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		Prologue

		

		“OMG! Megs, will you two PULLEEEZE keep it quiet? Some of us are trying to sleep over here,” whined Cassie. Her head buried deep under her pillow as she tried to block out the noise, her face turned to the wall.

		I suppose she had a valid reason. Dave wasn’t supposed to be in our dorm room after hours. He wasn’t supposed to be doing what he was doing, either. Daddy would have killed him if he’d known. But… I really didn’t want him to stop. Rowlll! Fuck! He had a talented tongue, and I was enjoying it to the fullest. I might have been being a little loud about it, too. Oops.

		It’s not like I didn’t have to listen to her from time to time. She did tend to get around a little. Truth be told, I think Cassie might have been jealous. Not that I blamed her, Dave was a catch, and I had him. I sort of had Cassie, too. Or, maybe she had me? Either way, when neither of us had company, we were not shy about being with each other. Without a doubt, she was my best friend. Ever! We did everything together. Well… Almost everything, anyway. There was Dave…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		It had been a long week. Sometimes, it just seemed like work was never ending anymore. This week, especially, seemed like it had been a real drag. The only thing the week had going for it at all, was that Cassie and Mike were coming to visit. Scheduled to arrive late this afternoon, Dave was picking them up at the airport, an advantage he had by working from home. Our plans were, to spend a three-day weekend together. We’d known them since our college days. Cassie had been my roommate at Wesley Hall, and my best friend. And… My… Special friend? Friend with benefits? Lover? Whatever! When she finally met Mike during our Senior year, the four of us became fast friends. Had been ever since.

		I was looking forward to the time together. If nothing else, it was a chance to break the monotony of our everyday lives. Dave and I had been married for five years now. And, yes, that came with all the normal baggage of being married for a while. Not that we didn’t still love each other, it’s just that it had gotten… Stale. Hey! After five years with the same partner, eight if you count the dating, it was pretty much same old, same old. There are only just so may positions, and after that long a time, the excitement in our love life had long since dwindled away.

		We still managed to have sex about once a month, but that was it. It was more like a duty than the hot, erotic sessions that used to take place. Kind of a ‘Wham, bam, thank you, Ma’am,’ you know? Sometimes without even the ‘thank you.’ We’d tried some of the normal remedies; date nights, toys, fantasy play. But, none of that really seemed to help. There was nothing new and exciting anymore. There was just no zing. Darn it.

		Sometimes I regretted missing that part of growing up. Meeting Dave at the start of my Sophomore year, I missed a lot of the new age, devil may care stuff that normally comes along with adult dating. No one night stands, no zipless fucks, no hot blowjobs in the johns… Okay, maybe all that’s not so hot after all? At least, not when I think about it that way. But, you know what I mean. I didn’t get all the ‘experience’ that a lot of my friends have had. They’d played around a lot more before settling down.

		For me? It just didn’t work out that way. Let’s see, there had been Billy Williams, my Senior Prom date. But, that was a rather uncomfortable deflowering in the back seat of his beat-up jalopy of a car on Prom night. I never saw him again after that, either. Prick! At least, I’d been smart enough to make him use a condom. Same for Jim What’s His Name, that friend of… Hell! I don’t even remember. After that, there was Dave. I hadn’t succumbed to the temptations that a lot of my friends and co-workers had, at least not yet. Affairs just seemed so tawdry. HOT, mind you. But, tawdry. Honestly, I guess I hadn’t been all that tempted. Probably a good thing, all things considered.

		The thoughts of Cassie being with us for a long weekend, caused me to think about straying a little, but only if we could ditch the guys. Besides, she might not even be into me in that way anymore. I knew that I hadn’t been with any other woman since then. Just never found the interest, I guess. But, whether she still saw others or not, I didn’t know. I was looking forward to finding out, though. Hubba, Hubba.

		I could hardly wait for five o’clock, so I could get out of here. My old biddy of a boss was a real stickler about leaving early, Friday night or not. She wasn’t happy about me taking an extended weekend either. Too bad, I had it coming to me and I fully intended to enjoy it. We hadn’t seen since Cassie and Mike since their wedding three years ago. That’s what happens when you live a thousand miles apart. Not that I was about to give up living in Texas. I’m a Texan, born and bred, and proud of it.

		I finally finished up at the office and headed out. Ugh! Traffic was horrendous, as usual. At the rate I-10 was crawling, Dave would beat me home by a mile. One of the drawbacks of working downtown. Darn it, I wanted to be there before they all got there. A typical man, Dave would never think to get everybody a drink, or help them get settled. Besides, I couldn’t wait to see Cassie again. Phone calls and Facebook just don’t cut it, you know? I missed her.

		I finally broke through the traffic and made it home. Surprisingly, I had managed to get there before my husband and friends. Rushing into the bedroom, I tossed my clothes off as I dashed to the en suite. After a quick shower, I grabbed something a lot more casual to wear than my office togs. As in, hip hugger cut-offs and a crop top. Maybe it was a just little risqué, but I was feeling that way after this afternoon’s naughty reminiscing. I was just slipping my toes into a pair of kitten heeled sandals when I heard the front door open.

		I rushed down the hallway and straight into Cassie’s open arms, the two of us squealing like crazy. We were practically dancing, both so happy to be together again. Um… There was nothing casual about the kiss she planted on me, either. Rowlll!!!! Her tongue was just as talented today, as it had been the last time we were together.

		It was Mike’s turn next, his arms wrapped around me in a bear hug as he gave me a kiss on the cheek. Lifting my feet off the floor in his exuberance. I’d forgotten how big he was. Don’t get me wrong. He wasn’t fat or anything like that, just big. Like six-two and built like a linebacker. According to Cassie, that wasn’t all that was big about him, either. Chortle, chortle. When I came up for air, I saw that Cassie and Dave were greeting each other rather warmly, as well. I couldn’t blame her; my hubby was kind of a hunk. Not quite up to Mike’s standards size wise, but darn good looking. And, he knew how to use what God had blessed him with. It was going to be a great weekend.

		After showing them where our guestroom was at, they got a quick tour of the house. After that, Cassie and Mike opted to change into something more casual than their travel togs. So did Dave, deciding we’d all meet back up in the kitchen where I had a tall glass of my world-famous sangria waiting for each of them.

		When Cassie came bouncing out, she was dressed every bit as casually as I was. Damn, the girl still looked great. She was dressed in a pair of short shorts, and a halter top. Cassie had the cutest little sandals on, set off by a toe ring and an ankle bracelet. I swear, she was just as cute today as the day I met her. A dynamite little redhead, with a petite body that had curves in all the right places. She had the cutest freckles, with little pink nipples and a pussy that tasted… Well… Er… Um…

		Carting a pitcher of sangria along with us, we settled down in the family room to catch up with each other. An hour later we decided that it was time for nourishment. Dave and Mike went out to fire up the grill while Cassie and I set about cutting up some veggies and wrapping some potatoes to go along with the steaks the boys were grilling.

		It gave us some time to talk alone, too. Uh… Well, among other things. Yep, Cassie was still into me. Hubba, Hubba. I was still a little flushed as we carried the trays of food out to put on the grill. Then, we all sat around talking some more on the patio as the steaks got charbroiled to perfection. By the time dinner was finished, I don’t think any of us were feeling any pain. I do make an excellent sangria.

		As we caught up with each other, I got the sneaky impression that Cassie and Mike had been doing a little roleplay and fantasy type exploring themselves. Nothing too overt was said, but I know her awfully well. I just kept hearing little hints here and there that not all had been right in paradise. At least, for a while. When I headed to the kitchen to makeup some more sangria, Cassie tagged along. Duh.

		Yes, there had been some problems, but they were happier than ever now. Now, I really wanted to know about that. What worked for them? Cassie seemed reticent to talk about it. Which, of course, meant that I had to know. What are snoopy friends for, right? It was her whispered answer that floored me…

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“They’re what?” asked Dave in astonishment.

		“You heard me. They’re swingers,” I said triumphantly. The two of us were in the bedroom en suite getting ready for bed, as we talked.

		“As in, they…” he hesitated.

		“Yep. They fuck other people. Cassie said they got into it by accident about a year ago.”

		“Uh… Just how do you get into something like that by ‘accident?’” Dave asked, air quotes and all as he shook his head. “It’s not like you can just trip and fall?”

		“No, I don’t suppose it is, and I don’t have all the details. Not yet, anyway. Something about walking into the wrong nightclub one night and getting caught up in the ‘swing’ of things,” I snickered. I am sooooo naughty when I’m drunk.

		“I hope they’re not expecting us to play along with them this weekend. I’m not much into sharing,” said Dave soberly. “Especially when it comes to my wife.”

		“Well, it certainly seems to have livened up their love life. In more ways than one.” Chortle, chortle. “Don’t you have even a little curiosity? I mean, things have been pretty stale for a while between us, Dave. We need to do something to get the blood flowing again. Nothing we’ve tried has worked. At least, not so far.”

		“Doing something, does not include you getting to fuck Mike,” he said emphatically.

		“I’m not saying it does,” I said becoming defensive. “I’m just curious. Aren’t you? I mean, even just a little? What got them into it? How it all works? What it’s like… It’s not like you slept with a whole bunch of women before you met me. I just want to find a way to put some of that… I don’t know, zing? The thrill of it all? Back into our lives. Sex used to be a lot hotter between us. Now, it’s just…”

		“Megs? Do you want a divorce or something? Is that where all of this is leading?” he asked, his voice getting hesitant.

		“OMG! No. David, how could you even think that? I love you, I always will. But, that doesn’t mean I’m immune to the opposite sex. Or, from having a little fun. Maybe you need to start thinking of me in a different light occasionally. I’m just trying to get you to look at me with some of that desire you used to have. Like when you used to sneak into my dorm room, you know?”

		“We’re not wild college students anymore, Megs. We’re adults, with adult responsibilities. It’s not like we can just go hopping from bed to bed for the fun of it,” Dave responded.

		“Well… Cassie and Mike apparently do,” I giggled. “So, just be nice. Maybe have an open mind for a change? It wouldn’t hurt you to loosen up a little, you know.”

		The mood between us hadn’t lightened by the time we climbed into bed. I had even put on some perfume and a sexy little nightie. Hope springing eternal, I guess. Instead, there was just a cold and silent lump next to me on the bed. At least until the noises from down the hall began to get the better of us. OMG! I’d forgotten how loud Cassie could scream when she came. Casting a sidelong glance at my lump of a husband, I saw that it was beginning to get to him. Try as he might to ignore it, his cock was getting hard as Cassie cried out over and over. Fuck! He wasn’t the only one getting turned on, either.

		Unable to take it any longer, I rolled over and slid down the bed until his hard shaft was before me. He could pretend to ignore me all he wanted, I wasn’t going to be denied. Not again, not tonight. I licked the drop of precum I found from his cock. Dave tensing beneath me as I slid my lips around his hard rod and began sucking him. Teasing him, my tongue doing all sorts of naughty things as I bobbed slowly up and down on his cock. When I knew I had him, I took him deep into my throat. I’d gotten pretty good at giving a blowjob through the years. Some of it, initially, thanks to Cassie’s coaching. She always had been a little wild. The rest from just practice. Something Dave never complained about. The practice part, I mean. Snicker, snicker…

		Dave had been the only beneficiary of my efforts and seemed to enjoy it immensely. After a bit, I decided I wanted that hard rod of his someplace else. Honestly, I’ve never let him cum in my mouth. It just sounds kind of icky. Sliding over his body, I straddled him. My legs riding over his hips as I slid that cock deep inside my pussy. Mmmm… That’s what I needed. Dave started thrusting into me, lifting me off the bed with his efforts, as I whimpered above him. His pubic bone tight against my clit as I rode him.

		It wasn’t a competition, but I was getting pretty loud myself as I crashed through one orgasm after another. My body spasming over and over. Finally, I felt him swell, his cock exploding inside of me. Pulse after pulse of his creamy cum filling me. I could feel it burning inside of me. Oh, fuck! That felt good. Afterwards, I fell asleep in his arms. Since I was on top, there wasn’t much he could do about it.

		When I woke up the next morning, Dave was still sleeping soundly. I slid quietly from the bed and into the en suite. Grabbing a shower, I shaved and did my hair and makeup before venturing out to get dressed. Our plans were to take Cassie and Mike to the Renaissance Faire. An annual event, it was held just North of town about seventy miles. We used to go all the time, but like a lot of things, we just didn’t anymore. Apparently, Cassie and Mike visited the one near Chicago every year. Of course, being in Texas, ours had to be bigger. After all, everything is bigger in Texas.

		Anyway, today we were going. Cassie and I had made that decision when we set up the vacation date. We’d already decided we wanted to dress up, so I dressed in something casual to travel in. We’d be getting our costumes at the Faire. I put on a pair of short shorts and an off the shoulder crop top, easy on easy off. That, and a pair of cute little sandals. The kind with the ties that wrapped around my legs, perfect for the RenFaire. Not bad, if I do say so myself. I was in the kitchen cooking some bacon for breakfast when Cassie came in, giving me a kiss.

		“It sounded like you two were having some fun last night,” I teased.

		“It’s vacation. I’ve got to get it when I can,” she laughed.

		“You mean, you’re not getting enough with all your new ‘sexploits?’” I asked.

		“It’s not like that, Megan. It’s really not. I mean, yeah, we have sex with other couples. And, I admit, that’s hot when it happens. More importantly, afterwards, we seem to fuck like bunnies for a couple of weeks. Mike just can’t keep his hands off me. But, it’s not like we do that every week. Just once in a while, and only with friends. I’m really not big into the one-night stand type of thing,” she said quietly. “Although, I do have Mike’s permission if I really like somebody,” she grinned sticking out her braceleted ankle.

		“Huh?” I asked, totally in the dark.

		“The ankle bracelet means that I… Well, I can play around if I want to,” she declared.

		“Uh… You mean like, Mike is okay with you just fucking somebody? Without him being involved with the wife, or whatever?” I asked.

		“It’s called being a ‘Hot Wife.’ And, yes, that is exactly what I mean. If I really like somebody and I want to, all I have to do is let him know I won’t be home until late. I’ve only done it a couple of times. But, it’s super-hot! In a way, it’s even more fun than swinging. Mike and I both seem to get the same charge out of it. I can’t explain it, I guess it’s the primal urge to take back what’s his or something. But, he fucks me like crazy afterwards. Even harder than after we’ve had a swinging session. Rougher or something, I don’t know? Maybe it brings out the animal in him or something?

		“Someday, I think I want to let somebody fuck me in front of him,” she giggled. “I really think he’d like it, but I just haven’t found anybody yet. I can just imagine how ferocious my tiger will be if he’s forced to watch it all.”

		“And, you two are really happy?” I asked. “You’re not ready to get divorced or anything?”

		“No, Silly. There is no way I want a divorce. I love my husband, I just get to enjoy having sex with others. Plus, for whatever reason, it turns Mike on to know I’ve been with another man. Makes me seem more exciting and desirable in his eyes or something. Honestly, it makes me feel that way too. It’s great for your ego. I promise.”

		Our conversation was cut short as Dave and Mike strolled into the kitchen, drooling at the smell of the bacon I was cooking. Everybody was still gung-ho to go to the Faire, so after breakfast we piled into the SUV and headed towards a day of Knights in Armor and Damsels in distress.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		It was just over an hour’s drive from the house to the Faire grounds. The scenery changing from big city skyline to pine forests as we headed north. Dave drove while Mike rode shotgun. Cassie and I chatted in the backseat while we checked out the website for the Faire. Since we wanted to wear costumes, we were looking into the clothiers, not sure if we were renting or buying. Cassie suddenly let out a whoop. Pointing to a listing for Sir Roger’s Chainmail Shoppe. “You mean like those skimpy little harem girl costumes?” I asked, feeling some butterflies starting in my lower extremities.

		“If I’m buying a costume, I’m buying one that gets noticed,” proclaimed Cassie. “What’s the fun of dressing up, if nobody notices? There’s a million peasant girls at these things.”

		“Oh, we’d get noticed, all right,” I said hesitantly. “There’s nothing to those things. Have you ever even worn one of those costumes?”

		“No, but I’ve always wanted to. I think I’d look fantastic in one. So would you, Megs. You’ve got a dynamite little figure. Say yes, please?” urged Cassie. “Think of all the fun we’ll have. The guys can be knights or pirates or something if they want to dress up.”

		“I don’t know, Cassie. Those costumes are awfully revealing…”

		“Oh, posh! You know how everybody dresses at these things. It’s a real skin show. It’s our chance to let it all hang out, Girl. If it really bothers you that much, I’ll buy you a mask. I promise. Come on, please?” wheedled Cassie.

		“I’ll think about it. Maybe if we have some wine first?” I suggested.

		It took her all of thirty seconds to spot an ale house on the map that was right on the way to the Chainmail Shoppe. OMG! Me and my big mouth, what had I gotten myself into? Once we were parked, it was still a decent hike to get to the main entrance. It was going to be another scorcher of a day, summer in Texas. What can I say? Cassie and I talked while the boys paid for our tickets, Cassie still trying to convince me. Then, tickets in hand we headed through the gate. A sheen of sweat already glistening on my body.

		First stop was the ale house. Dave looked at me a little strangely as I ordered a flagon of wine. Ten in the morning was a little early, but… I needed the courage if I was even going to consider wearing one of those harem girl outfits. When I told Dave where Cassie wanted to go for our costumes, he looked like he was going to turn purple.

		After a second flagon of wine, Cassie prodded me to head for our destination. Okay, okay, just give me a minute will ya? The Chainmail Shoppe was, of course, open. Darn it. Cassie was drooling over the skimpy outfits as she popped from counter to counter. Finding one she liked, she prodded me to get the same. We’d could just use different color silks, and nobody would notice the basic outfits were the same. What little there was of it. It was just two bra cups and a G-string, all made out of chainmail. Just smooth little metal links that were all hooked together. And, you could see right through the damn rings. I mean… See everything! I needed another drink.

		Heading for the nearest ale house, Cassie spotted a place that sold fancy feathered masks. Dragging me in, the two of us bought some elaborate masks that would conceal our identities, if nothing else. Then, another flagon of wine and it was back to the Chainmail Shoppe. Pointing to the outfits we wanted, the sales girl advised that they were custom fit only. Sir Roger would have to do the fittings for us, and we’d have to be… GULP! Nude during the fitting.

		Dave turned a little pale as he heard that, though it didn’t seem to faze Mike a bit. Gee go figure! Cassie had already giddily said yes before I could stop her. Fittings were done above the Shoppe, in a private room. Tugging me all the way, we climbed the steep stairs, winding our way to the tiny room. There wasn’t much to it, just three floor length mirrors, a privacy screen for changing clothes and a couple of chairs. Sir Roger greeted us at the top of the stairway. If I had been leery before, I was downright petrified now.

		Sir Roger turned out to be about six-two, and heavily muscled. He was dripping with chainmail, of course. His glistening skin showing beneath the smooth links. And, uh… He was also black as the Ace of Spades. The Southern girl in me, felt a little unsettled as he looked the two of us over appraisingly. I suddenly began to feel like we were some sort of menu items. One blonde, one redhead, available ala carte. Taking our order forms, he directed us behind the screen to change out of our clothes. The men sitting uneasily in the rickety chairs. Cassie volunteered to go first, bless her heart. She didn’t miss a beat as she strolled from behind the screen in nothing but her sandals. Dave turned beet red as she walked slowly by him. He was trying his best not to drool, though a certain part of him seemed to definitely be taking notice. She did have a cute butt.

		I had to admit, that wasn’t all that was cute. Being a redhead, Cassie was blessed with clear porcelain skin that appeared almost translucent at times. The fine lines of blood vessels visible in her pert breasts. Her pink nipples engorged as she stood before us. A slight flush appearing on her face and chest as Sir Roger approached. I gasped out loud as I saw his black hands begin to caress her, fastening a partially assembled bra around her. A slight shiver of excitement racing through her.

		I watched as Sir Roger began to fasten the chainmail together. I could see why each had to be custom fitted, but that didn’t mean I was any happier about it. Cassie’s nipples were hard as diamonds as he slid the soft metal-linked cups over her breasts. Adjusting here and there as links of mail were added or taken out to get the fit just right so that it conformed perfectly to the shape of her breasts. Finally satisfied, Sir Roger fitted the G-string with just as much care. Cassie’s breathing was getting heavier as he made tiny changes in the chainmail. His black hands brushing against her pale skin with each move. It was impossible for him not to touch certain areas, something that made me quiver. Whether in fear or anticipation I wasn’t sure, but Cassie sure seemed to enjoy it. Uh… So, did the boys.

		Suddenly, Cassie was breezing by me, looking gorgeous in her revealing costume. A slight hint of her excitement noticeable as she passed. Sir Roger was calling my name as she gave me a quick kiss and pushed me hesitantly from behind the screen. I was shaking like a leaf as I walked out, my face a deep shade of red. I’d only been naked in front of two men in my life. Dave and Jim Whatever His Name was. All poor Billy Williams had managed to do was get my panties off! That was certainly about to change, big time, as my number doubled with my first step from behind the screen.

		I heard Dave give a little gasp as I walked past him, his face growing pale as I nakedly strolled by. Mike didn’t even bother to conceal how he felt about my display. The bulge in his pants was huge. OMG! Damn it, Cassie! What have you gotten me into this time? This was worse than the matching butterfly tattoos we had on our derrieres. The result of a drunken weekend at school. I stepped hesitantly up to Sir Roger, his six-two frame towering over my five-one. I was nearly hyperventilating as his hands began to move over my body.

		Electric shocks raced sensuously through me as he slid the metal-linked bra cups over my breasts. I couldn’t help the soft little whimpers that escaped me here and there. His black hands felt burning hot against my skin. The contrast between my pale Nordic blonde coloring and his dark hands, was mesmerizing. As the fitting continued, I was getting so turned on I could detect my scent. My mind in a turmoil over how wrong this seemed. But, my pussy was telling me all about how HOT it was. As if I couldn’t have figured it out on my own. My nipples were on fire as he adjusted the chainmail over them, his big black hands reaching in and lifting my breasts in the bra cups as he made some final adjustments. Making sure the fit was perfect.

		OMG! If I hadn’t been holding on to the wall, I think I would have passed out as an orgasm shot through me. My body shaking in a violent spasm as his big hands caressed my breasts. Hey, it’s not like I was used to strange men feeling up my breasts. I couldn’t even look at my husband, not after that. I don’t know if he saw it or not, but I sure as hell felt it! Finally, he was finished with the bra, now turning his attention to the G-string. Oh, fuck…

		If I thought having him fit the bra was exciting, this was unbelievable. Sir Roger was on his knees before me, his face right in front of my pulsing pussy as he slid the partially made G-string up my slender legs. His hands, those big black hands, sliding over my skin. Casually brushing against my smoothly shaved mound as he fastened the links together. The dark skin of his arms glistening with sweat in the sweltering heat. Oops! That was more than just my skin he touched, that was my clit he just brushed against. My body shaking violently for a second time as he snugged the G-string around my shaved mound. Standing there, like a frozen statue as he fastened a drape of silk around my hips, his hands attaching it to the belt of the G-string, I was sure I was going to pass out. The only thing holding the back together was a thin chainmail strip that slid between my butt cheeks. I might as well have been naked from the back. Looking down, I decided the view wasn’t that much different from the front. I knew that Sir Roger could smell my essence. I would have been somewhat surprised if they all couldn’t. My honeyed dew was practically drooling down my legs by the time he was done with me.

		OMG! Talk about feeling self-conscious. Not only did my best friend’s husband just see me naked, but, oh yeah, I just had two fucking orgasms at the hands of some black guy that I didn’t even know. Something tells me, this was not one of Cassie’s better ideas.

		Finished, I walked tentatively over to where my husband and our friend were sitting as Dave slowly tried to stand up. His cock about to burst through his pants as he gave me a little kiss. He was turned on? My husband was excited by seeing me naked in front of two other men? Well… I guess that made two of us. “I can’t believe you’re doing this, but, damn. You look fucking hot in that outfit, Megs,” he whispered seductively in my ear.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Cassie gave me a big hug, telling me how beautiful I looked. I was about to tell her where she could stuff it when I glanced in the mirrors. OMG! It was like some exotic masked creature was staring back at me. Fuck! I looked fantastic. I really did. Hell, I’d do me in this outfit. I stepped up and closely studied the end result. Wow! I really was hot! And, oh yeah, my nipples were peeking through a good eighth of an inch beyond the damn chainmail, even the pink tint of my aureoles were slightly visible through the links. That’s just super great. Not only did I just get naked in front of my best friend’s husband and a black man, but now I was about to flash my nipples at the whole darn Faire. Thank goodness for my mask. At least, I felt a sort of anonymity with it on. I was kind of happy that my pussy was shaved, too. Especially after I checked out Cassie’s outfit a little closer. Her neatly trimmed red landing strip was easily visible through her G-string. The silk fabric that lined the G-string, not really covering much of anything. Something told me, the two of us were going to be very popular for the rest of the day.

		Dave was holding my hand as we stepped from the Chainmail Shoppe out into the bright sunshine. Talk about feeling naked? The warm breeze brushing against my bare skin sending little electric shocks through me. It took me all of ten seconds to declare I needed some more wine. Cassie quickly seconding the motion. By the time we’d waited in line for our flagons of wine, I was actually getting used to people staring at me. Walking along, I decided that it was what it was, and just didn’t worry about it anymore. Or, maybe that was the wine? Whatever…

		We stopped for lunch about thirty minutes later. More wine! All right! While I might have gotten used to being watched by the faire goers, the boys were another matter entirely. Mike was enjoying the view immensely. I couldn’t help it, my nipples were rock hard as Mike’s eyes drifted lustfully over me, again and again. My breasts heaving excitedly as I felt his eyes on me. My pussy moistening with my honeyed dew. I was pretty sure that Dave, sitting next to me, was close enough that he could smell my excitement. Hopefully, nobody else could. He wasn’t helping the situation any as his fingers kept running hesitantly along my bare thigh.

		Dave tried not to show it, but his eyes kept drifting to Cassie as she sat across from us. Damn, she looked great. And, she had every bit as much showing as I did. Dave didn’t drool or anything. Though, I’m sure he was working hard not to. His cock, however, betrayed him. He was rock hard beneath his jeans. I wondered just how he felt about the whole idea of swinging with them now? Hmmm… For that matter, I wondered how I felt about it? Damn, Mike was a big, hunky looking guy. And, I was getting very turned on.

		After lunch, we wandered through the faire, stopping in all the little shops to check out what they had. By now, I was getting quite used to people staring at me. Even stopping periodically when somebody would ask to take a picture. Striking one pose after another, I was beginning to enjoy having some of them look. Especially the hunky, good-looking men that made no secret of their lustful stares. Admittedly, I was seldom without a flagon of wine in my hand. That may have contributed to my state of mind, just a little. Okay… Maybe, more than a little. But, I was getting darn turned on by all the attention. Even Dave was getting into the act, his hand draped possessively over my naked hips as we walked along. Uh… His cock was not exactly behaving, either. Hee, hee…

		Occasionally, we’d stop by some food outlet and grab some sort of snack. Nothing like having fruit drip down your naked body as you bite into it. Little streaks of juice sliding down my exposed breasts. The juice mixing with the sweat and dust stirred up by the atmosphere of the faire. I wasn’t exactly behaving very ladylike today. But, it’s hard to act demure when everything you have is on display to a couple of thousand people. Maybe, more? Gulp!

		Cassie wasn’t helping any, either. Especially when she leaned over and licked the juicy streak from my breast. Dave looked like he wanted to die when he saw that! Or, maybe he just wanted to jump one of us. I’m not even sure which one he was more interested in at the moment. It didn’t much matter to me by that time, as long as somebody jumped me. Fuck! I was soooo turned on.

		By the end of the day, I was ready to take on half the men at the faire. Cassie and I were both drunk and glistening with sweat as we finally wandered towards our car. Tired and hot we drove back home, Cassie and I nodding off in the backseat as the boys talked sports in the front. Arriving back at the house, we both woke from our much-needed naps and headed inside. OMG! I needed a shower something fierce. My legs were covered with dust and dirt from walking around the faire. Um… There were some very suspicious sticky streaks running down between my thighs as well. Hey! I said I was turned on! My body felt caked with sweat, and my hair was a damp, tangled mess. I headed straight for the en suite as Cassie hollered dibs on the guest bath.

		Dave wandered in to the bedroom just as I was getting out of the shower. “I ordered pizzas for dinner, Megs. They’ll be here in about ten or fifteen minutes. Can you grab the door when he gets here? My wallets on the dresser. I could use a shower myself right about now. A cold one,” he snarked.

		“Sure, I can get it. I should be dressed by then,” I told him, trying hard not to bite on his remark.

		“After today, I’m not sure that it even matters,” he said quietly. Too quietly.

		“Just what’s that supposed to mean?”

		“Well, you were… Uh… Just what do you think I mean? Damn it, Megs, you were half naked all day. And, you were just plain naked with that Sir Roger. He had his black hands all over you. Right in front of Mike, too. And, don’t tell me you weren’t enjoying it. I have eyes, you know,” he complained. “You had an orgasm while that… While he was ’fitting’ you.” Yep! The comment coming complete with the air quotes.

		“And I suppose you didn’t enjoy the view at all? And, of course, you weren’t checking out Cassie either, were you?” I countered. “I saw how hard your cock was. And, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t all for me.”

		“Cassie isn’t married to me. You are,” he hissed. “Shit! I’m sorry, Megs. I didn’t mean it to come out quite like that. I’m just not used to seeing you display yourself like that. You could see right through that outfit you had on today. It seemed as though you were flaunting yourself at men all day. Like you were some slut on the prowl.”

		“Maybe my intent was to flaunt myself at you? Did you ever think about that?” I asked. “It’s about time you noticed that I’m still attractive, David. And, apparently, I’m attractive to the opposite sex, too. Be careful, or I just might take Cassie up on some of that swinging they’re into.”

		“Be my guest. I wouldn’t mind spending some quality time with your little red-haired friend myself,” he snapped back.

		That was when the doorbell rang...

		

		*

		

		“Well, do I get dressed, or not?” I asked haughtily.

		“Apparently, it’s your choice,” he snarled.

		Grabbing his wallet from on top of the dresser, I stalked out of the bedroom to the front door. Stark naked!

		The delivery driver almost dropped the pizzas when I opened the door. Every naked little inch of me wantonly on display. My nipples were hard as diamonds as his eyes looked me up and down, slowly… Like he was trying to commit my nude body to permanent memory. Eyes finally settling on my very naked vaginal mound. His hungry gaze causing my pussy to start to glisten with my excitement. My honeyed essence becoming quite noticeable, at least to me. Since he wasn’t offering them to me, I lifted the pizzas from his hands and set them on the entry table. His eyes closely following my naked little ass. No doubt checking out my butterfly tattoo. Er… Among other things. Picking up Dave’s wallet, I calmly asked how much it was?

		Handing him the money, I just couldn’t help myself, “I trust your tip is sufficient?” I almost laughed out loud as he just nodded numbly, his eyes never leaving my nude body. “Say, bye-bye now,” I giggled as I closed the door.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I shoved the pizzas into the microwave to keep them warm, slamming the door rather loudly. Then, sauntered back to the bedroom, my bare feet padding quietly along the hallway. Passing a very open-mouthed Cassie on the way.

		“You actually did it, didn’t you?” asked Dave. “You answered the fucking door naked?”

		“You said it didn’t matter, so yes I did. Happy now?” I taunted.

		“You just let some anonymous man, see you naked. What’s gotten into you Megs?” he asked. There was a pained and accusatory tone to his voice, but… How do I put this politely? His cock was rock hard as he looked me up and down. Seeing the exact same vision, I had given the deliveryman. Every naked inch of it!

		“Well… I suppose this means that you’re actually intending on doing this thing tonight, then?” he asked.

		When I just looked at him blankly, he continued, “Doing this ‘swinging’ thing with Cassie and Mike? I guess that’s what you want?”

		Oh, fuck! I knew I’d had too much to drink today. Otherwise I’d never have been brave enough to do any of the things I’d done. I wouldn’t have let Dave’s taunting get to me, either. At least, I don’t think I would have. “If you insist,” I declared.

		I stalked over to the walk-in closet and started to dress, leaving him standing there open mouthed. My mind still in a turmoil over what had just happened. Were we really doing this tonight? I mean, yeah, Mike was hot. But, I hadn’t really thought about having sex with him. Not really. I’d never broken my vows since we’d been married. Never! Considering that I’d only been with three men in my life, this would be a big step. Big? Okay, try humongous! I wasn’t even sure where it might lead? Maybe Cassie was right, and it would add some much-needed excitement to our lives? Or… Oh, shit! I didn’t even want to think about that.

		I was moving like an automaton as I started to dress, still riled up over the conversation. I guess my subconscious mind didn’t mind the idea of swinging tonight at all, not considering the choice of clothes I seemed to end up with. A slightly sheer wrap top, that let the swell of my breasts show to perfection and a pair of raggedy hip-hugger cut-offs. And, uh… Well, no underwear. What the heck, Mike had already seen it all anyway. Slipping into a cute pair of kitten heeled sandals, I stalked from the bedroom. My bare little ass cheeks sticking out from the bottom of the revealing shorts.

		Cassie was in the kitchen, setting out some plates on the table when I walked in. “Wow! You look good enough to eat, Megs. Does this mean we’re skipping the pizza tonight?” she chortled.

		“Maybe?” I said, my voice a little uncertain. “It sounds like we might be interested in a hearing a little more about… You know. Maybe even doing some exploring if you’re interested?”

		“Interested? I think Mike would kill to spend a couple of hours with you. And, honestly, I’ve always wondered what Dave would be like. You two used to tease me often enough,” she replied. “If you’re serious, that is?”

		“I’m not sure, but I think we are.”

		“Well, why don’t we see where the night takes us, then?” suggested Cassie. “But, right now, I think the night needs to take your cute little behind over to make some more sangria.”

		By the time the boys showed up, I had another pitcher of sangria ready. Cassie had the plates out and had pulled the pizzas from the microwave. The delicious smell wafting around the kitchen as we each grabbed a plate and dug in. Dinner conversation was somewhat strained. Everybody trying to hard not to talk about the elephant in the room. Instead we just rehashed the day’s events; the jousting contest, the animal demonstrations, the costumes, the lack thereof… Once we had all eaten, we headed into the family room and paired off with our own spouses on the two love seats.

		Cassie started the ball rolling, suggesting to Mike that we might be interested in learning a little more about their ‘lifestyle.’ To his credit, he didn’t even blink. He did, however, talk openly and honestly about their experiences. Also, admitting that it had really made a difference in the way he looked at Cassie. Telling us how they had found their romance rekindled by the whole experience. How hot it was knowing others desired her. That she’d been with others.

		“Don’t you find yourself getting jealous?” asked Dave. “I mean, when I saw Megan with Sir Roger today… It was difficult.”

		“Yeah, I can understand that. I felt a little of that watching him with Cassie, too. What you have to remember is that Megs is here with you tonight. Not with Sir Roger. Sex is just a part of human nature, Dave. It’s primal, survival of the fittest. In the end, you won. You got to take the damsel home, not Sir Roger. Swinging is similar, you see how desired your partner is by others, but in the end, she ends up home with you. In many respects, seeing just how desirable your partner is to others, seems to enhance the whole experience. It makes you appreciate her more. I don’t think I’ve felt this strongly about Cassie since before we got married. After years of being married, people tend to take each other for granted. Now, it’s hard for me to keep my hands off her,” admitted Mike.

		“Even after she’s been with another man?” asked Dave.

		“Especially after she’s been with another man,” stated Mike. “It’s like there’s some primal urge to reclaim her. Take her back. Make her mine again.”

		We’d been talking about an hour, when we ran out of sangria again. I got up to mix another batch, Cassie joining me. It left the boys time to talk together, maybe clear the air a little. Or, at least, let Dave ask questions without our female ears taking it all in. I know I had a couple of questions myself. Like, just how does it work? Especially in a situation like this.

		Cassie explained that usually they were visiting in somebody else’s home. They’d pair off, spend two or three hours together, then regroup and go home. In this situation, she wasn’t sure either. But, if we did want to do this, she felt we’d need time together afterwards. “So, we’d just pair off and agree to meet up in a set period of time?” I asked. My heart rate climbing about two gazillion times a minute as I said it.

		“Seems like a plan to me. If you’re really serious, that is? And, you need to be serious if you’re doing this, Megs. From my end, I’d love it. I mean, if we go through with this tonight, maybe you and I could even play a little tomorrow? Guys always seem to love the girl on girl thing. The four of us might just have a lot of fun together this weekend,” she giggled, leaning over to give me a quick kiss.

		“Well, I certainly wouldn’t say no to some time together with you, Cassie. I’m a little scared about all the rest. But, I admit, I am awfully curious, too. I suppose there’s only one way to scratch that itch. What do you say?”

		“Why don’t the two of us pair off with each other’s husband when we go back in? Maybe try a little messing around to see how everybody takes it? Then, if nobody objects…” Meg giggled as she shrugged her shoulders questioningly.

		OMG! I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but I nodded at her as we grabbed the sangria and headed back into the family room.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I felt strange as I sat down next to Mike. We’d been friends for years, but this was different. Oh, boy, was this different. He didn’t even bat an eye as I hesitantly slid next to him on the loveseat. Dave looked a little startled as Cassie curled up snugly next to him, but he seemed to warm up to the idea fast enough. Considering that she was dressed as skimpily as I was, it wasn’t that hard to get him to go along. His eyes traveling down to her exposed cleavage. I wasn’t the only one that he’d seen naked today, and Cassie was a very attractive woman.

		My attention became drawn back to my own side of the room as Mike tentatively slid an arm around me. His big hand felt warm as he touched my shoulder. We sipped our sangria for a bit as conversation began to dwindle. The four of us making the shift from two couples chatting together, to a more intimate conversation with the person we were each sitting next to. The whole situation seeming a little strange. At least, to me.

		Finally, I saw Cassie, taking the initiative, reach up and kiss Dave. Their kiss deepening as she reached over and pulled his hand to her breast. His fingers eagerly cupping around it. A soft mewl escaping from her lips as his fingers kneaded her swollen orb. They kissed like that for a bit, with Mike and I watching the display. His arm keeping me company, but he didn’t push it. Okay, it looked like things were going to keep progressing, Dave certainly was not pushing Cassie away at all. And, if he wasn’t, why should I?

		I looked up at Mike tentatively, my body trembling beneath his protective arm. He hugged me warmly, then leaned down and kissed me. It was a soft, gentle kiss. Just a brush of his lips really. His touch sending an electric spark shooting through me. OMG! This was happening.

		I glanced back over to the other sofa, Cassie was straddling Dave’s lap as they kissed passionately. His hands cupping her tight ass, as they kissed. I would have watched a while longer, but Mike began to take charge. His hand moving from my shoulder to my breast. I gasped as his fingers closed on my nipple, squeezing it. Even through the thin material of my blouse, the shock of it sent me reeling. My body so charged up after today, that I rocked with a small orgasm at the simple erotic touch.

		I lost track of time as he kissed me. Damn, he was a good kisser. His fingers driving me crazy with each tweak of my nipples. Stealing another glance across the room, I was startled to find an empty sofa staring back at me. My husband and my best friend had left the room, together. And, I don’t think it was for any innocent purpose. I almost said no, stopping it right then. Really, I did! I was ready to call a halt, but Mike’s hand stealthily slipping inside my blouse made me change my mind. His hot fingers burning against my skin as he kneaded my breast. Pulling it free, his lips closed around my pulsing nipple. Sending another shock rolling through me, intensely shaking my whole body. OMG! I’d ached for somebody… Anybody… To do that all day. Hell, I’d have settled for the pizza guy!

		Mike stood up and held out his hand. Taking it, I let him pull me from the sofa and lead me down the hallway. The door to the guest room was closed tight, soft moans coming from inside as we passed. At the door to the master, Mike stopped and kissed me again. This time, it wasn’t tender and gentle. This time his tongue was deep inside my mouth as I melted against him. Pulling me into the room, he shut the door firmly behind us.

		I wasn’t sure where to begin. I mean, Cassie and I had decided that midnight would be the witching hour, the time we would all return to the family room. That meant I had about three hours to explore my wildest fantasies with a man that wasn’t my husband. Who should take the lead? Well… I’m a big girl, I decided that I might as well enjoy myself to the fullest.

		Standing there in the bedroom, kissing, I pulled away and slid down in front of him. That bulge of his had had me curious all-day long. Cassie had once told me that he was big ‘all over.’ I wanted to know just how big he really was. I was shaking as my fingers reached for the zipper of his jeans. His cock straining tightly against the well-worn fabric. Pulling the zipper down, I heard a passionate cry from down the hall. A painful empty feeling suddenly filling my heart, Cassie apparently hadn’t wasted any time in closing the deal with my husband.

		I reached inside the open zipper of Mike’s jeans, my fingers curling around… OMG! I popped the button holding up his jeans, letting them fall to the floor. Mike was commando underneath, his big cock springing up into my face. I just stared. Dave had a decent sized cock, about six and a half inches long and an inch and a half thick. But, Mike was definitely a different animal. The monster in front of me was a good eight inches long, and thick. Like two inches, maybe? I mean my fingers wouldn’t even meet as they circled around his girth.

		I let my fingers stroke slowly along the velvety length of him. Oh, fuck! He was even shaved down there. Of course, he was. Anybody that tells you that makes a man look like a little boy, never saw Mike. I swear, it made him look even bigger. There was a drop of clear precum starting to drool from his pulsing slit. I stuck my tongue out, leaning in towards the purplish mushroom shaped head. The taste of him bursting onto my tongue.

		It was like a salty explosion inside my mouth. Mmmm… Not bad at all. A little like Dave, but different. I don’t know, maybe all men taste a little different? How the hell should I know? This was only the second man I’d ever given a blowjob to! The realization causing me to giggle, just a little. Then, I purposely opened my lips in a wide oval and hungrily pulled him inside my mouth.

		OMG! The weight of him felt heavy on my tongue as I slid that monster deeper. When he touched the back of my throat, I started to gag. Quickly pulling away, I took a deep breath and tried to concentrate on breathing through my nose. Letting my throat relax, I tried again. For some reason, I wanted this. I wanted to deep throat Mike. It was something I rarely did for Dave, but this was different. Mike wasn’t my husband. After today, I wanted to be a slut tonight. His slut! Letting him take me anyway he wanted.

		Slowly, I began to bob up and down his long shaft, taking him deeper each time. I could feel my throat expanding as I pulled that monster a little further inside with each stroke. I didn’t stop until my nose pressed tightly against his pubic bone. My nostrils drinking in the musky, manliness of him. I had him all the way inside my throat. Mike’s loud groans above me, told me I was doing it just fine. I really started to suck on him now, my tongue doing all sorts of nasty things to his hard shaft as I bobbed up and down.

		His cock was slick with my saliva now. I began moving faster and faster. His groans becoming constant, I finally felt him start to swell in my mouth. I kept sucking and licking until he exploded. His hot seed blasting into my mouth and down my throat. I swallowed like crazy, wanting to take it all. His salty seed filling my mouth for the first time, as pulse after pulse emptied from inside of him.

		Finally, he stopped. His big cock softening in my mouth as I continued to lick him. Sucking his dick clean before letting him go. Take that, David! While I’d deep throated my husband a few times, I’d never let him cum in my mouth. I don’t even know why I did it? I suppose, there was no reason that I needed Mike to respect me in the morning. So, I decided that if I was going to be a slut, I might as well do it right.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Kicking away his jeans, Mike reached down and lifted me up from the floor. His cum still wet on my lips as he kissed me, his tongue driving inside my mouth. Unashamed to taste his own seed as our tongues dueled sensuously. Setting me down on my little kitten heels, he tore my blouse from me. It was a damn good thing it was just a wrap top, otherwise there would have been buttons flying everywhere. His lips closing around my nipple as I whimpered. Little electric shocks ripping through me as he suckled greedily. Damn, that felt good.

		I held his head to my breast as he continued to suck my tits. My fingers entwined in his dark, curly hair. His hands fumbling with my cut-offs, finally letting them drop to the floor. I was naked. Stepping back, he quickly pulled his T-shirt over his head and tossed it aside. His chest muscles rippling, he picked me up and carried me like some tiny doll. Setting me down on the edge of the King-sized bed that dominated the bedroom.

		This time, it was his turn to kneel. His big hands spreading my legs apart as my sweet essence filled the room. Fuck! I was so damned turned on. I screamed like a banshee when his tongue raked hungrily along my moist slit. Cry after cry escaping my lips as his tongue wrapped around my swollen clit, teasing me unmercifully. When he finally drove his tongue deep inside of me, I thought I was going to pass out. “OMG! Oh, fuck! Yes!!!!!” I screamed. My whole body just one giant spasm as he swirled his tongue inside my moist tunnel, tasting me.

		Three earth shattering orgasms later, he finally pulled away. I was just lying there, a limp bundle of flesh. Exhausted from having cum so many times. His face was still covered with my moist juices as he kissed me one more time. Then, I felt him turn me over. Oh, fuck! This was it! He had me bent over the edge of the bed, my feet scrambling to brace on the floor. My hands began clawing at the bedding as his throbbing rod pushed against my petaled opening. Um… Oh, wait… He’s not wearing a… Damn, we hadn’t talked about that. Oh, fuck! I lost all rational thought as I felt his huge rod split me open with one thrust.

		Pushing deep inside of me, his cock crashed against my cervix. “Fuck me!!!!! Yes!!!! OMG! Yes!!!!!!” I screamed. He was tearing me apart, that thick shaft splitting me wider than I’d ever been. Slamming into me again and again, each thrust sending me higher into orbit. He was driving into me like a jackhammer, incoherent cries and screams coming from me as he took me.

		Sweat was pouring from both of us as he used me. I was like putty in his hands by this time, he could have done anything to me and I would have let him. Fuck, he was big. I was nothing more than a ragdoll under his assault, letting his cock fill me over and over. Finally, he began to speed up. His cock swelling even more. I suddenly felt his cock explode deep inside of me. I screamed, as his burning seed burst into my wanton pussy. Pulse after pulse emptied into me, filling me with his hot cum.

		Mike collapsed on top of me as his cock began to soften inside of me. His lava hot seed oozing from between my pussy lips and drooling down my thighs. His lips kissed the back of my neck, as I gasped for air. I had never been used like that before. Never! And… I… Oh, fuck! I’d loved it.

		I didn’t care that I had just committed adultery, or that I’d cuckolded my husband. I didn’t even care that I’d just fucked my best friend’s husband, bareback. All I cared about was the burning warmth I felt inside of me. It was like I was consumed by sex. I really was a slut.

		Mike rolled off me, breathing heavily. “My God, Megs! Wow! That was fantastic. I hope Dave knows just how great he has it, because you are definitely a beautiful woman,” he whispered.

		“You’re pretty darn hot yourself, Mike. You’re welcome to do that to me again anytime. There’ll be no complaints from me. I promise,” I gasped.

		We lay quietly like that for a while, just talking softly as we regained out breath. When I was able to sit up, I realized that I was thirsty. I padded naked down the hallway to the family room, returning with two glasses of sangria. Me sitting comfortably in his lap, sipping the sweet drink and talking intimately like only lovers can. His hands caressing me slowly as I leaned against his muscled chest. I felt so cuddled and warm. His cum still drooling from inside of me, puddling into his lap.

		One refill later, Mike greeted me as I walked back into the bedroom. Taking me into his arms once again. I could still feel his seed oozing from inside of me, but his cock was raring to go again. Who was I to argue? We were kissing, his tongue doing nasty things to mine, when he picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his hips as his muscled arms held me tightly against him. Our lips locked together, my arms around his neck. I could feel his cock bouncing under me, “Yes! Do it, Mike. Fuck me just like this,” I cried.

		With just a reach of his hand, I felt his hard cock press against my moist petals. I let myself drop, impaling myself on that monstrous shaft. I screamed as I crashed down onto him. Oh, fuck! Damn, he felt just as big this time. Mike leaned me back against the wall as his hard cock thrust into me over and over. I’d never been taken in this position before, and I liked it. Dave kept himself up well, but he didn’t have the muscles to hold me like a toy as he fucked me. Not like Mike did.

		That’s all I was to Mike, a sex toy. He just slammed into me over and over, his hard rod ripping me in two with every thrust. Filling my wanton pussy with his throbbing cock. I didn’t care that he’d emptied himself into me twice before, I was ready for more. And, Mike was more than willing to give it. I screamed as I finally felt him pulse deep inside me once again. His fertile, hot baby seed filling my unprotected womb for the second time tonight. Damn good thing I was on birth control.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Midnight, the time Cassie and I had agreed that we’d return to the family room. It was time to face the reality of what we’d done. What I had done. I had no illusions, tonight was my fault, one hundred percent. I could have stopped it at any point, and I didn’t. After the sexually charged day we had had, it seemed like the only natural outcome. Deep down, I think I really wanted to do it. Had wanted to, ever since Cassie first mentioned it to me. Instilling the erotic fantasy into my mind. Add to that the sheer sensuality of being half naked all day, being touched so intimately by a strange man, and I was ready to explode. I only hoped that our exploration into the swinging ‘lifestyle’ wouldn’t end our marriage. I still had to face my husband. My pussy full of another man’s fertile seed.

		Granted, Dave had fucked Cassie, too. At least, I had to assume he had. It certainly sounded like Cassie had enjoyed herself from what I could hear through the walls. For some reason, that didn’t bother me. But, the thought of returning to my husband, whom I’d sworn to be faithful to, used and soiled? That bothered me. I mean, Mike’s cum was still oozing from deep inside of me. Fuck, I could feel it drooling down my thighs as Mike and I walked back to the family room. I felt like a total slut.

		Dave and Cassie were already there. Dave looking a little pale as his eyes raked down my body. Taking in my mussed hair, loosely tied top and bare feet. Like he was expecting me to look different or something. I mean, what? Was I supposed to have a big scarlet ‘A’ branded on my forehead or something? Hell, maybe I did? I know that I definitely felt different. I’d just let another man fuck me silly. I’d given him a blowjob, even swallowing his salty seed. Something I’d never even done for my husband.

		Did that make me a slut? Okay, an adulteress, sure. But, not necessarily anything else. Even that was debatable, Dave had no doubt had his way with Cassie. Probably multiple times. Cassie winked at me as we entered the room. Getting up from beside my husband, she came towards us. Giving me a little kiss, before taking Mike’s hand and pulling herself into his arms to kiss him.

		Suddenly, feeling out of place, I hesitantly stepped towards my husband. Dave still just watching me, his eyes boring into me with every step I took. He stood up as I reached the sofa. His lips kissing my cheek tentatively, an arm resting lightly on my waist. Okay, it was obviously going to have to be my move. I looked up at him, then I kissed him, hard! My tongue pushing its way into his reluctant mouth. I didn’t care that I might taste like cum, I didn’t care that I was full of another man’s seed. I forced him to taste me. Reveling in the lewdness of it. Our kiss slowly growing more passionate as I did.

		“I think we should leave these two alone,” said Cassie softly. The two of them quietly strolling from the room towards their bedroom.

		

		*

		

		“Are you okay, Megs?” asked Dave tentatively.

		“Of course, I am, Silly. I just got fucked is all. It’s not like I haven’t been fucked before you know? You’ve seen to that enough times,” I giggled.

		“I… I could hear you. You were…” he started.

		“And, I could hear Cassie. It’s okay. I’m still right here in your arms. If you still want me?” I whispered. “You’re my husband, Dave. That hasn’t changed. Or, at least, it hasn’t unless you want it to?”

		“No! Of course, I don’t want it to change. I… I love you, Megs,” he said.

		“Then… How about you take me to bed and show me how much you love me?” I suggested, my hands roaming over his chest.

		With a kiss, Dave took my hand and led me down the hallway. The second time I’d made that trip tonight. Passing the guest room, I could hear some frolicking going on behind the door. Mike seemed to be quite happy reclaiming Cassie. I hoped that Dave would be just as happy…

		Dave’s face turning a little ashen as he walked into our room. The tossed covers and rumpled bedding glaring back at him. My kitten heels were still lying on the floor where I had abandoned them. A wet spot evident on the sheets where Mike’s creamy seed had seeped from inside of me. Indisputable proof of what had gone on in his absence. I padded barefoot over to the bed, untying my top as I did. A quick tug at my zipper and my cut-offs fell to the floor for the second time tonight. Taking a deep breath, I kicked them away and turned to face my husband. My used and soiled body now nakedly on display before his probing eyes.

		Dave just stood there, his eyes running down my body. Seeing the marks of another man on me for the first time; my swollen nipples, the inflamed lips of my pussy, the streaks of cum running down my thighs. Undeniable confirmation of my infidelity. I coyly crooked my finger at him, calling him to me. Hesitantly, he stepped closer. Reaching out, I slowly began to unbutton his shirt. My eyes never leaving his, challenging him to make me stop. He didn’t.

		His jeans went next, my hands slowly pulling down his zipper and unfastening them. I pulled them down, taking his jockey shorts along with them. His cock standing out in front of me. I could smell Cassie on him. Her honeyed dew still clinging to his hard rod. Okay, I’d tasted Cassie before. Oh, yeah, I had! Just never on my husband. I kissed the swollen head of his cock, my tongue licking along his shaft. I could taste the mix of fluids on him. Well, guess what? He was going to be tasting some different things about me tonight, too. I intended to make sure of it!

		I bobbed up and down on his cock, taking him deeper into my throat each time. Dave starting to moan above me. Should I? I started going faster, my lips sucking hungrily at his throbbing rod. My tongue twirling around his shaft with every stroke. I felt him start to swell, tonight I wanted this. I increased my efforts, finally being rewarded as his cock erupted inside my mouth, filling it for only the second time in my life.

		I hungrily swallowed his hot seed, letting the taste of my own husband replace that of Mike’s hard cock. Licking my lips, I looked up at him. I was the perfect picture of devilish innocence. Standing up on tiptoes, I pulled his lips down to mine. Letting him taste his own seed as my tongue pushed deep into his mouth. I was breathing hard now, my body excited. I wanted more… “Eat me, Baby. Please?” I whimpered.

		Dave jerking back from me, his eyes just staring at me. Not quite sure that he understood my request. Or, was it my demand? I really wanted it. I was burning with lust for it as I pushed him down. Dave, slowly, kneeling before me. His nose wrinkling as he neared my well used pussy. I had to reek of sex. I had two loads of Mike’s hot cum inside of me. My nether lips were swollen and red from the pounding he’d given me. His sticky cum still oozing copiously from inside of me. Wrapping my hands in his hair, I looked down at him.

		“Please?” I whimpered. “I need you to clean me, Baby.”

		As he hesitated, I pulled him forward. As his nose pressed against my bare mound, still covered in sweat and cum, I let him smell my scent. Our scent. The mix of Mike and me. I sighed as his lips hesitantly kissed me. He looked up at me one more time, then I saw his tongue snake out. I gasped as I felt him lick along my cum covered slit. Followed by a scream, my body spasming wildly as he slid his tongue inside of me. My violent orgasm causing a flood of Mike’s creamy seed to explode into his mouth.

		I held him tight to me, as his tongue twirled around deep inside my swollen pussy. His mouth hungrily sucking the salty cream from inside of me. My cuckolded husband, cleaning my lover’s seed from my womb. It was so fucking hot! The sheer love of the act, sending me soaring into orbit for the… OMG! I had no idea how many orgasms I had had tonight. I’d lost count long ago.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		I was near collapse when I finally pulled my husband away from my soiled pussy. Standing there, gasping for breath, as he looked up at me, adoration burning in his eyes. As he stood up, I pulled him to me. His face still glistening with my juices, I kissed him. Not minding in the least that he tasted of my cum filled pussy. As he began to kiss down my body, his lips locked on my swollen nipple. The sensation sending me flying again, especially when I thought about his being the third man to touch me today. And the second mouth to suckle me. I am such a wanton slut.

		Ooooo… And, guess what? Dave was getting hard again. I could feel his cock bouncing against me as we kissed. I didn’t know how many times he’d cum tonight, but I knew that I was going to coax at least one more from him. I wanted him to reclaim me. To make me his again, displacing the rest of Mike’s seed from my cum filled womb.

		I pulled him towards our bed. Climbing in, I shook my naked little ass at him. Staying right there, in a doggy style position, enticing him as he climbed into the bed. My tattoo flashing before his eyes. The same butterfly tat that graced Cassie’s cute derriere. Dave didn’t hesitate, moving up behind me he pressed his throbbing cock against my battered pussy. He leaned over, kissing the back of my neck. His hand took a grip of my long hair, twining it in his fingers like a harness. Then, with one swift thrust he was inside of me. A scream coming out of me as his hips crashed against my ass.

		God! He felt deep taking me this way. Not as deep as Mike, but… His hard rod plunging into me again and again. I was crying out, his hand painfully pulling my hair as he took me. He was riding me, like I was some sort of animal. OMG! It seemed so… Feral! We were like two beasts in heat as his cock tore into me again and again. Using me just like the slut I’d become today. And, I loved it. Every minute of it.

		When he finally emptied himself into me, I screamed like crazy! OMG! My whole body was just one giant spasm. My pussy clamped tight around his pulsing rod, his hot seed filling me. Reclaiming me. Making me his again. Cum oozing freely from inside of my overfilled pussy. There’s no way I was built to hold three loads of cum inside of me. But, damn, it was fun.

		Lying there, spooned together, my mind kept drifting. Three men had had their hands on my nude body today. Two of them had fucked me silly. I’d never felt so naughty in my life. And… Oh, boy! Was it hot! I’d never felt so wanted or so loved before. Trust me, I was quite willing to repeat the performance anytime. I was still dreaming of how wonderful I felt when I drifted off.

		

		*

		

		Waking up the next morning, Dave was still snoring softly beside me. I slipped from the bed and tiptoed to the en suite, closing the door quietly behind me. I glanced in the mirror, not sure what I would find? Surprisingly, I looked the same. Okay, I looked well fucked, but otherwise just the same. You’d think that after committing adultery you’d look different somehow. But, you don’t.

		Slipping into the shower, I casually began washing my hair. Letting the coconutty scent of my shampoo fill my nostrils as I worked a few tangles from my long blonde locks. Hmmm… I think that was cum! I wonder whose it was? Oh well, it washes out. My nipples were a little raw, a combination of the chainmail bra and an overabundance of suckling from my two lovers. And, my poor pussy… Okay, I’d been fucked three… No, four! Times last night. Dave taking me once more in the middle of the night.

		Finally, squeaky clean, I climbed out and dried off. Brushing my long hair out and letting it air dry. A touch of makeup and I was ready to face the day. Um… Hmmm… Just what was the protocol for the morning after? I mean, I’d obviously be seeing Mike again this morning. Was a kiss appropriate? Hell, I didn’t know? Oh, well, play it by ear I guess.

		I padded quietly from the en suite to our walk-in closet, selecting a cute pair of short-shorts and crop top outfit. Dave always liked me in this, if I moved just right, the bottom of my breasts peeked out. Hee, hee… Okay, my mind was definitely still fixated on sex. What can I say?

		I padded barefoot down the hall to the kitchen and started breakfast. Cassie showed up a few minutes later as I was mixing the batter for some pancakes. She came over and pulled me to her, giving me a deep French kiss. “You doing okay this morning, Megs? All well, in the marital bed?” she asked.

		“Mmmm… I’m doing just fine this morning. How about you?”

		“I’m having the time of my life, Kiddo. I promise you. Last night was great, and I am looking forward to some more fun today. How about you? You up for some more extra-curricular activities today?” asked Cassie.

		“I think so. At least, I’m looking forward to finding some time with you. I haven’t talked to Dave this morning. He was still asleep when I left the room. But, I’m pretty sure he’ll be up for it, too.”

		“It seemed to me like he enjoyed himself last night,” giggled Cassie. “I’m not so sure about how he took seeing you and Mike together.”

		“I’m not either, but he seemed to get over it. By the way, is there some sort of protocol for the morning after? I mean, I’ve never… Well, you know,” I asked tentatively.

		“Nope, probably a kiss. Maybe a little warmer kiss than normal, but that’s about it. Unless, you want to be breakfast instead of those pancakes that aren’t getting made,” teased Cassie.

		I stuck my tongue out at her but went back to mixing the batter. Probably a good thing I did, the boys appeared a few minutes later. Both fresh from the shower, they walked in together. Mike came straight up to me and swept me into his arms. His lips closing on mine as his tongue pushed deep into my mouth. When I came up for air, I saw Dave giving Cassie’s tonsils a workout as well. I guess that answers the question of how he took the whole thing.

		After that, the two men switched and gave each of us a kiss as well. Dave giving my butt a squeeze as he kissed me. “What’s on the agenda for today?” he asked.

		“I’m not sure, does everybody want to do something or maybe, just lay around the pool all day?” I asked.

		“If laying around the pool means skinny-dipping, I’m all for it,” grinned Mike.

		“Mmmm… Me, too,” chimed in Cassie.

		“Well, that settles it, then. I guess we stay around the pool all day,” laughed Dave.

		Something tells me there’s going to be a lot more than skinny-dipping going on today, I thought. Not that I’m about to complain. I was definitely looking forward to making love to Cassie again. It had been way too long. I was kind of looking forward to some more fun with Mike, too. Chortle, chortle…

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		After breakfast, we all headed out to the pool, shedding clothes as we went. There wasn’t any hesitation on my part today. Not after having a few thousand-people seeing me half naked yesterday. Um… Plus, the pizza guy. Besides, everybody here had already had sex with me. Oh, boy! Had they! I’d never felt so well fucked in my life, as I felt after last night.

		When Cassie purred she needed somebody to put lotion on her back, she had all sorts of offers. Um... I was about to include myself in that. However, since I needed oiling up as well, we let the boys do the honors. Mike quickly grabbing the lotion bottle and rubbing it into my shoulders, as Dave began work on Cassie.

		I was purring up a storm as Mike’s hard hands delved further down my back. When he got to my ass, he spent some extra time, explaining he didn’t want anything down there getting sunburned. Chortle, chortle… Uh, he found the warm area between my legs, too. Oh, fuck! Did he! His fingers sent me flying into an earth shattering orgasm as he rubbed against my clit. Then, those same talented digits delved deep inside me, finding my G-spot with no trouble at all. I could hear Cassie crying out next to me, Dave doing the honors with her.

		That was our day, swimming, tanning and orgasming. Over and over, all morning long. The boys were getting blue balls by late morning. Not that Cassie and I didn’t intend to relieve them, it was just a matter of when. About eleven thirty, Cassie and I were in swimming. She came up to me, whispering that we probably should give them a little release. “I’ll take yours, if you’ll do mine? I think, maybe just a blowjob. After all, we want them in prime condition tonight,” she giggled.

		Getting out of the pool we wandered over to where the two of them were tanning. Sneaking up on them, we shook our wet hair out over their bodies. The two of them jumping as the cold water hit their glistening bodies. As Mike sat up to reach for me, I pushed him back down, kneeling between his legs. My hand going to his softened cock. Well, of course, it didn’t stay soft for long…

		I could see Cassie out of the corner of my eye, performing a similar maneuver on my husband. Strangely, it didn’t bother me. I was, however, very interested in seeing how Dave would react to watching me give Mike a blowjob. His eyes seemed glued to where my mouth was about to engulf Mike’s huge cock. I looked at Dave, purposely teasing him. Even giving him a wink, as I stuck my tongue out and licked Mike’s cock like it was a lollypop. For a moment, I thought he was going to object, but Cassie’s voracious mouth engulfed his growing erection right then. That seemed to calm him down. Well, at least in one respect.

		After I had licked all the way down Mike’s long shaft, I sucked his shaved balls into my mouth. My eyes still watching Dave closely. Finally, I licked back up to Mike’s mushroom shaped head and engulfed it in my mouth. My lips closing tightly around his thick girth. Eyes still focused on my husband, I began to swallow that monster. Taking Mike ever deeper into my throat. Dave just about dying as he watched my erotic performance.

		It didn’t take long until both of them were groaning under our assault. Mike exploded first, cumming inside my greedily sucking mouth. I swallowed like crazy as his creamy jizz filled my throat and mouth, not wanting to lose a drop. Dave’s cock exploding into Cassie’s mouth moments later as he watched my erotic display. Looking back over at my husband, I licked my lips sensuously as he practically passed out watching me. I was being so naughty today. Hee, hee…

		Not long after that, the boys decided that they were hungry. Cassie and I simply informed them that we had just eaten, so fixing lunch was up to them. Being men, they called Jimmy John’s. Cassie suddenly piping up, “Ooo… Can I be the one to answer the door naked today?” Her giggles filling the air, as I told her to have at it. She did, too! Happily letting it all hang out in front of the astonished driver. At least, this was a different delivery person. Our house was going to get quite the reputation around town if we kept this up.

		By mid-afternoon, Cassie and I decided we needed a nap. Afterwards, telling the boys they were taking us out to dinner. Gee! They didn’t even argue with us. Getting dressed, I opted for a very revealing cocktail dress. One that Dave had gotten for me, but I honestly had never had the courage to wear outside the house before. Made from a semi-sheer material, it had a plunge neckline that displayed the swell of my breasts delightfully. My nipples quite visible through the opaque fabric. After this weekend, that kind of thing just didn’t bother me anymore. Cassie had managed to dress just as revealingly, the two men trying hard to cover their erections all night long.

		When we finally got back home, we all had a drink together. Then, Cassie leaned over to me whispering that was time for the two of us to have some time together. I was not about to turn down that request. We headed to the bedroom, suggesting to the boys that they might want to follow in a few minutes. Chortle, chortle…

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Walking into the master bedroom, Cassie came up behind me. Her hands pulling my long blonde hair aside as she kissed my neck. Her touch sending little ripples all through me. I was whimpering as she kissed me softly, when I felt her unfasten my zipper. A quick little shove, and my dress fell silently to the floor, leaving me standing there naked except for my spike heels. Turning me around, Cassie’s lips found mine, her tongue diving deep inside my mouth.

		Cassie kissed down my throat, my collarbone, my breast… OMG! It felt so wonderful as her lips closed on my sensitive nipple. She was the aggressor in our relationship. Always had been, right from the start. I remember her crawling into my bed in our dorm room, cuddling me. And, then… Well… Seducing me, I guess? Not that I was complaining at the time. Cassie has a VERY talented tongue.

		Finally, she pushed me towards the King-sized bed in our bedroom. Swiftly unfastening her dress and dropping it to the floor before climbing in after me. By the time the boys wandered in, Cassie’s tongue was deep inside my pussy. Hell, it was probably my screams of passion that brought the two warriors in. Dave was watching in awe as I writhed beneath Cassie’s onslaught. I was whimpering and crying out constantly by now. My body jerking spasmodically as orgasm after orgasm raced through me.

		Mike quickly doffed his clothes as he watched the two of us. With no hesitation at all, he climbed onto the bed with us. Dave still just watching, my eyes locked to his. At least, when I could think. Within moments, Mike’s mouth was nursing from my breast as Cassie continued to lick my pussy. Her tongue feather light as she flicked across my clit over and over.

		I couldn’t take it any longer, I had to push Cassie away. I was way too sensitive down there after cumming so many times. By now, Dave had finally pulled out his cock, but he made no move to join the fray. He just stood there, watching us, his cock in his hand as he slowly stroked it. His face an erogenous mask. My eyes tried to hold his as Cassie joined Mike at my breasts. Their duel suckling sending me into orbit all over again.

		Despite how much I loved oral manipulations, I needed something hard between my legs. In our dorm, it was always Cassie’s Rabbit vibrator. That little energizer bunny used to do wonders. For both of us. Snickers… I was outright pleading by now, looking at my husband imploringly. Shocked to see him still glued to the spot where he was standing, enraptured by the sight in front of him. Mike, however, was nowhere near that shy.

		He moved down my body, sliding between my legs. His hands pulling at my high heels to spread me wide apart, my pussy opening to him. He glanced back at Dave, but his attention turned immediately back to me. I held my husband’s eyes as Mike placed that huge cock of his at my petaled opening. With one thrust, Mike entered me. His hard rod splitting me in two, as I screamed out in orgasm. My whole body in a violent spasm as his cock crashed into my cervix. Cassie still attached to my breast. All I could do, and that only barely, was watch helplessly as my husband took in the whole shameless exhibition. Mike was cuckolding him, right in front of his eyes. His monstrous cock ripping me apart with every thrust.

		“OMG! Dave! He’s fucking me! He’s so deep inside of me, Baby,” I managed to squeak out between screams. Mike pounding into me like crazy, as my husband watched in awe. “Do you like it? Do you like seeing Mike use me like this?” All I got in return was an awed nod of affirmation. Well, okay. If Dave doesn’t mind… I gave myself over totally to the sensations running through me. Not that I could concentrate on much of anything else anyway.

		“I’m going to cum in you, Megs. I’m going to fill your pussy with my hot jizz,” cried Mike. His cock like a jackhammer as he slammed into me.

		“Yes! Yes!!!! Do it! Fuck me, Mike. Fuck me just like the slut I am! Cum in me, fill me up!” I cried. No longer even caring what Dave thought about what was happening. The only thing that mattered was the huge cock buried inside me. When I felt the first pulse of his hot cum filling me, I screamed. Dave’s cock erupting as he watched me being filled with jet after jet of our friend’s fertile seed.

		I was lying there, covered in sweat. My long hair lying damp against my skin. Mike’s cum was oozing freely from inside of me to pool between my still spread legs. Cassie climbed over me, her dripping wet pussy settling over my mouth as I began to tongue her sweet juices. I loved the taste of her, always had. Though, I was so exhausted that I could barely concentrate. Mike was lying panting beside us as Cassie began to scream out an orgasm. My tongue was pretty talented, too. Hubba, Hubba…

		My tongue was deep inside Cassie’s velvety tunnel, when I suddenly jerked. There was a tongue licking my pussy! My very cum filled pussy. I knew it wasn’t Cassie, she was still hovered over my face. Mike was lying beside us, so that only left Dave. My husband was cleaning my pussy, sucking Mike’s salty cream from inside of me right there in front of everybody. OMG! “Oh!!! Oh!!!!! Fuck, yes!!!!!!” I screamed. Though, I’m sure it came out pretty muffled with Cassie sitting on my face. More like incoherent babbling.

		I couldn’t help it, I was exploding in one huge orgasm after another. Dave’s tongue deep inside my pussy as my body contracted over and over. Mike’s cum had to have jetted into Dave’s mouth with my spasms. And, he sure didn’t seem to mind. I began to realize that I had created a monster. A whole new existence was opening before us, with me becoming a “Hot Wife” just like Cassie. Dave probably not minding in the least if I came home full of another man’s cum.

		Cassie eventually fell off me, just as exhausted as I was. Well, sort of, anyway. I think I had her beat on the exhausted part. The four of us lay there, a tangled pile of arms and legs. Still, I was the only one with cum oozing from inside of her. Something that Cassie was sure to want to change.

		Once we had all had a chance to recharge for a while, Cassie smiled at me and gave me a wink. Then, she sat up on the bed, and started kissing my husband. “You don’t mind if I borrow your hubby for a while, do you Megs? You seem to have captivated mine for tonight. I promise, I’ll return him later, no worse for the wear,” she giggled. “Well, maybe a little worse for the wear?”

		“Just make sure you return him, I’ve grown kind of fond of him over the years,” I grinned. My mind still awhirl with everything that had happened. That and the thought of Mike’s hard dick splitting me two another time or two tonight.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Monday dawned bright and sunny, a beautiful Texas morning. I stretched luxuriously after sleeping in a little late. I needed it after last night. Between Mike fucking me three times, and Dave reclaiming me, twice, I had been exhausted. And, boy did the sheets need changing! I had leaked everywhere. But, first things, first. I slipped out of bed and into the en suite, turning the hot water on in the shower. I had just finished washing the cum from my hair when the shower door slid open and Dave slipped inside. Pulling me to him, he kissed me deeply. “You okay after last night, Megs?” he asked.

		“Mmmm… I’m very okay after last night. Dave? Did you like that? Seeing me with Mike like that?” I asked hesitantly. Though, honestly, I thought I knew the answer. He had hungrily eaten Mike’s hot cream from inside of me twice last night.

		“I… I suppose I shouldn’t have liked it, but I did, Megs. I’ve never seen anything so hot before in my life. Your expressions as he fucked you… It was… You were, phenomenal! The way he could make you scream,” he admitted.

		“You make me scream, too, Baby. Don’t ever think you don’t. But, I will admit, it was a lot of fun being with somebody else. I felt so safe with you right there. I could see the love in your eyes, even while Mike was inside of me. I love you so much.

		“Please, don’t ever leave me? I’ll never sleep with another man again if that’s what it takes. I promise. But… Well… I admit, if you thought it was kind of a turn on, I wouldn’t mind the occasional repeat,” I giggled.

		“I don’t think I’d mind it, either, Megs,” he grinned. “Just make sure you come home to me.”

		“Always, Dave. Always…”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Meg’s adventure, as much as I did writing about it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well! Just click on the Author’s Page to see a complete list.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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