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		Book One – Lane Reynolds

		

	
		

		

		Prologue

		

		The thing that always amazed me later, as I looked back on it, was how much your whole life can change in an instant, due to a seemingly unimportant decision.

		

		I’d been sitting in the living room of the cramped condo I’d bought a few weeks before, lazing away the afternoon watching pro football, when I suddenly admitted to myself that the game was a bore.

		

		It had been obvious from the opening kickoff that my team was hopelessly outclassed on this particular Sunday. The score was thirty-something to ten, the opposing team had the ball again, and they were driving toward what looked like yet another inevitable touchdown, when I simply reached over, grabbed the remote control and put the game out of its misery.

		

		As I sat there in the suddenly quiet front room, wondering what to do with myself, now that the game had proved to be such a dud, I heard the incessant drip of the kitchen faucet. I’d been meaning to get a washer and fix the damned thing ever since I’d moved in, but I hadn’t gotten around to it yet.

		

		Now I heard it clearly once again…that maddening steady, drip…drip…drip. I finished the beer I’d been drinking and got up out of my recliner.

		

		“No time like the present, I guess,” I remember muttering; placing the empty beer bottle on the pass-through shelf from the living room into the kitchen.

		

		I’d been meaning to drive over to the neighborhood hardware store and buy a washer for weeks. The game was crap. And I had all the rest of this afternoon to tackle this minor plumbing chore. There wasn’t a damned thing to keep me from it--so, why not get it done?

		

		****

		

		I’d found the right washer about ten seconds after entering the big hardware store, and now I was just browsing around, killing time, seeing if there was anything else I needed for my new abode. Like most guys, I’ve always loved hardware stores—so much cool stuff to look at and fantasize about buying and using.

		

		I rarely let the fact that I already owned tons of tools and gadgets I’d bought over the years and never got around to using yet get in the way of my checking out new ones. Turning left at the end of the plumbing aisle, I almost stumbled head on into a cart that had just emerged from the next aisle over.

		

		“Oh, I’m so sorry!” a woman’s voice said…a very familiar woman’s voice.

		

		I just stared at her. Mary Reynolds or, more likely--since our divorce had been final for over two years now—she was probably Mary Mason again, Mason having been her maiden name.

		

		“Mary…is that really you?” I asked, smiling uncertainly, not really sure how she’d react to seeing me again.

		

		She flashed me that familiar, slightly exasperated grin of hers in return and said, “Of course it’s me, Lane, have I really changed that much?”

		

		I thought about that for a moment, as I ran my eyes up and down Mary’s moderately tall frame and decided that the answer to that question was a definite “yes”. She had changed that much—and all for the better, from what I could see.

		

		“Actually, you have,” I finally said, after carefully checking her out. “When we split up, you were pretty, but you were also twenty pounds overweight. Now, you’re just flat-out gorgeous.”

		

		Mary’s milky-white complexion had always been prone to flushing red when she became embarrassed and, after my left-handed complement, it immediately began to take on a pinker hue. She laughed and said self-consciously, “You shameless flatterer, I don’t think I’ve changed that much, except for losing a few pounds.”

		

		She stopped laughing, looking me over quickly, and then said, “You’re in pretty buffed shape yourself. Been hitting the gym a lot lately?”

		

		“Obviously not as much as you have, babe” I replied, still slightly shocked by just how good my ex-wife looked

		

		Mary is five-seven, with beautiful light-brown hair, which she was now wearing loose and flowing down onto her shoulders—it had been chopped into some sort of trendy, pixie-cut monstrosity when we’d separated, emphasizing the roundness of her face even more, making her seem heavier than she truly had been. My ex has sparkling grey eyes, long lashes, medium-sized but very pretty breasts, and long legs which had always been just a shade on the heavy side when we’d been together.

		

		As she stood before me now, dressed in a pretty floral-print blouse that buttoned up the front and a pair of tight, form-fitting blue jeans, I could see that those legs, under the jeans, looked to be perfect. And her ass, which had always been at least one size too large for her tall frame, appeared to have been magically transformed somehow into one that was of the tight, trim, and pretty much of the “to-die-for” variety.

		

		“What brings you out to the hardware store on a Sunday afternoon?” I asked, realizing as soon as the words left my mouth how inane that question sounded. I found myself anxious to prolong the conversation with this gorgeous new version of Mary, but unsure of what to say next.

		

		“I’m about to go home and take care of one of those little projects you kept promising you’d do, but never seemed to get around to actually doing,” she replied, that old, familiar, needling tone creeping back into her voice as she pointed down into the cart she was pushing.

		

		I glanced down and saw two kits designed to replace the guts inside a pair of toilets--the flush and fill mechanisms. There was also some kitchen stuff: waxed paper, plastic wrap, some spring clips for sealing up things like open packages of breakfast cereal, and a new bathroom plunger.

		

		Sheepishly--remembering how many times during the years I’d lived in the house in question I had promised to replace the toilet’s innards and never had--I quickly offered, “Listen, you’re right. I feel badly about telling you I’d take care of that and never doing it.”

		

		I flashed my best boyish grin her way and asked, “How about this--can I follow you over to the house right now and switch this stuff out for you? I’ve got nothing to do today. My football game turned out to be a joke and I have a drippy kitchen faucet to fix at home, but that’s pretty much all that’s on my dance card for the rest of the afternoon.”

		

		She looked at me somewhat warily for a long moment and finally said, “Okay, I’ll tell you what. If you’ll do the toilets for me—and God knows they really need it, they just run and run—I’ll fix dinner for us, deal?”

		

		“Only if I get to buy the wine,” I answered, trying my best for gallantry. “What are we having for dinner? I’ll run next door to the market and buy something appropriate to accompany it.”

		

		“Get some Chablis,” she advised. “I have a great chicken recipe I’ve wanted to try. I’ve got all of the ingredients at home but I haven’t gotten around to making it yet.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		I pulled up into the familiar driveway of the house we’d bought years earlier. It felt slightly odd, parking on the slanted drive, instead of hitting the remote, raising the door to the two-car garage and pulling inside, as I had so many times in the past.

		

		Except, of course, that I didn’t own a version of that remote anymore--I’d left mine sitting on the dining room table the day I’d moved all of my stuff out of the house while Mary had been at work. I’d rented at small one-bedroom, furnished apartment without telling her and--on an otherwise ordinary Wednesday afternoon a week later--had simply vanished from her life.

		

		It had been a cold, jarring way to accomplish the separation, just up and leaving like that but, at the time, it had seemed the best course to follow. I felt I’d come to the end of my rope; I had grown deathly tired of the constant bickering, of battling my way over the same ground again and again with Mary, ticking off the same points almost daily, enumerating my exasperation with our deteriorating relationship. It seemed as if I’d told her a million times that if things between us didn’t improve, I’d leave.

		

		That hadn’t fazed her. She hadn’t seemed to care.

		

		Later, I’d realized that she had cared—tremendously. She just hadn’t thought that I’d really leave her. I’d threatened to do just that so often during the two years before I actually had left, that she’d become immune to the threat.

		

		As I reflected back on it now, I could only imagine the shock on her face, the total dismay in her heart when she’d arrived home on that weekday evening three years ago and found my side of the closet standing empty, my car gone, all of my personal things missing, and the short note lying on the table under the garage remote:

		

		Mary – We can’t seem to work things out between us, and fighting about it constantly is getting us nowhere. I think it’s best that we take a break from each other for a while. Maybe we’ll be more successful at making the changes we need to make when we are apart from one another than we were while we were together. I’ll call you tomorrow with my new phone numbers. Until then, take care.

		

		Love you,

		

		Lane

		

		

		

		****

		

		Now, as I got out of the car and walked up the drive toward the porch, the guilt still weighed heavy on me. I’d lied in the note: I hadn’t thought for a moment that we’d ever get back together again when I’d moved out, not really.

		

		I’d been convinced on the day I left that we were done as a couple, but I knew that saying something as final-sounding as that to Mary in my note would have devastated her. And I still cared enough about her that I didn’t want to hurt her that deeply. So, I’d taken the coward’s way out and left a little crack, a little ray of hope for a reconciliation in the note, even though I knew in my heart that there probably wasn’t going to be any happily-ever-after for us.

		

		I’d taken as much as I could take from her, and she wouldn’t budge an inch in her views or her actions. So, what was there left to talk about, really? After I’d moved out, we’d had a few meetings to try and work things out, some with a marriage counselor, but none of that had really gone anywhere.

		

		As I rang the bell now, I felt awkward--ringing the bell at my own house—or at least at what had been my own house. And, even though Mary and I still held the title on the place jointly, the fact was that I didn’t live here anymore.

		

		She answered the door, looking even hotter than she had at the hardware store. It was barely into the fall season, and the late afternoon was warm, so she’d changed clothes when she’d gotten home. She now wore pair of cut-off jean shorts and a cotton plaid shirt, with just two buttons done up and the ends of the blouse tied off under her breasts—and those lovely breasts appeared to be as braless as could be under the shirt—thereby allowing her to show off her flat new tummy.

		

		When I’d been married to her, Mary had never had what you’d call a flat stomach. There were times when it showed less of a bulge over her jeans than others, but I had never before seen her belly as trim and taut as it was now.

		

		“Damn, girl, you must be living at that gym!” I said with an admiring whistle as I stepped into the house, mesmerized by her new waistline.

		

		She smiled and took the bottle of wine from me and turned for the kitchen, not bothering to reply. Her cute little ass in those tight cut-offs and those tapered, now-perfect long stems of hers were all the reply she needed.

		

		“I’ll make you a scotch and soda--if that’s still your drink of choice--but only one, until you get the toilets fixed,” she said over her shoulder as she put the chilled wine into the refrigerator and withdrew a big bottle of club soda. “I don’t want you getting all tipsy and fumble-fingered on me, not after waiting so many years for this repair job.”

		

		I laughed as I watched her open the cupboard where we’d always kept the booze when I’d lived there. Once again, I was impressed.

		

		She now seemed to keep a better-stocked bar than I did, back at my condo. From the kitchen doorway where I stood, I could see not only a bottle of Chivas Regal, my favorite blended scotch, but a fifth of Knob Creek whiskey, a small bottle of Galliano, a fifth of Tanqueray gin, and some Ketel One vodka, plus a few other bottles of top-shelf liquors and liqueurs.

		

		“Who’s the booze-hound?” I asked, accepting the Chivas and soda she’d whipped together for me. “Have you got a new boyfriend who likes to tip a few?”

		

		She grinned and toasted me with the vodka gimlet she’d made for herself. “I didn’t ‘take the vows’ and enter a convent after we split up, Lane. I entertain. And some of my friends enjoy a cocktail or two now and then.”

		

		I looked at her, radiant in her new healthy-looking body, with those killer legs and that face, framed by that long, gorgeous brown hair, and I realized that she probably did “entertain”, and quite frequently. I bet she had guys lined up around the block who were anxious to come over and have dinner and a few drinks with her, and then spend the night.

		

		For long seconds, as I sipped my scotch, I agonized over the thought of her in bed with other men. I had been the first and only lover she’d ever known in her life, until I’d moved out.

		

		Well, the two of you aren’t married anymore, and she’s a normal, sexually active young woman, I told myself, still feeling slightly jealous, unable to help it. It’s none of your business who she sleeps with now, or how often.

		

		Straining to pull my thoughts away from my lovely Mary--in bed with God knew who, doing God knew what with them--I pointed toward the sack from the hardware store lying on the counter. “I suppose I’d best get to it. Toilets don’t fix themselves, as I guess you’ve found out over the years.”

		

		****

		

		I finished up in the guest bathroom in mere minutes, feeling quite proud of myself. But the toilet in the master bath proved to be a real bear. Everything inside that toilet tank was at least twenty years old and stuck tight, and I spent the better part of an hour twisting on and wrestling with a rusty, frozen nut that refused to budge.

		

		By the time I had finally gotten everything taken out, and all of the new stuff put back in, I was dripping sweat. The sweatshirt I had on, along with an old pair of blue jeans, had seemed fine for sitting around my place drinking beer and watching the game, or for shopping at the hardware store. But it proved to be way too much clothing for the warm fall afternoon when the guy wearing it was wrenching on things and cussing under his breath and pounding ineffectually on a nut that refused to move.

		

		“Well, I’m done, and in more way than one,” I said wryly, as I re-entered the kitchen—which smelled wonderfully of baking chicken—an hour later, dying for a refill on my scotch.

		

		“Sweaty,” she said, eying me with playful disdain, “you are a very sweaty boy, my love.”

		

		After redoing my drink, she suggested brightly, “I’ve got a tee shirt that would probably fit you. It’s one of your old ones, actually. I still sleep in it sometimes during the summer, when it’s warm at night--how about a quick shower before dinner and then you can change into that?”

		

		Tipping back the short scotch and soda, demolishing it in four big gulps, and then handing it back to her, I said, “Sure thing, make me another one of those to take along to the bathroom and then dig out that shirt. I’ll be squeaky clean and ready for dinner in a couple of minutes.”

		

		Receiving my drink back from her, topped off and very welcome, I found myself whistling as I went back down the hall. I found a big towel in the linen storage cabinet in the hallway—just where we’d always kept them—and made my way once again into the familiar master bath. I drank half of my scotch, sat it on the sink, where I could reach it easily from the shower, and got out of my clothes.

		

		Once inside the pebbled, privacy-glassed shower enclosure, I lathered up quickly, leaned out and got my drink and finished it, and then started to rinse off. My eyes were closed as I rinsed the shampoo from my head and I heard what sounded like the bathroom door open.

		

		Mary, bringing the tee shirt, I thought to myself. But when I heard the door to the shower click open as well, I opened my eyes and turned my head.

		

		“I bet you never get your back clean, without me there to scrub it for you,” Mary said, a devilish, what-a-naughty-girl-I-am smile on her beautiful face.

		

		Needless to say, she was nude. My mouth dropped open as I took in those luscious breasts of hers, those long, gorgeous legs and, as she turned briefly toward the back of the shower to retrieve the soap, at that incredibly tight, perfect new butt.

		

		“Your…hair…what happened to it?” I asked, staring down at her mons as she turned back toward me. Instead of the sodden brown muff I was expecting, I was shocked to see only a bare little pink slit with not one hair in evidence.

		

		“Bikini wax,” she said, smiling up at me. “Lots of the girls at the gym have them, so I figured ‘what the heck, why not try it?’ I kind of like it, don’t you?”

		

		I didn’t comment. Instead, I gathered her into my arms and kissed her, right under the pounding spray, my tongue sliding into her welcoming mouth.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, obviously liking that, her hands coming up onto my back, lathering it up as she snuggled in even tighter, and those fabulous breasts of hers pressed up against my chest.

		

		We kissed for what seemed like forever, my cock getting brick-hard, her hands all over me. At some point, she let the soap drop to the floor and ran her fingers all through my soaked hair, her nipples feeling as stiff as two new pencil erasers as they bored into my chest fur.

		

		“What about dinner?” I panted, finally tearing my lips from hers so that I could gasp for breath. I was so excited that I couldn’t breathe properly.

		

		“It’s on the ‘warm’ setting in the oven,” she said, smiling seductively up at me with those irresistible grey eyes. “Would you like to go eat it or...?”

		

		Remembering that little waxed-bare slit of hers, I knew exactly what I wanted to eat! I reached back and turned the shower off and then threw the door open, reaching for the towel.

		

		After a few moments of frenzied towel work on my part, I had her reasonably dry and me somewhat less so. I didn’t really give a damn about a little extraneous water at the moment. I picked Mary up and carried her back into the bedroom, placing her gently in the middle of the bed on her back and scrambled onto it with her.

		

		“Jesus, this cute little thing looks unbelievable without all of that hair around it,” I sighed, getting onto my stomach between her long legs, staring raptly downward, at her bare lower lips. “Let’s see how it tastes, shall we?”

		

		Mary didn’t say a word. She just moaned as I ran my tongue from the bottom of her tiny slit up to the top, pausing there to lap teasingly at the petite bead of clit that had reared its head up out of her protective hood.

		

		I gave the small knob a thorough tongue-bath and licking, and then slowly eased my tongue deep inside her juicy, succulent lips, taking special care to caress her clit with it as it did so. Mary moaned even louder, her fingers now entwined in my wet hair, tugging at the black strands lightly, urging me to eat her.

		

		Of course, I didn’t really need any urging. I’d loved sucking and licking her sweet pussy ever since the very first time I’d done it, on our fourth or fifth date, back when she’d been sixteen and I’d been seventeen. Neither one of us had known exactly how the deed was done back then, but we’d fumbled around in the back seat of my car until we had discovered what worked and what didn’t.

		

		It had been an extremely fun learning experience, as well as being much further than she’d ever let any boy get with her prior to that night. And, of course, it hadn’t been the last time I’d enjoyed tonguing her wet little opening before we’d crossed the final bridge together and I’d taken her virginity.

		

		Right now, I reached up and took an upright, pulsing nipple in each hand and twisted them lightly between my fingertips as I licked her clit. Mary whined at how fantastic that clearly felt and rolled her perfect little ass upward against my tongue.

		

		I couldn’t get over how much smaller and prettier her butt was now than the last time I’d done this with her--probably about three years ago, right in this very bed. I kissed her clit lovingly and then began to punch my tongue in and out of her pussy again, wriggling it against her sensitive little pink bud on each thrust and withdrawal.

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God, babe,” she groaned, delirious with excitement, “eat it! Eat my pussy right up!”

		

		I was only too happy to oblige. I licked and sucked and kissed, my fingertips never leaving her swollen nipples alone as I did so, until Mary was gasping and making little nonsense sounds as she drove her spectacular ass up off the mattress, grinding her juicy slit against my tongue and lips.

		

		“Gonna’ come,” she whispered urgently, “oh, fuck, you’re gonna’ make me come, honey!”

		

		That was music to my ears. I twisted her nipples a bit harder and sucked her clit into my mouth, pummeling it with my tongue tip. I heard that familiar, high-pitched keening wail escape her throat, and then she was shivering, moaning, mewling—coming hard against my mouth!

		

		Jesus, but her pussy is sweet! I thought as I swallowed her hot juice. When she got excited, Mary put out as much lube as any girl I’d ever been with. And when she came, there was what seemed like a gallon of the heady, sweet, succulent stuff pouring out of her.

		

		And I wanted it. I wanted every drop!

		

		“Oh, holy fuck!” she screamed. “Nobody eats me like you do, darling! Nobody, I swear!”

		

		Well, that’s good to know, I guess, I thought wryly. There had been a time when she would have had no one to contrast my pussy eating skills with, but that had clearly changed.

		

		Not that I could blame her, or the lovers who had come after me. She’d always loved to have her cunny gobbled, ever since she’d been a kid in high school. And she was so beautiful now…what guy in his right mind would turn down the chance to lick this tasty little pink jewel?

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh, oh, God!” she sighed, easing back down onto the mattress. “That was heavenly, sweetie!”

		

		I pulled my lips from her sated pussy and looked up at her, across the expanse of that new flat tummy of hers, and those pretty breasts. My heart ached for just a moment, knowing that I wasn’t the only one who got to do this with her anymore.

		

		But that was my fault, now wasn’t it? Her being faithful had never been one of the issues we’d fought about. Mary had always been as loyal and unswerving to me as she could be, back when we were still married.

		

		I made my way up the bed, and she eagerly welcomed me into her arms once more. Her eyes were absolutely glowing as she said, “And what can I do for you now, darling? Would you like me to suck you? Or would you prefer something…else?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		I thought about that for a moment. I was willing to bet that her fellatio skills were much improved over what they had been during our marriage, now that she’d had the experience of trying to please other men orally.

		

		Mine had been the first cock she’d ever sucked. We were teenagers and I remembered fondly how awkward and hesitant she’d been that first time. And, way back then, when I’d come in her mouth for the first time, she’d done everything but puke as she reluctantly gulped down my load!

		

		Over the years, she’d gotten better about that aspect of it, of course; but she’d never been what I would have called world-class when it came to giving a for real, suck-it-off-and-swallow-it blowjob.

		

		I was sure that she well past that by now. Something about her new confidence and sexiness in bed told me that she could suck a cock off with the best of them at this point in her life.

		

		But that still wasn’t what I wanted right at that moment. I wanted to make love to this new gorgeous, vivacious, sexually-confident young woman I now found myself sharing a bed with. This woman who looked vaguely like the wife I’d been married to for ten years but who was clearly much hotter…much sexier than that Mary had ever been!

		

		“I want to make love to you,” I finally told her in a fervent whisper.

		

		“Oooh, goody,” she whispered back, in a tone that sounded, at the same time, flirty, teasing, and as sure of herself as it could be. In fact, it sounded so totally unlike my ex-wife that I had to ask myself again if this could possibly be the same woman I’d made love with, in this very bed, hundreds of times before.

		

		“I was hoping that’s what you wanted…because I’m just dying to fuck you again, darling!” she sighed.

		

		I blinked. The old Mary rarely used the word “fuck”, even in bed, in the throes of passion.

		

		Thinking back on our recently concluded round of pussy-licking, I realized that she had screamed “Holy fuck” when she’d orgasmed a few minutes ago. I’d barely noticed at the time, having been intent on making sure I gave her a great climax, and on swallowing her sweet pussy juice while tonguing her like a madman.

		

		It hit me again. This was a brand new Mary. This girl--who clearly didn’t mind saying “fuck” when the occasion called for it--was a good deal different than the one I’d known so well.

		

		“How do you want to do it?” I asked her, staring into those arresting grey eyes, getting absolutely lost in them.

		

		“From behind,” she replied, with a saucy little smile, “I want to show off my new ass.”

		

		She giggled and added, as she turned over and got up onto her hands and knees, “You will never know how much effort it took in the gym to ditch that last five pounds of flab…to work it off my butt cheeks! It was agony…but I think it was worth it.”

		

		As I got into position behind her, Mary turned her head and winked at me over her shoulder. She gave me a naughty grin and waggled the ass in question around teasingly. “What do you think?

		

		I gazed down at those two exquisite little mounds and my heart nearly stopped. Mary’s new butt was utterly incredible. I thought back to those two over-sized, cellulite-riddled ass cheeks I’d seen so many times before when I’d made love to her in the past using this position and marveled at the difference.

		

		“I think you’re sensational,” I told her truthfully, fitting the head of my cock into her wet little lips. “And this ass of yours is truly a work of art.”

		

		“Oooooh, that’s what a girl likes to hear,” she sighed, taking me deep, my balls coming to rest against her clit, my cock all the way inside her. “Now fuck me. Fuck me with that big dick of yours, honey!”

		

		I mentally breathed a small sigh of relief at that comment. I didn’t kid myself that I had a really huge cock. It was about eight inches long when it was fully erect; a little bigger than average, but not a monster by any means.

		

		I had to admit, I’d been a bit afraid that, along with my ex-wife’s other discoveries about sex—gleaned from being in bed with new partners since we’d been apart--she might have run into a few guys along the way who had possessed really big dicks.

		

		The thought that she might have been bedded by men with nine or ten inch pricks during her sexual adventures since we’d split up—thereby rendering her assessment of mine being “big” a thing of the past—had been in the back of my mind ever since I’d realized that she hadn’t exactly been living the life of a nun since we’d divorced.

		

		“My God, that little pussy of yours is as tight as ever,” I sighed, doing her slow and easy, getting used to the feel of her around me again.

		

		“Oh, it’s so good to have you inside me, Lane, darling,” she whispered, working her gorgeous new ass back against me in a way that was, at once, familiar and as different as it could be.

		

		Someone had taught her a new, sexier set of hip movements for doggie-style sex--that was for sure. There was a slight, corkscrewing twist to her backward thrusts now that hadn’t been there the last time we’d done it together using this position.

		

		It was a nice change from her old, straightforward, hump-back-and-jerk-forward rhythm, but it was definitely new. That made me a little sad, somehow, imagining some stud instructing my once-innocent little Mary in the fine art of man-in-back fucking.

		

		Again, I had to admonish myself: if you hadn’t cut her loose, it never would have happened. You can’t have your freedom to fuck around with other women and expect her to just sit home and stare out the window.

		

		So she’s gotten on with her life--get over it!

		

		As we got a great tempo going, I had another thought. Noticing that Mary was really into fucking me by now—her head was swaying from side to side, she was making those little nonsense noises in her throat as she eagerly took my cock, and her ass was really flying back to meet my every thrust—I decided to risk a little tickle of her ass opening with my thumb.

		

		I braced myself for the sort of response I’d always gotten whenever I’d tried something like that back when we’d been married: “Quit that! That’s so nasty, don’t touch me back there!”

		

		Instead of that, I got a low moan and Mary pushed back even more vigorously, nudging my thumb hard against her anus. In that instant, I knew that some lucky guy had claimed my ex-wife’s third cherry. I had gotten the first two—she’d blown me and swallowed my come when she’d been sixteen, and I’d fucked her and broken her hymen when she’d been barely eighteen—but someone else had been the first to take her up the ass, after I’d left the scene. I was virtually sure of it!

		

		Resolving to find out if I was right, I leaned forward and let a big wad of spit slip out of my mouth. It drizzled down onto her ass crack and I rubbed it onto her anal opening with my thumb.

		

		Mary moaned again but made no move to stop me as I eased my thumb into her anus, greasing the way with my slippery spittle. I fucked her hard up the pussy and began to run my thumb in and out of her ass at the same time.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, do you want to do me back there, darling?” she sighed after another minute or so of the provocative anal play. “There’s some lube in the top drawer of that nightstand, if you want to fuck me in the ass!”

		

		A shiver ran through me. I had been right—my sweet little Mary now knew all about the joys of butt-fucking--that was plain!

		

		I eased out of her momentarily, moving over to the nightstand, pulling it open and finding a big tube of sex lube. As I returned to my previous position, I slid my dick back into Mary’s pussy and shot a big wad of the gleaming, clear gel onto her anus.

		

		Fearlessly this time, I ran my middle finger deep into that hitherto forbidden hole, greasing it up thoroughly. She sighed and pushed backward, clearly enjoying the feel of my finger up there and my cock up her other, more conventional fuck-opening.

		

		The middle finger of my other hand stole down onto her clit as I continued to feed my cock in and out of her, and I began to tease the tiny bead of nerve endings lightly. Slowly, I pulled my prick out of her pussy and pushed the head against her well-lubed nether entrance. Mary groaned as her ass opened just enough for the head of my dick to slip into it.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck yes!” she gasped as I took her back there for the first time ever, my balls coming to rest against her now vacant pussy slit. “Fuck me in the ass, darling!

		

		I gave it to her slow and easy at first, getting used to being inside her back there. I’d wanted to do this since she’d been sixteen and we’d first dated, but she would never hear of it. She’d learned to give a nice but unspectacular blowjob, when the spirit had moved her, and she’d taught herself to be an above-average fuck, but she’d always firmly drawn the line at anal play of any sort.

		

		But now I was in her ass and it was sensational. Her pretty new butt was a fuckable as any I’d ever seen, and she clearly loved getting it this way from me!

		

		“Oh, yeah,” she moaned just then, ad if confirming my thoughts, “really give it to me, baby! Fuck me hard…right up my asshole!”

		

		Happy to do just what she wanted, I really began to stuff her tight opening full of cock. I rammed my fat dick in and out of her at a furious pace. I couldn’t believe how tight and sweet her anal sleeve felt around my prick. I’d been dreaming of doing this with her for years--and it had definitely been worth the wait!

		

		After another minute or two of my frantic lunges deep into her bottom, Mary groaned loudly and pressed her head down onto the pillows in front of her, pushing her ass up higher, giving me an even better angle to penetrate her. I diddled her clit for all I was worth with my finger and reamed her anus out with my cock as though I couldn’t get enough of its taut, clinging flesh.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh, fuck me!” she wailed, her ass tunnel fluttering around my cock. “Oh, God, give it to me! Give it to me hard, right up the butt, darling!”

		

		She was going to come, I could see that. And so was I!

		

		My balls jerked and I buried myself all the way inside her and cut loose. Mary screamed as I creamed her bowels for the first time, her butt sheath gripped wildly at me and I unleashed a second massive load of jizz deep into her rear tunnel.

		

		“So good,” she whimpered, still climaxing hard, “oh, God, honey, you’re making me come so good!”

		

		I closed my eyes and sighed deeply. Jesus, but it felt fine to be coming inside my Mary again, especially in this forbidden hole!

		

		It felt so good that I stayed in her until my cock went soft and her anal muscles at last squeezed both me and a goodly portion of semen out. I got up and went into the master bathroom to fetch a wet washcloth, to clean both my cock and her jizz-smeared ass cleft up as best I could.

		

		“Mmmmmm, that was super,” she sighed, turning over as soon as I was done. “You made me climax so great. Did you like that?”

		

		“What do you think?” I smiled down at her and then scooted in close, turning her body toward mine and taking her in my arms.

		

		We kissed for a long time, our tongues getting reacquainted again. She ran her fingers through my hair and, for another fleeting second, I kicked myself for ever leaving this bed and her arms in the first place.

		

		After a while, she pulled away and said, “We’d best get cleaned up a little and dressed again, or my new dish is going to be so dried out that no one will want to eat it.”

		

		****

		

		“You are getting bold,” I said, sitting at the dinner table fifteen minutes later, fully dressed once more, wearing one of my old tee shirts in place of my smelly sweatshirt.

		

		She looked at me quizzically, clearly wondering what I was talking about. I pointed at the food on my plate and said, “Bourbon pecan chicken, and a brand new recipe at that? Whatever happened to: ‘never serve a new recipe to a guest’?”

		

		We laughed--both of us remembering a time nine or so years ago when I’d tried out a new dish I’d seen in a magazine on some friends of ours we’d invited over for dinner. The meal had turned out so awful that we’d ended up going out for pizza and beer. Mary had admonished me dozens of times after that over the years to never try a new, untested recipe on guests.

		

		“You don’t count as a guest, Bub!” she told me, taking a sip of the Chablis I’d brought. “A guy who’s slept here, in this house, a few hundred nights doesn’t qualify as a guest.”

		

		I laughed and countered with a teasing, “Well, I don’t sleep here anymore. And I’m not sleeping here tonight, so I think my status as a guest should count after all.”

		

		A seductive little smirk appeared on her lips, and she whispered, “Who says you’re not sleeping here tonight?”

		

		A taster-blast of emotion crackled through me. I said, not quite believing what I’d just heard, “You mean…you want me to spend the night?”

		

		Mary giggled and said, “I think it would be fun, don’t you?”

		

		Fun hardly covered it, I thought, giddy at the prospect of sharing a bed for the night with this new, incredibly sexy, beautiful, woman who looked a lot like my ex-wife, but obviously—in so many ways—wasn’t!

		

		****

		

		Holy fucking hell! I thought, twisting and squirming on the sheet as I lay back against the pillows. I don’t know where she learned that but, sweet Jesus, does it feel great!

		

		Mary was on her stomach, between my spread legs. My cock was standing upright, at strict attention, thanks to minutes and minutes of some of the finest dick-sucking I’d ever experienced. Now, she was touching it lightly with just her fingertips as she teasingly licked my balls.

		

		She sucked my left gonad all the way into her mouth and ran that devilish little tongue of hers all over my hairy nut sac as she nursed provocatively at it. I gasped and my prick jerked against her fingertips.

		

		Mary smiled up at me and changed balls, now sucking at the right one as she teased my cock with her beautifully manicured nails. I couldn’t believe the blowjob she was giving me--it was little short of miraculous, compared to the dull, plain-Jane sucks she’d given me back when we’d last shared this bed together!

		

		“Such a sweet cock,” she whispered, after spitting my nut out and taking my prick in her fist for a moment, angling it downward so that the head was lined up with her mouth, “and I just love your balls, darling!”

		

		I started to say something, but she stuffed my dick back into that wondrous mouth of hers at that moment and began to bob her head in and out on it, and licked wildly at my prick meat as she did so. All I could do was moan and watch her, fascinated. She tilted her head back to take nearly all of me deep into her throat on each pass as she tickled my nuts with her long fingernails while she ate me.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Mary,” I gasped after another minute of the fabulous head she was giving me. “I’m gonna’ come if you keep that up…I can’t help it! Your mouth feels utterly fantastic, babe!”

		

		She grinned, shoved the middle finger of her right hand into her mouth for a moment, instead of my dick, and then she placed her slickened finger against my anus. Sexy little Mary murmured, “Don’t come just yet, sweetie…you’ll miss the best part!”

		

		With that, she eased her finger up my butt—much to my absolute shock—and found my prostate with the pad of her fingertip. She teased it lightly as she took my dick back into her lips and really started to blow me in earnest!

		

		“Oh, oh, God,” I whined, “oh, fuck, Mary, you hot-mouthed little minx!”

		

		I’d never felt anything like this before. I thought I’d been with some amazingly adept, hot-blooded girls since the two of us had split up. But I had to admit, my ex-wife was now every bit their equal!

		

		“Honey…honey,” I gasped moments later, “oh, fuck, honey…it’s here! I’m coming!”

		

		What felt like an enormous gush of semen erupted out of my jerking balls and into Mary’s mouth. Unlike previous blowjobs she’d given me over the years, she didn’t recoil a bit.

		

		On the contrary, she mewled happily and swallowed, her tongue running all around my sensitive glans, searching for more spunk. And I didn’t disappoint her. My cock sent another gusher of cream into her mouth and she purred like a happy kitten and gulped that down as well.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Mary,” I howled in sheer bliss, watching her pretty face as she swallowed my outpouring, “eat it! Eat my come!”

		

		Two more large spurts filled her mouth and she eagerly downed them. I moaned loudly, trying in vain to decide whether this or my recent orgasm deep inside her ass was the single best climax I’d ever enjoyed in my life.

		

		When I was finally done, she licked me clean and got up onto her hands and knees. She came to me and I put my arms around her as she snuggled into my chest.

		

		“That was way better than I used to do it, huh?” she asked simply, kissing me on the cheek.

		

		I didn’t say anything. I just stared at her, reveling in this new, unbelievably confident, sensual Mary I was holding.

		

		“I won’t kid you…it’s because I’ve had a lot of practice,” she admitted unashamedly. “Guys seem to expect a girl to blow them nowadays. If you’re not so good at it, you don’t get asked out again…so I got better.”

		

		Once again, I found myself irrationally torn as I looked into her stunning grey eyes. I was happy to be where I was, enjoying the unreal talents of this gorgeous woman in bed. But I also found myself once again experiencing a sorrow that that was completely irrational: a melancholy, fleeting moment of regret over my decision to ever leave this bed behind in the first place.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		“So, what have you been up to these last two years?” Mary asked me a few minutes later, as we lay together against the pillows; my arm still around her shoulders, her head against my chest. “Are you dating anyone special?”

		

		I thought back, remembering each and every one of the lovely and not so lovely ladies I’d shared a bed with over the last few years, since I’d furtively slipped out of this house and out of her life that afternoon. I shook my head.

		

		“Not really,” I admitted, “I’ve got a few girls I go out with on and off, but none of them are what I’d call…special.”

		

		She nodded knowingly, as if she knew exactly what I meant. Snuggling in a little closer, she asked, “Is your life fun, at least? Are you enjoying being single?”

		

		I resisted the temptation to squirm. Her question made me want to squirm.

		

		Should I tell her the truth? I’d really enjoyed this afternoon and evening--in truth, it had been my best day in weeks, maybe in months--so I didn’t want to screw up my chances of having another such session with Mary in the near future.

		

		But, as I looked into those clear, beautiful eyes of hers, I decided that I should be honest with her. Even if it meant that this day and night would be our last ever together. I owed her at least that much.

		

		Prefaced by a big sigh, I admitted, “I’m pretty much just as you remember me being, honey--no damned good. I won’t deny it; I’ve been into some pretty kinky stuff since the two of us went our separate ways.”

		

		The reaction I got wasn’t what I expected. The old Mary would have wrinkled her cute nose disapprovingly, as if she had suddenly smelled something skunk-butt bad. Instead, this new, sexually precocious, adventurous-in-bed Mary offered me a bright-eyed little smile as she asked: “Does that mean that part of the reason you left was so that you could be free to…do that sort of thing?”

		

		“No, not really, I never cheated on you while we were together, I swear,” I told her, lying only slightly.

		

		The truth was that I’d thought about being with other women, endlessly, while we were still together, especially during that that last hellish two years or so before I’d moved out, when we’d fought on almost a daily basis. But I hadn’t made any actual moves on other girls, in spite of having quite a few opportunities to do so; a few not-so-subtle come-ons from several women I’d met socially, or in a business capacity.

		

		And--in keeping with the spirit of Bill Clinton’s careful parsing of the truth during the Monica Lewinsky scandal--I hadn’t done anything with other women while the two of us were still “together”.

		

		My mind flashed back to the impromptu three-way fuck and suck session I’d enjoyed with Brenda, my old pal, Robbie McMahon’s eighteen year old, live-in girlfriend and Robbie, a few days after I’d left Mary. It had started out as a small celebration of my decision to move out, and had quickly degenerated into a drunken, groping fuckathon, with cute, not-so-bright young Brenda giving me a congratulatory blowjob and then letting me fuck her in the ass while Robbie pounded away in her pussy at the same time.

		

		But said session had occurred after I’d moved out into my cramped, one-bedroom furnished apartment. So, technically, I hadn’t cheated on Mary while we were still together.

		

		“So, just what sort of naughty tricks are you up to nowadays, Mr. Reynolds?” Mary prodded me back to the present with that question. “What makes you think you’re such a bad boy?”

		

		“Nothing that you’d want to know about, I’m sure, ex-Mrs. Reynolds,” I told her teasingly. “I’m not here to shock you.”

		

		She treated me to her new naughty-girl grin once more and whispered, “I’m a lot harder to shock nowadays than I used to be, darling—trust me!”

		

		Well, you asked for it, kid, I thought.

		

		“My last girlfriend was nineteen,” I began.

		

		Mary’s face immediately morphed into the utterly-surprised mode. Her jaw dropped open and she said, “You’re thirty-one, you cradle-robber!”

		

		I laughed, somewhat guiltily, and nodded. I could feel my face reddening. “Yeah, that’s true, but let me tell you, this little chick knew things about sex that you and I have yet to learn.”

		

		A long moment went by, and Mary continued to stare at me with a bemused, still slightly stunned look on her face. At last, she asked, “And, what happened to this young sleaze you hooked up with? Are you still together?”

		

		I shrugged. “She took off with another guy—big surprise. Nineteen year old girls who love sex as much as that one did aren’t exactly good bets for long-term relationships.”

		

		I could see that Mary was intrigued, curious, and slightly disgusted by my liaison with such a young girl. Her eyes urged me onward--clearly wanting to hear what was so special about this young woman. So I told her.

		

		“This gal, her name was Shay, was into guys, into girls, into three-way sex—two guys and her, another girl and her with a guy, it didn’t matter—and she was into sex with multiple partners. We had several parties where a few of my pals and I would end up in bed with her, all at the same time. She loved that stuff.”

		

		Mary’s mouth had dropped open again. She continued to stare at me, wide-eyed, as if I’d just announced that I was secretly from another planet.

		

		Finally, she managed to stammer, “And…and…how did you feel about your…girlfriend doing things with other men—right in front of you?”

		

		I admitted, “Well, the first time it happened was kind of an accident. We’d thrown a party, the two of us were really drunk, and everyone had gone home, except for one buddy of mine who was still at my apartment, and he was just about passed out—or so we thought. Shay was feeling really horny, so we started making out on the couch, right in front of my half-asleep friend, and then one thing led to another, and the guy woke up and got a big hard on, watching us having sex, and Shay…Shay wanted him too, as it turned out.”

		

		After letting that soak in for a moment, I went on to add, “After that incident—our first three-way sexual adventure--she admitted to me that she just loved doing two guys at the same time, or more than two. And she assured me she’d done it before, lots of times.”

		

		I shrugged and went on with my lurid tale. “When she told me about some of the wild parties she’d been to before she’d met me, I got pretty hot and bothered, hearing about what a sexual tornado she’d been, tearing a swath through the crowd at those parties, male and female. And we ended up fucking like a pair of sex-crazed monkeys for the rest of the night.”

		

		I merely raised my eyebrows before adding, “After that, we partied with a number of guys, and a couple of girls who turned out to be bisexual. And then Shay turned me on to swinging.”

		

		Mary sat back as if she’d been cold-cocked with a right-cross. She blinked and asked, “Swinging…that’s were a couple goes to a party and trades off and has sex with other people, right? I’ve read stories about that!”

		

		“That’s right,” I agreed. “Usually its married couples, but any couple will do. The policy, at most swinger parties, is no singles allowed—they don’t want a bunch of horny guys showing up at a party and just a few girls.”

		

		Mary thought about all of that for what seemed like forever, but was probably closer to a full minute. At last, she asked, “And, now that this Shay person is gone, have you given that sort of thing up?”

		

		It was my turn to take a minute. And I did.

		

		After a long pause, I admitted, “No, not really. I’ve met a few girls at swing parties who aren’t married—they were just at the parties as part of a couple, on a date, really. So I got their names and numbers, and when I want to go to a swinger party, I call around to see if I can get one of them to go with me, as my date.”

		

		I rolled my eyes and confessed, “Sometimes I can corral a date, sometimes I can’t. It depends on me finding a willing girl who’s free that night.”

		

		“And that’s your sex life now?” Mary asked incredulously, and it was obvious from her tone that her mood had swung back from being intrigued to being disgusted.

		

		“No,” I hastily explained, “I go on normal, one-on-one dates too. I like swinging, but it’s not like there’s a super-great party on tap every weekend or anything. Some of the local club get-togethers are small house parties, with just three or four couples showing up, and a lot of the women at those gatherings are usually of the bow-wow persuasion, so those parties don’t interest me.”

		

		We were quiet for a while, Mary clearly thinking about what I’d said. At last, she told me, “Well, I’ll admit that I’ve done a few wild things since we split up, too. Or at least they seemed pretty wild for me!”

		

		She looked at me and added, “But I’m surely not in your league, babe. I don’t think I could ever go to something like a swing party. That would just be too weird!”

		

		I took a moment before answering her. We were just talking now, making conversation. It wasn’t like I wanted to try and convert my once-staid, sexually conservative ex-wife to swinging—I knew it would have taken a far better salesman than me to accomplish that feat.

		

		I just wanted to explain what it was about the swinger lifestyle that I found attractive. I didn’t want her to think that I had totally gone off the deep end and become some sort of sexual weirdo, even though a lot of people might have endorsed that description of my current sex life.

		

		“I doubt swinging would ever be for you, honey,” I said when I finally spoke. “But it does have its neat points.”

		

		She looked at me warily. “Like what?”

		

		“Well, I get the sense from being with you this afternoon and tonight that you are a lot less…reserved in your sexual views than you used to be,” I began diplomatically.

		

		Mary’s mouth opened in her own defense. In my mind, I could already hear her self-righteously insisting that if I had somehow gotten the idea that she was now some sort of sleep-around-slut, that I was dead wrong.

		

		I held up my hands, cutting off her coming protest. “I don’t mean to say that you’ve done a thing wrong, sweetheart. It’s clear that you’ve been active in the dating scene, and that means that you’ve probably gone out with a number of different guys.”

		

		I smiled at her and continued, “So, you’ve no doubt gone to bed with a few different men over the years—and there’s not a thing wrong with that either. After all, it’s not nineteen fifty-seven anymore.”

		

		I added hastily, “And, during the course of those…overnight dates, you’ve obviously learned some things, sexually. Again, there’s not a damned thing wrong with that. If anything, it’s healthy…you’ve clearly broadened your horizons.”

		

		She seemed to relax a little, although it was obvious that this discussion wasn’t her cup of tea: Mary had always been reluctant to talk about sex. She hadn’t ever minded having sex, but during out years together, she’d never felt comfortable discussing it.

		

		“Even with your new, less rigid views on certain sex acts, I get that you find swinging to be just too far ‘out there’ for you to ever consider,” I began again. “But, as you will no doubt remember, I’ve always been a bit of a bad boy—I think it’s one of the things that attracted you to me in the beginning, that I was a little wilder than the kind of guy you’d dated up until then—so swinging has a basic attraction for me.”

		

		That seemed to mollify her. She smiled a bit ruefully and I knew that she was mulling over what I’d said about that original “bad boy” attraction she’d felt for me.

		

		“See, Mary, the thing about swinging is that when you’re at a big party, the kind I prefer, you are totally and completely free. You can engage in any sexual fantasy you’ve ever had, and it will be okay. No one will censure you--no one is even likely to take much notice, for that matter.”

		

		As she considered that, I plunged ahead. “And there is something kinky and exciting and wonderfully taboo about watching your wife sucking another guy’s cock while she knows you’re watching her. And, it’s an even better, an even more heightened sensation if you’re screwing another girl while you’re watching, and she can see you balling that other girl, while she’s busily sucking that stranger’s dick!”

		

		I hastened to add, “Or at least that’s what my married swinger friends tell me.”

		

		She thought long and hard about that. Finally she nodded and said, “I can kind of see that. It might be terrifically exciting to do such incredibly nasty things while your husband or wife watched you doing them…exciting in a debauched, completely lewd way, of course. And provided your partner was okay with it.”

		

		Sensing a change in her demeanor again—she now seemed a little aroused, as if the idea of doing all of those nasty things at a swinger party might be sort of taboo fun after all--I gave her my best bad-boy grin and leaned over and kissed her left nipple. Looking up from her breast, I whispered, “Debauched and lewd can be a lot of fun, Mary. Trust me!”

		

		Taking her nipple into my mouth, I began to nurse on it as I brought my hand up to cup her right breast and squeeze it tenderly while I sucked. Mary sighed and relaxed, her hand moving upward to lovingly caress my hair as I gobbled her tiny pink knob.

		

		When I had her panting and unconsciously moving her trim new butt around on the sheet as I sucked her tits, I raised my head up, stared into her eyes, and I said, “I’d just love to do some very lewd and debauched things with you right now, as a matter of fact, doll--how about it?”

		

		She grinned and leaned down to kiss me. Just before our lips met, she whispered, “The lewder and more debauched the better--fuck me, darling. Please fuck me again!”

		

		And I did. Having come once in her mouth and once up that cute little butt of hers, I lasted for what seemed like hours on this go-round, but was probably more like twenty minutes or so.

		

		And I couldn’t resist showing off a little, demonstrating a few things that I had learned since the two of us been apart—some of them from Shay, some from a few of the swinger girl’s I’d partied with, and some from a few women I’d been “steady” with, temporarily; before I’d lost interest in them or them in me.

		

		First, Mary got it fast and deep, missionary style, until she orgasmed spectacularly. Next, before she could even catch her breath, I did her in the doggie position again—until I made her come like crazy a second time as I rutted deep into that snug little pussy of hers from behind.

		

		And then I got her out of the bed and down onto the carpet, upside-down and balanced on her shoulders. Her legs were perpendicular to the floor as I bent her in half at the waist and fucked down into her pussy while I held her in place, my hands on either side of her ass. Her head was soon whipping from side to side on the carpet as I banged down into her cunny like a steam drill, her shoulders flat against the rug, her butt and back leaning against the front of my legs for support as I power-fucked her.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” she screamed as she came once again, upside-down, with me slamming down into her.

		

		And then it was her turn to surprise me. After she’d orgasmed like a wild woman on my downward-driving cock, she shifted around, got onto her knees in front of me as I stood there, my dick wet with her lubricant and girl-jizz. She took it in her fist and ran her tongue all over the head.

		

		Looking up at me, still panting for breath from her latest climax, she gasped, “Come in my mouth…I want to suck you off again!”

		

		With that, she ate my whole cock, tipping her head back so that I slid right down her long, elegant throat as she sucked me in. Her tongue went crazy on my buried prick and I moaned long and hard as I began to fuck her very willing face.

		

		I knew I wasn’t going to last—not after that long, sensational fuck session and with the way her tongue and lips were working over my sliding cock! And she seemed to know it too, working her head in and out frantically, sucking like she wanted my jizz more than anything.

		

		“Jesus, Mary, you’re incredible,” I sighed, looking down at her luscious new body--that gorgeous face, and her lips around my dick. “Oh, God, babe, take it! Take my hot come, you sweet little cocksucker!”

		

		I didn’t have as much as before, since this was my third orgasm of the evening and I wasn’t eighteen anymore, but I had enough. I filled her mouth to overflowing and she gulped it down eagerly.

		

		Moaning, I shot four more wads, each a bit smaller than the last one, into her lips and watched her swallow them .She was magnificent! I couldn’t think of one girl I’d ever known who sucked cock better than my Mary now did.

		

		When I was finally done, and soft as melted butter, I slipped out of her mouth. She smiled triumphantly up at me and opened her lips, so that I could see the small mouthful of jism she still held inside. She sloshed it around teasingly with her tongue for a moment, and then swallowed it. When it was gone, she opened her lips so that I could see that she’d gulped down every last drop.

		

		“You are a naughty little slut!” I rebuked her in a tone filled with mock-righteousness.

		

		“Maybe you should spank me,” she whispered teasingly, still grinning up at me, her smile as provocative as could be, like a cute six-year old who knew she was being very bad indeed.

		

		“Maybe I should,” I growled back like a like a melodrama villain, reaching down and grabbing her under her arms, lifting her onto her feet.

		

		In seconds, I was sitting back on the bed, bringing her down onto her stomach, right across my lap. She giggled and squirmed and tried to pull away, saying, “Don’t you dare! Don’t you dare lay a finger on me, you big bully!”

		

		I brought my hand down sharply on that wonderful butt of hers and she wailed with indignation, “I’m serious, Lane! Quit it! Don’t spank me, please!”

		

		I whacked her again, hard, and she screamed, wriggling wildly, attempting to get off my lap. I held her easily in place and wailed away on her pretty, tight little buns until they were as red as the side of a fire engine.

		

		Mary had stopped screaming and trying to get away halfway through the spanking. Now she just lay there, crying softly, tears rolling down her cheeks as I walloped her. I would have stopped, but in the weak light from the bedroom lamp, I could see that her little pussy lips were so wet with lubricant that they positively gleamed.

		

		I gently got her up and over onto the bed, on her tummy. Moving between her legs, I licked all over both fiery-red ass cheeks. Running my tongue down into her butt crack, I waggled my tongue her all the way down to her gushing pussy lips.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, lick my clitty,” she groaned. “Your tongue feels so good on my poor, spanked bottom!”

		

		Over the next fifteen minutes, I drenched her ass and her cunny in my hot saliva, lapping at her butt cheeks. I ran it up and down in her ass crack, and forced it into her tiny anal pucker until I saw her grip the pillows hard in her fists and moan.

		

		“Ohhhhhh, oh, my ass—what are you doing to my ass, you pervert?”

		

		By way of an answer, I shoved my tongue as deep into her asshole as I could get it and began to tongue-fuck her back entrance as I slipped a finger onto her super-aroused clit and teased it. Mary whined and to wriggled her butt back onto my tongue and finger, another massive wave of lube oozing out of her pink slit.

		

		When I had her cooing and making those familiar little nonsense sounds in her throat, I pulled my tongue out of her ass and gently turned her over and onto her back. I pushed two fingers up her gaped-open asshole and began to tenderly finger-fuck it as I sucked her enlarged clit into my mouth and laved it with my hot spittle while I sucked.

		

		“Oh…oh, holy fuck,” Mary wheezed, her body going rigid, “p-play with my ass and suck my pussy! I’m going to come. Oh, fuck, am I ever going to come?”

		

		I redoubled my efforts, working my fingers in and out of her tight ass sheath as I gobbled her pussy like a starving man attacking a meal. My tongue was all over her, licking her clit, delving deep inside her sugar-sweet walls, lapping out hot oil for me to swallow.

		

		Mary quivered like a leaf in a gale and screamed, her ass pushing down onto my fingers, a tiny spurt of girl-come hitting me in the lips and chin as she keened, “Coming! Oh, sweet Jesus, but I’m coming, lover!”

		

		I rode her. I kept my mouth plastered to her spasming cunny as she came and came, and my fingers driving in and out of her clenching ass. Mary whined and cried and screamed again, and I knew that she wasn’t just orgasming once—she was enjoying a long string of firecracker-like climaxes, back-to-back!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, my God,” she sighed at last, going as limp as a punctured balloon character, settling heavily back onto the mattress. “That was unbelievable! I’ve never come like that in my life!”

		

		I got up onto my hands and knees and looked down at her sprawled out form, smiling, my mouth and chin and both cheeks covered in her slick juices, and said, “I’m afraid I’ve got bad news for you, babe.”

		

		“What’s that?” she asked--a beatific smile spreading across her gorgeous, very pleased face.

		

		“Spanking that cute ass of yours and eating that pretty little pussy has my dick as hard as a fencepost again—I’m afraid I’m going to have to fuck you now.”

		

		She beamed up at me and opened her arms, saying, “You call that bad news? Come here, you fucking stud and give me that big cock of yours!”

		

		I slipped into her super-juicy pussy and did just that…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		I was happier than I’d been in five or six years the next morning when I left Mary’s house at six o’clock. She was absolutely, positively, the hottest, sexiest woman I’d ever been in bed with—that was for sure.

		

		And she’d been so sweet to me. After her spectacular multi-orgasmic string of climaxes, I’d slipped inside her and nailed her pretty little butt to mattress for long, long minutes. We’d shared another spectacular climax together, and had then cuddled all night

		

		I’d only awoken once, at around three-thirty, when I’d dreamed I was getting a terrific blowjob, only to have my eyes pop open in the darkened bedroom to discover that I was getting an utterly sensational blowjob! Mary sucked me off and ate what little come my over-worked nuts could produce, and then snuggled up to me and we both went back to sleep until her alarm had gone off at five-thirty.

		

		For the first part of the fifteen minute drive back to my place, to ready myself for work on that Monday morning, I felt lighter than air. And then, for the last few blocks of the drive, I began to feel slightly unnerved. I just couldn’t seem to stop thinking about Mary.

		

		What the fuck did all of this mean? Was I in love with her again? Had I ever really stopped being in love with her?

		

		Slow down here, bozo, I cautioned myself as I made the turn into my condo development, don’t you remember that last two years of marriage? Was there a day that went by when the kindest thought you had about Mary was what a bitch she was and how badly you wanted to get the fuck away from her?

		

		“Yeah, that’s true,” I muttered aloud, under my breath, as I pulled into my assigned space under the community carport. “I was so fed up when I left that it was either move out or kill her!”

		

		I got out of the car, locked it, and went inside…remembering.

		

		We’d started out so much in love that it had practically hurt, and had ended up like a pair of snarling animals, constantly at each other’s throats.

		

		****

		

		I’d been seventeen when we’d first met, and she’d been just barely sixteen. I had a hot new car, courtesy of my doting parents, and I’d taken it on a little exploratory jaunt that night with a couple of my drunken buddies.

		

		Bored with cruising up and down the main street of the sleepy little backwater I grew up in, we and had, instead, headed out of town; forty miles south down the highway, to the much bigger college town where Mary lived. Cruising that larger, longer main street, we’d soon come upon Mary and a couple of her friends, doing the same thing, in one of the friend’s Mustang.

		

		Pulling over at a local hamburger stand to talk and flirt, one thing had led to another--I’d gotten Mary’s number and promised to call her the next week for a date. Much to her shock, and mine, I had called. And, wonder of wonders, she’d said “yes”.

		

		I was tall and gangly back then—at seventeen, I hadn’t really started to hit the weights and put on muscle yet. I wasn’t bad looking, and I had the wheels, but I was shy around girls. So, even though I’d been out on a few dates, I had yet to “score”.

		

		That was a big part of why I was so elated when Mary said she’d go out with me. She was younger than me by almost two years, but she was cute and buxom and those heart-stopping grey eyes of hers promised all sorts of back seat, make-out experience. After all, she lived in a sophisticated college town and went to a high school that was probably three times as big as mine—I just knew that she was much more worldly-wise than me, and that I wouldn’t be virgin much longer!

		

		I had been dead wrong about that, of course. Mary had turned out to be a very nice young girl who was even less experienced than me. I was only, like, the third boy she’d ever gone out with in her life, and the first two had been even more cowardly than I was, unable to get so much as a good-night kiss for their trouble.

		

		Mary and I dated steadily that year and, over all of those months, I eventually got a lot more than a good-night kiss. We learned about handjobs together, and about easing a finger into a juicy little virgin pussy and tickling that mysterious button at the top of it until a girl whimpered, and shivered in your hot embrace and…came!

		

		And then we learned about using tongues instead of fingers to perform the same tasks--blowjobs, and sixty-nines and mutual, orally-induced orgasms soon followed. We very nearly learned about real sex that year, too, but we were both so afraid that she might get pregnant, that the condom might fail that, in the end, we chickened out and didn’t.

		

		Then I’d gone off to college, while she’d finished her senior year of high school, and we’d just sort of drifted slowly apart. My college was over a hundred miles further south from her town, and there were lots of things to do there, with scads of parties and new girls to meet.

		

		But at the end of the spring semester, when I’d moved back home to my folks’ place for the summer, I’d called her, just to see how she was doing. We’d connected again immediately over the phone, and the very next weekend had found me driving south once again to take her to a movie.

		

		One date led to another and, one starry night toward the middle of that summer, I’d laid out the sleeping bag I’d slipped into the trunk that night—just “in case”—and we’d gotten naked inside it together. And she’d given me her virginity, still intact and waiting for me to take, even though we’d been apart all those months.

		

		She’d explained later that she had dated other boys in my absence, and that she’d been somewhat tempted a few times, but that in the end, she’d always felt sure that I’d come back into her life eventually. And so she’d waited.

		

		I, on the other hand, had not waited. I’d fucked as many girls as I could talk into my bed at college, although that number wasn’t in the dozens or anything.

		

		But bedding a few chicks I’d barely known--that I’d met at some party and conned into coming back to my place for a one night stand--and making love to Mary for the very first time she’d ever had real, going-all-the-way sex in her life?

		

		Those were two very different things. I felt myself truly falling for her once more; falling hard.

		

		She’d started college in her hometown that fall and I’d gone back to school down south. We saw each other on quite a few weekends. She was as true to me as she could be, I was sure, but I was a little less…conscientious in my behavior toward her. Nothing too wild, just the occasional cute girl here or there who’d proved to be so easy I just had to give in and bed her.

		

		We got engaged my senior year, and married when I was twenty-one and she was nineteen, still a few months away from her twentieth birthday. I’d gotten a full-time, menial day job and gone to graduate school at night. She’d enrolled at my college and finished up her four year degree over the next couple of years, while working full time as well.

		

		I received my masters, got a job, learned a great deal, and started my own consulting business. It took off. We bought a small house that was a ruin, refurbished it ourselves, sold it a year later at a huge profit, and put all of the proceeds into the house Mary now lived in.

		

		My business grew quickly. I hired a few employees.

		

		The two of us were suddenly making a lot of money, and we bought a top of the line Chevy for Mary to drive that had everything you could order on it—electric windows, seats, heated rear window, cruise control, an up-graded stereo system with nine speakers, power everything, leather seats, and fancy wheels. I, in turn, drove around in an expensive new pickup truck with all the bells and whistles available.

		

		I wore a different three-piece, custom-tailored suit to work every day, complete with a variety of expensive shoes and silk ties to compliment the suits. And I worked out four days a week at the gym, religiously, pumping tons of iron, so that I would look as red-hot as possible in those trimly tailored suits.

		

		Mary had a great job in management with a local credit union, making almost as much money as I did. She bought racks of fancy work clothes and dresses, plus jewelry, and pricey shoes.

		

		But she gained weight too, and was very unhappy about it. She tried every diet known to man, some of them twice, but she just continued to gradually pile on the unwanted pounds.

		

		I, being a man, tried to solve her problem for her, taking the practical approach. I smugly counseled her; telling her that controlling her weight was simplicity itself--all you had to do was expend more calories than you took in and the unwanted pounds would just fall away. I encouraged her to join the gym where I worked out.

		

		Mary reacted to my solution as she might have had I suggested she give up her white-collar job in finance and become a stripper. She was outraged at the whole notion of working out. She ranted angrily that she was too damned busy to go to some smelly gym! It was hormones and heredity that was making her fat, she insisted. Her mother had always been too heavy, so she was too.

		

		She spent outlandish sums on diets that didn’t work and on miracle crunch machines guaranteed to slim your waistline right down, that--of course--didn’t. So she bought closets full of new clothes, in larger sizes.

		

		At the same time, she decided that our house was too small for two important young up and comers like us. Mary also came to the conclusion that the Chevy, while nicer than any car she’d ever owned—her parents being as poor as the proverbial church mice—was not nice enough. She had a rich girlfriend who’d just bought a small new Mercedes sedan. She wanted one too.

		

		“That car costs almost as much as we owe on this house,” I remembered telling her in exasperation as we’d fought over whether or not we “needed” the Mercedes.

		

		“That’s another thing,” she’d replied, her eyes flashing angrily. “Like I’ve been telling you, Lane, this house is too damned small. We need something bigger, with a pool and some acreage!”

		

		I remember going through the roof at that point. We were making a huge amount of income, and all she seemed to be able to do was think of exciting new ways to squander it all on bigger cars, more expensive clothes, eight-hundred dollar a pair dress boots, and five-acre mansions!

		

		Our fights gradually escalated into monster, all-out confrontations that I was ill equipped to participate in. I had grown up the only child in a home where my parents fought occasionally, but it was never serious and whatever problem they’d crossed verbal swords over was usually resolved in a day or so.

		

		She, on the other hand, had been raised in a house where everyone yelled at everyone all the time. That was just the normal tone of discourse. Every time we spent the weekend at the home of her parents and her two younger brothers, I felt as if I’d died and gone to hell. I’d never heard so much screaming back and forth in my entire life.

		

		So Mary usually prevailed in our fights. I didn’t like yelling, and I didn’t particularly like fighting, while she seemed to relish both.

		

		And then there had been the reverse strategy, which she had proved to be the true ninja master of as well. When the fighting between us had reached a frenzied crescendo, she’d suddenly go dead silent, refusing to answer me when I spoke to her or to even acknowledge that I existed. She would give me the complete cold-shoulder treatment, not saying even one word to me, for literally days on end.

		

		As I readied myself for work that morning, I thought back on all of it: I seemed to remember that ten days had been the record. My wife had once gone without speaking a single word to me in ten whole days…and I couldn’t even remember now what had started that particular doozy of a fight.

		

		Maybe yesterday and last night were an aberration, I cautioned myself after that particular mental stroll down memory lane, as I got out my razor to grab a shave.

		

		I’d best go slowly here. I’ve always wondered what sort of fool would take up with his ex-wife again--if he’d disliked her enough to divorce her in the first place, why would he ever make the same mistake twice.

		

		****

		

		That week went by slowly. I found myself staring out the window at work a great deal, thinking about Mary.

		

		And that seemed odd as hell to me since, after the first year we’d been separated had passed, I’d rarely given her much thought at all. When the second year we’d been formally divorced had come and gone, she almost never crossed my mind anymore—until last Sunday had happened, that is.

		

		Now, I found myself thinking about her constantly. Frankly, I was fascinated by her.

		

		She seemed so different, so little like the woman I’d been married to for nearly ten years. And yet, in some ways, she was exactly the same.

		

		I recognized the danger she represented. I was attracted to her--there was no doubt about that.

		

		I found my thoughts lingering over the memory of the incredible sex we’d shared, and also over the unbelievable intimacy that still seemed to exit between us; the utterly comfortable feeling I’d experienced in sleeping with her that night. Even outside of the terrific sex, just the feel of her body next to mine had been so natural, so reassuring that I’d slept more peacefully that night than I had in years.

		

		It had felt like I was home again.

		

		And that was a dangerous way to feel about a woman who had made my life such a living hell before I’d finally worked up the courage to leave her. I realized that.

		

		And so--somewhat reluctantly, I’ll admit—by the time the week was nearly over, I’d pretty much made up my mind to avoid Mary from here on out, however tempting this new version of her might have seemed.

		

		It shouldn’t be that hard, I assured myself. I hadn’t run into her in years before the other day. And I don’t have any reason to call her, unless she someday decides to sell the house. Then there’d be some paperwork that I’d have to sign, so that I could collect my half of the profits on the sale, since the place is still in both our names. But other than that, there’s no reason for us to speak.

		

		****

		

		So, because of my decision to avoid Mary from here on out, it came as quite a shock as I sat at the bar of one of my favorite watering holes on Thursday evening of that week, at around six, nursing a Chivas and soda, when I heard a familiar female voice behind me suddenly exclaim, “Jesus, I knew I should have gone to the Corral tonight instead of here. They let anyone in this place, don’t they?”

		

		I turned on my barstool and saw Mary standing right next to me, grinning, looking positively edible in a nicely-tailored blue business suit that featured a knee-length full skirt. She wore a white blouse with the jacket, and the top two buttons were unbuttoned, showing just the right amount of cleavage to be perfectly acceptable at the office but still just slightly provocative. She had on pearl earrings—the ones I’d bought her for Christmas six years ago, if I remembered correctly—and the sixteen-hundred dollar, double-stranded pearl necklace that accompanied them.

		

		“I resent that comment,” I told her, smiling. “I try never to think of myself as just anyone!”

		

		Glancing around, I noted that the bar was full. But there were some tables and a few booths along the far wall that were empty.

		

		Flashing Jon, the bartender, the high sign, I asked my ex-wife, “What will you have, my dear? The first round’s on me.”

		

		“A vodka gimlet, with Ketel One or Grey Goose, for me,” she said, and then added, “and, if you were truly a gentleman, all of the rounds would be on you, now wouldn’t they, Lane, darling?”

		

		I laughed and said, “Well, we both know that I’m no gentleman, but you’re right, I should buy the drinks—and I will.”

		

		Jon came up and I ordered another round for me and a Ketel One vodka gimlet for Mary. When they came, I told him to keep my tab running and picked up both drinks, heading for a booth across the room, Mary right next to me.

		

		“What brings you here tonight?” I asked as we got seated.

		

		“Just a drink on my way home from work,” she replied innocently, sampling her gimlet. “I sometimes stop here or at the Corral for a cocktail or two on weeknights.”

		

		“Oh, that’s odd,” I said, taking a sip of my Chivas. “I frequent both places, much more often than I should, probably, but I’ve never seen you in either one of them before.”

		

		“Maybe I’ve always been in the one where you weren’t,” she offered with a little nose wrinkle. “You know, I’m at the Corral the night you’re here, I’m here on the night you choose to stop at the Corral.”

		

		“Could be,” I nodded, drinking more scotch, “especially since I stop by the Tiki Lounge some nights too, and the Vagabond Club.”

		

		“My goodness, you do believe in spreading the wealth around, don’t you?” she said.

		

		She continued to stare at me for long moments and added, in a voice that was quiet and serious, “I’ve been thinking a lot about last Sunday, darling. Have you?”

		

		I drank my scotch in one big gulp, my heart beating faster. “Uh, I may have given it a thought or two, why?”

		

		“Because I had a really great time,” she said--her sudden, happy smile lighting up the inside of my chest more than I cared to admit.

		

		I was torn. Part of me wanted to level with her, to tell her that Sunday had been the best day of my life for a very long time, and that I desperately wanted to see her again. Another part of me was still remembering those hellish last two years we’d spent together—and that part of me wanted to toss a couple of bills on the table to pay for my drinks thus far this evening and sprint for the door.

		

		“I’ve got a proposal for you,” she said, putting her drink down and absently nudging the ice cubes around with the tip of her finger.

		

		I couldn’t help it. The sight of her toying with the cubes with just the pad of her index finger brought back the vivid, erotic memory of her teasing my prostrate with her middle finger last Sunday night while she’d given me the best blowjob I’d ever had in my entire life.

		

		“W-what were you thinking?” I asked, tearing my eyes away from the noodling finger and the lewd thoughts it engendered.

		

		“You remember that great barbequed chicken you used to make?” she asked, her eyes suddenly becoming mischievous and flirty as they held mine. “It was the one where you made the sauce from scratch and then marinated the chicken in it all day before you grilled it.”

		

		I smiled, nodding. “Yeah, I remember. I still make it once in a while, why?”

		

		“Well, my barbeque, the nice brick, propane-fueled one you had built on the back patio just before you moved out? It still works,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, husky-sounding whisper.

		

		“I was thinking maybe you could come over on Saturday, right after lunch, and make up some of that sauce. I’ll buy a chicken and make that potato salad of mine that you always liked so much. And then we could grill up the chicken for dinner and have it with some more of that yummy Chablis you bought last time.”

		

		She waited a beat, her eyes dancing with amusement as she reeled me in with all the skill of a master angler up against some hapless fish. “We could let the chicken marinate until seven or so, and then cook it. I’m sure the two of us could find something to do while we waited…don’t you think?”

		

		I just sat there in the booth opposite, my dick getting semi-hard in my suit pants as I stared at her and contemplated Saturday, chicken, potato salad, and…incredible sex. She reached over and touched my hand and said, softly, “Maybe you could stay the night again...?”

		

		I fought to get a breath, my cock now well on its way to becoming as hard as an iron bar in my shorts. She ran her fingertips across the back of my hand and an electric current crackled down my arm, my spine, and right into my nut sack!

		

		“What time did you say on Saturday?” I croaked, as suavely as I could manage.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		The chicken, when we finally got around to grilling and eating it, if I do say so, was delectable, Mary’s potato salad was just as good as I’d remembered it being, and the Chablis was just right.

		

		But none of it could compare to Mary. Her pussy was delicious, her nipples were absolutely luscious. Even her ass was as tasty as could be as I ran my tongue in and out of it until she was screaming for me to fuck her in it.

		

		And I did. I not only fucked her back there that night, and in her sweet, unbelievably talented little mouth, but also in that fantastic pink pussy of hers. She even got creative around midnight and stopped sucking my cock at the last possible second so that I could watch as--smiling up at me with her new, I’m such a bad girl smile on her face—she jacked it off all over her stunning face and those gorgeous tits of hers as she knelt in front of me.

		

		After that, she’d slowly wiped the spunk off with her finger and swallowed it while I looked on in leering amazement. Then I just had to spank her, for being such a naughty, naughty girl, and she cried like a baby. She’d actually been sobbing and begging for more when I finally stopped wailing on her bright-red ass.

		

		She told me tearfully that she was a bad, bad girl and that her nasty behavior needed a lot more…correction. So I obliged her until my right hand was as red and swollen as her cute little ass cheeks were.

		

		And then I fucked her up those tight cheeks so hard I thought I might hurt her, but she just gurgled and cooed with passion and yelled for me to really give it to her! And I did give it to her—I gave it to her until I swore my nuts were going to implode.

		

		At about one in the morning, we lay back, exhausted, against the pillows, my arm around her shoulders, and her head against my chest. She smiled up at me adoringly, her eyes so full of love that my chest suddenly seized up as I looked back at her, and I knew in that instant that I was a goner.

		

		I want her back so badly I can barely stand it! I finally admitted to myself, feeling like the luckiest man on earth and a prime horse’s ass--all at the same time.

		

		Who in the hell gets back with his ex-wife? I mentally castigated myself again. If she was so bad you couldn’t wait to get the hell away from her the first time, what’s going to be different the second time?

		

		“What are you thinking about?” she asked me just then.

		

		I nearly panicked, and then decided that maybe the truth really was the best answer in this case. “You,” I said.

		

		“What about me?” she asked--her grey eyes as guileless and innocent as a small child’s.

		

		“Why are you so different?

		

		She gave me a little smile and a shrug, her nice breasts rolling around on her chest at that slight movement of her shoulders, and said, “I don’t think I’m that different. I know a lot more about sex now, if that’s what you mean. But I already told you how that happened.”

		

		“Not the sex…you,” I insisted. “You’re a lot different. You’re the same woman I married all those years ago, and yet you’re not.”

		

		The smile turned bittersweet as I watched. She said wryly, “That’s a long, painful story. Maybe we should save it for another time.”

		

		Putting my finger under her chin and raising it slightly so that we were once again staring into each other’s eyes, I said, “We can sleep in tomorrow morning. And I’m too fucked out to play around in bed anymore for a while. So I think now is as good a time as any, if you don’t mind talking about it. I’ll admit it--I’m curious as hell as to how you managed to change so much.”

		

		She sighed and looked away for long moments, and then finally said, “Okay, here goes. Do you remember that marriage counselor lady we went to see after you first moved out?”

		

		“Yeah, vaguely,” I replied.

		

		“Do you recall that it was me--not you--who decided she was a quack and that she wasn’t doing us any good?”

		

		I did. I nodded.

		

		Mary let out yet another sigh and went on to ask, “Why did you think that was?”

		

		I remembered exactly what I’d thought at the time, but I wasn’t sure that I wanted to admit that to Mary. This afternoon and evening had been just about perfect once more, and I wasn’t eager to spoil that with a fight.

		

		“Come on,” she prompted me, “this will take all night if you don’t speak up.”

		

		Intensely uncomfortable with telling my once-volatile-tempered ex-wife something I was afraid she wouldn’t like hearing, I finally manned up and said, “I thought at the time that you were sort of pissed that the counselor seemed to be agreeing with my positions more than she was with yours.”

		

		I waited for a half a beat and then rushed to add, “Not that she was always in my corner. I still remember what she said about me being an only child, and being spoiled and wanting my own way a lot.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s true. But she also basically said that I was a selfish bitch who never gave an inch on anything,” Mary said with a rueful look. “That’s why I didn’t want to continue the sessions. She wasn’t buying into my bullshit, not for a second.”

		

		I didn’t say a word. Mary didn’t seem angry, as she would have in the old days, but I wasn’t taking any chances. I waited in silence for her to speak.

		

		“It took me a year,” she said at last.

		

		“First, I swallowed my pride and went to the gym, just as you’d always told me I should, if I was serious about losing weight. Which I was at that point, because I really wanted you back--and I knew that my fat, ugly ass, my bulging, overweight legs, my inflated waistline, and round-like-a-fucking-beach-ball-face weren’t going to cut it.”

		

		She stared at me and, once again, I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. I just gave her what I hoped was an encouraging look and stayed quiet.

		

		“I worked like a fucking maniac,” Mary went on. “And the weight did start to come off, finally.”

		

		Leaning down, she kissed me lightly on the chest and said, “Then, when I was starting to experience some positive results physically, I decided it was time to deal with my personality issues—to take a closer look at some of the things the marriage counselor had said to me during our sessions. So I started seeing a shrink.”

		

		“You,” I asked incredulously of the most single-minded, I’m-right-and-you’re-wrong person I’d ever known in my life, “you went to a psychiatrist?”

		

		“For a couple of years,” she said. “I really felt the need to find out why it was that I wanted what I wanted, exactly when I wanted it, and why I wouldn’t settle for less or take no for an answer. Where did all of that compulsive behavior come from, I wondered?”

		

		Mary added with a grimace, “That attitude had already cost me, by that time, the only man I’d ever loved, and I was determined to fix it.”

		

		I didn’t know what to say. I’d had no idea I’d meant that much to her.

		

		Check that—yes I had.

		

		****

		

		She’d cried like there was no tomorrow the first time I’d gone by to see her after I’d moved out, when I’d phoned ahead to make sure she was going to be home that afternoon and then stopped by to see how she was doing.

		

		I could see, during that first visit, how deeply I’d hurt her. I had seen it in her tortured eyes, heard it when she spoke, when she’d all but gotten down on her knees during that first visit and begged me to move back home.

		

		But I hadn’t. I knew my actions had felt like a knife in the guts to her, but that hadn’t dissuaded me from going out on my own to chase strange pussy and live the life I wanted to live—with her no longer a part of it.

		

		And I remembered feeling, at that moment, like the biggest heel on the planet. I’d been so in love with this girl at one time that I could barely stand it, and yet I hadn’t hesitated for a moment when it had been a choice between her grief and my happiness. I’d simply told myself that I’d left because she’d refused to budge on anything, so there was nothing else I could have done.

		

		Now I knew that wasn’t true. She’d been so desperate to try and rescue our shattered relationship that she’d swallowed that massive pride of hers, taken my advice and gone to they gym, and had even seen a shrink!

		

		****

		

		I told her as much now, dreading her reaction to my own selfishness. I admitted to Mary that the marriage counselor hadn’t been that far off base with all of that stuff about me being an only child and spoiled rotten.

		

		“That may be true,” Mary surprised me by replying when I finished speaking. “But I feel that what happened was what needed to happen, in order for me to deal with my attitude problems and make the changes I needed to make in my life. If you had buckled and come back to me when I begged you to, I never would have changed. I’d still be just like I was, domineering, controlling, abusive when I didn’t get my own way—in short, a real…cunt!”

		

		Neither of us said anything for long moments. Finally, I embraced her and gathered her in close, those grey eyes of hers shiny with tears.

		

		“It’s taken two years of solid, unrelenting self-examination and work,” she told me. “But it was worth it. I finally know who I am now and what I want.”

		

		I was beaming at her and my own vision was a little blurry. I seemed to have tears in my eyes, too, though I couldn’t think why.

		

		“And just what is that you want, Mary?” I asked her quietly, admiring her courage and tenacity so much that I couldn’t keep a slight quaver out of my voice.

		

		She flashed me that naughty new grin of hers and reached under the covers to find my flaccid cock. With a little squeeze, she whispered impishly, “Well, right now, I want some more of this big boy, if I can find a way to get him hard again.”

		

		As she wriggled out of my embrace and slid downward to take me in her mouth, I sighed, “If there’s a girl on the planet who could find a way to do that, you’re her.”

		

		Mary started to lick, and then to suck, and I just laid back and moaned contentedly.

		

		****

		

		“How’s my sweetie this morning?” she asked when I finally awoke at ten-thirty on Sunday morning.

		

		I stretched contentedly, looked around the bedroom--the room that had been our bedroom--and sighed. I felt absolutely on top of the world. I was home, and I had the girl of my dreams naked in my arms.

		

		I had been well and spectacularly fucked and sucked nearly all night long. If it could get any better than this, I didn’t know how.

		

		“How about I make you some breakfast?” she murmured, snuggling into my bare chest, her taut breast mounds pressed tight against my stomach as she stretched out on top of me.

		

		“In a little while,” I said lazily. “I just want to lay here and enjoy where I am, and who I’m with for a few minutes.”

		

		She pulled herself up my chest until her face was even with mine and whispered, “You do know I’m still in love with you, don’t you, you big goon?”

		

		I grinned and said, with a teasing bravado that I knew would both exasperate and amuse her, “What’s not to love?”

		

		She thumped me on the chest with the flat of her hand and gave me a mock frown. “You’re so full of yourself that I don’t know how I ever put up with you.”

		

		“I’ve been told many times by various ladies over the years that I’m full of something, but as I recall, ‘myself’ wasn’t what they said I was full of.”

		

		“They were probably right,” she teased me back, “now, how about that breakfast?”

		

		“I’d better fix it,” I told her. “You’re a lot better than you used to be in the kitchen, but I think I’m still the real cook in the family.”

		

		She rolled her eyes at me, and then relented. “That barbequed chicken of yours was pretty awesome last night. Do you still remember where everything is in the kitchen?”

		

		“Did Da Vinci remember which end of the brush to use when he painted the Mona Lisa?”

		

		I thought I heard her mutter something about “arrogant assholes” as she eased her body off my chest. Assuring myself that she couldn’t possibly be talking about me, I got out of bed and headed for the shower.

		

		Breakfast was, of course, a triumph. I used what was left of the pecan crumbles she had in the freezer to make some crunchy Belgian pecan waffles from scratch and whipped up some hot maple syrup, flavored with just a hint of the bourbon she’d used to make that delicious chicken dish the other night. I did up some fluffy, light-as-a-feather scrambled eggs to go along with it, plus a rasher of crisp bacon.

		

		“Jesus, I’m glad you don’t live here anymore,” Mary muttered as she shoveled in the last forkful of her breakfast into her mouth.

		

		“I beg your pardon?” I asked her, feigning offense. “I had reason to believe that wasn’t the case at all. Aren’t you the same radiant vision of absolute female perfection who told me this morning in bed that she was still in love me?”

		

		Mary wrinkled her nose at me as she replied, “That may be, but I don’t want you back. For one thing, I’d have to move into the gym to lose the weight your cooking would put on me in a week’s time.”

		

		Her face suddenly went serious, and I sat up straighter in my chair. She said, “Plus, I think we should go slowly. The sex is great, and we get along far better than we used to, but there’s still a lot of issues that need settling before this new…relationship between us moves any further than the occasional night of hot sex together stage.”

		

		I must confess--I was a bit shocked by that statement. I wondered: Issues, what issues?

		

		Mary promptly proved that she still had the ability to read my mind by saying, “I saw your face the other night when you were talking about swinging. You’re really, really into it--I could tell.”

		

		She shrugged and then stood up and began clearing the table of dirty dishes. When she had them all rinsed off and racked in the dishwasher, she said, “I’m not at all sure that you could give up being a swinger so easily--while I am pretty damned sure that I could never bring myself to participate in something as wild as that. So that could present a problem for us as a couple, love.”

		

		I was about to reassure her that, while I did enjoy attending swing parties immensely, I found the sex I was getting in her bedroom to be equally incredible. I was growing surer by the minute that if it came down to a choice between swinging and her, I could bid the parties a sad adieu and never miss them. But I didn’t get the chance.

		

		She said, “You seem very happy with the lifestyle you’ve got now, babe. So I’ll have to think about that. Maybe all that’s left for us is the occasional weekend together--if I can’t live the way you live and you can’t give up being a hot, carefree young stud about town.”

		

		Again, I was torn. She had obviously bought into the image I had been peddling that first night when I’d discussed swinging with her. Clearly, she had adopted this mental picture of me as the dashing young rake about town who bedded bevies of gorgeous young women on a weekly basis.

		

		Should I correct that faulty impression or leave it in place, I wondered? Would she think less of me if I told her about some of the more disappointing swing parties I’d been to, where I’d been forced to choose the least flabby, youngest middle-aged matron in attendance that night and slip her a quick pity-fuck before taking my leave?

		

		That’s why I’d always preferred large parties to smaller ones. There was more chance to cull the herd and find some luscious young thing to bed, rather than being forced to settle for the choicest of the not-so-choice.

		

		“So, you see, darling?” she asked, coming over and resting a palm on my shoulder. “I think we should go slowly…talk things over thoroughly before we decide on anything definite, okay?”

		

		My bubble burst, I nodded in reluctant agreement. Brightening for a moment, I asked hopefully, “But we can still get together and spend a few nights in bed, right?”

		

		She grinned and bent low, her lips just inches from mine and said, “You’d better believe it, baby! Let’s go check out the bedroom again right now, okay?”

		

		We kissed--that being very okay with me.

		

	
		

		

		Book Two – Mary Mason

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		I can do this…I can do this! Mary kept telling herself, her heart pounding as she tossed the two toilet repair kits into the cart, which already held some rapidly thrown together items she didn’t really need but could always use later—a box of waxed paper, a new bathroom plunger, a roll of plastic wrap and some of those spring-clip thingies—and prepared to turn toward the aisle Lane should be coming up.

		

		She had checked just moments ago, peeking around the corner, making sure he was still shopping on the next aisle over from her, moving slowly toward this end of it, browsing the items it held. Drawing in a big breath and mentally reiterating once more that she “could do this”, she turned the corner with her cart and nearly ran her ex-husband down with it.

		

		“Oh, I’m so sorry!” she said, hoping she sounded convincing about being shocked to see him there.

		

		She flirted with him for a little while, suddenly feeling thankful for all of those nights she’d spent in singles bars over the past two years, meeting new men. The flirting was second nature to her by now, allowing her to calm down a bit as the familiar man-woman, back-and-forth exchange played out between her and her ex.

		

		Mary loved the nice complement Lane paid her as they talked, about the way she looked. All of those countless afternoon and evening hours spent in the gym, sweating off those extra pounds now definitely seemed worth it.

		

		The next part of her plan went as smoothly as could be, too. Once she pointed out the two plumbing repair kits in her cart and laid a small guilt-trip on him about promising to fix the toilets for years and never doing it, he was hers, offering to come over and do that small plumbing job right now—just as she’d hoped he might!

		

		****

		

		I’m glad it was at the hardware store where I finally hooked up with him, Mary thought, immensely pleased with herself and her performance thus far, as she drove back to the house a few minutes after their “chance” meeting.

		

		At home, in the top drawer of the desk in her office, she had a long, carefully thought out list of potential meeting places where she might conveniently “bump into” Lane—the grocery store, the cleaners, the hardware store, one of his favorite bars, the drug store, a mall—the list was lengthy and extensive. And she’d worked out a good scenario for an “accidental” meeting in each of those places, too.

		

		But the hardware store and the plumbing gambit were among her favorites. They just fit together so well.

		

		Enforcing the mental discipline it had taken to not just go ahead and fix the damned toilets herself over all these years--letting them get worse and worse--had been tough to maintain. Plus, several of the men she’d invited home for the night during that period had offered to fix them for her as well.

		

		But she would have none of it, keeping the annoying, constantly-running toilets in place as part of her larger contingency plan for snaring Lane again, when she was ready to do so.

		

		And now, at last, she felt ready. She checked her hair and make-up quickly in the rear view mirror as she drove and smiled at the extremely pretty, well put together woman she saw looking back at her. Yeah, she was more than ready!

		

		The only really challenging part of her plan had been playing “stakeout cop” earlier today, waiting for her ex-husband to leave his condo. She’d found out where Lane lived easily enough; that part had been easy.

		

		Since Mary worked as an upper level executive at a bank—having left her old job at the credit union a year before for a big step up in prestige and pay--she’d had computer access to information about real estate closings and title changes in local residential properties. When Lane had finally moved out of his apartment, it had been the easiest thing in the world to watch the property records for a few weeks and wait for his name to appear as a newly-listed home owner. Then, she’d done a few drive-bys on his new place, scoping it out during the day, when she knew he’d be at work.

		

		She wrinkled up her nose as she thought about the condo he’d recently purchased. It was too small and not nearly a classy enough address for her darling Lane!

		

		She reached her own upper-middle-class, showplace home moments later and pulled up into the driveway. Hitting the remote above her visor, she opened the garage door and drove her year-old, burgundy-colored BMW sedan inside, closing the door behind her.

		

		Mary gathered up her hardware purchases and entered the house through the garage. She smiled, eying the newly-refinished and professionally polished hardwood floors just off the kitchen, betting Lane would like what she’d done with the place in the almost three years he’d been absent. It looked even more upscale and perfect now than it had when he’d moved out.

		

		She set her bags from the hardware store on the new Corian countertop she’d had installed a few months ago, when she’d had the kitchen completely remodeled, and started toward the guest the bathroom to pee. Drinking all of that coffee this morning--while sitting in the Beemer, parked in the lot of the strip mall across the street from Lane’s condo development—had left her bladder more than full.

		

		She’d gotten into place at nine that morning, but Lane hadn’t left for the hardware store until nearly two-thirty. Thinking about that long “stakeout” reminded her of a chore she still had to get out of the way before Lane showed up to fix the toilets.

		

		She made a quick u-turn, dashed back out into the garage, and retrieved the gallon milk jug and the plastic bag containing a large plastic funnel which sat on the floor mat in front of the passenger’s seat in the Beemer. Bringing them into the house with her, she tossed the bagged up funnel into the garbage can beneath the kitchen sink and then poured the urine from the jug into the toilet and flushed it before sitting down on the seat to empty her bladder.

		

		Sitting in a car for five and a half hours, drinking coffee, intently watching a driveway, being forced to slip your jeans and your panties down around your ankles when you had to go, and then sliding forward in the seat, and peeing into a funnel which ran down into an empty milk container might seem a big price to pay to most girls—just to arrange an “impromptu” meeting with your ex-husband. But it didn’t seem that excessive to Mary.

		

		She had focus.

		

		Unwavering focus—that was how she’d successfully made the changes in herself that she’d wanted to make. That was how she’d lost all of that weight and gotten the body she now had. It was how she’d found Lane’s new address and meticulously worked out this plan.

		

		And unwavering focus was how she was going to win him back!

		

		****

		

		She lay back in the bed, staring up in the darkness at the ceiling. God, but she felt wonderful…triumphant!

		

		My sweet Lane is, if anything, even better in bed that I remembered him being, she thought ecstatically. He made me come so great!

		

		Mary thought back on the evening, counting up the beautiful orgasms he’d given her. There had been that killer pussy-licking, after their shared shower, to start the afternoon off with; followed by that wonderful butt-fucking.

		

		That had been, she realized, the first time he’d ever taken her anally. And his hot penetration of her ass, while he’d teased her clitty just perfectly, had made her come like crazy!

		

		And then, following dinner, after she’d given him that long, slurpy blowjob and tickled his prostate for him as he’d gone off in her mouth—God, but his come was yummy, not all salty and bitter like a lot of guy’s was!—he’d spanked her bottom for her.

		

		That had been an incredible trip. No one had ever spanked her before, and it had really, really turned her on!

		

		Then there had been that unbelievable ass-licking he’d given her afterward, to ease the throbbing in her reddened, well-spanked bottom. And the tongue-fucking that had followed all of that sexy licking—right up her bunghole.

		

		Mary shivered, a delicious spasm of mini-orgasm coursing through her untouched body in the darkness as she remembered what had come next, how Lane had finger-fucked her bottom while he’d licked her cunny off again. Once she’d started coming, she just couldn’t seem to stop!

		

		How many times was that? She wondered, recalling the string of unbelievable little climaxes she’d experienced, one right after the other, as he’d licked her. Had she come three times on his magic tongue and delving fingers, or four?

		

		She didn’t know. But however many it had been, it had been totally wonderful.

		

		God, my darling Lane is so sexy and I’ve missed him so much!

		

		****

		

		“Well, this weekend went super, I think,” Mary said smugly, as she fixed her hair that Monday morning, Lane’s final good-bye kiss still lingering on her lips. “He’s all mine again now--I hope. We’ll see how soon he calls me.”

		

		Once her hair and make-up were perfect, she went to the bedroom and walked into her big closet, looking for a nice outfit for work today. She didn’t need anything really terrific. There were no important meetings this morning; this was going to be just a typical week at the bank.

		

		Selecting a beige pants suit and a pretty white blouse with a frilly front that would look dressy under the suit, she laid them out on the bed and went over to her jewelry box. She took out an antique cameo brooch and the polished-ivory ring that complemented it she had gotten as a gift from Lane’s mother.

		

		Mama Reynolds will be so happy when we get back together again, she thought.

		

		They still talked every once in a while on the phone. One would call the other, from out of the blue. She knew that Lane’s mom still considered her to be the daughter she’d never had and rooted for her re-entry into her son’s life.

		

		Mary pinned the cameo into place above the jacket pocket of her pants suit and then got into the blouse and her outfit, putting the ring on last. She looked at herself in the mirror, smiled at what she saw, and headed for work.

		

		****

		

		What the heck is taking him so long? Mary asked herself late Thursday afternoon of that week, eying the phone on her desk, willing it to ring, willing it to be Lane, asking her out for a drink after work, or for a weekend getaway or…something!

		

		She spun in her executive chair and stared out the window behind her, wondering what the hold up could be. Why hadn’t he called her? She sighed.

		

		I fucked that boy nearly senseless last Sunday, she thought. He was walking on air by the time he left my house on Monday morning. Why hasn’t he called me yet?

		

		Mary thought briefly about calling him, just to say “hi”, and rejected that idea immediately. She didn’t call men, they called her!

		

		She thought back over all the men she’d met during the last two and a half years. She hadn’t, of course, fucked all of them. Some of them, as she’d gotten to know them better, just didn’t appeal to her, sexually. And some just gave off the wrong vibe, like they’d want to do things to her in the bedroom that she might not enjoy.

		

		The memory of that unexpected spanking flashed through her head and a wry smile appeared on her lips. Maybe she had been wrong to eliminate some of those guys as potential sex partners after all—that spanking had been…hot!

		

		And what had happened afterward had been even hotter.

		

		She sighed again. She wanted to see Lane. She wanted to fuck him, she wanted to spend another night cuddled with him as they slept together in her big bed--that was all there was to that!

		

		Eying the phone, she almost reached for it. But she told herself “no” once more.

		

		She would get him into bed with her again this week, all right. But she’d do it her way. She wouldn’t call—she’d go get him!

		

		The determined little smile on her face slowly faded. She asked herself: was the old, compulsive, got-to-have-my-own-way, right now, Mary making a comeback?

		

		Her mind danced back over all of those sessions with Dr. Hargrove, her expensive psychiatrist. She didn’t want to regress—but she didn’t want to give up on her long- thought-out campaign to win her husband back, either!

		

		This is borderline behavior; she admitted to herself, almost over the top. It’s close to being obsessive, but is it really?

		

		Frowning, Mary sat back in her chair and agonized over what she wanted to do. She really did want to see Lane this weekend, that was all there was to it!

		

		“Actually stalking him…now that would be wrong,” she whispered aloud in the quiet of her private office, the door closed against intrusion as she thought over what she would do next. “But arranging to…run into to him again, sort of taking his temperature to see how he feels about me—that would be okay, I think…”

		

		****

		

		There we go, Mary thought as she sat in her car that night. The digital clock said it was a quarter to six.

		

		Lane had worked at his desk until just now, apparently. She watched as he strolled down the walkway in front of his office building and got into his new Caddy.

		

		Mary--parked far across the lot from where he was--watched and waited until he had started the black Cadillac sedan and was headed for the lot’s exit before she turned the ignition key in her BMW to shadow him. She let a couple of cars get between her car and his and then hung back, following.

		

		I hope to God he’s not just going right home tonight, she thought. I really want to see him again this weekend, and it’s already Thursday night.

		

		If he drove straight home, she was screwed. She needed for him to go to a mall, or the grocery store, or a bar, or somewhere that she could “bump into” him again, seemingly by accident.

		

		After she’d tracked him for a mile or so, she saw his right turn signal come on and looked over to her right. The Buckhorn Steakhouse--she smiled when she saw it.

		

		They’d had dinner there a few times, years ago. She hadn’t been there recently, but she liked the place well enough.

		

		It seemed an excellent spot to “run into” Lane again. She waited until he was out of his car and inside before she parked, shut the motor off, and took a last look at her make-up and hair in the lighted mirror before going inside herself.

		

		Mary thought of the barbequed chicken gambit as she saw Lane sitting at the bar, sipping his scotch. It should work great, she decided. She just stopped and stared at him for a moment, her clit throbbing sharply once as she watched him from across the room.

		

		He was so handsome. She remembered last Sunday night, in bed with him, and her heart sang.

		

		I want him, she thought, God, I want him back so badly. And…I’m going to get him!

		

		She came up with a semi-clever quip to open the conversation with and sidled up to the bar, standing just behind him, where he sat on his stool. Leaning forward slightly, she said, just loud enough for him to hear, “Jesus, I knew I should have gone to the Corral tonight instead of here. They let anyone in this place, don’t they?”

		

		****

		

		After Lane had gone back to his condo for the night that Sunday evening, Mary sat at her kitchen table by herself, sipped at a vodka gimlet, and reviewed the weekend in her mind. Overall, it had been splendid.

		

		The sex had been utterly fantastic again, and the cuddling and warmth between the two of them had been even better. And she’d accomplished her goal. He hadn’t said anything yet, but she could tell that he was now hers once more.

		

		She was willing to bet that, if she had offered to let him, he would have put his condo up for sale and moved back in here with her within the month. She had him eating out of her hand again—or if you wanted to use a more truthful and considerably cruder description of the whole thing, you could say she had him drooling over her pussy again—and that was wonderful.

		

		That had been her aim for months now; ever since she’d finally made the decision that “yes”, she did want him back in her life again. After a particularly rough therapy session, she’d reached a breakthrough and admitted to herself that he was the only man who would really do.

		

		She’d met a lot of men in the last few years, and had fucked a large percentage of them. Getting sex wasn’t a problem, she could do that easily.

		

		And some of the guys she’d bedded, she had to admit, hadn’t been bad at all. A few of them had been really great in the sack and had taught her some of the incredibly nasty, fun little tricks that she was now using so shamelessly on Lane, to help win him back…and learning those tricks had proved to be great fun indeed!

		

		But the problem with those other guys was that, when all was said and done, none of them had been Lane! She’d fallen in love with him when she was sixteen, and she’d never really fallen out of love with him.

		

		Some of the men she’d met after he had moved out had been handsome and very desirable, visually speaking. Some of them had possessed really big cocks, and that had been both a challenge and a revelation. She’d always thought that Lane’s was huge, but she now knew that wasn’t really the case.

		

		Mary smiled to herself, sidetracked for a moment. She had to admit, being in bed with a guy who had a really massive dick could be very entertaining, if he knew what to do with it!

		

		Sipping more of her drink, her thoughts returned to Lane. It wasn’t that he was better looking than any of the rest of the guys she’d met, or wittier, or more charming, or even a better lover. There was something intangible about the two of them together that just felt right to her. She loved him, and that was that.

		

		After stopping to savor that feeling for a moment, she turned her attention back to where she was in her overall campaign to win her husband back. The ground got a little shakier there.

		

		She had him. And she did still want him, desperately.

		

		But this swinger lifestyle he was now into constituted a real, unforeseen problem. All along, she had planned to toy with him for a while when she’d finally reached this point in their new relationship. It had never been a part of her plan to let him move home right away.

		

		Mary knew enough about men to realize that they valued something a lot more if they’d worked hard to get it and there had been some doubt as to whether or not they would succeed in getting it. Back when she’d still trolled the singles bars regularly for new guys, she’d made it a strict policy to never sleep with a man she might truly have had an interest in—when that interest might have lasted longer than one night—on the first night they’d met.

		

		If you met a guy who was cute, and sexy, and you wanted to fuck him, you just took him home and fucked him. If, however, you met one who intrigued you, who might have proved to be Mr. Right--if you eventually decided that Lane might not be the one and only man for you--you played with him, you teased him. You gave him your number and hoped he would call for a real date. But you what you didn’t do was give in and let him have all the goodies the first night you met him.

		

		That was a big part of the reason she had originally planned to go slowly with Lane—he’d value her more if she played a little hard to get. The other, completely new and unexpected part of the equation was this swinger thing.

		

		If her sweetie was really so hung up on going to parties like that, where any girl in the place was available to him, sexually, would Mary be able to hold his interest, long-term, after she eventually let him move back home with her?

		

		It was true that she was light-years better in bed now than she had been when they had been married, but would her newfound, hard-won sexual skills be enough to counter Lane’s new “hobby”? Mary gave that question some long and hard thought.

		

		She was a different woman now than when she’d had Lane in her life the first time around. Physically, she was a knockout, and that hadn’t been true then.

		

		Mary had no false sense of modesty about that. She’d worked hard enough to become a knockout to know that she was one.

		

		And she was not just good in bed…she was fantastic. Again, she knew that because she’d set out to make herself fantastic in bed, and she had.

		

		But she wasn’t stupid. She might be all she now was, but she also knew what she wasn’t—she wasn’t nineteen anymore, the way Lane’s sexpot ex-girlfriend, Shay, had been.

		

		And, despite all her new sexual prowess, she couldn’t give him the excitement of multi-partner, bisexual, girl-on-girl encounters, the way the swinger’s club could. No one woman, however good she was in bed, could do that.

		

		Mary finished her drink and made another, still thinking hard. She recalled a night at a man’s apartment--a really hot guy she’d met at the gym--after a party she had attended had broken up. She had fully intended to spend the night with him. They’d been an on and off couple for several months at that point, and she’d already slept there a number of times.

		

		But an extremely handsome, sexy friend of his had hung around and hung around on that particular night, not leaving. They’d had more drinks and her quasi-boyfriend, Ken, had finally come out with it. His cute-as-could-be pal, Larry, wanted to spend the night too. He was dying to fuck Mary, it seemed, and Ken had been all for it.

		

		A three-way, she remembered, that’s what they’d wanted. All three of us in bed together, trading off, with Ken watching me fuck his friend.

		

		And, truthfully, Mary recalled, she’d almost gone for it. Larry had been very handsome, and as buffed as a man could be, just like Ken was. If she’d have had just one or two more drinks in her when they’d made their lewd proposition, she might have gone ahead and said, “Fuck it,” and done both of the handsome musclemen together, just as they’d wanted her to.

		

		But she hadn’t. In the end, she’d gathered up her purse and coat and had surprised both of them—and herself, a little—by driving home instead. She’d had to stop down the street from Ken’s place and guzzle bad coffee for an hour at a Denny’s to sober up enough to complete the cross-town drive, but that’s what she’d done.

		

		But I was tempted, she remembered with a little smile. Ken was pretty hot in bed and that Larry guy was just plain gorgeous! Part of me really wanted to be wild and crazy that night and see what being in bed with two sexy guys at once would have been like!

		

		“Could I really do that?” she murmured aloud in her empty kitchen. “If my darling Lane really can’t--or doesn’t want to--give up his swing parties, could I do that? Could I go to them with him, and fuck other guys while he watched?”

		

		She gulped her drink, shivering at that thought. She imagined him smiling that sexy smile of his at her, watching her ride some anonymous guy’s huge dick, while he was busily screwing some cute little thing at the same time.

		

		Could I do that? She asked herself again. Could I ever be that big a slut for Lane? Could I stand to watch him being intimate with another woman?

		

		Mary thought about that. In the end, she frowned, doubting that she could.

		

		And yet…as she sat there contemplating it, she noticed that her breasts were feeling quite pumped up and swollen, and that her nipples were making little pokies against the front of her shirt—right through her bra.

		

		And my pussy! She thought, somewhat shocked by her body’s reaction to those lurid daydreams about swinging. My pussy lips are as wet as can be!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Mary was a bit surprised when, from out of nowhere, Lane called her late Tuesday afternoon that week and asked if she could meet him for a quick cocktail at the Buckhorn again after work. She was surprised because, just before he had headed home last Sunday evening, they’d made a tentative date to get together for drinks at the same bar on Wednesday night.

		

		“What’s the rush?” she asked playfully when he phoned. “I thought we we’re supposed to have a drink together tomorrow night. Are you that desperate to see me, darling?”

		

		“Actually, I am,” Lane’s voice came back immediately.

		

		Mary’s tone had been light, bantering, when she’d asked him he if was that desperate to see her. But Lane seemed dead serious.

		

		“Okay,” she answered hesitantly, suddenly a bit worried about what this impromptu cocktail meeting was all about, “is everything all right?”

		

		“Uh…yeah,” Lane blurted, but his voice sounded halting and none too reassuring, as far as nothing being wrong was concerned, “I just want to talk to you in person tonight, all right?”

		

		“Okay,” Mary said, uneasiness creeping into her voice, “what time?”

		

		“Let’s say seven, okay? I’ve got some work I ought to finish up before I head out tonight.”

		

		“That’s great for me,” Mary replied. “I need to hit the gym after work today, so I’ll warn you ahead of time, my make-up and hair may be less than perfect when I meet you tonight.”

		

		He laughed and said, “In the past two weeks, I’ve seen you naked, sweaty, totally without make-up, and first thing in the morning, when you wake up. You’ve still looked gorgeous every time, so I wouldn’t worry about it, honey.”

		

		With that, he hung up, and Mary smiled. Hearing him say that she’d looked gorgeous gave her heart a lift that lasted not only through the rest of the afternoon, but throughout the killer workout she put herself through later that evening.

		

		

		

		****

		

		“Sorry I’m late,” she told Lane as she sat down in the booth opposite him at a few minutes past seven that night.

		

		He looked at her and smiled. “You’re slightly flushed, your hair is just a little damp, and yet you have somehow managed to look completely stunning. Every man in this place stopped what he was doing when you came in that door just now, and watched you walk over here and sit down with me. I’m with the prettiest girl in the place, Mary.”

		

		Toasting her with his nearly-empty scotch, he then signaled the waitress. She came over and took his order for a refill on his Chivas and soda, and Mary’s for a Ketel One vodka gimlet.

		

		“So, what’s this little meeting about?” she asked, still basking in the glow of his compliment about her being the prettiest girl in the room, as the waitress left.

		

		Lane fidgeted. There was no other way to describe his nervous behavior. He ran his fingers through his longish black mane, drank a sip of ice water and long-gone scotch, and looked away.

		

		When he looked back, he said, “I’m a two-headed beast these days, Mary. I want you to know, these last two weeks…getting together with you again? They’ve truly been the best two weeks of my life in the last ten years.”

		

		He looked away again, at the cocktail waitress, who was wending her way through the crowded barroom over to them with their drinks. He waited until the girl had delivered them and then went on to tell Mary, “I know we talked about doing something together again this weekend, and I’d really love that.”

		

		He stopped and Mary felt her heart sink. She drank some of her gimlet and said, “But? This sounds like there’s a big but coming.”

		

		He smiled sheepishly and said, “Yeah, there is.”

		

		Gathering himself, he went on, launching into his explanation with a vigor and aura of preparation that told Mary he’d been going over what he was going to say to her for a while today. “You remember me telling you about how I still occasionally attend swing parties?”

		

		When she nodded slowly and sipped at her drink, he added, “Well, normally, I’d blow off any party that came along for the chance to spend the weekend with you. But I got a call this morning from…Max Wallace; a totally unexpected call…telling me that my request to attend his quarterly party had been accepted.”

		

		He sat back, looking relieved to have gotten that out. When Mary just stared at him, he started, clearly realizing that his explanation had meant zip to her.

		

		“See, Max is far and away the wealthiest member of the Northern California swingers group I belong to,” Lane rushed to explain. “He has huge real estate holdings, both here and in the Bay Area, he wields controlling interest in half a dozen big companies, and he owns this boutique winery over in Napa County, with this fabulous estate sitting in the middle of it.”

		

		Mary nodded, curious now as to where this was going. She knew who Max Wallace was. His wealth and far-flung business enterprises made him a popular topic of conversation in the banking community.

		

		“Anyway, Max and his wife, Olympia, throw four, invitation-only swinger parties a year at the Napa estate,” Lane went on, “one to celebrate each season. His Autumn Harvest party is this Saturday. Nearly everyone who belongs to the local club and the San Francisco/greater Bay Area clubs sent in requests to be considered for an invitation, but the Wallaces choose just a hundred and fifty couples for each party.”

		

		He leaned forward, putting his elbows on the table and said, “They only invite the hottest, best-looking, hippest couples—no fatties, uglies, or bow-wows need apply. I’ve put in for it for two years, every quarter, and never been accepted…until now!”

		

		His eyes lit up as he told Mary, “This estate is right in the middle of hundreds of acres of vineyards. It’s built on the order of an ancient Roman villa. It has a heated, nearly Olympic-sized pool, complete with showers, changing area, bar and an outside dance floor. And the main house is, like, twenty-thousand square feet. There are a zillion bedrooms for closed swinging and open swinging; an orgy room with mirrors on the walls and ceilings, a machine room with Sybians and sex swings and hydraulic fuck machines…”

		

		Seeing how wide Mary’s eyes had just gone, Lane stopped talking and finished his drink in one gulp. He chuckled apologetically and said, “I’m sorry, I guess I should explain some of the terminology. Closed swinging is where two people meet at a party like that, decide they’d like to…be together, but that they want some privacy as they get it on, and so they retreat to one of the bedrooms and lock the door.”

		

		He shrugged, seeing Mary’s eyes narrow only slightly at that explanation. He went on to add, “Open swinging is just the opposite. The couple leaves the bedroom door open, so that other swingers can watch them do what they’re doing together and maybe even join in, if that’s okay with the couple in the room.”

		

		“And the…uh…orgy room—is that what it sounds like?” Mary finally found her voice, and asked.

		

		“Pretty much,” Lane said, waving at the waitress to indicate he wanted another round of drinks, “you don’t venture into that room unless you’re ready for pretty much anything.”

		

		Mary sat back--slightly stunned by the visual images she was getting from that understated description. At last, she asked, “And this sex machine room—what on earth is a Syblian?”

		

		Lane laughed softly as he corrected her. “That’s Sybian, Mary, and it’s a little machine shaped like a barrel cut in half, upholstered in Naugahyde, with an apparatus that sticks up out of the center of it.”

		

		Looking around, making sure no one was eavesdropping on what he was about to say next, Lane leaned forward and whispered, “The apparatus that sticks up can be changed out, according to the user’s preferences. It can be a short, fat, fake cock, or a long, thick fake cock, or a ball-like thing with knobby, soft plastic ridges all the way around the ball. It goes up into a girl’s pussy and vibrates and spins while she rides it. Supposedly, the ball contraption gives you a clitoral orgasm and a g-spot orgasm, both at once.”

		

		Mary’s whispered answer was accompanied by a naughty giggle. “Now that sounds like fun!”

		

		Lane laughed along with her, agreeing, “Oh, it is, from what I’ve seen. I’ve been to parties where some gals never got too far from the machine room all night long. They seemed to be much more fascinated by all of those fake cocks than they were by the real ones belonging to the men at the party.”

		

		Her curiosity piqued by now, Mary asked, “What, exactly, is a ‘sex swing’?”

		

		“It’s a swing apparatus that’s bolted to the ceiling, with various straps that can be adjusted, depending on what position the lady in the swing wants to be in. It has stirrups, too, so that a guy can stand in between a girl’s open legs, adjust the height of the swing seat so that it’s just perfect for man-in-front sex, or for man-behind-sex, with the girl suspended parallel to the floor, lying on her tummy. The swing action as the girl is penetrated and moved in and out on the guy’s cock makes it an incredible sexual experience for both of them, believe me.”

		

		Mary felt her nipples stiffening under her blouse and bra. She let herself imagine a scenario with her naked and suspended on such a device, Lane standing behind her, swinging her body in and out, taking her again and again as a whole group of naked men and women watched them fuck!

		

		She felt her clit throb sharply and shook her head to help clear away that lewd image as the waitress brought their drinks. Taking a sip of hers, she made an effort to steel herself mentally as she asked, trying her very best to sound casual, “So, who are you taking with you to this lavish sexual soiree this weekend?”

		

		Lane frowned. He answered, in a discouraged tone, “That’s another problem. I have to resubmit my acceptance, along with my date’s photos and her like/dislike sheet by no later than Thursday, or my invitation will be cancelled and re-issued to someone else.”

		

		He sighed. “My first choice, a young gal I know by the name of Mandy, is going out of town that weekend. When I reached her on the phone this morning, after Max’s call, she explained that she’s gotten herself a new boyfriend since I last spoke to her, so she’s out of the swing scene, at least temporarily.”

		

		Mary felt her pulse quicken. She asked, “Have you tried your other…swing-friends? You said--when you first told me about this new…hobby of yours—that you had a few girls who were glad to serve as your date for parties like this one.”

		

		Her ex-husband replied, “Yeah, but one of them, my second choice for this party, has apparently moved away since I last talked to her. Her phone is off and there’s no new number. And another one of my favorite swing dates just got married and is going to be at the party—with her new husband! And another lady I used to occasionally ask to accompany me to these things hasn’t been available for me to speak with, so far. I called her at work today and left a voicemail, but she hasn’t called back yet. I plan to try her again at home later this evening. If she blows me off, I guess I’m not going to the party after all.”

		

		Mary sipped her drink at that news, her mind shifting into overdrive. She told herself, I can’t do this. I won’t! It’s just too…weird to even consider!

		

		She tipped the drink back and downed it. That little inner-voice of hers kept asking: How badly do you want him back?

		

		She thought about that, over and over again. She told herself that if this was what she had to do to get him, it would be worth it. And then, seconds later, she told herself that if this was what she had to do this to get him back, then maybe he wasn’t really what she wanted after all!

		

		Looking across the table at him, she pondered that.

		

		Just then, Lane looked up at her and smiled. It was that sexy, bad-boy, charming smile of his that never failed to send a thrill down her spine, ever since she’d been a teenager!

		

		I do want him! She found herself admitting. God, but I want him!

		

		Mary took a deep breath. She told herself one last time that was worth it, that she had to at least try!

		

		“What if I said I’d go with you?” she heard herself asking a moment later, her heart racing so fast that it threatened to jump right out of her chest. “What if I volunteered to be your date this weekend?”

		

		“You,” Lane asked, obviously shocked by the very idea of Mary at a party like this one, “oh, babe, I don’t know.”

		

		Slightly affronted by his unenthusiastic response to her offer, Mary drew herself up and demanded, “What…you think I’m not hot enough to take to a swing party?”

		

		Lane grinned and shook his head, “It’s not that. You’re fantastic.”

		

		After a moment, he went on to add, “It’s just that you’ve never done anything like this before. And…you don’t realize what it would be like.”

		

		His smile, which seemed to her to be slightly patronizing, widened as he said, “The way you look? You’ve got to understand, Mary, that you’d be a brand new girl on the scene if you went to this party. And new girls always get a lot of play, just because they’re new.”

		

		She sat back, wondering--what was “a lot of play”? How many guys, exactly, would be hitting on her, wanting to have sex with her, if she went to this party?

		

		Lane, seeing her hesitation, added, “Remember, there’s going to be a hundred and fifty guys at that party…the most buffed, well-hung, sexiest, horniest dudes in two large regional swing clubs.”

		

		He shook his head again and said, “A girl who’s as beautiful as you are, and who is brand new to the swing scene--you’d get that cute little pussy of yours fucked off, babe!”

		

		Mary thought about that—a hundred and fifty terrific-looking guys, all well endowed, sexy, and horny—all lusting after her?

		

		God help me, she thought, but that somehow doesn’t sound completely awful!

		

		“Would I have to do all of them?” she finally asked.

		

		Lane laughed. “God, no—swinger club rules state that you can tell any guy who doesn’t really appeal to you--or if you’re tired and don’t want anymore sex at the moment--no. You just say something like, ‘Thanks for asking, but I’m resting right now, maybe later’, and the guy will go away and ask someone else.”

		

		After a moment spent considering that, Mary, very relieved, took a deep breath and said decisively, “Okay. I’m in. I can do that. What do we do next?”

		

		Her ex-husband just stared at her blankly for a moment, as if he were trying to get his mind around the notion that his once staid, sexually-conservative wife was willing to give swinging a try. Finally, he asked, “Do you have a good digital camera at home?”

		

		“Sure, why, what’s the camera for?”

		

		“We need to do a couple of things, to start off with,” Lane told her, finishing his drink. “We need to take some nude shots of you to send off to Max and Olympia, as my date for the party. And then we need you to fill out an online, party invitation-request form to go with the pictures. It tells our hosts what you would feel comfortable doing at their party…multiple partners simultaneously, oral sex, anal, facials, come-swallowing, girl-girl stuff…”

		

		Lane’s voice trailed off when he saw Mary’s face go a shade paler as he mentioned lesbian liaisons. He explained to her, “The girl-on-girl stuff is kind of important to Olympia. She’s Max’s third wife, and she’s a trophy wife in every sense of the word. Olympia is Italian, about twenty-five or so, built like a brick shithouse, and the most sexual creature you will ever meet.”

		

		“And she really l-likes sex with other women, I take it?” Mary managed to stammer.

		

		“She likes sex, period,” Lane assured her with a laugh. “I wouldn’t be surprised if the gardeners, the pool boy, and the family dog all screw her when Max is away on business.”

		

		“Oh,” Mary said with a sinking heart.

		

		****

		

		“Is this okay?” Mary asked nervously.

		

		She was naked, on her bed, a bunch of throw pillows surrounding her, just for added color. The pillows weren’t hiding anything. You could, Mary knew, still see her pussy and both nipples as she lay there; flashing the camera Lane now held her sexiest smile.

		

		“That’s perfect,” he said, snapping yet another photo.

		

		He got ready for another shot, saying, “Open your legs a bit more, doll, so the camera can see that little pink slit of yours better.”

		

		With a sigh, Mary did as he asked, adding wryly, “If it could see my pussy any better, we could send these shots to Gynecological Monthly!”

		

		Lane laughed and took the picture. He put the camera down and stepped forward. He was as naked as she was, and his cock was fully erect from the excitement of taking photos of her in the nude.

		

		“Are you ready for some really racy ones?” he asked.

		

		“What would I have to do?” Mary asked almost shyly.

		

		“Suck me,” Lane said, holding out his rampant dick, “while I photograph you giving me head.”

		

		Mary giggled and scooted over to the edge of the mattress, swinging her legs over the side and sitting up. She took his offered cock in her hand and lined it up with her lips as Lane picked up the camera again and focused on the mirrored closet doors across the room, centering their two bodies in the shot.

		

		“This is sort of photography is kind of fun, actually,” Mary said, looking up at him and then running her tongue all around the head of his prick.

		

		Lane pressed the button and captured her tongue on him. She tilted her head back and sucked him into her mouth all the way up to his balls and he clicked the shutter again.

		

		“Jesus, Mary, you put porn stars to shame!” he gasped as she started to blow him.

		

		The camera clicked a number of times; catching Mary in mid-suck, her small but perfect tits frozen in mid-jiggle, her lips tight against his buried cock meat. At last, Lane sighed and put the camera on the bed again.

		

		“What now?” Mary asked.

		

		“Now,” said Lane, getting on the bed and drawing her back onto it with him, “now I fuck that beautiful little pussy of your before I explode!”

		

		She giggled and asked him, “How do we get pictures of us doing that together?”

		

		“We don’t,” Land sighed, sliding deep into her. “I just want to fuck you, babe. You posing nude, showing off that incredible body of yours is driving me nuts! After we’re done, we’ll get that form filled out and attach some of the more spectacular shots we’ve got of you and then e-mail it off to Max.”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Mary sighed as well, loving the feel of Lane inside her again, rolling her hips up off the bed beneath him as he penetrated her all the way in that familiar, maddeningly-sweet rhythm of his, “that sounds wonderful. Fuck me, darling, fuck me good, please?”

		

		Lane, of course, did just that. She was as excited as he was about posing naked for the camera, and he made her come after just a few minutes. Then he turned her onto her tummy and got her up onto her hands and knees, and banged the bejeezus out of her from behind until she screamed and came again, hard!

		

		“Blow me,” he gasped, pulling his still rigid cock out of her very satisified pussy, “suck me off, but don’t swallow it. I want to get a picture of you with a huge mouthful of jizz, and then another one right afterward, when you’ve downed it, okay?”

		

		That sounded very okay to Mary. She just loved sucking Lane off and swallowing his come--and the idea of him taking pictures of her doing it somehow made the whole thing sound even more kinky and fun!

		

		Mary had never let anyone take nude photos of her before, especially pictures of her not only naked but also being so naughty. She was shocked at how much it really excited her. And the knowledge that this fabulously wealthy Max person and his slut wife would be looking at these photos, judging whether or not she was hot enough to come to their debauched party, sent an additional thrill rippling through Mary’s clit as well.

		

		“Now,” Lane gasped, her head going in and out on his magnificent cock, “oh, God, honey-girl, now!”

		

		A big wad of come spattered all over inside Mary’s mouth. She resisted her natural inclination to swallow it, letting it build and build as Lane’s dick jerked hard three more times, rewarding her with a big offering of hot, gooey male cock cream each time.

		

		She let a little of the massive load ease down her throat, not wanting to drown just for a photo opportunity. Holding as much of the slick jizz in her mouth she could, Mary opened her lips, tilting her head back as Lane slipped his softening cock out of her mouth and reached for the camera.

		

		“Perfect,” he said, snapping the picture. “You’re a natural at this, babe. You could be a porn model, if this banking thing doesn’t work out for you.”

		

		Mary giggled, trying desperately not to let any come ooze out of her mouth. Lane took another snap, and then she swallowed all of it in two big gulps.

		

		Taking the opportunity to finish up the form while Lane was momentarily in the bathroom, Mary took a deep breath and clicked on “Love to be double-penetrated” and “Love Girl-Girl Sex”. She had already clicked her approval of oral sex and swallowing come, gangbangs, anal, and “Love Massive Facials”.

		

		She attached the six photos that she and Lane had picked out to include along with the form--the one with her swallowing his big load of come being the very first one in the series--and hit “Send”. She let out her breath.

		

		I did it, she thought, triumphant but scared poop-less!

		

		She hadn’t ever actually tried double penetration before, of course, never having had more than one partner at a time. She’d come close with her ex-fuck-buddy, muscleman Ken, and his pal, Larry, that time, but she hadn’t followed through with them.

		

		But I’ve done lots of anal and a ton of regular fucking, so I don’t see what would be so different about doing both of them at once, she thought, getting up somewhat shakily from her computer. And I’ve jacked off at least seven or eight guys all over my tits and face in the past, including Lane a couple of weeks ago, so I know I can do facials okay.

		

		The girl-girl stuff was a problem. She’d only clicked that one because Lane had told her that this Olympia slut loved it. She didn’t want to be the reason she and her ex-hubby got bounced from the guest list for this affair—just because she’d never had any interest in other women, sexually speaking.

		

		Mary bit her lower lip and reconsidered that. She’d watched her share of porn movies with different “overnight dates”, during the past couple of years, as a prelude to having sex. Going back still further, she and Lane had watched some too, back when they’d first been married.

		

		So she’d seen lots of girl-on-girl scenes. And, if she were honest with herself, she had to admit, if the two women were pretty and sexy, and they really seemed to be into one another—not just faking it for the cameras—some of the pairings had managed to pique her interest quite a bit.

		

		Maybe I could at least try that, if I’d had a few drinks first, and it was at a wild swing party, where there was sex going on all over the place. And if the other girl was pretty and hot, and she really seemed to want me!

		

		She drew in a deep breath, noticing that her nipples were all erect and throbbing again and that her pussy was now wet, too, as she thought about making it with another hot-looking woman at a swinger orgy! Lane walked back into the room just then and she grabbed him and pressed herself up against him once more.

		

		“What’s this all about?” he said, clearly pleasantly surprised by her aggressive embrace.

		

		With some difficulty, she pushed the image of her and some other woman kissing and licking each other at the party this Saturday to the back of her mind, and whispered in a voice that sounded somewhat huskier-than-usual, “Don’t worry about it, babe. Just fuck me again, okay?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Mary could not sit down. Actually, she could, but then she was right back up on her feet again, nervously pacing about.

		

		It was Saturday morning, nearly ten-thirty; the day of the big swing party at the Wallace estate. She’d gotten up early and taken a long shower, carefully shaving everywhere it was possible to shave, very conscientiously--not wanting any unsightly stubble or hair on her body where it shouldn’t have been, nor any embarrassing razor nicks—and then drying herself off thoroughly.

		

		Doing her hair had taken the better part of an hour. She’d had it cut yesterday afternoon, into a new do that featured Roman-style bangs and short, dangling accent-curls on both sides of her face. The rest of her long brown hair was done in big, loose curls that hung down onto her shoulders.

		

		She had easily replicated the stylist’s efforts this morning, after washing and drying her hair. It looked just as good now as it had when she’d exited the beauty shop yesterday.

		

		Mary’s make-up had taken an additional hour. She was wearing a lot more than she usually did. She’d studied paintings of Roman Empire era women on the web after she’d agreed to attend the party. And she’d tried to recreate their style, using lots of eyeliner, a heavy dose of dark, kohl-like eye shadow--the better to highlight her arresting grey eyes.

		

		She was also wearing a rose-hued lipstick today that was guaranteed not to rub off easily. After all, she didn’t want to leave lipstick on every guy’s cock that found its way into her mouth at this party!

		

		That naughty, crude little thought set her heart to pounding again. Would she really end up sucking a lot of dicks today and into tonight?

		

		“God, I don’t know!” she whispered aloud in her empty kitchen.

		

		That was the thing that had her so uptight about this whole affair—she didn’t really know what to expect. She had no idea how comfortable she’d be attending a debauched…orgy like this one!

		

		Would she be able to get over the massive case of nerves that gripped her at the moment--or would she end up feeling awkward and totally out of place throughout the whole party: again, she just didn’t know.

		

		The phone rang and she snatched it up. Lane’s voice said, “Hi, babe, I’m leaving my place right now. Open the garage door so I can pull inside, like we talked about the other night.”

		

		“Okay,” Mary agreed, “see you soon, darling.

		

		After he hung up, Mary went over to the door that led out to the garage, opened it, and leaned around the doorjamb to hit the button that lifted the outer door. Her Beemer was pulled all the way to one side so that Lane’s Caddy would fit next to it.

		

		I hope I like the costume he’s picked out for me, she thought, closing the kitchen door, I probably should have gotten it myself…but what do I know about swing parties or what constitutes a great costume for one? He’s been to lots of them, so I guess I’ll just have to trust his judgment.

		

		Mary wandered over to the kitchen counter. Her big thermos was already sitting there, waiting to be filled. She decided there was no point in putting things off any longer. Lane would be here in minutes, and then they’d be leaving for the party.

		

		She poured the vodka into a big pitcher, added powdered sugar, some lime juice, and a handful of ice cubes from the ice maker in the freezer. She made one strong gimlet for now, to drink while she mixed up the bigger batch for the trip over to Napa, and then dumped the finished cocktail into a highball glass with more ice. As she nervously sipped it, she measured the ingredients for six more gimlets into the pitcher, along with ice.

		

		Drinking before noon—that’s where this swinger stuff will lead you, girl, she wryly admonished herself as she made the drinks, inhaling half of the single gimlet she was drinking in two big swallows while she mixed the pitcher full of cocktails.

		

		When the larger batch was finished, she stirred it thoroughly with the ice and then strained the mixture into her thermos and screwed the lid on. She got out an innocuous-looking paper cup to drink the liquor out of on the trip over to Napa.

		

		Mary started to put the mix and the vodka away and then stopped.

		

		“Fuck it,” she whispered in the silent kitchen, “I’m so nervous I could puke!”

		

		She gulped down the rest of her gimlet and made herself a fresh one before finally clearing all of the ingredients off the counter, all the time thinking, I want to be as loose as the proverbial goose when I get to that party this afternoon. I don’t want to be a falling down, incoherent-drunk. But I do want to be feeling absolutely no pain. And I also want my brain as anaesthetized as possible--the idea of being surrounded by three-hundred sex fiends makes me crave a certain degree of numbness!

		

		A car pulled into the garage and she downed the fresh gimlet in four big gulps, dumped the cubes in the sink, and washed out the glass quickly. Crossing the kitchen to the door leading out to the garage, she opened it, and saw Lane just getting out of his Cadillac, two hangers in his hand, both covered with the clear plastic bags used by dry cleaners. She punched the button and closed the garage door behind him.

		

		“Hi, babe,” he greeted her, stepping up into the kitchen, giving her terrycloth bathrobe and her high-rise cork-wedge sandals a careful look, “what’s under the robe?”

		

		Feeling her face coloring slightly, she slipped it off and tossed it over the back of a kitchen chair, saying, “Ta-dah! Nothing at all, just like you said.”

		

		Lane grinned from ear to ear, checking out her stunning, naked body, now nude except for the stylish, Roman-looking sandals. He slipped the plastic cover off the diaphanous, light pink toga he had brought for her to wear to the party and presented it to her with a little flourish.

		

		“Babe…this thing is so sheer you could read a newspaper through it without straining your eyes!” she said, appalled at how thin the gossamer garment was. “Where’s the rest of it--the panties and the bra?”

		

		He laughed. “This is it, the whole works.”

		

		When he saw her eyes shoot wide open as she stared at the barely-there toga, he patted her arm gently and told her, “You’ve got to keep in mind what sort of party this is, honey. After you’ve been at this little soiree for a short while, I doubt you’ll be wearing anything but those cute sandals you have on.”

		

		“Oh. Christ--that makes me feel better!” she sighed--eying the wisp of clothing she was holding in her hand, wishing she’d helped herself to yet another gimlet.

		

		Lane slipped the plastic cover off his own toga. It was bright-white in color and made of a brushed, heavy cotton cloth that was trimmed all around the neck, arm-holes, and hem with decorative gold thread. He laid it across the kitchen chair, atop Mary’s robe, and proceeded to take off his knit shirt and undo his trousers.

		

		“How come the material in yours is so heavy and mine is see-through?” Mary groused, pulling the lighter-than-air garment on gingerly, not wanting to muss her perfectly-coiffed hairdo getting into it.

		

		“Nature in reverse,” Lane explained, now standing completely naked in the kitchen. “In nature, the male of the species is almost always the brightly colored one, while the female seems almost drab by comparison. At swinger parties, it’s usually just the opposite.”

		

		“How nice for us girls,” Mary commented dryly, adjusting the fit of the toga, for all the good it did her--she still felt completely naked!

		

		She watched as Lane got into his Roman costume and then slipped his feet back into his sandals. He looked handsome as hell, she thought. He’d even combed his dark hair forward in an approximation of an ancient “Caesar” haircut.

		

		He looked over at her and grinned. “You look like a fucking million bucks, Mary. You’ll be the prettiest girl at this affair, and there are going to be a lot of gorgeous women there today, believe me.”

		

		Stepping closer to him, she leaned her nearly bare breasts against his chest and his arms came up immediately to hold her. She looked into his eyes, nearly as tall as he was in her new sandals with their cork, three-inch wedge heels, and said, “You can fuck every pretty girl at this party, for all I care, darling, if you’ll promise me just one thing.”

		

		“What’s that, beautiful?” he asked.

		

		“That when it’s over, you’ll still be with me,” she said softly.

		

		Lane laughed softly and then admitted, “I didn’t realize it for the longest time, doll, but I’m always going to be with you. You’re stuck with me. I love you, Mary. I always have, and I always will.”

		

		She melted into his arms again and kissed him. The kiss seemed to go on forever.

		

		When they finally broke apart, he said, “Now, let’s go have some naughty fun together, what do you say?”

		

		She took his arm and they crossed to the door leading out to the garage, Mary pausing to scoop up her thermos and her paper cup as they passed the kitchen counter. He glanced quizzically at them as they stepped down into the garage together and he asked, “What’s that?”

		

		“Liquid courage, I hope,” Mary said as she eased down into the Caddy’s plush black leather seat.

		

		****

		

		“Well, your friend Max is lucky,” she said as they turned onto a narrow county road a few miles outside the small city of Napa. “He’s gotten one of those warm, late fall/Indian summer days for his big party. But I bet it still gets chilly later this evening, once the sun goes down.”

		

		“Like I told you, this is the first blowout I’ve ever been to at the estate,” Lane said. “But I have talked to a few people who have been there for other parties, and apparently Max will have a number of those large outdoor heaters in place out by the pool and on the patio to keep his naked guests comfortable this evening; ones like they use in cafes and restaurants that feature outside seating this time of the year.”

		

		“I sure hope so,” Mary said, her words slurring just slightly. She had finished off the last of her thermos of gimlets a few miles back and was feeling as laid back and loosey-goosey as could be. “I’d hate to freeze my titties off at this orgy.”

		

		Lane grinned and looked briefly over at her bare breasts, showing proud and pink-tipped beneath the sheer cloth. He said, “I’d hate to have that happen, too, babe. Those are some titties!”

		

		Mary giggled and laid her head back against the soft leather of the seat. She wasn’t nearly as nervous as she had been earlier—courtesy of all the strong booze she’d consumed on the nearly two-hour drive over here—but then, they weren’t actually at the party yet, either.

		

		That, however, changed in just a few minutes. They came around a corner on the curvy, deserted wine-country road, and there it was--a magnificent ancient Roman-style villa, sitting on the crown of a low hill, amid thousands of acres of grape vines that stretched away into the distance on both sides of the road.

		

		Unlike the wineries they’d passed thus far—nearly all of which had displayed signs proclaiming that they were “open” and listing hours of operations for tasting rooms—the road leading into this estate was posted with a “Closed, no public entry” notice. Lane drove right past the sign.

		

		Close to a hundred cars were already parked up and down the long, single-lane paved road leading into the estate. The vehicles were nosed into the rows between the vines, some of the rear quarter panels of the cars jutting precariously out into the narrow roadway.

		

		“I’m glad we got here early,” Lane said, pulling off the tiny lane and halfway into the vineyard, but being careful not to leave any room for someone to park behind him and block him in. “In another hour or so, those people who elected to arrive here fashionably late are going to find themselves hoofing it a half a mile or more to the party.”

		

		“Unlucky them,” Mary commented wryly, opening her car door and stepping out onto the uneven ground of the vineyard surrounding her. “We, on the other hand, will only have to trudge a hundred yards or so. Whatever happened to valet parking?”

		

		Lane just grinned at her, took her arm, and walked with her up the paved road that eventually circled around and headed back toward the front gate and out onto the county road. They soon came to an even narrower driveway that led up the hill to the elaborate villa that resembled a lavish movie set.

		

		Max and Olympia Wallace stood together, just a few yards in front of the ornately filigreed wrought iron gate which admitted guests into the main part of the grounds. The couple wore togas that were Imperial purple in color, elaborately trimmed in heavy gold thread, and each had a golden laurel wreath perched on their heads. Shaded by a large patio umbrella, they stood behind a card table with a cardboard box sitting on top of it.

		

		Mary noted that Max was probably forty-five, a relatively short man, who’s thinning mane of black and grey hair had been carefully swept forward into a Roman-style haircut, the better to conceal his hair loss. He wore a tightly-clipped salt and pepper mustache below a large, prominent nose and had lively, mischievous brown eyes that seemed to take in everything.

		

		His wife, Olympia, reminded Mary of a voluptuous, exotic movie starlet from the nineteen-sixties, much like Gina Lollobrigida or Sophia Loren when they’d been young Hollywood sex kittens. She was tall and spectacularly buxom, with breasts that were at least double “D’s”. An olive-toned face of rare beauty--with dark, liquid-brown eyes, and a set of pouty, prominent lips that seemed to promise unmatched bouts of fellatio—completed Olympia’s “look”.

		

		“Mr. Reynolds, I believe?” Max asked--a welcoming smile on his face.

		

		“Yes, indeed,” Lane responded with his own smile, shaking hands and then placing two sheets of paper he’d carried from the car with him in his host’s hand. “This is Ms. Mason, my date.”

		

		Max glanced at the paperwork, which certified that both he and Mary had undergone full blood work-ups on Wednesday of this week and that they were free of any STD’s—sexually transmitted diseases. He tossed them into the box on the card table that was already partially filled with other such forms.

		

		Mary felt herself blush. Having to endure taking a blood test just to attend a party had been embarrassing enough, but standing here now, watching her host verify that she was “clean” proved to be even more so. The knowledge that this Max person had ogled those naked photos of her prior to this--especially the one of her sitting there on the bed with a huge mouthful of Lane’s come--made her color deepen still further.

		

		“You are very lovely,” Olympia Wallace said, eying her intently, sounding as if she’d enjoy nothing more than tearing off Mary’s sheer toga, throwing her down on the rickety card table, and eating her pussy right then and there.

		

		“Thank you, so are you,” Mary managed to say in return, slightly unnerved by the younger woman’s undisguised lesbian interest in her.

		

		“We simply must get together, later, darling,” Olympia said, moving over to stand right in front of Mary, leaning in, and whispering in her ear.

		

		The front of Olympia’s toga pressed against Mary’s barely-covered tits as the brunette bombshell spoke, and Mary could feel the other woman’s big, stiff nipples rub against hers, even through the cloth that separated them. A tiny pulse of excitement shot through her chest and she wondered…Am I going to let her…do me today, if it comes to that? Am I really that brave?

		

		“We would love to give you a quick tour of the facilities but, alas, we have to stand out here and check in each and every guest,” Max said at that moment. “Health concerns, you know…no one gets into the party without the proper blood test confirmation.”

		

		“Oh, that’s okay, Max,” Lane said, slipping his arm around Mary’s waist. “We’ll find our way around, I’m sure. And thanks again for inviting us.”

		

		Max grinned and nodded toward Mary. “When we saw the photos you sent of the lovely Ms. Mason, we knew we’d made the right choice in inviting you, Lane.”

		

		He turned his attention from Mary back to her ex-husband and asked, “Have you two known each other long?”

		

		Lane shuffled his sandaled feet around for a moment and then finally admitted, “Actually, we were married to each other for ten years, Max, before we divorced.”

		

		He looked over at Mary, love shining in his eyes and added, “But we may be getting remarried soon.”

		

		“I can’t blame you,” Max said, beaming happily. “Your ex-wife is incredibly pretty, as well as being sexy as hell. Congratulations on the two of you getting back together.”

		

		Lane nodded to him and escorted Mary over to the wrought iron gate leading into the back of the estate. He opened it for her and waited until she was inside before stepping in and closing it behind them.

		

		Once inside, Mary turned and looked at him. She said mockingly, “But we may be getting remarried soon?”

		

		She shook her head and grinned. “Exactly when was it we decided to remarry? Did I miss something?”

		

		Lane took her in his arms and whispered, “You know I want you back in my life, darling. It hadn’t really hit me before, but when he asked about us being a couple just now, I knew right then that I wanted to marry you again. Will you have me?”

		

		Mary felt her heart lift. It was all happening--they were a couple again, officially!

		

		“Of course I will,” she said, but then added quickly, “If this party works out all right. I’m still not sure that I can live this way.”

		

		“Well, let’s go and see, shall we, the once and future Mrs. Reynolds?” he answered, grinning hugely as he took her arm once more.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		They crossed the big lawn, coming to the enormous patio running behind the sprawling one-story villa. Stepping onto it, they found themselves surrounded by a throng of toga and Roman costume-clad, pretty people. They took a moment to survey the property.

		

		As advertised, the impressive grounds were epic in scope. The pool, elaborate dressing room and shower area, along with its big, multi-seat wet bar were twenty yards away, across a spectacularly landscaped lawn and garden setting.

		

		The house itself had been built in a squared “C” shape, with two long wings running down both sides of a shallow, lighted, fifty yard long reflecting pool. According to the “helpful information sheet” that had been included with the party invitation, the main house itself, located at the end of the reflecting pool—which was inlaid with mosaic tiles, depicting scenes from ancient Roman life—contained the living room, the kitchen, two large bathrooms, plus a cavernous recreation room. The information sheet had also mentioned a formal dining room with a long table that could comfortably seat up to thirty guests for dinner.

		

		The two of them moved past the other guests, toward the sliding door which led into the villa proper. Mary was growing more comfortable by the minute in her see-through toga. She noticed that many of the other female guests wore period costumes that were worn either totally bare-breasted or featured hem lengths that were even briefer than hers—outfits that slave girls or provocative courtesans of Imperial Roman times might have worn.

		

		There were simply acres of naked titties and waxed-nude vaginas on display at this party! She fit right in.

		

		“Jesus,” Mary muttered under her breath as they entered the main part of the house and she took in the elaborate marble floors and the carved-stone pillars soaring up to the ceiling, the massive white area rugs woven of some sort of fluffy material that made them resemble earth-bound clouds; the sheer, unabashed opulence of the place.

		

		“Some people have too fucking much money, Lane!” she whispered in awe.

		

		“No kidding,” he said, raising his hand and making a sweeping gesture toward the dining room and kitchen area, “check out that buffet.”

		

		They walked toward the sumptuous display of catered food and tubs full of ice, each tub studded with unopened champagne bottles. Not only were there huge platters of roast beef, ham, and turkey to choose from—in case a guest wanted a meaty entrée or to make a sandwich—there was also a giant, trough-like, cut glass serving dish, sitting atop a bed of cracked ice, containing an enormous mound of cooked, peeled jumbo shrimp. And, upon closer examination, the champagne in the tubs proved to be a mix of the best efforts from three different famous vintners: Krug, Cristal, and Dom Perignon!

		

		In between the meat trays and the shrimp were smaller trays containing neatly laid-out slices of a myriad of different cheeses, clear plastic dome-covered dishes holding endless varieties of olives, peppers, and other sliced vegetables—along with appropriate dips, of course, and party chips of all kinds—all accompanied by a lavish assortment of breads, cakes, pastries, and other bakery delicacies. This gaudy show of the host couple’s largess stretched from one end of the linen-covered dining room table to the other--the same dining room table that could comfortably seat thirty people!

		

		“Care for a snack?” Lane asked--a sardonic twinkle in his eye.

		

		“Maybe later,” Mary answered, her tone matching his. “Right now, I’d like to find a restroom. Those gimlets calmed my nerves, but unfortunately, all of that liquid has to go somewhere…”

		

		Her voice trailed off. Lane nodded and said, “According to the information sheet, there are two large bathrooms in this part of the house. One should be right over there, down that hallway. I believe it’s the first door you come to, on your right.”

		

		He pointed across the mammoth living room--with its three free-standing, two-sided fireplaces and its legion of low-slung Roman style couches--to a hallway leading down the far wing of the house. Mary followed his pointing finger and set off to find the bathroom.

		

		When she arrived at the correct door, there was a line, of course, with three women ahead of her. Mercifully, the queue moved fairly quickly and she soon found herself seated on a toilet inside one of the most elaborate bathrooms she’d ever seen.

		

		Everything was faux Roman; mosaic tile, marble, and mirror glass with veins of gold running through it were everywhere. There was even a bidet, which Mary imagined might prove quite useful at a party like this one—where a girl might find a cleansing spray shooting up her semen-filled vagina or anus to be a nice “extra” to have on hand.

		

		Having finished up in the bathroom and given her hair and make-up a quick check, Mary returned to the dining room. She found Lane drinking a glass of champagne and chatting with a short, redheaded woman in a toga which displayed a plunging neckline and an extremely short hemline, but whose material was at least thicker than the sheer garment Mary wore.

		

		“Hey, here’s my lovely date now,” Lane said as she approached them. “Mary, this is Tess McGuire.”

		

		“Hi,” Tess said, her pretty young face breaking into a big welcoming smile, “Lane has been telling me all about you. Congratulations on having such a good relationship with your ex, Mary. I can’t stand to be in the same room with mine!”

		

		Mary laughed as she shook the girl’s offered hand briefly. In addition to being perky and pretty, Tess seemed to have a good sense of humor and to be quite friendly.

		

		But, as she eyed Lane and the other woman standing together, an alarm bell went off in her head. Deciding to check out the sudden feeling she’d just gotten about young Tess—Mary guessed the girl’s age at about twenty-two or twenty-three—she asked, “So, where do you know Lane from?”

		

		“Oh, we’ve been at a half a dozen or so of the same swing parties over the last couple of years,” Tess answered brightly.

		

		She’s fucked him, Mary realized, with a shock; her suspicions immediately confirmed by the girl’s answer. Probably not just once or twice—I bet she’s fucked him a bunch of times!

		

		“May I get you a glass of champagne?” Lane asked smoothly, just at that moment, almost as if he’d picked up on Mary’s sudden burst of intuition concerning him and the other girl.

		

		“Sure,” Mary said, still staring at Tess, trying her very best not to be jealous, “that sounds lovely.”

		

		“Lane tells me you’re in banking,” Tess said as he went over to fetch the bubbly. “I’m with a mortgage company.”

		

		“Really,” Mary said, still choking back the urge to grab Lane and steer him away from this pretty young temptress, “which one?”

		

		Tess told her and Mary nodded, very familiar with the company. She asked, “Do you know Mitch Devlin?”

		

		“Know him?” Tess laughed. “He’s my boss!”

		

		Her face suddenly went serious, “Please don’t tell him you met me here, okay? I’d get fired in a blink if my company knew I was into swinging!”

		

		Now it was Mary’s turn to laugh, “You think I’d mention to stuffy, I’m-so-conservative old Mitch that I was ever at a party like this one?” Mary asked, still chortling at that bizarre notion.

		

		“No, I guess not,” Tess answered with obvious relief, her smile reappearing.

		

		Lane returned at that moment with the champagne. Mary took a sip and found it to be excellent.

		

		“Lane tells me that you’re brand new to the swing scene,” Tess said. “You’re incredibly lucky to have this be your first party.”

		

		“Oh, how is that?”

		

		“Well, on second thought, maybe you’re not so lucky,” Tess corrected herself as she thought about it. “Every party you go to after this one is probably going to be a let down. Max’s big blowouts at the villa are definitely the high points of the year on the local swinger calendar. Most parties are just small affairs, compared to this one—it’s usually just ten or twelve couples at someone’s house, you know? None of them are nearly as elaborate or as cool as this little soiree!”

		

		Mary looked around, noting all of the toga-wearing, naked slave girl-clad, beautiful people standing or sitting around, talking and laughing together, swilling expensive champagne. She nodded, “I can see that. I’ve never been to a costume party this elegant in my whole life.”

		

		Tess nodded back, saying, “And then there’s the bareback aspect of this party as well. Most swinger get-togethers are not only way smaller than this one; they’re strictly condoms-only, too. There are usually bowls and candy dishes containing packaged of rubbers spread out all over the place and you have to use them. Blood tests for STD’s are expensive, so parties where they’re mandatory if you want to attend, like this one, are pretty rare.”

		

		Making a little face, Tess went on to add, “I don’t like sex with condoms nearly as much as I enjoy sex without them. It’s too much like that old saw about taking a shower with a raincoat on, you know?”

		

		Mary laughed and finished her champagne. She handed the empty plastic flute back to Lane, reached over and plucked Tess’s from her hand, and gave him that one to refill as well.

		

		“More please, darling,” she told him, turning back to Tess, who was proving to be a true fount of knowledge when it came to the swing scene.

		

		“Thanks,” Tess said, smiling again. Her cute face brightened even further as she went on to ask, “Hey, how about getting this party started? Do you want to fuck? My guy, Rashid, is just over there, talking football, of all things, with those guys. How about we do a double? I’ll pair off with Lane while you do Rashid…I know he’d love to ball a hottie like you, Mary.”

		

		Shocked by the abruptness of the offer and the casually debauched attitude behind it, but trying her best not to show it, Mary glanced over to the nearby group of men. The only one who looked like he might be a “Rashid” was a tall, muscular black man in his early twenties with a very handsome ebony face and a shaved-bald head.

		

		“Is he the black guy?” Mary asked, eying the scrumptious-looking young man intently.

		

		“Yeah, we’re not married or anything,” Tess said. “He’s just my swing date for this affair, but he’s a good guy, and he’s really hung! And he knows what to do with that big boy of his too, let me tell you. We fuck all the time, but we’re just friends.”

		

		Mary was a bundle of differing emotions at that moment. The party was about to actually start, apparently!

		

		Tess seemed young, and cute, and lots of fun. Rashid, her party boy, was yummy-looking, but he was also a much younger man than Mary would have normally have been attracted to at a singles bar. Could she do this? Could she really…fuck this Rashid kid while Lane did it with this pert young girl?

		

		The fact that Rashid was black didn’t matter a bit to Mary. She’d laid a number of black guys over the last few years, when she’d been separated from Lane. That was another thing she’d learned during her spree through the singles-bar scene: dick was pretty much dick, whether it was white, black, or brown in color.

		

		“So, what are you two lovely ladies discussing?” Lane said, returning with a full flute of champagne for the three of them.

		

		“Tess just made us an interesting offer, darling,” Mary said, as nonchalantly as she could manage--her heart pounding. “She wants us to trade off…to get the party started.”

		

		Mary looked over at the group of nearby young men and continued, “She thought her date, Rashid, over there, might enjoy fucking me while she did the honors with you.”

		

		She turned back to her ex-husband, a wry smile on her face. “Since I get the feeling she’s already fucked you plenty of times before, I’m guessing that would be fine with you, right?”

		

		Lane swallowed hard, the cheery smile leaving his face. He glanced over at the young black man and then back at Mary.

		

		Placing a hand on her shoulder, he said softly, “Are you sure you’re good with this, babe?”

		

		Fighting back a slight panic attack, now that the big moment was finally here, Mary said, “Sure, that’s what we came here for, isn’t it?”

		

		Beaming, Tess turned to her date and called to him, “Hey, Rashid, get your cute ass over here!”

		

		The young man turned his head toward her. Tess waved him over with an emphatic hand gesture, and he turned back, made his excuses to the guys he’d been chatting with, and sauntered over.

		

		“Rashid, this is Lane and his date, Mary,” Tess said. “We were discussing a let’s-get-the-party-started fuck. As you can see, Mary’s a knockout, so I assume you’re interested?”

		

		A huge smile broke over the young man’s face as he took in Mary’s long, spectacular body under the sheer toga she wore. He leaned closer to her and whispered, “You are one incredibly fine woman, Mary. How come I’ve never seen you before?”

		

		“I’m brand new to swinging,” Mary told him. “This is my first party.”

		

		“I’ll be damned; sometimes God does smile on a poor black man!” Rashid said, grinning from ear to ear at his good luck. “Hell, yes--let’s get this party going!”

		

		Lane looked over at Tess and said, “This is our first time at one of Max’s bashes. Which way do we go to get to the closest bedrooms?”

		

		“Follow me,” she said, taking his arm.

		

		Mary took Rashid’s and, after stopping briefly to place their empty champagne flutes in the trash, the two of them followed the other couple across the expansive living room, past the bathroom that Mary had used earlier, and then down a long, spacious hallway with doors on both sides.

		

		“This is one of the closed-swinging parts of the party,” Rashid whispered to Mary, indicating the closed doors they were passing.

		

		They came to an open door at last, but there was already a group inside made up of four couples, engaged in every sort of sexual coupling Mary had ever seen in a porn film. One man had his cock up a trim, pretty young brunette’s ass, while another man fucked her from underneath, in the pussy, and yet another guy stood on the bed, knees bent, so that his thick, fat cock lined up with the girl’s sucking lips. The odd man out was kneeling in the middle of a daisy chain made up of three naked women who were all frantically licking each other’s pussies while he slowly worked his huge dick up and down in his fist, clearly awaiting the chance to fuck one of them.

		

		The next door was open as well, but this room was empty. Lane and Tess stepped inside, and waited for Rashid and Mary to enter. When they had, Lane paused, the door handle in his grip.

		

		“Open, or closed?” he asked the group.

		

		“I’m for open,” Tess said confidently. “We may get some more cuties to play with, Mary, if we don’t close it.”

		

		“Okay,” she said, nervous as could be but hoping she sounded as game as Tess did, “that sounds fine to me.”

		

		“Damn, baby, let’s get this off, shall we?” Rashid breathed in her ear, taking the hem of her toga in both hands and easing it upward.

		

		With a big gulp of air, Mary raised her arms over her head to so that he could strip her. Naked, she kicked off her sandals and watched as Tess sat on the edge of the king bed and raised Lane’s toga upward, to reveal his half-hard prick.

		

		Rashid ran his hands up onto her breasts and squeezed them lightly as Mary watched, for the first time, as another woman sucked Lane’s dick. She sighed, willing herself not to be jealous, and leaned back against her new black lover’s big chest.

		

		This was kind of exciting and sexy at that, she had to admit. Tess was very good with her mouth, bobbing in and out on Lane’s rapidly-stiffening cock, and she could feel Rashid’s prick getting hard, too, as he lifted the hem of his toga out of the way and ground his prick between Mary’s naked ass cheeks while she leaned back against him.

		

		“I want to taste that sweet pussy of yours before we fuck,” the young man whispered in her ear.

		

		He pinched her naked nipples between his forefingers and thumbs and Mary moaned, big pulses of pleasure shooting down her spine and right into her clit. She watched as Lane pulled his toga completely off and kicked out of his sandals.

		

		Tess released his cock from her mouth and stood up. Lane removed her toga and Mary saw that the younger girl had nice tits, which were just a little bigger than hers, and a shaved pussy.

		

		“Right here, baby, on your back,” Rashid said, guiding Mary backward and onto the bed.

		

		He moved her over to the right side of the big mattress and doffed his own toga. Mary sucked in her breath. Rashid’s dick was now rock-hard and stood outward from his muscular body. It was a good ten inches long!

		

		Tess said he was really hung, she thought somewhat ruefully, eying the massive hunk of male muscle. Oh, well, I hooked up with a guy at a dance club one night, two years or so ago, that had one that was nearly that long and I fucked him okay. I can do this.

		

		Rashid got onto his knees between her open legs and then down onto his belly. He grinned at her and proceeded to run his tongue up one side of her labia and down the other, pausing for a moment at the top to lap at her swollen clit. Mary sighed and reached down to caress his close-cropped, curly hair with the fingertips of both hands as he slipped his tongue deep inside her, making sure he drug it across her clit as he entered.

		

		“Ohhhhhh, oh, yeah, just like that!” she moaned, working her hips against his mouth. “Eat it, baby…eat my hot pussy!”

		

		She glanced over at Lane, who was arranging Tess on the bed just a few feet from where Mary and Rashid lay. He had the girl on her hands and knees, her upper torso flat on the mattress, her lush little ass pushed up in the air.

		

		Lane held Mary’s eyes for long moments, centering his rigid dick in Tess’s juicy snatch as he did so. He pushed, breeching the sighing girl, winking at Mary as he slid home.

		

		Mary felt a huge jolt of pre-orgasmic delight shoot through her. This was hot! She found, much to her shock and relief, that she absolutely loved getting her pussy eaten by a sexy young black stud while watching her beloved Lane fuck Tess!

		

		“Oh, God, but your guy has a great dick, Mary,” Tess whispered to her at that moment.

		

		Mary grinned in agreement and mashed her twat against Rashid’s mouth. He wasn’t the best pussy licker she’d ever met, but he was enthusiastic and dogged, lapping away steadily as he sucked at her clit with his big, pillowy lips around it.

		

		“Jesus, yes,” Mary gasped after another minute or so of her new lover’s hot licking and watching Lane’s dick glide in and out of Tess’s pussy, “that’s it, sweetie. Suck it, lick it just like that I’ll come for you, babe!”

		

		She was now hunching her pussy frantically against the young man’s eager mouth, reaching up to capture one of her enlarged nipples between the fingers of each hand as she did so. Mary moaned and rolled her head from side to side on the mattress and just let herself go.

		

		So good…it feels so fucking good to come like this…with my sweet Lane watching me getting tongued by this guy! Mary thought, just as she fell off the cliff and her sex began to spasm wildly against Rashid’s hot mouth.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh, I’m coming!” she wailed shamelessly, her tits jerking in time with her clenching cunny. “Suck it! Suck my hot clit!”

		

		She glanced up at Lane through eyes that had drooped half closed with lust. He was watching her intently, hammering his dick into Tess as he did so, and smiling.

		

		Oh, watch me, darling! Watch me come with this pretty young boy! She thought--her pussy orgasming really hard. God, this is so fucking incredible, coming with another man while my baby watches me go off!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		When the last heady throbs of come-sensation had ebbed away, Rashid pulled his mouth from Mary’s pussy and got back up onto his knees. He looked over at his girlfriend, who was still getting her quim banged steadily by Lane, and sighed, “That is one sweet pussy, Tess. You’ll definitely want to get a tongue in that, as soon you get the chance, babe!”

		

		Tess just moaned, nodded her head in agreement, and worked her ass back onto Lane’s driving cock even more enthusiastically. Mary, on the other hand, felt her tits jerk beneath her fingertips as Rashid mentioned Tess eating her pussy!

		

		Are all of these swinger girls bisexual? She asked herself, glancing over at Tess, who merely gave her a wink in return.

		

		Mary shivered. Tess was as cute as she could be, very friendly, and sexy as hell.

		

		Maybe…she thought, her clit experiencing a sudden, sharp spasm of lust at that forbidden thought, maybe I will let her lick me if she wants to. She seems so nice…so normal, not at all like some butched-out lezzy girl!

		

		“I gotta’ have me some of this, honey,” Rashid’s deep voice said just then, bringing Mary back into the moment.

		

		She looked down her body and saw the man’s enormous cock head poised at her juicy lower lips. Smiling up at him, she said, “Go slow to start out with, baby. I haven’t had many dicks the size of yours inside me before.”

		

		He nodded and then pushed forward gently. Mary gasped as her lower lips stretched wide in an effort to accept him.

		

		“Here we go,” he whispered as his huge knob slowly eased past her tight pussy mouth and down into her.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” Mary sighed as inch after inch of burning-hot cock slid into her stretched-open hole.

		

		“Ugh, you got it all now, babe!” Rashid grunted as he drove the last few inches into her.

		

		Mary knew he was right. She could feel his big nut sac up against her ass cheeks. And the head of his massive dick felt as if it had been punched right up against her cervix!

		

		“Go ahead, honey,” she whispered, trying to sound hot and ready for strange cock—the way she imagined a good swinger-date girl should be--as she felt her pussy relax around him, adjusting rapidly to his size, “don’t you want to do me with that big fuck pole of yours?”

		

		Rashid grinned at her, pulled himself nearly free of her juicy, clinging sheath, and then shoved all the way back in. Mary gasped and held on tighter as he started to give it to her hard and deep.

		

		She glanced over at Lane, to see how he was reacting to seeing her being nailed by another man for the first time. He was grinning. He gave her the thumbs up sign as he continued to run his cock in and out of Tess.

		

		“You shit!” she whispered gleefully as she beamed back at him--immensely relieved that Lane seemed to be enjoying what he was seeing, not jealous in the least—as her hips started to move in time with Rashid’s thrusts.

		

		Her heart was singing once again, just like it had when her young black lover had eaten her so nicely while Lane watched. This was fun! Rashid was a really good fuck and seeing Lane’s positive reaction seemed to free her from the last small shred of reluctance about what was happening.

		

		And what about me--am I jealous that he’s balling Tess? Mary asked herself.

		

		She worked her pussy up off the mattress in time with Rashid’s strokes and thought about that. She decided that she wasn’t--this just felt so good! Everything felt so open and honest between Lane and her as they rutted away with their respective new partners.

		

		Mary watched her sweetie really give it to Tess for another moment. She felt her own pussy clench around Rashid’s whopper of a dick, and made up her mind: I’m not really jealous at all--it’s very cool, actually, fucking other people in front of each other!

		

		“Damn, but you got a tight, sweet pussy, girl,” Rashid whispered in her ear just then. “You’re one hell of a fuck, Mary!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, you’re pretty good yourself, sweetie,” she murmured back, tearing her eyes away from Lane and Tess and looking up at Rashid, rolling her pelvis up off the mattress as she did so, really fucking him back.

		

		For long moments, there was silence, just the bedsprings squeaking and the two couples balling in earnest on the big bed. Mary closed her eyes and rocked her hips, just letting the wonderful feeling of having truly great sex engulf her.

		

		This was heaven! She was enjoying a sensational fuck and Lane was watching her and smiling.

		

		I can do this! She realized happily. I can do this swinger stuff, no problem…as long as Lane is okay with it, then so am I!

		

		“Hey, Tess, Rashid,” a male voice said from the doorway just then, “who’s this you’re hooked up with?”

		

		Mary opened her eyes and saw two naked young couples who were about Tess and Rashid’s age standing in the open doorway, peering in. Both couples were white. One guy was blond, tall and thin, with a long, slender dick, and the other was dark-haired and shorter, his cock also soft, like his friend’s, but it was really long, and was nearly as thick as Rashid’s.

		

		Their partners were both young and quite pretty as well. One girl was a lanky redhead with tons of freckles and adorable little breasts that featured bright-pink nipples. The other gal was a brunette, who was shorter than her friend, with pronounced, “puffy” brown nipples that were the size of silver dollars atop her big, round white breasts.

		

		“Hey, guys--come on in and join the party,” Rashid said, looking back over his shoulder, never missing a stroke into the super-slick pussy he was fucking. “This fine lady is Mary, and her guy over there, with Tess, is Lane.”

		

		The foursome entered the room, the shorter man coming over to stand right next to the mattress, where he could watch all four of the bed’s occupants in action. He grinned and said to Rashid, “Damn, she’s fucking gorgeous, dude--way to score!”

		

		Glancing from Rashid down to her, he asked, “Can I be next, Mary? You’re one incredible-looking babe!”

		

		Mary glanced quickly at Lane, who just smiled and gave her a wink. She took a deep breath and said, “Sure, why not?”

		

		She wrapped her long legs around Rashid’s pumping body, locking her calves over his driving ass, pulling him in even deeper as he did her. Mary ground her tits upward against his wiry chest fur and sighed.

		

		Gangbang, she thought, these cute young boys are going to fuck me, one right after the other!

		

		What really shocked her was how good that idea suddenly sounded. Rashid was balling her brains out with his mega-dick, and she knew she was going to come any second now. As she looked over at the two new arrivals and saw how stiff their cocks were getting as they watched her performance with their black pal, she sensed that it wasn’t going to take one of them long to mount up on her pussy as soon as Rashid was done.

		

		“Jesus, Mary,” her young partner sighed at that moment, his prick really flying in and out of her slick folds, “I can’t last! This little cunt of yours is just too tight…too hot!”

		

		He bucked his massive dick all the way down into her and moaned, a huge wad of hot cock-cream blasting up into her womb. Mary groaned and took the deluge deep inside her, gasping as it ran back out around his buried cock and over her super-aroused clit.

		

		“Oh, fuck, I’m coming, too!” she whispered, her pussy clenching wildly around Rashid’s prick as the steamy jism hit her clitty.

		

		The two of them clung together, moaning and climaxing. Mary shuddered. This was proving to be a really nice one--her orgasm seemed to roll on and on.

		

		“Man--that was sensational,” Rashid breathed out heavily when he at last pulled his softening cock from her and sat back up. “You’re one terrific fuck, babe!”

		

		Mary smiled up at him and said, “Thank you, honey. You’re pretty damned terrific yourself.”

		

		As Rashid got off the bed, the other, shorter man with the thick, now fully-erect cock scrambled between Mary’s spread legs. He smiled down at her and said, “I’m Aaron, pleased to meet you, Mary.”

		

		Before she could even tell him that it was nice to meet him too, he was inside her! He simply pushed his fat, steely-hard prick down into her and took her in his arms, starting to work his hips in and out.

		

		“Jesus, Rashid wasn’t kidding,” the boy sighed, half closing his eyes in obvious bliss. “Your pussy is sensational, Mary!”

		

		Lane groaned at that moment and Mary turned her head toward him, just in time to see him begin to empty his nuts into Tess. He head was thrown back and he was shoved all the way inside her. Tess mewled with delight as his hot spend shot into her, and started to orgasm herself.

		

		God, but this is erotic! Mary thought--a thrill rolling through her as she watched her soon-to-be-husband and her new friend climax together, while a guy she’d barely said hello to fucked her. I think I could really get to love this swinger stuff! My Lane looks so fucking sexy when he unloads in another girl, and this kid is giving me a sweet, sweet ride while I watch!

		

		Young Aaron, who looked to be no more than twenty-one or twenty-two to Mary, had the exuberance and energy of youth. He was hammering her pussy hard and deep.

		

		She had such a big deposit of Rashid’s slippery ball juice inside her that Aaron’s rapid-stroke penetration presented no problem. Mary simply locked her legs over him as she had Rashid and pumped her hips up the meet the new youngster’s hungry thrusts into her.

		

		He’s not as big as Rashid was, but he’s thick enough so that his cock still feels great inside me, Mary thought as she fucked him. And his angle is perfect—right across my clit on every down-stroke and every withdrawal—so he’s really getting my pussy hot again, even though I just came!

		

		Mary looked up at Lane and smiled. He smiled back encouragingly and that made her feel wonderful.

		

		What could possibly be better than this? She asked herself. I’m getting my second really great fuck in a row and my sweetie’s eating it up, watching me!

		

		“Hey, I’ll admit that Mary’s as hot as the top of a fucking pot-bellied stove, but I’m not exactly chopped liver, myself,” Mary heard Tess tell the other new male arrival just then, pointing over at his now very hard cock. “Come on, Roy, no waiting—I’m ready to fuck right this second!”

		

		The lanky young man smiled and got onto the bed as Lane got off. Roy turned Tess over onto her back and shoved his long, thin prick into her come-smeared lower lips.

		

		Mary watched them fuck for a moment and then glanced past the rutting couple, to where Lane stood, looking downward. She followed his gaze and was shocked to see that the two girls who had accompanied Roy and Aaron into the bedroom were now down on the lush carpet, embroiled in an intense sixty-nine—the tall, thin, redheaded girl had her face shoved down into the shorter brunette girl’s pussy, licking for all she was worth, while the little dark-haired girl underneath her was eagerly returning the favor.

		

		God, Sodom and Gomorrah had nothing on this party! Mary thought, watching the two young women gobble pussy while a cute young stranger banged his fat dick into her. This place is wild--what a rush this is!

		

		She hunched her pussy up onto Aaron’s driving dick and wrapped her arms around his broad back, reveling in the utter debauchery she was taking part in. Tess moaned just then and Mary glanced over at her and saw that her new friend’s eyes had grown heavy-lidded with pure lust. The girl shivered beneath the man ramming his cock in and out of her, saw Mary watching, and then smiled at her.

		

		Mary smiled back, feeling her pussy flutter all around Aaron’s prick. This was so neat…sharing that intimate moment with Tess just now--it was like being a part of a secret sorority of girls who really liked sex!

		

		“Fuck, your pussy’s suckin’ my dick like a little mouth, Mary!” Aaron whispered in her ear. “You’re the hottest fuck I’ve had in a long time!”

		

		Mary twisted her hips up onto his prick and let out a long, excited string of nonsense sounds. She was going to come again.

		

		She could feel one of those sharp, rapid-hitting, intense little orgasms building quickly inside her. It wasn’t so much a result of the boy’s hard, deep thrusts—although they were certainly a part of it—it was more from the shared moment just now with Tess, the moans of the two girls on the floor, who were clearly getting off, too, and the general, overall feeling of being immersed in a pervasive ambience of pure sex!

		

		“Oh, fuck, baby, I’m coming!” she gasped into Aaron’s ear, her pussy grabbing at his plunging dick. “I’m coming so good—shoot it in me! Give me that hot stuff!”

		

		Aaron matched her low groan with one of his own and inundated her twat in just what she wanted--steamy, thick curds of semen! Mary shuddered, her orgasm notching upward, the climax seizing her whole body.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” she whispered, her climaxing quim milking the boy’s cock. “Oh, God, yes, spunk me--cream my hot pussy, baby!”

		

		The young man gave an animalistic little growl and unleashed another big jet of come deep inside Mary’s rippling pink walls, coating them with his slippery jism. He held her tight and drove slowly into her three more times, an impressive wad of come splashing into her with each forceful stroke.

		

		Jesus, but these young guys have a lot to shoot! Mary thought as her own orgasm started to wind down. She’d forgotten how much jizz boys in their teens and early twenties shot when they went off inside a girl.

		

		I kind of like it, she realized as Aaron quit drilling her and finally stopped coming, at least you can feel how much they enjoyed fucking you—all of that hot semen definitely lets you know that you really got them off!

		

		“Damn, that was sensational,” Aaron murmured in her ear, pulling his softening cock out of her. “You’re really something, Mary!”

		

		She smiled up at him. “So are you, babe. You’re quite the spunkmeister when you come, aren’t you?”

		

		Aaron blushed slightly, looking quite proud at the same time. “I usually shoot a lot, but that was more than usual. You’re so fucking gorgeous and that little pussy of yours is so great that you really got me goin’ there, babe!”

		

		Mary did everything but purr. She liked being told that she was gorgeous, especially by a handsome young stud that had just proved he really meant it--her pussy was absolutely stuffed with his jism!

		

		“Oh, oh, take it, Tess, you hot bitch!” Roy moaned just then.

		

		Turning her head, Mary saw the telltale thick gout of cock cream ooze out from between Roy’s buried prick and Tess’s pussy lips. Tess moaned and ran her fingers through the young man’s hair, sighing, “That’s right, baby! Give it to me!”

		

		The little redhead shivered, clearly coming herself. Mary watched, fascinated, from two feet away--as Tess got off--thinking how utterly cool this was. She’d never watched another girl orgasm before, except on porn films, and half of those climaxes were faked.

		

		But this one clearly wasn’t. Mary saw Tess shudder again, as another wave of orgasm rippled through her impaled body. She moaned and ground her clit against Roy’s buried cock shaft, milking her climax for all she was worth.

		

		Tess opened her half-closed eyes when she spotted Mary studying her and let her left hand fall away from her lover’s hair and onto the mattress. She slid it over toward Mary, who took it and gave it a little squeeze of encouragement.

		

		A tiny tingle seemed to flow from Tess into Mary, almost as if she were sharing the other girl’s climax. She grinned at her new friend, feeling very close to her at that moment.

		

		Aaron stirred, pulling his spent dick from Mary’s pussy. She moved her eyes away from Tess’s satisified-looking face and down onto her own crotch, where a huge puddle of pearl-colored semen stood, collected in her pussy opening.

		

		The mattress next to her depressed and then she felt the bed lighten as Roy’s body left it. Roy soon joined his friend, Aaron, and Mary found herself alone on top of the bed’s large surface with Tess. The cute redhead sat up, looked down at the gout of come oozing out from between Mary’s spread legs, and smiled.

		

		“I know someone who’s got a mondo-load of jizz leaking out of her!” Tess whispered over to Mary, a twinkle in her bright emerald eyes. “But don’t worry; I’m just the girl to help you with that, babe!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Before Mary could ask her what she meant by that, Tess turned over onto her hands and knees and made her way down the bed to a spot between Mary’s open legs. Tess eyed the gooey slit hungrily and then looked up at Mary, whispering, “God, but your pussy is cute, sweetie. I can’t wait to eat it!”

		

		With that, the girl dropped onto her stomach and pushed her face in between Mary’s thighs, sucking out a huge wad of spunk and swallowing it as her tongue slid inside. Mary gasped, shocked by the pure lewdness of the act and the girl’s eagerness. The come-laden tongue swirled all around her clit as Tess sucked out a second big load of jism and noisily swallowed it as well.

		

		Oh, holy fuck, this is so wicked…so nasty, letting another girl do that to me!

		

		But, on the other hand, it felt sensational. Mary groaned and watched in awe as Tess ate her. The girl’s slippery tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, tickling Mary’s clit, gliding deep inside her, lapping out still more come.

		

		Tess swallowed again and Mary felt her clit spasm hard. This was so wild…so utterly depraved—and knowing that all of the other people in the room were watching her and Tess somehow made Mary’s first-ever lesbian encounter feel even more deliciously wicked!

		

		Mary couldn’t seem to help herself—she loved this! Tess was so pretty and skillful, and she seemed to want Mary’s pussy so much.

		

		“Oh, fuck, eat it for me!” Mary moaned, totally giving herself over to the forbidden ecstasy coursing through her, pushing her hips forward, adoring how wonderful Tess’s talented little tongue felt on her clit.

		

		As she’d done earlier, Mary grabbed a nipple in each hand and began to twist the sensitive little knobs as Tess gobbled her up. This was sheer bliss--Tess ate pussy better than anyone she had ever been with before.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” Mary sighed, working her sex against that marvelous tongue and lips, “oh, God, yes, do it! Suck my clitty!”

		

		Mary’s closed her eyes as the joy of another imminent orgasm pulsed through her body. Never in her life had she thought that she’d do something like this—let another girl eat her. But, damn, she had to admit--it felt fantastic!

		

		“This bitch is smokin’ hot, isn’t she?” Mary heard a male voice ask.

		

		Her eyes fluttered open and she saw Lane, Rashid, Roy, Aaron, and the two other women gathered around the bed, watching Tess suck clit. Mary felt a furious pre-come spasm rocket through her pussy!

		

		They’re watching me! Oh, my God, they’re all watching me being an utter slut with Tess!

		

		Mary was going to come—very soon. She felt it instantly, seeing the other people in the room staring down at her.

		

		This was so incredible! Mary had never suspected that she would enjoy having other people watch her having sex, but she did. And, the fact that it was this sort of completely taboo, first-time-ever, girl-girl sex made it all the more thrilling.

		

		“Jesus, baby, your pussy is so sweet!” Tess murmured, pulling her lips momentarily from Mary’s super-wet quim. “Now that I’ve got all of the come out of you, I can really taste your cunny juice…and it’s yummy!”

		

		Tess dove back into her pussy-licking and Mary felt her clit throb hard. She looked up into Lane’s eyes, wanting to see if he was excited or disgusted by what he was watching.

		

		The smile on her man’s handsome was huge. Mary looked down and saw that his hand was on his hard cock, stroking it lightly as he watched her with Tess.

		

		My pervy sweetheart loves this as much as I do! She thought, relieved at his reaction. And, God, do I love it! I just adore all of these people watching me being a big-time slut girl!

		

		Tess chose that moment to suck Mary’s clit all the way out of its hood and run her tongue around and around on the tiny, sensitive bead of pink flesh. Mary trembled, staring up at Lane. She squeezed her nipples hard and pushed her pussy tight against Tess’s lips.

		

		“Oh, oh, I’m coming again!” she squealed with joy as the first tremor of come-fury seized her.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” hummed Tess, sucking and licking like a crazy woman.

		

		“Oh, oh, gaaawwwwwdddd!” Mary groaned, totally swept up in her orgasm as the small crowd of swingers watched her go off.

		

		****

		

		“So, babe, was that your first time, coming with another girl?” Tess asked as they walked down the hallway together minutes later, Rashid and Lane following behind a few steps.

		

		“Yes,” Mary admitted almost shyly, unable to meet Tess’s gaze, slightly ashamed of what an exhibitionist-slut she’d just been, now that the excitement was past, “I never thought I’d be into that sort of thing, to tell you the truth.”

		

		They came to the bathroom and Tess stopped in front of the door. She turned to the men and said, “We’ve got to hit the bidet for a second, guys, can we catch up with you at the buffet, in a little while?”

		

		“Sure, you two gals go ahead,” Lane said, leaning over to affectionately plant a short peck on Mary’s cheek, “we’ll see you there.”

		

		Since there was no line right at the moment, Mary and Tess went inside and locked the door behind them. Tess sat on the bidet and cleansing her pussy thoroughly. Mary checked her make-up and hair, and then took her turn on the bidet when Tess was done.

		

		They used some large, fluffy towels provided by their hosts to wipe their waxed-bare pussies dry afterward. Tess checked herself out in the mirror. She turned toward Mary and asked, “What do you want to do after we hook up with the guys again?”

		

		“Well, I’m going to grab a light snack and another glass or two of that fabulous champagne, and then I’m open to suggestions,” she answered her new friend. “You’ve been to parties here before, Tess…what do you suggest I try next?”

		

		“Let’s go out by the swimming pool for a while,” Tess proposed. “It’s mid-afternoon, which means that it’s as warm as it’s going to get out there today. So let’s enjoy the sun while we can.”

		

		“That sounds good,” Mary said, opening the bathroom door.

		

		The two of them made their way down the hallway, their togas back in place—for all the good that did Mary, in her sheer outfit—and their sandals back on. They caught up with Rashid and Lane in the dining room, both men busily wolfing on sandwiches.

		

		Mary didn’t want anything quite that heavy. She instead grazed on the various olives and veggies, and ate a thin slice of ham. Tess kept up with her, eating a few chips as well.

		

		After they’d satisfied their craving for food, both got flutes of champagne and downed them, refilling their tall, slender glasses again. Tess looked out the dining room door, into the living room and said, “Uh, oh, looks as if we’ll be heading for the pool on our own, babe.”

		

		Rashid and Lane were standing next to one another in the big room, in front of one of the low-slung Roman couches. Two lovely young girls sat on the edge of the couch just in front of the pair of men, their mouths full of hard cock.

		

		“I swear…you can’t let them out of your sight for a minute in this place!” Mary said, a wry smile on her face, shaking her head in mock disapproval.

		

		“That’s true,” Tess said, leading the way over to the couch.

		

		“Hey, sweetie, Tess and I are headed down to the swimming pool for a while,” Mary said softly a she came up next to Lane and put a hand on his shoulder. “Will you guys find us there okay?”

		

		“Uh…sure,” Lane said, a guilty grimace of a grin on his face as he turned to look at her, his cock still sliding in and out of another woman’s mouth, “I, uh…that is…we…”

		

		His voice trailed off in embarrassment and Mary returned his grin. She patted him on the shoulder and said, “Its okay, darling, have fun.”

		

		She looked down at the girl who had Lane’s swollen dick between her lips. She was tiny, blonde, and gorgeous. She had very nice tits, for her diminutive size, and her sky-blue eyes were open wide with the excitement of sucking Lane’s big cock. She gazed up at Mary contentedly, her lips moving steadily in and out.

		

		Well, I can’t really blame him, Mary thought, not nearly as jealous as she would have thought she’d be in such a situation. She doesn’t look a minute over nineteen and she’s incredibly pretty.

		

		She thought about that for a second and remembered young Aaron balling her so nicely not a half an hour ago. He probably wasn’t all that much older than the kid gobbling up Lane’s dick at the moment.

		

		Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, I suppose, she thought, remembering the old adage. I seem to really enjoy young cock, so why shouldn’t Lane enjoy some young pussy?

		

		She kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “Have fun with your little friend here, darling. I’ll see you by the pool later, okay?”

		

		Lane nodded, still looking slightly embarrassed, and Tess came over to join them. She rolled her eyes and said, “That kid sucking Rashid’s dick probably had to show her ID to get in today. If she’s a day over eighteen, I’m Mother Teresa!”

		

		Mary laughed and nodded her agreement as the two of them started off together for the pool, leaving their dates to their teenaged blowjobs. “The one with Lane is very young, too.”

		

		She looked at Tess for a moment and said, “You’re really not that much older than them…what are you, twenty-two?”

		

		“Twenty-three,” Tess corrected her as they reached the sliding door leading out onto the patio, “but I’m more experienced than I look. I’ve been a swinger since I was eighteen, just like those two young bimbos back there with our guys.”

		

		“Really,” Mary asked, surprised by how youthful Tess must have been when she’d taken up the swinging lifestyle, “how did you get started?”

		

		“My ex-husband was a couple of years older than me,” Tess explained. “We met and started fucking when I was seventeen and still in high school. I got pregnant with Austin, and so we got married. Then, after I’d had the baby, we started swinging…it was my hubby’s idea, of course.”

		

		“You’ve got a child?” Mary asked incredulously, staring at her new friend.

		

		“Two of them,” Tess answered proudly, “Austin is five now, and Gene, his little brother, is three.”

		

		“And your husband isn’t in the picture anymore, from what you said earlier?”

		

		“No, he split right after Gene was born,” Tess said ruefully, shaking her head at the perfidy of men in general and that of her ex in particular. “He liked to fuck, but he wasn’t much for sticking around to deal with the consequences. He sends a child support check about five or six times a year, if I’m lucky…the fucking deadbeat!”

		

		“Where is he?”

		

		“Texas, last I heard; he moves around a lot,” Tess said as they moved down the patio together. “I think he skips town a lot to avoid another paternity hassle or because he’s worn out his welcome among the local dollies who are dumb enough to let him fuck them!”

		

		They walked in silence for a moment, making their way down the spacious, trellis-covered patio which had a thick mass of ivy interwoven through the slatted cover overhead. As they came to the far end, Tess stopped in front of a chaise lounge that was set in between two stone pillars, sort of nestled back among the ivy and the plants surrounding that end of the patio.

		

		“Can we sit and talk for a minute?” the younger girl asked. “I’m enjoying getting to know you, Mary. You’re very cool!”

		

		Mary flushed. She couldn’t help but like the fact that this vivacious, worldly-wise youngster thought her “cool”.

		

		“So, I bet that was your first time, ever, fooling around with another girl, huh?” Tess asked her, once they were seated next to each other on the edge of the chaise.

		

		Mary nodded, too embarrassed by the topic to comment. She had enjoyed immensely what Tess had done with her mouth and tongue, but she was reluctant to admit it aloud.

		

		“You’re an incredibly hot woman, Mary,” Tess whispered. “I could see it in the way you fucked those guys, and in the way you came so fast when I started licking out your pussy.”

		

		A shudder passed through Mary, as she remembered Tess’s lips on her…down… there! The other girl slid over right next to her on the chaise, and whispered. “I’d love to lick you off again, Mary. That little pussy of yours is so sweet…so cute.”

		

		She looked down at Mary’s breasts in the sheer toga and went on to add, “And I haven’t even tasted those hot-looking nipples of yours yet! How about it, sweetie, can I make love to you again?”

		

		Mary didn’t know what to say. Her breath seemed to be suddenly frozen in her throat. Tess was staring right into her eyes, the girl’s mesmerizing emerald irises all lit up with sudden passion.

		

		“You’re so fucking pretty!” Tess hissed, leaning forward, her mouth finding Mary’s.

		

		Jesus, Jesus, oh, sweet Jesus, Mary found herself repeating as Tess’s tongue slid into her mouth and touched her own.

		

		A fireball of excitement exploded in Mary’s untouched nipples as they brushed against the other girl’s chest. She moaned and leaned into the forbidden kiss as Tess’s hand came up to the back of her head, pulling her in tighter, and her tongue wriggled all over inside Mary’s mouth.

		

		Time seemed to stop. There seemed to be nothing but the gentle afternoon breeze wafting through the tiny, secluded alcove, and Tess’s mouth on hers. Mary sighed and melted into the other girl’s welcoming arms, her nipples swollen as full as they could get as they glided against Tess’s through the heavy toga and Mary’s own thin top.

		

		And then, abruptly, there were no longer any tops to get in the way! Tess broke off the kiss momentarily, skimmed off Mary’s gossamer toga, and then slipped quickly out of her own, her arms going back around Mary’s torso, their naked breasts colliding as their lips met once again.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” Mary groaned, her bare breasts jerking against Tess’s.

		

		I’m so hot! She marveled. This cute little girl has me so turned on!

		

		“Oh, Mary, I’ve got to taste them!” Tess sighed a few moments later as she broke off the kiss, released Mary from her embrace, and dropped her head downward until it was even with Mary’s left tit.

		

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck,” Mary hissed as Tess’s mouth closed over her aroused nipple, “oh, do that! Suck it! Bite it with those sharp little teeth of yours, darling!”

		

		Tess did that and a lot more. She nipped lightly at the protruding pink knob as she sucked hungrily on it, her other hand coming up to caress Mary’s right breast and tweak her nipple gently.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” Mary whined, her pussy suddenly overflowing with lube and her breasts jerking in unison in response to the girl’s expert licking and fondling.

		

		After another searing minute of toying with her tits, Tess raised her head and whispered, “They’re delicious! Your nippies are so sweet, baby! I could suck them all day, if I didn’t want to eat that hot little slit of yours again so badly!”

		

		She bent her head and sucked in Mary’s right nipple as she teased the saliva-slick left one and Mary gasped at how good it all felt. Tess eased a finger from her free hand into Mary’s pussy mouth and began to finger-fuck her as she nursed and tweaked at her tender breast flesh.

		

		“Oh, damn, oh, damn, it just feels so good!” Mary murmured, her hand coming up to press her lover’s mouth tighter onto her throbbing nipple.

		

		She didn’t know how long Tess played with her. All Mary knew was that she was exquisitely, totally turned on again--she loved the feel of Tess’s mouth and fingers on her tender flesh!

		

		“Got to eat you, baby,” Tess whispered, sounding totally excited and short of breath.

		

		Mary offered absolutely no resistance as Tess let go of her for a moment and lowered the chaise lounge until it was perfectly flat, pushing Mary down onto her back in the middle of it. Next, Tess threw a leg over the lounger and positioned herself in the classic sixty-nine position so that her pussy was right over Mary’s head. And then she began to lick all up and down Mary’s super-wet lower lips.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh—ulllmmmppppph!” Mary’s moan of pure delight turned into a slightly surprised, muffled gulping sound as Tess’s pussy came down squarely across her lips and chin.

		

		Timidly, Mary pushed her tongue out and tasted the slick, juicy flesh. Tess’s pussy oil was hot and sweet and just a tad tangy, just like Mary’s was!

		

		Mary had tasted her own juice often enough on various men’s cocks over the years to recognize the flavor instantly. Many times, men would want a little mouth action after they’d fucked her pussy for a while, before finishing up either back inside Mary’s twat or in her sucking mouth—so she knew what her own pussy was like.

		

		Tess’s had a little different flavor, but not unpleasantly so. As a matter of fact, as Mary got braver and licked at it a bit more, she discovered that she really relished the taste of the younger girl’s snatch!

		

		This is all sorts of naughty fun, sucking pussy together! She thought as she warmed to her task and Tess went wild on her lower lips with her tongue. I like this! I like it a lot!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“Hot damn, just look at these little beauties going after one another!” Mary heard a man’s voice say a moment later.

		

		She opened her eyes and looked up. A tall, very muscular naked man with light brown hair, a simply gorgeous face, and a beautiful, stiff cock, was staring down at her and Tess. Next to him stood a shorter young Hispanic man with an even bigger dick, who was as naked as his friend.

		

		Mary felt her pussy ripple. She found that she loved that fact that these two studs were watching her and Tess eat each other!

		

		Tess glanced up from Mary’s pussy and said, “Hey, Manuel, it’s been a long time. Who’s your cute friend?”

		

		“This is Trent, hot girl,” the handsome Latino shot back. “How’s that pussy you’re eating?”

		

		Tess didn’t even bother to answer; she just went back to eating it. Mary sighed and continued to stare up at the hunky pair of guys, her tongue starting to slip in and out of Tess’s slit once more as she checked them out.

		

		“You’re a fucking knockout,” Trent whispered down at Mary, watching her lick clit. You wanna’ fuck, after you’re done there?”

		

		Mary felt her own clit throb hard. She eased her tongue out of Tess for a moment and said, in a voice that was lower than her normal range, and as husky and excited-sounding as could be, “You bet, handsome!”

		

		These swinger parties are incredible! She thought as she gobbled up Tess’s sweet flesh. That guy is so handsome he could be a male model…and his equipment is… spectacular!

		

		Mary sucked Tess’s clit in between her lips and batted at it gently with her tongue tip, the handsome guy’s eyes following every lick. Tess whimpered and ground her pussy down onto the teasing lips and tongue, clearly wanting more.

		

		God, this is so unbelievably hot, sucking off Tess’s sweet little pussy while these two dreamy guys watch…knowing that they’re going to fuck us the moment we come!

		

		Tess apparently couldn’t wait a second longer to do just that. She wailed into Mary’s pussy and began to tremble atop her as a huge wave of hot girl-oil boiled out of her twat and ran down into Mary’s mouth.

		

		Ummmmmmmmm, Mary thought, how delicious her come is!

		

		She swallowed and licked for more. Tess whined and bucked and delivered another outpouring of girl-jizz, sucking hard at Mary’s clit as she did so.

		

		Still staring up at the handsome Trent, Mary felt herself slide over the edge. Her belly muscles rippled, as they usually did when she was going to have a big orgasm, and she dug her nails into Tess’s ass cheeks and sucked pussy as her own clit suddenly erupted.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she moaned, her hips jerking up off the chaise, her orgasm engulfing her whole body as the movie star-handsome Trent watched, jacking his big dick slowly, grinning, as she came.

		

		“Damn, what a hottie!” he sighed, Mary shivering and working her pussy up against Tess’s mouth as he added, “I can’t wait to fuck you, gorgeous!”

		

		Just the thought of him sliding that huge dick of his into her juicy pussy in a moment made Mary come even harder! She rammed her tongue deep into Tess and held on as the furious spasms of release roiled through her body.

		

		Goddamn, Goddamn, Goddamn, what a feeling! She thought as she eventually stopped shaking and tossing her pussy upward against Tess’s lips.

		

		Trent and his young friend peeled Tess’s limp, satisfied body off Mary, easing her off the chaise and onto her knees next to it. Trent knelt between Mary’s open legs and fed his long, thick cock down into her the moment Tess was out of the way.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck--what a nice one!” Mary gasped as he filled her still-tremoring pussy with his rigid length.

		

		“You’re one hot bitch,” Trent said, starting to fuck her immediately. “What’s your name?”

		

		“I’m Mary,” she answered, breathing hard, trying to adjust from the short, choppy hip movements she’d just been using to toss her pussy against Tess’s mouth, to a longer, rolling motion that would match Trent’s smooth, easy thrusts into her.

		

		“God, what a cunt you’ve got,” he sighed, “so tight…so juicy and slick!”

		

		Mary sighed and fucked him back, loving the feel of him inside her. Licking pussy had been wonderful—but getting fucked by a terrific cock like this one definitely had its good points, too.

		

		Trent was holding himself up off her as if he were doing a push-up, sliding his dick in and out of her easily, his weight supported by his strong arms, his hands pressed onto the chaise on both sides of her. Tess leaned in, underneath the rutting man, and kissed Mary on the mouth.

		

		Oooh, this is really wild, making out with Tess while this yummy guy fucks me! Mary thought, returning her kiss, letting Tess’s tongue into her mouth.

		

		Mary noticed that Tess’s lips were being nudged against hers in a steady rhythm. She glanced past the other girl as they kissed and saw that Manuel, her Latin friend, appeared to have his thick cock shoved into Tess from behind, as she knelt next to the chaise, making out with Mary. He was banging her while the two of them kissed, and his friend was fucking Mary!

		

		“You two bitches are incredible,” Trent sighed, shaking his head at how hot the two women looked, tongue-kissing each other as they both got dicked.

		

		Mary had to agree. She’d just come like crazy on Tess’s tongue and lips, but she could tell that she was going to orgasm again soon. Kissing Tess and getting cock from this handsome stranger at the same time just was too much stimulation for her not to come!

		

		“Gees, bro, Tess is always a hot piece of ass,” Manuel grunted to his friend in between strokes. “But this little pussy of hers is really on fire today!”

		

		“Same here,” Trent panted, fucking hard. “This gorgeous bitch is the hottest girl I’ve fucked in months!”

		

		Mary felt her pussy clench around the man’s driving meat. She didn’t much care for being called a “bitch”, but his cock felt magnificent inside her, and the fact that he thought her to be the hottest girl he’d fucked in a long while set Mary’s clitty to throbbing once more.

		

		This guy was sinfully good-looking…meaning he probably got lots and lots of pussy; so she took his statement that she was a truly terrific fuck as a real compliment. Knowing that Trent found her to be an extraordinary piece of ass sent a huge pulse of joy through her well-fucked body.

		

		“Jesus, but that little pussy of yours is something,” he gasped just then, as it fluttered all around him. “I’m gonna’ shoot, you hot bitch! That little twat of yours is suckin’ the come right out of my nuts!”

		

		Mary licked wildly at Tess’s tongue and pushed her hips up off the chaise, burying Trent’s cock deep inside her. She felt him jerk and then felt a gusher of cock cream splash all over in her womb.

		

		She shivered, his hot come oozing out to caress her clit, and she began to shake beneath him as she came. Tess moaned, sensing what was happening. She stroked Mary’s long, light-brown hair and clung to her, their kiss hotter than ever as Mary came and came on the handsome guy’s buried prick.

		

		In moments, Tess groaned down into Mary’s mouth and her eyes flew open. Mary could see her friend was orgasming too.

		

		The two of them clung together, enjoying their mutual climaxes and the shared kiss. When Tess pulled away at last, a deeply satisfied look on her pretty face, Mary heard her partner, Manuel, croak.

		

		“Can I come in your mouth, you pretty chica? I’m ready to shoot!”

		

		Tess moved off a few feet, toward the head of the chaise, after Manuel pulled his fat cock, shiny with Tess’s come-juice, out of the girl and stepped closer. Mary opened her mouth, as Trent pulled his spent dick from her pussy, and Manuel fed his in between her open lips.

		

		“Oh, yeah, take it!” the Latin boy groaned as Mary sucked him and ran her tongue all over his hot cock meat, lapping off Tess’s delicious come.

		

		The thick hunk of male muscle spat a big wad of spunk into Mary’s mouth, followed quickly by a second, even larger one. Tess leaned in close and whispered, in a playful, impish tone, “Don’t swallow it all! Save some to share with me, okay?”

		

		Mary felt a tiny post-orgasmic flutter in her pussy as she thought about doing that! Manuel shot another big jet of cream into her mouth and she opened her throat a little to let some of the small lake of jizz drain down into it, so she wouldn’t drown.

		

		She ran her tongue around him several more times, coaxing out two lesser spurts, and then he was done. After he’d slipped his dick out of her lips, Tess leaned in and kissed her again. Mary pushed a big glob of come into Tess’s mouth and heard Tess swallow.

		

		This is so kinky! Mary thought, loving the feel of Tess’s come-covered tongue all over the inside of her mouth as she swallowed again. They kissed each other and traded spunk back and forth until all of the heavy, gooey spend had disappeared down into their tummies.

		

		“Damn, these two are really something, bro,” Manuel sighed, standing up straight again, looking down at them. “I haven’t ever seen two chicas kiss and swap jizz like that before, except in a porn movie!”

		

		“Me neither,” Trent agreed, staring down at them with a big grin. “Hell, Manuel, these two are a porn movie!”

		

		****

		

		They found Rashid and Lane waiting for them a few minutes later, down by the cabana bar beside the sparkling pool. Mary came up to Lane and put her arms around him, still naked except for her sandals, her toga dangling loosely from her right hand.

		

		He started to kiss her but she pulled back, smiling. “Don’t…unless you’d like to taste another guy’s come, darling.”

		

		A knowing smile slowly broke out on his face as he asked, “Oh, was that why you girls were late in getting here? Did you two have yourselves an adventure on the way to the pool?”

		

		Mary giggled and nodded that she had. “I learned how to lick pussy, courtesy of Tess, and then this really nice-looking, well-hung guy fucked me!”

		

		Lane raised his eyebrows slightly, but his smile never wavered. Mary held him even closer and then whispered, “And his pal fucked Tess until she came and then pulled his big dick out of her at the last minute and had me blow him and swallow it for him!”

		

		“Well, you have been a busy girl, haven’t you?” Lane laughed. “But it sounds like you’re having fun.”

		

		Mary thought about that for a moment and then said, truthfully, “I absolutely love swinging--you were so right about it. It’s the most fun thing in the whole wide world, darling!”

		

		She released her grip on him and stepped back, saying, “But right now, I want a cocktail. I need a vodka gimlet to chase the come-taste out of my mouth. That last guy’s jizz was kind of salty.”

		

		They went over to the nearby bar, where Rashid and Tess were already accepting a couple of what looked like rum and cokes from the young, uniformed bartender. They moved aside so that Lane and Mary could place their orders.

		

		“I’d like a Chivas and soda, tall, as well as a tall vodka gimlet—either Ketel One of Grey Goose—for the lady,” Lane told the kid behind the bar.

		

		Mary stepped forward and asked the bartender, “And could you make that a strong gimlet?”

		

		The cute young man, who probably had to be twenty-one to be tending bar but didn’t look it, smiled and told her, “A special gimlet, coming up, for the gorgeous lady.”

		

		Mary smiled back, trying to ignore the boy’s obvious fascination with her naked breasts. He whipped up the gimlet in seconds, fishing a bottle of Ketel One out of some cracked ice behind the bar to make it with, and then bringing a clear shot glass up from the ice as well and filling it to the brim with the top-shelf vodka.

		

		“Drink the shot first, and then chase it with the gimlet,” the boy, who had bright, cheerful blue eyes and buzz-cut, straw-blond hair, told her.

		

		She did as he suggested, and felt the vodka immediately, which was what she’d wanted. Out here, naked, by the pool, standing amongst probably a hundred other mostly nude people, she’d felt all of the confidence she’d built up at the villa beginning to ebb away.

		

		“Is that more liquid courage?” Lane asked, accepting a tall scotch and soda from the bar kid.

		

		“Yeah, you could definitely say that,” Mary admitted.

		

		She glanced back over at the young bartender, who was still ogling her naked tits and asked her soon-to-be-husband, “Where in the world do they find staff for a party like this one?”

		

		Lane grinned. “Most of these kids are local college students and swinger club members. Normally, they’d never have the money to squander on the blood tests, costumes, etc. for a bash like this. But Max hires them to work as servers, bartenders, laundry staff—to go around during the party and make sure all of the towels in the various bathrooms are fresh.”

		

		He took a big cut of his scotch and went on to add, “So they get free blood screens, a couple of hundred bucks in their pockets, and they work an hour on and an hour off, so they get to ditch the uniforms in between their on-shift hours and attend the party like any other guest; naked and ready to fuck! It’s a sweet deal for everyone.”

		

		Mary smiled. “That is kind of neat, at that.”

		

		She glanced around the big patio area next to the pool and cabana. There were probably fifty chaise lounges scattered from one end to the other, and many of them were occupied with male and female swingers in various stages of undress and sexual congress. A platoon of other party guests stood around drinking and talking and watching the sexual hijinks going on all around them.

		

		I think I need another super-gimlet! Mary thought, after watching a twenty-something brunette getting it up the ass and in the pussy at the same time from two huge cocks, less than three feet from where she stood.

		

		She tipped her drink back and chugged it, and then placed the empty glass back on the bar. The kid took it and refilled it quickly, the full shot glass appearing alongside.

		

		“What’s your name?” Mary asked him as she reclaimed her drink.

		

		“I’m Chip,” the blond boy told her.

		

		“I’m Mary, and normally, I’d give you a great tip for thinking of this,” she said, indicating the shot glass. “But, as you can no doubt see, I don’t have my purse or any money with me.”

		

		He grinned. “There’s more than one kind of tip, Mary.”

		

		“Oh, how does that work?”

		

		He leaned over the bar and whispered, “You’re one of the prettiest gals I’ve seen all afternoon. How about giving me a blowjob by way of a tip?”

		

		Mary giggled. Something about the outrageous boldness of the boy’s suggestion struck her as both amusing and fun. “Okay, you’re on. How do we do it?”

		

		“I’ll be off before too long, for my hour break,” he said, flashing a suggestive wink her way. “I’ll try and find you to collect.”

		

		He shrugged and added, “If I don’t, I’ll find you on my next break, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” she agreed, winking back.

		

		“What was that all about?” Lane asked her when she had downed her second straight vodka, taken a big sip of her gimlet, and sauntered back over to where the three of them stood talking.

		

		“Oh, nothing important,” Mary told him with a little Cheshire cat smile. Lane didn’t need to know all of her little secrets, now did he?

		

		“Let’s split up and fuck, after we finish these drinks,” Tess suggested--her eyes bright with the influx of fresh liquor, and from being surrounded by so much sexual activity.

		

		Mary glanced around. She saw six couples engaged in either intercourse of fellatio, or both, within twenty feet of where she stood. These chaise lounges were getting a workout!

		

		She looked up at Lane and asked, “Is that good with you, darling? Is that what you’d like to do?”

		

		He shrugged almost bashfully and said, “If that’s okay with you, honey. I’d like to stay close to you this time, to watch you in action, though.”

		

		What a big horndog! Mary thought, although she had to admit, it did sound like a fun idea! Watching all of this lusty, unabashed, fucking going on all around them had her nipples as firm as could be, too. And her pussy felt wet already!

		

		“There are two unoccupied loungers, side by side, over there, sweetie,” she told him, spying two empty chaises nearby.

		

		He took her by the hand with some difficulty, as she still had her toga in the hand he took, her other hand being occupied with her gimlet. They made their way over to the loungers together, passing two blowjobs, a straight fuck, a sixty-nine, and guy licking a small woman’s hairy pussy with everything he had.

		

		“Things are really hopping out here, aren’t they?” Mary commented as they claimed the empty pieces of pool furniture, with her setting her drink on the small table next to one lounger and Lane taking the other one.

		

		“Yeah, from what I gather in talking to some guys who’ve been here before, this pool area is one of the most popular fuck areas, this and the sex machine room, inside the house.”

		

		Mary nodded. She was already intrigued with the idea of the machine room, with that Sybian thing and the sex swing. She fully intended to check that out before this party ended as well.

		

		“Hi,” she heard a young male voice say from just behind her, “would you like to fuck?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Mary turned. A tall, gangly youth stood in front of her, naked. He was very cute, in a lost-puppy sort of way.

		

		She gave him a tiny smile and his whole face lit up. Glancing downward, she saw that his cock wasn’t nearly as skinny as the rest of him. It was very hard, about eight inches long, and had a nice thickness to it.

		

		“I’m Denny, and these are my roomies, Bill, and Hampton,” the boy said.

		

		Mary glanced at the shorter, stouter kid standing next to Denny on one side. He was a carrot-top, with thick, curly, bright-red pubic hair surrounding his average-sized hard on, and freckles everywhere. His partner, Hampton, was as black as an oil-slick, with a young athlete’s body, all muscle and deep cuts of definition throughout his bare chest and abs. He also had a magnificent cock that was both longer and thicker than his friend Denny’s impressive prick.

		

		“How old are you three delinquents?” Mary asked the trio with a teasing grin.

		

		“We…we’re juniors, at the U,” Denny stammered back, clearly not wanting to give their exact ages.

		

		That means they’re no older than twenty-one, probably, she thought, realizing that she was almost ten years their senior.

		

		“I don’t know, boys,” she said after considering that fact for a long moment. “You seem a little young for me.”

		

		“Awwwww, man!” Denny whined, eying Mary’s naked body like a kid with his nose pressed up against the window of a candy store, and no money in his pocket.

		

		“Come on, lady,” Bill said, his tongue practically hanging out as he gazed at Mary’s tits, “give us a turn. We’re not exactly virgins—we’ll give you great some fucking!”

		

		“That’s for true!” Hampton, the black kid said, clearly trying to sound tough, ghetto, and studly. “I’ll fuck you like you ain’t never been fucked before, baby!”

		

		It was all Mary could do not to laugh. The boy’s manner was so fierce, so anxious to impress her with his manliness.

		

		“Well, maybe,” she teased them a bit further, watching their expectant faces.

		

		After all, she had fucked Rashid and those two guys on the patio, not to mention Aaron, back in the bedroom. They hadn’t been quite as young as these three boys, but she was willing to bet that none of them had seen the other side of twenty-five yet, either.

		

		So what difference would it make if she did three more lads, who were younger than her, she asked herself? Besides, they were as cute as they could be--all three of them!

		

		She glanced past them at Lane, who was deep in conversation with a tiny brunette girl that looked to be past eighteen, but not that far past it. She thought it over quickly and decided, the blonde cutie that blew him in the living room earlier was young, and this little brunette is probably even younger than the blonde was. Plus, Tess is only twenty-three—age doesn’t seem to matter much at a swinger party!

		

		“Okay, you’re on, boys, as soon as I finish my drink,” she said finally. “Who gets to go first?”

		

		“Me,” Denny told her proudly, “because I was the one who had the balls to ask you!”

		

		Mary smiled at him as she reached down and reclaimed her drink. He was very cute, she had to admit that, and he seemed so proud of himself for working up the courage to ask her that she decided he did deserve to go first!

		

		“Lucky for you that I’m thirsty,” Mary said, tipping her drink back and taking three big swallows of it.

		

		The vodka hit her immediately. When added to the gimlet she’d just downed a few minutes ago, and the two shots of Ketel One she’d had along with them, Mary was flying once more!

		

		She downed the rest of her drink and put it back on the table. Kicking off her sandals, which were her sole article of clothing, she lay down on the chaise.

		

		“Is this okay, or do you want me on my hands and knees?” she asked Denny.

		

		“No, that’s perfect!” the boy whispered, down on his knees and in between her legs in a flash, his face close to hers.

		

		She hadn’t been expecting the kiss, but there it was. Denny’s lips were pressed against hers in a blink and his tongue was seeking entrance to her mouth.

		

		Mary sighed and let him in, reveling in the sweetness of the young man’s kiss, the feel of his needy, hungry tongue all over hers. She relaxed and just let it happen as he claimed her wet pussy with his stiff cock and pressed his bony chest down onto her aroused nipples while they continued to kiss and embrace.

		

		He began to fuck her slow and easy, and she gave herself over immediately to his gentle rhythm between her thighs. She sucked lightly at his tongue and ran her fingers through his short-cropped blond hair, working her pussy effortlessly against his steady stroke.

		

		This is beautiful, she thought, marveling at how open and natural this all felt; the sun on her naked body, the boy fucking her so nicely, the thrilling knowledge that a huge number of strangers were watching her take a strange cock. This so…surreal--this is the most exciting sex I’ve ever had in my whole life!

		

		Denny’s redheaded friend obviously hadn’t been kidding about the three them having some experience at fucking. The blond boy rode her high, mashing his hard cock against her swollen clit with each penetration, and his largely hairless chest felt great against her nipples.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, pulling her mouth from his so that she could whisper to him, “you sweet boy, you’re fucking me so good!”

		

		She felt something bump against her left cheek and turned her head. Hampton’s fat, black cock head was right there as he stood next to the rutting couple on the chaise. He grinned down at her and she winked back up at him and opened her lips.

		

		Two sweet young college-boy cocks at once! Mary thought as sucked at the youngster’s hardness and ran her tongue all around it while Denny drilled her pussy. I am a naughty slut, now aren’t I?

		

		“Jesus, look at that sexy bitch with those two college kids, would ‘ya?” she heard a male voice whisper, and a huge tremor of excitement raced through her well-fucked pussy!

		

		She knew the man was talking about her and didn’t care a bit. In fact, she loved finding herself on display like this, being lewd and hot and sexy with the surrounding crowd of swingers looking on.

		

		Mary felt something bump the back of her neck. She released Hampton’s big boner from between her lips and turned her head back to the right, only to find Bill’s hard prick right there.

		

		With a tiny welcoming smile, she began to suck it, Denny still never missing a thrust into her pussy. She glanced beyond Bill and saw that Lane was now fucking the cute brunette. He had her on her back, and was kissing her passionately as he slid his dick in and out of the girl’s smallish pink slit.

		

		The best part about it was that Lane was looking over at her out of the corner of his eye, watching her sucking cock and getting fucked by the college boys as he did the young brown-haired girl. Mary winked at him and he winked back, a terrific surge of pre-come excitement arcing through her pussy as the two of them “connected” with their eyes, even though their bodies were fully occupied by the attentions of other people.

		

		This is so incredibly fun! Mary thought as she watched Lane really give it to the other girl. My baby looks so turned on by what I’m doing and, God knows, I’m as aroused by this as he is, maybe more!

		

		Denny sighed deeply at that moment, and she felt his cock jerk within her. He moaned and began to come, big wads of hot semen spilling into her.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Mary gasped, letting Bill’s cock slip from her mouth, “that’s it, darling. Give me that hot come!”

		

		Her own orgasm started seconds later. She moaned as well and gripped Denny hard around the waist, working her spasming pussy up onto his spewing dick, loving how much jizz he was filling her with.

		

		“Yes, yes, oh, baby, you’re making me come so nice!” she sighed truthfully into his ear as he suddenly ran out of spunk and started to soften inside her.

		

		The pair clung together, until Mary’s flurry of come sensations had ebbed away, and then the boy pulled out. Hampton moved around quickly to take his place and, almost before Mary knew it, she was getting fucked again.

		

		“Baby, you got a sweet pussy!” the black kid whispered, ramming in and out of her hungrily. “Oh, pretty lady, you are one great fuck!”

		

		He bent down and sucked her right nipple into his mouth and nursed at it as he banged her. Mary laid her head back against the lounger and pumped her hips in time with his savage thrusts.

		

		This was incredible--Hampton’s approach to sex was completely different from his roommate’s, but it still felt wonderful to her. His hard, demanding lunges turned out to be just what she craved right now.

		

		“Oh, God, give it to me, you stud,” she whispered in his ear, running her fingers through his short, modified-Afro hairdo. “Fuck me hard with that big cock of yours, baby!”

		

		Hampton groaned and closed his eyes, nipping at her tit and driving himself in and out at a furious pace. Mary trembled and hung on, loving how he was pummeling her so frantically with his huge prick. It felt all steely and hot against her clit as he rode her.

		

		“Goddamn, Goddamn, what a tight pussy you got!” the boy gasped, switching tits, sucking hard on her left nipple now.

		

		Jesus, this kid is banging me like a steam drill! Mary thought, not at all put off by the experience.

		

		On the contrary, she loved it! She moaned and grabbed at his hair and hung on, working her pussy against him, enjoying each and every ravenous thrust.

		

		After another minute or two of Hampton’s savage, exciting penetration, Mary felt his body stiffen. He let her tit slip from his mouth and she saw his eyes flare wide with lust.

		

		“Gotta’ come!” the boy suddenly gasped, ramming deep inside her. “Oh, fuck, lady, I gotta’ come in that tight little pussy of yours!”

		

		And come he did! Mary shuddered in abrupt, total release as her young lover inundated her womb with flood of boiling man-cream.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, God, yesssssssss!” she wailed, coming hard, and clinging to him as he filled her.

		

		“Damn, what a hot bitch!” she heard a man’s voice murmur just then, sending her clit into another furious spasm of orgasmic contractions.

		

		“No kidding,” she heard another man whisper back to the first one. “I’m mounting up on that little hottie when these kids get through. Just see if I don’t!”

		

		The man proved as good as his word. After young Bill had taken his quick, choppy-stroking turn in her come-filled pussy, the tall, handsome, much older man she had heard remarking on her hotness joined her on the chaise.

		

		But instead of mounting up on her overflowing pussy as he’s said he would, he whispered, “Do you enjoy anal, beautiful?”

		

		When she nodded that she did, staring up into the handsome man’s chocolate-brown eyes, he eased her up into a hands and knees position on the come-soiled chaise and proceeded to grease up her back entrance with a tube of lubricant he had in his hand.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, yeah!” Mary sighed as he pushed two fingers up into her semen-juicy snatch and stroked her clit while he fed his big cock into her anus.

		

		This guy loved anal—that was clear after the first few passes in and out of her ass. Mary sighed with pleasure and looked over at Lane, who had finished up with the young girl and was now standing, sipping a drink, watching his once and future wife getting ass-fucked.

		

		Or at least she hoped she was still his future wife. After seeing this shameless, lewd exhibition she was putting on out by this pool, she sort of wondered it Lane would still want to marry her!

		

		And then he gave her that big bad-boy grin of his, and Mary’s heart lifted. All was well between the two of them--she could read it in his eyes.

		

		Relieved as she could be, she began to fuck her new partner back more avidly, putting on an even hotter show for Lane. She clenched her ass sheath around the man and cooed, “Oh, baby, do you ever have a nice cock! Fuck me. Fuck me right up the ass, honey!”

		

		The man bore down hard, making her tits jerk all over the place as he ripped into her well-greased bottom, his fingers flying in and out of her jizz-slick pussy, right across her swollen clit. Mary moaned and felt her tummy flutter.

		

		She was going to come again. There were at least twenty other swingers watching her get it up the ass and that, plus the knowledge that her Lane was among them--not to mention her new lover’s hard, pounding rhythm and gliding fingers—had her right on the edge!

		

		“Oh, baby, are you ever a hot piece!” the man gasped just then and began to unload in her.

		

		Mary shivered, coming right along with him as his spurts filled her anal passage in seconds. The crowd “oooohed” and “ahhhhed”, watching the pair of them come, and she felt her orgasm peak.

		

		This is so great! She thought. I never would have believed that I’d like putting on a show like this…but I sure do--this is sensational!

		

		As soon as the guy she’d been fucking pulled his limp cock out of her ass, she saw two more sets of male legs approach her lounger, one on each side. Mary looked up and saw yet another very handsome guy, this one in his mid-thirties, staring down at her hungrily.

		

		I’ve got to remember to personally compliment Olympia later, Mary thought as she smiled up at the two newcomers. She sure knows how to pick male talent—there’s not an ugly guy at this whole party!

		

		“Do you do DP’s?” the yummy-looking guy asked, smiling back.

		

		DP’s—double penetrations, Mary thought. I’ve never done one, but I don’t see the problem. My pussy has certainly been fucked enough today, and my ass is all warmed up, after that last wonderful session!

		

		“I’d love to,” she said simply. “How do you want me?”

		

		The gorgeous guy who had asked her about DP’s knelt quickly behind her and fitted the head of his fat cock against her asshole. He shoved and Mary closed her eyes, eight inches of hard dick disappearing down into her anus.

		

		“Now, let’s turn over, doll,” he whispered in her ear, rolling onto his back on the chaise, keeping his rigid manhood berthed all the way up her ass.

		

		His partner, a very cute guy with brunette hair and a big smile on his face clamored onto the lounger and set the tip of his swollen prick against her pussy.

		

		Mary looked over the man’s shoulder as he filled her cunny with dick. Lane was watching intently, his cock swelled to fullness again as he witnessed his ex-wife’s first-ever DP.

		

		“How’s that, sweetie?” the man up her ass murmured in her ear, his hands coming up to claim a breast in each palm. “Is that okay?”

		

		He began to knead her sensitive tits as the two of them slowly fucked her—pussy and ass, both at the same time. Mary sighed and whispered back, “It’s very okay, baby! Fuck me, you two studs. Fuck me good!”

		

		They did. She came on their driving cocks a few minutes later, spurred to a huge climax not only by their pricks pushing in and out of her, but by the big crowd that had gathered, and by Lane’s grin as he watched her take on both men at once.

		

		And, as soon as those two were done, two more young cuties, both in their mid-twenties, took their places. Mary fucked them beautifully and came again, too.

		

		Lane got a long, slurpy blowjob from a pretty little red-headed girl as he watched her do the second pair of men and that made everything seem even hotter to Mary. She found once more that she loved watching Lane have sex while he watched her have sex!

		

		After a third pair of men had taken the place of the second two, Lane came over and took her hand--before a fourth set of men could move into position. He whispered, “Let’s go up to the house and grab some dinner, okay? You’ve got to pace yourself, babe. It’s not even six yet, and this party will go until two in the morning, at least!”

		

		She nodded and got up off the lounger, trailing a huge streamer of spunk from both holes. As she gathered up her toga, not bothering to put the skimpy garment back on, and slipped back into her sandals, there was a disappointed sigh from the men gathered around the chaise.

		

		“Come on, baby,” a guy’s voice pleaded. “One more DP, okay?”

		

		She grinned back at her disappointed “suitors” and shook her head. “Maybe later, fellas—this party is just getting started!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		On the way over to the patio, Mary spotted two girls who seemed to be in straits similar to her own. Both had white hand towels pressed up into their crotches to catch spunk that seemed to be leaking out of their back and front holes.

		

		“I need one of those towels,” she told Lane, somewhat embarrassed but not terribly so—after all, he had witnessed all of that gooey semen getting deposited inside her. “And then I need a quick stop at a bidet.”

		

		“Over here, babe,” he said, steering her to a small table on the patio that had stacks of the clean, white hand towels piled on it.

		

		She took one, dried her legs as best she could, and pressed the towel up into her pelvis. It was embarrassing to walk into the house that way, but no one seemed to give her a second glance. Apparently there had been too many girls doing this before her to cause much of a stir amongst this crowd of experienced swingers.

		

		After a quick trip to the bathroom, a short wait in line, and a session atop the bidet, front and back, she returned to the dining room, her toga slipped back over her body. She joined Lane at the champagne tub and gratefully accepted a flute of Dom Perignon.

		

		“So, are you disgusted with me, darling, for being such a slut out by the pool?” she asked in a low whisper, staring up into his eyes.

		

		“Why would I be disgusted with you?” he asked. “If anything, I’m as proud as can be, and relieved at the same time, that you’ve taken to swinging so well.”

		

		He smiled at her, drank some champagne and added, “I was really afraid that this would all be too much for you, but you’ve been super!”

		

		Mary felt herself coloring slightly and drank some more of her own bubbly. She admitted to him, “I’ve surprised myself completely. If you had asked me this week how I was going to handle this party, I’d have told you that I was going to sit back and observe as much as I could, to see if I could deal with watching you with other women.”

		

		She shrugged and finished the flute handing it back to Lane for a refill. As he returned it to her, full, she went on to add, “If you had pressed me, I might have said that I’d consider fucking a guy or two—if I found a couple who interested me, just so you wouldn’t think I was a total prude—but I never, in my wildest dreams, would have foreseen today happening!”

		

		Lane put his arms around her and drew her close. He murmured, “You’ve been sensational, darling. Everyone’s talking about you…about the incredibly hot new babe that lucky dog, Lane Reynolds, brought as his date!”

		

		Mary felt her heart soar. This was so wonderful. Far from being disgusted or angry about her behavior thus far, Lane seemed impressed and delighted.

		

		I think I really love swinging! She admitted to herself once again. I’m so glad Lane introduced me to it and doesn’t mind a bit how horny this whole wild scene seems to make me!

		

		They finished the second round of champagne, refilled their glasses with some Cristal, and browsed the food line together, filling their plates with choice tidbits of beef, ham, veggies, and some of the more exotic party fare. Lane helped himself to some pate de foie gras and crab puffs while Mary tried the crab puffs and an exquisite desert pastry with a light, fluffy crust, whipped cream, and cherry filling.

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was wonderful,” Mary said as they tossed their paper plates, plastic forks and knives into a trash can a few minutes later.

		

		“That it was, what’s next?” he asked her.

		

		Mary was about to answer when she caught a glimpse of a familiar face coming their way. Chip, the cute young bartender came up to them and stopped right next to Lane; the young man had ditched his uniform, and now stood there stark naked, his nice-sized cock already hard.

		

		“Can I collect that tip now?” he asked her.

		

		Mary laughed. She’d forgotten all about the “tip”—that had been hours ago. But a deal was a deal, she supposed.

		

		“Sure, where should we go?” she asked him.

		

		“Right here is good with me,” Chip answered brazenly. “I’m not shy…not at a party like this one!”

		

		Mary’s heart sped up. They were standing in the living room, just a few yards from the door leading into the dining room buffet. There must have been a hundred people within twenty yards of them, some sitting on the Roman couches, and some fucking on the Roman couches, some standing around in various states of undress, chatting, as they ate and drank.

		

		What the hell? Mary thought. It’s supposed to be a Roman orgy, what’s the difference where I blow him?

		

		“Okay,” she said gamely, handing her near-empty champagne to Lane and doffing her toga.

		

		She draped it over Lane’s arm and got down onto her knees on the marble floor. Chip grinned and stepped in closer, his hard cock right in front of her lips.

		

		Lane’s eyes went wide as he watched her open her mouth and suck in over half of the boy’s big dick. Mary tilted her head back and ran her tongue around and around the hard cylinder of male meat, sucking gently.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” the young barman sighed, rocking his hips back and forth in time with her in and out strokes, fucking her mouth as she gobbled him up, “I knew you’d be good. You just look fucking hot, babe, like you’d be pure dynamite in the sack!”

		

		Mary purred around the boy’s gliding prick, loving that he thought of her as being…hot!

		

		“Damn, look at that pretty bitch suck cock!” a man remarked, and a torrid thrill tore through Mary.

		

		She had almost every inch of Chip’s long dick in her mouth now, and she was sucking it insistently, licking like a wild woman, suddenly hungry for a big helping of his nut juice for desert! Chip moaned and fucked her mouth harder, obviously thinking along the same lines.

		

		Should I? Mary asked herself. Should I do it? Should I give him one of my…special blowjobs?

		

		She could feel her pussy getting really hot from this steamy scene, from the huge number of people watching her suck cock. She asked herself again if she should really pull out all of the stops for this boy…should she give him one of her special blowjobs?”

		

		What the hell?

		

		Mary let Chip’s prick slip from her lips momentarily. She reached over with her left hand and began to jack the saliva-slick skin slowly up and down as she pushed the middle finger of her right hand into her lips, getting it good and lubed up with her hot spittle.

		

		“Enjoy, baby!” she hissed up at Chip, sliding her wet finger up his bunghole as she sucked his cock back into her mouth and really went to town on it while she caressed his prostate.

		

		“Ohhhhhh! Oh, holy fuck!” the boy gasped, his knees quaking. “What are you doing, you hot bitch?”

		

		Mary gobbled and licked, stroking him in the forbidden spot. Chip lasted another minute or so and then bellowed, “Oh, fuck, here it comes!”

		

		The streamer of spunk that shot into Mary’s mouth was enormous! She gulped it down greedily, and sucked for more, pushing her finger tip against the boy’s sex gland even harder.

		

		“Gaaawwwwwdddd!” he screamed in utter bliss. “Oh, my fucking God—that feels incredible, you sexy cunt!”

		

		This jet of cock cream was even bigger than the first one had been and Mary had to swallow twice in rapid succession to get it all down before the third one hit the back of her throat. She kept on sucking, swallowing, and stroking him until the last, tiny spurt of come oozed out into her mouth.

		

		When she had downed it as well, she released his prick and let it droop down onto his empty balls. Smiling up at him as she eased her finger out of his butt, she asked in her sexiest voice, “Well, are we even, sweetie? Was that ‘tip’ enough for you?”

		

		Chip answered her by turning on his heel and dashing off toward the rec room. In what seemed like seconds, as Mary got to her feet and slipped her toga back on, the naked boy came sprinting back, a shot of vodka in one hand and a big gimlet in the other.’

		

		“I’m your slave for the night, babe!” he told her with a huge grin, handing her the drinks. “I thought my girlfriend gave a great BJ…but it ain’t nothin’ compare to that!”

		

		“Well, you’ll have to teach her how,” Mary said with an answering smile, quite proud of what she’d done for him and the stir it had caused, as she accepted the drinks.

		

		There was a big murmur still circulating through the crowd as she downed the vodka shot and then sipped the gimlet. Lane had been right. Even this jaded group of swingers had noticed her, and her sultry public blowjob had just ensured that her notoriety would spread even further.

		

		“Thanks,” Chip whispered sincerely, kissing her on the cheek and stepping away.

		

		“Shall we?” Lane asked, giving her a raised eyebrow and a smile as he extended his elbow her way.

		

		She took his arm. “Where to, honey?”

		

		“To the machine room, I think,” Lane replied. “I want to see you on the sex swing, baby. You’re too hot not to share a few more times with some of my fellow swingers!”

		

		****

		

		The sex machine room was down the other wing of the big villa. They went by a dozen open bedrooms on the way, and saw numerous other couples, trios, and foursomes at play in them as they passed.

		

		Mary was impressed once again with the comeliness of the orgy’s participants. There wasn’t a plain-looking girl or a less than handsome guy in this whole crowd…and some of the cocks she’d seen were real jaw-droppers as well!

		

		They reached a room with a double doorway, both doors standing wide open. Mary could see rows of machines lining the room, circling the four walls. Many of them held blissful women.

		

		She saw gals riding enormous fake cocks, squatting over short, half-barrel shaped machines, huge smiles on their faces, girls pinioned into place in front of pistoning hydraulic fuck-machines that pushed fat latex cocks in and out as steadily as an oil well pumps oil. And one voluptuous, naked blonde woman was suspended in a swing-like contraption that was bolted to the ceiling—the fabled sex swing! All of the room’s walls were lined with mirrors, so that participants could watch themselves getting fucked.

		

		“Oh, my, what a wicked room this is, darling!” she whispered to Lane as he led her inside.

		

		“And you’re just the girl to enjoy it properly, from what I’ve seen so far today, honey,” he whispered back teasingly, grinning at her.

		

		“Hey, it’s that incredibly hot brunette babe from out by the pool!” she heard a male voice say as she entered the room.

		

		“You should have seen her suck that kid off in the living room just now,” another guy added excitedly.

		

		“Yeah, she’d the hottest piece of ass at this whole party!” yet another man offered.

		

		Mary felt her pussy clench. God, but she loved this--the fact that all of these hunky guys knew who she was and thought that she was super-hot sent a thunderbolt of erotic excitement coursing through her.

		

		She heard a woman moan loudly and looked over in that direction. The moan was coming from a lithe, pretty, dark-haired girl who was about Mary’s age--thirty.

		

		The woman was strapped into place on a low, upholstered seat, and a larger-than-average cock made of what looked like soft, molded plastic was nudging in and out of her juicy-slick pussy at a furious rate.

		

		The power of the machine’s pistoning fake cock lifted the girl up out of the seat slightly with each thrust up into her pussy. She was moaning constantly, her smallish tits jiggling wildly as he lay with her legs spread, held in place by straps. It looked to Mary as if the woman was having one intense orgasm after the other!

		

		A knot of men stood around the machine, watching the strapped-down woman climax, cheering her on. Their cocks were all hard, and the men stroked them slowly, to keep them that way, as they watched.

		

		“Jesus,” Mary sighed, staring in awe at the scene, “how long can she take that?”

		

		“It varies from woman to woman,” Lane told her. “I’ve seen gals ride that thing or others like it for fifteen minutes at a stretch.”

		

		“What happens after that?” Mary asked, fascinated at the thought of coming and coming for fifteen minutes straight—could she stand to orgasm for that long, or would the heady sensation drive her mad before then?

		

		“That varies too,” Lane answered with a leer. “Some ladies seem to want nothing more than to lie down and rest after a ride like that. But I’ve seen others who just wanted to keep on coming. They’ll fuck anyone who’s handy after they get off the machine and their pussies tend to be so juicy and their clits so sensitive that it doesn’t take much fucking to get them off. That’s why all of those guys with the hard dicks are standing there watching her.”

		

		Mary could see how that might happen. She felt her nipples getting very stiff under her see-through toga as she thought about it.

		

		They moved down the row to another machine. This one held a lush blonde in her mid-thirties. She was face down on the padded table, which had been tilted back at an angle after she’d been strapped onto it. One of the pistoning fuck-machines was positioned right below the edge of the table, with a fat latex cock punching straight up into the girl’s super-wet pussy as a second machine, set in place directly behind her, drilled another faux dick in and out of her well-lubed ass at the same time.

		

		The big blonde was twisting her head from side to side, her eyes closed, mewling in ecstasy. Again, she was encircled by a handful of men with stiff cocks, watching eagerly as she came and came under the steady double penetration of both machines.

		

		They went past two more occupied machines, one with a young girl of no more than nineteen or so, who had her legs in a set of well padded irons that were spread wide and suspended from the ceiling above her. A fuck machine was reaming out her shiny-with-lube asshole while another girl with long, auburn hair leaned over her and ate her pussy at the same time. The pair had a small but appreciative audience of men, one of whom stepped up behind the bent over, pussy-licking girl and slipped his hard cock into her from in back as Mary and Lane watched. He started fucking her as she continued to gobble pussy.

		

		The second machine held a girl on her stomach, strapped into place. The fuck machine gave it to her fast and deep from behind while one man after the other stepped up and fed his cock into the girl’s mouth, fucking her lips until he came. After she’d swallowed all of his come, another man quickly stepped up and took his place.

		

		“Wow,” Mary whispered, taking Lane’s arm for support.

		

		Her knees were shaky! She was so turned on by seeing the various women coming like mad--not to mention the blowjob girl they’d just passed getting mouthful after mouthful of cock cream as she got reamed out by the tireless machine—that she could hardly stand it. She looked down and saw that her nipples were about to poke holes in the front of her gossamer toga!

		

		“Here, put this somewhere I can find it when I’m done in here,” Mary said to Lane, yanking her toga up over her head and handing it to him. “I’ve got to try one of these things…they look incredible!”

		

		“Well, I see someone’s about to get into the spirit of the party,” she heard a female voice say.

		

		Mary turned and saw Tess standing just behind her. The girl was nude, her toga also draped over her arm, her sandals in that hand as well. She was grinning at Mary.

		

		“And I see someone has already been busy,” Mary countered, reaching out and scooping a tiny droplet of what looked like male come from the younger girl’s cheek with her fingertip.

		

		Tess smiled impishly, leaned forward, and licked the pearly spend off Mary’s finger and swallowed it. She said, “Yeah, I just ran into this gorgeous man down the hall who wanted a blowjob…so I obliged him.”

		

		Staring up at the taller Mary, she went on to say teasingly. “There’s a ton of blowjob action going on out in the living room right now. The room’s still buzzing about this tall, beautiful, brown-haired sex goddess that treated one of the bartender kids to this sensational suck-off a little while ago. You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you, cutie?”

		

		Mary shrugged and murmured--a sly grin on her face, “I might know something about it.”

		

		Tess ran her eyes up and down Mary’s nude frame and asked, “So, are you about to mount up on one of these insidious machines?”

		

		“I am,” she assured her. “I’m just trying to figure out which one I should try first.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“Oooh--let me be your guide!” Tess offered excitedly, grabbing her hand and dragging her over to the row of machines near the doorway leading into the machine room. “I’ve tried all of these suckers at one party or another over the years, and this one is the absolute best…except for the sex swing, of course.”

		

		Mary looked down at the squatty, half-barrel like machine Tess was pointing at, and then let her eyes drift over to the sex swing, a few yard further down the line of machines. It was now occupied by a girl in her early twenties, who was laying back in the straps, a man in between her long, pretty, wide-spread legs. The man had a huge dick and he was pushing it in and out of the girl’s pussy as he swung her in and out on the apparatus.

		

		Tess picked up the control to the Sybian, the short, barrel-shaped machine right in front of them, and tore open a lubricated condom and rolled it onto the ball that stuck up out of the little machine. The ball had a row of raised, soft plastic ridges around the middle of it, for stimulating a woman’s g-spot, Mary guessed, remembering Lane’s description of the machine’s capabilities.

		

		“The thing about the Sybian is that it rotates inside you, super-fast, as well as vibrating at the same time,” Tess explained, as she brought Mary around to straddle the ball, “so it’s much better than just a plain vibrator. It makes your g-spot, and your clitty go off at the same time—if you can imagine that!”

		

		Mmmmmm, I can definitely imagine it, Mary thought as she sat down on the ball and felt it penetrate her, now, let’s see if I can experience it!

		

		Tess switched on the machine and Mary sucked in a big breath. It felt incredible!

		

		With a devilish grin, Tess upped the revolutions and Mary shuddered atop the machine. She put her palms flat on the Naugahyde cover and balanced her body as the ball spun inside her, pummeling her g-spot mercilessly.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck--what a rush!” Mary gasped, rocking back and forth, pressing her clit against the vibrating device.

		

		In less than thirty seconds, Mary felt her pussy pouring out lubricant and beginning to throb with pre-come delight. Tess stepped back, turned the machine up another notch, and then stepped closer once more. She bent and gave Mary a hot, sexy tongue-kiss as she took one of her friend’s nipples in each hand and started to play with them as the Sybian picked up speed.

		

		Fuck, this thing is amazing! Mary thought--her clit and g-spot starting to pulse together, in synch, the feeling building and building.

		

		Mary had enjoyed a few g-spot orgasms in her life, mostly from her vibrator, but occasionally from a man’s prick. And she had, of course, moaned with delight through literally hundreds of clit-induced climaxes.

		

		But she’d never experienced the two together, simultaneously, and that was what was about to happen—there was no doubt about that! She sighed into Tess’s kissing mouth and shuddered atop the machine.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she groaned loudly as it began to happen.

		

		Mary’s pussy convulsed around the spinning, vibrating ball! Her g-spot seemed to explode into orgasm at that precise moment, and she felt an absolute deluge of pussy jizz pour out of her penetrated lips and down onto the ball.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck am I ever coming?” she wailed, tearing her lips away from Tess’s, rocking spasmodically back and forth on the machine, holding on for dear life.

		

		Another gusher of pussy oil shot out of her climaxing body and ran down onto the Naugahyde as her tits jerked violently between Tess’s teasing fingers. Mary saw stars. She just clung to the machine and came and came!

		

		Finally, after what seemed like forever, Tess released Mary’s tits and reached down to turn the machine off. Mary moaned and bent over it, the ball still deep inside her, as she gasped for breath.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, but that was intense!” she sighed, opening her eyes.

		

		A small crowd had gathered. There was Lane, of course, staring down at Mary with a big smile of approval on his face. But there were also a few women, who were all looking at her with knowing grins, signifying that they were all experienced Sybian riders, too. And there were a half a dozen men as well, all with hungry leers on their faces and hard cocks in their hands.

		

		God, but those look tempting! Mary thought as she glanced at one hard dick and then another. I came like a wild woman on this thing just now. But I’m so wet—she had never “squirted” as she’d come before, but she realized that she had just now—and those cocks look so nice…I’d just love a good, hard fuck!

		

		“I can see what you want, baby,” Tess whispered, helping her to her feet, Mary’s legs as shaky as could be from the intensity of the dual orgasms she’d just experienced.

		

		The smaller girl led her a few steps over to the sex swing, which was now vacant. Lane stepped up and helped Tess get Mary situated in the contraption, sliding one wide support strap under her ass and another across her back, just under her shoulders, and placing her sandaled feet in the two stirrups.

		

		“Here we go, babe,” Lane whispered to Mary, taking the swing control in his hand and lowering the apparatus slightly as he brought her body parallel with the thickly carpeted floor, her legs spread wide in the stirrups as she hung there.

		

		“Hi, I’m Ron,” a man said as he stepped up in between Mary’s legs, his long, thick cock in his fist.

		

		“I’m Mary, and I really need to get fucked,” she told him boldly, eying his impressive manhood.

		

		“I think I can help you out there, beautiful,” Ron said, centering his cock head in the middle of Mary’s unbelievably wet lips and then reaching up to take one of the swing’s suspension chains in each hand.

		

		He pulled her towards him and Mary sighed with pleasure as his hot cock meat filled her. Pushing her back out until his big dick nearly left her pussy; he then jerked her back in, his fat nut sac bouncing against her ass cheeks as he bottomed out in her again.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Mary moaned, her breasts jiggling and shaking on her chest as the man moved her in and out, fucking her, “just like that! Fuck me hard with that big dick of yours, baby!”

		

		Ron gave her just what she’d been craving, swinging her in and out--ramming into her all the way with each penetrating stroke. Mary mewled blissfully and hung on to the swing’s grab-handles near her head, loving the hot, sensuous fuck she was getting. And the gaggle of men and women who had gathered around the device, watching her get banged made it even better!

		

		She heard the machine’s hydraulics work just for an instant and felt her pelvis being tipped ever so slightly upward, meaning that Ron’s fat prick was now dragging across her enlarged clit with each thrust. She turned and smiled at Lane, whispering, “Thanks, baby!” He grinned back at her and winked--the swing control in his hand, watching her take the savage pounding from a stranger.

		

		Oh, God, but I love this! Mary thought. I love putting on a show like this…getting fucked in front of twenty people or more, with my darling Lane watching me, too!

		

		She felt her tummy tremble and knew that she was going to come. Looking at Ron intently, she whispered, “I’m coming, you stud! That big cock of yours is getting me off so fine!”

		

		Ron nodded and hammered her even harder. Mary felt her tits wobble all over the place as he picked up his already furious pace.

		

		“Oh, oh, shit, I’m coming too!” the man suddenly moaned, and Mary felt a spurt of warm spunk splash into her womb.

		

		“Yesssssssss!” she hissed, closing her eyes in ecstasy as he filled her pussy with jizz.

		

		Her lover crammed his cock as deeply inside her as he could manage and worked it around in her tight confines, milking out wads of semen until his balls were empty. With a big sigh, he pulled free.

		

		Mary opened her eyes, still shuddering through the last twinges of what had been an intensely satisfying orgasm. She saw another young man step in to replace Ron almost instantly. He was very cute, probably twenty-two or three, with dark, curly hair and a shy smile.

		

		“I’m Theo,” he said, his hesitant mumble almost inaudible. “Can I…? I mean…”

		

		His voice trailed off and Mary smiled at him and nodded. “Sure, fuck me, darling, by all means.”

		

		With a relieved grin, he slid his nice-sized dick into her semen-slick hole and began to tug the swing in and out. Mary sighed and relaxed in the swing, loving the steady building friction in her recently-sated pussy, the feel of Ron’s big load coating the kid’s fat cock, the eyes of the crowd on her.

		

		She saw at least five other men lining up behind Theo, and knew that they were all going to fuck her, too, one after the other. And that was just fine with her!

		

		Tess surprised Mary by stepping in as the sixth man in line started to move forward, hard prick in hand. The diminutive redhead held up a palm toward him and said firmly, “Pussy clean up break. Let me take care of some of this goo dripping out of my sweet Mary, and then you can fuck her, okay?”

		

		The man shrugged, looking slightly disappointed but not deterred, and Tess turned around and got down on her knees in front of Mary’s semen-smeared, oozing cunny.

		

		“Here we go, babe,” she whispered. “I’ll have you cleaned up in no time, and you’ll love it, too!”

		

		Mary sighed with pleasure as he young friend shoved her tongue into her pussy slit and lapped up a huge wad of cock cream. Tess swallowed noisily, drawing a big “Oooooh” from the on-looking crowd, and then proceeded to tongue out two more enormous mouthfuls of jism and down them.

		

		Tess’s tongue glided against Mary’s clit—which by now seemed to be permanently swollen into fullness—and that felt absolutely wonderful! Mary twisted in the swing, working her jism-filled pussy against Tess’s lips and tongue as best she could.

		

		“Just look at that cute little redhead eat her!” a man whispered in the crowd. “I could have told you that sexy little bitch on the swing was a switch-hitter. She’s the hottest woman at this whole fucking party!”

		

		There was a murmur of assent and Mary felt her clit throb hard. This was the best day of her entire life—there was no doubt about that. She simply loved swinging!

		

		“There you go, doll, all cleaned up,” Tess said at that moment, as she got to her feet and moved back out of the way.

		

		The man who had been next in line moved forward quickly. He eased his short but very thick cock into Mary’s slick pussy and pushed.

		

		“I’m Bob,” he said.

		

		“That’s nice,” Mary said--her eyes hungry for more of the delicious fucking, “fuck me, Bob. Really give it to me!”

		

		“Do you like anal?” the fourth man after Bob asked Mary.

		

		Her senses alive with excitement after coming almost continually after the Sybian ride and the multiple fucks she’d enjoyed in the sex swing, Mary looked up at him. He was a big, athletic-looking man of twenty-five or so. He had an impressive cock that was about the width of Lane’s but was probably in inch longer.

		

		“Sure,” she murmured back, but I don’t think that will work in this contraption, at this angle.”

		

		In seconds, Lane, Tess, and the man who had asked about anal, had stepped in and gotten her out of the swing. They supported her weak-kneed body as they rearranged the straps and got Mary back into them, on her stomach this time, parallel with the floor once again. Tess squirted a big wad of sex lube into Mary’s anus and pushed it around inside with her finger, until her ass was as slippery as her jizz-filled pussy.

		

		The man, who whispered that his name was Sam, pushed his fat cock head against her anal star and Mary opened herself to him. He eased inside and slid all the way in, his ball sac coming to rest against her spunk-laden pussy mouth.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Mary sighed, loving the feel of a big cock up her ass for a change of pace, “fuck me, handsome. Fuck me right up the ass!”

		

		Sam began moving the swing in and out and Mary moaned with delight. His nuts were banging into her clit with each lunge, making it feel even nicer.

		

		“Do you like giving head?” a man’s voice asked.

		

		Mary opened her eyes and saw a huge prick right in front of her mouth. She glanced upward at its nice-looking owner and smiled.

		

		Two at once…how nice! She thought as she got it up the ass and started to suck cock at the same time.

		

		“Oh, yeah, take it, you come-hungry slut!” the man in Mary’s mouth said as he cut loose.

		

		She swallowed. This guy’s spunk was thick and creamy and very tasty. The last man she’d blown had delivered a load that was somewhat sour and way too salty.

		

		How many is this? She asked herself as she twirled her tongue around the man’s spurting cock head, teasing out still more jizz. At least six…or is he number seven?

		

		The guy in her ass roared out his intense satisfaction and began to fill her back passage with a fresh load of cream. Mary sighed, not quite coming but very turned on by the sensation of the man shooting off deep in her bowels.

		

		She looked past the man in her mouth and saw that she had four more guys lined up behind him, waiting their turn. She wondered, vaguely if she’d be able to last that long in the swing.

		

		Mary was tired. This was so much fun…so exhilarating, that she hated to stop, but she had to admit, she was bone-weary from being fucked relentlessly for what seemed like hours on end!

		

		As the man she’d sucked off moved back, his cock now limp, Mary saw a pair of sandaled feet beneath a purple toga step in front of the next man in line. She looked up and saw Olympia Wallace staring down at her.

		

		“There you are!” Olympia said, smiling. “You’re such a naughty girl, Mary. Sucking off all of these cocks and taking it up the butt for simply hours on end, from what I understand!”

		

		Mary just gazed up at the stunning young woman and smiled, wondering what was up. Olympia reached down and began to help her disengage from the swing.

		

		“I’ve come to fetch you,” Max’s wife explained. “We, Max and I that is, want you and Lane to join us for a while in the Imperial Suite—our bedroom. We’re just dying to get to know both of you better, so I came to find you.”

		

		“That sounds wonderful,” Mary said, her head light, her knees weak.

		

		Lying face down in a sex swing for what seemed like forever, sucking off cocks and getting it up the butt apparently didn’t do much for a girl’s sense of balance! She leaned against Olympia’s substantial, voluptuous body to steady herself.

		

		Lane came up to take her other arm. They headed for the nearby doorway, passing a small crowd of very disappointed looking men. Mary looked back over her shoulder and saw Tess getting into the swing harness to eagerly take her place with all of the expectant, hard-dicked men in line.

		

		“I need to stop at a bathroom,” Mary told Olympia. “I’m…uh…kind of full of jizz!”

		

		“There’s a big bathroom in the suite,” Olympia assured her. “Come, it’s just down this hallway, at the end.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		The double doors leading into the suite stood closed. They were easily twelve feet high and their ornately-carved surface was alive with depictions of fauns, voluptuous nymphs, and satyrs chasing each other through acres of woods and vineyards.

		

		When Olympia opened the right door and ushered them inside, Mary and Lane were treated to yet another glimpse of ancient Roman decadence—coupled with the latest in modern technology. Max Wallace was reclining, naked, on the largest bed Mary had ever seen.

		

		He was watching a battery of large screen televisions mounted all up and down the wall opposite him. There were live feeds from the pool area, from several bedrooms, from three different cameras covering the machine room, from what Mary guessed must be the orgy room—there were naked bodies everywhere, doing everything with each other, all at the same time—and from both the living room and the recreation room.

		

		Max’s eyes were flitting from one screen to the other, his hand wrapped around his very hard, very impressive cock as he watched. He glanced from the televisions over to his two guests and smiled.

		

		“Mary, Lane, welcome, I’ve been watching you two. You’re hereby promoted to the permanent guest list from here on out. You two are hot, hot, hot!”

		

		A small blush spread over Mary’s cheeks as she realized that Max had probably watched her being a total slut out by the pool, and had seen her getting gang-fucked in the machine room just now. She thought about it, wondering if he’d seen Tess seduce her out on the patio, followed by her fucking that handsome Trent kid and then blowing his friend, Manuel.

		

		The totality of her lust-driven behavior, ever since she’d arrived at this party, nearly overwhelmed her as she looked back on it. What came over me? I’ve been…I’ve been a…mondo-slut!

		

		“Uh, I have to use the bathroom for a second,” she stammered, just wanting to get away from Max’s knowing gaze for a little while.

		

		She bolted through a nearby door and found herself in a bathroom much like the one down the long hallway. The only difference was that this one was even bigger and, incredibly, even more ornate! Plus the towels in this one were purple, instead of white.

		

		Throwing the toga onto the marble counter, she went right to the bidet. After a minute or two of the lovely spray, front and back, she felt much better.

		

		Mary had just stood up and completed drying herself with one of her host’s fluffy purple towels when the door opened and Olympia came in. The tall, stately brunette immediately came over to Mary, an eager glint in her doe-like brown eyes.

		

		“We have a request, darling,” she told her guest, reaching behind herself and undoing the snap that held her purple toga in place. “Max and Lane want to see us in bed together. How does that sound to you?”

		

		Before Mary could answer, the younger girl was naked and right in front of her. She pressed her already half-erect brown nipples against Mary’s pink little nubbins and rubbed, her arms coming up around Mary’s neck.

		

		“That sounds wonderful,” she just had time to say before Olympia’s big, lush lips were on hers and the girl’s tongue slid into her mouth.

		

		Damn, she’s so…hungry for me! Mary thought, her tits jerking against Olympia’s as they kissed. That’s one of the things I liked about Tess so much—the fact that she really seemed to want me.

		

		If anything, Olympia seemed to want her even more! She pulled Mary in tighter, her tongue going wild in Mary’s mouth. Her hands dropped downward, to claim a taut ass cheek in each palm, and she squeezed them eagerly as she slid her huge tits all over Mary’s chest while they kissed.

		

		I’m getting so aroused, Mary thought helplessly, this bitch is smoking hot…just like Lane said she was!

		

		“I’d like to eat that sweet pussy of yours right here,” Olympia panted as she broke off the torrid kiss, “but let’s go back into the bedroom first, so the boys can watch us play, all right?”

		

		That lurid suggestion sounded perfect to Mary. The thought of having sex with Olympia no longer put her off in the least. And doing it where Lane and big-cocked Max could watch—and perhaps join in the fun—made it sound even better!

		

		Olympia took her hand and the two of them walked hand and hand back into the bedroom. Lane was now as nude as Max and he was sitting on the end of the big bed, slowly working his stiff cock in his hand as he watched the action on the different television feeds. Max’s position on the bed hadn’t changed and his huge cock hadn’t changed either—it was still hard as a brick as he slowly jacked it up and down and stared at the screens.

		

		“Here, baby, I’m back to give you boys something to look at in person,” Olympia said, getting onto the bed with Mary and taking up a position between Max and Lane.

		

		Lane half turned just in time to see the two voluptuous women embrace atop the bed and begin making out passionately. Mary glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and saw his mouth drop open as he watched Olympia tongue kiss her frantically and rub her big tits against Mary’s smaller set.

		

		“Damn, this is terrific!” Lane sighed, turning a little more so that he could see even better as Olympia slid a finger into Mary’s pussy and began to finger-fuck her while they made out.

		

		“My sweet wife was quite turned on earlier, watching that little spitfire, Tess, seduce Mary,” Max said, moving down the bed a little so that he could watch the pair kiss and toy with each other. “She really wants to lick your lady’s clit, Lane.”

		

		“I don’t think she’s going to be disappointed there,” Lane whispered, his eyes never leaving his soon-to-be-wife and the luscious Olympia. “It looks to me like Mary is really getting into this girl-girl stuff!”

		

		Mary moaned into her new lover’s mouth, thoroughly turned on by the situation. Olympia was like Sex itself. She had super tits and a beautiful ass and long, perfect legs, and these puffy, pillow-soft lips of hers were delicious to kiss!

		

		The fact that Lane and Max were right here, watching her make out with the hot-blooded girl while Olympia teased Mary’s clit so perfectly with her experienced finger only made it better. Mary knew that Max’s impressive hard on was going to end up deep in her ass or her pussy before this little tryst was over—and she could barely wait!

		

		“Sixty-nine, darling,” Olympia gasped for breath as their lips finally broke apart, “I’m dying to eat you!”

		

		Mary nodded and the bigger girl scrambled into position, taking the upper spot. She looked up at Lane, who was grinning happily, as Olympia’s pussy came down on her very willing mouth.

		

		Lane’s never seen me lick pussy before, she realized abruptly. He’d seen Tess eat her, first in the bedroom, and then on the sex swing, but he hadn’t been present in the patio alcove, when she’d first tasted Tess’s cunny.

		

		Olympia tasted slightly different than Tess. But that was fine with Mary. If anything, this voluptuous young slut’s pussy juice was even sweeter!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Mary sighed, tonguing Olympia’s juicy slit hungrily as the girl eagerly returned the favor on her own.

		

		“Damn, Mar…you’re incredible!” she heard Lane whisper excitedly.

		

		He had moved onto the bed and was watching her from just a foot away as she lapped and sucked at Olympia’s sweet slit. Lane’s prick was rock-hard in his fist and the look on his face told her that he totally approved of having a bisexual wife.

		

		“Lick that little thing, baby!” he growled moments later, as if confirming her thoughts. “God, what a pretty little pussy—eat it, Mary, eat it right up!”

		

		Mary proceeded to go slightly crazy on Olympia’s petite clit and slick lips, kissing, licking, and sucking like a mad woman. It just tasted so good, and knowing Lane was so excited by seeing her commit such a lewd act made even more delicious!

		

		“Ummmmmm, ooooh!” Olympia moaned--working her pussy frantically against Mary’s gobbling mouth and wriggly tongue.

		

		Going to make her come, Mary thought triumphantly, digging her nails into Olympia’s sumptuous ass cheeks and mashing her face even harder against the succulent pink flesh of her cunny, I’m going to make this hot young bitch come!

		

		She sucked Olympia’s clit into her lips and pummeled it with just the tip of her tongue. Remembering her little cocksucking trick, she slid her middle finger into the girl’s slippery hole and then drilled it deep into her puckered anus as she sucked clit.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Olympia groaned, her cunny fluttering wildly, juice pouring out of it and into Mary’s greedy mouth.

		

		“Look at her come!” Max gasped excitedly. “Your Mary is quite the cunt-licker, Lane—she’s really giving Olympia a big one!”

		

		Mary couldn’t hear Lane’s reply, if there was one. Her own pussy went off hard just then, and the roar of her own orgasm was suddenly loud in her ears, along with the moaning, whimpering sounds of Olympia climaxing furiously.

		

		So good, Mary thought, this sexy young bitch can really eat pussy, and she comes magnificently!

		

		The two women clung together for long moments, enjoying each others’ climaxes. Mary nuzzled Olympia’s super-wet lips lovingly, milking every last little spasm of joy out of them before finally releasing her grip on the bigger girl’s taut ass.

		

		“I know from watching you onscreen that you enjoy cock even more than you like pussy,” Max leered down at her as his wife moved off to one side.

		

		Mary looked down and saw the older man’s bulbous cock head poised between her legs, inches from her sopping-wet pussy. She smiled at him and whispered, “Put it in, darling—fuck me with that huge thing! My Lane just loves to see me get fucked by big, hard cocks, don’t you, Lane?”

		

		Lane didn’t answer right away. He was too busy feeding his own big hard on into Olympia’s asshole.

		

		“Ugh, oh, oh, yeah, Mary,” he finally gasped as he bottomed out in Olympia’s nice butt, “I do at that.”

		

		The two of them smiled at each other as Max began to hammer his monster dick into Mary and Lane started to fuck Olympia’s pretty bottom in earnest. Everything felt perfect between the two of them…it felt just exactly…right!

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		“Did you find the Hennessy file for me, Tess?”

		

		“It’s in your ‘in’ file, Mar, never fear,” Tess McGuire told her boss.

		

		Mary Reynolds smiled over at her friend and new assistant manager. Tess was working out so well. Mary often thought that the smartest thing she’d ever done was to hire Tess away from dour old Mitch Devlin over at Great Valley Mortgage. She knew Tess was quite pleased with the arrangement too, since Mary, in her new position as Senior Executive Vice President of Investments, had also nearly doubled Tess’s salary.

		

		“You’ve got everything covered for this afternoon, while I’m out, right?” she asked Tess.

		

		“Got it, boss,” Tess assured her with a little wink, “you just go and have fun with our biggest investor and I’ll handle everything while you’re out. Oh, and tell Max and Olympia ‘hi’ from me, okay?”

		

		“Will do,” Mary smiled back at Tess and got her cell out of her purse.

		

		Tess closed the door to Mary’s spacious office as she exited, to give her boss and best friend the privacy she needed to speak to Lane. He answered on the second ring.

		

		“Hi, baby,” she said softly, “I’m about to leave for a working lunch with our biggest investor and his wife, so I may be a half hour or so late getting home tonight, okay?”

		

		“No problem,” Lane said. “Tell Max and Olympia that I’m looking forward to the summer bash next month. And be sure to have fun today, babe.”

		

		“Oh, I’m sure I will,” Mary laughed gaily. “I can always depend on Max for a brain-rattling fuck session during these little lunch meetings, and that tongue of Olympia’s never lets me down. I swear, that little chit is the horniest woman on the planet!”

		

		They both laughed, and then Mary’s voice went more serious as she asked her husband, “You’re sure you don’t mind me…uh…entertaining Max and Olympia this way once a month, right, honey?”

		

		Lane chuckled and then said, “I must have watched Max fuck you a half a dozen times at the Winter Solstice party and the Spring Break bash, Mar. And I’ve seen Olympia gobble your pussy even more often than that. What’s one little session per month, between friends, when it guarantees that you keep that cushy job of yours?”

		

		Now it was Mary’s turn to chuckle. She did so, and then replied, “Yeah, I don’t mind a little…extra effort when it comes to keeping a guy who deposited thirty million dollars in one of our investment accounts and then talked two of his billionaire pals into doing the same.”

		

		There was a long silence as both of them remembered how Max and Olympia had just waltzed into the bank one day and handed Mary a certified check for thirty million dollars just after the Autumn Harvest party and told her to invest it wisely for them. When he’d showed up a few weeks later with his other two rich friends and they’d done the same, at his urging, Mary had been promoted to the head of the Investment Department almost overnight. She now made even more money than Lane did.

		

		There was a knock on the door. Mary whispered, “I’ve got to go, darling. See you tonight.”

		

		“Okay, but I want a detailed description of every lick, suck, and fuck, okay?”

		

		She giggled like a schoolgirl and said, “Just like always, baby. I love how great you fuck me after I tell you all about how naughty I was with Max and Olympia in the hotel room.”

		

		Closing the phone she said, “Come.”

		

		Tess opened the door and leaned into Mary’s office. She said, “The limo’s here. See you in the morning, boss.”

		

		The perky redhead shot Mary another wink and closed the door. Mary gathered up her purse and got up from her desk, whistling a tune under her breath.

		

		A limo ride to the nicest hotel in town, a scrumptious lunch in the plushest suite in the hotel, followed by a few hours of incredible sex with Max and Olympia, and then a night of more incredible sex as I tease Lane with the details of this afternoon’s little tryst. He always gets so excited when I tell him just how slutty his wife was today that he fucks my brains out! What could be better than that?

		

		As she settled into the soft leather of the limousine’s rear seat, she smiled and thought about that, about her perfect life as a swinger, and decided: nothing.

		

		Nothing in the whole wide world could be better, Mary decided as the big car pulled away from the curb…

		

		The End
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