and resumed talking with Clemmy acting something like a social director keeping things lively and making sure everyone was included. I could tell she was well-practiced in the art, so I wasn’t surprised when she explained she spent most of her time in non-profit fundraising.

Talking to her, it was obvious that at one time she had been an incredible beauty. That’s not to say she wasn’t still quite lovely, but signs of age were starting to show. Still, any man at the restaurant would have been proud to have the attractive blonde on his arm. Her easygoing charm quickly had us at ease, and she went out of her way to compliment my wife on her beauty and style. I could tell my wife enjoyed the attention and was warming up rapidly to the older couple.

Frank was the consummate sophisticated gentleman. He let his wife carry the conversation with patience, only interrupting when he had a good point to make, which he did in an easy manner. We learned that he was a banker and that Clemmy had borne him three sons, with the last just starting college. They laughed about having the house back to themselves and the peace they now enjoyed.

We enjoyed the drinks while maintaining a lively conversation with no one showing any interest in leaving. Despite Frank’s gentlemanly ways, I did catch him sneaking peeks at my wife’s legs several times. Like before, her dress had ridden up, providing a tantalizing view that seemed to promise even more.

“We were going to drop by Luther’s if you would care to join us?” Clemmy announced when her glass was empty.

I looked at Abby who gave a tiny shrug, but in her eyes, I could tell she was having fun, so we agreed to follow them. It was a club we weren’t familiar with, but they told us it was just a few blocks away, so in less than ten minutes, with us following their Mercedes sedan, we were inside the place.

Immediately, I sensed that it was unlike any bar we had ever been to as it had a strange, almost mysterious, vibe. Upfront, there was a normal well-stocked bar, but our new friends led us to the back then down a narrow flight of stairs to a lower level that was very dark and had a variety of small couches and love seats intimately positioned. Frank directed us to the back of the room where two small loveseats were separated by a table, and as soon as we sat a waiter appeared from nowhere and took our order.


“What’s this place?” Abby asked, sensing its uniqueness, too.

“Just a quiet place we come to sometimes, honey,” the older woman responded vaguely over the sound of the piped-in 70s soul music.

Glancing around, I counted eight other couples sitting close together with most holding whispered conversations, and although there had been single people in the front, none were in this room which piqued my interest.

“Okay, what’s the deal?” I asked, deciding to be forthright, although I made sure I was smiling.

Our host leaned forward, which prompted the rest of us to do the same, and with our heads converging over the table, he said, “It’s just a fun little place to see and be seen.”

Abby and I looked at each other, still bewildered, which brought a giggle from Clemmy.

“Just relax,” she laughed.

After the waiter brought the drinks, we settled in and I noticed that Clemmy was snuggled quite close to her husband. It wasn’t necessarily inappropriate, but once again I got an odd feeling. We chatted sporadically in low voices, and during periods of quiet, I would glance around the dark room where I could see that, like our older friends, other couples were sitting very close together, with some trading kisses. It finally dawned on me that we were in something of an adult “make out” bar with the participants getting a kick out of exhibiting themselves or watching others.

“It’s a make-out place,” I whispered to my wife.

“What?” she responded, still confused.

“People must come here to make out in public,” I told her, realizing I hadn’t been very descriptive.

I continued to try and explain what I surmised for almost a minute while Abby interjected with clarifying questions. She wasn’t upset by my revelation, indeed, no doubt helped by the alcohol, she seemed quite interested. When we finally looked up, we met the broad smiles of Frank and Clemmy who understood we now knew the secret. It wasn’t long after that Frank turned his wife’s face towards his and they met in a passionate kiss. Suddenly, it was all very real and right before us which made me cringe thinking about the reaction that might come from my wife.

“Wow,” Abby gasped in a low voice, as her hand gripped my arm.

I was pleasantly surprised she hadn’t reacted badly. On the contrary, her expression and tone provided some encouragement. Slowly, I lowered my head and searched for her lips and when I found them, I was once again amazed when she let me kiss her without reluctance. It lasted for just a few seconds, and when we looked up our friends were once more looking at us with smiles.

For the next twenty minutes or so, we watched Frank and Clemmy and occasionally others in the bar and indulged in several embraces ourselves. I had to admit that I found it exhilarating, and based upon my wife’s growing enthusiasm, I suspected she was enjoying herself, too. It was after one of our kisses when we looked up to find that Frank had his hand inside his wife’s top and was slowly massaging her breast, that things changed. However, it certainly wasn’t the change I expected, as rather than demanding to leave, I heard Abby gasp, then she sighed softly and pulled my mouth to hers.

This time our kiss was urgent and passionate with our tongues dancing rapidly. The harder I kissed her the more fervent her moans became, and she began pushing her body against me in a way that allowed me to feel the fullness of her breasts. When I dropped my hand to her ass, I realized her short dress was very high and a good deal of her bare bottom was on display. However, rather than try to cover her, I pulled her further towards me to expose her even more knowing that Frank would receive a wonderful view.

“This is crazy,” Abby whispered after a particularly long connection.

“Yes, it’s great,” I replied, then started to giggle, which made her do the same.

We were forced to break while we enjoyed the laugh, and that’s when Clemmy said something that floored us.

“Do you want to trade places with me?” the older woman asked my wife.

“What?” Abby responded in confusion.

“You come sit here and I’ll sit there,” Clemmy explained, and while the words sounded innocent the meaning was quite clear.

My wife looked at me for help and as I fought back a smile, I answered, “Just for a bit.”

It was truly meant as a joke, but the older woman was up before the words had completely left my mouth and took my wife’s arm to help her stand. With a strange look, Abby stepped over to the other couch and sat rigidly. It occurred so fast that my partially inebriated brain struggled to keep up and now the older woman was snuggling close to my side. Awkward didn’t begin to describe the situation, but for decorum, I decided to give it a minute, and then we would say our goodbyes and leave. Unfortunately, Clemmy was eager to play and almost immediately I felt one hand high on my leg while the other tugged on my arm.

“I can’t,” I protested when her lips tried to find mine.

“Relax, it’s okay,” she responded.

On her second attempt, her lips managed to make contact and for several seconds we held the light kiss until I regained my senses and broke free. When I looked up, Abby was staring at me with a strange expression while Frank sported a wide grin. For some odd reason, it struck me as funny and I chuckled despite trying hard not to.

Once more, Clemmy tried to turn my head for a kiss, but this time I resisted. Undaunted, her lips went to my neck making me squirm while she pulled my hand to her leg. I tried to maintain eye contact with my wife and not smile, but her lips felt quite good and she got her way for a bit before I stopped her.

“Clemmy, you can’t. You’re getting me in trouble,” I whispered to her with our faces turned close together.

“Don’t be a dud. Give her a chance,” the older woman answered, while still trying to make contact.

“She’s the jealous type,” I whispered, in a voice that tried to convey my worry.

“Darling, is it you or her that worries you?” she asked.

“I don’t mind, but she won’t,” I blurted out, prompted by my male ego.

“Then relax. She’s fine with Frank,” she counseled.

It dawned on me that we had been holding a whispered conversation with our faces close and Abby could easily interpret it as flirtatious or seductive talk. With trepidation, I summoned the courage to look at her, expecting to see fire in her eyes, so I was stunned to see that she had engaged in a similar discussion with the older man. Like us, their heads were close together giving the impression they were engaged in sensual talk. He was partly turned towards her with his back to us, and then, as I watched, he lowered his hand and placed it on her thigh. The response I expected never came. Instead, they continued to talk, and strangely, I felt my dick stiffen in my pants.

“Told you,” the older woman giggled, as her hand started working the buttons of my shirt.

Seconds later, with my eyes still on my wife, Clemmy’s hand slithered inside the opening and began rubbing my chest. I had to admit that it felt quite good and this time when she pulled my head to her, I let our lips connect. A second kiss immediately followed and when it ended, I looked towards my wife.

“Shit,” I called out softly when I saw my wife in an embrace with the mature man.

“Frank knows how to seduce a woman,” Clemmy giggled, then tried to pull me back.

Despite her attempt, I kept my eyes on Abby, mesmerized by their passionate exchange. She had her eyes closed and her hand rested on the back of his neck as they kissed, and as I continued to watch, the man’s hand traveled further up the outside of her leg until his fingertips disappeared beneath the skirt. There was no question he was feeling the muscles of her tight rear while enjoying her juicy lips.

“You like watching her,” the older woman purred into my ear, as her fingertips found my balls.

With any further movement, she would contact my dick which was now embarrassingly erect. The thought made me nervous as I knew she would surmise it came from witnessing her husband and my wife.

“I…I don’t know,” I answered, which was a completely honest response.

I let her pull me into another kiss, but this time when it ended, I looked up to see Abby staring at us with a confused look.

“Frank, I need my wife back,” I stated, and was happy to see both girls sit up and move.

“Are you okay?” I whispered into Abby’s ear, but something made me let my tongue travel her earlobe, too.

“This is so crazy,” she said softly and turned just enough to allow my lips to find hers.

For the next few minutes, we kissed, and with each passing second, our embrace became more passionate. We were oblivious to all others and unconcerned that we might have people watching as we focused on communicating our passion through our lips and sighs.

“I need you in bed,” I whispered into her ear when we parted.

Abby gave me an excited smile, and quickly we said goodbye to our new acquaintances and left the strange club. It was a struggle to drive home without speeding, especially with the looks she gave me, so I was happy when we finally turned onto our street. We practically ran from the car and once inside, I began to pull at her clothes and her at mine, leaving a trail to the bedroom.

“Ohhhh…oh God,” my wife whined when I pushed into her very wet pussy without preliminaries.

“God Abby, you feel so good,” I moaned.

We set a torrid pace that had me worried that I wouldn’t last long, but it turned out not to matter because within just a few minutes my wife’s body and her sounds let me know that she was on the brink of exploding.

“Oh God…oh please don’t stop…ohhh…ohhh…uggghhh…ugghhh…ugghhh!” she cried out as her body and mind released.

I lasted only a few seconds longer, pushed over by watching her, and in a series of grunts, I shot rope after rope of semen inside her hot opening until, with a final lunge, I pushed my dick in as far as it would go and cried out as the remaining fluid escaped. Her body continued to spasm in a series of aftershocks, which kept me hard, and we kissed sloppily while regaining our breath until I finally collapsed at her side.

“Thank you,” I whispered to her minutes later, with my arms wrapped tightly around her body.

“Are you happy?” she asked in a deliberate voice.

“Very…very!” I replied and kissed her cheek.

My thanks were intended to convey my appreciation for the entire night and I sensed her question was related to the same thing. However, it wasn’t time to get into details, so with no more words, we were quickly asleep.

The following week I made sure to dote on her and continue to show my appreciation for her cooperation. Surprisingly, it wasn’t until the following weekend, after a nice lovemaking session, that we finally broached the subject of Luther’s.

“Did you enjoy kissing her,” she asked from out of the blue, while snuggled in my arms.

“Who?” I responded, having been caught off guard.

“You know who,” she followed.

“It was okay. Did you enjoy kissing Frank?” I asked, wanting to be on even ground.

“It was okay,” she answered as if mocking me.

There was a long silence that lasted several minutes before I spoke again, “That place was pretty crazy.”

“I didn’t know places like that existed,” she added.

After a bit more silence, I summoned my courage and said, “You looked hot.”

“What’s that mean?” she asked, and I felt her flinch in my arms.

“It means you looked hot in your dress,” I said, and then added, “And the kissing.”

“Whose kissing?” she asked, but the tone in her voice had a playful tone.

“Both of us,” I responded, and heard a tiny gasp.

“It didn’t bother you?” she quickly followed.

“It was strange at first, but after a bit, it was…you know…kind of interesting,” I replied, somewhat embarrassed about my feelings.

“What does interesting mean?” she followed, breaking from my embrace and turning to look at me. In this position, she displayed her lovely breasts mere inches away and I had to fight the urge to reach for them.

“It means…I guess…I kind of liked watching you,” I answered, admitting my feelings.

“You liked watching another man hold me and kiss me? I would have thought you would get jealous,” she replied, but her voice was soft.

“I was a little jealous too,” I replied.

“A little? But, you still liked watching,” she said, with her words coming out as a statement rather than a question.

“Yes,” I responded, and twisted a bit in bed so she couldn’t tell my dick was getting hard.

“Well, now that is interesting. I didn’t like Clemmy kissing you,” she stated, with a bite in her voice.

“Okay, I understand,” I replied, now just hoping to get out of the conversation.

“You looked like you were enjoying it too much,” she said, and I saw the playful look in her eyes return.

“Sweetie, you got so wet I think you enjoyed it too,” I answered, and pushed her onto her back no longer caring if she knew my dick was hard.

“You made me wet,” she replied, trying to defend herself.

Without answering, I lined up and as I moved to enter her I felt her hand take my dick and guide me to her opening. Together, we moaned from the feelings as I traveled up her tunnel, and when I reached the limit I stopped and looked down.

“Frank made you wet and you liked kissing him. Admit it,” I demanded while staring down into her face.

“No,” she giggled.

“Admit it,” I said again.

“Well, you helped some,” she giggled.

The conversation excited both of us and we had an intense session of sex. I was able to bring her to orgasm and fuck her through it before letting go. When I collapsed next to her, she shared an unexpected piece of information with me.

“They want us to come over,” Abby said.

“Who does?” I asked.

“Clemmy and Frank,” she clarified.

“How do you know?” I asked, wondering how the communication had occurred.

“She keeps texting me,” my wife explained.

“When did she get your number?” I asked.

“Honey, girls always trade numbers,” she responded dismissively.

Abby went on to explain the multiple requests she had received to get together and how each time she had made an excuse. Although disappointed she hadn’t mentioned it before, I understood her reluctance but wondered why she hadn’t firmly closed the door.

“Maybe we should…” I started before she cut me off.

“No baby, it was a one-time thing. I let you have your way…but only once,” she explained.

I decided to let it go, so with a firm hug, I replied, “Okay.”

Over a month had elapsed since our special night and our life had settled back into its standard routine. Often, I would think about Abby in her sexy dress and the time she spent in another man’s arms, but I kept it to myself. Likewise, after the one exchange, she never brought up the interaction I had with Clemmy. I did wonder if she fantasized about that night and Frank, but so far, I hadn’t summoned the courage to ask.

The opportunity to see them again strangely presented itself as a result of a meaningless argument that got out of hand. It had started as a discussion about her recent spending habits but her rejection of all my suggestions to control her budget had incensed me which set her off in turn.

“You’re cut off!” she finally cried out in anger and frustration.

The statement stopped me dead in my tracks but after a deep breath, I challenged her, “I’m cut off because of your sloppiness? Sweetie, don’t ever use our lovemaking as a weapon.”

Abby knew she had screwed up and hung her head as I walked back to the TV. It was almost thirty minutes before she finally appeared and joined me on the couch, snuggling at my side.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly.

“It’s not okay…not good,” I replied wanting to let her stew.

Several minutes of silence went by and I could tell the situation was weighing heavily on her psyche. I knew she wanted to make peace as she hated unresolved conflict but she shocked me with her offering.

“We can go out with Frank and Clemmy,” she whispered in a barely audible voice.

“What?” I replied, pushing her away so I could see her face.

“I thought you wanted to,” she said defensively.

“Honey, we haven’t talked about them in weeks,” I answered, although she had definitely piqued my interest.

“Okay,” she replied with a sigh and left the room.

From her message I had to surmise that she thought I valued the interaction with the couple. In truth, I had enjoyed it a great deal but more from the perspective of witnessing her responses to the strange situation than my petting with the older woman. It also indicated it was something still churning in her head. Regardless, if all it took for another night at Luther’s was for me to forgive her for her outburst, I was ready to agree!

“Honey, we can go to Luther’s by ourselves. We don’t need them,” I said when she wandered in fifteen minutes later.

“Really?” she asked eagerly, sensing it was her path to redemption.

“Yes,” I answered but then a thought struck me and I asked, “Is she still bugging you?”

“Some…not a lot. Some I guess,” she explained.

“To meet them there?” I probed.

“No, not just there. More about just meeting for a drink,” she responded.

“I see,” I said, still believing the couple had ulterior motives, and before she could speak, I added, “We can meet them for a drink and then go to Luther’s on our way home.”

“That sounds good. Let’s do that,” she replied.

“Abby… Just remember. You can’t threaten me with our lovemaking,” I said sternly.

“I know…I’m sorry,” she responded as she straddled my waist and began to shower me with kisses.

Three days later, on a Saturday night, we drove towards the selected bar to meet the couple. As expected, it was an upscale place that meant Abby needed to dress well and she had selected one of her standard cocktail dresses. It was stylish and looked good on her but lacked the added oomph of the one I had found. The older couple was waiting in a booth when we arrived and I wasn’t the least bit surprised when Clemmy directed Abby next to Frank and me next to her.

“Abby, you look ravishing,” the older man stated as his wife found my hand.

The compliment made her nervous which caused her to look away and fidget. It made Clemmy giggle, which triggered my soft chuckle as well, and Abby shot me an annoyed look as she settled down.

“It’s been too long,” Clemmy announced.

“Well…” I started, intending to say something clever, but suddenly wilted and replied, “You know…”

That brought another round of laughter from our new friends and my wife looked towards me in amusement, happy to have the attention diverted from her.

From there, the conversation moved to less awkward subjects and the conversational skills of the pair showed once again. Somehow, they managed to keep both of us engaged, and soon the table became quite animated. We went through several rounds of drinks and it looked like the evening would be a smashing success when Clemmy suddenly reentered delicate ground.

“Have y’all discussed the visit to Luther’s?” she asked me openly.

The question caught me off-guard and I went silent for a moment, but not wanting to appear naïve, I finally answered, “Yes, many times.”

The words caused Clemmy to giggle once more, and she responded, “I bet!”

“It’s such a unique place. Sensual without being tawdry. People either love it or hate it,” Frank said.

“We hated it,” Abby replied but her effort to hold back her smile failed.

“Sweetie, I could tell before you left last time that you loved it,” Clemmy giggled.

“Clemmy!” my wife responded in shock.

The older woman exploded in a full laugh that shook her body and the rest of us couldn’t help but join in.

“Perhaps a return is in order,” Frank suggested when everyone had calmed.


All eyes turned to me, but the most important set was my wife’s. She didn’t appear to be nervous, rather, I sensed she, like the older couple, was intrigued to hear my answer.

“Not tonight,” I replied, deciding to stick with our plan.

“Disappointing, but we understand” Frank replied as his wife gave me a pleading look.

Thirty minutes later, we left the older couple and headed for Luther’s. Abby was in good spirits, almost giddy as we made the short drive and as soon as the valet took the car, we walked purposefully towards the narrow staircase to take us to the lower level. With our prior spot taken, we scanned the dark room and managed to locate a similar table in an even darker corner that looked ideal.

“It’s crowded,” Abby offered as soon as we sat.

“Yes, it is. Much more than before,” I concurred.

We talked about the other people in the room for several minutes but when a lull hit, I took the opportunity to give my wife a deep, passionate kiss that soon had her mewing. When we broke, her cute smile indicated she was enjoying herself.

I took her head in my hands, looked into her eyes, and before kissing her again, I said, “You are so beautiful.”

We were still embraced when we heard Clemmy’s voice call out, “Well, look whose here.”

The words ended the kiss and as I turned, I felt Abby’s head land on my chest as she started to giggle. The older couple was standing just a few feet away and they both sported big grins.

“I guess we’re busted,” I replied.

“Yes, you certainly are…” Clemmy responded.

“We don’t mean to intrude. I couldn’t stop her, unfortunately…” Frank offered as he rolled his eyes.

It was an embarrassing moment and they had just started to step away when I asked, “Would you care to join us?”

“Yes,” Clemmy replied before her husband could speak.

Quickly they settled into the love seat opposite us and placed their drink orders. Once done, Clemmy started to tease us but her husband, wanting her to stop, pulled her close, and found her mouth. For several seconds, we watched the older couple act like teenagers before I turned to Abby and did the same thing.

When we finally broke, our friends had snuggled even closer and Frank had slipped his hand inside his wife’s dress. By the movement, I could tell he was slowly kneading her flesh and I knew my wife had spotted the display when I felt her hand suddenly squeeze my arm.

“They just got here,” she gasped into my ear.

It took all my self-control to refrain from laughing as her issue seemed to have more to do with the timing than the public act itself.

“It’s dark,” I whispered, thinking I needed to say something.

“Not that dark,” she responded.

Deciding I didn’t want to debate the subject, I turned her towards me and started another long kiss. This time, my hand immediately went to her butt, and perhaps inspired by the older couple, I slowly began to move the hem up. At first, I made good progress but before I managed to show her bottom, she pushed away.

“Uh uh…” she said.

“Why? It’s a nice rear,” I replied trying to be clever.

“Cute…very…” she started before my mouth found hers again.

I let some time elapse before I tried her dress again and was pleased when she didn’t try to stop me. Emboldened, I pulled her towards me in a way that made her drape across my body which freed the dress, and within a few seconds, I worked it up until part of her ass cheek was visible. I knew without looking that Frank was feasting on the sight and that we had crossed an erotic threshold.

“Let’s trade,” Clemmy said to my wife as soon as the kiss ended.

Still catching her breath, Abby looked at me for the decision. For some reason, my thought returned to our prior visit, the serendipitous play, watching my wife in another man’s arms, and the aftermath. In truth, we had moved past it with little angst. Perhaps it was that aspect that made my mind race, and although the silence only lasted for a few seconds, it seemed like hours before I responded.

“For a few minutes,” I said.

The look on my wife’s face morphed quickly from surprise to defiance and as soon as Clemmy stood, she did as well. The older woman wasted no time with formalities. She sat, pulled me to her, and began to kiss me as her hand landed high on my leg. Seconds later, she contacted my dick which instantly began to harden.

When we broke, I looked over at my wife and saw that Frank had her pulled hard against him as they embraced and somehow, in the short time they were together, he had managed to raise her dress allowing his hand to massage her bare bottom. Glancing around, I could see several tables watching the show, feasting on my wife’s exposure. Like before, my emotions were confused, but the excitement of the situation easily overcame any trepidation.

Clemmy once more turned my head towards her and as soon as our lips connected her hand took mine and placed it on her breast. This time, I focused on her and drove my tongue into her mouth while my hand explored her mounds. Her sighs and whimpers let me know she enjoyed the attention, and each time I tried to disengage, she pulled me back. I had to admit, the more time I spent with the woman, the more sexually appealing she became, and we stayed focused on each other for some time before Frank’s voice brought us back.

“Luther, how are you?” he said, and looking up I spotted a large black man standing next to our small table.

“Good man…good,” he replied in a booming voice that seemed out of place in the subdued atmosphere.

“This is Luther, the owner of the bar,” Frank announced.

Luther waved me back as I started to stand, but still briefly took my hand, although I could see most of his attention was on my wife who remained pressed tightly against Frank. Surprisingly, Frank asked the black man to join us for a drink and he immediately dropped onto the small couch with Abby squeezed in the middle.

Luther looked to be about 6′2″ tall and was quite thick but not flabby. Even through his well-tailored slacks and dress shirt, it was easy to discern he had heavy thighs and well-developed arms. His size, coupled with his shaved head, made him look a bit menacing.

Stuck between the two male bodies, my wife struggled to pull her dress down and finally gave up leaving lots of leg showing. Certainly, the two men noticed as their eyes made numerous glances.

“Come on baby,” Clemmy whined and turned my head back to her.

As we kissed, the older woman resumed teasing my dick and consumed by her attention, it wasn’t until I heard a heavy sigh from Abby, audible even over the music, that I looked up. Frank had her partially turned across his body and was kissing her deeply, and in that position, one leg draped over his. The large black man’s hand now fondled her exposed bottom. The contrast between her smooth, white skin and his dark meaty hands was striking and for a moment it mesmerized me before I looked up and realized that everyone nearby was watching. I thought about intervening as she seemed almost trapped between the men but some unseen force kept me from moving.

“Why don’t y’all come over and let her have some fun,” Clemmy whispered, breaking my concentration.

“Not tonight,” I replied, now certain there was more to their play than public fondling.

“I understand…soon though,” she responded, to which I gave a quick nod.

Deciding we needed to regroup, when Frank released my wife, I managed to get her attention and indicated we should go. I could tell by her expression they had aroused her and sensed she might even be a little disappointed to be leaving. However, during our discussion on the drive home, she agreed it had been time and we soon were laughing about the couple catching us. Fortunately, she maintained her spirit, and as soon as we entered the house, we raced to the bedroom. In short order, we were naked beneath the heavy comforter in a tight embrace.

“Damn you looked so hot tonight,” I whispered.

“I told you I didn’t like you with Clemmy,” she teased, referring to the message she had delivered after our last visit.

“I have to distract her while you play with Frank,” I snickered, and then added, “Luther, too.”

“Do you really want someone else touching me?” she whispered with fake vulnerability, as she ran her tongue along my neck.

“Ummm…that feels good,” I replied.

“You didn’t answer,” she said but maintained her teasing.

“You seemed happy,” I responded, and when my fingers found her slippery wet slit, I said, “Wow…excited.”

“Hush,” she replied and turned onto her back, pulling me with her.

She fumbled with my dick and then brought it to her opening. As wet as she was, a gentle push was all it took to enter, and when we had connected, I stopped and looked down at her beautiful face.

“Just like before. Frank’s kisses make you hot,” I teased.

“Mmmm…yeah… Luther’s too,” she sighed.

“You kissed him? Luther?” I asked and as my mind recalled the nearby voyeurs, I wondered what they were thinking.

“Yeah…you were too busy with Clemmy to even notice,” she said with an impish smile.

“Damn… What else did I miss?” I asked.

“Oh, just his fingers on my panties,” she answered.

“Whose? Where? What do you mean?” I fired back.

The comical way I spoke made Abby giggle and it took her a moment to calm enough to reply, “Luther’s fingers…you know where.”

“He touched your pussy?” I asked in shock.

“Just on the outside…through the panties,” she clarified.

It took a moment for the words to process and then I said, “No wonder you’re dripping.”

“Yeah…mmmm…” she moaned as I started to move.

Within seconds, I was taking her with deep, purposeful strokes, overwhelmed by the image of the men surrounding her. I knew I wouldn’t last long but in truth, I didn’t want to. Selfishly, I wanted to explode into my wife and ease my aching balls as I filled her with semen. Abby’s movements and sounds were equally urgent and she had her legs high in the air as she encouraged me. Then, with my body suddenly numb and stars appearing before my eyes, I threw my head back and roared as I let go. I collapsed onto her and for some time she bore my full weight before I summoned the strength to roll to her side.

“Shit, Abby,” I forced out.

“That was big…my God,” she giggled.

“I know…I’m sorry…” I offered.

“Hush,” she responded as her fingers started running through my hair.

I enjoyed her gentle touch for several minutes as I regained my strength and then pulled her tight. We cuddled and occasionally kissed but knowing she still needed relief, I pushed her onto her back as my fingers found her swollen slit.

“Mmmm…that feels good,” she sighed as I gently rubbed her clit.

“He got you aroused,” I said as the vision of Luther’s fingers teasing her pussy filled my head.

“Shhhh…don’t,” she whispered.

“Two men…and you between. Kissing and touching you,” I pushed.

“What did you do with Clemmy?” she asked but kept her eyes closed.

“She brushed against my dick with her hand,” I admitted.

“Really?” she asked as her eyes flew open, and then with a sigh she added, “She’s too much.”

“Yeah…she got me hard. Just like they got you excited,” I pressed.

“No…” she responded but she couldn’t hold back her smile.

“Mmmm…hmmm…” I said and after several seconds, I continued with, “What if Luther had slipped his fingers underneath and touched you like I’m doing?”

Her reaction was like watching a car stuck in second gear suddenly being upshifted to third. A little whimper escaped her mouth and her legs widened several inches. I leaned down and took a nipple between my lips and sucked hungrily on it for several seconds as she filled the room with whimpers.

“What are you doing to me?” she whined sensually.

“Hush…just think of Luther’s fingers on you while Frank kisses you,” I whispered.

It took another minute, and in that time, I watched her legs spread even further as her sounds became desperate. Then, her orgasm hit, and her voice became much louder. For a moment, she grasped my wrist as I continued to manipulate her clit, and then she started to thrash, ending up curled on her side. I pulled the covers over us and began to rub her arm but she took it and pulled it over her and soon we were asleep.

The next morning, I had my radar going to try and determine my wife’s state of mind. The liquor and the moment might very well have allowed her to participate in the encounter but in the light of day, I wondered how she might view things. Interestingly, I got no signals of distress which seemed particularly odd knowing that a strange black man had toyed with her sacred spot. Indeed, later that evening, she seemed quite happy to discuss the event.

“They certainly are an interesting couple,” Abby said as we sipped wine in front of the TV.

“Yes, but I think there’s more. Clemmy wanted us to come over to their house. I think they are probably swingers,” I told her.

“You mean like wife swappers?” she asked.

“Yeah, I get the feeling there’s more. More than just that bar,” I replied.

“So, we’re the new recruits?” she said.

Her question made me laugh but it did seem accurate and I replied, “Yeah, could be.”

“They’re attractive and charming. Why would they do that?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe I’m wrong,” I said.

“I agree there’s something more…but that sounds like a lot more,” she replied.

“Well, you already kissed him. That’s pretty intimate,” I said as a tease, and started to add, “And Luther…”

“Stop!” she interrupted, and then repeated her stance on Clemmy, “And I don’t like you with her.”

“I didn’t plan it, sweetie. I thought it would just be us. I guess we should have anticipated they would go there, though,” I responded.

“I know. That was a surprise. How are we going to be sure it won’t happen if we go again?” she asked.

The easy way she brought up a return to Luther’s surprised me but wanting to encourage her playfulness, I said, “We’ll go on an off night. Like a Wednesday.”

“We’ll be the only ones there,” she laughed.



Abby Learns the Game Ch. 02

The most intriguing aspect about our encounters with Frank and Clemmy was my wife’s reaction or lack thereof. I thought I would be dealing with some post-club anxiety, especially after Luther became involved but it only turned out to be minor. I knew it could have gone the other way, so all in all, I felt relieved. It did leave me wondering how well I knew my wife’s inner desires and the location of her boundaries. Several months ago, I would have guessed a mere sensual embrace would have made her go ballistic but we had blown through that to passionate kissing and fondling.

I thought it might be best to let things calm for a while and perhaps softly probe her sexual psyche over time. In my mind, that would occur in bed as we held each other and exchanged soft words. However, what I hadn’t considered was Clemmy pushing things with my wife and it took her less than a week to reach out.

“Clemmy’s been texting me,” she announced over breakfast.

“About going to Luther’s again?” I asked.

“No, she wants to meet for lunch,” she explained.

“Why?” I asked.

“She says we should get to know each other better,” she replied.

“Hmmm…” I responded suspiciously.

“What? What’s that mean?” Abby asked.

“I think she’s sizing you up or trying to determine how you’d react to an invitation. Maybe both,” I offered.

“About your swinging theory?” she clarified.

“Yes,” I responded.

“So, I shouldn’t go?” she asked.

The question was interesting and in truth, I had some curiosity about the woman’s motivation, so I said, “I guess you could go if you want. Just be prepared so you don’t get surprised or upset.”

She returned my look for a moment and then said, “I’m not twelve.”

Later that day, after running errands for several hours, I returned home and popped open a beer then went looking for my wife.

“Did you talk to Clemmy?” I asked, finding her primping in front of the mirror.

“Yes,” she replied but failed to elaborate.

“And?” I asked with mild annoyance.

“We’re meeting for a drink Tuesday,” she said.

“I thought it was going to be a lunch date?” I replied.

“Neither of us is free for lunch. Besides, it’s a nice place and she’s buying,” she laughed.

I tried to ask a few more questions but she quickly grew annoyed at my hovering so I retreated to the living room. Although their appointment was only two days out, I had mostly forgotten about it due to pressing issues at work. Thus, when I arrived home Tuesday and found it empty, I had my phone out when I recalled her plans. Now with it squarely at the forefront of my mind, I wandered impatiently through the house until she arrived home an hour and a half later, noticeably tipsy.

“We’ve been invited to a party at their house a week from Saturday,” she replied nervously after flopping onto the sofa.

“What kind of party? I asked.

“She said we didn’t have to do anything. We could just stay for a while and meet the people,” she replied.

“Abby, is it that kind of party?” I pushed.

“Yes, you were right. Happy?” she responded, and before I could speak, she added, “God, it’s so dirty. How would you look at someone knowing and they know you know?”

“Awkward for sure. You told her no, right?” I clarified.

“I did,” she answered but without conviction.

“Meaning?” I asked.

“She wouldn’t take no for an answer. She said we could just stop by for a drink and then leave. And she kept asking…I committed to her I would talk to you about it,” she explained.

“Well, you did. Want to go?” I asked.

“No,” she replied.

“There…then we’re done,” I said.

“Okay,” she agreed and started walking away, and just as she was about to exit the room, she said, “Frank is going to call you.”

“Why?” I asked, catching up with her in the bedroom.

“For the same reason, she met with me. Try to convince you,” Abby replied.

“How did he get my number?” I asked suspiciously.

“I…I gave it to her,” she admitted nervously.

“I think they’re out of line pushing so hard,” I said.

“Yes, I agree…it does seem too much,” she replied.

That ended the immediate conversation although we returned to it several times over the next few days. Mostly, it involved me asking clarifying questions about her discussion with Clemmy. I expected Frank would call quickly and get it over with one way or the other. However, when the weekend arrived and he still hadn’t reached out, I assumed they had decided to go with Abby’s rejection. Thus, I was mildly surprised when I received a call from the older man on Saturday afternoon.

“By now you must be aware of the conversation our wives had earlier this week,” he started after the normal preliminaries.

“Yes, she told me about the discussion,” I concurred.

“Perfect. Then, let me be candid but at any point, if you want to end the call, feel free to say so,” he started, and after I acknowledged his comment, he continued with, “We are a very select group of attractive, successful, and educated adults that have been in our…scene for many years. When we ran into you and your beautiful wife the first time at the restaurant, we thought y’all would make a great addition to the group and our other interactions have only reinforced that view. With each new couple, we’ve had to go through an introduction, a discussion like this, and of course, it’s quite awkward. In every case, the results have fallen into two camps. First, there are the ones that do not want to consider participation in any way and are offended by the approach. They shut things down quickly. The second group are the curious people…intrigued by the thought but not prepared to do anything without learning more. Never have we met a couple that was instantly eager. I say this so you can understand where you and Abby are in the spectrum. Are you with me so far?”

“I am,” I confirmed.

“May I proceed?” the older man asked.

“Sure, go ahead,” I told him.

“When Clemmy spoke with your wife, she was clearly quite nervous, as was to be expected. Although she said y’all weren’t interested, she did agree to let us talk,” Frank explained, and I sensed he was alluding to something the older woman saw that he wanted me to know about. However, I didn’t try to clarify and let him continue, “The purpose of this call is to offer you the opportunity to meet and socialize with our little group without any pressure to participate. The others will know you’re only there to observe and may decide to leave at any moment.”

“Where does all this occur?” I asked, unable to hold back my curiosity about the mechanics.

“Our home usually. It’s a very tasteful residence and my wife has done an outstanding job decorating,” he explained.

“I see…look, Frank. I…we know that you and Clemmy aren’t lunatics but this is way past anything we have ever been confronted with, let alone considered. I think the answer, as we stand here today, is no but I’ll talk it over again with Abby and if that changes, we’ll reach out.” I told the man.

“I can’t ask for any more than that. Have a good day,” he replied and hung up.

“Was that Frank?” my wife asked suddenly appearing in the room.

“Were you eavesdropping?” I asked with a chuckle.

“No, I was walking by and from the tone…” she replied, fighting back her smile and when I rolled my eyes, she asked, “What did he say?”

I went through the brief discussion and when I finished, she confirmed it was like the message she received from the man’s wife. Clearly, the sales pitch strategy focused on getting us to take the next step and meet the group. For the remainder of the afternoon and into the evening, we discussed the bizarre situation and speculated on everything from the people’s attractiveness to the process of partner selection. It seemed that each time we contemplated a question it would quickly lead to several more. We found the speculative discussion very entertaining and managed to kill a bottle of wine and part of a second.

“Should we feel honored?” Abby giggled as we discussed our selection.

“I think so. I bet they looked at a hundred couples before they decided to approach us,” I replied.

“Why do you think that?” she laughed.

“Because you’re so beautiful,” I said as I pulled her close and after giving her a long kiss, I teased her by saying, “Frank clearly thinks so.”

“Yeah, yeah…Clemmy was the same way with you,” she countered.

Then, suddenly a thought hit me, and rather than holding it back, I blurted out, “Could you do it with him? With Frank?”

A shocked look appeared on her face but just for a moment, for a tiny millisecond, I swore I saw guilt in her eyes before she replied, “No, of course not.”

Now, I wondered if she held something within her, harbored some inner desires that she hadn’t shared with me. Had she fantasized about the older man and perhaps even masturbated to thoughts of him caressing her body? Strangely, the idea didn’t terrify me. Instead, it further enflamed my curiosity as once again I contemplated the boundaries of her sexual psyche that I had never really challenged.

“Do you want to take them up on the offer? Check it out?” I asked.

Oddly, in all our hours of discussion, we had not broached the simple question deciding instead to entertain ourselves on the subject without first calling for a show of hands.

“No, do you?” she replied after only a brief hesitation.

“No, I don’t want you to get upset,” I said, instantly realizing I had chosen my words poorly.

“What does that mean? Why do you think I’d get upset? Why not you?” she fired back.

“That didn’t come out right,” I acknowledged.

She gave me a hard stare for several seconds, clearly unimpressed by my mea culpa, and then answered, “So, you’d go if you were sure I wouldn’t get upset? That’s what you’re saying. You really want to go except you’re worried about me?”

I had to admire the cleverness she showed after so much alcohol, and now on my heels, I replied, “That’s not what I’m saying.”

“Okay, I promise I won’t get upset. What’s your answer?” she pushed.

“You’re already upset,” I countered.

“At you. Not at the…the swingers. I’m upset because you won’t give me a straight answer,” she stated.

Knowing she had me trapped, I responded, “Okay, look. I’ve thought about seeing what it’s all about…to get the answer to all the questions we’ve been talking about but I don’t think it’s worth the trouble.”

“Trouble meaning me?” she demanded.

“No, Abby…not you. I mean you some if I’m honest but other things, too. The social awkwardness, the visual knowledge we’ll carry…and I’m sure when we’re there we’ll be pressured,” I explained.

“So, it is me,” she replied and the fire in her eyes informed me that I was either being played or she was truly enjoying taking me down.

“Abby, every man there is going to look at you and want to fuck you,” I said crudely.

Again, she gave me a strange look and then took my hand and said sarcastically, “Oh, I’m sorry you’re so insecure, baby.”

That launched another round of discussion and somehow every time I tried to dig out of the hole I had created, I found myself descending deeper. A half-hour later, somehow, we had concluded it would be safe to go to the party to check things out but leave at the first sign of weirdness. In the end, I’m not sure whether it was a decision we reached together or if it was just the path out of the argument. Even then, I thought it highly likely we would change our minds before the day arrived.

Abby had the task of contacting Clemmy which she did the following day. Amazingly, little was said about it for the rest of the week, and it was only on Friday when I inquired about the dress that she told me it was a casual gathering.

“Okay, show me what you’re wearing,” I said.

“I’ll show you but you don’t get a say,” she replied.

I stood aside as she went to her closet and came back with a dark blue knee-length turtleneck wool dress. It seemed a bit more than casual but also a quite defensive offering as it provided no view of her sensual neck or lovely thighs. A few hours later, dressed in grey slacks, a blue shirt, and a navy blazer, I waited for her in the living room and stood as she entered.

“You look lovely,” I told her.

“It’s not too racy, is it?” she joked and then began laughing when I rolled my eyes.

“I guess we’re really going,” I said when she calmed.

“I guess but let’s be ready to leave,” she responded.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled up in front of a handsome home set on a large piece of property in a fashionable section of the city. Frank met us at the door, giving my wife a simple kiss on the cheek, and soon we were sipping cocktails as the remaining guests arrived. In all, there were six couples including our hosts with Abby and I easily being the youngest. Everyone looked professional, and I was proud of the way my wife managed to interact with the group. An hour had gone by and people were on their second or third drink when Clemmy used a serving fork against her Champaign glass to get everyone’s attention.

“We have something fun in store for this evening, but first everyone must change into the outfits we’ve arranged. They are on the table in the dining room with your name on them and there are plenty of places to change so get to it!” she announced in her normal bubbly way.

Instantly, people began moving towards the dining room like children receiving a present. Abby’s eyes caught mine, and we lingered near the back nervous about what to do. I knew without speaking that we were both contemplating whether it was time to leave but we dutifully followed the others. When we entered the room, we could see that everyone had received the same outfit which looked like heavy pajamas with slippers. There was a long sleeve top that buttoned up the front and full pants with drawstrings. Both male and female sets came ornately embroidered with the only visible difference being an orangey-red for the women and gold for the men.

“This is a bit weird don’t you think?” Abby said when the others had left to change.

“Yes, kind of, but these things aren’t really…threatening. I mean… Do you want to go?” I asked.

“The longer we stay the harder it becomes to leave,” she said.

I nodded to her and we prepared to go in search of our hosts when Clemmy appeared in the doorway.

“Don’t panic. Still, plenty of time to leave,” she said with a reassuring smile, and then quickly added, “Besides, you should see what Frank has created. It’s amazing.”

“Clemmy, we’re nervous,” my wife said.

“Honey, relax. Neither your husband nor Frank would ever let anything happen to you,” she said in a soothing voice.

With a final smile, she turned and left leaving us once more to face the decision. I had to admit I still held a certain curiosity, so when Abby looked at me, I merely shrugged my shoulders. With a deep sigh, she grabbed her package, and together we left to find a place to change.

Fortunately, the first bedroom we came to was empty, although there were clothes there indicating a couple had already changed and left. I helped her pull the dress over her head and then started to remove my things. Abby was wearing a tiny thong and a very thin bra that seemed incongruent with her conservative outerwear and for a moment I wondered if they had been a subconscious selection.

“I don’t think you’re supposed to wear underwear with these,” I said as she began to pull up the bottoms.

“If I have to run out of here, I want my panties,” she replied which made us both laugh and broke the tension.

Now that she had set the precedent, I found myself pulling the pants up over my boxers. It took only a few minutes to finish, and we placed our clothes in a neat stack on the bed then joined the others. The odd clothing had created a buzz and now everyone seemed giddy which made me nervous about what might happen next.

Our hosts assembled everyone in the living room and dimmed the lights to a low level before illuminating the backyard with floodlights. Suddenly, a large tent appeared that seemed to be made from a very heavy material.

“Frank, is that a desert tent?” one of the male guests asked.

“Yes, it’s a Bedouin tent to be precise. I ran across it by chance and the owner didn’t realize what he had,” he explained.

“Let’s see it,” a female voice spoke, and we all quickly moved towards the back door.

“Damn, Frank,” I heard a male voice say ahead of me, as I waited to enter the tent.

Once inside, I realized what he had been referring to. It was one of the cleverest and most enticing set-ups I had ever seen. The tent could easily hold everyone and covering the floor were numerous overlapping oriental rugs. Also, arranged around the perimeter were six stations that consisted of a small mattress held within a nice cover, along with numerous pillows. There were several platters filled with fruits in the center and on either end was a hookah with multiple hoses. Middle Eastern music was playing through some unseen sound system and soft lighting filtered from around the bottom providing just enough illumination to see. Now, the outfits made sense as we realized our host’s intentions.

For the next few minutes, Frank and Clemmy were inundated with words of admiration for their concept, and following that they answered questions. When the din died down, the couples were directed to pick a spot. Abby and I took one across from Frank and Clemmy and sat down cross-legged. Our hosts directed everyone’s attention to the wine that was positioned in jugs around the tent and the goblets that went with each station. Dutifully, I poured some for my wife, and we joined the conversation while I occasionally fed Abby grapes from the tray.

“This is amazing,” I whispered to her, as the others chatted.

“It is! Wow…not what I expected,” she concurred.

Besides us and our hosts, the other couples included Steve and Sally, Craig and Diane, Jim and Mary, and Bob and Irene. Steve and Sally were just to our left and looked to be the next youngest couple to us at perhaps thirty-five. Steve was tall and in good shape with chiseled facial features, and his wife who also looked good was a honey blonde with deep blue eyes and a very nice smile. Craig and Diane were to their left, next to our hosts, and looked to be around forty. Craig was heavy without really looking fat which juxtaposed with his petite wife. Both had dark hair, although Craig’s hairline was receding rapidly. Diane was full of life and jumped into the middle of every conversation, but her husband was quieter, almost brooding, at times.

To our immediate right were Bob and Irene who also looked to be around forty. Bob was a pretty average-looking guy, but his wife was very good-looking. She had light brown hair, a slender body, and a way of carrying herself that delivered the message that at one time she had been an absolute stunner. To their right were Jim and Mary that looked to be the oldest couple at what I guessed was around fifty. While showing some signs of age, they made up for it with their witty conversation that usually had the group laughing.

While the conversation continued, I noticed Bob pick up a small wooden box, extract something and place it in the hookah. Almost immediately, a sweet aroma filled the room and he reached for one of the hoses.

“Go easy, Bob. It’s strong,” Frank said, stopping the chatter for a moment.

The smell and his warning let me know that the substance being burned was very likely illegal. I had consumed my fair share of pot in college and Abby had admitted trying it several times, but it had been years and I knew the current strains were stronger. We watched as Bob sucked gently on the hose and after several seconds emitted a stream of smoke from his mouth. He offered the hose to his wife Irene while at the same time Jim took one of the other hoses. With my focus on the developments at our end of the tent, I didn’t notice at first that Frank had fired up the other device, and now that there were two going, I knew it wouldn’t be long before our turn came.


“Abby?” Bob offered, holding out the hose.

She looked at me with questioning eyes, and with a shrug, I said, “Why not.”

My wife accepted the offer and amazingly she was able to draw and expel the smoke correctly without coughing. After Bob refilled the bowl, I went next and Abby took another quick hit before we passed it back.

“Oh shit,” I heard my wife say a minute or so later, and looking at her I could see the drug’s effects were already hitting her.

It wasn’t long before I felt what she did, and as our host had warned, it was indeed quite strong. We weren’t the only ones to feel it and over the next few minutes, I watched as people that had been sitting straight up began to stretch out on the mattresses. I let Abby fall over and rested her head in my lap using one of the cushions as a pillow. People were still talking, although it was at a slower pace, and then somehow Frank lowered the lights to the point I could just barely see across the tent.

Those conversing reduced until only Frank, Craig, Diane, Bill, and I were doing any talking. I could see that Abby’s eyes were open, but she seemed to be content to listen and experience the feelings of her high. We continued for a while then, when a lull occurred, Frank reached behind him and came back with something in his hand.

Turning to me, he held out the object and said, “Since you’re the new guy, you control the bell. Ring it when you’re ready to move.”

“Move? What do you mean?” I asked.

“Each time it rings, the men move one place to the right,” he explained, and his words sent a panic through me as the meaning hit.

“Frank…I don’t know. We…what if I don’t want to,” I stammered.

“Then don’t ring it,” he replied, as a smile appeared on his face.

The short exchange brought some chuckling from the others and then like the firing of a starting gun, I watched as the men quickly nestled in next to their wives and began to kiss and caress. Abby had the same expression on her face when I looked down at her, so I guessed she was oblivious to the discussion. Nevertheless, I set the bell to one side, and like the others moved closer to my wife, nestling in behind her in a spooning position. Gently, I moved the hair from her neck and started to give her light kisses.

“Mmmm…” she moaned softly, then surprisingly she turned so that we were facing.

“I thought you were out,” I whispered.

“Just resting,” she replied.

I kissed her on the lips several times with each one becoming more passionate. She didn’t fight me and I pulled her leg over my hip to make us partially entwined.

“What’s happening?” she asked, and I could tell she was slowly coming out of the deepest effects of the drug.

Whispering, I explained about the smoking and the effect it had on everyone, the dimming of the lights, and the making out that was now going on. I left the bell for last and told her that I didn’t have to ring it all.

“That’s so crazy,” she replied, but rather than get upset, she pulled me into another kiss.

Amazingly, it was only the start as she slowly became the aggressor seeking out my lips and running her hands over my body. While this was going on, even over the music, I could hear the occasional moan or sigh from the other couples. Emboldened by her actions, my hand found the buttons on her top, and I slowly began to undo them until the top three were free and her bra came into view. I lowered my mouth and found the swell of her breasts above the garment and began to kiss and lick, with her sounds now joining the erotic serenade.

“You’re on fire,” I whispered.

“That stuff made me horny,” she replied with a little giggle as if it was a legitimate reason for her behavior.

“Take your bra off,” I demanded, her arousal now feeding mine.

I thought I might get rejected or at least go through some debate, but with just a quick look she replied, “Unhook it.”

Reaching into her heavy top, I was able to unclasp it, and immediately she began wiggling and working the straps down her arm until she was able to pull it free, then she casually tossed it to the side. My mouth, hungry in anticipation, descended to her chest and quickly found her erect nipples. I tongue-lashed them, drawing wonderful sounds of excitement from her mouth, and was thrilled but also nervous about the way my wife was behaving. Still, I couldn’t stop, and as my mouth sucked on her breasts my hand found the remaining buttons and released them. Pushing her onto her back, I gazed with pride at her beautiful torso and the perfect mounds that were now on display to me and anyone else that happened to look.

“Happy?” she asked looking up at me, and rather than respond I lowered my head and licked her from the top of her pants to her neck.

Falling back to her side, my hand snaked beneath her waistband and found her thong. I could feel her heat and when my fingers made their way under the tiny garment I was rewarded with a very wet pussy already swollen with arousal.

Four buttons held her pants up and when my fingers came into contact with the first one I was certain she would push me away, but I was able to quickly unfasten it without protest and it wasn’t until I was at the third that she responded.

“What are you doing?” she asked while taking my hand in hers.

“Taking your pants off,” I said bluntly.

“Why?” she responded.

“I want to,” I answered, providing no real justification.

Surprisingly, she withdrew her hand from mine and I quickly completed the task of unbuttoning, and when I finished, I could see the top of her thong through the opening. With my blood practically boiling and a pounding in my ears, I searched for something to cut her panties free and my eyes located a small knife on the fruit tray which I quickly grabbed.

“Be still,” I commanded.

Reaching in and finding her leg band, I stretched it into view and with a hard pull of the knife half cut and half tore it free. Seconds later, the same thing occurred to the other side, and this time it was me that tossed the garment to the side.

Once more moving beside her, I sucked hungrily on her nipples while my hand moved into her pants and began to tease her opening. I could hear her panting in excitement from my efforts and occasionally I would rise and kiss her mouth. For some bizarre reason I didn’t completely understand, I wanted her to cum, wanted to witness her letting go with everyone around, so I continued to push.

“What are you doing to me?” she whined, as her body writhed sensually.

“Making you cum,” I answered.

“People are watching,” she replied, suddenly showing some modesty.

“No one is,” I countered.

“Honey…please…” she said in a voice that let me know she was suddenly uncomfortable.

“What’s wrong baby?” I asked removing my hand and lifting my head.

“Everyone can see,” she whispered.

“Baby, don’t worry. They’re all busy. Look,” I said, knowing from the sounds there was activity all around us.

I moved so that I was on my elbow and helped her scoot up so that we could see more of the room. As expected, it was a scene of decadence as Steve had his head buried between his wife’s legs, Frank was getting a blowjob and Craig was slowly fucking his wife who had her legs raised high in the air. Behind us, we could hear more but didn’t bother to turn.

“My God,” my wife whispered.

“I told you. Now let me play,” I replied softly, flashing her a big smile, and hoping she would accept the actions of the others as justification to allow me to continue.

“This is crazy,” she answered, but made no effort to stop me when my hand reentered her pants.

Soon, I was back to manipulating her body, and I was happy to hear the sounds of her arousal return. After using my fingers to play with her pussy for a few minutes, I decided that like Steve, I wanted to taste my wife, so I began kissing down her body until my lips were just above her opening. Then, with a quick move, my tongue found her clit and flicked it back and forth.

“Ding!” the sound of the bell ringing filled the tent, and looking up, I was surprised to see the shocked look on my wife’s face.

“I hit it by accident,” she gasped.

Our eyes locked for a moment and I was just about to explain what happened to Frank when Steve, naked from the waist up, entered my vision and dropped to my wife’s side. At the same time, I noticed other movements in the tent which distracted me and when I looked back, his body now shielded Abby’s face from my view. Confused and in something of a fog, with slow measured steps I walked towards the next station expecting at any time to hear an urgent plea from Abby.

Irene was on her back, completely nude when I arrived, and I had barely sat down when she began to work the buttons on my shirt, and as soon as it was off she pulled me next to her.

“Is this your first time?” she asked.

“Yes…I guess…yes, I think so,” I responded, still in shock.

Lie back so you can watch your wife and I’ll suck you. No husband should miss his wife’s first time,” she said.

I did as I was told, finding a spot where I could watch Abby and Steve, and as soon as I was settled I felt her hands working the buttons, then my pants being pulled down and off. The boxers quickly followed and then the beautiful older woman’s lovely mouth was wrapped around my dick while her fingernails teasing my scrotum.

Steve lay to Abby’s side with his head close to hers and they appeared to be talking. It didn’t seem like anything had happened and several times I saw him attempt a kiss. However, on each occasion, she demurely turned her head but returned to the conversation as if she was playing for time. Then, he leaned down and his lips went for her neck. For a moment her hand went to his shoulder as if she meant to push him away, but her move lacked strength and within a few seconds it was merely resting there.

After getting her comfortable, he left her neck and moved to her mouth. This time, she accepted him, and just like the times at Luther’s, watching her receive and return another man’s kiss was strangely erotic. Steve took his time and it was several minutes before his lips moved to her breasts but the instant they touched she arched her back in response. Over and over I watched as he licked and sucked on her hard nipples while occasionally kissing beneath her breasts. Abby’s hand had moved to the back of his neck, and with her eyes closed, she seemed to be quite content.

Finally, his mouth left her breasts and he licked down her torso, stopping to tease her belly button for a moment before continuing towards the prize. I watched as her hand reached down to hold her pants closed, but he ignored her and with his chin pushed it out of the way. He licked down the opening until he had her squirming then sat back and with a sudden movement he pulled her pants down to her knees and with a second tug had them completely off.

My wife tried to cover her sex with her hand, but like before Steve quickly brushed it aside and his hungry mouth was quickly attached to her wet slit.

“Uhhhh…” we all heard her cry out.

I could see her looking around, no doubt seeking my reaction, however, her lover’s tongue proved too powerful because seconds later she widened her legs. Her hand moved to the back of his head, helping to guide, as she abandoned her sensibilities to the decadent pleasure.

“Ugghhh…” I grunted when I felt Irene’s finger penetrate my rectum.

She had worked my cock over voraciously as I watched my wife and in other circumstances, I would have already exploded, however, her sudden assault on my ass got my attention.

“Relax baby, it will feel good,” she coached me while looking up with a smile.

“No…uhhh…damn,” I groaned, trying to wiggle away but failing.

Irene kept pushing and when she found my prostate I surrendered completely to her efforts. It felt like her finger was inside my dick making it harder, and the sensation, coupled with her wet mouth, distracted me from Abby. I let myself enjoy her efforts for several minutes and was blissfully aware I was getting close to a release. However, before it arrived, I glanced towards my wife and saw that Steve was now kneeling between her legs, naked with his hard cock in his hand.

“Irene, the bell…please…” I was able to force out, which made her look up, but my words didn’t immediately register so, I said again, “Irene hand me the bell…now!”

She looked at me then at Abby and Steve and it dawned on her what I was saying. With a graceful move, she dropped my dick, pulled her finger from my ass, and turned her body to pick up the bell. She could have just rung it herself, but she was following my directions and those few seconds terrified me as I watched the handsome man lean forward to penetrate my wife.

“Ding!” I hit it at the last possible moment and watched his look turn to disbelief and anger.

For some reason, if someone was going to experience my wife, I didn’t want it to be him. Maybe it was because he was younger than the rest and more attractive or perhaps it was his smooth manner, but I knew I needed to stop him.

“There are always lots of emotions the first time,” Irene whispered, as I prepared to leave.

“Thank you,” was all I could think of to say as I moved to Mary.

Strangely, Mary, who had been so outgoing when conversing was very quiet, acting quite shy when I sat next to her. It made things awkward, particularly since I wanted to focus attention on my wife. Besides the obvious aspects of sex, I was worried about Craig’s demeanor and what effect it might have on Abby’s psyche.

Since everyone was now naked, I could see Craig’s average cock protruding from his barrel-like body as he lay next to my wife casually massaging her breasts. I wondered if he had already fucked one of the women and climaxed which had drained his energy or if he was trying to be sensitive, but he seemed to be in no hurry.

“What can I do for you?” the older woman finally asked.

“Mary, I…I’m struggling…with my wife. I’m worried about her and want to make sure she’s okay,” I replied, trying to be honest.

“Sweetie, I’ve been around lots of newbies and there are two kinds of men. Those that only worry about themselves and those that worry about their wives. It’s special how you’re acting and it’s good,” she answered, making me feel much better.

“Should I be worried about Craig?” I asked, now that I had something of a confidant.

“Since he just fucked Sally it will take him a while, so I doubt he will be ready unless you want to wait. Better if you let Frank,” she counseled.

“Should I go ahead and ring the bell?” I asked, feeling that I was getting sound advice.

“You should give Steve a minute. You cut him off pretty hard,” she replied.

Just to our left, barely out of reach, Steve had just entered Irene and was fucking her with long powerful strokes that made me glad I hadn’t let him have my Abby. He had her grunting loudly, and was showing no signs of fading. Mary and I sat mostly in silence watching the others, however, after several minutes, I felt her hand grip my dick.

“Young men feel so nice,” she said with a laugh as she stroked it, which made me laugh, too.

Looking around, I could see that everyone but Abby, me, and our partners were fucking. Steve was still in the missionary position with Irene pummeling her pussy while Frank was pounding Sally hard from behind. Clemmy was on top of Bob riding him like a cowgirl and Jim was in the missionary position with Diane who was practically wailing.

The sights and sounds were keeping me aroused and looking over at my wife I could see that she too was taking it all in with a strange expression on her face. Then, while I looked on, I saw Craig place his hand between her leg and start to manipulate her pussy. I was shocked to see that within just a short amount of time she was actively responding to his touch by opening her legs and moving her body seductively. Did she find him more appealing than I realized? Had she been left without an orgasm for so long that she would do anything for a release? Had the sights and sounds of everything around her taken her to an extreme level of arousal? As I thought about the possibilities, I suspected that the truth resided in some combination of all these things.

“Keep your bell close,” Mary whispered.

Craig moved to his knees with his hand still on my wife’s pussy and leaned across her so that his cock was inches from her mouth. I cringed expecting a bad reaction from her to this bold act so I was stunned when I saw her reach up with her hand and take hold of him then bring it to her mouth. He pushed it in deep and her hand went to his balls and fondled them while he rocked slowly back and forth.

“She’s very excited,” Mary proclaimed while squeezing my aching dick harder.

Fortunately, I could tell that Irene and Steve were getting close. Their moans had become more pronounced and there was an urgency in the movements of their bodies. Less than a minute later, she started to cum which must have tipped him over because with a loud groan and a hard push his body began to spasm against the lovely woman.

“Ding!” I rang the bell, after giving the couple to our left a minute to recover.

“You’re wonderful,” I said to Mary.

“Come back later,” she said with a grin before I scooted the short distance to Clemmy.

“Finally!” our hostess declared when I settled in next to her and then added, “Why did you pick that spot so far away?”

“Clemmy, I didn’t know the rules,” I said in my defense.

“I know honey, but you better let your wife orgasm before she goes nuts,” she giggled.

“I know…I…uhhh…I want it to be Frank,” I admitted.

“I thought that was your plan, but you know…get ready. Frank will make her fly,” she warned with a wry smile.

Frank, now next to Abby, was turned to his side and resting on his elbow, while he looked down at my wife who was flat on her back. His semi-hard cock draped across his thigh and I could tell it was slightly larger than mine. Abby showed no apparent concern about her nudity and appeared quite relaxed as they talked.

It was only a minute later, while Clemmy stroked my cock with a tight grip, that Frank pulled my wife against his body in a tight embrace and began to passionately kiss her. Almost instantly, her arms wrapped around his neck and a casual observer would have concluded that they were long-term lovers. They kept at this for some time, showing no urgency until Frank rolled my wife onto her back once more. He climbed over her with his legs straddling her waist but held his torso a foot above hers. I saw Abby glance down towards his cock before Frank dropped his head and began to suck on her small, sensitive nipples which soon had her whimpering.

Time seemed to creep by as he further excited my wife, but it was probably only a minute or so. Then he stopped and I could see them whispering again, and soon, with their eyes locked, Abby nodded her head. Frank began moving between her legs as she spread open in a clear invitation. The older man took his now fully erect cock into his right hand and after several seconds of awkward moves, they both became still.

“Ohhhhh…” Abby’s cry filled the tent when Frank’s hips suddenly thrust forward.

Without question, Frank had penetrated my wife and after a moment, they began whispering to each other again as her hands maintained a tight grip on his biceps. Seconds later, another thrust from him brought forth another passionate wail. Once again, he paused for several seconds, but when he resumed, he started a deep, forceful movement that had my wife moaning loudly as her legs lifted to his side. All around me, I could see the others had stopped their activities to watch the breaking of the new girl.

Frank took my wife. There was no other way to describe it. He fucked her hard in a relentless way that brought her to an orgasm quickly. It was obvious to all when she got there as she filled the tent with her excited cries. After her climax, she became quiet for a while, but Frank kept up his assault, and soon she was back with him responding passionately to the raw fucking.


Clemmy provided soothing words of comfort as my wife felt the joy of her lover’s cock, and then held me when my wife erupted. As soon as Abby released in her first climax, the older woman pulled me on top of her and brought my drooling dick to her opening, where I plunged quickly inside. With my mind reeling in turmoil from what I had witnessed and continued to hear, I lasted only a short time before my balls boiled over and I shot a huge load into the mature woman, who took it graciously while holding me in an embrace.

Then, with me gasping for air, we turned our attention back just as Frank’s body became rigid and with several final, deep thrusts he fired his semen into my wife while letting go with a powerful roar. Then, as if someone had thrown a switch, it became silent inside the tent, and when Frank rolled off my wife, I was both stunned to see her remain spread with her eyes shut and her chest heaving. Even in the dim light, I could see her body glistening with sweat and her small, shaved pussy now swollen and drooling.

When my eyes left her, I noticed the others staring at me and after several seconds I knew they were sending a message. Slowly, I reached out, took the bell in my hand, and after a moment of contemplation gently jostled it until it rang.

Jim rose and moved to my wife immediately. I hadn’t paid much attention to him, but now standing next to Abby I could see he had a large, uncircumcised cock that seemed out of proportion to the rest of his body. It was only half-hard and I wondered, as an older guy, if he had done all he could for the night.

Like the others, Diane met me with a knowing smile, and I wondered how many newbies this group had broken in. Up close, I realized that her small body was perfectly proportioned with a tight bottom and nice B-cup breasts. Like my wife, she had full lips and for a moment I was distracted from what was happening with Abby. However, just as Diane took my dick in her small hand, I heard sounds from behind me and turned to see Jim between my wife’s very open legs, holding the base of his mean-looking cock and slapping it against Abby’s used opening.

“Turn this way,” Diane said guiding me where I could watch my wife while she straddled my waist and pulled my recovering dick to her slit.

As she slid down my shaft, I could tell she was full of the cum of the men who had been with her before me, but it still felt wonderful, and when she pushed her chest against mine and began to nibble on my ear, just for a moment, I forgot about Abby. One of my hands went to her ass to help guide her and the other landed on the back of her neck while I directed her mouth to mine.

“Damn, you feel good,” I gasped.

“Thanks, honey. Was that your wife’s first time?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I groaned softly in reply.

“Frank knows what he’s doing. He was my first. Irene’s too,” she offered.

“Really?” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

“Yes, she’ll always remember it too. Especially, with that climax,” she answered, which brought with it a pang of jealousy.

Jim was now alternately slapping my wife’s pussy with his heavy cock and running the head up and down her wet slit. I could see that it was stiffening, and could also see that my wife was now watching his efforts with her body jerking each time he came into contact with her clit. Around us, Chris was taking Mary in the doggie position, but the others appeared to be resting and watching Abby.

“Uhhhh…” I suddenly heard my wife’s voice cry out.

Returning my attention to her, I could see her legs were spread very wide and her feet were suspended about a foot off the ground. Her nails were dug into the older man’s arms and she was looking between their bodies where he must have been pushing his cock inside her.

“Relax Abby,” Clemmy called out in a low but purposeful voice.

“Unnnggghhhh…” she grunted again as we watched Jim push his hips forward.

“Abby try to relax,” our hostess said again.

“I’m trying…ohhhhhh…” Abby started to reply before her lover fed more of his fat cock inside. Then, when he pushed again, we heard her force out, “Oh, God!”

When the sound of her voice dissipated, we could see that Jim was now in her saddle with his large tool fully embedded. He lowered his body, obstructing most of my view, and grew still, no doubt allowing her to get accustomed to the size. A minute or so later he started to move slowly which brought fresh sounds from my wife that slowly morphed from discomfort to pleasure.

“She’s fine,” Diane said to me with a giggle, as she continued to roll her hips.

The sensual sounds that Jim was now pulling from Abby affected me and helped bring my dick to full hardness. The older man was doing a great job of building my wife’s passion and it seemed like it was carrying over to all of us. I could feel the tingling in my balls start, although having already cum once, I felt more in control.

Abby’s sounds were dominating the tent when her lover suddenly stopped, pulled out, and directed her to her knees. I thought she might take it as an opportunity to break away, so it was with some surprise that I watched her eagerly turn and present him her lovely rear.

“Uhhh…uhhh…ohhh…” she started calling out repeatedly when Jim pushed back inside and restarted his assault.

He had his hands firmly on her hips and built the pace until he was pounding her hard. Her face and sounds made it clear that she was in heaven, and looking around I could see that everyone had stopped what they were doing to witness their mating. Even Diane had stopped and was now resting on my chest with her mouth next to my ear.

“That’s so hot. She’s going to cum some more,” she whispered.

Her words were prophetic as it wasn’t long before Abby was practically screaming and her body started thrusting back against her new lover’s cock. Jim, no doubt sensing the moment, took one hand off her hip and moved it to her breast, found her nipple, and squeezed.

“Uggghhhh…uggghhhh…ohhh…oh fuck…fuck…” my wife cried out as she began to orgasm.

Several times, her body stiffened and released, and then she started tossing her head back and forth as her mouth emitted sounds of wild abandon. Jim rode her through it and tried to keep her on her knees, but finally, she fell forward, releasing his cock. All watched as he pulled on his shaft several times forcing a heavy glob of semen to fall onto her still writhing ass. For a moment, the creamy substance clung to her skin but gravity took hold and we watched as it moved obscenely into her crack.

“My God,” I whispered.

“Fuck,” Diane replied in amazement.

Abby lay sprawled and still on the mat with Jim still on his knees behind her, and throughout the tent, I could hear murmuring voices commenting on the scene.

“I need to go to her,” I said to Diane.

“Yes,” she agreed and quickly climbed off me.

Jim saw me coming and moved away while I snuggled close to my wife’s side so I could talk to her.

“Baby, I’m here. Are you okay?” I asked in a faint whisper.

Slowly, she turned her head and looked at me, and I could see from her eyes that she was still lost, so I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close. I kissed her several times on her lips, eyes, and ears hoping to convey my love before she finally spoke.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, and it seemed it took all her energy to force the words out.

At that moment I wanted nothing more than to be inside my wife. Pushing on her shoulders, I was able to turn her to her back and spread her legs. I’m not even sure she was aware when I entered her as she still seemed detached, and her normally snug pussy was sloppy and dilated.

Slowly I moved inside her and over the next several minutes she came back until we were peering into each other’s eyes to gauge our feelings.

“I’m sorry,” she mouthed more than spoke.

“Shhhh…” I whispered, and put my finger to her mouth.

“Are you mad?” she asked more clearly, with a furrowed brow.

“No, baby,” I replied while forcing a smile.

I didn’t last long and with aching balls, I released my seed into my wife’s full vagina. Looking up, I could see that for the most part, the others seemed to be either finished or resting and now showed little interest in us.

“Let’s go,” I said to Abby who nodded her concurrence, and after saying hasty goodbyes we walked naked back to the house with Clemmy.

Our hostess met us at the door wearing a robe after we had dressed and was smiling as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.

“Darlings, I hope you enjoyed yourselves,” she said and gave my wife a quick kiss on the cheek.

I tried to make love to my wife that night and in the morning, but she fended me off each time without explanation. Also, I tried to engage her in a discussion to talk through the experience, but she wanted nothing of that either.

“Abby, we need to talk about it,” I said the following Friday after we had lots to drink.

All week, I had remained silent and had not tried to initiate sex, but I knew we needed to get it behind us.

“I don’t want to…” she started before I cut her off.

“No, baby. We need to…now,” I replied.

“Okay, you go first,” she answered after a pause.

I hadn’t thought our discussion would be initiated this way so it took me a moment before I started, “I love you and I will always love you. I want you to be happy, so I will do anything to get past this. I am not mad. I admit to some confused thoughts, but I’m not mad or upset.”

“You’re not jealous? Your wife got fucked twice and fondled by a half-dozen men. How can you possibly not be jealous?” she challenged me.

“Well, I guess that’s what I meant by confused thoughts. Jealousy is in there,” I admitted.

“What else is in there?” she asked, giving me an odd look.

“Confusion…surprise…excitement…” I answered slowly, as I carefully picked my words.

“You’re going to have to be more descriptive than that,” she demanded.

“I…I’m surprised it went that far, I’m confused and surprised while I’m not more jealous, and I…uhhh…I’m confused why watching you was so exciting,” I answered as honestly as I could.

“Exciting?” she clarified, while fidgeting on the sofa, then followed with, “So, you liked it? The men doing it to me?”

“Well, like I said I’m confused about it, but yeah I guess I did, some,” I responded.

“And no jealousy?” she shot out, showing some irritation.

“Yes, some jealousy of course…” I tried to answer but she cut me off.

“What made you jealous?” she demanded to know.

“Well, the men with you…and…uhhh…well…” I stammered.

“What?” she pushed.

“Well…ummm…I guess it was how hard they made you cum,” I finally admitted.

“My God,” she said in a low voice, which for some reason took my mind back to the tent when she used the phrase.

“I know…I know…” I responded, trying to deflect her thoughts.

“What do you know? Do you know I had two huge orgasms? Do you know they were the biggest I ever had? Shouldn’t my husband be delivering those?” she replied in anger, and suddenly I felt extremely small.

“I see…well…” I started to reply while searching for words before I gave up.

“And who did you fuck? I don’t want you fucking other women!” she challenged me.

The discussion certainly wasn’t going the way I intended, so rather than risk it escalating I just walked away, went to my car, and started driving around. It was an hour later when I returned, and Abby was in the bedroom so I went to the couch and turned on the TV. A few minutes later I heard footsteps, and she appeared in her robe and joined me.

“It’s my fault too. I’m not putting all the blame on you,” she said in a low voice.

“No, sweetie. It’s my fault,” I replied, not wanting her to feel guilty.

She didn’t answer, and for the next fifteen minutes, we watched a sitcom in silence. I knew her joining me was her way of saying she was sorry for yelling at me earlier and that she was trying to move things forward.

“Which emotion was strongest?” she asked out of the blue.

“Huh?” I answered, confused by her question.

“Jealousy, confusion, surprise, or excitement?” she clarified. Her question made me think, and after several seconds without responding, she tried again, “Well?”

“Excitement,” I told her, which brought a startled look and a gasp.

“Damn,” she finally said after a long silence.

“Honey, let’s let it go,” I replied, suddenly tired of it all.

She looked at me with a strange expression for several seconds and looked like she wanted to speak a couple of times before she finally asked, “So, you would do it again?”

“No, Abby,” I answered instantly.

“Why not?” she followed.

“Look at us. I don’t want to be like this,” I responded, and once again received a strange look.

It was another week before we made love and several more until we seemed to return to our normal interaction. During that time, I felt like I was walking on eggshells until it dawned on me that my demeanor was only adding to the awkwardness. I vowed to treat her like nothing had happened, which seemed to work, and after that, things improved rapidly. We ceased talking about it and by the two-month mark, it seemed to be a rapidly fading, surreal memory. Then, seemingly out of the blue, she returned to the subject.

“You know all the talk about the tent was about me. You never told me how it was being with those women,” she said one evening as we watched TV.

Since her statement had arrived with no leadup or warning, I stared at her trying to determine where she might be going, but as the silence lingered, I finally answered, “Do we really want to start this again?”

“Who were you with? Who did you have sex with?” she asked, ignoring my words.

“Weren’t you watching?” I countered, immediately cringing about how she might take it.

“I was busy,” she responded and despite her obvious efforts, a little smile appeared on her face.

By her questions and demeanor, I could only guess that time had softened the rough edges of her psyche. Although surprising, I had to believe it was a good thing so I returned her smile and thought about how to answer.

“Clemmy and Diane…and you,” I told her.

“Why not the others?” she asked.

“My focus was mostly on you…making sure you were okay,” I responded.

“Did you cum?” she probed.

“Yes, with Clemmy and you,” I replied.

“So, not total focus then,” she said as her smile broadened.

Feeling she was in a good place, I decided to be bold and said, “I told you watching you made me excited.”

“Yes, yes you did…” she answered.

As she spoke, she set her wine glass on the table and then turned to me and pushed on my shoulders until I was on my back. Straddling my waist, she looked down at me without speaking as if she was preparing for something.

“Do you think it was too much?” she finally asked.

“Yes, of course,” I replied, sensing it was the answer she expected.

More silence ensued before she said, “I almost went to confession…to relieve my feelings…my guilt.”

Although it was a serious statement, the liveliness of her eyes made me feel we were still on solid ground, so I decided to tease.

“Let me be your confessor,” I whispered.

Once more, she became quiet and then an impish look filled her face and she said, “Forgive me, father, for I have sinned.”

“What’s the nature of your sin my child,” I replied.

“I had sex with two men not my husband and let others fondle me,” she responded.

“Did these men find the devil in you and excite you?” I asked, struggling to keep from laughing.

“Yes, all of them,” she said with her voice becoming soft.

“And, have you fantasized about these encounters since they occurred?” I probed.

“Yes,” she admitted without hesitation.

“Then, my child, your penance is to worship your husband and always do what he says. If you do this successfully you will be absolved of sin,” I managed to force out before I started giggling like a child.

“You’re such a turd,” she laughed as she bent down to find my lips.

After that, we were soon in bed and spent the next several hours exhausting each other. Later, after we had finished, I stared at the ceiling contemplating where things stood as she purred in contented sleep. The conversation we shared coupled with the amazing sex we had just experienced made me think she might finally be on a good path forward. As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait long for the next datapoint as just a week later, as we cuddled before going to sleep, she returned to the subject again.

“Did it really excite you to watch?” she asked in a nervous whisper.

“Yeah…a lot,” I replied sensing I needed to be wholly positive.

“Why?” she asked.

“Because you looked so beautiful and you got so excited. I liked seeing you let go…give in to it,” I answered using the rationalization I had already landed on in my head.

“I couldn’t help it! There was too much…attention,” she answered.

“I understand,” I replied, pulling her closer and after a few seconds of silence, I said, “You told your confessor you fantasize about it.”

At first, she didn’t respond, and I had almost given up when she whispered, “Sometimes.”

The brief interaction had made my dick hard and I thought about making love but I didn’t want to stop the exchange so I turned her onto her back and began to slowly caress her body.

When I heard her emitting soft sighs, I asked, “Who do you think about?”

I expected her answer would be Frank so she surprised me when she replied, “All of them.’

Since she only had sex with two of the men, for a moment I was confused but suddenly it dawned on me that her fantasies didn’t have to be literal. Perhaps, in her thoughts, she had experienced all the men. It would indeed be a revelation, a peek into her inner thoughts, and I knew it was something I needed to explore.

I thought about how to approach it and finally said, “Clemmy had them all.”

Now, I wasn’t certain that claim was entirely accurate but I knew that neither was she so it would be the concept she responded to.

“Mmmm…she’s experienced,” she sighed.

In my mind, the sigh told more than her words so I needed to think of a good question to keep things moving. However, before I could do so, Abby took my hand and guided it to her pussy. As soon as I made contact, she opened her legs a few more inches and I immediately let my fingers gently wander through her delicate folds.

“You wanted them all. I shouldn’t have rung the bell. I’m sorry, “I whispered into her ear.”

“You picked them,” she replied opening her eyes and looking into mine.

“Yes,” I replied and when she closed her eyes, I added, “I wanted you to have them all.”

“You didn’t let me,” she whispered.

The message was so profound that I felt my body shudder and despite my brain screaming to slow down, my fingers began to move faster. Soon, the sound of her wetness filled the room and when she started to push against my hand, I plunged one and then two fingers into her hot hole. Now, she grunted openly with each insertion and I wasn’t surprised when her hands began to pull on my arms. I denied her for only a brief time before I moved between her open legs and took my position.

“Mmmm…ohhh…” she cried out as I slid inside.

I set a deliberate pace that allowed me to achieve deep penetration while staying in control and her excited sounds let me know she enjoyed it immensely. Although we didn’t talk of others, visions of her in the tent raced through my brain, and for a moment I wondered if she was doing the same thing.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I told her as I leaned down and connected with her in a powerful kiss.

Almost immediately, I could feel her body begin to move against mine and when the kiss finally ended, she released a loud pent-up groan. I realized my manipulation of her pussy had taken her to a high state of arousal and she wouldn’t last long, so it was no surprise when I felt her legs lift slowly in the air as she approached an orgasm.


“Uggghhh…ohhh…mmmm…uggghhh…there…I’m there, baby…go…” she begged as it hit.

Her hands moved from my arms to my ass and back as she spurred the air with her feet for a good thirty seconds before the intense feelings began to fade. Somehow, despite having witnessed an amazing erotic show, I managed to fend off my release. Now, I got to enjoy seeing her in a post-orgasmic state as I continued to slide into her juicy pussy.

“That looked amazing,” I said.

“Mmmm…” she sighed deeply.

A little smile filled my face as I told her, “Too bad I don’t have the bell.”

“You haven’t cum, yet,” she answered playfully, opening her eyes to look up at me.

“Maybe, I won’t. Maybe, I’ll enjoy you like this forever,” I replied.

“Mmmm…that’s nice but then you couldn’t share me,” she said and instantly I felt my balls tighten.

“Damn, Abby…” I groaned.

“When did you cum in the tent?” she asked, ignoring my reaction.

“Right after you did,” I said, and then clarified, “With Frank.”

“Mmmm…from watching?” she asked.

“Yeah…” I replied.

Already close, my wife’s open question put me over the edge and I felt the cum building in my balls. When I had reached the point of no return, I started to move faster, and I grunted loudly as the thick liquid spewed forth. Spent, I took in a deep lungful of air and then collapsed on my wife’s body.

“Rest, baby,” she counseled as she stroked my hair.

For a minute or so I did but my mind kept returning to her words and I wanted to know if they were fantasies or desires. When I felt our combined juices trickling over my balls, my excitement began to return and I raised onto my elbows.

“Did you really want all of them?” I asked.

“No…no sweetie. It’s a crazy fantasy, not reality,” she explained, and before I could respond, she said, “All girls have fantasies about being out of control.”

“You came close,” I chuckled.

“I had you to keep the control…a little,” she replied and fortunately her message came with a little grin.

“Did I do a good job?” I asked.

“Mmmm…you made it happen. I was about to run out with the first guy…Steve…but you saved me and the second guy, too. By the time Frank came I was really excited and…it was Frank. It might not have happened otherwise,” she explained.

“He put you into orbit,” I said as I felt my dick stiffening.

“Frank was great but Jim put me into orbit,” she clarified.

I started to move slowly and soon Abby rewarded me with her soft moans. We coupled in silence while occasionally offering each other tender kisses. I thought about her admission concerning the older man and realized I shouldn’t be surprised given what I witnessed. Along the way, I managed to get myself worked up with the sights, sounds, and smells from the tent. It felt like the evening needed some closure given what we discussed and I thought about it as we made love.

“I’m glad we did it,” I finally forced out.

“Okay,” she responded.

Her vague response felt unfulfilling but I let it go and we continued with our languid lovemaking for a few more minutes before stopping. Abby left me to go the bathroom and by the time she returned, I was already asleep.



Abby Learns the Game Ch. 03

Over the next several weeks, I thought about the interaction and the progress she had made in overcoming the negative feelings about her illicit sex. While we didn’t have any further deep conversations, I felt based on her demeanor that she had moved past the event. Indeed, part of me felt she had intended to deliver a message that parts of it she found enjoyable. After lots of thought, I decided I needed to test this theory, and slowly I formulated a plan.

The following Friday I took Abby to a top-end steak house that was heavy with meat, wine, and testosterone. I tried to get her to wear the dress I had picked out but she pushed back and I reluctantly relented as it wasn’t crucial to my plans. Still, she looked very good in her more modest cocktail dress, and between the patrons and staff, she received at least a hundred appreciative looks. We left immediately after dessert, but halfway home I made a turn that confused her and it wasn’t until we pulled up in front of Luther’s that she realized there was more to the night.

“Oh really?” she said as the valet opened the door, but she got out without hesitation while giving the young man a nice view of her legs Without protest, she allowed me to direct her to the area we had visited before, and I sensed some excitement in her step as we moved through the darker confines. However, she stopped dead in her track when we arrived at a table where Frank and Clemmy sat.

“Wow, this is amazing to see you guys,” I said in a fake voice, trying hard to hold back a laugh.

“No kidding! Good to see you again,” Frank responded as he stood and hugged my wife.

Of course, I had arranged the rendezvous in the hope that it would help clarify if she had signaled something, an acceptance or interest, during our intimate conversation. She rolled her eyes at me, knowing it had been pre-arranged, but dutifully sat on the opposite love seat facing the mature couple.

“You think you’re so clever,” she whispered in my ear the first chance she got after the waitress left.

“What do you mean?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

She wasn’t mad, in fact, I think she found it amusing, and soon the conversation was going well with no sign of any concerns about our night in the tent.

The bottle of wine we split at the restaurant had gone down well and given us a mellow feeling, and as we chatted after downing several drinks, I knew Abby was feeling no pain. So, with a nod at Frank, which was a pre-planned action, he made the move.

“Why don’t you beautiful girls trade places for a bit,” he said in his well-mannered voice.

Abby looked at me, but it was more as a smirk than a sign of annoyance, and when Clemmy was almost to us, she started to rise and then made the short move across to the other sofa. The older woman immediately snuggled in close to my side and placed her hand on my thigh, close to my growing dick.

“You’re a good husband,” she whispered into my ear.

“Am I? I think I’m just one that gives his wife away,” I replied.

“Darling, you have to quit treating her like a saint,” she told me.

“Well, to me she is a saint,” I replied, feeling the need to defend her honor.

“Trust me. She had the time of her life that night in the tent,” she responded as her hand found my hardness.

“How do you know?” I asked, feeling she was just saying what she wanted to be true.

“I know,” the older woman said and pulled my head down so we could kiss.

She held my head firmly in her hands as our mouths locked, and our kiss became quite passionate. When we finally broke, I looked over and Abby was in a similar embrace with Frank who also had his hand on her ass. Their kiss ended a few seconds later and my wife looked towards me with an impish smile that conveyed both vulnerability and guilt. However, her gaze didn’t last long as Frank pulled her back and kissed her again.

“How do you…” I began to ask my older partner, but she stopped me by finding my lips again.

“I just do,” she giggled when we broke.

“How?” I asked in a more demanding voice.

“I can’t tell you,” she answered.

“Why not? Tell me,” I pushed.

There was a long pause as she stared at me before she finally said, “Okay, I’m going to tell you and you can be smart or stupid with what you’re about to hear.”

“Okay…” I replied, confused by her message.

“Since that night…that time in the tent. I’ve met Abby three times,” she stated.

“What?” I replied in shock.

I had thought my wife had been so upset by that evening that I couldn’t imagine her meeting with Clemmy. Although, as it sunk in, her recent behavior did offer some clues that I had been wrong about some things.

“Yes, hon… Now, you can never share that information,” she continued, looking at me for affirmation.

“Okay,” I said, feeling my mouth go dry.

“We’ve met once for lunch and twice for drinks and discussed everything,” she explained, as my eyes grew large.

“And?” I asked.

“I told you. She had the time of her life,” she said.

“I don’t understand. She got very angry with me,” I told her.

“Honey, no woman, especially a young one is going to admit to her husband that she loved sex with another man. You have to coax that out of her over time,” she said softly as we cuddled.

“Did you tell her I arranged with y’all to meet here?” I asked.

“No sweetie. We thought it would be way more fun to just let it play out,” she giggled.

“Y’all are bad. No…y’all are evil,” I replied in mock offense, which made her giggle even harder.

“Tell me what she liked about it,” I asked when the thought popped up in my brain.

“They fucked her,” she answered.

“Yes, I know but what did she like about it,” I continued, hoping they had shared that conversation.

“Honey, listen to me. You make love to your wife and treat her like an angel. Frank and Jim fucked her,” she explained.

“Oh…I…” I started to reply but just stopped.

“Don’t take it bad. It’s wonderful. Just think about it sometimes,” the older woman counseled.

I gave her a little nod indicating I understood her message and she squeezed my dick in response. For the next thirty minutes, I played with Clemmy while Frank enjoyed my wife, but without the ability to proceed further, our fondling eventually slowed. However, rather than call it a night, we started a nice conversation that I could tell Abby enjoyed. I think it showed her that our interactions didn’t have to always be about sex.

I thought Luther would make an appearance at some point, and in truth, I was looking forward to it. It took a while but suddenly I heard a deep voice and looking across the room, I watched him shake the hand of another patron. He didn’t make a beeline for our table but as he worked the crowd, I could tell we would be the ultimate destination. The others spotted him just after me and Abby smiled broadly before trying to hide it after glancing my way.

“Welcome Frank!” he said loudly and then added with a small nod, “Abby.”

“Us, too!” Clemmy tossed out.

“Yes, of course,” he laughed but his eyes quickly went back to my wife.

“Join us?” Frank asked.

“Yes, certainly,” he replied and squeezed next to Abby.

His body pushed her even more tightly against Frank and since his arm was already over her shoulders, Luther rested his large paw on her upper thigh. She looked down at it and then towards me which made Clemmy laugh openly.

“Enjoy the attention, honey,” the older woman laughed.

The conversation started anew and lasted for a good ten minutes with everyone engaged. Then, the women declared they needed to go to the restroom and departed. I felt certain there would be a discussion about the women while they were gone but we talked sports instead. When they returned, they took the same spots and the talk began again but I could tell Clemmy had something on her mind and when I got her attention, she gave me a big smile.

“Here,” she said holding out her clenched fist and when I offered my hand, she dropped a lacy red thong into it, and whispered, “Your wife’s.”

The shocked look on my face must have been comical because Clemmy started to laugh and I quickly tried to put the small garment in my pocket, but Luther and Frank spotted it.

“That belong to my girl?” the large black man asked as Frank chuckled.

“Well, they’re not mine,” Clemmy confirmed.

Luther lowered his head and started a whispered conversation with my wife. In doing so, she moved closer to him, causing Frank to take his arm from her shoulders. We all watched the scene and after several minutes he nuzzled her until he found her lips. Slowly, her arm encircled his neck but he kept his hand on her thigh. I sensed what he wanted and it didn’t take long before he began to inch up the smooth skin. When his fingertips disappeared, Clemmy started to slowly pull on my dick which had already become rock hard.

“You do this?” I whispered to the woman guessing she put the idea into my wife’s head.

“I did,” she giggled, and then said, “But, it was really easy.”

Luther went slow and not only built the anticipation for Abby but the rest of us as well. The dress, cut a few inches above the knee, was not overly tight and Abby let him work it up while occasionally lifting her butt to make it easier. All the time he worked on her, they alternated between kissing and intimate talk. It seemed to take forever but it was likely no more than five minutes until he had the dress bunched near her waist providing us a sweet view of her creamy thighs. Silently, we watched him circle for the kill and when it appeared that he was getting close, Clemmy found the magical spot on the bottom of my dick near the base that made it hard to concentrate.

“God, you’re evil,” I managed to force out.

“Hush, watch your wife,” she replied.

Seconds later Abby’s body stiffened and a tiny squeal escaped that let us know he had landed on her pussy. Her sounds soon turned into needy whimpers and when I saw the rhythmic movement of his arm, I knew my lovely wife was being publicly finger banged.

“Damn,” I heard a male voice behind me say.

The word momentarily broke my concentration and looking around I could see that the couples at two other tables were watching intently. I didn’t dare turn around to determine who delivered the expletive but knew others were looking on, too.

“Cum for me baby,” Clemmy coached and I wondered if my wife was receiving the same message from the black man.

Abby’s orgasm arrived with little warning. One second, she was riding his fingers letting out soft mews and the next she had a tight grip on his arm and fought to hold back her excited squeals. The last few seconds she tried to push against his hand and as the feeling swept through her she forced her face tightly against his chest. Then, it was over and when he took his wet fingers from her pussy, caressed her face, and kissed her tenderly, I exploded.

“Shit,” I gasped suddenly needing air.

“Good, baby. You got to enjoy it together,” she whispered.

After that, things ended quickly. Everyone finished their drink and then we were leaving. I purposefully avoided eye contact with the other patrons as I made for the stairs and just as I reached them, I felt a hand on my arm.

“Hold up if you don’t mind,” Luther requested.

Abby stopped, too, but Frank and Clemmy continued and when we were alone, I asked, “What’s up?”

“Just wondering if you might see it right to let me have those panties,” he explained as a smile broke out.

“Oh my God,” Abby replied with an embarrassed laugh.

I stared at him for a moment, considering my options before reaching in my pocket, pulling out the thong, and handing it to him. He looked at it with a smile and for a moment I thought he try a smell but he glanced at my wife and then pushed the garment into his jacket.

“I guess you earned them,” I smiled which made my wife gasp.

Once in the car, I tried to feign irritation but Abby would have none of it and her wandering hands went first to my chest and then my leg. Unfortunately, she came straight into contact with the wet spot left by my ejaculation.

“What’s this?” she demanded, turning so she could look directly at my face.

“Nothing…look I need to drive,” I responded trying to deflect her query.

She brought her fingers to her nose and then looked at me and said, “You did it in your pants?”

I tried to think of a clever response, but finally admitted, “Clemmy made me.”

“Ha! Well, I better not hear any scolding from you,” she announced. Several seconds of silence ensued, and then she said, “I think we’re nuts and you should have told me we were going to Luther’s.”

Fortunately, we made it home without incident and went straight to the bedroom.

Emboldened by what I had learned and witnessed that evening, as soon as we were in bed, I said in a low voice, “I think my wife has some playfulness in her.”

For a moment, she looked at me with a strange expression and I could see the wheels turning in her head as she contemplated a reply. However, the verbal response never materialized. Instead, she planted her lips on mine while using her hands to pull me tightly against her warm body. That started us off and I had to hold her back so that I could tease and caress her body to raise her to the level of excitement I wanted. Eventually, I found my head between her widely spread legs where I licked around her opening, then teased her engorged nub while she writhed in excitement and anticipation. Deciding I didn’t want her to orgasm this way, when she started to crest, I backed off, which soon had her pleading in frustration.

“Baby, please…” she whined when my tongue left her clit.

I brought it back for a bit until her hips were rolling, then stopped again. Repeating this several times, soon I had her hands on my head as her hips moved seeking contact. Knowing it was time, I broke free, lifted over her, and pushed my dick completely into her in one fluid motion.

“Ohhhh…ohhhh…oh yes…” she cried out excitedly.

Now, remembering Clemmy’s words, I decided I wanted to fuck her like her lovers, so I pushed the pillows away, grasped her hands in mine, and held them over her head. I used my knees to spread her legs wide and started to thrust powerfully into her well-prepared pussy.

“Uhhh…uhhh…uhhh…” she grunted, filling the room with her sounds in rhythm with my movement.

“Damn you feel good,” I called out loudly.

“What…what are you doing? she managed to force out between cries.

“Taking my wife,” I declared, acting bolder than normal.

Her face was a mixture of lust and confusion, and when I heard her cries become more forced…more labored, I started fucking her even harder. I knew she was close, but so was I, and it was imperative that I bring her to orgasm first or my efforts would be meaningless. Using all my willpower to hold off, I maintained a strong movement hoping she would let go. Several times, I thought it had arrived, but on each occasion, it seemed to fade, and then suddenly, without warning, it hit. She began to thrash beneath me while crying out loudly as she fought to wrest her hands free.

I held her firmly and watched as the climax swept through her body, feeling her vagina clench several times. As the orgasm passed, we stared into each other’s eyes and I sensed that she was surrendering, giving herself to me, completely. When that feeling hit my brain, I knew there was no holding back and with a primal roar, I erupted, spewing my juices into the very bottom of her crevice.

Sweat was dripping from my body onto hers, and I struggled to suck in air while we continued to gaze at each other. Then, with a broad smile, I lowered my mouth and found hers and we began a deep kiss that seemed to go on forever. In the middle, I lowered my body onto hers, feeling her breasts pressed into my chest, and slowly moved my hips in response to the amazing feeling I was still experiencing from our connection. Finally, I rolled to her side, but quickly pulled her tightly against me and we cuddled and kissed each other while making soft mewing sounds of joy.

“You are amazing,” I whispered.

“That was intense,” she purred as her hand stroked my hair.

“Did you like it?” I asked, thinking she did but wanting confirmation.

“Are you kidding? I just want to know where it’s been,” she replied.

We maintained our embrace for some time, then Abby used her hands to push me back and started to climb on top.

“Let’s make love all night,” she demanded, finding my partially erect dick, and bringing it to her soaked opening.

She gave out a low whine as it slid in, then she leaned back, allowing my hands to go to her perfect breasts, and we started a slow rocking movement. We continued this way for a long time, making soft sounds of pleasure and whispering how much we loved each other until finally, she fell forward onto my chest.

“I’m too exhausted to make love all night,” she declared, which made us both laugh loudly.

We stayed connected, and I slowly stroked her hair, while continuing to enjoy the warm feeling of her body. My mind went to the message that Clemmy had delivered to me earlier and it made me want to probe more, but I didn’t know where to start. Fortunately, I didn’t have to.

“You were different tonight,” Abby stated, bringing up the subject of our sex again.

“You said you like it,” I replied, hoping she would say more.

“I did, but it was different. Where did it come from?” she asked.

I thought for a moment about what to say, as I was worried my comment might come across too bold, but finally, I decided to just go with it, “I don’t know sweetie. Maybe seeing Frank…it reminded me of how y’all were.”

Her body got stiff and her breathing seemed to stop for several seconds before she replied, “That’s not what I expected to hear.”

“Why not? You said you had a big orgasm. One of the biggest,” I answered, continuing to push.

She raised her head and looked at me then let it fall back to my chest before asking, “Would you really do it again?”

“No, honey. You…too upsetting. Remember what we went through,” I answered, wanting her to declare her interest now that I knew about her talks with Clemmy.

“Okay,” she whispered, but after a few seconds of silence, she asked, “And if I didn’t?”

“Honey, I know you don’t want to,” I replied, although I was pretty sure she meant her question differently.

Once more she lifted her head and looked at me then said, “I mean if I didn’t get upset.”

I don’t know. Are you saying you want to?” I asked, trying to extract her full confession.

“No…” she answered in another whisper and then dropped her head back down. after getting so close.

The anticipation of hearing her admit her desires made my dick completely hard. I hoped for more so I remained silent to give her space as I slowly ran my hand over her body but it didn’t take long for my lust to win out and I turned her over, slipped gently inside, and started an easy movement. Almost immediately, she started to emit a litany of contented sighs that ended when she opened her eyes.

“What are you thinking?” she asked in a way that made me think her mind was still on our prior exchange.

I thought about continuing the verbal chess game as we searched for each other’s true feelings, but growing impatient, I decided to be forthright, “Thinking about you in the tent.”

“And?” she asked quickly, almost eagerly.

“I want to see it again,” I replied, putting it all out there.

“Really?” she asked, but I felt her ever so slightly start to push back against my slow thrusts.

“Yes, baby,” I confirmed.

“If it what’s you want, you know I…I’ll do it,” she responded, still clinging to some innocence.

I let her have her way and started moving faster, and almost immediately her hands went to my ass. Soon, she was moaning and sighing from the attention, and I guessed our short conversation had excited her as it had me. Besides, with our agreement, my brain was spinning with thoughts and visions I couldn’t hold back.


“Did you like being with those men?” I asked, wanting to hear her words.

“Yes…” she moaned.

“You looked so hot,” I grunted, as I worked my body.

“It felt good,” she answered, no longer acting coy.

I didn’t want Steve with you,” I told her.

“Why?” she asked between sighs.

“I don’t know… too sure of himself I guess,” I replied.

“He’s a good kisser,” she responded and a little smile passed over her face.

“I think you liked the cocks…Frank and Jim’s better,” I pushed.

“Mmmmm…” she moaned in response.

The next morning, we re-visited the decision over coffee, and although we went back and forth several times we eventually landed on the same spot. Along the way, Abby continued to position her participation as an accommodation for me but deep down she knew I knew that wasn’t the case. However, I didn’t try to debate the point, deciding to let her use the shield if she felt it necessary.

“How are we going to do this?” I asked as the discussion ebbed.

“I’ll talk to Clemmy,” she replied after a moment.

After our discussion, the days ticked by and my wife offered no update concerning her interaction, or lack thereof, with Clemmy. I decided to stay remain silent so that she had some opportunity to change her mind. Finally, almost two weeks later, she announced that she had spoken with the older woman and received an invitation to a gathering the following Friday at their home.

“Okay, I guess…that’s fine. Remember, I fly in mid-day Friday,” I replied, reminding her of an upcoming business trip.

“Are you going into work when you get back?” she asked.

“Doubtful. Probably straight home,” I replied.

“Okay, then I think it will be okay. In fact, I’ll take off a bit early and we can get an early dinner and a drink,” she suggested, and I sensed she wanted some time to connect with me before we entered the sexual den, so I nodded my assent.

Paraphrasing Burns, “the best-laid plans of mice and men often go awry” and that was certainly how my flight home Friday turned out. Weather severely impacted the flight schedules of most of the eastern half of the country and I found myself in the airport impatiently dealing with constant updates concerning the expected departure time. When it was clear I would be quite late, I tried to call Abby, but she didn’t answer so I left a voicemail.

“Sounds horrible, do you want to cancel tonight?” she asked when we connected thirty minutes later.

“No, I should be home by six and we aren’t expected until eight, so it should be okay,” I advised, and after some further chit-chat, we ended the call.

The plane did board at the promised time, but the overall congestion created a very long departure queue. I continued to text Abby with info and finally provided her the option to just meet at our host’s house. We took off before she replied, so I wasn’t going to know her answer until I arrived, although I thought it unlikely, she would go without me. While the three hours in the air were uneventful, when we got close, we entered a holding pattern that lasted over an hour before we were able to land.

I had resigned myself to missing the function and spending the evening at home, so when I got a signal, I was surprised to discover Abby had agreed to meet me at the gathering. I was already almost an hour late and knew it would take another hour to get there so I tried to call her, but she didn’t answer.

It was indeed an hour later when my taxi pulled into the driveway of the handsome home, and since there were only four cars, including ours, parked in the drive, I assumed it was a small gathering. Ringing and knocking on the door brought no response, and thinking about the last visit, I wondered if everyone was outside. So, I went to the side, after placing my things behind some bushes by the door.

I had to climb over a brick wall, which took some effort in my coat and tie, but a few minutes later I arrived at the pool. The only light illuminating the area came from inside the house, but it was enough to enable me to spot two figures sitting close together in the spa. The noise from the bubbles masked my sounds which enable me to approach undetected until I could make out Steve, from the previous encounter, next to an attractive brunette I didn’t recognize.

“Excuse me?” I said, deciding to announce my presence.

Both heads spun around, and for a few seconds they showed a look of surprise and fear, but I could see the man finally recognized me and his expression softened.

“Hey, there…how are you?” he asked.

“I’m good. Long day with lousy travel, but still doing good,” I answered.

“Everyone else is inside. In the back,” he stated as if anticipating my next question.

With that, I left them and entered the house through the patio door. There were numerous glasses scattered around the living room indicating that everyone must have had drinks, but there was no sign of my wife or anyone else for that matter, so I slowly made my way down the hall where I knew the bedrooms were located.

I found them all in the master bedroom where I encountered a shocking, yet exciting scene. My wife was on the large bed with her legs spread wide, and Sally had her head buried in her pussy, while Clemmy fondled her breasts and kissed her mouth. Around the bed stood Frank, Luther, and a man I guessed was the husband of the woman outside. All were naked with partially erect cocks and Frank slowly tugged on his. A low whine came from my wife, occasionally interrupted by a gasp or moan, and her body squirmed from the sensations she received.

Frank spotted me, and without attempting to shield his nudity, closed the distance to the doorway.

“Damn hard day of travel I hear,” he said in a low voice.

“Yes…what…how did this start?” I asked, truly stunned by what I was witnessing.

“I think Clemmy and Sally had a plan. They left with Abby to look at something in the bedroom and when they didn’t come back, we found them going at it,” he snickered.

“So, nothing else…you know…” I stammered.

“No, we were just socializing before they started, he answered, correctly surmising I wanted to know what I had missed.

“Let it out, baby…give it up,” I heard Luther call out.

Looking around Frank, I could see that the large black man had moved closer to the bed and had started pulling on his cock. It was a good length, but it was his girth that made me take notice, and at the end was a plump head that was dark purple.

“Why don’t you get out of your things,” our host suggested.

With a nod and a last look towards the bed, I headed towards the bedroom where we had left our things the last time. I was down to my slacks when the door suddenly open and Clemmy entered, still naked and sporting a big smile.

“I was worried you wouldn’t make it,” she said and moved close for a hug.

“Rough day,” I replied.

“Well, hurry up and we’ll make it better, she giggled, and then added, “Let’s get you a drink.

When my clothes were off, the older woman took my dick into her hand and fondled it softly while tilting her head up for a kiss. After we broke, she led me to the bar and poured me a large glass of wine and a smaller one for herself.

“Are you still talking with Abby?” I asked after several sips.

“Oh, of course,” she smiled.

“Well? What is she saying?” I probed.

“Honey, why do you think Luther’s here? She’s been fantasizing about him since the night in the bar,” she explained with a strange smile.

“So, you’re conspiring against me?” I said, thinking I should feel irritated but unable to hold back a grin.

“I told her I’d get Luther for her but you were mine,” she laughed.

As soon as the words left her mouth, she moved very close and tickled my balls with her fingernails. Suddenly, it seemed very awkward to be standing naked with a woman other than my wife and it left me momentarily speechless. Unperturbed by the silence, Clemmy worked on me until I sported a full erection.

“I want to check on Abby,” I managed to force out.

She gave me a pretend pouty face and then said, “You want to watch. I know your type.”

“I need to check on her…she doesn’t even know I’m here,” I said, defensively.

“I bet Luther is already with her. Can you take that?” she asked with a mischievous smile as her hand squeezed my shaft.

“Stop it, Clemmy,” I laughed, knowing she was trying to get to me.

“Come on then,” she laughed and pulled on my dick to get me to follow.

My wife’s excited sounds along with the rapid squeaking of the bed informed us she was taking a cock before we reached the door. Arriving at the entrance, we could see Luther on the bed energetically fucking my wife in the missionary position. His large body hid much of her but she had her legs spread lewdly and her arms wrapped around the man’s thick neck. Although the black man exerted heavy grunts, her cries dominated the room.

“Oh, baby…oh, baby…oh, baby…” my wife squealed excitedly in perfect time with the heavy thrusts of her lover.

The man’s broad ass rapidly slamming against my wife mesmerized me and it took some time before I noticed Sally on her knees, eagerly sucking the cock of the unknown man who sat in a chair. Looking him over more closely, he looked to be around forty and had a swarthy appearance with a thick matting of hair covering his entire body.

“That’s Erdogan. He and his wife Selen are friends of Steve and Sally,” Clemmy explained when she spotted my gaze, and after I nodded to her, she said, “C’mon now. My turn.”

“Where’s Frank?” I asked as we ascended some stairs.

“Probably looking for Selen. He has the hots for her,” she giggled.

Seconds later, we arrived at a beautiful bedroom that I knew was the master suite. Together, we climbed onto the large bed and before we had even settled, Clemmy’s hand had found my dick. She pulled on it several times as she smiled at me and then lowered her body and inhaled it into her soft mouth. Within seconds, I became fully erect and I sprawled across the pillows, enjoying her efforts, and when she started to tickle beneath my balls with her nails, my back arched and a fresh wave of arousal swept through me.

“Damn, Clemmy. That feels good,” I groaned.

Her eyes looked up at me but her head never stopped bobbing and she continued for a few more minutes before stopping.

“I need you in me,” she announced as she climbed onto my body.

Together, we groaned loudly as my shaft entered her wet hole and after pausing for a moment, she started to roll her hips sensually.

“I won’t last long,” I warned her.

“That’s why I like young men. They recover fast,” she giggled.

As I feared, I managed to last only a few minutes before the tingling sensation in my groin let me know I was getting close. Less than a minute later, I lifted my hips, raising the older woman’s body, as I blasted my semen into her depths, and then collapsed back onto the bed.

Clemmy began to shower my face with soft kisses and when I had regained my breath, I told her, “Jesus, you killed me.”

“You’ll be okay,” she smiled, and then added, “Think of pretty Abby getting fucked downstairs.”

I gave her a dirty look but when I felt my dick stirring, I realized she knew exactly what she was doing. Slowly, it grew within her and when it reached acceptable hardness, I flipped the mature woman onto her back, shoved it back inside, and immediately started to fuck her with fast strokes.

“You’re so bad,” I said.

“Come on, baby…fuck me good,” she encouraged.

Now able to concentrate, I took her with a strong, consistent movement, and it didn’t take long for the first signs of her approaching climax to appear. Her eyes lost focus, her mouth slacked, and her legs, which had been against my side, widened. At the same time, a cascade of sexual joined her heavy breathing. It took another minute, but when it arrived, she filled the room with her cries.

“Oh, God. Oh, fuck me…fuck me good. Don’t stop, don’t stop… Fuck, oh fuck…” she declared.

“Take it, Clemmy…” I said in encouragement.

“Yes… Oh, yes…” she groaned.

When I felt her body go limp, I slowed and eventually came to a full stop. She had her eyes squeezed shut while panting heavily, and a feeling of connection swept through me that made me lean down and kiss her passionately.

“You’re amazing,” I whispered, feeling a true connection.

She responded by pulling me down for another kiss and then holding my head against her bosom. After a few minutes, I fell to her side and we stayed in each other’s arms while she recovered.

“You’re mine,” she declared as she turned so we were face to face.

“What’s that mean?” I asked.

“You don’t get to be with anyone else tonight,” she said.

“Oh, really?” I laughed.

“Yes,” she replied as she kissed me again.

“How did you get Abby to let…get in bed with you and Sally?” I asked.

“We pushed her on the bed and took her clothes off,” the woman laughed.

Sally is very bi and I can be on occasion. Sweet little Abby didn’t fight. Well, not too much,” she laughed.

“That’s predatory! It sounds pre-planned,” I responded, chuckling as well.

“Yes! We were ready for her. Sally has been drooling over her since the night in the tent and Steve is still angry about being cut off,” she answered.

“Yeah, well…something about him strikes me the wrong way,” I said defensively.

“I understand. He can be cocky,” she replied.

“Did Abby really tell you she had an interest in Luther?” I asked.

My question brought a fresh wave of laughter from the woman before she said, “Honey, she’s been lusting after him. Every time we talk, she asks about him.”

“I guess he made an impression,” I replied thinking back to the times at the club.

“A big impression. She especially likes his kisses,” she answered.

“I don’t think she should talk to you anymore,” I teased.

“Ha! That train has left the station,” she fired back.

We went silent for a few minutes as our hands wandered each other’s bodies before I announced, “I better go check on her.”

“No, baby. Stay here. There’s no need,” she replied.

Sensing something was up, I asked, “Why? What’s going on?”

For a moment, she gave me a strange look and then said, “They all want her. She’s the new girl…the prize. And…I think…I mean I suspect she feels the same.”

“That’s four men down there,” I countered.

“She’ll be fine. Well, fine tonight…sore tomorrow,” she giggled.

I opened my mouth to reply but at that moment the door to the bedroom opened and Abby stepped inside. Wrapped in a sheet, looking disheveled, she moved towards us and climbed next to me.

“Are you okay?” I asked worried about what may have transpired.

“Everybody left me,” she answered as she snuggled closer showing no concern about Clemmy’s presence.

“What do you mean, honey?” the older woman asked with concern in her voice.

“I was in bed and when I woke up everyone was gone,” she replied.

“You were asleep?” Clemmy asked but before my wife could respond, she added, “After Luther?”

“Yeah…” Abby answered sheepishly.

Her admission made our hostess laugh loudly and then she said, “Oh, honey…he put you out. It must have been amazing.”

“Yeah…” she acknowledged after a few seconds.

“Abby, they just gave you some time to recover,” she explained.

“They left me,” she said once more, acting purposefully needy.

As the words left her mouth, her hand reached for my dick that had become hard from listening to the interaction. However, as soon as she touched it, Clemmy’s hand brushed it away.

“Uh uh…he’s mine. You have a bunch of men downstairs to play with,” she scolded her.

“He’s my husband,” Abby declared.

“Maybe, but tonight he’s mine. Now go play with the others,” she replied.

“Clemmy!” she responded.

“Shoo…go on…” the older woman answered.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” my wife said in defeat.

“There is one behind you. Go clean up and then go downstairs,” Clemmy said adamantly.

Surprisingly, my wife accepted the demand and after giving me a lingering look she turned and entered the bathroom.

“Damn, you’re tough,” I chuckled, having found their exchange very entertaining.

“I told you that you were mine. As soon as she cleans Luther off her, she has to go,” she declared.

“Luther?” I asked naively.

“Oh, yeah. He cums buckets. She’s probably dripping right now,” the woman said.

Soon, we heard the toilet flush and a few seconds later Abby appeared but she only stopped to look towards the bed for a moment before she turned and left, closing the door behind her.

“I feel guilty,” I teased referring to my wife’s forced departure.

“The only thing you should feel guilty about is not being inside me,” she replied.

As soon as the words left her mouth, she rose to her knees and after positioning several pillows she draped her waist across them which put her ass in an elevated position. The message was clear and without speaking I moved behind her and fed my dick into her glistening slit.

“Better?” I asked.

“Yeah…” she sighed.

We started slow, merely enjoying the sensual feeling of the connection, but after a few minutes, Clemmy began to exhibit signs of heightened arousal so I increased the pace. She responded well to the change, letting loose with little squeals, so I continued to monitor her state and each time I suspected she was ready, I fucked her harder. Near the end, my hands gripped her hips tightly as I pounded mercilessly into her squishing slit. Her climax forced her to cry out and it seemed to linger as she writhed and whimpered beneath me. Finally, when she became still, I fell to her side and pulled her from her perch. Stroking her hair softly, I listened to her contented sighs until just minutes later, she fell asleep.

For a few minutes, I contemplated all that had occurred, and deciding to check on Abby, I pulled slowly away, covered Clemmy with a blanket, and quietly left the room. The room she had used with Luther was empty so I started down the hall but reluctant to open any closed doors, I soon arrived at the entertainment area. Sally stood behind the bar in a robe mixing a drink and through the windows, I could see my wife in the tub with Steve and Erdogan.

“Hi there,” I said to the attractive woman.

“Hi,” she replied happily and then asked, “Is Clemmy finished with you?”

“She’s resting,” I answered as I stepped towards the bar and followed with, “Where’s Frank?”

“He’s with Selen. Luther was with them too but he left,” she explained.

“Going back outside?” I asked when she finished preparing the cups in front of her and placed them on a small tray.

“Just to deliver. It got too hot,” she replied, and as she stepped towards the door, she added, “Be right back.”

Sally set the tray next to the tub and started speaking to the trio. When I saw my wife looking towards the house, I guessed she had informed her of my presence but she remained with the two men.

“Your wife would like a word,” the woman offered playfully when she returned.

“Hmmm…okay,” I responded and stepped towards the door.

I nodded to the two men as I approached and then my wife said, “Are you finished…with Clemmy?”

“She resting,” I replied wanting to leave the impression I had outlasted her.

“Do you want to go?” she followed.

“Are you ready?” I replied tossing it back to her.

“In a few minutes,” she answered as a smile appeared on her face.

“I’m going back inside then,” I declared and as I stepped away, I realized no one had invited me to stay.

Sally seated on a bar stool smiled as I approached and said, “Welcome back.”

“I felt a bit unwanted,” I laughed.

“Of course, you were,” she agreed and as soon as I sat, she rested her hand on my arm.

The simple act calmed me as I had no idea how to interact with a woman in the swinging environment. On our prior visit, we followed a script within the tent…the circle, and the bell, and tonight Clemmy had claimed me as soon as she spotted me. Now, I knew the attractive woman had an interest if I cared to go with it.


Since it had been almost an hour since Abby appeared in the bedroom, I nodded towards my wife and asked, “Did I miss anything?”

A cute impish smile filled her face and she answered, “We got to spend some time…alone.”

“What happened? What did she do?” I asked, surprised she would participate in play with another woman as she had never mentioned an interest.

“Girl stuff,” she giggled, and then added, “Anyway, she said she likes cock.”

“Wow…” I said thinking I needed to say something.

We sat in silence for a minute or so as Sally’s hand slowly stroked my arm. I had decided to see if I could get her to join me in a bedroom when she got my attention and nodded towards the tub.

“Look,” she said.

The two men had each moved close to my wife, sandwiching her between them, and Steve had her head turned to him and was kissing her deeply. It lasted a long time but when they finally broke, Erdogan turned her head towards him and did the same thing. Back and forth they shared my wife’s lip and I only stopped watching when Sally moved her hand from my arm to my leg.

“Things heating up,” I said with a dry mouth.

“She’ll get the cock she wants,” the woman laughed and then said, “Steve has wanted her since the night in the tent. He was pissed he didn’t get her.”

“Yeah, I could tell,” I replied.

More movement started in the tub and it looked like Steve was trying to get my wife to straddle his waist. After some movement, it looked like he was successful but everything became still and then, in a flurry, all three climbed out of the tub and made for the door. With Abby between them, the happily naked trio entered the house and passed us without making eye contact.

“She’s on fire,” Sally stated.

“How can you tell?” I asked.

“I can tell,” she declared, and after letting the message sink in for a moment, she took my hand and whispered, “C’mon.”

I let her lead me to a small bedroom with a queen-size bed and with no preliminaries, she dropped her robe revealing her lovely body, then immediately started to remove my clothes. Once they were off, we climbed onto the bed and for several minutes we kissed as our hands wandered. Then, she exited our embrace, lowered her mouth to my dick, and sucked it in greedily. Despite my previous climax, soon Sally had me very close to another but wanting to experience her pussy, I nudged her on the shoulder.

“Not that way. I want to be inside you,” I whispered.

Her face broke out in a smile and she quickly scooted up next to me, turned onto her back, and opened her legs. I wasted no time getting into position and fed my dick into her surprisingly snug opening.

“Mmmmm…” she sighed contentedly.

“Yeah, I agree,” I groaned.

We started slow with her legs wrapped around my waist and serenaded each other with soft sighs of pleasure. Like me, Sally seemed content with the slow pace and eagerly accepted my deep kisses.

“Baby, you have passion,” she sighed.

“You like this?” I whispered as I nibbled on her ear.

“Mmmm…yeah…” she moaned, and then asked, “Where did Frank and Clemmy find y’all?”

Rather than reply, I started to lick her neck and move faster. Soon, her sounds took on some urgency which told me I was on the right path. Maybe it was because her cocky husband was with my wife but I wanted badly to give the woman an orgasm. I focused on her responses to gain guidance on what worked for her and managed to establish a steady pace that had her mewing. Suddenly, her body stiffened noticeably and her sounds became more intense which informed me she was getting very close.

“Faster now,” she told me.

Instantly, I accelerated which brought forth more wonderful sounds and I kissed her hard and then whispered, “You’re amazing.”

One of her hands quickly moved to my ass and her fingernails dug in deeply. The other pulled my head into her neck and seconds later her body stiffened.

“Oh…oh, baby…go…it feels good,” she whimpered as she released.

Her climax wasn’t huge but it appeared enjoyable and when her body relaxed, I slowed to a stop and looked down into her lovely face while she recovered.

“There you are,” Clemmy said loudly as the room filled with light.

“God, Clemmy…” Sally sighed beneath me.

“Don’t give me that. I told you he was mine for the night,” our hostess answered, trying to act annoyed.

“We’re in the middle of something,” she countered, and then added, “He hasn’t cum, yet.”

“Then, go back to humping this dirty woman and I’ll help you,” she laughed as she slapped my ass.

“You bitch,” Sally called out.

Perhaps because I enjoyed the verbal interplay, I started moving again which despite the circumstances brought soft gasps from Sally. I felt one of Clemmy’s hands on my ass and only seconds later it moved lower until she started tickling my balls with her fingernails. Then, her other hand found a nipple and started pinching. I couldn’t help but move faster and it felt like my dick expanded.

“Fuck her like Steve’s fucking Abby,” Clemmy whispered knowing how the thought would affect me and when I started moving faster, she continued with, “You should hear the sounds she’s making. She loves it and Erdogan is next.”

The clock in the car showed three thirty-six as we made our way home through the empty streets. The smell of sex wafted off our bodies providing a vivid reminder of the decadent evening we had experienced.

“Who were you with?” I asked.

Abby remained silent for a moment before replying, “Luther, Steve…Erdogan…and Sally.”

“Sally?” I asked purposefully being vague.

“Yes…” she answered and paused for several seconds before she said, “I know…I mean we know why we went. But, did we go…is it too much?”

“Do you really feel that way or do you think that’s what you should say?” I challenged.

“Why do you say that?” she asked.

“What I saw…what others told me…you had a great time,” I replied.

Indeed, Abby experience quite a night of sexual play. Luther returned after closing the bar and mercilessly pounded her as most of the others, exhausted from their encounters, watched. Try as he might, he couldn’t get her over the top but he did fill her with another heavy load of his cum. Then, there was the time she spent with Sally. I still lacked the details but knew at some point we would need to discuss.

I could see she was thinking about my statement and after several more seconds she said, “What does that make me?”

“Bad,” I chuckled.

“Whoa! No, I’m not!” she exclaimed, and after taking a breath, she added in a softer voice, “Don’t say that.”

“Well, you made quite the impression. The time in the tent and tonight…” I responded, and after a pause, I added, “The new superstar of the swinger scene.”

The comment made her go quiet once more but as we turned onto our street she asked, “Be serious. Tell me what you think…what you’re thinking.”

“Honey, I think it’s wild. I think it’s crazy. And, I think it will get old before long,” I answered.

“Before long? Meaning you want to do it again? Swap your wife?” she pushed.

Her neutral expression disguised her opinion although her penetrating stare made it clear she expected an answer. Thus, I had to quickly decide whether to bow to my erotic feelings or retreat to the sanctity of marriage.

“Yes,” I said firmly.

We slept in the next morning and then snuggled for a while as neither of us felt like getting up and making coffee. Off and on we would discuss various aspects about the prior evening and fortunately, she didn’t appear to be carrying any baggage. Things had been silent for a few minutes when she suddenly lifted over me and stared down at my face. Slowly, a tiny smile appeared that morphed into an impish look.

“You know this all goes back to the dress you picked out. That’s what started everything,” she said.

Her message caused me to remember the circumstances and I started to laugh but felt I needed to say something, so I forced out, “Yeah.”

My reply was awkward and Abby picked up on it and gave me an odd stare and then asked, “What? I think there’s something you’re not telling me.”

“No, baby…nothing,” I answered unconvincingly.

“Tell me,” she demanded.

“No,” I replied.

I tried to make a retreat by leaving the bed but Abby proved too fast and started to tickle me. Now, I’m insanely ticklish and when I failed on my attempt to break free, she soon made me a squirming, begging mess.

“Tell me,” she pushed again with her fingers at the ready.

“Okay…okay…” I gasped, completely out of strength.

“Now,” she demanded.

I thought after all this time the truth might be cute so with a deep breath, I started, “I got that dress because I saw a woman wearing it that looked like you.”

“What? What woman?” she demanded.

“I was on a work trip…with colleagues. We were at a very nice restaurant and this woman comes in with some men and she looked like you. She was wearing that dress…or one very close. It stuck in my head, I guess. I kept thinking of you in it,” I explained.

She stared at me for a long time without speaking but finally, she opened her mouth and said, “So, I became a slut because of another woman?”

Now, it was my turn to go silent as I thought of a response, and then suddenly it was right before me and I said, “No…no I don’t think that’s when. That’s not how it happened.”

“How then?” she asked with a suspicious look guessing a sarcastic remark was coming.

“It happened when you rang the bell,” I replied.

I tried to twist away but she proved too quick and I squirmed and whined as her fingers dug into my ribs.
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