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		*

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		Donna was in the supply closet, her back pressed against the hard metal shelves. Hands roamed freely over her tight bottom, his lips devouring hers. Tongue buried deep inside her mouth, as he French kissed her. His hand moved to her breast, squeezing the soft orb roughly. Fingers pressing against the soft fabric of her bra, feeling her nipple stiffen beneath his hand. His desire evident in the growing bulge she felt pressing against her.

		She moaned softly as she felt him deftly unfasten the buttons on her blouse. Fingers searching for her swelling nipple, freeing it from the thin bra she’d worn. Pinching the sensitive nub, sending electric shocks running through her. Lips moving down her neck, her collarbone. Finally, closing on her pulsing nipple, suckling greedily from her.

		As she began to moan in increasing passion, she felt his hand probe beneath her skirt. Fingers going higher, feeling the top of her stockings. Touching her, feeling her fur covered mound. She felt a finger tracing along her wet slit, causing her to cry out. As his fingers began to invade her welcoming pussy, she pushed against him.

		“No! I… I can’t… No, please… I’m married. Don’t… Oh, God! That feels so good,” she whimpered. “But… Please… No. Stop!”

		“Donna? I want you. You know that,” whispered her companion. “Leave him. He’s never around. I love you. I want to worship you, Baby.”

		“What if we get caught? I can’t… We can’t! Please, stop,” she said. Her eyes locking with his, as he reluctantly pulled away from her.

		“I have to get back to my desk, they’ll be starting to wonder,” her breathing coming in gasps.

		“Maybe, later…” she heard as he disappeared through the door.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Donna and I had been married for ten years, no kids. Just never found the need or desire, I guess. Oh, we’d talked about kids, sure. We were young, married and in love. It was the normal thing to do. But, it seemed whenever we thought seriously about having kids, we’d go ‘borrow’ one for a day from one of our friends. They were always delighted to have a free baby sitter. Those little escapades into parenthood usually curtailed any further discussion about having kids in a big hurry. It was much more fun pretending to be ‘aunt and uncle.’

		We’d never been to the “Club” before. It was a new experience we were trying out, ‘experimenting’ with, if you will. It was something we had agreed to try. We had to do something. It was find a solution or lose our marriage all together. Mostly, it was my fault. I admit it. No excuses. I traveled about fifty percent of the time leaving Donna alone for a week or more at a time. Come the weekend, we’d let loose and party, hard. With friends at first, but our friends had lives of their own and most had their children to keep them busy. Their interests and ours continued to diverge more and more. So, as the years passed, there was just less in common with them. Continually being transferred from one state, to another didn’t help either. Just as soon as we’d get settled, it was off to some new area of the country. Makes it hard to meet friends, at least permanent ones.

		While most of the people I met were hundreds of miles away from home, Donna would usually meet people where she worked, but that didn’t really help any. She worked in a legal office as an Administrative Assistant. Oh, they might get together and go out for the occasional drink after work but not much else. Most preferring to see their own friends away from work. She was lonely and found herself with lots of time on her hands. I guess that was the start of all of this. She met someone at work.

		Even now, I still remember that night as if it was yesterday. It’s like something that is forever etched in my mind. I had come back into town after a long week on the road and a four-hour drive back to Texas. Donna seemed quieter than usual, withdrawn almost. When she finally spoke up, I was busy trying to unpack and tossing clothes into the hamper. Admittedly, not a very manly or romantic situation.

		“I need to talk to you,” she said.

		“What’s wrong, Babe, the water heater again? Did you call the plumber?” I asked with my head buried in my last suitcase.

		“No, it’s not that.” Followed by a long pause, and then she said, “Will you please just listen to me, Dave? Something happened at work that I need to talk to you about,” she said with a tremor in her voice. Not the “I’m mad at somebody” tremor I was used to hearing. That would have been too easy. Way too easy. This time her voice held a ‘something is really wrong’ quiver.

		I stopped pulling stuff out of my luggage and sat down on the bed to look at her. She was trembling, her arms crossed tightly in front of her. Not the calm, easy going Donna I was used to seeing at all. “What’s going on, Hon?”

		There was a chillingly long moment of hesitation. Finally, she took a breath and said, “Something’s happened. I… I’ve met someone. He’s one of the guys I work with. You’ve been gone so much and we’ve… We’ve been fooling around a little. I’ve just been so lonely and… I’m sorry, Dave. Please believe me? It wasn’t anything that I planned. But, it’s starting to get serious. He says he wants more and I think, maybe I do too.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I felt like the floor had just opened and swallowed me. Like one of those sink holes we keep hearing about. My whole life had just been dumped into that cavernous abyss and I realized that my ten-year marriage was about to be over. It’s a chilling experience. I couldn’t breathe. There had to be a six-ton elephant in the room and it had just planted itself squarely on my chest. My heart was pounding a mile a minute and yet my blood was running icy cold. I’d only felt that way once before in my life. And, yes, it had been on a similar occasion.

		

		*

		

		It was about three or four years back. We were living in Minnesota back then and, I suppose, beginning to suffer through the infamous seven-year itch. Long enough in our life together to know each other’s flaws intimately and short enough that we could still call it quits and have a future if we wanted.

		Jack and Wendy were some of our closest friends. Donna knew Jack from work and I got along with them quite well. Wendy was a slender brunette, with nice legs and a trim waist. She was a nice contrast to Donna’s soft curves and blonde hair. We had a habit of getting drunk together about every other Saturday night.

		Winters up there could be brutal. And that wintry Saturday night was no exception. The big difference was that I had fallen while shoveling snow off the stairs to the house, landing flat on my back, striking the concrete steps. I had a big welt about mid-spine and a lot of pain and bruising, but no apparent permanent damage. At least, all the fingers and toes worked. It became obvious during the evening that I was feeling very uncomfortable and Wendy offered to give me a massage. Hey, a massage from a sharp looking lady? Sure, why not? I’m not proud. So, Wendy had me take my shirt off and lie down on the living room floor. Kneeling beside me, she began to gently work the muscles of my back. It was then that Jack, who was well on his way to being downright drunk, decided he was lonely and feeling left out. He declared that he wanted a massage too. So, Donna offered to give him some personal attention of his own.

		Donna had been wearing a rust colored wrap around dress with a scalloped hemline. Both ladies liked to get a little sexy when we were all together. Dressing to thrill, so to speak. Donna’s dress hit her a little above mid-thigh in the front and hung lower in the back. The neckline plunged low allowing her to display her delightful cleavage any time she leaned over. Thigh top stockings, high heels and no underwear completed her outfit. She always did like feeling just a little bit naughty. Hey, I didn’t mind! I loved looking at her and felt proud of my wife’s great body. I even encouraged it. Sort of a look but don’t touch philosophy, I suppose. She always got a little hot if she found someone checking her out. I loved reaping the benefits. Donna could become an absolute tigress in bed when she was turned on. I loved it. What guy wouldn’t?

		Under the circumstances, it didn’t take long for things to develop. There I was lying on my stomach with Wendy running her soft hands up and down my spine, when I glanced over to see Donna straddling Jack’s legs and massaging his bare chest muscles. WTF? Well… Okay, his back was just fine, so I guess I couldn’t blame him for getting his “massage” anywhere he wanted it. Fair is fair, as they say.

		As I gazed mesmerized over at them, I realized with a shock that from his prone position Jack could easily see down the top of Donna’s dress every time she bent over a little while giving him his massage. He probably had a great view of her bare breasts with their soft pink nipples. I also remembered that she commando beneath her dress. Not only was he getting a great view of Donna’s delightfully pink capped breasts, he had to be feeling the steamy heat from her dew covered, bare pussy lips brushing teasingly against his stomach as she moved up his body to massage his shoulders. Maybe even getting a hint of her scent, the honeyed sweetness of her excitement.

		I suppose I should have been really upset, and part of me was. A very big part! I was filled with possessiveness and jealousy. But I found that another part of me was getting turned on as well; the swelling of my cock could definitely attest to that. Okay, Wendy and those magic hands of hers had something to do with that as well. But, watching Donna with Jack seemed to be the focus of my thoughts, both the upsetting and the sexual ones. It was kind of like being a voyeur to my own private sex show. Damn, Wendy! Those hands! Finally, though, it all ended. My cock began to soften a little, so I could sit up and thank Wendy for her ministrations without embarrassing myself. All things considered, everybody decided I needed rest in bed and Jack and Wendy decided they wanted to leave before the storm outside got any worse.

		Jack had had more than a little to drink that night and Wendy wisely insisted she would do the driving. Better safe than sorry. She went outside to start the car and let it warm up. As she did, I casually watched out the upstairs window of our house checking to see that she was all right. We lived in a split-level home at the time. The living room and a couple bedrooms were on the upper floor and the kitchen, dining, utility and so forth on the lower. The snow had backed off to just flurries, but their car was still covered with about three inches of that white stuff. You know, pretty to look at, but hell to live with. I watched as Wendy proceeded to clear off the snow, so they could see to drive home.

		Donna and Jack were out in the hallway getting his coat from the closet and talking animatedly. The sound easily carrying to where I was standing. I didn’t think too much of it but suddenly the voices from the hall became very quiet. I started back, curious to see what was up. I saw Jack, who was standing on the stairs, a couple of steps down from the hallway, rub his hand along Donna’s stocking clad leg. She didn’t say anything, but I could hear her breathing quicken. It was like I was frozen there watching another man caress my wife’s leg! I knew how wonderful those nylon clad legs felt. It’s just that… He didn’t stop there. I saw his hand reaching higher and higher up above the hemline of her dress and then saw a sharp tensioning of her body. I heard a little gasp as his probing fingers reached the bare skin above her thigh top stocking. Finally, I heard her soft moan that indicated he had found a lot more than the top of her stockings. He had found the soft petaled lips of her pussy. Donna’s right hand grabbed tightly on to a nearby molding as she tossed her head back passionately, his fingers slipping inside her moist depths. Jack had his fingers in my wife’s pussy! I could imagine him slowly rubbing them against her clitoris and probing deeply for her G-spot. Donna’s back was to me, but I could see that she was biting her other hand trying to hold back her building cries of sexual pleasure.

		It was like I couldn’t quite comprehend what I was seeing. My world became suspended in time and space. I couldn’t move. Hell, I couldn’t even breathe. They stood like that for what seemed an eternity, but what in reality had to be only two or three minutes. Donna’s body shook as an orgasm tore through her. An orgasm at the hands of another man! Then I saw Jack slowly pull his hand away, sucking his fingers into his mouth. Fingers dripping with Donna’s honeyed juices. Licking them enthusiastically. Tasting my lovely wife’s pussy. The honeyed dew that only I had ever tasted before. “Ambrosia,” I heard Jack say and then he turned to go leaving Donna standing there shaking and my life shattered.

		

		*

		

		It had taken awhile, but we had overcome it all. Now, finding myself in a similar position I asked, “Just how serious are we talking here?” She had to hear the tremor in my voice. My hands were shaking, and I felt like I was on the verge of a panic attack. I needed a drink. Bad. This just couldn’t be happening, not again.

		“You know, just fooling around, sort of,” came the quiet reply.

		What kind of answer is that? my mind was screaming. Leaves a lot of room for questions. Questions I was almost afraid to ask. But, I had to know if my marriage of ten years and my happy little life really were coming to an end. “Okay, just what has been going on? Talk to me, Donna. Do you love him? What’s his name? Please, tell me what you two have been doing together?” It sounded like pleading to me, and I suppose it was. Not very manly, but my whole future life was at stake here.

		“You don’t know him. We work together, not directly but I see him around the office all the time. I had a few drinks after work with the rest of the gang one night and he was there and got kind of friendly. We talked about all sorts of things. He was nice to talk to, and he seemed interested in me. After a while, he asked me to dance. I liked it, you know, the attention. And, you know I love to dance. He’s good looking, kind of hot really. It’s just been so long since anybody acted that way around me. I don’t know; I was flattered I guess. After that night… Well, he’d see me in the copy room or the supply closet and always seemed to find some reason to come in and talk. Then, he started just, you know, kind of nuzzling and kissing me a little”, she said. “Just touching me.”

		“That’s it? Just a little kissing and hugging, or has this gone a little further than that?” Sure, I could have left it at that. Maybe I should have left it at that, but that long-ago vision of Jack caressing my wife’s pussy lips and putting his fingers deep up inside of her still tormented me. Being fifteen hundred miles away and a few years removed hadn’t dimmed that onslaught to my psyche. I needed to know.

		Donna looked away from my eyes like she couldn’t face me, her face pale. “He did touch my breasts and he felt me up,” she said tentatively. When the expected explosion didn’t come, I guess she felt the need to unburden herself further. Her words began to come out in a rush, “I was so afraid we’d get caught. We were at the office. Anybody could have walked in on us. I knew it was wrong; I’m married! We made vows. Then, today… Today, he unbuttoned my blouse while he was kissing me, and he started kissing my breasts. Then he… Well… Honestly, I guess I LET him suck my nipples. At that point, I think I really wanted him to. I wanted it to go a lot further.

		“Dave, I’m sorry! I know you’re my husband and I know I shouldn’t have done that, but I just feel so confused. I don’t know what to do here? He actually wants me. He thinks I’m hot and sexy. Do you still want me? Do you still think I’m sexy? Do you even still love me? You’re gone all the time. Even when you’re here, I feel like you’re a thousand miles away,” she pleaded. “I still need you. Tell me what to do.”

		I was struck nearly dumb by all her admissions. She let him touch her? She let him kiss her and suck her nipples? Those were reserved for my lips alone. We were married, and she was supposed to be all mine. Except, looking back, I guess that really hadn’t been true for a long time. Not since Jack and his damn “Ambrosia” statement.

		“Donna, I really do love you. I need you too, but I don’t know what you want me to do? I can’t be here all the time. You know that. My job means I’m gone. I can’t just walk away from that, can I? How would we live? I love you with all my heart, but you certainly don’t seem satisfied with just me anymore. What do you want? Are you asking me to move out? Do you want a divorce? Where is this leading, Donna?” I was still stunned. Not saying any of the things I should say, not feeling the things I should feel. I needed time. I needed my wife, my best friend of ten years. Only, she wasn’t there for me anymore. She had been in another man’s arms. Kissed another man’s lips and let him touch and kiss her most intimate parts.

		Donna stood there trembling, her arms hugging her tightly. She simmered somewhere between frustration and tears. “No, I don’t want a divorce. At least, I don’t think I do. What I want is for you to pay attention to me. I want you to start thinking of me again, not just your damn job! I’m either the most important thing in the world to you, or I’m nothing in this marriage. If that’s still what you want to call it? I need to feel wanted and exciting again. I want to feel sexy again. I want… Arrrghhh!” Then she turned and stormed out of the bedroom.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		We talked about it a lot. We worked on it. It was a process. We tried going out every Friday and Saturday night that I was home. Of course, that didn’t seem to help a whole lot, other than getting us drunk. We made more of an effort to meet our neighbors and tried to be super friendly with anyone we met. Still, nothing seemed to quite provide the level of companionship and excitement that Donna craved.

		I knew that after ten years our sex life had suffered. What was once a nightly adventure had dwindled down to maybe once every few weeks. It wasn’t that I didn’t find her attractive anymore. I did. It just seemed like something always was in the way; we were tired, it was late, we had an early morning the next day, it was that time of the month. I tried to make an extra effort to compliment her when she would get dressed up to go out. That part was easy, she always looked like dynamite. I took her shopping for new dresses and sexy lingerie that would make her feel special. I tried to make her feel like the sexiest and most important person in my life, which realistically, she was. And, it worked. To some extent, anyway.

		We did our best to be open to new opportunities and fantasies, trying to be up for anything that might come along. Anything we could think of to try and rekindle the spark between us. Anything that could make us feel alive again. Have you ever let your wife go shoe shopping with no panties on? You should try it sometime! Donna had worn a low-necked blouse coupled with a short leather mini skirt that day. Of course, she had on her thigh top stockings and heels and most definitely was commando. She would carefully model each new pair of heels for us both, hiking up her already short skirt high enough to show the lacy tops of her stockings and showcase her long legs, and then she’d sit down to begin the process all over again. I swear, every time she’d sit back down her skirt crept up higher. Whenever the clerk would fit her with a new pair of shoes, I could see her legs part just a little giving him a complete view of her most hidden places. The poor guy could hardly walk; there was just no way for him to hide his growing erection. I admit; I was having some problems of my own in that department. Donna was unbelievably hot on the way home having teased the poor clerk half to death with numerous peeks at her soft fur covered mound and lush nether lips as he fitted her with her chosen pairs of high heels.

		Another time, we had ordered a pizza delivery and Donna answered the door in an extremely sheer negligee. She had a peignoir tied loosely on over it that hid some of her charms, but I guarantee that delivery driver got a VERY good view of her body while they were exchanging pizza for payment. No further tip needed, if you get my meaning? Donna became unbelievably turned on after exposing herself so blatantly. For some strange reason, we ended up having to reheat the pizza that night. Worth it, too. Definitely!

		Certainly, one of the hottest things that happened was purely by accident. Sometimes, that’s the best way for this type of thing. I had taken Donna shopping for some new lingerie one Saturday at her favorite lingerie store. It was a small private boutique on the north side of the city. Since it was in just a small strip center, it wasn’t at all like one of the big chain stores you’d find in a mall; the atmosphere was considerably more intimate.

		Donna was happily trying on various items: sets of underwear, baby dolls and nightgowns, whatever struck her eye. One time, while she was wearing a long semi-sheer nightgown, she had walked out of the changing room to see if it was available in a smaller size. The store was so private she always felt quite comfortable just popping out like that, we were usually the only customers in there at the time. This time however, another gentleman came in to the store while she was browsing the clothing racks. Hearing the little bell over the door announce a new customer, Donna quickly scurried back into the changing room, another nightgown in hand. But, he appeared to have really enjoyed the accidental show he’d received.

		As he continued to shop, the clerk tried to help him find something that would fit his wife. Proper size and visualizing the outfits on his wife seemed to be a problem for him. Finally, he commented to the clerk that his wife was about the same size and coloring as Donna who had come back out after dressing to browse for more items to try on. Picking out several sexy options the clerk suggested, he tried to make up his mind between all of them. He just wasn’t sure.

		We happened to be shopping close by at the time, and he turned and shyly asked us if Donna would mind holding up the items up to herself, so he could get a better idea since she was the same basic size and coloring of his wife. “Sure, why not?” said Donna. Seemed harmless enough.

		She held up each of the outfits, draping them along her luscious body and letting him get an idea of what they might look like. He weeded out several items but still couldn’t seem to make up his mind. Down to the last three items, he looked at Donna and asked tentatively, “I know this is a lot to ask, but is there any possibility you would be willing to try these on for me? That way I could really get an idea of what Janice would look like in them. It’s her birthday and I’d really appreciate it.”

		Donna glanced at me and I saw a glint in her eyes. She had this extremely wicked little glow that only appeared when she was about to do something extremely naughty. Now, turning her face away from the admiring lingerie store customer, she gave me a wink and a mischievous little grin. Then, she turned back to him and said, “Sure, I’d be happy to model them for you.”

		The first gown turned out to be a long satiny affair that draped curvaceously around her body. It was a deep red and really flattered her. It was held up with two spaghetti straps and the top hugged Donna’s full breasts enticingly. The hemline went down to the floor, but it had a long slit up one leg that came all the way up to the top of her hip. I could plainly see the lacy top of her stocking clad leg, and it was quite evident from the high slit that she wasn’t wearing any panties, as she slowly twirled around modeling the gown. The customer was practically drooling as he looked admiringly at Donna’s luscious curves. I guess I couldn’t blame him. I know I should have been jealous, but hey, nothing was showing that Donna wouldn’t have shown off in a very sexy evening gown. Besides, I was getting a little turned on myself with her display. Maybe more than a little if I’m being honest.

		“I really like that one, and I’ll definitely take it, but I would love to see the others as well,” stammered the customer. “I hope you don’t mind; I really do appreciate it. You are an extremely beautiful woman.”

		With that kind of encouragement, Donna grinned and slowly returned to the dressing room to change. She returned a few minutes later dressed in a short baby doll nightgown. Spaghetti straps again held up the top that had a lacy bra built in. The bra cups were lined, so nothing was showing that shouldn’t have been. Below that, the gown was sheer with little G-String panties underneath to complete it. It was a good thing that Donna kept her bikini area well-trimmed for summer. That G-String was extremely small. The hemline only came down to just below Donna’s cute ass. She was still in her high heels and her long thigh top encased legs were completely on display. My God, she looked fantastic. I wanted to jump her right then and there but held my passion in check as she modeled the outfit and then returned to dress for the final showing. Her shapely ass fully displayed as she walked away. The ensemble’s G-String leaving her essentially naked from the back.

		As it turned out, the last gown seemed to pose a problem. Donna called me to the fitting room. When I opened the door, Donna looked at me and said, “What do you think?”

		I was floored. The gown was a pink halter style, and it was extremely sheer. Donna was naked underneath it. The only things she had on were her thigh top stockings and her high heels. Her breasts, nipples, even her blonde fur-covered landing strip were all plainly visible through the transparent material. She might as well not have bothered with the gown. I’m sure my face turned totally ashen before being quickly replaced by an embarrassed red as I gazed at my beautiful wife.

		“Donna, you can see right through that,” I hissed. “You might as well be naked.”

		“I know,” she replied with a giggle. “What do you think? Should I? Okay, I suppose that I shouldn’t, but can I? I kind of want to, Hubby. Would you mind terribly? Would it turn you on Baby? Would it make you hot for him to see me like this? The idea is really turning me on”, she whispered as her fingers danced down my face and neck. “I’m all tingly inside. Just think how much fun we’ll have later? I promise.”

		I looked at Donna. She was breathing excitedly, her breasts rising and falling enticingly. Her nipples were poking out against the thin material like they were trying to cut through it. She was already unbelievably turned on and I knew she would only get hotter if she went through with it. If I was honest about it, so was I. “If you really think you want to, okay,” I said uncertainly.

		“Thank you, Baby,” she squealed. And with that, she gave me a sensuously deep kiss and bounced out of the fitting room.

		Donna modeled the sheer garment, slowly turning this way and that. Letting the customer get the full effect of her nakedness. The clerk was casually standing back trying to appear like this was an everyday happening. Who knows? Maybe it was? I was standing there, jealous and embarrassed at the same time. But, still so turned on I couldn’t help myself. It was all I could do to keep from pulling my cock out and stroking it right then and there. God, she was hot.

		The customer wasn’t so lucky. He just couldn’t control himself anymore. He quickly pulled a store catalog off a nearby counter and held it in front of his pants. Then he told the clerk that he had decided to take all three. Turning to Donna, he stammered, “Thank you so much. You are absolutely stunning, and your husband here has got to be the luckiest man in the world.”

		Right about then I had to agree. I couldn’t help but think that there was no way he would ever be able to see his wife in any of those outfits without lustfully picturing Donna. I bought her whatever she wanted that day, including one of those sheer pink nightgowns. Hell, the memories alone were worth it. Then we went home where we fucked our brains out for the rest of the weekend.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Things were definitely better between us, still it seemed there was something missing for Donna. I don’t know, maybe there was still something missing for both of us? Sometimes, you just need the social interaction of other people. Eventually, we heard about the “Club.” It had been written up in several magazines as a place where people could go and get… A little wild? Okay, it was a place where “swingers” went to meet up. Our understanding was that no actual sex took place on the premises, or so we were led to believe. That let us feel safe that it might be fun to try it out. What was the harm? Donna could get dressed up and express her sexuality without risking the condemnation of others. She could be as sexy as she wanted, get a little risqué. No recriminations. And, if we ran into someone we knew… As if… Well, then they were there for the same reasons we were.

		We purposely drove by one night just to check it out and were pleasantly surprised to see that it was in a fairly nice neighborhood. There was even a line to get inside. A line of very sexy looking, well dressed people that were laughing and talking while they waited. Maybe, just maybe, this would-be worth a shot. It looked like it could be fun and just might honestly be a place where Donna could explore her sexy side without any fear of social repercussions. The kind of place where we could both let loose a little and yet still have some control as to what went on. We decided we’d try it out as soon as possible.

		Due to my traveling, bad weather and other commitments, it was about three weeks before there was an opening for us to visit our proposed new hangout. Finally, we had an open Friday night and we made definite plans to go to the “Club.” As the time approached, I grew more and more anxious. Was I looking forward to what might happen or scared to death about it? Maybe a little bit of both if I was being honest. Although, with all the traveling I did, there had been lots of opportunities to ‘stray’ from my marriage bed, I never had. Oh sure, I looked. Damn, I’m a man of course I looked. I even fantasized about some of the women that I met. Those nights in motel rooms can be lonely. But, that was where it ended. This was going to be a whole new ballgame. One that I wasn’t entirely sure about, but I was willing to take the risk. I’d do anything if it meant keeping Donna. I guess I just love her that much.

		When the night finally arrived, Donna dressed to kill in a pink dress that left little to the imagination. It had a flared skirt that draped along her long legs and came down just a little above mid-thigh. It was cut extremely low on top allowing for a very fetching view of her beautiful mounds and leaving her bare to the waist in back. Whenever she walked the hem of her dress would flip up showing off her long stocking encased legs; occasionally you could even see the lacy tops of the stockings. She’d left her blonde hair down and it caressed her back, shimmering as she walked. I noticed a lot of the men and even a few women admiring her as we stood in line waiting to get in. She was a knockout and I was proud to know she was mine. Mine at least for a little while longer. Who knew what the night might bring? No, No, No! Wait a minute; we were just here to scope the place out tonight. This was just a little bit of an exploratory trip. Right? Right! That’s what we’d agreed upon. Nothing was supposed to happen beyond that. We hadn’t had that conversation. Not yet, anyway.

		Our wait seemed long and nerve racking. The line even continued to snake around inside the door. Thankfully, once inside, I was allowed to go to the bar and buy a couple of drinks to help the time to pass by while we stood in line waiting. I thought that it might help a little with the butterflies we were both feeling as well. It also gave me a chance to look around. Scope the place out. It really looked very much like any other nightclub on a Friday night. The music wasn’t as loud as you normally find it at a club, which left people able to converse at the tables, a nice touch. The dimly lit dance floor seemed alive with couples dancing to the latest tunes. I had to admit that they were dancing a little closer than I was used to seeing, and maybe doing a LOT more groping and grinding than I was used to, but that was all. Of course, with the extremely revealing dresses that the ladies were wearing, there was a lot more available to grope. There were no single tables for couples like you would normally see, just large banquettes surrounding tables filled with people talking, watching and enjoying their cocktails.

		Once back in the wait line, Donna was quite curious about the inside of the club, so I filled her in on what I’d seen. The place seeming as sexy as had been billed. As we talked and sipped our drinks we both began to relax a little. We might just enjoy our visit here.

		Finally, the wait was over. Having paid the rather steep cover charge, we were ushered into the inner sanctum of the club. We ended up sitting with several others who were already well on their way to a happy Friday night. Being the last ones at the table, we were seated on the end. I was on the outside and Donna was sandwiched between myself and another man seated on the faux leather banquette. We exchanged greetings with the others and sipped on our cocktails as we watched the dancers gyrating on the dance floor. We were on our second cocktail when Donna leaned over and whispered in my ear that there was a hand on her knee. I was a little taken aback but since we were here seeking new experiences I asked, “You okay with that?”

		There was a moment of hesitation and then, “Mmmm Hmmm… I think so”, came her quietly shy reply. “It makes me feel sexy. It’s kind of hot in a way, don’t you think?”

		After a while she snuggled into me and whispered that the anonymous hand had crept up a little higher on her leg. Shortly followed by a comment that it was now getting quite high on her thigh. “Just how high are we talking here?” I asked. “Well… He knows that I’m not wearing pantyhose,” she giggled. It seemed like hours later, but in truth only a few minutes or so when I felt her body stiffen. Her leg pushed tightly against mine. Donna’s hand gripping onto the edge of the table as her eyes closed passionately. Then, with a gasp in my ear, a shaky “No panties,” came breathlessly from her lips.

		Donna continued to lay her head on my shoulder as she shuddered to the feeling of a strange man teasing the soft folds of her pussy. His fingers plunging deep inside of her, stroking her. My mind was desperately trying to deal with the déjà vu of Donna and Jack. At least this time, she was clinging on to me during the process. Then, clutching desperately at my hand and with a little whimper, her body shook in the throes of a violent orgasm. Cumming to the touch of another man’s fingers. I wondered if she even knew his name?

		Once she had calmed down, Donna kissed me and said, “Dance with me.” I was more than happy to oblige. It would give us a chance to talk a little about what had happened. “I love you”, she whispered in my ear. Then followed that with; “God, I’m so turned on right now, I could fuck you right here on the dance floor.” There was no longer any doubt about where her mind was at. Guess there wasn’t much reason for talking about it.

		I was a little shaky myself after what had happened. Still, I admit my cock was harder than it had been in quite a while. “Do you want to leave? We could head home. and I could help take care of your little problem,” I commented pressing my erection into her thighs. She thought about that for a bit then said; “No, let’s stay. I’m really having fun and it’s still early. I want to dance.”

		Donna will dance all night if she can. I, on the other hand, have never been much of a fan of gyrating wildly all-night long. With my two left feet, I always end up feeling like an awkward oaf while I’m dancing. I knew if we stayed, she’d be dancing with a lot more people than just me. She’d also be getting very drunk. There was no way I could predict what the end of the night might bring when she was like that. Especially not after the earlier exchange at the table. A little hesitatingly, I replied; “Okay, we can stay for a while if you want. Let’s sit down and get another drink.”

		By the time we got back to our table, the players had changed and there were new people sitting next to us. “Hi, there,” said a tall, well-groomed gentleman. “We’re Hal and Rhonda. I don’t think we’ve seen you here before.”

		“Hi, I’m Dave and this is my wife, Donna”, I said extending my hand in greeting. “Nice to meet you. This is our first time here. It seems like a really interesting place. Do you two come here often?”

		“A couple of times a month”, Hal replied. “We like the atmosphere. Plus, you get to meet some very interesting and attractive people. Hey, there’s our waitress, let us buy you two a welcoming drink. You have to let us help celebrate your first visit.”

		We chatted for quite a while waiting for the drinks to arrive. Hal and Rhonda seemed to be extremely friendly and outgoing. He was maybe about five years older than we were and very distinguished looking. Trim and tall, it looked like he kept in shape without going overboard. His hair was sprinkled with gray, but there was no doubt that he loved the atmosphere of the “Club.” Rhonda was olive skinned with raven colored hair. She was a complete contrast to Donna’s curvy blonde Nordic looks. She had small breasts with nipples that seemed to be trying to poke holes through the top of her dress. A very sexy dress, I might add. It had a halter style top and the bottom fit quite snugly along her stocking clad legs with a side slit that went about three quarters of the way up a very shapely thigh. I found myself immediately attracted to her warm smile and dark smoky eyes. Not to mention her other very obvious charms. I finally began to relax and really enjoy the evening. This could be fun after all. Maybe…

		After about fifteen minutes, Hal leaned over and asked, “Mind if I steal your wife for a dance?”

		“Be my guest, as long as you don’t mind my keeping Rhonda company while you’re gone,” I replied laughing.

		“No problem at all, Dave. You two enjoy yourselves, I’m sure I will.” With that Hal took Donna’s hand and led her out onto the crowded dance floor and out of my sight.

		Rhonda and I snuggled closer together, so we could talk more freely as we watched the dancers getting to know each other better. I soon felt her hand resting on my leg as she leaned over talking softly in my ear. As she moved her hand higher, I began to get really turned on. When her fingers began to dance along my now rapidly growing erection I was getting downright uncomfortable. Finally, I couldn’t take it any longer and asked her if she’d like to dance.

		Hand in hand we walked out to the dance floor just as the DJ put on a slow dance. Taking Rhonda into my arms was a totally new experience. Shorter than Donna, she seemed to literally melt against my body. There was no way she could have missed feeling my growing erection as I felt the heat of her body rub slowly against me.

		Trying to keep composed and wondering a little about Donna, I tried looking around the dance floor. Finally, I saw Hal and Donna dancing slowly together. Hal’s right hand was caressing the soft curve of Donna’s tight ass as he pulled her close to him. Her face was nestled comfortably into his shoulder. I could see his lips move close to her ear as they talked. Then, as I watched, he leaned down and gave her a soft tentative kiss. My jealousy flared as I saw him drive his tongue between her soft lips as their kiss developed. Oh God, she was kissing another man. Frenching him! Honestly, I think that got to me more than her little escapade at the table. It kind of cuts to the quick to watch as your wife kisses another man. Seeing her willingly respond to his sexual advances.

		Rhonda noticed my wandering attention and pulled my head around facing her. “She’s all right. Hal is very gentle and would never do anything to her she wasn’t okay with. In the meantime, Tiger, I’m right here.” With that, she began to kiss me. I felt her tongue press through my lips pulling me into a deep French kiss. Well, if Donna can kiss another man, I guess I can kiss another woman. Besides, it seems like Donna has done a lot more than just kiss somebody else at this point. I had to admit, Rhonda did know how to kiss.

		“Mmmmm… I like the way you kiss,” Rhonda whispered. “Do you do anything else with that kind of passion?”

		“Maybe?” came my halting reply, as I bent to kiss her soft lips again. I couldn’t help wanting to feel Rhonda’s body as she pressed against me. Suddenly, I felt her grab my hand, which had wandered considerably lower as we kissed. At first, I assumed she didn’t want me feeling her tight little ass, but instead she pulled it up to caress the soft curve of her breast.

		“Oh, God. That feels so good. Pinch my nipple, Lover. Please?” she begged. Then I felt her shudder with a tiny orgasm as my fingers closed tightly on her hard, sensitive nub.

		Looking around, I saw that Hal wasn’t wasting anytime with Donna, either. One of his hands was now INSIDE the top of her dress caressing her full breasts. I could see him rubbing her sensitive nipples between his fingers, as they kissed. His other hand had slipped beneath her dress and up her leg. His hands were freely exploring her exposed and naked body. This couldn’t go on much longer for any of us. I needed to calm down and think rationally. Things were progressing at an extremely fast pace. Much faster than I’d ever anticipated. There was no doubt in my mind that once we were all back at the table, there was certainly going to be an invitation coming from Hal and Rhonda to “find someplace quieter so we could get to know each other better.”

		I needed to talk to Donna. To shut this down. We hadn’t discussed any of this. This was just a first visit to the “Club.” It wasn’t supposed to be a first time for anything else. Right? Well, maybe not a first for Donna. She’d done some exploring before, though apparently never beyond the touchy, feely phase. However, this was definitely new territory for me. Did I really want to be with Rhonda? Did I find her attractive? Hell, yes! She was beautiful. That long dark hair and those super sensitive nipples were driving me wild. But… That would mean Donna would be with another man. Another man who would be kissing her soft breasts, nibbling at her hard nipples and tasting her wet warm pussy lips. Another man who would be fucking her. Sliding his cock between her nether lips and emptying his seed deep in her womb. Committing adultery! I found myself quickly heading toward a panic attack, and I knew it. As much as I found I wanted Rhonda, wanted to taste that forbidden fruit for myself, I didn’t know that I could handle knowing that Donna was with another man. I didn’t know if I was ready for this. Not at all.

		The decision was, ultimately, not mine to make. Is it ever? When we got back to the table, Hal and Donna were waiting for us. “Hal invited us over for cocktails, Dave. I hope you don’t mind but I already said yes,” said Donna with a tentative little smile on her face.

		“Okay, sure, sounds like it might be nice.” I couldn’t believe those words came out of my mouth, but there they were. At least we could talk about it in the car. I needed to make sure that this was really what she wanted. That this was really what I wanted. Or, at least, that it was something I could accept. Donna seemed to have made up her mind already. With that thought on my mind, we headed for the parking lot.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The drive to Hal and Rhonda’s home only took about twenty minutes as we followed along behind them. Twenty minutes that seemed like an eternity. “Donna, are you sure this is what you want? You realize that if we do this, it means that we’re agreeing to swap partners with them tonight. Are you sure you’re okay with that?” I asked. “We never discussed taking things this far. At least, not this soon. It was just supposed to be about having a little risqué fun tonight. An exploratory trip to check out the club.”

		“I know,” she said tentatively, “I know… And, I admit that I’m nervous about it. But, I’m ready to try it. Or, at least, I’m willing to try it. I don’t know, in a way I guess I need to. Maybe I just want to do it before I chicken out? I’m not sure. I grew up being told to be this good little girl. I really think I want to see what it’s like to be bad. Right now, the opportunity is here. Hal seems really nice and I feel kind of safe with him.

		“Let’s be honest about this, we’ve both been curious about what it would be like to be with others. Don’t you DARE deny it, David. You know it’s true. I’ve seen the way you look at other women. I mean… We’ve been together forever and neither of us have ever had sex with anyone else. Not all the way. Honestly, I haven’t. Even if you feel like I may have strayed a little too far here and there. I think I want to know what it’s like. It doesn’t mean that I don’t still love you.”

		I pulled out my last trump card and said, “Are you sure you’re ready to let me be with Rhonda? It’s not just you in this equation, you know? How are you going to feel about me FUCKING Rhonda? Can you handle it? Are you going to be jealous?”

		“Honestly? I don’t know. I think I can handle it. There’s only one-way to know for sure, isn’t there? All I can tell you is that I think I’m ready to see where tonight leads. I’m not even sure I know why. I know that I love you and I still want you as my husband. I just want…I want… I don’t even know how to explain it. It’s like an unstoppable itch that needs scratching. Bad! Can you understand that at all?”

		“Yes, I suppose I can, at least in some ways. I’m human too, you know. Okay, just remember that I love you, and I’ll do anything for you. We’ll see where this leads. But, promise me you’ll still be my wife when all of this is over?”

		“I will, I promise. I really do. I love you with all my heart and this won’t change that. I just want to have the experience. I want to know what it’s like. I want to be somebody’s ‘hot’ new love for the night. To relive that excitement of a first time, feel the adrenalin rush. Does that make sense?” she said as I pulled into the drive of a two-story suburban colonial and shifted the car into park.

		Hal and Rhonda invited us indoors, turning on the interior lights as we entered. We were ushered into a well-appointed living room laid out with two loveseats on either side of a large stone fireplace. Hal escorted Donna to one of the couches as Rhonda requested that I help her mix a couple of cocktails in the kitchen.

		When I got into the kitchen, Rhonda turned and, pulling me into her inviting arms, gave me a deep French kiss. “Mmmmm… I’ve been aching to do that all the way home,” she said. “Now, what do you two want to drink?”

		Returning to the living room with our hands full of cocktails, it was apparent that Hal and Donna had not wasted their time in casual conversation while we were gone. Donna was snuggled into his lap and they were clutched in a deep French kiss. Hal was freely exploring Donna’s breasts beneath the plunging neckline of her dress with his hands. As I watched, mesmerized, he slid her dress top down her shoulder and brought his lips down to one of her succulent breasts. I heard a little moan escape Donna’s lips as he began to suckle greedily at her erect nipple.

		Hearing my sharp intake of breath at seeing them like that, Rhonda leaned against me, nibbled my ear and whispered; “It’s OK, she’s fine, I promise you. Hal would never hurt her. Besides, I can think of a few things of mine that I’d like you to suck on too.” Then she announced in a louder voice, “Drinks for everybody.”

		Rhonda and I sat on the opposite love seat from Donna and Hal. We talked softly to each other and explored some tentative touches and kisses. Still, my attention was drawn again and again, riveted might be closer to the truth, to Hal’s continuing exploration of Donna’s willing and eager body. With his mouth still greedily encapsulating one of her nipples, I saw his hand slide up between her legs and heard another low moan escape her lips. A shudder running through her. A strange man was fingering her pussy for the second time tonight.

		After about fifteen minutes, Hal whispered something in her ear. Then he stood up and, extending his hand to Donna, pulled her up from the couch. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as he slowly led her up the stairs. She didn’t even look back. My heart nearly stopping with each step she climbed. Once again, Rhonda pulled my face towards her and away from the terrifying sight I was seeing in front of me. With a deep kiss, she said, “She’s fine. She’s okay with this. Quit worrying. You’ve let her make the choice and it’s not on you anymore. Believe me. Now, come here and let me feel just what you’ve been hiding in those pants all night. It’s definitely my turn to have your total attention.”

		After kissing and groping each other for several minutes, Rhonda took my hand and started to lead me up those very same stairs. She led me down a long hallway to what was obviously the Master Bedroom, sporting a pair of open doors ahead on the right at the end. As we walked past a closed door on the left, I could hear a soft moaning. A soft moaning coming from Donna’s voice! This was tearing me apart. I wanted to pound on that door and yell at her to stop, don’t do this. She was mine. But, I knew that this was something that she really wanted to try. Maybe I really was a bad husband? Maybe I was just a bad lover? Maybe I wouldn’t measure up? Maybe… Oh, hell.

		Rhonda’s kisses down my neck and chest as she unbuttoned my shirt started to distract me from the spectacle in my mind. It was hard to let go of that image; I kept imagining Donna’s pale body spread out on a bed with Hal’s hands exploring her most intimate parts, parts that were supposed to have been reserved for me alone. Then my thoughts were jolted back to reality as Rhonda pulled down the zipper on my pants and kneeling submissively, tugged my now rapidly expanding cock out and into her very willing mouth.

		“Oh, my God,” I whispered. What is this woman doing to me? Donna had occasionally sucked my cock before, but never like this. Sorry to say, I don’t think she ever really liked it. In the early days, she even had a tendency to actually try and blow rather than suck, despite my protestations. I mean, yes, it’s ‘called’ a blowjob but that wasn’t what you were really supposed to do. You were supposed to use those lips, that tongue and suck. Admittedly, we had learned our sexual techniques by trial and error together. It had been a learning curve for the both of us. Rhonda was deftly twirling her tongue against the sensitive underside of my cock just behind the head and humming as she sent tremors through my whole body. Her hands softly caressed my balls. Wow! Rhonda definitely had my attention where it was supposed to be. It had to be the best blowjob I’d ever had. I would have to give Donna some lessons.

		Knowing I wouldn’t last long with that wicked tongue on my cock, I lifted her up from her knees and kissed her deeply. I could taste a slight salty tang on her lips from licking the precum from my cock. Then I started to kiss my way down her long neck and reached around to find the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down and untying the halter-top of her dress, I let it drop to the floor to puddle around her dainty spike heeled feet. Exposing her complete body to me for the first time.

		Like Donna, Rhonda had not bothered to wear a bra and my lips soon found her dark colored nipples. They were hard as rocks and their tender buds stood out at least a quarter of an inch. They were so different from Donna’s soft pink nipples with their tiny buds. Softly, at first, I nibbled on those tight hard points. Then, as she began to moan, I nibbled a little harder being rewarded with a deep whimper coming from her throat, “Yes, oh yes, harder, harder! Oh, my God, bite me. Please? I love it when men bite my nipples. Please, make me cum?” Damn, this woman was hot. Her nipples were on fire in my mouth and my hands began to explore lower as she continued to pull my head into her breast. Her fingers roughly twining in my hair as she pulled me tight.

		As my fingers slipped inside her thong panties and I found her warm nether lips, Rhonda gasped and cried, “I need you. Fuck me now, Dave!” But, I wasn’t ready to give her that release. Not just yet. I wanted… No! I needed to taste her pussy. I’d never tasted any other woman than Donna. I wanted to push my tongue into those warm slick folds and suck those luscious nether lips. I wanted to twirl my tongue around her hard clit. I wanted to shove my tongue deep inside her warm, wet pussy and taste her juices. I wanted the thrill that Jack had felt with my wife way back when. I wanted to be the one to taste “Ambrosia.” I wanted PAYBACK!

		Whoa! Where had that come from? Did I really feel that way? Was that really why I let this go this far? Revenge? Payback? To get back at Donna for Jack’s probing fingers, for her unnamed lover at work, for the anonymous stranger at the “Club” tonight, for fucking Hal right at this moment? The thoughts were pushed from my mind as my lips found Rhonda’s gushing pussy and I tasted that forbidden fruit for the first time. She tasted wonderful. Like Donna, yet not Donna, different somehow. Excitingly different. I sank my tongue deep inside Rhonda’s warm depths, bringing it back out to swirl around her clitoris as she writhed beneath me. Her little whimpers and cries increasing in intensity as I continued my explorations. Finally, with her continued pleading echoing in my ear, I placed my hard cock against her welcoming lips and thrust deeply inside her. I was feeling the pulsing warmth of another woman. Feeling her tight pussy grip my hard cock as I began to fuck her. Her warm, moist cunt tightly gripped my shaft. She felt like velvet as I drove deeply in to her. I was in heaven. It was nirvana. Trying to pace myself, I began to stroke slowly and deeply inside of her, her increasing cries of ecstasy urging me on. Her pussy held me tightly as I pushed in and out, gripping me like it never wanted to let me go. I held out as long as I could, but finally felt myself erupting into one of the most exciting orgasms I had ever had. Emptying my seed deep into another woman. One who wasn’t my wife.

		We lay spent next to each other as our breathing finally began to slow. “Wow, that was fantastic, Rhonda. You are absolutely beautiful.” I declared.

		“Mmmmm… It’s not just me that’s fantastic, Lover. I love the feel of that hard cock of yours,” Rhonda replied. She slowly began to stroke my leg and nibble at my ear as she continued to talk.

		“If you keep that up, you may just be in for another round,” I said as her ministrations strayed to my now slowly expanding cock.

		“Mmmm… That’s exactly what I had in mind, Lover,” came the husky reply as she kissed her way down my chest. “Let me see if I can speed up the process a little.”

		Wow! Going for a twofer? I hadn’t done that for a long time. I guess ten years of being married to the same woman, no matter how beautiful she is, can dull the senses. At first, I wasn’t sure that it was even going to be possible, but Rhonda seemed to have no doubt. After a couple of minutes, I was very sure myself.

		This time Rhonda rolled over on her stomach, presenting me with a splendid view of her tight little ass. I slipped a couple of pillows under her hips to raise her up for better access and I once again tasted her beautiful pussy lips. They now tasted salty and creamy with our combined juices and the moans coming from Rhonda’s luscious lips confirmed that she really liked it. “Hal doesn’t like to eat me after sex, but… OMG! I do love it so. It’s so fucking HOT. You’ve got me so turned on right now. I feel like putty in your hands. You can do anything you’d like to with me right now. Do you want to fuck my ass, Dave?” Rhonda asked tentatively. “Hal really likes that. It’s okay if you want me that way. I’ll let you. I really mean it; I’ll let you do anything you want to me.”

		“Do you really like it, Rhonda? Is that what you really want? Do you want me to fuck you in the ass? I’ve done anal, but it isn’t something that I find to be a burning desire. I think I’d just like to please you tonight”, I replied. “So, you tell me, what do you want?”

		“Then, what I really want is that hard cock of yours in my pussy again. I love that little curve it has to it. Fuck me, Dave. Fuck me hard. Take me!”

		I couldn’t help but answer that plea, could I? I placed my cock head against her waiting pussy lips and slowly moved it up and down. Caressing her, letting our combined juices lubricate my cock before slowly entering into those slick warm depths again. As I began to push inside of her, Rhonda began to moan softly. Then the moans turned into screams of joy as I bottomed out into her cervix and started to piston faster and faster into her depths.

		When the explosion came, it was dynamite. My cock was buried deep in her pussy and I was pinching her hard nipples as she continued to scream out her orgasm. “Oh God, Dave. That was so wonderful. I love it when you pinch my nipples like that. It hurts so good. Thank you, Lover,” Rhonda said breathlessly.

		After that, we lay spooned together talking softly to each other. Time seemed to have no meaning and then it suddenly dawned on me that I hadn’t thought of Donna and Hal for quite a while. Driven from my mind by the lovely creature beside me. It made me feel a little guilty. “I wonder what our wayward spouses are up to?” I asked.

		“Don’t even think about that, Dave. It’s still my time. I’m all the woman you need right now. I promise you,” purred Rhonda. With that, she turned to face me and once again began kissing me deeply. Man, she knew exactly how to turn me on. Rhonda kissed down my neck and chest. Finally, she took my soft cock into her warm mouth. Softly sucking, I could begin to feel the start of another hard on. A threefer? Me? Not in any recent memory. Maybe never. Well, okay, maybe on our honeymoon. Maybe. Memories dim after ten years.

		This time, Rhonda didn’t let up. “I want you to cum for me. Let me taste you. Cum in my mouth, Lover. Make me all yours for tonight. Let me have your hot cum,” Rhonda said, and then bent back to her ministrations. I lasted as long as I could but had to finally explode. She took my cock deeply down her throat as I shook with a tremendous orgasm. Despite gagging a little at the onslaught, Rhonda swallowed it all. Throat pulsing with her efforts. She didn’t miss a drop. Then, she crawled up my body to deeply French kiss me. I loved it. I loved the taste of the two of us combined. It was unbelievably erotic. This exotic creature in my arms certainly wasn’t Donna. She didn’t look like her, she didn’t act like her and she certainly didn’t taste like her. And, right at that moment, I didn’t mind at all. Not one bit!

		There was no doubt this time that our night of sexual frolic was over. No way in hell was I managing another erection without some serious downtime. We cleaned up and got dressed. Then walked hand in hand back down to the living room. As we walked, Rhonda turned to me and said, “Listen to me Dave, this is important. Make sure that you and Donna make love tonight when you get home. I’m serious; you both need to be with each other now. You need to reclaim each other. Trust me on this. I know what I’m saying. You’ll thank me for it later.”

		Hal and Donna were nestled on the sofa waiting for us. They each had a drink in their hands and had even thought to mix one for each of us. It seemed strange to be talking casually with this man that had just fucked my wife. We laughed and conversed a little embarrassingly for a while and then it was time to go. I couldn’t believe it was already three o’clock in the morning. Before we left, Hal advised that they were having a little get together in a few weeks and that they would love for us to attend.

		“A little get together? I asked Rhonda quietly.

		“Mmm Hmm…” said Rhonda. “It’s just a little cocktail party with lots of women, lots of men and lots of fun. Lots more of what you got to experience tonight. You’ll love it. I mean it. Just remember, Lover, I get you first.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		“Are you okay?” I asked as soon as we were safely in the car and on our way home.

		“Mmmmm…. Yes, I think so. I feel all warm and fuzzy right now, too much to drink. Actually, I think I had a great time. Tonight, was super exciting. I just feel exhilarated. I’m still unbelievably turned on,” Donna admitted. Then, after a short pause; “Dave, you’re okay with the idea of seeing them again, aren’t you?”

		Seeing them again? Not even a question from her about if I was okay with what had happened? I guess that settles where Donna is at over all of this. “Yes, I think so. I had fun too. It was different,” I replied hesitatingly. “I’m not quite so sure about going to a ‘party’ though. Are you?”

		“Maybe? I kind of think so. It sounds like it might be exciting. Hal talked about it, he really made it sound hot. The idea sort of makes me feel tingly all over. I’ll have to think about it some, though. We can talk more about it later. Right now, I just want to get you home and let you fuck me silly,” said Donna. That, I thought with relief, was right up my alley.

		When we got in the house, Donna headed straight for the bedroom. I found a trail of clothes leading down the hall as I quickly followed after locking up. She was waiting for me lying on our king size bed. The warm curves of her body and her soft blonde hair starkly outlined against the dark colored sheets. Her legs were still encased in her thigh top stockings. Her pubic hair was damp and slightly matted; her pussy lips were red and swollen from the blood pulsing through them. Donna opened her arms to me, and that was all it took.

		Quickly stripping off my clothes I fell into her arms and was all hers. Kissing her deeply, I let my hands roam all over her body. As I kissed her soft pink nipples, it fluttered through my mind that mine definitely weren’t the first lips to suckle lovingly at her beautiful breasts tonight. I couldn’t help it. I could taste the sweat on Donna’s body, the scent of Hal’s cologne that still clung to her. I wondered what all she had experienced tonight at the hands of another lover? Done at the hands of her first ever lover other than her husband? At least, the first lover that had gotten to sample all her ample charms, not just a feel or a kiss. As I kissed my way down her warm body, I asked, “Did Hal do this to you? Did he suck your nipples? Did he kiss your hot pussy? Did you like what he did, Baby?”

		“Mmmmm… Yes, he liked sucking my nipples. He really sucked hard on them, it was sort of painful, but it was kind of a nice pain. Then he ate my pussy.” Donna started to breath harder as she remembered Hal’s warm attentions.

		“Did you play with his hard cock? Was he bigger than I am? Did it make you hot? Did you suck him?”

		“It was, different,” she gasped as my lips found the bud of her clitoris. “He wasn’t circumcised. I’d never seen an uncircumcised cock before. I just had to touch it, I needed to slip the foreskin back and kiss its head. Taste him a little bit. He was just so different than you. It was like I couldn’t help myself. He was about the same size as you. Mmmmm… That feels so good, Baby. Right there. Yes, harder! Suck my clit!” Donna began to moan loudly as I continued to suck harder on that sweet bud, my tongue dancing around it.

		It was strange, tasting Donna after being with Rhonda. Enough time had gone by with our late-night cocktails, conversations and drive home that the taste of her was all Donna. Maybe a little bit of a strange tang, but that was all. Not the mix of fluids I had last tasted with Rhonda, but I couldn’t help but wonder what she would taste like if it had been sooner. None-the-less, I was struck once again by the differences. A taste that was similar, but so very different.

		Finally, I slowly entered her pulsing pussy, pushing my cock past her entrance and driving deeper into her warm depths. As I began to drive into her, coming closer and closer to my first orgasm with my now unfaithful wife, I asked, “Did Hal fuck you like this, Baby? Did it make you hot? Did he shove his hard cock inside you and cum in your sweet little pussy? Did he make you cum?”

		“Oh, God! Yes! Yes. So, hot. So, turned on. Fuck me, Dave! Yes, he made me cum. But… The second time…” Donna panted breathlessly. “The second time he fucked me… He fucked my ass.”

		I couldn’t hold back the explosion with her revelation. He fucked her in the ass? He fucked my sweet little wife anally? I couldn’t help myself; I exploded in a huge orgasm thinking of my wife being sodomized by another man.

		Afterwards, I started to ask a few more questions about her night. Now, with our passions spent, Donna seemed a little reluctant to discuss it. Finally, she asked, “Are you really sure you want to know about all that? It kind of makes me uncomfortable talking about it. I don’t know; it’s sort of embarrassing I guess. I mean, I don’t really think I want to know anything about what you did with Rhonda. So, maybe we shouldn’t? Maybe, what happens behind closed doors should stay that way?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The following days and nights were a whirlwind. It was like we were newlyweds again. We just couldn’t get enough of each other. We had sex almost every night that I was in town, sometimes more than once. And, I loved it. I loved my new wife and I suddenly found I loved my life. The thoughts of Donna in someone else’s arms continued to fuel my unspoken fantasies. In all honesty, they filled some of the spoken ones as well, adding to our overall sexual excitement. Donna definitely decided that she didn’t want to reveal any more details about her night with Hal. She thought it might be best if our alternate lives remained a mystery. I’m not sure why, but I found I was somewhat disappointed that she didn’t want to reveal any details. Did it mean I was a bad lover? Well, Rhonda didn’t seem to think so. Still, Donna remained mine. I felt happy and warm with her in my arms, content. Comforted in the knowledge that she was still with me, at least for right now.

		Hal and Rhonda invited us over one more night a couple of weeks later. While we were there, they made sure to stress their upcoming party and again extended the invitation to attend. We still went out other nights. We even went to the “Club” a couple of times. But, we didn’t go home with anyone else. Donna would dance off and on with a new man, but nothing that I saw ever went beyond the touchy-feely stage. I could occasionally see her grinding her tight ass against her partner of the moment or sliding her hand along their manhood. Of course, her partners were enjoying exploring her delicious body at the same time. At first, I could feel the emotion of jealousy rearing its ugly head. But, as time went by, I found that it was becoming somewhat exciting to watch as some other man would touch her intimately.

		I couldn’t help thinking about how it felt to touch her the way they were, imagining how exciting it would be touching her for the first time. Feeling her soft breasts and hardening nipples in their hands. Touching her ass cheeks while dancing, maybe even sliding a finger or two between her luscious labia. I began to empathize with them, feeling their emotions. I even found myself getting more than a little turned on by the display. I admit, it would have been hard to top the happenings of our first night there. The memories of Donna’s anonymous hand job at the table, seeing her dancing with Hal. Watching as he kissed her soft breasts for the first time, those things seemed far off now. Memories that would be forever etched in my mind, but distant enough that they had become only exciting sexual fantasies. No longer causing the emotional pain I had felt at first. Well, not causing quite as much pain, anyway.

		Last Saturday, Donna had spent most of the night on the dance floor. A series of men had danced intimately with her during the night. Of course, I danced with her too, but mostly I let her have her head and do what she wanted. I kept getting the occasional view of her as I sat at a table talking or when I was out on the floor dancing with another woman myself. Hands would touch her breasts, her ass, even slide sensually up her legs. Donna didn’t seem to mind their explorative touches; she almost seemed to glory in them. She would return to the table for another drink between partners, giving me little hugs and kisses. During the times we danced together, I could feel her hot, pulsing breath on my neck and the excited flush of her skin told me she was extremely turned on. As my hands roamed over her body during our own dances, I was sure that if I would touch her pussy, she would be extremely wet from her flowing lubricating juices.

		When we finally called it a night about midnight, she was breathing hard as we walked to the car. As soon as we were in the car, she was all over me. Kissing me deeply, she exclaimed; “I love you, Baby. I need you so much. I want you so.”

		Wanting to get home as fast as I could, I headed out into traffic and climbed on to the expressway to get home to our waiting bed as soon as possible. I guess that wasn’t soon enough. Suddenly, I felt hands on my leg and my zipper was being pulled down. Then, Donna lowered her head into my lap and I was getting a blowjob as we thundered down the interstate. Donna didn’t let up. No stopping like she usually did. She kept sucking my cock like there was no tomorrow until I finally exploded deep in her throat, feeling her swallow every last drop of my cum. Wow! Where did this woman come from? I admit, I loved my new, more adventurous wife. Not even questioning her newfound fervor.

		By the time we got home, she was eager to begin her ministrations all over again. I marveled at my beautiful wife there on her knees as she sucked my cock back to life. She was becoming so different from the Donna of just a few weeks back. That Donna would never think of attacking me so voraciously. It was a very welcome difference in many respects, but it was also a little scary at the same time. What kind of dormant personality had we unleashed?

		Watching her blonde locks bobbing up and down on my cock, I thought of those nights with Rhonda. Hmmm… It did seem that Donna was picking up some new tricks. Hal must be a good teacher. My cock was on fire as she deftly deep throated my entire length.

		I finally pulled away from her willing mouth, lifting her up in my arms and carrying her to the bed. Lying down beside her, I began to kiss her willing lips, pushing deep in to her as our tongues entwined. Pulling back and looking down at her, I whispered, “I love you.”

		“Mmmmm, I love you too, Baby. Now, back to your ministrations. I need you,” she giggled.

		I happily bent to the task I had been assigned. I kissed my way down her breasts, stopping lovingly at her pink nipples. Teasing them, pulling at them. Donna was going wild beneath my ever-searching lips and tongue. That other men had touched her beautiful orbs tonight didn’t bother me anymore. Not that I forgot about it, it just didn’t seem to be as important as it once was. Donna was sexually excited and happy, and I was reaping the benefits. Both with Donna and with other partners as well.

		I moved on down her abdomen and nestled my lips into the warm folds of her pussy. She was drenched with her own juices. Excited from the events of the evening. From the men that had teased her little clit, strange fingers delving deep inside her sweet pussy. Donna moaned loudly as my tongue touched her throbbing clitoris. I could feel her body’s spasms beneath me as my tongue danced around her sensitive nub. She was absolutely on fire.

		I continued to drive her wild with my kisses. Eventually, moving up her willing body to place my cock at her waiting entrance. Plunging deeply into her with one swift stroke I buried myself as far as I could into her throbbing vagina. Donna screamed her enjoyment and I quickly began to stroke rapidly in and out. Pushing her towards a much needed release. It was heaven, and Donna was right along with me. Donna finally screamed out her orgasm as I emptied my swollen balls deep into her hungry womb.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		We continued to be exploratory in trying new things whenever opportunity presented itself. One weekend we had the chance to drive over to New Orleans for a sort of mini vacation. Donna fell in love with touring some of the old mansions like Oak Alley, that dot the Mississippi River. After a day of sightseeing, we had gone back to the hotel, showered, changed and headed out for a nice dinner. As usual, Donna had dressed up for dinner. She was in a very low-cut mini-dress that had a long slit on the side. Her left leg was exposed high enough that the lacy tops of her thigh top stockings were visible whenever she sat down. If she leaned over to get a closer look at anything, the loose, low cut top provided a very nice view as well. I think our server rather enjoyed waiting on us, as he tended to linger on Donna’s side of the table. We enjoyed a couple of glasses of wine with dinner and then decided to walk the French Quarter as we strolled back to our hotel.

		Finding a likely looking dance/bar, we went in and grabbed seats at the bar. Donna ordered her traditional white wine and we proceeded to enjoy the atmosphere. After we had danced a few times and had another round of drinks, I found the need of a restroom. When I came back a few minutes later, I noticed that Donna had found someone to buy her another glass of wine. They seemed to be in a very intimate conversation as he leaned closer to whisper something in her ear. It was like she had suddenly been transformed. Donna was now in flirtation mode! Was this what she was like when she was with her other lovers, with her work friends? It was like seeing the woman I’d first met and fallen in love with years before as she smiled seductively at her new friend.

		I hung back watching her enjoy the flattery that he was so obviously dishing out. Her eyes caught mine over his shoulder, and she got a wicked little smile on her face as she did so. Okay, I can take a hint. I stayed right where I was and watched the show. I wasn’t sure what she was up to: Enjoying a little fantasy? Acting in some little stage play of her own creation? Trying to make me jealous? Maybe. I knew I should have been jealous, but for some inexplicable reason, her display was actually giving me a hard on.

		Donna was in full vamp mode. Her legs crossed seductively, the high slit in her dress allowing a very fetching view of her left leg. A little gold ankle bracelet, dangled enticingly. That was something new. When did she get that? For that matter, why did she get it I wondered? I mean, yeah, it’s pretty and sexy. Very sexy come to think of it. However, I knew that there is also a sort of connotation to it in the ‘lifestyle,’ but did Donna know that? Oh well, I had to admit it looked great on her dainty ankle, whatever her reason. Was she wearing panties? I honestly didn’t remember. Every time she would lean over to say something to her new friend, I was sure that he was blessed with an excellent view of the swell of my wife’s breasts. Maybe even a little more than that as she played seductively with her neckline. Finally, I saw her shake her head no to whatever he had proposed as she flashed her wedding ring at him. That looked like my cue, so I made my way over to the bar.

		Sidling up beside her, I ordered a drink and, turning to her in the process, asked rather sarcastically if she needed her glass of wine refreshed? Donna smiled enticingly at me and drawled, “Why thank you, I’d actually love that. My name’s ‘Corinne,’ are you here all alone tonight?” Okay… She was obviously in some type of fantasy mode. Oh, what the heck? I played along and introduced myself. We chatted amiably about New Orleans for a few minutes, much like I would with someone I just met. Finally, ‘Corinne’ leaned close to me and whispered, “How would you like some company for the evening? My dance card happens to be open and I would love to have you fill it?”

		Hmmmm…. OK, we are definitely off somewhere in another dimension right now, I thought. I’m just not sure which one? Whichever one it was, I decided to play along. “I think I’d love to help you fill your dance card tonight. By the way, my hotel isn’t far from here, could I possibly interest you in a little quieter setting to get better acquainted?”

		“I’d love that, Darlin.’ I should tell you though, my companionship isn’t entirely free,” she whispered seductively. “I do, however, accept donations…”

		“Oh, I see. Well, just how much might that donation cost a nice gentleman?” I inquired. “I certainly would like to think that we might come to some sort of agreement.”

		“Well, for a donation of $200.00 in cash you would receive an hour of very extreme pleasure in return. If you get my meaning,” ‘Corinne’ purred. Her long fingers played enticingly with her low neckline offering me quite a view of her proffered goods. Actually, I was pretty sure that it was the exact same view she had offered to her earlier admirer. And, it included a very enticing view of a little pink nipple. A nipple that was swollen hard with excitement.

		“I think we have a deal, ‘Corinne.’ Shall we take a stroll back to my hotel?” was my response.

		“Well, what are we waiting for? A girl has to make a living you know,” she said with a giggle.

		When we reached the elevator, ‘Corinne’ nuzzled up to me and started to kiss my neck. Then I felt her hand unzipping my trousers and reaching for my rapidly expanding cock. We were staying on a fairly high floor of the hotel, but I’m not that fast. I started to stop her, but I decided that ‘Corinne’ might be expected to begin her ministrations about now. She quickly dropped to her knees and began to give me a sensual blowjob. While she was in the middle of her efforts, the elevator began to slow to a stop short of our floor. I quickly pulled her up and turning away from the doors got myself contained just seconds before another gentleman got on the elevator. ‘Corinne’ was desperately trying not to giggle as we were both pretty sure he could tell what had been going on.

		After we finally reached our room, ‘Corinne’ turned to me placing a hand softly on my shoulder. “I find that it’s best to get the business end out of the way first, Sweetie. It’s $200.00 for the first hour, we can negotiate further after that if you’d like.”

		I actually managed to scrounge out the cash. Somewhere in her plans I think there was a new dress coming out of this, or at least a new pair of heels. Once she had stuffed the money in to her little clutch purse, her attack really began in earnest. She was absolutely voracious as she dropped down on her knees and once again started to worship my rock-hard erection. Finally, knowing that I couldn’t hold out any longer, I started to pull her away. ‘Corinne’ looked up at me with a very sultry look in her eyes, and dove back to her ministrations, taking me deeper in her throat than she ever had before. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I exploded deep inside her, causing her to gag as she desperately tried to swallow all my hot cum.

		‘Corinne’ looked up at me worshipfully, just a little bit of cum had escaped those sultry lips. She crawled her way up my body and pulling me close to her, she gave me a deep French kiss. I could taste the salty after taste of my own cum as she drove her tongue deep inside my mouth. Lord, she was on fire. I could really get in to this little game of hers.

		I began to unzip her dress and attack her hard nipples. It was at that point, that ‘Corinne’ pulled away and asked if I had any condoms? I just sort of looked at her stupidly and then, trying to get back in to her game, said, “No… No, I don’t ‘Corinne.’ I uh… I hate the feel of them. You just lose all the sensation. Is there any way you might consider going bareback tonight?”

		“Well, normally I wouldn’t do that. However, I might be willing with you. I really, really like you,” came her whispered reply. With that, she pulled me back to her little hard nipples.

		I began to really try and play the part. I tried to be the rough, demanding lover who had paid for her services. I pushed her dress down to puddle on the floor and roughly tore her thong from her thighs. After biting and pulling her hard nipples until they were red and swollen, I shoved her over on the bed. I roughly pushed two fingers in to her sweet little pussy, meeting no resistance. She was already soaked from the excitement of playing her little game. Still, ‘Corinne’ did evidence a convincing little moan at the assault.

		Finding her ‘G Spot’ with my fingers, I began to stroke it. Her body was writhing spasmodically as an orgasm began to shake her body. Her earlier feigned moans turned in to real cries of passion as her senses went in to overload. Once she had come back down from her high, I quickly undressed and joined her on the bed. Crawling between her legs, I bent my lips to kiss her steaming hot pussy. ‘Corinne’ looked at me and said, “Are you sure you want to eat my dirty little cunt, Lover? After all, you don’t know where I might have been tonight? Or, even who I might have been with? I may not be very clean, if you know what I mean?”

		“I’ll take my chances,” I exclaimed as I dove my tongue deep inside of her. Her moans and cries of ecstasy rewarded my attack. After eating her to another screaming orgasm, I finally drove my hard rod deep inside of her. Roughly, almost punishingly, I began to fuck my ‘date’ of the evening. Just using her, much as I supposed a man might use a whore. Finally, I exploded deep inside my little slut for the night. Eventually, she fell asleep in my arms.

		I find it difficult to treat any woman like that, especially my wife. However, ‘Corinne’ seemed to really get off on it. I lay awake long after Donna’s soft breathing told me she was fast asleep. Maybe, I thought, this is more like what she’s like with Hal, submissive to his desires. I really wish she’d open up more about what goes on behind those closed doors. I love her, unconditionally. It just seems like a part of me wants to know about it as an extension of that love. If she experiences joy, I want to be a part of it. If she gets hurt, I want to know about it. I don’t suppose I ever will, since Donna steadfastly refuses to talk about it. Maybe I’m weird, I don’t know.

		When we woke up the next day, I finally asked Donna just what had brought on her little performance the previous night? “Performance? What performance?” she giggled coyly. “Oh, all right, the guy you saw me talking to when you came back from the restroom? He propositioned me! He offered me $300.00 to come back to his hotel. Can you believe it? I thought it was really kind of super-hot. I sort of got off on it. I don’t know why, but I did,” she admitted embarrassingly. “I mean, I know it was just fantasy, but wow. It really turned me on. I can’t even imagine what it might feel like for real. It would just be… I don’t know. Wow…”

		Her response didn’t surprise me; it was pretty much what I had pieced together myself. “You don’t have to be embarrassed about it, Honey. If you enjoy something, then why not admit it? It’s just another experience, or fantasy if that’s what you want to call it, and there’s nothing wrong with that,” I offered honestly. “Besides, I admit, I sort of enjoyed ‘Corinne’ myself. Maybe we should play around with that some more in the future. By the way, if your other ‘client’ was offering $300.00 dollars, how did I manage to get off so easily?”

		“I knew that was all you had, Silly,” laughed Donna.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		The final week leading up to the party at Hal and Rhonda’s was a busy one for me. It was filled with travel on my part and busy days of meetings with customers and dealing with their problems. I found it was hard to keep my mind on business. Who cared about some customer’s problem with everything else that was going on in my life? The nights alone in my motel were something else. They were filled with dreams and fantasies of Donna and Rhonda. Some of them were exciting, some tormenting. It was easy to be conflicted with all the emotions running through me. Thinking of Rhonda’s warm kisses and hard nipples could really get me going. But, then remembering seeing Donna in Hal’s arms and hearing her soft moans as I passed by their bedroom was tormenting to say the least.

		Just how would I feel when we actually went to the party? Seeing Donna with not just Hal, but other men as well. And, just how many men? She would obviously be with more than just Hal. Maybe several different men. I supposed, that was the whole point of her wanting to go to the party. I mean, otherwise, what was the point? It was apparent I was going to find out. She was adamant about attending. The jealous part of me still wasn’t so sure about that at all. None of it.

		I finally couldn’t take it any longer, so I purposely cut my business trip short in order to arrive back in town late on Thursday afternoon. I wanted us to have some time to ourselves and have our own little party before the main event. Maybe stay at home, just the two of us? Have that last-minute conversation just to make sure we were both onboard with all of this. Okay, so I was trying to convince myself. I’ve never really felt all that comfortable at parties, especially ones where I didn’t know many people. Plus, the idea of seeing Donna, spreading her legs indiscriminately, and getting fucked by who knew how many men? It was enough to drive me insane.

		When I got home I found that Donna had made her own plans for the two of us that night. She was gung-ho to go out on the town. As I walked into the house I was met with the gorgeous vision of my wife ready to party. She was wearing a very short leather mini skirt and a wrap top. The top hugged her braless breasts enticingly and her spike heels and stocking clad legs with her new little ankle bracelet looked gorgeous. She gave me a big kiss and whispered silkily in my ear that she was unbelievably horny after being alone all week and fantasizing about the party. She wanted to go out. I quickly grabbed a shower and dressed for our unplanned night on the town.

		We stopped for dinner at a little steak house. Enjoying our meal and a couple of glasses of wine as Donna told me about her week. She hadn’t mentioned her work “friend” for quite a while. Not since the night that started all of this. Part of me was desperate to ask if he was still in the picture, but on another level, I really didn’t want to know. As long as she was with me, I felt I still had some level of control over our life. I guess, that no news is good news sometimes.

		After dinner, Donna suggested we go to the “Club.” We had never been there during the week and I didn’t know what to expect. There was no line to get in tonight and the music was quieter, the lights lower. The banquette sofas were still well filled with people, just not crowded or overflowing. The atmosphere seemed much more intimate, more seductive somehow.

		We were seated at a table with two other couples. I had never met any of them before and apparently neither had Donna. The conversation was friendly, the liquor good and the atmosphere sensual. After a little bit, one of the men asked Donna to dance. She glanced quickly at me, a light in her eyes, and took his proffered hand. I followed shortly thereafter with one of the other lovely ladies. Later I returned to the table for another drink and more conversation. Which was pretty much my cycle for the whole night.

		With so few people at the “Club” tonight, it was easier to catch sight of the individual people on the dance floor. They could put on quite an erotic display at times. Donna was moving sensually to the music, catching the eyes of several of the men while she did so. As the music shifted to a slow number, I watched her latest partner boldly pull her tightly into his arms. His right hand settled firmly on her bottom and his left hand wasn’t visible at all. He began caressing the swell of her ass slowly and sensually. I knew Donna. She had to be getting very excited with his ministrations. I could almost see her breathing becoming faster as she melted into his arms.

		My attention was suddenly drawn from the dance floor as I felt someone settle closely next to me. “Hi, there, Handsome,” she purred. “I’m Tanya. What’s your name?”

		“Dave,” I replied. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before. Do you come here regularly?”

		“Off and on,” she answered. “I really like it here, but my husband doesn’t always like to come. He’s kind of a stick in the mud. I’m here all alone tonight. His loss, I guess,” she pouted. Single women were allowed in at any time without a cover. They were affectionately known as “Unicorns.” Unfortunately, I think that Tanya had maybe had a few drinks more than her design limit, if you know what I mean? Her hand suddenly rested on my leg and began boldly moving higher. Tanya wasn’t really doing anything for me, but I couldn’t seem to convince my cock of that. I found myself getting physically excited whether I intended to or not. Out of desperation, I asked her to dance. Maybe I could keep her at arm’s length on the dance floor. Yeah, I know, dumb idea.

		Tanya became even more aggressive while we danced. She writhed enticingly during the fast numbers rubbing her ass against my hardening cock at every opportunity and clinging possessively during the slow ones. Grabbing my hands, forcing them to feel her body wherever she wanted. As she molded herself tightly against me, Tanya whispered, “If you’d like, we could go back to one of the restrooms. They never say anything if couples happen to get a little frisky from time to time in there. Maybe I could help you with that big problem I’m feeling rubbing up against me?” I’m sorry, but intoxicated, aggressive women just don’t do it for me. As politely as I could, I declined with sort of a thanks but no thanks comment. It didn’t seem to stop Tanya from trying.

		My mind kept wandering, seeing Donna and her escort of the moment enjoying each other’s bodies, as they would dance by. Wait a minute; I think that’s one of the same guys she was dancing with earlier. He must have made an impression on her in order to get another chance to sample her lovely charms. They were dancing extremely close and his hands were being very free this time. Somewhat surprised, I saw that he wasn’t the only one being aggressive. One of Donna’s hands was caressing his leg, moving up and down on what appeared to be a nice sized erection. Then my view became obscured again as other couples danced between us.

		I lost sight of Donna after that. Waltzing Tanya back to the table, I excused myself and went to the bar to get another drink. Hoping to escape her attentions. It worked. I saw that she had decided to attach herself to one of the other men at the table. I nursed my drink for a while watching the action on the dance floor and trying to catch another glimpse of my wife. Where the heck was Donna? I thought. I hadn’t seen her anywhere since I got to the bar. It was getting quite late and we both still had to go to our respective offices in the morning. Being in town, didn’t mean I was on vacation.

		I continued looking around in vain; she was nowhere to be seen. Neither was her dance partner. Well, they could still be hidden away in one of the darker corners of the “Club” somewhere, I thought. Though, hopefully not the dark corners of the restroom that Tanya had offered. No way! I ordered another cocktail and bided my time at the bar.

		Donna’s dance partner made an appearance first, coming from the hallway leading to the restrooms. He was a good-looking man; I’ll give him that. Tall and handsome as he confidently strolled back to his table. A smile on his face. Just where was Donna? If she hadn’t been with him, what was she up to?

		Several minutes later, I finally saw her coming from the restroom hallway, weaving her way through the people to where she saw me standing at the bar. God, she looked sexy. Her hair was a little disheveled from all the dancing and a soft sheen of sweat glistened on her body. She looked like a tigress in heat as she prowled towards me. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek as she slipped her arms around me asking, “About ready to call it a night, Hon?”

		“Sure, it’s getting late and we have an early morning,” I said. “Let’s get out of here and get some alone time.”

		Part of me couldn’t help but wonder about the coincidence of her and her last partner’s exit from the dark restroom hallway. I wanted to ask what she had been up to. Yet, I really didn’t want to know either. Not sure in my own mind how I might feel about what her answer might be. It was easier to believe she was totally innocent and all that had happened was that she had freshened up. Still, there was that nagging wonder in my mind. I couldn’t help it. Damn it, Tanya. Why did you even have to put that vision in my mind? There was history of Donna jumping in with both feet without a thought of the consequences or what my feelings might be.

		Anticipating that she would be turned on after dancing all night, I thought I might get one of Donna’s voracious blowjobs on the way home. Instead she settled for gently gliding her hand up and down my leg as I drove. Her fingers began driving me wild as she tenderly traced my hardening cock. “Did you have fun tonight, Honey?” I asked. “The atmosphere seemed a lot different from what we usually find.”

		“Mmm Hmm… I always love to dance, you know that. I love the feel of the beat of the music. It drives me crazy and makes me tingle all over,” came her soft reply. “I get so hot.”

		“You seemed to be dancing with one guy in particular a lot tonight. Did you like him?” I queried hesitatingly.

		“Uh… Yeah… Yeah, his name’s Rob. He seems nice and he’s a good dancer. We may run into him again at the “Club” some time. His wife was out of town, so he was here alone tonight but he said they usually come together. He just wanted to blow off some steam, I guess.” The “Club” did allow a limited number of single gentlemen to come in at a much higher cover charge during the week, never on weekends. Of course, they allowed unattached women at any time. Yeah, I know, sexist point of view. What can I say?

		“Dave?” she asked hesitantly. “I have a little confession to make. Rob seemed really lonely, and I had sort of been cruelly naughty with him on the dance floor. I uh… Well… He ran into me in the hallway when I went to the little girl’s room. There was nobody else around and he sort of grabbed hold of me as I passed by and started kissing me. Then he began to feel my tits and finger my pussy. He was getting me really turned on. Then… Well… Before I knew what was going on, he got kind of rough and pulled me in to the men’s room, pushed me in to one of the stalls and told me to give him a blowjob. He kept saying that I couldn’t leave him like that,” she giggled. “I’m really sorry. I wasn’t sure what to do? I knew I shouldn’t do it, but he was really being forceful about it. He kept saying how I had been so awfully cruel while we danced and how much he needed the release. I suppose I could have refused, but… I was so horny after your being gone all week and he’d gotten me so hot. So… Well… I did it! Do you really mind terribly? I promise, I’ll make it up to you when we get home, Baby. I really do. I promise big time.”

		I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Okay, okay… I didn’t WANT to believe it. Of course, I knew that she had no doubt made use of her linguistic talents with Hal. But, those times while she had been occupied with him, Rhonda had been sucking her little heart out on me. I certainly realized such casual hookups happened, and not just at the “Club.” After all, it seemed like an awful lot of people, from politicians to teenagers, thought of a blowjob as little more than a peck on the cheek. Sort of, like it was just one step above a handshake or a hug. I just never thought my wife would be one of them. I always felt that a blowjob was an extremely sexual thing, part of the act of sex. Something very intimate, and something that Donna had long been reluctant to even perform with me. How could she possibly think I wouldn’t mind? My love for Donna and her long fingers continually playing with my cock while she confessed her little indiscretion were the only things keeping me from being totally furious. But, just barely.

		Once we arrived home and I locked up the house, I found Donna, still fully dressed, waiting for me in the bedroom. She was just standing there looking at me one leg crossed in front of the other, a finger playing coyly with her neckline and with a little pout on her face. Then she reached out, pulled me boldly to her molding her body to mine, and gave me a big French kiss. The kiss reminding me in no uncertain terms of just where her mouth had been earlier. I could still smell him on her breath and taste the salty tang of her lover’s cum. Then Donna slowly and seductively slid down on to her knees, and looking boldly in to my eyes, began to sensually unzip my trousers. Fishing out my hardening cock as it responded to the touch of her fingers, despite my misgivings over her earlier infidelity at the “Club.”

		“Do you like me like this, Baby? Down on my knees? Ready and willing to suck your hot cock? Wanting to worship your cock like a little slut? Like I’m your slave? Do you like it when I slide it slowly into my mouth, run my tongue all over it and then take it deep down into my throat?” she asked. “Do you want to fuck my slutty mouth with it?”

		“OMG! Yes. I love it when you do that, Donna. Your tongue is so wicked.” Thoughts of her little “infidelity” at the “Club” forcefully driven from my consciousness as she brazenly took me in to her warm mouth and started to deep throat me.

		Donna giggled at my comments. “You think so, huh? I guess maybe I have gotten in some practice in the last few weeks. I think I’m really starting to enjoy giving head,” she said looking submissively up at me. “I know Rob really loved my good night present to him tonight,” she giggled shyly. Then she lowered her head back to my full erection, giving me the attention she had promised on the drive home. Thoughts of Rob shoving his hard cock deep in her throat just a short time before were driving me crazy. Picturing her just like this, down on her knees servicing him. She’d let him cum in her mouth and she’d swallowed his cum. My hands found their way to her hair, fingers wrapping tightly in her blonde locks. I began to fuck her mouth, controlling how fast I drove into her voracious mouth. Hearing her gag as my cock filled her slutty throat over and over. Finally, I couldn’t hold out any longer. I didn’t even think about pulling out. It was never even a consideration. I furiously emptied my balls deep in her promiscuous mouth. Donna tried to swallow as much as she could, but there was just a little cum that had escaped her mouth. Those few drops dangling enticingly from her lips and chin. Some even dripping down on to her beautiful pale orbs.

		I finally pulled her up from her knees, bent her head back roughly, kissed her cum soaked lips, and began to undress her. Untying her wrap top and sliding it off her shoulders, I spent time enjoying her sensitive nipples. Kissing those same hard pink nubs that Rob had apparently enjoyed so thoroughly earlier. Then, I unzipped her short leather skirt and let it fall to the floor. Donna frequently loved the naughtiness of going commando. She knew that I enjoyed the occasional flash that accidentally would happen as she would sit down or stand up. It also left her open to my exploratory fingers on those special occasions. Obviously, I’d have to anticipate other men’s hands openly exploring as well in the future. Tonight, had been no exception. I reveled in feeling and tasting that wonderful pussy of hers, despite any other fingers that had explored it earlier in the evening. Driving her wild as I continued to worship her body.

		“Fuck me, Dave. Fuck me hard. Take me! Make me remember only you.” She was breathing heavily; her voice was husky with emotion. I roughly pushed her back onto the bed. Kissing her hard nipples and letting my hands explore her pussy. That same pussy that “Rob” had been busy exploring earlier tonight. Only I intended to do a lot more than put my fingers inside of her.

		After moving my sensitive cock head up and down her moist lips, I shoved my hard shaft deeply into her with one stroke. Ramming my cock in and out of her throbbing womanhood, I lost all sense of time. Donna was writhing beneath me, moaning and shouting as multiple orgasms shot through her body. Thoughts of “Rob” ran through my mind as I took her waiting body punishingly. Staking my own claim. Reminding her that she was mine and mine alone before the party that was coming tomorrow.

		The party… I still couldn’t seem to come to grips with the idea. How would I feel after that? Would I be able to push the aftermath of that from my mind as easily as I had those of Rob, his probing fingers, and Donna’s “good night present” that had officially made her a “hot wife” and me a cuckold?

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Donna seemed to be taking an extra-long time fixing her hair and make-up to get ready for the party tonight and I found myself whiling away the time relaxing on the bed watching her. On one level, it was tearing me up inside, big time. Yet, somehow on another level, I also found it strangely erotic and sexually arousing at the same time. Just knowing that she was taking all that extra time primping so she could lure other men into bed with her. Multiple, other men. To entice them to fuck her.

		She had obviously done some shopping before the party because I didn’t recognize any of the clothes she had chosen. I guess her ‘earnings’ from our weekend in New Orleans were well spent. Of course, Donna loved to shop anyway; I suppose that makes her like most women of my experience. For the party, she had purchased a white, empire style dress with a low scoop neckline that provided an easy view of the soft welcoming swell of her breasts. The material of the dress was somewhat gauzy and in the right light you could easily see the darker outline of her nipples through the opaque material. She added thigh top stockings, high heels and a new lacy white thong to complete the ensemble. Her gold ankle bracelet shimmered enticingly from her left leg. She was delicious, and I wanted to grab her and take her right then and there. “Uh unh! No way, Tiger, not now. Save it for later. You need to be fresh for tonight,” Donna commented. “There’ll be time for that when we get back home. Or, at least, there better be,” she purred with a wink.

		Well, at least she was planning on coming home with me. It was what was happening between now and then, that I found disturbing. Of course, when my thoughts turned to Rhonda… Not to mention the other available and willing ladies that would be there… OK, I was an emotional mess with all of this. It was like a hurricane of feelings all at once demanding my attention. Guess that’s understandable. It was just a question of which side of me would win out at the end of the night.

		The drive over to Hal and Rhonda’s seemed interminable. We were both keyed up with our own private thoughts of what was to come. Although we had discussed the possibilities of tonight’s party numerous times during the last weeks, now that it was upon us, I felt compelled to ask once more if Donna was sure about this.

		“Yes. I’m sure, Dave. Really, I am. I honestly think I need to explore some of these feelings I have. I have the chance right now, and I’m going to seize the opportunity. I’m curious and I’m going to let that curiosity finally be satisfied. I want to know what it’s like to be with other men. I’m a grown woman and I can take care of myself. It’s just sex. All my friends slept with other men before they got married. I just want some of that experience and I honestly think you do too. Having slept with Rhonda, aren’t you the least bit curious to see what other women are like? I’ll be fine and so will you. Just relax and enjoy yourself tonight, Baby. I know for a fact that Rhonda is looking forward to seeing you again. She told me so the other day when she called to confirm we were coming to the party. You’re about to have a great time too, you know? I’m not the only one who gets to experiment tonight. Just relax and try and enjoy yourself. Stop worrying.”

		Rhonda, called? That was news to me, but then I seemed to be the last one to know what was going on a lot lately. Of course, in fairness, I had been out of state all week. Nightly phone calls didn’t provide the same opportunities to discuss daily happenings like being together each night.

		Any further thoughts for discussion ended as I pulled up in front of Hal and Rhonda’s and parked the car. I hesitated for just a minute trying to compose myself. Finally, with a deep breath, I turned off the ignition and opened the car door.

		The party was to have started about 7:30 PM and we were arriving fashionably late at 8:00 PM. Rhonda met us at the door, pulling me into a deep French kiss, followed by a hug and a peck on the cheek for Donna. Then we were ushered swiftly inside. Hal immediately made his way across the living room and, taking Donna in his arms, mimicked Rhonda’s French kiss with my luscious bride.

		“Welcome you two,” boomed Hal’s voice as he broke from kissing Donna’s luscious lips. “The party is just starting to get underway. Come on, I’ll mix you your first drinks. After that, you’re on your own.”

		With fresh cocktails in our hands, we were introduced to five other couples. All of them seemed to be about our age within a few years plus or minus. The women ran the gamut; there was tall and slim, blonde, brunette, red head, short, curvy and various combinations in between. Each of them seemed quite attractive in their own way. I couldn’t speak to the attractiveness of the men, but there seemed to be the normal variance there as well; from tall to short, and from small framed to hunky. Including one guy that looked like Thor, from the Avengers. With that body, he could easily have been a player for the Dallas Cowboys. I didn’t think that there was any doubt that Donna would be able to find a partner or two that would be to her liking. Seeing the men’s faces as Hal introduced them to Donna, and the way their eyes leeringly drank in her alluring body, I began to wonder if one or two wasn’t a gross underestimate?

		Rhonda did the introductions to the women on my behalf. After the initial introductions, Rhonda and I took time to catch up with each other. It was nice to just talk a little to someone that I felt comfortable with. It helped calm the jitters I had inside. After a while, she slipped her arm into mine and whispered, “Remember me saying that I get to have you first tonight, Dave? Now would be a good time, Lover,” she whispered with a slight giggle in her voice.

		I found myself guiltily looking around for Donna and then realized with a start that she and Hal had already disappeared. I wondered when that had happened? Climbing up the stairs, Rhonda commented; “There are no real rules tonight, Dave. Just remember to respect any closed doors. If the door is open, then you’re welcome to watch or join the occupants if you’d like. That can be a lot of fun at times. Oh, and please remember to relax and just have fun. That’s what tonight is all about. Remember that, okay?”

		Walking down the hall, I was somehow relieved to see the now familiar closed door on the left that had greeted me on our other visits. I didn’t stop and listen this time. There was no doubt in my mind of what was going on behind that door, I knew all too well. I felt at least somewhat reassured that it was going on behind a ‘closed’ door. Besides, I had a beautiful woman leading me to our own celebration of the evening.

		Once inside the Master Bedroom, with the door safely closed behind us, I started kissing Rhonda. Then, slowly I began undressing her for the first time tonight. It was obvious that she had taken extra care in her outfit as well. Her dress was long and red with a slit coming well up her left leg. The scoop neck displayed her small breasts in a black push up bra to perfection. As I pulled down the zippered back of the dress and let it fall to the floor, I discovered a matching black thong to finish her ensemble. No stockings tonight, just silky bare legs encased in high heels.

		“OMG, Dave. I’ve missed that tongue of yours. I’ve been looking forward to it all week.” Swiftly removing her lacy bra, I began to play with her sensitive nipples. “I love what you do to me,” panted Rhonda as I swirled my tongue around her rock-hard points and then began to suck gently on them. Knowing Rhonda’s love for having her nipples bitten, I slowly began to bite her tender buds. Starting softly at first, then harder as she began to moan and grab handfuls of my hair pulling my face to her breast. My hand was busy playing with her other breast, tweaking her nipple, and then starting to move lower to her fur covered mound.

		As my searching fingers slipped inside her matching thong and found those soft pussy lips for the first time tonight, Rhonda’s moans grew louder. Increasing to almost a scream as I found her budding little clitoris and massaged it slowly. Wow, she was on fire tonight. I had to taste that wonderful pussy. I pushed her back onto the waiting bed and my lips immediately found her warm nether lips, driving my tongue in deeply and finally tasting that sweet honey. Rhonda wrapped those silky-smooth legs tightly around my head as I did, pulling me tight against her hot pussy lips. I could feel her high heels as they dug into my back with her passion.

		“Oh God! Yes, eat me, Lover. I love it when you do that,” she screamed. I kept it up as her body shook violently with her first orgasm of the night.

		Rhonda lay panting for a few moments, her body glistening as I crawled up beside her to kiss her deeply. She never seemed to mind that I had just been kissing her beautiful pussy. Instead, she seemed to glory in it.

		“Mmmm… I love the way you eat me, Dave. I think it must be my turn to return the favor,” she giggled as her lips moved down my body. Rhonda stopped momentarily at my chest and then softly took one of my nipples in her mouth, kissing and tonguing me there. Suddenly, my body shook as she bit down on my nipple giving me a shock that I felt all the way down to my cock. Wow! I could begin to understand, just a little, why she liked that herself. Then I felt her lips close around my cock and begin to suck me deeply into her mouth and down her throat.

		I couldn’t take this much longer! Rhonda’s raven colored locks bounced back and forth in front of me as she sucked and tongued my cock with her loving caresses. Finally, I had to pull her up or explode. I kissed her willing mouth and felt her tongue dueling softly with mine. Then moved down to her waiting nipples as my fingers delved into her soft pussy lips finding her clitoris, eliciting loud moans from her mouth.

		“Fuck me… Please? I need you now, Dave,” she wailed. I placed the head of my cock against her soft lips and brushed it up and down adding to the lubrication her willing mouth had left. Then, slowly, began to press the head inside her forbidden treasure. Stroking slowly at first, then harder and faster as our passions built. It wasn’t long before Rhonda screamed out her orgasm and I emptied my balls deep inside her waiting womb, our explosions nearly simultaneous. Then I collapsed in her waiting arms as I kissed her soft inviting lips.

		“Wow! That was even better than I remembered, Dave,” she whispered. “Can we just lie here a few minutes? I think I need time to recover from that.”

		“Mmmm… I’m happy to oblige, Rhonda. You are terrific,” I responded lying down beside her and holding her in my arms. We stayed snuggled together like that for a while, just talking and enjoying each other’s company.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		As we walked back down the hallway to the stairs, I noticed that the bedroom door where Donna and Hal had been stood wide open. Hesitatingly, I glanced inside, half afraid of what I might see. There was a blonde in there all right, but thankfully, it wasn’t Donna. It was a curvy little blonde with huge breasts that I had met earlier. Marie, I think was her name. She was on her knees with her dress around her waist in front of the linebacker, her large breasts swaying pendulously as she sucked animatedly on his cock. Damn, he really could play for the Cowboys with that body. He must have been six foot two inches tall and was all muscle on top of muscles. I casually wondered if he was big all over? Marie’s bobbing head and hands obscured any view of his cock. She did seem to be enjoying herself, though.

		Turning to go down the stairs, I noticed two other closed doors further down the hall. I could hear muted cries of ecstasy coming from that end of the hallway. Somebody was definitely having a fun time.

		Downstairs my eyes searched for Donna as I wandered towards the kitchen to fix myself a drink. I didn’t see her anywhere, although Hal was chatting up a little brunette in the corner. Well, there had been two other closed doors upstairs. I guess that meant that Donna had found at least one other conquest for the night. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I was green with jealousy, but I loved her with all my heart and I knew this was what she seemed to want. Were those her cries of ecstasy I had heard upstairs? No! No way. I know my wife’s voice, and that hadn’t been it. Still, I had to wonder; would she still want to be mine at the end of the night?

		The turmoil inside me was palpable as I mixed a drink for myself. I needed that drink thinking about what was happening right above me. Knowing that Donna was upstairs fucking some other man was driving me crazy. I couldn’t help myself. I could almost see that other cock pounding in and out of her, cumming inside her oh so willing pussy. How could she do this to me, to us? I quickly downed the first drink and began mixing another trying to calm myself down. I knew it was hypocritical of me to feel that way. After all, I had just had sex with Rhonda. I just couldn’t seem to stop myself.

		As I finished mixing the second cocktail, I felt a warm presence by my side. A short, slim brunette with a cute little turned up nose had come up beside me; “That looks good, can I have one too? My name’s Sandi,” she softly purred. “You’re Dave, right?”

		“That’s me,” I said as I grabbed the bottle and a glass to start mixing another drink for her. Sandi was slender with small breasts and short dark hair that curled softly around her face. Her skin was pale and flawless, and she had big eyes that could draw you deep into her soul. Her small nipples were clearly visible through the lacy opaque material of her black cocktail dress. Hmmm, I could swear she had a bra on earlier when I was first introduced, I mused. I guess some things become superfluous after a little while at this kind of party. I handed her the drink and clinked my glass to hers saying; “Pleasure to meet you, Sandi.” Thinking that she might just be a pleasure? Or, at the very least, someone that could take my mind off Donna’s carnal escapades. My cock sure thought so, as I gazed at her exposed nipples.

		Sipping her drink, Sandi, snuggled up close to me gazing up into my eyes. She only came up to my shoulders at best, and that was in heels. She was so different from Donna, who is nearly the equal of my five foot eleven-inch frame with her spike heels on.

		Looking into those warm brown eyes, I couldn’t help myself. After all, why should I? Donna certainly wasn’t holding herself back tonight. A little revenge on my part definitely seemed in order. And, yes, damn it! Donna had been right. I really was curious about being with other women, especially those with warm brown eyes that could make you melt. Curious to know what her lips would taste like, her nipples, her pussy? What would that moist pussy feel like wrapped around my thrusting cock? What man isn’t, if he really admits it? I leaned down and kissed her soft inviting lips. She tasted of the alcohol that we had just been drinking and I could smell her perfume, musky and sweet. Setting my drink on the counter, I slowly took her into my arms and kissed her deeply. Sandi eagerly returned the kiss, driving her tongue into my mouth and melting against me. Molding her small frame against mine, only thin layers of fabric separating us. “Mmmm, I think I like you, Dave. You’re a good kisser. Maybe we could see if there’s an empty room upstairs?” Sandi suggested seductively.

		Climbing the stairs hand in hand with Sandi, I glanced around guiltily but still didn’t see any sign of Donna. The players in the living room seemed to be forever changing. I noticed Hal and the brunette were now missing, as was Rhonda. At the top of the stairs, we found an open door with an unoccupied bed inviting us in. Closing the door behind us, I turned to Sandi, and once again took her into my arms.

		I began kissing her warm, soft lips and then moved down to plant little kisses on her neck, feeling her begin to purr beneath my touch. Slipping my hands around to her back, I found the zipper to her lacy black dress. Pulling it down and slipping it from her shoulders, it ended up in a puddle at her feet. I gazed down her petite little body and found that her bra wasn’t all she had dispensed with; she was totally nude except for her spike heels. Oh, Wow, I thought. Her pussy was as bare as the day she was born. Donna had always kept her pubic hair. Granted, she kept her blonde muff neatly trimmed in the summertime for her bikini line, but it was always there. This was a whole new experience. I was held fascinated by the view and began to kiss my way slowly down her trim, athletic body.

		Sandi moaned softly as my lips suckled at her nipples and my hands found her bare nether lips. Her pussy was soaked with her juices, almost running down her legs as she moaned louder. Okay, realistically there was no doubt more than her juices running down her legs. I was pretty darn sure she’d had underwear on when we were first introduced. “Finger my clit, Dave. It drives me wild,” she pleaded. I complied. Believe me, I complied. But, I just had to taste those bare lips. I wanted to see what it felt like to kiss her totally revealed womanhood.

		We moved to the bed as I found my way down her body. I kissed her smooth, silky mound tenderly. I could smell a musky sensual aroma from her womanhood as I neared her chalice of life. Finally, I had my first taste of Sandi. Oh, Wow… She was something else. Her moans turned to orgasmic screams as my tongue touched her sensitive little clit. I took it gently between my lips, lapping and nibbling at that soft bud just a little. I so wanted to sink my tongue deep inside that warm, silky smooth pussy but I held back. I’m not totally sure why? Well, maybe I am sure? If I’m honest, anyway. She had just had sex with at least one other man tonight, maybe more. I just wasn’t sure if I was ready for that, whether she’d cleaned herself or not. Sure, I’d tasted Donna after we’d made love many times, and Rhonda as well. But that was after sex with me. Yes, I had tasted the traces of another man’s cum in Donna’s mouth last night, not that I was happy about it. But, that was Donna. I felt the same after our nights being with Hal and Rhonda. Besides, the long drive home seemed to remove almost any extra taste after Donna’s sessions with Hal. Somehow, the idea of tasting another man’s fresh, hot cum inside the cunt of my lover of the moment, wasn’t something I thought I was ready to deal with. At least, not yet it wasn’t.

		I finally kissed my way back up to her waiting mouth and she grabbed my cock, placing it at the head of her bare pussy lips. “Take me hard, Dave,” she cried as I drove deeply into her. Crashing my cock deep into that bare pussy. Punishing it, as I ground against her. Pounding in to her just like some other man was driving in to Donna. Sandi began screaming in ecstasy beneath me. I was hammering my hard cock into her again and again. Even though I had already cum once tonight, I was soon ready to empty myself again, exploding deeply inside her warm depths. Her cries echoing in my ears as her orgasm caught up to mine.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Several people seemed to be taking a break as we wandered back downstairs. Once again, I noticed that Donna was not in residence. Where was she? I was really beginning to wonder if she was all right. I guess our cycles just weren’t meshing. I wondered who she was with this time, was it still the same one? Somehow, I doubted it. I saw Rhonda talking to the Linebacker on one of the sofas, and she gave me quick wink and a big grin as I walked by.

		Sandi dropped off along the way with a quick peck to my cheek, striking up a conversation with a tall, silver haired gentleman. I continued my way to the kitchen, still glancing around for my bride. Searching in vain, as it turned out.

		I mixed a light drink for myself and walked over to the buffet table. A little repast would hit the spot right about now. It would let me recharge a little as well. Sandi had left me physically drained but, admittedly, with a big smile on my face. This party wasn’t all bad, not at all, at least on certain levels. On other levels… Well, I was still pretty fucked up whenever I thought of Donna and her multiple partners.

		As I helped myself to the snacks, Hal walked up and clapped a hand on my shoulder, “Enjoying yourself, Dave?” he asked.

		“Oh, yeah. How could I not be enjoying myself, Hal? All of these women are gorgeous,” I replied. “It’s a great party.” It was, at least on some levels. So, it wasn’t a total lie. I was pretty sure that Donna thought it was a GREAT party.

		“Good, I’m glad you’re having fun. I almost feel like I should apologize to you. Whether you realize it or not, you two have turned out to be kind of the ‘guests of honor’ tonight. It honestly wasn’t anything we planned. It’s just that everybody else has been here before so they all kind of look at you and Donna as new toys to play with. We certainly hope this won’t be your last visit, either. We host these little parties three or four times a year. Of course, Rhonda and I would like to continue seeing the two of you at other times as well. I hope you know that.”

		“Thanks, Hal,” I replied. “Donna and I are very fond of both you and Rhonda. I’m sure she would like to see you again as well.”

		“At some other time, when we aren’t so tied up playing hosts, I know that Rhonda is curious to spend some more intimate time with Donna, as well. Has Donna ever been with another woman?” he queried casually.

		“Ahhhh... Not that I’m aware of Hal,” I gulped. I almost choked on that comment. “I’m not sure how she would feel about that. I guess we’ll have to wait and find out,” I said haltingly. Wow! That could prove to be interesting, as I thought about it. I wonder if Donna would really have sex with Rhonda? Hell, I wonder if I could watch? Thoughts of that scene started to get me stirring again. The possibility of seeing Donna with another woman was extremely attractive. What can I say? It’s a guy thing. I freely admit it, but I also admit I find it really hot to think about. I could get into that.

		A few minutes later a very luscious young auburn-haired vixen approached the snack table. She was maybe in her mid-twenties (Okay, young is relative) and almost my height in her spike heels. I couldn’t help but notice that she was extremely attractive as well. Round in all the right places, if you get my meaning? I remembered being introduced to her when we first arrived. And… I vaguely remembered seeing her sitting curled up in the living room glancing through a magazine when I came down earlier. At the time, I had thought it somewhat strange that she was alone. It just wasn’t that kind of party, not for somebody that looked as hot as she did. Her dark red hair was cut stylishly short and framed a very pretty face. She wore a short green cocktail dress with spaghetti straps that set off her red hair beautifully. The dress hit her just above mid-thigh emphasizing her gorgeous legs; spike heels with a little strap at the ankles completed her ensemble, and her breasts… Wow! She was stacked.

		Stepping in beside her I commented, “Seems like a great party tonight. Are you having a good time?”

		She glanced at me, looking straight into my eyes for just a moment before replying hesitantly, “Doing my best to. I haven’t been to a party for quite a while, so I’m really trying to enjoy it. My name’s Teri, by the way. It’s Dave, right?” she said with a big smile. “Guilty as charged,” I replied. We continued to chitchat for about fifteen or twenty minutes getting comfortable with each other. Finally, I asked if she might like to go upstairs and continue our conversation in a more private atmosphere.

		Laying a dainty hand on my chest and giving me a little kiss, she said; “I think I’d really like that very much, Dave. You honestly have no idea how much I’d like it.”

		I took her hand and we began the climb up to the waiting rooms upstairs. We quickly found an empty room on the left. It casually dawned on me that it was the same room Hal and Donna had been in. I looked around but there were no residual signs of Donna’s visit, but then, it had been a busy room tonight. I tried to put thoughts of Donna from my mind as I closed the door, took Teri in my arms and kissed her tentatively.

		She met my advances with an eagerly open mouth and probing tongue. She tasted of some sweet drink, very pleasant indeed. I drank deeply of that taste and then worked my way to nibble on her ear and down her neck. My hands gently caressing her body as I did so. Her luscious curves feeling wonderful in my hands.

		Slipping the straps of her dress from her shoulders, it bunched around her slender waist. I found a delightful spray of freckles across the mounds of her breasts, which were held firmly in place with a lace covered strapless bra. I could see the fine blue veins in her breasts as I began to kiss those beautiful orbs. Quiet little moans began to come from Teri’s lips as my hands caressed her gently.

		Teri reached back and unfastened her bra, letting me see her dark protruding nipples for the first time and… OMG! I thought. Her left nipple had a little golden ring through it. A pierced nipple! Never in a million years had I expected that. It was both enticingly erotic and beautiful at the same time. I was totally fascinated.

		“Like it?” she queried with a coquettish twinkle in her eyes.

		“Wow! Yes… I approve whole-heartedly, Teri. It’s almost as beautiful as you.” My insatiable curiosity took hold of me, “OK, I have to ask; didn’t it hurt, doesn’t it effect your sensations?”

		Laughing, Teri commented, “It hurt like a son-of-bitch when I had it done. But, I really love it. If anything, my nipple seems even more sensitive now than before. I’ve always had very sensitive nipples anyway,” she added shyly.

		With all that invitation awaiting me, I couldn’t help myself. As my fingers toyed with that enticing golden ring on her one nipple, I brought my lips to her other one and gently began to suck. A warm, creamy, sweet tasting liquid filled my mouth. What the…? I pulled away as Teri giggled sweetly, “Oops! Sorry… I thought you knew already. I’m still nursing our daughter. She just turned six months old,” said Teri sheepishly. “I hope you don’t mind too much. The other men have been really standoffish about it,” she sighed. “It’s okay, I’ll understand if you change your mind and don’t want to be with me tonight. I honestly wasn’t sure if we should even come to the party, but Chuck was dying to come. Especially after he found out that you and your wife would be here. New people are always kind of exciting and it’s been a long time since we’ve been to one of these affairs. You know, with the baby and all.”

		“Mind? Why would I mind? Trust me, Teri, I don’t mind at all. It just caught me by surprise. It’s a very pleasant surprise too, I might add. Kind of tasty and fascinating at the same time.” I realized, with somewhat of a shock, that I really meant it. I found Teri to be delightful and her ‘surprise’ was something else again. “What about the piercing, though? Doesn’t that pose a problem nursing the baby?” I asked.

		“No, not really,” she replied. “I take it out when I feed Emma as a precaution, but it doesn’t interfere with my ability to nurse at all. Ummm… I can’t quite believe I’m saying this, but if you’re really serious about not minding… Be my guest. Please? I think I can trust you not to swallow my jewelry if it accidentally comes loose,” she laughed. “Honestly, Dave, I’ve been here for quite a while tonight, and I could use some relief. My breasts are feeling a little full and are really beginning to ache. Before I met you, I was seriously thinking about going to relieve myself or to just find Chuck and try to get him to go home. Humph, fat chance of that tonight! He’s in heaven. I haven’t seen him since we walked in the door.”

		I was more than happy to oblige. I found it a very intriguing and unique situation. You have to realize Donna and I have never had children. This was a whole new experience to me, and I reveled in it. My lips fastened onto her pierced nipple, rolling the golden ring around on my tongue and gently pulling on it. Teri moaned her thanks in my ear and pressed my head to her breast as I began to gently suckle at those beautiful orbs. I continued to drink from her gorgeous breasts for several minutes slaking my hunger as my hands caressed her legs and cute little ass. Shocked at the strange feelings that it produced in my mind. I had never anticipated anything like this happening. Never! God, she was sexy. It was like I couldn’t get enough of her.

		Finally, my hands found the zipper of her dress, and I let it fall the rest of the way to the floor, exposing all of Teri’s delightful body. It looked like she had really worked hard on losing any weight she’d picked up during her pregnancy. There was maybe a slight little bump to her stomach, but who could think about that with the cute little tattoo I found waiting for me below. A spray of colorful flowers seemed to emanate from the cleft of her pussy and up to just below her tanned bikini line. There was a small butterfly floating above. The butterfly, obviously, would be visible even with a bikini on. Her pubic hair was trimmed to a tiny landing strip, just enough to prove she was a natural red head. Wow! The view was fantastic. That tattoo practically drew me to her sweet mound. I wanted her something fierce.

		My fingers began to probe her soft warm nether lips as I continued to kiss my way down her body. I softly kissed her little butterfly and then trailed kisses on down those colorful flowers. Finally, Teri let out a loud moan as my lips slid to her opening and closed on her little bud of a clitoris. “OMG! That feels so good, Dave. Eat me? Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop?” she cried. “It’s been so long…”

		As I continued to tease her clitoris and began to work my fingers gently inside her warm depths, it dawned on me that Teri was definitely telling the truth about the other men leaving her alone tonight. She honestly hadn’t been with anybody else at the party. Her sweet little pussy was pristine; no damp tangled pussy hair, no tangy odors and no slight strangeness to the taste of her pussy lips. She was still perfect. And, she tasted wonderful. Those idiot assholes downstairs had left her all alone because she had just had a child. They’d left her all for me. I pushed my tongue deep inside of her hidden depths tasting her delightful juices as she screamed with an orgasm above me. I could feel her body trembling beneath my lips with each thrust.

		“God, oh my God! Yes, yes, YES!” she screamed. “Eat me! Eat my pussy.” Her body began to spasm in ecstasy with her first violent orgasm of the evening. I pulled back, letting her shaking body relax before kissing my way back up her beautiful torso. As I neared her soft, full mouth she grabbed my head and pulled me into a deep French kiss. It was like she was trying to devour me. “Oh God, thank you so much, Dave. I think I love you. It’s been so long since anybody paid attention to me like that,” she whispered. “I can’t begin tell you how great it feels. Now, it’s my turn, Lover. I do know how to return the favor.”

		Teri pushed me over on my back and kissed her way from my lips, to my nipples, and finally to my throbbing cock. Taking my cock in her hands, she gently kissed the sensitive head, her tongue teasing in to the opening and tasting my precum. Then she slipped her mouth over my eager member and took me deep into her throat. Wow! She was dynamite. Her wicked tongue licked me up and down the entire length of my cock and then she’d dive back taking me voraciously into her throat again. I watched, fascinated, as her pale breasts with her glistening piercing rose and fell with her efforts. Finally, I pulled her up. I just couldn’t take it any longer. She grinned up at me and, positioning her waiting pussy over my erection, she slowly eased herself down on me until I was fully inside of her. A low moan escaping from her delightful mouth as she bottomed out.

		Teri began to slowly move her body up and down on my shaft. Riding me like a cowgirl. Her warm, velvety pussy lips gripping my cock. Undulating as she moved faster and faster. I kissed her beautiful breasts and let my fingers toy with their little golden ring while she pistoned faster and faster approaching her climax. “I’m cumming! Yes. Oh God, I’m CUMMING!” she wailed. And, I came right along with her, exploding deep inside of her beautiful body.

		Afterwards, Teri lay comfortably in my arms talking and laughing for a long time. I loved her laugh. She was such a beautiful person. One that I found I’d really like to know better. As we finally began to dress and get ready to return downstairs, Teri asked shyly, “Dave, would you mind if we exchanged phone numbers? I… Well… I really like you. I’d like to see you again and get to know you better. You’ve made this a wonderful night for me. I can’t thank you enough.”

		“I would love to exchange phone numbers with you, Teri. I definitely want to see you again as well. Let’s not wait for another party to happen before we do this again,” I said. There was no question in my mind that I meant it. Teri was fantastic. We exchanged names and numbers, kissed, and then began our journey back to reality.

		As we were descending the stairs I found myself thinking back on the evening, my mixed feelings over it becoming somewhat calmed. After all, I’d met Teri who was absolutely terrific. I mean, a pierced nipple, wow! And, there was Sandi’s little bare pussy, not to mention Rhonda’s charms. OK, I’d had my own share of fun tonight. But, as I descended the stairs my thoughts turned darker again. My feelings about Donna were still very confused. Just how much fun had she had tonight?

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Once I returned to the living room, I found that the lights had all been turned low and that the crowd of people seemed to be drastically dwindling in size. They might have all been busy, but I realized with a start that it was now getting quite late and some of the couples had probably left. I knew that I was drained physically after spending time with Teri. It was definitely time to find Donna and think about winding down the night. With a Diet Coke in hand, I scanned the living room looking for my bride of ten years. Not there. Hal was relaxing on one of the sofas, talking to the busty blonde from earlier. Rhonda was nowhere to be seen. The linebacker was in the corner talking to someone, but I couldn’t see whom. Whoever she was, his large frame dwarfed her and hid her from view.

		I began to talk with a brown-haired beauty at the snack table. “Hi, I’m Dave,” I said. She turned blue eyes towards me, glanced up and down appreciatively and held out her small hand. “Jenny, nice to meet you. You’re the new guy here tonight, aren’t you?” she said with a slight slur. OK, Jenny had had a few drinks too many tonight. “I sort of already know everybody else. We’ve known Hal and Rhonda for a couple of years. They have a LOT of parties.”

		“Yep, guilty as charged. I’m sorry to admit though, I’m the TIRED new guy right about now,” I confessed. It was an honest admission that allowed me an easy out from Jenny’s intoxicated attack.

		While we chatted, I noticed the linebacker finally making his move towards the stairs. OMG! My heart fell through the floor and I’m sure my face turned ashen as my blood turned cold. That was Donna’s hand he was holding and there was a definite smirk on his smiling lips. No wonder I couldn’t find her. She had been totally hidden by his large body. I watched in emotional turmoil, as he ascended the stairs dragging her behind him. A caveman taking his conquest to his lair. Damn, he could play the Incredible Hulk! He was a monster of a man. Would he tear her apart?

		Jenny followed my gaze, her hand reaching out for my shoulder to steady her somewhat tipsy body. “That’s Tom, my husband. He was a varsity football player in college. You know, big man on campus?” she commented rather sarcastically. “He really is big too, but he’s not on campus anymore. And yes, I do mean he really is big all over, Sweetie. Don’t worry, though. He’s a gentle giant. Dull, but gentle. She’ll be fine. Plus, I admit, she’s about to have the fuck of her life,” she taunted. “He does have one fine cock. I’ll give him that.

		“You must have guessed by now that your wife is like the token ‘virgin’ of the party. She’s new! All the men here want to have her. Just like all the women wanted you tonight. Except, alas, I do understand the physical limitations, Doll Face,” she said. “It’s all right, really. Besides, I think I just might reserve first rights for next time. You’re cute,” she stated drunkenly. “It’s only fair, don’t you think?”

		I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Somehow, I didn’t find any of that conversation comforting; a huge cock, all the men? Once again, all the fears and uncertainties seemed to come tumbling back into the forefront of my mind like a whirlwind. Looking at the time, I realized we’d been here just over five hours. I know that men have more limitations than women, but everybody has to slow down sometime. Don’t they? Could ALL of them really have managed to have sex with Donna? That would mean she’d slept with… Oh, God…

		The wait for Donna to descend the stairs was interminable. It seemed like she would never come back down. I was sure I could hear the imaginary squeak of the bedsprings and the pounding of the headboard against the wall as he took his way with her. I could almost hear the rapturous moans of my wife echoing in my ears just above me. The screams as she peaked in orgasm after orgasm from some huge cock ripping her apart. That was impossible, of course. I couldn’t have heard any of that. I really didn’t have super-hearing. While I had switched to drinking Diet Coke because of the hour, I really wanted to go and find a bottle of Vodka to drown my sorrows in. Maybe two bottles.

		Sure, I was being hypocritical. I knew that. Sort of… At least on some level, I knew it. Yes, I had had fun tonight. And it really had been fun at the time. When I thought of it in that context it was okay. I had to try and keep reminding myself of that, of the euphoria I had felt with Teri. It was just that Donna was mine or had been. She was my wife. It’s really hard to let go of that. At least, it was for me.

		It was getting extremely late and only Hal, Rhonda, Jenny and myself were left sitting around the fireplace in the now darkened living room. Hal was seated next to Jenny, chatting. Rhonda was at my side, gently trying to ease my concerns and steer my thoughts elsewhere. Finally, we heard a door open upstairs and saw Donna and Tom descending the dark stairway.

		We quickly said our good nights and headed for the car. It was two o’clock in the morning and we had been at the party for SIX hours. With a gulp, I realized that there really had been plenty of time for all the men to have sex with Donna. To fuck her sweet innocent body, over and over again. Spilling themselves deep in her welcoming depths.

		Donna stumbled a little on the way to the car and clung tightly to my arm to keep from falling. I realized that she had apparently been drinking quite a bit during the evening. Before climbing in the dark car, she gave me a kiss on the cheek saying, “Hi, Hubby.” Then she snuggled into the seat of the car as I closed the door. I was desperate to ask her how she was, how we were; did she enjoy herself? Were we still together? Was she okay? Did she still love me? How many men did she sleep with? Did any of them hurt her? What did she do with them? Was Tom really that big? Did she actually sleep with ALL of them? But, as I slid into the driver’s seat and eagerly turned towards her, I realized that she was asleep her head resting back against the headrest of the car. I was left to my own confused and conflicted thoughts for company on the long drive home. Considering her edict about not kissing and telling, I might never know the answers to most of those questions. If any of them.

		Donna woke up as I pulled into the driveway. She lifted her head and leaned over kissing me on the cheek. “You lock up, I’ll meet you inside,” she whispered. “Don’t take too long, OK? I want you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		I finished up putting the car away and locking up the house before starting to head back to our bedroom. I made a quick stop in the hall bath on the way to freshen up and get a grip on myself. Okay, I admit it. Mostly it was to get a grip on myself. It wasn’t easy. I wasn’t sure what I would find waiting for me. At least I could take some comfort in the fact that it was Donna waiting for me. Hopefully, she was still mine and would remain so.

		When I finally saw my beautiful bride of ten years in the brighter lights of the bedroom, I was stunned. I felt rocked to the core. Donna was standing at the foot of the bed, already nude except for her thong panties, stockings and heels. The golden ankle bracelet still adorned her left leg enticingly. Her long blonde hair was disheveled, and I could see spots of dried cum tangled in it. Her eye shadow was streaked, and her lipstick smeared. I could see a slight smear of cum on her face. Those silky thigh top stockings that had adorned her long legs were now badly snagged and one was drooping a little. I could plainly see red marks on her neck and breasts that would no doubt be full blown hickies by tomorrow. There were even dried globs of cum clinging to her stomach and breasts. Her breathing was coming fast and hard as she stood there. She looked unbelievably erotic. More than that… She looked almost feral, exotic, her lovely breasts heaving with passion. Donna looked like… She looked like a filthy slut! No! No, not that. Donna could never look like a slut to me. Could she? Despite her disheveled appearance, she was still Donna. She was my wife and as I took her in my arms, I found that was all I cared about. I loved her, and she was still mine. My wife that was now waiting for me to reclaim her and that made her beautiful.

		Taking her in my arms, I gently began to kiss her lips, softly at first, then harder as our tongues intertwined in ever building passion. I could smell and taste her other lovers as we kissed. Just last night that taste had infuriated me and torn me apart. Now… I greedily kissed my way down her neck, stopping to nibble at her ear on the way. Totally intoxicated by my captivating wife, lost in her spell.

		My hands began to explore her full breasts and to softly touch her swollen nipples. She moaned softly as I gently kissed the developing bruises on her neck and breasts. Then my lips found her nipples and I gently kissed and suckled them. How many men had tasted those swollen pink nipples tonight? How many had she taken into her warm inviting mouth? How many had driven their hard cocks into her willing pussy? Had she let any of them fuck her in the ass again? Had she really been with all of them? Had six different men fucked my wife tonight? Was it even possible? I could still taste their salty sweat on her breasts, on her body. The sweat generated from her body writhing in passionate ecstasy under all those different lovers, men who had shoved their hard cocks in to her welcoming body again and again. Cum inside of her over and over. The remnants of their cologne mixed with that of their dried semen, clung to her body. The scents overpowering her own perfume. But she was moaning and writhing in ecstasy again now, under my hands and my lips this time.

		I slid my hands around her firm buttocks pulling her to me. Kissing her deeply once more before sliding my hands down to pull off her lacy white thong. Ironically, white, as if she really had been a virgin sacrifice tonight. Slowly sliding it down her long legs I saw that her pubic hair was damp and heavily matted with the combined juices of the evening. Helping her step out of them, I could see the evidence of her infidelities before me. The lips of her pussy were unbelievably red and swollen. Cum was still slowly oozing from deep inside her womb. It had seeped down from her violated pussy lips and pooled into the crotch of her thong. The pale, creamy and slightly yellowish color of their ejaculate stood out starkly against the pure white fabric. Cum from all the men who had emptied their seed deep into my wife’s open and inviting womb.

		I’d never seen her like this before. Never even dreamed of seeing her like this. I was appalled seeing the evidence so blatantly before me. Part of me still wanted to be able to deny it all, somehow. But I couldn’t. There was no denying the proof before my eyes. There could be no return to innocence after tonight. Far more so than when she had first given herself to Hal, that could be somewhat forgiven. Chalked up to naive curiosity. But, after tonight, our lives would be changed forever. Nonetheless, I found my cock getting rock hard as I kissed her used and abused body.

		I couldn’t help myself. It was like I had fallen under the spell of a temptress. I was drawn into her erotic web like she was a Siren. I no longer cared that she had been with six men. I didn’t care about seeing the cum that still oozed from her perfect nether lips. I only cared that she was Donna. Nothing else mattered. She was my whole life. I drove my tongue deep inside of her, tasting their sweat on her body. Tasting her juices, now having a tanginess to them mixed with the salty, creamy cum of her lovers. A taste I had been hesitant to try earlier tonight with Sandi. It no longer mattered that it wasn’t my cum inside of her. Nothing else mattered anymore. It was Donna beneath my swirling, thrusting tongue, and I loved anything that was a part of her.

		There, on my knees, I continued to worship at her well of femininity. My tongue kept lashing savagely at her clitoris, before driving ever deeper into the moist warmth of her depths. I devoured her, tasting her lovers and sucking their cum from inside her. Her hands entwined in my hair and her cries echoed in my ears. Her screams rising to a crescendo level with her orgasms.

		Eventually, I rose and lead her to our waiting bed. As she climbed in, I could see several bright red handprints on her bare buttocks. Someone, one of her now numerous lovers, had spanked her during their night of violent lovemaking. I kissed her gently where someone else had hurt her. But, had they really hurt her? I admit, I wasn’t sure. Maybe it was something that she wanted, needed, craved even? Or, maybe it was something that she only wanted from someone else? Something only another man could give her? I’d probably never know. A submissive side that I couldn’t explore.

		I kissed her slowly and deeply once again. Moving down her pale skin I could hear her moans increasing as I touched upon the most sensitive parts of her body. Finally, I allowed my now rock-hard cock to brush the pulsing and swollen lips of her pussy. I let the head of my cock tease against her clitoris and then pushed slowly into her, heard her sharp intake of breath followed by a deep moan as my cock began to drive deeper inside her.

		“Fuck me, Dave. God, I need you, now. Claim me back, Baby; make me all yours again. Love me,” she cried. Tears were flowing freely from her eyes. I began to drive in and out of her pussy. Did she feel differently now? Looser? Stretched out? Maybe, but even with the walls of her vagina still swollen and slick with cum from the six men before me, I could still feel the sides of her pussy gripping me tightly. Her cries of joy began to loudly echo from the walls of our bedroom. I started pounding violently in and out of those swollen lips. Slamming deeply in to her wanton cunt. I couldn’t hold back anymore. It didn’t matter that I had already cum three times tonight. It didn’t matter that Donna had been with six other men. It didn’t matter that they had probably taken her in every possible way. Used every one of her available orifices. It only mattered that she was here with me in our bed; that it was my cock inside of her as I exploded with a tremendous orgasm. Donna cried out in ecstasy with an orgasm of her own as we climaxed together; our passions finally spent.

		As we spooned together, I held her gently in my arms. Kissing the back of her neck, she quietly whispered, “I love you, Dave. Oh God, I love you so much.” After a while, I felt her breathing start to even out as she fell asleep in my arms. Six men had had sex with my wife tonight. Hell, admit it, six men had fucked my wife tonight like she was a common whore; with my contribution, that made seven. Still, I guess maybe there really is something to being “Lucky Number Seven.” All I knew was that Donna was in my arms, and that was enough for now.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Saturday morning was well along by the time we both woke up. We made love gently, shyly almost. Then, showered together, as we washed away the tell-tale signs of the prior evening. There were still marks on Donna’s beautiful body, but I knew they would fade. What I couldn’t allow to fade was our love. I would do whatever I had to. I realized deep inside that I would do absolutely anything to keep her.

		As we talked quietly about the events of the prior night, Donna remained reticent to discuss any details. Oh, I wanted to know, of course. Especially about her final lover, ‘Thor.’ But, I guess I really didn’t need to know; my imagination had worked overtime supplying the thoughts of all that might have transpired. Not much of anything she might tell me could be any worse than what my imagination had already supplied during my restless night. On the contrary, it might have actually made me feel better to know, considering where my thoughts had gone regarding what might have happened. I have a pretty vivid imagination.

		“It was kind of a nice party last night,” Donna said with a soft hesitant little giggle. “Maybe it’s something that we shouldn’t do too often. I mean… I had a lot of fun, almost too much. I can’t believe how sore I am this morning.” Then, after a slight pause, “I’m still kind of excited about, you know, being with others like that, though. It really is quite a turn on. It just makes me feel so hot. It’s kind of like finding out what we missed growing up. I guess I like the newness of it all, the thrill of it. It kind of makes me feel energized all over. I get all tingly. What do you think, Dave?”

		“Well, maybe we can take it kind of slow, if you’d like,” I offered. “Just skip the parties all together, at least for a while, and see the occasional couples. Really get to know somebody, you know? Become friends as well as lovers?”

		“Yes, that might be nice? We could go at a little slower pace that way. I like the idea of knowing the people better; maybe even getting to know both of them,” Donna shyly replied. “Everything was kind of a whirlwind last night, it’s sort of just a blur. I know it got pretty out of control. I mean… Don’t get me wrong, it was fun and different, but WOW! It really was wild. Kind of rough at times. In a way, it was sort of like living out some fantasy. I think I’d like to do it again sometime, but not for quite a while.”

		There was a prolonged silence between us as I thought about what to say. Still trying to come to grips with the idea of Donna wanting to do it again. I mean, how was I supposed to answer that? How could I even begin to compete? Donna was easily capable of having sex all night long with an unending number of partners. It was a fact of nature. Sometimes I think men get cheated in that whole thing. It’s just not fair. Finally, I broke the uneasy silence with a slight change in subject asking, “By the way, do you remember a guy named Chuck from last night?”

		“Yeah, sort of. At least I think I do, I ended up having too much to drink. I guess I was more nervous than I thought. If I remember right, he seemed kind of nice,” replied Donna. “Why?”

		“His wife, Teri, gave me their phone number last night just in case we might like to get together sometime,” I commented.

		“We could think about that; it might be interesting. It would certainly present an opportunity to get to know people away from the “Club.” It would be a lot more personal that way. Do you think you’d like to give them a call and maybe get together sometime soon?” queried, Donna.

		“Yeah, I think it could be fun…”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my book. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about the adventures of Dave and Donna as much as I did writing about them. 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!

		

		Many Thanks,

		Richard Carlisle
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