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    Chapter One 
 
    Paul was inside as well as on top of her. Ellen moaned and tossed her head from side to side on the pillow. She knew her stylish mane of blonde hair would look sexy as hell to him as it whipped about her attractive face. She also took care to rake her fingernails lightly across his muscular back, to further the impression that she was very much aroused by the sex—which she wasn't. 
 
    Ellen hadn't been in the mood–-a too common occurrence of late. Working her trim body up and down under him on sexual autopilot, she tried to remember. How long had it been since she craved Paul's fabulous body? Seemed like forever. It was a shame because she still loved her husband. She loved him more now than she had during their first whirlwind year together, eight years ago, when they'd met, and indulged in interminable bouts of wild, hot sex. Back then, it had seemed that they could never get enough of each other. 
 
    What's different now? 
 
    She moaned, stroked him, threw her pelvis up to meet his thrusts, and pretended to be more aroused than she was--all for his benefit. 
 
    Was it because she and Paul were no longer twenty-one—the age they'd been when they'd met? Could it be because they'd made love so many times over the years, since those heady, early days? 
 
    She looked up fondly at her husband, smelled the faint odor of his cologne mixed in with the natural, musky scent of a man engaged in a very physical activity, and smiled. He really was gorgeous, dark and handsome, with short-cropped, slightly, wavy black hair and beautiful hazel eyes. Then there was his chiseled body. His sculpted physique, consisting of massive shoulders and arms, trim waist, and tight, muscular ass were all products of years spent in the weight room—a workout schedule that bordered on compulsive. She knew they were an attractive enough couple to turn heads when they entered a room. 
 
    Why don't I love sex with him as much used to? Maybe part of it was that they always seemed so rushed lately, when they have sex. She moved her right hand up to give his hair another gentle stroke and continued to synchronize her hip movements to his with an effortless, rolling motion. 
 
    Tonight was yet another example of how making love always felt rushed. A few minutes ago, she had been ready to turn out the nightstand lamp for the night when she’d noticed, that look, in her husband's eyes as he stared at her from across the king-sized bed. Ellen had been tired and ready for sleep. But she'd also made a vow to herself, when they’d first married, never to become one of those wives who was "too tired" or who always "had a headache". So when he reached for her, she had come to him. 
 
    A minute of kisses and cuddles later, the knee-length man's tee shirt she normally wore to bed came off. Once he was naked too, a few minutes of his hungry mouth on her nipples had been all the foreplay he afforded her and now…here they were! 
 
    He was inside her. She was wet enough to handle his impressive length and girth, but just barely. It didn't hurt, as he moved within her, but she was far from being in the juicy, super-excited, can't-wait-to-have-sex state that produced their most satisfying unions. 
 
    What they did right now was pleasant enough, but it didn't really…excite her. While she loved the feel of him on top of her and the way he held her tight—the intimacy of the act itself—she missed the white-hot thrill of the two of them madly devouring each other! She longed for the fiery passion they once shared, the sheer ecstasy of an out and out thrill-ride of a just-can't-get-enough-of-each-other…fuck! 
 
    How long has it been since they experienced one of those? 
 
    Ellen wrapped her arms around Paul and pushed her breasts up tighter against his chest. Years of making love with her husband told her he was close to orgasm, and she wanted to make it good for him. 
 
    At the same time, a question at the back of her mind nagged at her. When was the last time it was really good for me? When was the last time I really got off hard with Paul? 
 
    Somewhat surprised she realized it had been seven or eight months ago. They'd been on vacation in Hawaii. After a carefree night of dinner and drinks, followed by even more drinks, they'd danced in the hotel's lounge until the bar closed. Following that they staggered—all giggles, loud laughter and teasing horseplay—back to their room. Once in the suite, they'd torn each other's clothes off and fucked with all of the intensity and abandon of a pair of teenagers who'd sneaked off to spend the night together. 
 
    Dear God, but I'd like it to be that way all the time again! 
 
    Paul’s gasp brought her back to the present. His cock jerked inside her and the first big splash of hot semen jetted into her womb 
 
    Her lips near his ear, she murmured, "Oooooh! So much! Give it to me, big boy! Fill me up with that hot stuff!" 
 
    Paul moaned and unloaded a few more smaller jets of come into her and slowly stopped his movements. She felt him go soft and finally slip out entirely. 
 
    "You're the best, babe," he murmured and kissed her cheek. 
 
    "So are you, honey." She smiled at him and kissed him back once before he sighed heavily, got off her, snapped off the lamp, and rolled onto his side. 
 
    As always, in less than five minutes, he was asleep. The sounds of his breathing were steady and deep beside her. Ellen let out a sigh of mild frustration, found her discarded tee shirt and got back into it. 
 
    She waited another minute or so, until he was dead asleep, and then eased the shirt back up her lithe body until the hem rested just under her chin. She lay on her back next to him in the darkness and waited for a big glob of Paul's slippery semen to ooze out of her slit. She caught the hot, super-slick goo on her fingertip and used it to paint her clitoris until the tiny pink bud was as slippery as a, well-greased ball bearing. 
 
    As she toyed with her clit, Ellen thought once more about that night in Hawaii, of how hot and wild and great the sex had been. She ran her fingertip around and around and took her left nipple in between the fingers of her other hand and began to squeeze it lightly, her eyes already half closed with enjoyment. 
 
    I really shouldn't do this. For the last few months, she'd made a habit of masturbating herself to a climax whenever the two of them had finished what, for her, had been a less than a satisfactory sexual experience. She felt vaguely guilty about it, but she had to admit—even if the orgasm was self-induced—she still slept better than she had in the past, back when she had given up and gone to sleep unfulfilled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    The next day, just before noon, Ellen Markley sat in the crowded downtown restaurant and sipped a cosmopolitan. It felt odd, since she rarely drank during the workday. 
 
    But this morning she woke blue and out of sorts. All day, so far, the unsettled and upset feelings had stayed with her. It wasn't right—she thought to herself for what seemed like the fiftieth time today—a girl forced to "take things into her own hands" in order to get satisfaction, 
 
    The more she thought about it, the more it bothered her. Paul was a hot-looking guy and she, a great looking woman. They were in the prime of life. It was unnatural for her to have to practice post-sexual masturbation to reach orgasm! 
 
    So, when the waiter seated her and asked if she would care for a cocktail, she uncharacteristically said yes. A drink sounds good.  Maybe it will help me to relax and take my mind off last night's latest disappointment in the bedroom. 
 
    When her drink arrived, she sipped it gratefully. Should I discuss my problem with Cassidy when she gets here? 
 
    Cassidy Flynn was one of her oldest friends. They'd met during the first week of college their freshman year, after being randomly assigned as roommates. By the start of their second year at school, they both made up their minds to rush the same sorority and, once accepted, they were roomies again at the sorority house until graduation. 
 
    Now, they both worked downtown and made it a practice to lunch together at least twice a month. That was the reason for today's meeting, but Ellen was glad that she would see Cassidy this afternoon. The more she thought about it, the more anxious she became to talk to someone about her bedroom problems, and Cass was the logical choice. 
 
    Ellen was normally a very private person, especially when it came to an intimate subject like this one, but she and Cassidy had few secrets from each other. Cass had been married to her husband, Ed, just a year less than Ellen and Paul. They were so close they'd been each other’s maids-of-honor at their weddings. Perhaps sexy, down-to-earth Cassidy would have some secrets to impart as to how she's managed to keep the zip alive in her marriage. 
 
    "Hey, babe! Sorry I'm late, but traffic was a pure bitch today." 
 
    Cassidy bounced to a stop next to the booth and grinned down at Ellen. She was two inches taller than Ellen's willowy five foot, seven but, while Ellen considered herself to be lithe, but nicely-curved—Cass's pronounced hourglass figure could only be described as voluptuous. She wasn't fat, but her lush, Amazon-like curves were a few notches beyond impressive. 
 
    She looked great, as always. Her knee-length brown dress was cut low in front to show off her remarkable cleavage and the matching taupe handbag and heels she wore went perfectly with the dress. Cassidy wore minimal make up—just enough to hide most of the freckles that dotted her face and neck--and her emerald green eyes were alive with mischief and fun. 
 
    Ellen’s heart lifted as her old friend sat down opposite her. She hoped Cassidy would have some good suggestions for her. 
 
    "What're ya drinkin'?" Cassidy asked as she scooted into the booth. 
 
    "Cosmo. Would you like one?" 
 
    "You know me, El—I don't mind if I do. But I'm surprised to see you hit the sauce in the middle of the day. What's the occasion?" 
 
    The waiter came up, handed Cassidy a menu and asked if she wanted a cocktail before lunch. Cass gave him a flash of her high-voltage smile and ordered a cosmo. 
 
    Ellen took a deep breath. Cassidy's question about what the occasion was for a drink in the middle of the workday provided a perfect opportunity to bring up her problems with Paul. 
 
    "I've got a cocktail in my hand because I'm a little down today, Cass. Certain aspects of my life just seem…I don't know…difficult, right now?" 
 
    "Impossible! Not Ellen, the girl voted by her sorority sisters as Most Likely to Conquer the World? Don't tell me things are not great at the Initiative?" 
 
    Ellen laughed and drank another sip of her cosmo and shook her head. "No, things are fine at work; it's something at home that has me worried, Cass." 
 
    The waiter glided back over from the bar with the drink, set it on the table and vanished, giving them a moment with their menus. 
 
    "So, what's got you rattled, kitten?" Cassidy asked. as she glanced at the menu. 
 
    Ellen looked around the noisy, crowded room, then leaning forward, whispered, "It's a problem with Paul…" 
 
    Cassidy’s large, green eyes grew larger as Ellen explained what was going on between Paul and her, sexually. 
 
    Wow," Cassidy offered in a stunned voice when she’d finished. 
 
    She looked Ellen up and down and then shook her head. "That is the absolute last thing I would have suspected might be wrong between you two. Paul is, like, Mr. Hottie, and you are even more gorgeous than when we got out of school, kid. Not-so-great sex between a pair of pretty people like you two is a real shocker." 
 
    Ellen fidgeted in her seat and swallowed the last of her cosmo. She set the glass down and shrugged. "It's not awful, Cass. That's the bad part. It's mediocre. It's not so infrequent or so horrible that I can throw a fit and demand we do something about it, like go to a sex counselor or whatever. It's just kind of bland and vanilla and--God help me for even saying this--kind of a bore, compared to what it used to be like." 
 
    Cass nodded slowly. She finished her drink, too, and the waiter materialized out of nowhere, order pad ready. 
 
    "Uh, yeah, we're set to order," Cass told him and then held up her empty glass. "But I think we will definitely need two more of these, while we wait for lunch to get here." 
 
    "Very good, madam." He smiled at her and proceeded to write down her request for the seafood salad and Ellen's for the chef's salad with grilled chicken breast before he disappeared in the direction of the bar again. 
 
    "What about you and Ed, Cass, if you don't mind a personal question, is the sex still great with you guys after what, seven years together?" 
 
    Cassidy's face slowly turned red. Ellen was shocked. Cassidy was the original "brass boobs in a leather bra" girl—generally, nothing embarrassed her. 
 
    "Can you keep a secret?" her redheaded friend whispered, eyes darting around the restaurant. She seemed worried that someone might overhear what she was about to say. 
 
    "Sure." 
 
    "Well, sex between Ed and me is hotter than a pot-bellied stove in mid-winter, kid. But we have a little secret we use to keep it that way." 
 
    Ellen perked up and leaned forward across the table, eager to hear what that secret might be. 
 
    "About three years ago," Cassidy started out, her normally confident, sassy voice suddenly reined in and hesitant, "Ed and I had problems in the bedroom, the exact same thing you just described. Our schedules were hectic, we didn't make love sometimes for days on end, and then when we did, it was usually just a quick grab-and-bang session that got him off, but left me wondering why I'd bothered." 
 
    Ellen nodded, vigorously. That summed up Paul and her current sex life perfectly! 
 
    "Well, I was beside myself with frustration. I wanted to broach the subject to Ed, maybe encourage a few visits to a couple's sex counselor or something, but you know Ed, Ellen. I didn't have much hope I could convince him to try something like that, you know?" 
 
    That is so exactly where I am. Excitement gripped her as she nodded her agreement again! She'd agonized for months about how to approach Paul with the same sort of suggestion. 
 
    "That's why I was so shocked when one night, from out of nowhere, Ed brought the subject up himself. We were in bed, ready to turn in for the night, when he asked me, kind of offhand, like, whether I'd ever thought we should try something different to add spice to our sex life." 
 
    Cassidy laughed. It was a deep, throaty chuckle that somehow managed to sound sexy as well as amused. "You could have knocked me on my ass with the proverbial feather when he said that, El! I'd already tried all of the obvious things—bought new, sexy, see-through lingerie, made it a point to get naked in front of him more often in the bedroom when I changed into my nighties and had even been more aggressive in bed—but none of it had made much difference." 
 
    Her voice softer once more, Cassidy continued. "It turned out that Ed missed the red-hot sex as much as I did. He'd also noticed that things weren't as great in the bedroom as they had been.” 
 
    Ellen felt her pulse quicken with hope. Maybe Cass and Ed's solution, whatever it was, would work for her and Paul, too. 
 
    At that moment, the waiter delivered the second round of drinks. 
 
    "What did he suggest?" she blurted the second he was out of earshot. 
 
    The redhead cast another furtive glance around the restaurant before she answered. "What do you know about swingers and that sort of lifestyle, El?" 
 
    Ellen drew a blank. She shrugged and shook her head to show she hadn't a clue. 
 
    "Well, that night in bed, Ed made me promise that I wouldn't get pissed at him for what he was about to suggest. I was a little suspicious, but I was so anxious to do something about the problem that I promised to hear him out, and to keep an open mind." 
 
    Cassidy's voice dropped so low that Ellen could barely hear her, even though their heads were only inches apart as they both leaned in across the table toward one another. "Swingers get together and party with other like-minded people, El. They drink, eat, dance, play games…and then trade partners and have sex with other people, usually while their wife or husband is in the same room. They watch each other…as they each get it on with new people!" 
 
    Ellen's jaw dropped open. She tried to imagine that and simply couldn't. She suddenly realized exactly what Ed had proposed to Cass that night, and it shocked her speechless. 
 
    At last, she managed to stammer, "You can't mean that your husband wanted you and him to…to…?" 
 
    "Oh, yeah," Cassidy nodded, picked up her fresh drink and downed half of it in two big swallows. "That's exactly what he wanted to try. It seems that there was this guy, Sam, that he works with, who'd confided in Ed that he and his wife, Enid, were swingers." 
 
    Ellen nodded, still too stunned to comment. 
 
    "We knew them slightly, from office Christmas parties and such. They seemed like a nice, normal couple. You would have never guessed that their hobbies included partner swaps with other people on the weekends at sex orgies, El." 
 
    "S-so what did you do?" 
 
    "Well, Ed and I talked it over every night for a week." Cassidy took another sip and continued. "We wanted to be sure before we tried something so drastic that it wouldn't screw our marriage up beyond repair." 
 
    Cassidy leaned back in the booth and grinned at Ellen. She picked up her short drink and finished it. 
 
    "Then you actually…went through with it?" 
 
    After a moment, Cassidy leaned toward her again. "You know what convinced me to go ahead and do it, El?" 
 
    Ellen shook her head, still dazed by the very idea that a married couple would ever… 
 
    "The sex between Ed and I got lava-hot again, just at the thought that the two of us might get it on with another couple, like Sam and Enid. We fucked our brains out, hon!" 
 
    Cassidy shrugged. "I figured that if just the idea of swinging had that kind of effect, we might really be blown away by the real thing. So, in the end, I agreed to give it a try." 
 
    "A-and…so you went to one of those parties?" 
 
    "I'd say that on average, we now attend at least two functions a month with the swingers group we eventually joined. Let me tell you, we go at each other like a pair uncaged animals when we come home from one of those parties. The sex between us as we relive what each of us did with other people at the party is terrific, plus, the sex at the parties themselves is usually pretty damned sensational too. It's like great sex on top of great sex!" 
 
    Ellen sat back in the booth, stunned. The waiter showed up just then with their food. What she had just heard shocked Ellen so much that she threw caution to the wind and ordered a glass of white wine to go with her meal. 
 
    Can I really see Cassie naked and...doing it...right in front of Ed? She asked herself as she picked at her salad. 
 
    Truthfully, she had to admit, it wasn't all that difficult to picture. Cassie had always been brave, brassy and sexy as hell, plus she had been far more "adventurous" than Ellen back when they'd roomed together. She could remember many a night when Cassidy's twin bed had stayed empty until morning, and a lot of the guys she'd slept with hadn't been steadies—they'd been one-night stands she'd met at a party or a dance or a drunken night of bar-hopping. 
 
    "So, do you have any questions?" Cass gave her an encouraging little smile. 
 
    Do I ever? Where do I start? And, a question for me as well, is there any way in hell that either Paul or...I would ever consider something as wild and outside the norm as "swinging"? 
 
    She sat back and considered that for a moment. Cass was a senior account rep for one of the largest and most prestigious public relations firms in the city, and Ed worked in upper management for one of the biggest construction companies on the west coast. They were quite liberal, as far as their general political views went, Ellen knew, but they were hardly what she would call latter-day hippies. If two solidly upper-middle-class citizens like Ed and Cassidy could adopt the swinger lifestyle and be happy with that choice… 
 
    She and Paul were like most of the young couples she knew—liberal on some issues and conservative on others. Could the two of them ever hope to overcome their mutual middle-class, middle-of-the-road upbringing to be comfortable, let alone enthusiastic, about something this radical and out of the norm? 
 
    Ellen looked at Cass, whom she'd known for so many years and whom she thought, until a few minutes ago, that she'd known almost as well as she knew herself. Her old roomie seemed to be very happy with the path she and Ed had chosen. And she had said the sex was fantastic. 
 
    What could it hurt to quiz her just a bit more on what all of this swinger stuff was all about? Paul and I would probably never do it in a million years, but why not find out more about it while I've got the chance…just in case...? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Lunch turned into a whispered question and answer session amid bites of salad and sips of wine. Ellen was hesitant at first, but after she got over her initial embarrassment about the subject matter, she peppered Cassidy with numerous questions about the "swinger" lifestyle and all it entailed. 
 
    As soon as lunch was over and Cassidy had gone back to work, Ellen did something that was very out of character for her. She got out her cell phone, dialed her office, told the secretary that something she had eaten hadn't agreed with her, and that she'd return to work in the morning. 
 
    The receptionist assured her that it was “no problem” and wished her a speedy recovery. 
 
    Ellen did go right home, but she didn't rest. 
 
    Seconds after she'd come through the door, she booted up her home computer, and she went immediately to the site Cassidy had written down for her at lunch. As she brought up the webpage of the national swinger's organization Ed and Cassidy belonged to, Ellen's heart quickened. 
 
    There were a few photos of people in various states of dress at parties, dances and on the beach. Some of them were so out of shape that Ellen felt they should have known better and kept more clothing on. There was a list of clubs throughout the country, and contact links. What interested Ellen the most was a section that contained answers to frequently asked questions about the swinger lifestyle. 
 
    Her finger trembled with excitement as she clicked on that header. Once there, she read about "meets" where there was no overt sex, just couples at no-host mixers where they found out more about one another—evaluated each other, explored mutual likes and dislikes—and perhaps agreed to a future date for a "swing" together. She delved further into the Q&A section and read about house parties, larger club parties in bars and other venues, and finally, about out and out orgies where everything was pretty much "no holds barred" sex! 
 
    Ellen sat back from the computer and took a deep breath. If anyone had suggested to her a day ago that she would want to research such activities, let alone consider personally taking part in them, she would have either laughed in that person's face or slapped it. Now, here she sat at the computer, mesmerized by lewd mental images of her and Paul involved in such behavior. 
 
    Double penetration, anal sex, orgy rooms, closed swinging, open swinging—holy fuck, Ellen thought to herself, as she mentally slipped back into the kind of language that she had rarely used since her college days! 
 
    Could I really do any of that? Could I watch Paul lead some other girl away to another room to…to…fuck her, while I went off with some guy I had just met let him do the same thing to me? Would I let someone do it to me…anally? 
 
    Ellen shuddered, partly from revulsion, partly from illicit excitement of the kinky behavior she now contemplated. She'd tried anal sex once in high school and several times during college with various steady boyfriends, including Paul on two occasions a long time ago, but she'd never cared for it that much. 
 
    She could see why men would like it—it was novel and somewhat exotic—but she couldn't see why a woman who didn't have to do it, to please a boyfriend who steadily begged her to try it with him, would do it more than once or twice. Anal sex, as Ellen remembered it, had mostly hurt or at the very least had been uncomfortable and was an experience that had left her vaguely…degraded. 
 
    And double penetration…two men at once, one up my pussy and one up my anus at the same time? Ellen scrunched her nose at the very idea. She'd seen it in porn films, she and Paul rented when they were first married, to see what all the fuss was about. 
 
    But there's no way in hell I'm ever going to allow anyone to do that to me, swinger party or no swinger party! 
 
    She read more and discovered that some things about the lifestyle that did both interest and fascinate her. For one thing, you didn't have to act as a participant in any of it. That was a basic tenet of all swinging. At most gatherings, it was perfectly all right to watch and be a voyeur, as long as you remembered to politely ask the people involved in the act if it was okay to watch and not take part. 
 
    And, from what she read, you didn't have to…fuck anyone who didn't appeal to you for one reason or another. You could just say, "No, but thank you for asking,” And the person would go away and try someone else. 
 
    That probably wouldn't work in the orgy room, though, Ellen reflected after she'd read that at most large swinger parties, there would be one room dedicated to group sex. One big pile of bodies all entwined with one another, catch-as-catch-can sexual couplings! 
 
    Could I ever bring myself to participate in something like that, she wondered? Just get naked and let a bunch of strangers grope me and lick me and…fuck me? Would I even want to? 
 
    Ellen shivered at the thought, but she also noticed that her nipples felt huge inside her bra and that she was definitely wet down there as she imagined herself involved in such a wicked scenario. She shut off the computer, got up and went into the bedroom. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand and noted that it was only three in the afternoon. 
 
    On impulse, she took off all of her clothes, retrieved her vibrator from the nightstand and lay down on the bedspread. In her mind's eye, she imagined that mass of swingers in the orgy room once again, all of the men naked and hard and that they all…wanted her! She started the vibrator and ran it up and down the length of her now sopping wet vaginal lips. 
 
    What shocked Ellen most about the orgasm that soon engulfed her wasn't that she had an orgasm--it was the strength and depth of her climax! The fierceness of it! After a minute or less of the vibrating plastic phallus against her clit, as daydreams about herself as the centerpiece in an orgy flickered through her mind, Ellen felt her tummy ripple, the way it always did when a really large orgasm was on the way. 
 
    She sucked in her breath, pressed the vibrator harder against her enlarged bud and thought once more about what she'd read on the net. All of those men and women joined, coupled, fucking…and about her—prim, proper, hot-looking Ellen Markley—right there in the middle of them. She let herself imagine being wildly fucked by some hunky young stud while she watched Paul rutting away inside some gorgeous young slut right next to her. 
 
    "Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, God!" she shrieked in the empty bedroom. Her butt came up off the mattress, her long body arced into a taut bow of pure bliss as she shuddered and moaned, "Oh, my sweet fucking God, am I ever coming?" 
 
    Ellen screamed again and dropped down onto the bed, the vibrator now driven up into her; she fucked the buzzing tool in and out of her juicy lips, while red waves of excited pleasure spasmed through her. 
 
    "Oh, Jesus, it's such a good one!" Ellen groaned and came even harder. 
 
    She gasped and writhed about on the bedspread for over a minute, the pulses of joy, which shot through her body as strong and as good as any she'd experienced in years. As the heavenly sensations finally subsided, she pulled the white plastic device from the overflow of her lips and rolled over onto her side. She reached for some tissues. 
 
    As she sat up with a deep sigh, Ellen thought about what had just happened. She dropped the cleaned off vibrator back into its drawer and closed it. Guilt nibbled at her, but still…it had been a super orgasm! 
 
    "Maybe it was the three drinks at lunch," she whispered aloud in the empty room. "Or maybe I just needed a really good come." 
 
    Either way, she acknowledged to herself as she got up and headed for the master bathroom, it had been wonderful. As she turned on the shower, she found that she had reached a decision. 
 
    I'm going to talk to Cassidy more about swinging. If I can get myself off like that at just the thought of doing all of the naughty, forbidden things that swingers do, what would it be like to do them for real? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Two days had passed since the lunch with Cassidy. Ellen's life had resumed its normal, hurried pace, Paul always on the run, late for a meeting, on the phone, on his cell phone, always harried in his role as the regional sales manager for a major national insurance carrier. 
 
    Ellen's workdays were less frantic than Paul’s, but were nonetheless demanding. When she had started out four years ago, the job had required a lot of overnight travel. Now that she'd risen through the ranks to Assistant Director, her days normally started at nine and ended at five. It was important work and she liked it…sort of. 
 
    The downside was that her job now tended to be pretty much the same thing every day. As a senior executive, she no longer traveled. Instead, she went to her downtown office each day, and returned home every night to await Paul's eventual arrival. 
 
    "No wonder I feel the need for some spice in the other areas of my life, like in the bedroom," she whispered to herself, as she sat at her desk on the fifteenth floor of the office building which housed the Initiative and contemplated her unexciting lifestyle. The dome of the state capitol shimmered off in the distance in the late afternoon sun. It looked as if it had been fashioned out of bright, burnished gold. 
 
    My job has become static. I'm in a rut, really. And, except for a nice vacation together somewhere every year, Paul and I rarely go anywhere on the weekends except shopping or out to dinner. 
 
    The phone rang at that moment, her private line. It was Paul. 
 
    "Hey, handsome, what's happening?" 
 
    "Nothing good, I'm afraid, honey," her husband answered with a sigh. "There's a meeting over rate adjustments and coverage reductions going on at this moment, at the home office in New York, and there's to be a national conference call concerning the outcome of the meeting right after it's over. So it looks like I'll be home whenever I'm home tonight, okay?" 
 
    Ellen sighed. Not a big surprise, as the changes within the health care insurance system started to kick in, there now seemed to be an emergency meeting every week to plan new strategy. 
 
    "Okay, I guess I'll see you when I see you." 
 
    Ellen glanced over at her clock. It was four-fifteen. She pulled her cell from the purse under the desk and hit Cassidy's number on the speed dial. Maybe she could get some good out of this wasted evening, after all. She wanted to meet with Cass and talk about the whole swinger idea some more. Maybe if Cass wasn't too tied up after work tonight... 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    "Boy, you couldn't have picked a better night to get together. Ed has his weekly poker game at the country club tonight, so he's going to grab something to eat after work and head straight over there. He won't be home until late." 
 
    "Where should we meet?" 
 
    Ellen noticed as Cass spoke that she sounded nervous. She remembered from their recent lunch how awkward it could be to discuss a topic like partner swapping in a public place. 
 
    "Why don't you come to my house? It's close to your place, and there won't be anyone home except me, until Ed wanders in at midnight or whenever, so we'll be free to talk openly." 
 
    "That sounds great. I'd feel much better discussing the topic at hand in your living room than I would at a bar or some cafe." 
 
    "No kidding. I'll pick up something up for dinner on the way home. We can have a few drinks and I'll tell you all there is to know about…what you want to know about." 
 
    Ellen laughed and said, "I take it someone might be able to overhear whatever you say right at this moment?" 
 
    "You got it, kid! But we won't have that problem at my place. See you at what…six?" 
 
    "Six is perfect. Should I bring anything?" 
 
    "Just an open mind." 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    They sat in the recreation room just off the kitchen in Cassidy's ranch-style house. It was less than a mile through a maze of upscale suburbs from the similar home that Ellen shared with Paul. 
 
    They ate a quick meal of take-out chicken and side dishes that Cassidy grabbed on her way home. God bless that honorary Kentucky Colonel and his magical eleven herbs and spices, thought Ellen. They consumed a beer apiece along with the meal, and then adjourned to a comfortable couch in the adjacent room. Cassidy produced a pitcher of cosmopolitans from the refrigerator and they each had a glass as they began their talk. 
 
    "So, what exactly do you want to know that the website didn't tell you?" 
 
    "Well, first off, how do you suggest I broach this whole idea of swinging to Paul if, indeed, I find the guts to go through with it myself?" Ellen asked as she nervously gulped down a big slug of her courage-fortifying cocktail. 
 
    "Each couple is different, of course, but I think our plunge into the swingers' pool was made a good deal easier by the fact that Ed knew Sam, the guy who was already a swinger, from work. We'd done a few informal things with Sam and his wife, Enid, socially over the years, so we kind of knew them and we all got along well." 
 
    As Cassidy paused to sip her cocktail, she suddenly asked Ellen, "By the way, what do you think of my Ed?" 
 
    Startled by this abrupt turn in the conversation, Ellen thought about that for a moment before she answered. She'd known Ed for years now. Cassidy had introduced him to Paul and her when they'd first started to date. 
 
    Ed Flynn was thirty-two, a year or so older than Ellen, Paul, and Cassidy. He was a tall, lanky man with slightly thinning short-clipped blond hair. He had bright blue eyes and cute little dimples that formed on each cheek when he smiled, which was often. 
 
    While Ellen wouldn't rate Ed as movie star handsome, overall, he was an attractive enough man. And there was something else about him that had always intrigued her, something that had always lurked in the back of her mind if she really let herself think about it. Ed Flynn radiated sexiness. Nothing overt or aggressive, there was something about low-key, affable Ed that said to women on some subliminal level, I'm hot in bed! 
 
    "I think he's nice, and kind of…sexy," Ellen's face flushed as she admitted that to the man's wife. 
 
    "Would you let him fuck you…if we all found ourselves at a swinger party and he made a move on you?" Cassidy asked a big sly grin on her face. "I mean, especially if Paul was to make a move on me at the same time." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Cassidy and Paul? Ellen's cornflower-blue orbs popped open wider, and her tummy did an excited little flip-flop as she imagined her hubby…fucking her old friend and roommate right in front of her. Especially if she did the same thing with Ed! 
 
    Ellen stalled for a moment to get used to that lewd image. She gulped down some more of her drink and imagined the scene in a bit more detail. Paul mounted up on gorgeous, red-haired, sensuous Cassidy—with her big breasts and her long, trim legs, that big cock of his inside her. While she and Ed were right there next to them, with Ed inside her, his cock every bit as big as Paul's, at least in Ellen's mind. 
 
    "Uh…I don't know, Cass," Ellen managed to croak weakly, her nipples throbbing at the illicit, forbidden images which, had stuck in her head. "I…I might be okay with it…I guess." 
 
    "Well, I didn't ask that just to embarrass you, El. See, the least stressful way to ease into swinging is to start out with a foursome party, with a pair of good friends, people you've known socially for a while. That's what Ed and I did with Sam and Enid.” 
 
    Ellen nodded and nervously drank more of her drink. She could see how it might easier to get started that way. Her heart raced as she wondered if Cassidy had just suggested what Ellen thought she had just suggested. 
 
    "That first night we all got together, Ed and I invited them over here, for dinner and drinks. It was summer, so we were out by the pool. We drank and swam and barbequed some chicken." 
 
    Cassidy finished her cosmo and poured herself another. Ellen fidgeted in her seat, anxious to hear more, and let her hostess pour her one too. 
 
    "It got later and all of us were pretty tipsy. We were in the hot tub and the swimsuit tops somehow came off. Then, all of a sudden, I started to make out with Sam,  and Ed kissed Enid—who's quite an eyeful with her top off, let me tell you. Ten minutes or so later, we were all wet, naked, and hot for each other. We went back inside the house and we all did the horizontal mambo together right in there on the living room carpet!" 
 
    Ellen sucked down half of her cocktail in one swallow. She could see the living room rug—the spot where Cassidy had indicated with a nod of her head a moment ago. 
 
    Only instead of the Flynns and their friends, Ellen now imagined the four of them, Paul with Cassidy and Ed entwined with her! She could visualized the whole thing, right there on that same light mocha colored carpet a few feet away, as they balled their brains out. 
 
    "How did it turn out?" she managed to gasp, suddenly short of breath at the whole idea that Cassidy and she, might trade husbands like that, and…do it right in the nearby front room, in front of each other! 
 
    "Really well," Cassidy said with a giggle, and looked away guiltily, like a teen age girl who'd just told a risqué story about herself and her ex-boyfriend at a sleepover. "Sam's hung like a mule and Enid's a nympho, so none of us got much sleep that night, but all of us came about a half a dozen times apiece before they headed home the next morning." 
 
    Cassidy shrugged. "The big bonus, as far as I was concerned, was that for the whole week afterwards, Ed and I were all over each other. We fucked like rabbits every night, El. Just like when were first married." 
 
    Her eyes locked onto Ellen's as she added, "When Sam called and told us that there was a swing party at their house the next weekend and wanted to know if we'd like to come, we didn't hesitate. We went, and it was even better than the foursome had been. Ed and I fucked each other like mad the week after that party too, and…what can I tell you? We've been swingers ever since." 
 
    Ellen sat back on the couch and sipped at her drink. She noticed that her breath was shallow and rapid, her nipples were as erect as could be, and that her lower lips felt very wet. 
 
    "Anyway, kitten," Cassidy said and leaned closer to Ellen. "The thing is…Ed has always thought you were sexy as hell." 
 
    Ellen started, as a tiny flash of mini-orgasm shot through her untouched clitoris when her old friend told her that Ed thought she was "sexy as hell." She took a deep breath and managed to whisper, "He d-does?" 
 
    "Oh, yeah." Cassidy grinned at her. "He goes on and on about how elegant and beautiful and classy you are every time we get together with you guys. He's never come right out and said so, but I can tell that he'd just love to fuck you, El." 
 
    Ellen gasped. Sexy Ed Flynn wanted her? She shivered despite herself. That was so…hot, in a nasty, taboo kind of way! 
 
    "And to tell the truth, I certainly wouldn't mind a little nibble of your handsome hubby for myself," Cassidy purred. 
 
    "Really?" Ellen turned and stared at Cassidy, shocked by her friend's admission. 
 
    "Sure, I've always thought he was absolutely gorgeous." 
 
    Cassidy paused and looked at her and then asked, "How about Paul? Do you think he finds me at all attractive?" 
 
    Ellen was in the middle of a sip of her drink when Cassidy asked that question and she snorted. Cosmo almost spurted out of her nose. Was there a man alive—who wasn't completely gay—who wouldn't find long-legged, big-breasted, lightly freckled, green-eyed, professional sexy-girl Cassidy attractive? 
 
    "Of course he does," Ellen said, as she cleared her throat. "He's always thought that you were one of the most beautiful women he's ever met. He must have told me a hundred times over the years that Ed was lucky to have a knockout wife like you." 
 
    She hastened to add, "Of course, Paul's no fool. He's always been careful to add that he was lucky to have a beauty like me in his bed right after he said that." 
 
    As the two old friends shared a laugh over that, Ellen thought about what she'd just said. The memory of just how many times her handsome husband had made that exact observation over the years suddenly came home to Ellen. This was going to be easy. How could she have not seen it before? Paul had always had a thing for Cassidy! 
 
    Now, the only question was, would she be able to find the courage to get the four of them together, the way Cassidy had gotten her and Ed and the other couple they'd started their swinging career off with together? 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    Bull by the horns, Ellen thought to herself resolutely. She still felt the drinks from her dinner with Cassidy as she rifled through her lingerie drawer that night in search of the sexiest nightie she owned to wear to bed. Got to do what Cassidy said and take the bull by the horns; I've got to come right out with it and tell him what I want! 
 
    She could hear Paul's light-hearted whistle in the bathroom, as he got ready for bed. Critically, she examined her image in one of the mirrored sliding doors to their large closet. 
 
    The nightgown she had selected was crimson, knee-length, with a lacey top through which you could almost, but not quite, see her firm handfuls of breast. She turned and checked out her long, sleek, runner's legs and her still very youthful, tight little butt—all products of countless early mornings spent pounding down the running trails near their suburban home. 
 
    Paul wasn't a runner. They had jogged together a number of times over the years, but Paul's massive upper body strength and washboard like abs came from hours spent pumping iron in the gym near his office, not from miles put in on the cross-country paths nearby. 
 
    She couldn't complain about the results his work out regimen as he came into the bedroom dressed in his tee shirt and baggy boxers, as handsome and buff as a man could be. 
 
    He saw her in the red nightgown and beamed. "Whoa! What's the occasion? I haven't seen you wear that for a year or two!" 
 
    Ellen winced inwardly as she realized that he was right, but she managed to keep the sexy smile on her face as she gazed over at him. She mentally made a note to herself that her usual choice of sleeping attire—a long, extra large men's tee shirt that came down to her knees along with a pair of panties in the spring and summer, and in a long flannel nightie and panties in the fall and winter—was officially history from here on out. In that instant, she recognized that the lack of sparks lately in the bedroom was at least partially her fault. 
 
    Who got excited about a girl in a long flannel nightie or a tee shirt? She could read the approval of her sheer red negligee in Paul's eyes. 
 
    "No special occasion. Can't a wife look nice for her husband once in a while?" 
 
    He edged over, sat on his side of the bed and swung his feet up under the covers. "You'll get no argument from me on that score, darling. Now, come here and give me a snuggle in that sexy gown of yours." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Ellen kept her smile in place, but she didn't come to him, immediately. She sat on the opposite side of the bed, reached over and switched the bed lamp down to its lowest setting, which bathed the bedroom in a soft, seductive half-light. 
 
    "I'm anxious to snuggle up with you too, darling, but I have something I want to discuss with you first." Her heart started to pound now that the time had come to lay her cards on the table. 
 
    "Oh?" he asked and his eyebrows edged upward. "And just what might that be?" 
 
    "Our…our…sex life," she started out, stammered, and then blurted out the difficult-to-say words—"sex life"—all at once. "Do you think it could use some…I don't know…spice?" 
 
    Paul's eyebrows went up so high his forehead wrinkled. He looked her up and down in the red nightie and asked, "Is that what the nightgown is all about…spice?" 
 
    "Maybe." 
 
    He grinned approvingly at that thought and reached for her, but she gently pushed his hand away. "Not yet. I have some other things to talk over first." 
 
    Paul's thick, dark brows knitted together now, and his handsome face assumed a surprised, cagey aspect as he tried to figure out exactly what was going on. Clearly, at first he'd thought that he'd gotten unexpectedly lucky without even asking, but now he could see that there was something else on Ellen's mind. 
 
    "I've been sort of…disappointed in our sex life lately," she said quietly, and looked away from him, unable to meet his gaze as she uttered that accusatory statement. "And I think you have too. It'…it's just not as exciting or fun as when we first started to make love." 
 
    "Well, we're both older now, and let's face it, we've done it a thousand times, darling.” His voice was defensive. "It's bound to get a little…familiar after—" 
 
    "I know," Ellen cut him off. "And that's why I've given it a lot thought lately—to try and find a way to make it fresh and new again.” 
 
    "Oh. What did you come up with?" He looked genuinely intrigued by this line of thought. 
 
    "Why don't you lie back on that pillow and I'll tell you, okay?" she whispered as she at last moved closer to him and her right hand snaked out to touch his tee-shirt clad chest. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    "Cassidy and Ed?" Paul's voice sounded incredulous, as she finished her both description of the other day's eye-opening lunch with Cassidy and of their frank discussion at dinner that night about lagging libidos and radical measures to spice up a marriage. 
 
    "It made me sort of curious about it, you know, since Cass said it had reinvigorated their sex life?" 
 
    She was right next to him now, on her stomach, her chin rested on his chest, as she teased his steel-hard abs with her fingertips. When she'd glanced over earlier, she'd noticed how his cock had begun to stiffen as she started to tell him about how often and ardent Cass and Ed made love once they'd started to discuss swinging. 
 
    "And they really went through with it?" Paul still sounded as though he couldn't quite believe a couple that they'd known so well for so long could have a secret sex life. 
 
    "From what Cass said, they do it all the time. When I went on the net, to a site she gave me, and checked it out, I learned a lot. For example, there are casual mixers, where couples first meet and get to know each other socially, to see if they might be compatible and want to make eventual swing dates in the future." 
 
    She noted that Paul was very hard now and smiled triumphantly before she went on. "And there are club swings, where you trade partners right on the premises. And from what she told me, there are private house parties, which are what Cass and Ed mostly attend. The section I found most fascinating is a question and answer page that describes in detail all of the various stuff that goes on at the parties." 
 
    Paul stared at her when she stopped. His eyes urged her to continue. 
 
    "From what I read, and what Cass told me, it seems there are all sorts of…activities at these parties." 
 
    "A-Activities?" Paul's voice was tight with excitement, and she watched with amusement as his hard-on jerked under the covers without even a touch from her. 
 
    Ellen nodded. "Ah-huh. There is, I guess, closed and open swinging at most parties." 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "Well, closed swinging is when a couple meets another couple that they want to you know…do things with. They split up and go to separate rooms and go ahead and do it with each other." 
 
    Paul nodded—his expression intent. He looked as though he was about to pop a blood vessel if she didn't continue. "In open swinging, which is what Cass and Ed prefer, the couples pair off with each other's normal partner in the same room and do it right in front of each other." 
 
    "They…they watch each other, fuck?" Paul gasped, and his cock jumped under the blankets again. 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    Ellen flashed a sly smile. She couldn't help it—she enjoyed her superior knowledge of the kinky behavior she'd delved into that day. "And then there's the orgy room." 
 
    Paul gave out with an involuntary groan and stared at her intently. Ellen smirked a little and explained, "From what I read, at almost every swinger house party, there's a designated orgy room where everyone who goes in there ends up being fair game for everyone else that's in there. It sounded like some sort of giant mix and match, anything goes…fuck fest!" 
 
    "Holy shit!" 
 
    Ellen grinned at his reaction, reached over, and threw back the covers. She wrapped her hand around Paul's massively hard, swollen rod through his boxers and said, "What's this all about, babe? A girl might think you were turned on by what goes on at those nasty, naughty swing parties!" 
 
    Paul groaned as she fisted his manhood. She smiled at him and got up onto her knees. 
 
    Ellen reached down with her left hand, pulled the loose negligee up over her head, and released it. The garment slid down her right arm and onto her right fist, which still gripped around her husband's erection. She released him just long enough for the nightgown to slide off onto the covers and then she grabbed his shorts and pulled them downward. He raised his butt so that he could help her work them free of his body. 
 
    "Oh, my!" Ellen sighed as she looked at his rampant hard-on jutting upward proudly over his large sac. “It looks like somebody is pretty excited!" 
 
    Paul grinned and reached for her. The middle finger of his right hand slid up into the wet cleft between her trim thighs as he covered her mons with his palm. He commented, "Somebody else seems pretty turned on too. It's downright juicy up inside there, babe!" 
 
    Ellen smiled back and pushed her hips forward; she fucked herself down onto his upraised finger as she leaned down and pressed her erect nipples into his brown chest hair while her mouth found his. Paul's tongue slipped through her lips and she moaned along with him as her lower lips fluttered around his buried finger. 
 
    God, this is magical, she thought to herself ecstatically! I haven't been this excited about making love to Paul in ages! 
 
    Wordlessly, she edged closer to him, her mouth never leaving his, and, when she was in position, she threw a slender leg over him and he did the rest. He drew her naked body in closer, slipped his finger out of her slick opening, and replaced it with his cock head. 
 
    Ellen sighed as she let her weight down on him. His rigid shaft filled her completely. Closing her eyes in ecstasy, she pulled her head back, and sat up straight on his buried manhood. Her hips moved up and down, and she moaned aloud at how good he felt up inside her. 
 
    "Ride 'em cowgirl!" Paul whispered. 
 
    She could see, as she opened her eyes and stared down at him, how excited he was to watch his normally reserved wife toss her hips up and down on him as if he were the sexual bucking bronco of her dreams. 
 
    "Oh, God, but you feel good way up inside me, darling!" Ellen murmured as she worked her butt up and down even faster. 
 
    Paul moaned and rammed himself deeper into her on the next downward stroke as the head of his long prick punched clear up into her womb. He gasped with pleasure, his eyes on her nice handfuls of tit, which bounced freely as she rode him. 
 
    "Jesus, Ellen, you haven't fucked me like this in years!" 
 
    Ellen was too aroused to reply just then. She just opened her eyes, smiled at him and whispered, "Well, you'd better get used to it, mister! Because this is just the start." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    A few minutes later, Ellen lay cuddled close to her husband. Both of them still struggled to get their breath back after the best sex they had enjoyed in almost a year. 
 
    If just talking with Paul about swinging with other people produces sex that good, what will it be like to actually do it? 
 
    At that moment, she felt very good about her decision to pursue this unusual new lifestyle choice. She'd just come like a wild woman. She hadn't had sex that marvelous in years. Not from her trusty vibrator and certainly not from liaisons with her husband. Paul too, had resembled the totally in love, ecstatic-to-be-making-love-to-her man she remembered from their early days together when he'd climaxed inside her moments ago. 
 
    She remembered those early years fondly. When they'd first met, they'd been just barely out of their teens and horny as hell for one another. They'd made love every night of the week back then, sometimes two and three times a night. 
 
    Looking over at her handsome partner, she wondered. He's only thirty-one, just barely. I wonder if he could still… She reached down under the covers and touched his wet, slightly sticky shaft with her fingertips. 
 
    He looked at her, and grinned. "What are you up to now, you sexpot?" 
 
    "Oh, I just wondered if you might like to…" 
 
    He shook his head and laughed softly. "I might like to, but I'm not eighteen anymore, Ellie. The spirit, as they say, might be willing, but the flesh is sometimes weak." 
 
    "Oh, Cassidy will be so disappointed to hear that," Ellen whispered back, an impish smile on her lips as she took his limp manhood in her fist under the sheet. 
 
    "Cassidy? What's she got to do with this?" he asked. 
 
    "Oh, nothing…except that she and Ed invited us to join them for dinner and a little pool and hot tub party Saturday evening," Ellen answered playfully and mischievous. She barely managed to maintain a straight face when she saw how excited he suddenly looked. 
 
    "I can't say from experience, because—even though we've been best friends forever and ex-roomies and all that—I've never actually seen Cass in action with a man." 
 
    After casting a coy smile, Ellen continued in her blithe, light-hearted tone, "But I get the definite feeling that she's not the type of girl who'll be satisfied with just one…encounter with this beautiful big cock of yours over the course of the evening, if you know what I mean, darling.” 
 
    Paul's eyes shot open. He stared at his wife. 
 
    "Just one…fuck, I guess I should have said, hon,” Ellen said and grinned slyly over at him. "Unless for some reason you don't want to accept their invitation to visit them on Saturday and fuck her to your heart's content?" 
 
    Her husband moaned and his cock came to life instantly in her fist. She laughed softly and worked it up and down, amazed at how fast Paul was able to get stiff again at the very thought of this impressive hunk of meat between her girlfriend's thighs! 
 
    "You mean…you'd actually let me?" Paul gasped, his dick now brick hard. 
 
    "What do you think…stud?" Ellen growled and threw the sheet back.  Her fist still glided up and down on his mammoth erection. 
 
    "I think I want you again, right now, you little tease!" It was Paul's turn to growl. 
 
    Seconds later, she was on her back he was on top of her. He held most of his weight off her slender body as he balanced on his knees and elbows. The fingers of each hand found an aroused nipple. He squeezed them gently as he eased into her suddenly very wet folds and bottomed out in her snug sheath. 
 
    "Oh, God, yes!" Ellen moaned with delight and moved her butt up to meet his thrusts as he started to make love to her again. "That's the way to do it, darling! That's the way to fuck your Ellen!" 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "And so it worked?" Cassidy asked softly into her cell. 
 
    It was ten o'clock in the morning the next day and both of them were at work. Ellen had the door to her private office closed, so she could talk freely. 
 
    "Worked?" Ellen exclaimed her voice ecstatic. She was happier than she'd been in months, maybe years. "I had the best sex I've had in, like, forever last night! I can't thank you enough." 
 
    "You're more than welcome," Cassidy said, her voice slightly smug. "And so we're definitely on for this weekend, and you're gonna let me fuck Paul, right?" 
 
    A long silence went by. Ellen's heart suddenly pounded at the thought of what she was about to commit to, but Paul had seemed okay with it. She grinned as she thought about the way he'd reamed her pussy so deliciously last night—he'd made her come twice before he'd finally gone off inside her that second time they'd made love--and finally answered resolutely, "We are. Five o'clock at your place, right?" 
 
    "You bet. Ed is very excited. He's already bought filets for the grill, some imported beer and some great wine to serve with the steaks." 
 
    "What can I bring?" 
 
    "The briefest bikini you own and a salad of some kind. Potato salad might be good." 
 
    "That sounds easy enough. We'll see you then." 
 
    * * * * 
 
    That night when Ellen got home, she pulled out every piece of swimwear she had amassed over the years and examined the collection with a critical eye. All of the suits seemed a little too conventional to wear to her first swing party ever, now that she looked them over. 
 
    Tomorrow night, after work, I'll go bikini shopping, she resolved as she skimmed off the Hawaiian suit and stuffed it and the rest of her swimwear back into the drawer. 
 
    "Jesus, that's my absolute favorite look on you, darling." 
 
    She spun and saw him standing there in the doorway, dressed in his suit and tie, a huge grin on his face as he leered openly at her nude body. She started to cover her nakedness with her hands, out of modesty and habit, but then she thought about it and dropped them back to her sides. She flashed a sexy smile and proudly showed off her bare assets to him. 
 
    "I was just trying on some suits for this swim party on Saturday," she explained. "But I just decided that I need to buy a new one tomorrow. Mine are all too conservative for this particular affair." 
 
    "Ummmmm!" Paul sighed and stared at her nude body with unhidden lust. "Buy whatever you want, doll, the skimpier the better." 
 
    As he looked up from her bare breasts, he asked, "So we're definitely on? You confirmed everything with Cassidy?" 
 
    Ellen smiled and sauntered over to him. She put both hands on his tie, and slid them up and down teasingly as she whispered, "Yeah, you'll definitely be fucking her Saturday night, big boy, but I guess until then you're stuck with little old me!" 
 
    Paul made his new little growling sound, gathered her into his arms and marched right over to the bed. He placed her naked form in the center, then straightened back up and tore off his suit coat, tie, and dress shirt… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    "Are you nervous?" Ellen asked that Saturday evening as her husband rang the bell at the Flynn residence. 
 
    Paul shook his head and affected an "at ease" pose, but Ellen noticed the tightness around his eyes that betrayed a high level of stress. He smiled at her. "What's to be nervous about?" 
 
    The front door swung open and Ellen almost broke into a giggle. Cassidy stood in the doorway, dressed—just barely—in the tiniest emerald green mini-bikini Ellen had ever seen. Her spectacularly displayed body made Paul's eyes bug out and made it abundantly clear what there was to be nervous about. 
 
    The statuesque redhead stood and grinned at them for a moment while the miniscule triangles of her bikini strained to cover the tips of her breasts and nipples. The lower triangle of shiny material was stretched to its maximum in the effort to hide her small pink slit from public view. 
 
    "Hey! Welcome to the party." Cassidy's eyes were slightly glassy, which alerted Ellen to the fact that her friend had downed a few cocktails that afternoon prior to their arrival. 
 
    Cass kissed Ellen on the cheek and then flung herself into Paul's arms and kissed him on the mouth. She plastered the front of her almost non-existent bikini up against the short-sleeved knit pullover shirt he wore. Ellen laughed at his obvious discomfort with the way Cassidy went after him so shamelessly right in front of her, stepped past the pair and into the house, a big bowl of homemade potato salad in her hands. 
 
    Cassidy's husband, Ed, intercepted her. He took the bowl from her, placed it on the table behind him, and gathered Ellen into his arms in the same way his wife had grabbed Paul. That evening, Ed chose to eschew the polite kiss on the cheek he usually bestowed on his female guests at dinner parties and mashed his lips onto Ellen's. His tongue drove straight into her mouth. 
 
    Ellen felt her knees weaken and her lower lips start to moisten right away. She glanced over at her hubby and saw that Cassidy was still locked in a torrid tongue-kiss with him that was just as passionate as theirs. She also noted that Paul didn't look at all eager to break free of the sexy redhead's embrace. 
 
    Fuck it, she thought to herself and began to emulate Cassidy. She rubbed her chest against Ed's and wished that she didn't have a light sweater, a tee shirt and a bikini top on as she pressed into him. Her tongue glided over his and she admitted to herself, Swapping is exactly the kind of party this is, so why be coy about it? 
 
    After a minute or more of intimate greetings, Cassidy finally pulled away from Paul and shoved the door closed. She locked it and took Ellen, who had just disengaged herself from Ed, by one hand and Paul by the other, and led them through the house and out onto the patio. 
 
    "Now, let's have a drink and relax, while Ed puts the steaks on to grill, okay?" Cassidy said. 
 
    She turned toward Paul and pointed to the booze bottles and the ice bucket arranged on the long picnic table beside the pool. With a smile, she said, "Ed is our chef tonight, doll, so you get to be the designated bartender." 
 
    She turned back toward her hubby, who was clad in a Hawaiian shirt and swimsuit, and said, "Get those steaks on the grill while Ellie and I put some music on and Paul whips you boys up some drinks, okay, baby?" 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ed nodded agreement and used a pair of barbeque tongs to fish the four thick-cut filet mignons out of the square glass dish in which he'd marinated them. He plopped them onto the gas grill and, as they started to sizzle, closed the lid. 
 
    He turned to Paul. "How are you tonight?" he asked, his tone jovial. He pointed at a galvanized tub full of ice and imported beer that sat in the shade under the table where the hard liquor was. "I'll just have a beer to start with, how about you?" 
 
    "Beer sounds good. Paul nodded. He retrieved two from the ice and opened them with an old-fashioned "church key" type bottle opener, and handed one to Ed. 
 
    His host for the evening took the beer and felt around in the pocket of his Hawaiian shirt for something. A glance toward the house showed him the girls were in the kitchen talking animatedly, while they busied themselves with some task at the counter. When he was sure they weren't paying attention, he reached toward Paul and opened his closed hand where a small blue pill rested in the middle of his palm. 
 
    "What's that?" Paul asked, doubt in his voice. 
 
    "Viagra," Ed answered. "Believe me, you'll be glad you took it later, pal." 
 
    He jerked his head toward the kitchen slider, where Cassidy stood, her back to the patio, her lushly rounded ass barely concealed by her skimpy suit. "You'll want to get as hard as you can, as often as you can tonight, buddy boy. I don't like to brag, but once my Cass gets going, it takes a whole lot of dick to satisfy that hell-on-wheels redhead!" 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "That was incredibly good. Thank you both," Ellen said a half hour later as she pushed her plate away and sat back contentedly. 
 
    "Hey, you made the salad and it was terrific." Cassidy grinned back at her and drank what was left of her glassful of expensive cabernet. 
 
    "This wine is super Ed," Paul assured his host, "and the steaks were perfect." 
 
    "Thank you, thank you, all compliments gratefully accepted." 
 
    The four of them sat around a big redwood table, under the patio awning, out of the direct light from a sun that was rapidly setting in the spring sky. They'd all taken a brief dip in the pool while the steaks cooked and were now dressed solely in their wet swimsuits. Ed wore a baggy surfer style. Paul favored a knit, snugger type of suit.  Cassidy still wore the bright green mini-bikini, and Ellen had on a newly purchased black bikini that was much briefer than anything she’d ever worn in public before. 
 
    All through dinner—when she thought no one would notice—Ellen had stolen furtive glances downward at her tiny swimsuit. She'd been thankful for the two cosmos she and Cass had consumed in the kitchen earlier and the several glasses of wine she'd added during dinner. 
 
    This thing isn't as miniscule as Cass’s, but I still feel almost naked! The alcohol helped, but she wasn't comfortable in so little clothing. 
 
    "Let's drop these dishes into the dishwasher, get another round of drinks and then hit the hot tub," Cassidy suggested. 
 
    "That sounds great," Ed agreed in a flash. "Here, Paul, grab a couple more of those beers. Let's get the cover off the tub and lay some towels out for later, for when we get out of the water and want to dry off, okay?" 
 
    Cassidy and Ellen gathered up the dishes and transported them into the kitchen. With the dishes in the sink, soaking, Cassidy pulled the half-empty pitcher of cosmopolitans from the fridge. 
 
    After she poured a drink for each of them, Cassidy toasted her friend and asked, a twinkle of mischief in her green eyes, "So, are you ready to party, swinger-style?" 
 
    Ellen gulped down some of the fortifying drink, grateful for more alcohol. She was nervous, no question. She knew exactly what was about to happen. Past discussions with Cass had made her aware that hot tub sessions at the Flynn's—at least at parties like this one—usually ended up in naked make out sessions, and that wife-swapping sex followed. But she was surprised to find that she wasn't paralyzed with fear the way she'd expected to be once the real party started. 
 
    "I think I'm okay with it," Ellen said at last. "I'm a little nervous, but at least my knees aren't knocking together or anything." 
 
    Cassidy grinned at Ellen and swallowed some of her drink, then added more from the nearly empty pitcher. She sipped it and winked at her friend as she put her glass on the counter and loaded the dishwasher as she spoke. 
 
    "If you ever become so jaded that the idea of hot sex with a brand new guy doesn't excite you, you'd better go see a shrink. That's what swinging is all about; a chance to explore and experiment, to meet new people you've never been with before and make it with them while your hubby watches and does the same. It's supposed to be a heart-pounding experience for everyone involved—that's the whole point!" 
 
    Ellen nodded her agreement and finished her drink. She picked up the pitcher and drained what was left of the liquid courage into her glass. As she did so, she made a promise to herself to relax as much as she could tonight and just have fun. She was determined not to act like the formal Ellen who would have been too uptight to consider participation in a wild evening of wife swapping. 
 
    "Now, the only difference between this party and a bigger one at someone else's house, is that Ed and Paul won't use rubbers," Cassidy whispered. "At your typical swingers' party, there are candy dishes and bowls full of condoms everywhere and the guys are all expected to use them." 
 
    She finished the last of her cosmo, and smiled.  "Ed and I each had complete blood panel work-ups done two days ago, and tested clean of any possible sexually transmitted diseases. Since you and Paul haven't been with anyone, but each other in years, and both you and I are on the pill, we didn't see any reason for the boys to have to fuck around with rubbers tonight." 
 
    Ellen looked at Cass questioningly, who shrugged and explained, "I don't really like condoms. We have to use them at big parties, since you never know where that next cock you ride may have been before it was inside of you. But I don't use 'em unless I have to…I've always found a bare, hard dick that spurts real live jizz up my pussy or into my mouth to be a whole lot more fun. How about you?" 
 
    Ellen flushed. She hadn't had sex with a guy using a condom since college and, truthfully, not many times even then. As for a man coming in her mouth, that hadn't happened in a few years now; Paul, had been the last and the last time she'd even sucked him was at least… 
 
    With a start, Ellen realized that she hadn't given Paul oral sex in over a year! She felt that same sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that she'd experienced the other night when she'd realized how long it had been since she wore a sexy nightie to bed for him. 
 
    She had gradually stopped using her mouth on him. Her thought had been that, since hardness was never a problem for her studly hubby, she didn't really need to give him any oral attention to get him ready for sex. 
 
    Her friend, Cassidy, on the other hand, seemed to view blowjobs as a natural part of sex with a guy. Ellen sighed, she was surer than ever that much of their mediocre times in the bedroom had fallen on her as well as him. 
 
    "Well, let's go get fucked!" Cassidy said at that moment, and giggled like a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    As Ellen and Cassidy padded barefoot out of the house, Ed announced, "All clean and ready to use, at just the right temperature," The two men stood beside the large hot tub, which was recessed into the concrete of the pool area, adjacent to the pool. 
 
    "Ladies?" Paul grinned and swept his hand in an arc to indicate the steps down into the big tub. 
 
    "Don't mind if I do, handsome." Cassidy grinned back, took his hand and stepped down into the steamy water. She found a seat on the far side of the tub, rested her arms on the padded rail on either side of her head and looked up at the group expectantly. 
 
    "Oooooh! It's hot!" Ellen giggled and instantly felt all of the alcohol she'd consumed that evening rush to her head as she took her husband's hand and made her way down the steps into the torrid water. 
 
    Ellen gritted her teeth against the heat and sat down opposite Cass. She felt like a lobster tossed into a boiling pot as she settled into the hot water. She mimicked Cassidy's move and draped her arms over the soft vinyl railing on either side of her. 
 
    As she waited for her body to acclimate to the steamy water, Ellen took a moment to admire the nice backyard that surrounded them. The sun was almost all the way down and gaily-colored lights hung in long strings over the trellised patio had come on automatically at dusk. The lights bathed the tub area in a soft glow, and it felt as if hundreds of tiny fireflies had settled onto the lath overhead, each with a bright, different colored light in its tail. 
 
    "Geronimo," Ed shouted as he gripped the chrome rail beside the steps and jumped into the shallow tub all at once. He bent his long legs as he hit so that the water would come all the way up to his neck and enable him to get used to the temperature instantly. 
 
    Paul took a more conservative approach. He came down the steps one at a time and winced from the heat as he gingerly descended them. Cassidy held out her hand to him when he was all the way in. With not even a glance in Ellen's direction, he took her offered hand and sat right next to the redhead. 
 
    Ed took the initiative next and duck-walked beneath the heated surface over to Ellen and plunked his body down next to her. His left arm came up and eased her right arm off the rail and into the water, so that he could slide his arm over her bare shoulders. 
 
    Ellen trembled a little beneath the surface of the water at Ed's touch and looked over at Paul to make sure he was okay with Ed's move. She saw that she needn't have worried, since Paul’s arms were already around Cassidy's lush body. He held her close against his chest, his lips on hers, their tongues clearly snaked together inside her mouth as they kissed! 
 
    Well, they sure didn't waste any time, Ellen thought, mildly shocked at the sight as her best friend and her husband made out like a pair of horny high school kids on a date! 
 
    How do I feel about that, she asked herself? 
 
    It's exciting, she decided at last, much to her shock. It was like seeing something that you knew you shouldn't. It was fascinating, titillating, and forbidden—all rolled into one! 
 
    She had to admit to a tiny twinge of jealousy, but it was mostly overcome by the illicit thrill of Cassidy and Paul as they touched, kissed, and became aroused by one another. Besides, it was difficult to be jealous about something when you'd known all week just what would happen and had secretly been turned on at the thought of it! 
 
    From that moment on, she suddenly found it hard to focus on the activities of the wicked couple across the hot tub as closely as she had been. Because Ed's hot breath was now on her shoulder and then she felt his soft lips as they kissed her neck. 
 
    Ellen sighed and closed her eyes. Her nipples throbbed with excitement inside her bikini. She didn't resist a bit as she felt his arm slide downward, off her shoulders, to find the ties on her swimsuit top and untie them under the bubbling water. She moaned and his kiss now moved up her neck to nuzzle her ear as the ties parted and her breasts were released to float free amid the bubbling warmth. The untied top came up to the surface as well, still hooked around her neck. 
 
    "I don't think we'll need this anymore this evening, my darling Ellen," Ed whispered. He brought his arm up behind her, out of the water and over her head to scoop the loosened top free of her neck. It made a wet plopping sound as it dropped onto the concrete behind the tub. 
 
    Ed's hand was on her bare breasts in seconds, plucking her jutting nipples and squeezing them gently under the surface. Ellen moaned again at the lurid sensations that shot to her pussy, and then his lips were on hers. Automatically, she opened her mouth for him. Cassidy's sexy husband was tongue kissing her once more while he expertly teased and toyed with her breasts. 
 
    Oh, God! Oh, God help me, this is so hot! Ellen thought, her breasts pumped to full arousal in seconds. Her pussy felt as if it were about to boil over inside the tiny triangle of cloth that was the sole covering left on her worked up body. 
 
    She turned toward him slightly, her arms came up around his neck and her tits jerked in his fingers, her nipples on fire with need. Ellen sucked at his tongue and heard him groan as if it was his cock between her eager lips instead of his tongue. 
 
    "Oh, fuck, that feels good!" She heard her own husband's voice murmur at that instant. 
 
    Obviously, as curious to see what was happening as she was, Ed stopped in mid-kiss and turned his head toward the couple across the tub. Ellen leaned outward just a bit so that she could see around him. Her mouth dropped open as she saw Cassidy's red-tressed head move up and down on Paul's enormous hard-on! 
 
    Ellen's husband was completely nude, as was Cassidy. Paul had scooted up onto the edge of the tub and now sat on the padded railing. Cassidy knelt in front of him on the underwater seat, his cock between her lips, her head moving enthusiastically up and down. Her mouth went all the way down to his ball sac with each downward thrust of her mouth, her cheeks hollowed with suction on the way back up. Ellen could see her friend's tongue press momentarily against the sucked-in spot in her cheek, and realized that Cassidy swirled it around the shaft of Paul's dick continually as she sucked him. 
 
    Cassidy let his prick out of her mouth on the next upward sweep and captured it in her right fist. As she grinned teasingly up at Paul, she put the saliva-slick nine inches of male meat in between her two rounded globes, grabbed a breast in each palm and squeezed her nipples as she worked her body up and down to give his cock a sensuous tit-fuck. 
 
    "Does my handsome Paul like that?" Cass whispered. "Do you like my hot little mouth? Do you like a little titty-fuck between my big old jugs?" 
 
    "God, yes!" Paul moaned as he stared raptly down at the temptress, his look that of a man experiencing pure bliss. 
 
    As if he could sense her eyes on him, Paul looked up from where his cock rested between Cassidy's sliding tits and glanced over at Ellen. Guilt and uneasiness about her reaction to what he was up to with Cassidy slowly replaced the ecstatic expression on his face. He waited, like a man whose head was beneath the guillotine blade, for her response to what she saw. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Ellen grinned at him. Her Paul was so cute! It was all she could do not to laugh. They'd come here to do this sort of thing and, now that he was doing it, he looked worried that she might scold him like a six year old caught doing something he shouldn’t. 
 
    "It's all right, you naughty boy," she whispered just loud enough for him to hear her above the hiss of the water jets in the roiling tub. "Enjoy yourself!" 
 
    He shot her a sheepish grin and shrugged, as if to say, "What was I to do? It was her idea! 
 
    "My Cass loves to suck cock and to titty fuck," Ed murmured in Ellen's ear just then as he recaptured her nipples underwater and his fingers caressed them skillfully once more. "How about you, El? Do you like to suck dick?" 
 
    Ellen shivered and looked into Ed's blue eyes. Her answer was both truthful and noncommittal, "I'm not as good at it as Cassidy, and obviously I can't do what she does with my breasts, since hers are at least twice or three times as big as mine." 
 
    Not put off a bit by her answer, Ed grinned, took both of Ellen’s nice fistfuls in his hands, and squeezed them lovingly. "Yours aren't huge, El, but they're so fucking pretty! Your tits are exquisite, and those little nipples of yours are so pink and spiky and, well, I guess you'd just have to classify them as suckable!" 
 
    Ellen flushed, but she made no move to pull her breasts away from Ed's expert fingers. He leaned forward and kissed her again and she felt her tits jerk in his hands and her pussy clench with excitement under the water. She opened her mouth for him and licked and sucked at his invading tongue eagerly, her whole body shivering with arousal. 
 
    Cassidy's words the other day about how much Ed wanted to fuck her came to mind moments later when he broke off the kiss, released her breasts and moved his big hands up under her armpits. She wondered if he was going to take her right now—was he just going to lay her out on a towel on the concrete beside the pool and mount her? 
 
    Instead, He lifted her up out of the water, sat her on the edge of the tub, and untied her bikini bottoms. He pulled the loosened garment free of her body and tossed it over the edge to join the discarded bra on the concrete. 
 
    Ellen felt her face color as he pried her legs apart, knelt between them on the underwater seat, and moved in closer to her. She blushed because the young salesgirl in the bikini shop the other day had convinced her that in order to wear a suit as brief as her new black one, it would be best if she shaved all of the pubic hair off around her labia. So now, there remained only a tiny strip of close-cropped blonde fur across the top of her mons, just above her clitoris, and Ed could stare right into her wet little slit with no hair blocking his view. 
 
    "God, what a pretty little pussy, El!" he gasped and then looked up at her anxiously. "I'll get to that tasty looking morsel in a minute, but first." 
 
    His voice trailed off and his mouth came up and enveloped her left nipple. Ellen moaned. She wrapped her forearm around the back of his head and drew his heavenly-feeling lips in tighter as he started to nurse at her sensitive nub. 
 
    "Oh, Jesus, Ed! That feels so sweet." Ellen sighed as his tongue went wild on her enlarged knob and his lips sucked incessantly while her pussy mouth winked open and closed with excitement. 
 
    Ellen looked over the top of Ed's head as he enjoyed her breasts and she reveled in his lips and tongue on them. She watched, as the heat built steadily in her lean body, while Cassidy gobbled up Paul's dick again like a starving woman. Ellen shuddered, gripped by pure lust, as she watched Paul sigh, twist his hips, and try to drive every inch of his huge prick into Cassidy's mouth as far as it would go. 
 
    Their eyes met and Paul stopped his frantic movements for a moment and watched, in rapt fascination, as another man's mouth claimed what had been only his to love up until that night. Ellen licked her lips and defiantly thrust her tit further into Ed's mouth as she ran her fingers through her new lover's blond hair, her eyes never leaving Paul's. 
 
    At last, he grinned at her, as if to acknowledge that Ed's mouth on her tits was fine with him. He in turn dug his own fingers into Cassidy's hair, intertwined them in the red stands and tugged gently at her head to indicate she should bob it up and down even faster. 
 
    Ellen smiled back at him and something passed between them in that instant that totally put her mind at ease. They might be…engaged with other people at the moment, but they were still a couple--the bond between them suddenly felt tighter than ever. Ellen knew in her heart, as they looked at each other across the carnal confines of the hot tub, that they were still very much together and in love; that everything was fine between them. 
 
    Hell, it's better than fine, Ellen thought as Ed changed nipples and began to suck her right one. It's fucking hot, is what it is! 
 
    Following another minute of intense suction, Ed released Ellen's nipple and urged her backward. She put a palm out on each side of him, on the soft padding surrounding the tub, and balanced her body as Ed spread her legs wider and dipped his head downward between her open thighs. 
 
    "Oh, fuck!" Ellen gasped when Ed's long, slippery tongue pierced her pussy lips for the first time and drug along her swollen clit as it entered her. "Oh, eat it! Eat my hot pussy, Ed!" 
 
    Paul gasped as she said it. He watched intently as Ellen wriggled her hips against Ed's tongue. She stared across the pool at him, her eyes suddenly heavy lidded as the level of her ecstasy increased by the second. 
 
    I'm going to come right away, she realized! I haven't had my pussy licked in ages and Ed's really good at it. Paul looks so turned on—his eyes are so big and excited at the sight of Ed's mouth on my cunt. And his cock looks positively huge tonight as it slides in and out of Cass's mouth! Oh, God! Oh, God, this kinky, shared sex with other people is so fucking hot! 
 
    Ellen's tummy muscles contracted as she dug her fingers into the railing and held on. She moaned and pushed herself up against Ed's hungry mouth as her pussy spasmed in anticipation. She looked down at his face and saw how huge her nipples had gotten as he gobbled her up. 
 
    All at once, her head shot upward. She looked over helplessly at Paul and whined, "Oh, fuck! I'm coming on his hot tongue! Ed’s making me come so good, babe!" 
 
    She noticed—through the red haze that suddenly clouded her vision as her pussy went off like a rocket on the Fourth of July—that Paul's handsome face had taken on a stricken look. Her first thought was that he was jealous of her orgasm, but then she heard him gasp and saw his whole body stiffen. 
 
    "Ullppphhh! Ullppphhh!" she heard Cassidy make loud gulping noises and then her throat swallowed and Ellen knew that Paul was coming hard in her friend's mouth! 
 
    Oh, fuck, look at her swallow that stuff! Ellen thought to herself, her orgasm even more intense as she realized what she now saw. 
 
    It had been at least a year now since Ellen had done for Paul what Cassidy so willingly did right this second. She watched in awe and excitement—perhaps just a little jealousy?—as Cass expertly ate Paul's big load. 
 
    He rarely licks my pussy anymore and I never suck him off. 
 
    She reassured herself, Well, that's what nights like this are all about. Not only to party and to fuck other people for fun, but a chance to see what little tricks other women use to please my sweetie. 
 
    She made up her mind, as her own orgasm ebbed that she was going to start going down on Paul again. And if he wanted to come in her mouth, then she would find a way to overcome her reluctance about that aspect and learn to swallow and like it, just as Cass was doing, by God! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Once he finished his orgasm, Paul seemed to melt down into the water  just the way his cock had melted down to a limp, spent cylinder of male flesh by the time it slid from Cass's mouth. Ellen watched as she opened her lips proudly and put on a little show for Paul. Cass had a small lake of his semen in her mouth. She sloshed it around a bit with her tongue, gave him a sexy wink and then swallowed it. Ellen could hear Paul groan with pleasure as he watched her gulp down his spunk. 
 
    Little slut! Ellen thought, envious of her old friend's oral prowess. You big-titted show off, Cass! 
 
    Ed raised his pussy oil smeared lips from Ellen's very satisfied pussy and stepped back down into the water. He shucked out of his baggy suit, brought it up out of the water, and tossed it down onto the concrete next to Ellen's. He had stepped up onto the seat next her in order to do so and, as a result, his fully erect penis came up out of the water and waggled around right beside Ellen's face. 
 
    Wow! That's a big…cock! 
 
    She eyed the monster cock and compared it to what Paul's had looked like moments ago, before it had erupted in Cassidy's mouth and gone soft. Ed's was at least an inch or two longer and it was a bit thicker than Paul’s—which struck Ellen as incredible—since Paul's always stretched her to capacity. 
 
    What is Ed's whopper going to do to my poor pussy? Will I even be able to get one that big inside me? 
 
    Apparently, she would soon find out, because Ed took her by the wrist just then, smiled at her, and jerked his head toward the slider. "Come on, angel. Let's go inside and fuck. I know that little pussy of yours is plenty wet and juicy right now, and I bet your hubby would like to see my big dick inside that tight little hole of yours as much as Cass and I would." 
 
    Her eyes never left the huge hunk of hard male meat as Ellen got up and let him escort her up out of the tub and into the living room through the slider. She glanced over her shoulder as they stepped inside the house and saw that Paul and Cassidy were right behind them, a load of towels in their arms for the four of them to use to dry off. 
 
    Once inside the rec room, there wasn't much foreplay. 
 
    As Ed had said out in the tub, Ellen was sopping wet with her own orgasmic fluid, his saliva, and her pussy juices. So, after he had dried both of them lightly with one of the towels, he laid it out on the carpet and eased Ellen down on her back. 
 
    "Damn, but you're a pretty woman, El." He smiled at her, knelt between her spread legs and centered the head of his huge dick in the rim of her smallish slit. "I've wanted to do this since the first time Cass introduced us." 
 
    Ellen started to say something in return, but Ed's hips pressed forward and her slick lips suddenly strained to open wide enough to admit his cock head, which was almost as big as her closed fist. She sighed and pushed her hips up off the towel. She just wanted to get it over with—to get him inside her. 
 
    "Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck what a huge one!" Ellen gasped in his ear as her pussy mouth finally stretched open enough for him to slide inside the tight ring of muscle. 
 
    Ed moaned by way of a reply and slowly drilled every inch of his rigid prong deep into Ellen's inner recesses. She moaned at how much of it there was—it just seemed to slide endlessly into her snug, wet sheath—and glanced over toward the nearby couch where Paul and Cassidy sat thigh to thigh. The pair leaned forward and watched intently as she got Ed's mammoth prick shoved all the way in her. 
 
    Ellen felt a little shiver of excitement race through her as she saw how enthralled the two of them were at her penetration by his huge dick. She pushed upward again and worked her hips around in a little circle, the over-sized cock berthed all the way up inside her. 
 
    "Fuck me," she whispered in Ed's ear and her eyes never left her husband's as she said it. "Fuck me with that big fuckin' thing of yours, Ed." 
 
    Paul moaned on the couch and his limp dick gave a little stir as he heard her say that to another man for the first time in his life. She grinned at him like a little whore and started to fuck Ed in earnest. 
 
    Damn, that does feel nice, Ellen decided after a dozen plunges of the ultra-wide cock down into her depths! 
 
    Ed's cock was so big and thick that her pussy was stretched to its maximum. This drew her clit down tight against the hot skin of his shaft as it glided in and out, and that made every pass down into her feel sensational. After just a few thrusts of his hot, slick hardness against her sensitive little bud, Ellen didn't have to fake her enthusiasm for his big dick at all, Ed fucked her lights out with it and she loved every second of it! 
 
    "Yes! Like that! Ooh! Ooh yeah! Give it to me, baby!" Ellen grunted her voice tight with excitement as she worked her ass up off the towel and he really started to pound it in an out of her. "Oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me good, you stud!" 
 
    Ellen looked back to Paul and saw that his prick was almost hard again as he watched her performance with another man. She smiled at him and gripped Ed tighter in her arms, crossed her slender ankles around his ass, and pulled him in tighter as he rode her right into the floor! 
 
    "Do it!" Ellen gasped, as her pussy fluttered from the thrill of Paul's eyes on her as she acted like such and out and out slut with someone else. What's more, the undeniable fact that Ed, with his super-cock, was one terrific fuck, drove her excitement to new heights. "Do it hard, Ed! Do me with that fucking monster of yours!" 
 
    Gritting his teeth, Ed rammed into her repeatedly, and moaned. “Jesus, Ellen! What a hot little piece-of-ass you are! God, girl, but you're a great fuck!" 
 
    Ellen whimpered, her pussy going crazy around Ed's huge dick when he said that to her! She shivered from head to toe under him and then her toes curled backward with the force of the orgasm as it suddenly enveloped her. 
 
    "Oh, fuck!" she shrieked in ecstasy, "Oh, fuck are you ever getting me off?" 
 
    A mammoth blast of come spurted into Ellen's womb at that moment and her climax, which already bordered on sensational, ratcheted into another realm, entirely. Ellen looked over at Paul, as her pussy spasmed like mad amid Ed's thrusts and the deluge of come he pumped into her. Her husband beamed at her, obviously aroused as he watched her get off on another man's cock. Cassidy was on her knees in front of him, her head moved up and down as she sucked him into hardness for a second go-round of their own. 
 
    Oh, God, this is wild! Ellen thought as bliss coursed through her. This was one of the hottest comes she'd ever had in her life and she didn't feel a bit guilty that it wasn't Paul who'd triggered it. 
 
    After all, he was here to witness it, now wasn't he? It wasn't as if she'd cheated on him, behind his back—that was what was so great about swinging! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    "Give it to her!" Ellen shouted her voice full of eagerness as she sat cross-legged on the carpet a few feet from where Paul was up on his knees behind Cassidy. She was on all fours in front of him, his big dick driving into her from behind. 
 
    Ellen held Ed's cock in her right hand and stroked it absently while they watched their respective spouses go at each other. She looked over at Ed and smiled and he grinned back at her, his big dick jumped in her fist, as it slowly got harder. 
 
    "I love to watch Cass fuck," Ed whispered, his eyes bright with excitement. "Just look at the way those big knockers of hers swing back and forth every time Paul rams into her!" 
 
    Ellen turned back and looked. Sure enough, Cassidy—her eyes closed in growing ecstasy—hunched her lush ass back to meet Paul's hammering thrusts, causing her big tits to shake and jelly wildly as they hung down nearly to the carpet under her. Ellen had to admit, it did look hot, the way Paul's carnal thrusts made those big knockers of hers dance and jiggle around as he really gave it to her. 
 
    "I'm sorry mine don't shimmy all over the place like that when you fuck me,” she whispered playfully over to Ed as she stroked his half-firm cock a little faster. 
 
    "They'll jiggle plenty when I do you doggie, just the way they are now!" Ed assured her with a confident grin. 
 
    "Oh, and when will that be?" Ellen asked, her tone teasing as she looked down at his not very hard manhood in her fist. 
 
    A naughty thought came to her. She bent down and—before Ed could answer her question—sucked his fat cock head and two or three inches of his stiffening shaft into her mouth. She swirled her tongue all around it and Ed moaned and said, "A hell of a lot faster, if you do that to it, El, you hot little bitch!" 
 
    Ellen released her grip on his cock and pushed her head down further. She took as much of the lengthy, soft tube of male flesh into her mouth and throat as she could manage. She heard two masculine groans, looked up and saw both Ed and her own hubby sigh with lust as they watched her begin to really go after the massive dick with her mouth. 
 
    I'm going to do this for you all the time from now on, darling, she mentally promised Paul, as she went to town on Ed's half-stiff prong. I'll be a dutiful little cocksucker for you again, honey, just you wait and see. 
 
    After a few more passes up and down, Ellen wondered why she'd ever stopped doing this in the first place. It was kind of fun, actually, although she realized that part of her enjoyment from this particular blowjob came from the fact that Paul and Cass watched with excited eyes as she gave it. 
 
    "Suck that thing, girl!" Cassidy laughed happily just then, never missing a lunge back onto Paul's thrusting cock. "Your hubby's nice prick is about to get my pussy off so sweet! Suck my Eddie's big boy and give him some cunny too!" 
 
    Ellen felt a spasm of pre-come joy ripple through her. That was exactly what she planned to do—she'd never had so much fun in her entire life! To just let go wild and be naked and wanton and totally free with her husband and her two friends set off the most liberated, ecstatic sensations of pure bliss within her that she'd ever experienced. 
 
    She realized after another minute of gobbling up Ed's cock that she would have cheerfully let him go off in her mouth, the way Cass had for Paul earlier, if that had been what Ed wanted. But he clearly had other ideas. 
 
    "Here, babe, get down right next to Cassidy," Ed whispered, his voice urgent a few moments later as he pulled Ellen's lips off his cock and positioned her on her hands and knees in front of him. 
 
    Ellen moved her knees out a little wide. It had been a while since she and Paul had done it this way, but she still remembered how. She immediately felt Ed's engorged cock head against her juicy slit again. There was the same insistent, steady pressure, but this time her pussy yielded right away, and she felt every inch of the massive cock enter her, gliding in from behind. 
 
    "Ohhhhh, God, what a lot of prick!" Ellen couldn't help but sigh as it filled her for the second time that night. 
 
    "Hush and take your fucking like a good little slut." Cassidy grinned over at her as she effortlessly screwed Paul with the easy, hip-rolling thrusts she'd used for minutes on end by now. 
 
    "Yes, dear, anything you say," Ellen teased her back and tried to get into the same kind of rhythm with Ed, who had started to pound his pussy-stretcher into her. 
 
    "God, El!" Paul sighed at that moment. "You look so incredibly hot and sexy, when he fucks you with that whopper of his!" 
 
    A huge tremor of illicit excitement rolled through Ellen's body as she heard her husband's lewd comment. She smiled over at him and watched him hammer into Cass repeatedly, and whispered, "You guys look pretty damn hot too. Do it! Fuck her good, darling!" 
 
    Paul just moaned and plowed into Cassidy even faster. From the strained look on his face, Ellen could see his struggle to hold back until his partner was ready. She glanced over at Cass, whose eyes were closed in pure ecstasy and realized that Paul had nothing to worry about there. Her friend was all aquiver and on the brink of another huge climax. 
 
    "Come in her!" Ellen urged him. "Look at her; she's ready, sweetie. Let her have it!" 
 
    Paul groaned and closed his eyes. The noise he made and the overjoyed look on Cassidy's face let Ellen know that Paul was going off again inside her. Ellen's own pussy twitched and she redoubled her efforts with Ed. 
 
    I want another hot orgasm myself, she thought to herself. I want a dozen of them! 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ellen awoke in the big bed and glanced over at the digital clock's red numerals. It was four in the morning. 
 
    A pair of hands on her breasts had awakened her. Cassidy and Ed's master bedroom was perfectly dark, except for the faint glow from the clock's numbers, so she couldn't tell whether it was Ed or Paul who now held her titties so gently, so lovingly from behind and caressed their spiky nipples. 
 
    She smiled in the darkness as she realized that it didn't make a bit of difference to her which man it was who stroked her sensitive nubs. She'd fucked both of them last night, in this very bed, and that was after Ed had done her twice out in the living room. 
 
    Whoever it was, had a nice touch, Ellen thought. She relaxed and let it happen. She felt deliciously wicked. She mentally reveled in the realization that she truly didn't care anymore which man mounted her next and fucked her brains out. 
 
    This is really living! She thought ecstatically. This is pure, unadulterated hedonism! This is sex for sex's sake…for sensuality's sake…just for fun! 
 
    She'd never acted like this before in her life--not in high school or in college. She had always been a "good girl". She'd let a few boys make love to her, that was true, but never capriciously. She'd always had to be "going steady" with a guy or in what she regarded as a "serious" relationship before she would let him into her pants. 
 
    She grinned and remembered how much it delighted Cassidy back in college to make light of Ellen's belief in only having sex within the boundaries of a relationship. "A hot guy's dick getting my pussy off," she remembered Cass saying, "that's the only 'serious relationship' that interests me, hon!" 
 
    Ellen had to admit, she couldn't believe how good it felt tonight, to just to let go and let herself be a...bad girl for a change! 
 
    She felt a tongue lick delicately at her shoulder blade and the hands that caressed her tits never missed a squeeze or a tweak. Ellen moaned and rolled over pushed her breasts toward that talented tongue, she wanted a little of that hot mouth on her aroused nipples before whichever cock was to fuck her next was shoved into her! 
 
    Cassidy! 
 
    Ellen's mind went into instant vapor lock, as she stared into those bright emerald eyes she knew so well and realized that it was her ex-roommate who now stroked her tits so wonderfully! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    "Shhhhh! Don't wake the boys," Cassidy murmured in the nearly total darkness. "They're tired, but I'm not. Just relax and enjoy, darling!" 
 
    Ellen's mind still reeled with shock, but then she felt the softest lips that she'd ever imagined surround her right nipple. The tender touch from Cassidy's fingertips continued on her left breast as the other girl's mouth nursed so gently, so knowingly, and felt so…perfect, on her right nipple! 
 
    Oh, dear God! Oh, dear God, but she's good at this! Ellen thought as Cassidy's hot little mouth and fingers took her titties right up to heaven. 
 
    In just a few minutes, Cassidy’s mouth and fingertips on her sensitive breasts—accompanied by the expert stroke of her fingers on Ellen’s newly aroused clit—had her moaning. She worked her pelvis shamelessly against Cass’s skilled fingers and ground her breasts against the other girl’s hot mouth and knowing touch. 
 
    She knows just how to do it! Ellen realized after another few minutes of the exquisite sensations. She knows just what a woman wants and just how to make sure she get’s it! 
 
    “I’m gonna’ come!” Ellen gasped moments later. “Oh, fuck, Cass! You’re so good! Oh, I’m going off so hard!” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Cass agreed and bit down lightly on Ellen’s sensitive bud as she sucked harder. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuucckkk!” Ellen whined and came like crazy! 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "This naughty little thing is so full of come, darling," Cassidy whispered, her breath hot on Ellen's shaved pussy lips. "But don't worry. Your Cass will take care of that for you." 
 
    Now, as she lay on her back and tried to catch her breath, she felt Cassidy kiss her way down her tummy until her mouth was right over Ellen's come-filled pussy. Her mind seemed unable to function as well as it normally might have after all the orgasms, and booze she had. She wondered dully what had Cass meant about taking care of…? 
 
    Cassidy's hot mouth answered her unfinished question in a flash of electrifying, clit-throbbing sensation. She enveloped Ellen's pussy lips whole and sucked the jizz out of them. The suction made an obscene, slurpy sound and then Cass's tongue was all over her clit. Ellen gasped in surprise, heard her friend swallow, and knew that Cass had, indeed, just "taken care of" most the semen deposited earlier that night by her husband and Paul! 
 
    Omigod! Ellen thought. She didn't quite believe what she felt, what she heard. Is Cass an out and out lezzy after all? 
 
    Ellen's mind reeled back to the exquisite blowjob she'd seen Cassidy give Paul in the hot tub earlier and she remembered the relish with which she'd swallowed Paul's jizz. She had just heard Cass gulp down a lot more of the slippery goo. Lesbians, as far as Ellen's very limited knowledge of gay female behavior went, generally avoided cocks like poison and certainly didn't crave swallowing a man's load for him! 
 
    She sure licks pussy like a lesbian, though, Ellen said to herself, as she shivered from head to toe at the delicious pussy gobbling her old roommate gave her juicy quim right at the moment! 
 
    Ellen couldn't seem to help herself. In a few more moments, she caved in completely and began to moan and caress Cassidy's long red locks. She tossed her hips up off the bed and ground her pussy eagerly against Cass's talented tongue and clit-kissing lips! 
 
    Cassidy pulled her mouth off Ellen's pussy for just a second. "Twist your own nippies, baby." And then dove right back in, her tongue doing crazy things again to Ellen's clit. 
 
    "Oh! Oh, fuck, you're going to make me come again, Cass!" Ellen's long, throaty moan sounded delirious with arousal. She pulled on Cassidy's hair and then released it and did just what Cass had advised her to do. She took an erect little nipple in each hand and tugged at them as Cassidy ate her to absolute perfection. 
 
    Jesus, this is good! Ellen marveled as her whole body tensed up for a hellacious climax against Cassidy's hungry mouth. Ed ate my pussy really well earlier in the hot tub. He made me come like crazy…but even Ed's not in his wife's league as a pussy licker…that's for damned sure! 
 
    Her orgasm roared out of the depths of her pussy, right up into her well-licked and sucked clit and then up into the nipples at which she twisted and tugged. It gripped at Ellen's whole body with its hot fury and caused her to quake in total ecstasy. She wanted to scream out her unbelievable pleasure, but found that her breath was gone! She sobbed at the intensity of it and pinched her nipples hard, as another white-hot spike of release arced through her entire body. 
 
    Oh, fuck, this is insane! Ellen's frantic mind realized. This is incredible! Oh, fuck, am I ever coming? 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "Pardon my French, but that was un-fucking-believable, Cass." Ellen was finally able to gasp a minute or two after the searing pulses of total release finally ebbed away and left her breathless. 
 
    "Ya' liked it, huh, cutie?" Cassidy whispered in her ear. She had slithered up the bed to lie right next to Ellen's sated body after the furious orgasm had finally died away. 
 
    "Liked it?" Ellen asked incredulously. "Jesus, Cass, I thought I was about to die, I came so hard!" 
 
    "You're welcome." Cass giggled and then Ellen felt her friend's tongue against her earlobe. 
 
    "Quit that," She tried to make her voice sound as stern as she could manage and failed. 
 
    "You know you don't want me to stop…not really," Cassidy whispered and lovingly kissed Ellen's cheek. 
 
    "I do so," Ellen insisted, but she didn't sound—even to her—as if she meant it. 
 
    "I know what you really want," Cassidy murmured as she ignored her old roommate's weak protests, her tone playful in the darkness, her lips right next to Ellen's ear. 
 
    "Oh, and what might that be?" 
 
    Cassidy stirred around next to her and suddenly Ellen felt something warm and soft against her lips, a pebbly little knob at its center, pressed right up to the entrance to her mouth. She heard Cass whisper, "Suck it, Ellen, darling. Suck my hot titty for me baby, please. You know you want to!" 
 
    She started to protest that she did not want to do any such thing, but when she opened her lips to say that, Cassidy fed the warm, pliant nub into her mouth and, almost before she knew it, Ellen found her tongue all over the rubbery little nubbin and marveled at how sweet the flesh tasted. A few seconds later, she took her first tentative little suck, sighed and snuggled in tighter as Cass began to caress her blonde mane. Ellen moaned and reluctantly admitted to herself that to suck Cassidy's pretty tits was just what she wanted after all. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "That's my baby girl!" Cassidy crooned a few minutes later and wriggled her hips against Ellen's mouth and tongue. Her actions speared her friend's tongue deeper into her juicy slit. "Suck my clitty, sweetie, and tongue my puss, darling!" 
 
    Ellen moaned and did just what Cassidy wanted. She couldn't seem to get enough of the other girl's hot, wet, slick little opening, with its honey-sweet girl oil and a light tang of salt and male essence mixed in—that Ellen easily identified as Paul's come—as it leaked out! 
 
    No wonder men like to eat pussy! Ellen thought to herself as she savored the taste and slick warmth of Cassidy's quim against her tongue. This is fun and it tastes wonderful, plus, it's so incredibly naughty! 
 
    "Me too!" Cassidy murmured impatiently at that moment, her tone excited as she gently urged Ellen's head out from between her legs. "Sixty-nine, baby girl; I want to suck your pussy while you suck mine, okay?" 
 
    All Ellen could do was nod and sigh with lust. She was so aroused again! 
 
    Who would have thought that after all of those climaxes she'd had earlier with the guys and the two beautiful orgasms she'd had just a little while ago—courtesy of Cassidy's mouth and fingers—that she'd want to come again? But she did! 
 
    The two of them slid into position quickly, Ellen on top and Cassidy beneath her on her back, and then the two old friends began to gobble each other's pussies like mad. Ellen moaned louder. 
 
    The last time she'd done something like this had been years ago, before she and Paul had gotten married, and back then it had been Paul's dick in her mouth while his tongue was up her slit. That had been fun, she vaguely recalled, but not this much fun! 
 
    "Jesus Christ, would you look at that?" Ellen heard Ed's voice in the darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    The big lamp next to the bed snapped on. It was on the lowest setting, but it still seemed bright to Ellen after the almost total darkness that had cloaked the bedroom until that moment. 
 
    The soft glow revealed that Paul and Ed were awake and on their knees near the girls. Both of them watched intently. The flash of illumination had caught Ellen in mid-lick of Cassidy's pretty little shaved slit and Cassidy lay suddenly frozen in place as well, her tongue pushed deep into Ellen's snatch. 
 
    "That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen in my entire life," Paul said. He sounded not just impressed, but awed by the erotic male fantasy come to life that he now beheld. 
 
    "Yeah, two girls as gorgeous as ours going at each other…that's pretty hard to top," Ed agreed. He stroked is hard dick lightly, his eyes wide, bright with excitement. 
 
    "You are just full of surprises," Paul said, his voice full of undisguised delight as he reached down and lovingly touched his wife's cheek. His other hand was still on his cock, where it moved slowly up and down, his erection fully pumped. 
 
    Ellen felt herself blush but she didn't pull her mouth away from Cass's clit. Her eyes on Paul, she stuck out her tongue fully and ran it all around the pink little knob of flesh as he watched. 
 
    Paul's cock jerked in his fist when he saw her do that. His eyes shone even brighter with lust and his grin grew bigger. He shook his head and whispered, "Goddamn, but you're one hot, sexy little girl when you let yourself be, Ellen!" 
 
    Ellen smiled up at him and licked her way up and down Cassidy's pussy lips. Her husband's eyes never left hers as he eased his very hard cock head downward, until it neared the luscious opening. Ellen flicked her tongue out and ran it all over his prick tip, just as she had Cass's clit seconds before. Paul moaned, leaned in further and Ellen reached out, took his shaft between her fingertips and guided the head into Cassidy's juicy lips. She licked it up and down as it nudged the small pink ring open. 
 
    "Fuck her!" Ellen breathed hotly. She knew her eyes blazed with lust as she urged him forward. "Fuck her for a little while, and then pull it out when you're about to come and I'll suck it for you until you go off in my mouth, darling!" 
 
    Paul shivered with pure delight at that steamy scenario and drilled his now hard-as-a-brick manhood deep into Cassidy's wet little hole, his wife's tongue all over it as it slid inside. He shook his head again in disbelief at her sheer sexiness and whispered, "Who are you, you hot little slut, and what have you done with my sweet, demure little wife?" 
 
    Ellen giggled with delight at the question and went back to lap at Cassidy's clitty while Paul began to fuck her. Cassidy whimpered as Ellen's tongue licked her clit and Paul's hardness stroked her cunt. 
 
    Cass thrust her pussy upward in raction, her own tongue going wild on Ellen's clit. 
 
    "Here's a little something for you, El, you incredibly sexy little bitch!" Ed said from somewhere behind her. 
 
    Ellen felt her pussy penetrated by Ed's huge dick again and smiled. God, but it was good to be alive and be a swinger! 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "Is either one of them awake yet?" Ellen asked. She stood in the middle of Cassidy's tidy kitchen and sipped her orange juice, the dishwasher emptied and the dishes from last night's dinner all neatly put away. 
 
    "Are you kidding?" Cassidy chuckled. "After last night? Those boys are truly fucked out, kid. They'll sleep until noon at least." 
 
    "What time was it when we finally...you know...finished up that last time?" 
 
    It felt somewhat weird to be in the kitchen, dressed only in a full-length bathrobe she'd borrowed from Cass earlier, as she did her best to act as if this topic of conversation were a normal one for two old friends on a bright Sunday morning. All of the taboo, intimate things the four of them had done together last night and into the early morning were never far from her thoughts. 
 
    "It was after five-thirty, I know that," Cassidy said as she casually slipped an arm around Ellen's waist. 
 
    The two of them stood side by side at the sink and stared out into the backyard through the kitchen window, smiles on their faces. Cassidy leaned over, kissed Ellen gently on the cheek and said softly, "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted to lick that sweet little pussy of yours?" 
 
    Ellen turned and looked at her friend, wide-eyed. Cassidy grinned and continued, "From the very first time I saw you unpack your bag in our dorm room when we were eighteen." 
 
    Ellen giggled. She shook her head in delighted disbelief. “No! Not really? Way back then?" 
 
    "Yeah, I was into both guys and girls from junior high on. My fucking tongue used to get hard every time I saw those long, gorgeous legs and that incredibly tight little ass of yours, those beautiful blue eyes—not to mention those sweet mouthfuls of tit!" 
 
    Ellen put her palm on Cassidy's big chest and pushed her away playfully as she giggled with embarrassment at her old friend’s frank admission. "Get out of here! You did not!" 
 
    After another moment, she leaned closer and asked in a whisper, "And…if that's true, then why did you wait so long? Jeez, Cass, think of the fun we've missed out on, all these years!" 
 
    It was Cassidy's turn to giggle. She told Ellen, "If I'd have so much as looked at you funny, way back then, you'd have changed roommates or maybe even colleges! You've got to remember how unbelievably uptight about stuff like that you used to be when you were younger." 
 
    Ellen thought about that for a moment and then laughed. "Younger? I was uptight about stuff like that until early this morning, when this certain redheaded bombshell I know suddenly came on to me and showed me the error of my ways." 
 
    "Are you sorry I did?" 
 
    "Not even a little bit. Last night and this morning opened up a completely new world to me, Cass. A sensual, exotic, fantastic world full of the hottest sex I ever imagined. And I have you to thank for that, girlfriend." 
 
    "Friends forever, then?" 
 
    "Way more than friends, from here on out, lover." Ellen sighed and parted her lips invitingly. "You can count on that." 
 
    'Mmmm, how wonderful!" Cassidy murmured as her mouth found Ellen's. 
 
    It still felt a little strange to kiss her old friend of the same gender so passionately, right out in the sunlight, in the kitchen, Ellen had to admit to herself. 
 
    But not so strange that I couldn't get to really like it, she told herself as she opened her mouth to let Cassidy's hot little wiggler of a tongue inside... 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "So you two are definitely on for next weekend?" Cassidy asked Paul and Ellen, as they stood in the doorway late that Sunday afternoon, ready to head for home. 
 
    Ellen had her scrubbed-clean, empty potato salad bowl in one hand and her other arm draped loosely around Paul's waist, her head leaned over against his shoulder. She felt very relaxed and deeply in love with her husband at that moment and very, very close to Cass and Ed at the same time. 
 
    "We wouldn't miss it for anything, from what you guys told us about it at breakfast," Paul said and flashed Cassidy a broad smile. 
 
    "Breakfast" had actually been served at one-thirty in the afternoon, after Paul and Ed had finally recovered enough from last night's orgy to drag themselves out of bed, take showers and straggle into the kitchen. Ellen and Cassidy had made them eggs and bacon, French toast, and a nice fruit compote. The four of them had eaten outside, at the big redwood table beside the pool and the fateful hot tub. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “So, darling, are we still going to the swing party at Enid and Sam’s place next Saturday night?” Ellen asked, her voice still languid with contentment after the furious orgasm she’d had a few minutes before. 
 
    Paul pulled Ellen closer. They lay back in their big bed, cuddling after their latest bout of torrid, very satisfying sex. It was late Sunday night. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about you, but I just had one of the best weekends of my life, courtesy of our little experiment with swinging,” Paul answered. He stroked her hair and smiled down at her as she kissed his bare chest. “So, I guess I’m for it, as long as you are.” 
 
    When she didn’t answer immediately, he apparently took her hesitation for a lack of enthusiasm and hastened to add. “But I don’t want to push you into anything, honey! If what we did this weekend with Ed and Cassidy was enough for you, that’s okay, too!” 
 
    He grinned at her. “I mean, what we did just now was pretty damned spectacular. Maybe we don’t need to swing anymore to have our old mojo back.” 
 
    Ellen smiled at him like the Cheshire cat. He was right about the sex they’d shared just then. The sheer passion of it, the joy and intensity of it took her back to their college days. It had been hot, wild, and incredibly enjoyable, for both of them. It was what she’d dreamed it could be. 
 
    However, Ellen had no illusions about why things were suddenly so terrific between them again. A good part of it, in her mind, was due to all of the things she'd watched Paul do with naughty, sexy Cassidy this weekend, and what he in turn had witnessed her doing with handsome, well-hung Ed and luscious, gorgeous Cass. 
 
    Besides, fucking Ed and going sixty-nine with Cass had been incredible, especially with Paul watching and smiling. 
 
    And Ellen wanted more. She wanted more of Ed’s big, satisfying cock, and she was instantly horny again at the mere thought of watching Paul fuck Cassidy again…or Enid…or some other hot slut in the swinger’s club! 
 
    “I think it would be fun to go to that party at Sam and Enid’s this weekend with the Flynns,” she finally said, with the most innocent expression she could manage on her face. “Don’t you, darling?” 
 
    “Sure, as long as you’re okay with it, dear,” he smiled. 
 
    Oh, I’m way more than okay with it, Ellen snuggled closer to him. 
 
    With my darling, sexy, studly hubby all fired up and doing me the way he used to, and all of those delicious new men—and women—to sample on weekends? I think I’m going to be just fine from now on! I think we both are! 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sex Party 
 
    Copyright © 2011 C. K. Ralston 
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    As she drove to work that Monday morning, Ellen Markley felt more alive, more excited, more…energized than she could remember feeling in…in forever, really! She maneuvered her car through the heavy downtown traffic with a sly smile on her lips, knowing exactly what was behind her newfound zest for life. Two days ago, on Saturday, she and her husband, Paul, had attended their first-ever swingers' foursome. 
 
    As she drove along, her thoughts wandered back over the fantastic sex she’d experienced that weekend. She also fondly replayed in her mind all of the fiery, passionate couplings she and Paul had engaged in after they'd returned home from their sexy extramarital liaison.  They'd spent most of Sunday in bed together—reliving their recent naughty adventures with the other couple, Ed and Cassidy Flynn—and making love like a pair of sex-crazed high school kids. Definitely not the normal behavior of a couple, married seven years, who'd been slightly bored with each other sexually…until that weekend! 
 
    Ellen could scarcely believe a single two-day span could change her life so completely. There was the obvious impact—super sex between her and Paul once more. But truthfully, the weekend had yielded other discoveries about themselves that neither of the them had anticipated. 
 
    For one thing, neither Ellen nor her husband had ever thought of themselves as being particularly kinky or "wild and crazy" when it came to sex, but this weekend had irreversibly changed that perception. Both of them had come to realize, much to their shock, that they absolutely loved watching their spouses having sex with someone else, especially while they were enjoying the attentions of a new lover themselves as they watched. 
 
    Before the weekend was over, Ellen had further discovered that—far from being repelled by the touch of another woman, as she'd always imagined she would be—she had reveled in the sensual embrace, the taboo kiss, and the sweet taste of female-to-female sexual contact. 
 
    As the wild weekend progressed, she'd had almost as many blisteringly-hot orgasms with Cassidy, her old college roommate and long-time best friend, as she had enjoyed with Cassidy's handsome, well-hung husband, Ed! 
 
    But as far as Ellen was concerned, the biggest bonus from her and Paul's experiment with swinging had been the rekindling of their passion for one other. Their mutual inability to keep their hands off each another after the party was what Ellen had really been seeking from the afternoon and night of pure debauchery with the Flynn's. Their libidos fired by the torrid memories of what they'd enjoyed seeing each other do with the other couple—they had made love more times yesterday afternoon and evening than they had the previous two months. 
 
    Reliving last weekend's steamy memories as she drove wasn't all; she was also feeling a heady anticipation of next weekend's activities as well. 
 
    They'd accepted immediately, when Cassidy and Ed invited them to accompany them to a swingers' house party the following weekend, and the opportunity for more hot swinging sex. They could hardly wait for the next round of sexy fun with Cass and Ed, and also with Enid and Sam, the hosts of next weekend's party. The Flynns had shared some of their experiences with Sam and his wife, so Ellen and Paul were eager to meet and pair off with this new couple and their swinger friends as well. 
 
    "It's going to be so much fun," an excited Ellen whispered under her breath as she swung her Hyundai Elantra into the next lane. "New men to meet, new cocks to play with, hot new girls, with new pussies to lick—how utterly wonderful—I can't wait!" 
 
    Girl on girl sex had been a brand new experience for Ellen, but she'd loved every moment of Saturday's erotic adventure with Cassidy. She couldn't wait to try her newly developed sapphic skills with new female partners. She shivered slightly with anticipation as she thought more about this weekend's party and all of the new people she and Paul would…meet! 
 
    When she stopped at the next light, Ellen glanced right. A young man driving the Toyota next to her saw her looking his way and shot her a flirty grin. He was much younger than her thirty years, barely into his twenties, but he was very cute. 
 
    The conservative, staid Ellen Markley of a week ago wouldn't have reacted to such an overt come on at all, but the new, fun-loving Ellen couldn't seem to help flashing the young man a sexy smile in return. He nodded knowingly and mouthed "You're hot!" through his closed window, as his smile grew even bigger. 
 
    "So are you, cutie!" Ellen mimed back and then sped away as the light turned green, laughing with guilty delight. 
 
    This is so much fun! Ellen thought—her heart pounding as she headed toward her office building a few blocks distant. Flirting with hot young guys, teasing them a little, is so incredibly great! 
 
    Last week the thought of her, a happily married woman, playing the coquette with a great looking stranger would have shocked her. Now she saw no harm in it. The young guy would probably brag to his buddies all day about getting a big come-on smile from an "older" blonde hottie on the way to work. And, Ellen's nipples were half erect inside her bra after the exchange and her pussy felt lightly damp. Where was the bad in that? 
 
    After all, hadn’t Cyndi Lauper had gotten it exactly right years ago when she’d sang the line, "Girls just wanna' have fun!"? 
 
    Still laughing gaily at that risqué notion, Ellen made the turn into her high-rise office building's underground parking garage and found her assigned spot. As the Assistant Director and second in command of the small non-profit group she worked for, The Clean Water Initiative, Ellen had a designated parking place. She stepped into the nearby elevator, and headed for the group's fifteenth floor offices, smiling over her pleasant and slightly-naughty encounter with the young man in the Toyota. 
 
    “Well, you sure look like you're in a good mood for a Monday morning," Jan, the receptionist, commented when Ellen opened the door to the outer office bearing, a happy smile on her face. "You must've had a great weekend." 
 
    You don't know the half of it, Ellen thought as she grinned at Jan. If you knew what my handsome stud of a hubby and I did on Saturday night, your young heart would probably skip a few beats! 
 
    "Yeah, it was pretty great," she answered before proceeding into her office. 
 
    She'd barely stowed the lunch she’d brought in the small half-refrigerator next to her file cabinet when Jan came into the office with a cup of coffee, made just the way her boss liked it. 
 
    Jan, barely twenty had begun working at the Imitative as an unpaid intern before accepting the full-time job as receptionist last fall. She was short, curvy, and had enormous brown eyes on her pretty face that looked even bigger behind heroversized horn-rimmed eyeglasses. Her rich brown hair was clipped in a short bob with bangs halfway down her forehead. 
 
    Seeing Jan still there, vacantly looking at her with a half-smile, Ellen asked, "Thanks, Jan, is there something else?" When Ellen spoke, the girl started back to reality, and whatever daydream she had been indulging in suddenly vanished. 
 
    "Oh, no, I was just admiring your suit and that blouse," the girl stammered. "You…you always look so professional…so and put-together and just right. I hope I can learn to dress as smartly as you before I finish my degree and start hunting for a permanent job." 
 
    Ellen gave her a reassuring smile as she said, "I'm sure you'll do just fine. Besides, graduation is still a couple years down the road for you, right? We might even have a spot for you here at the Initiative by then, you never know." 
 
    "Oh, I'd like that!" the receptionist gushed. "I just love working here, especially working for you!" 
 
    A perception, which felt new and slightly alien to her, fluttered to the surface of Ellen's consciousness. Before last weekend, she would have been oblivious to it, but now, looking up at the fawning girl, she realized with a start—She's got the hots for me! I think our little Jan is one of those girls who crave sex with other girls! Who would have ever thought? 
 
    Just to confirm her suspicions, Ellen reached out and touched Jan's right hand, which was still resting on the far side of the desk. The girl gasped as Ellen's fingers glided across the back of her hers and then retreated from the desk as if the light caress had burned her skin. 
 
    "I like working with you too, dear," Ellen said in a low whisper that came out sounding sexy and inviting. "Having a girl as nice looking as you on the front desk gives the place some pizzazz, you know?" 
 
    Her curiosity temporarily satisfied, she shifted her demeanor back to all business and dismissed the girl with a somewhat brusque, "Now you'd better get back out front before everyone wonders where you disappeared to, okay?" 
 
    Jan nodded—an uncertain smile on her face and a slight blush on her cheeks. She stumbled awkwardly away from the desk, turned on her heel, and rushed toward the doorway. But she couldn't resist a sidelong, hopeful little glance back over her shoulder at Ellen before she left the room. 
 
    Well, well…a little sexual tension in the workplace, Ellen thought smugly, now surer than ever that she had been right about Jan's orientation. 
 
    Who would have ever suspected it? Not me, certainly…before last weekend. 
 
    She got up and went over to her door and closed it for privacy. When she slid back into her high-backed leather chair, she swiveled it around so that she could look out the window at the capital building a few blocks away and then reached into her purse for her cell phone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    "Hi, hon, can you talk for a minute?" 
 
    "Uh, sure, as long as I don't have to say much," Paul Markley murmured into his cell phone and Ellen realized that he was probably within earshot of his colleagues at work. "What's up?" 
 
    She took a deep breath and plunged ahead, keeping her voice down to help avoid eavesdroppers on Paul's end. "Remember last week, when we looked up all of the swinger rules and etiquette on that website, before we committed to the party with Cass and Ed?" 
 
    "Uh…yeah…" Paul's voice trailed off and she could hear the unspoken question there—what is this all about? 
 
    "Well, you know what we decided, that I could uh…do any guy I liked, as long as I did everything in front of you or with your knowledge and vice versa.” 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "We agreed that anything was okay, so long as we both knew about it And we agreed that either of us sneaking off with someone else to have sex would be just as bad as some conventional non-swinger couple cheating on one another—remember?" 
 
    "Ah-huh," Paul's reply was again short and his tone bordered on exasperation. "What's up, El?" 
 
    "The thing is, we never discussed me and other girls, because we didn't know, at the time, that I might ever be…uh…interested in other women." 
 
    "Yeah?" Paul's voice sounded both relieved and inquisitive. "Did you…um, run into someone that…?" 
 
    "I think so," Ellen whispered into the phone. "You remember Jan, the cute young receptionist in our office you met at the Christmas party last winter?" 
 
    "Sure, the pretty little brunette with the…" When he stopped talking, Ellen surmised that one of his co-workers must be standing nearby. 
 
    "With the hot figure and the big boobs?" Ellen finished his sentence, a smile on her face imagining Paul's reaction. 
 
    "That's the one!" 
 
    "Well, I'm not totally sure, but I think little Jan has a real girl-crush on me, babe. Is it okay with you if I find out if I'm right?" 
 
    "Sure, go ahead. I only wish you could take some video of that, if I can't be there to see it!" Paul blurted, clearly so excited by the mental picture of his wife and the hot young girl together in bed that enthusiasm briefly won out over his need for discretion. 
 
    Ellen laughed. "I think a camera in the room during our first tryst might tend to make her a little self-conscious, hon." 
 
    She looked out the window at the capital dome. "Anyway, you've been getting home so late most nights—I thought I might ask Jan over for a drink after work tonight. Just to see what, if anything…develops. Is that okay with you, darling?" 
 
    "Fine with me," Paul replied, "like I said, my only regret is that I won't be there to see it." 
 
    "I regret that too, dear, but it might be for the best," Ellen said. "I'm not even certain I'm reading Jan right. I'm new at this girl-girl stuff. She may not want to party with me. Or, if she's exclusively lesbian, she definitely wouldn't want a man in the mix. So a one-on-one session between us girls at first seems the best way to go." 
 
    "Yeah, you're probably right, El," he agreed, "if something works out, maybe I can be there for the second…meeting between you two, okay?" 
 
    "Definitely, darling," Ellen said happily. “I’ll have full details for you when you get home tonight." 
 
    "Oooooh, I like that!" Paul whispered, "I can't wait to hear about it!" 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    "This is so nice of you, Ellen!" Jan gushed as Ellen brought the car to a stop inside her garage, at five thirty that evening. 
 
    "Well, you said that you wanted to learn more about office fashion, so you could dress more professionally as your career progresses," Ellen pointed out, as she led the girl to the door leading into her kitchen. 
 
    "I do, but most bosses wouldn't go out of their way to help, the way you are, Ellen," Jan replied in that enthralled, hero-worshipping-schoolgirl voice of hers convincing Ellen even more she'd been right about the girl's infatuation with her. 
 
    "There's a ton of stuff to eat in the fridge," Ellen said, pointing to it as they swept into the kitchen. "I'll throw together some dinner for us in a little while, after our discussion of the dos and don'ts of dressing for success is over, okay?" 
 
    Jan nodded eagerly and Ellen pretended that a thought had just struck her. "Hey, how about a cocktail—would you like a little something to sip on while we sort through my closet? I'm in the mood for a cosmo, myself." 
 
    "What's a cosmo?" 
 
    "Its short for cosmopolitan, hon. It's a small glassful of pure yumminess, I assure you," Ellen told her young protégé as she went over to the fridge and started pulling out the ingredients. "Here, I'll whip us up a couple of them so you can try one and see if you like it. Then I'll make up a pitcherful for us to sip on if you do." 
 
    Ellen deftly tossed the combination of lemon vodka, triple-sec, lime and cranberry juices together with some ice into a cocktail shaker, shook it vigorously for a moment, and then poured the result into two martini glasses. 
 
    She handed one to Jan, clicked glasses with her, and said, "To fashion." 
 
    Jan tasted the pink concoction cautiously and then beamed. "Wow! That is yummy!" 
 
    Ellen laughed at Jan's girlish enthusiasm. Then she rapidly made a pitcher of the potent drinks and put it in the refrigerator. Afterward she guided Jan out into the living room and down the hall to the master bedroom. 
 
    "Gee, this is a great house, Ellen," Jan murmured, her head swiveling all around to take in the large ranch-style home's decorator-perfect furnishings. 
 
    "Yeah, Paul makes a great living as regional sales manager over at the insurance firm he works for, and I do pretty well with the Initative," Ellen commented as she snapped on the light in the bedroom and went over to the wall-length closet with its mirrored double doors. "So we didn't mind spending some money to get the place just the way we wanted it after we bought it." 
 
    She drank the remainder of her cosmo, then put the empty glass down on a nightstand next to the bed and began casually removing her clothes. Jan's eyes grew big as Ellen's stylish suit coat came off, followed by her shell-gray blouse and pearl necklace. The girl nervously gulped down the last of her own drink as she watched Ellen undo her skirt, toss it on a chair, kick off her heels, and shimmy out of her pantyhose. 
 
    "That's better," she sighed, as she unsnapped her bra and shrugged out it. She took the empty glass from Jan and put it next to hers. "I don't know about you, but as much as I love getting dressed up and looking all coordinated and professional for the office, I just love coming home and getting naked so that I can finally relax, you know?" 
 
    She casually slid her panties off and, now totally nude, bent over, and picked up her discarded underwear and clothing. She sauntered into the nearby master bathroom and deposited the undergarments in the hamper and then came back out into the bedroom. 
 
    Ellen smiled knowingly as she saw that Jan's breathing had grown shallow. She also picked up on the slight nervous tremor in the girl's hands as her eyes moved up and down her nude, willowy body. 
 
    "Why are you so on edge, dear?" Ellen whispered softly—trying desperately to keep the rising excitement out of her own voice—as she stepped over closer to the girl, reached up and ran her fingertips lightly over Jan's cheek. "You must have seen dozens of naked girls in high school, in gym class." 
 
    "Yeah…but…but they weren't you!" Jan whispered back, her eyes alive with excitement and her voice cracking with emotion. 
 
    "Oh? Am I something…special, Jan?" both her voice and her touch were as soft as dove's feathers as she stroked the trembling girl's cheek. 
 
    "Y-Yes!" Jan managed to croak, her body shaking even more visibly. "You're like a goddess, Ellen! You're so pretty I can't even believe it…especially like that…naked, I mean!" 
 
    Ellen looked at the pair of them in the mirrored door. She was several inches taller than Jan, and she had to admit, her five-foot, seven-inch body was long and lean and extremely well-shaped. 
 
    It ought to be, she thought. I work hard enough to keep it that way! 
 
    Her honey-blonde locks were cut in a fashionable long-shag style that highlighted her white skin, very pretty face, and cornflower-blue eyes. 
 
    "Oh, I'm attractive enough," she finally murmured to Jan and leaned in just a bit closer, enjoying her new role as seductress of young girls. "But I don't think I'm goddess material or anything. Do you, Jan, I mean, really?" 
 
    "Oh, God yes!" Jan blurted, her pretty young face screwing itself up into an anguished, pleading, mask of pure desire. 
 
    Ellen was afraid for a moment that the poor girl might actually burst into tears. The intensity of Jan's infatuation with her—the younger girl's unmistakable yearning, the nervousness and embarrassment she was feeling over her "unnatural" lust for another female—was all there on her face as plain as day. 
 
    "You're one of those girls who likes sex with other girls, aren't you, sweetie?" Ellen asked in a soft whisper, as she patted Jan on the cheek with her palm, to comfort her, to reassure her that there was nothing to be nervous about. 
 
    "I…I did…uh…experiment a little when I was younger," Jan admitted, unable to look Ellen in the eye. She sighed and looked up again. "It's just that you're so beautiful and so cool and so…I don't know…together, Ellen! I can't help it—I can't seem to take my eyes off you at work!" 
 
    "Oh, that's okay," Ellen smiled at her and leaned forward and down just a little, so that her lips were a half-inch away from Jan's. "I think you're pretty hot too, cutie!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Their first kiss was as soft and gentle and sweet as could be. Ellen felt Jan tremble almost uncontrollably in her arms as their lips met. She stroked the younger girl's hair soothingly with one hand and caressed her back with the other, her mouth opening just slightly. 
 
    Jan moaned and opened her lips as well and Ellen's hot, hungry tongue immediately slipped inside and found hers. The young brunette gasped at the first contact and quivered with excitement in Ellen's arms. 
 
    What a hot little thing she is, Ellen marveled as the kiss went on! She's so eager for this, and yet so nervous! 
 
    "Come on, baby, let's take this off, okay?" Ellen whispered when she finally pulled her lips from Jan's moments later and took a coat lapel in each hand. 
 
    Jan nodded acquiescence, her face red with embarrassment and out-and-out arousal, as Ellen eased her jacket off and tossed it on top of the skirt on a nearby chair. Ellen undid the buttons on the girl's blouse, pulled it free of the skirt she wore and the blouse soon joined the coat on the chair. 
 
    Jesus! I think those might be bigger than Cassidy's! Ellen thought, amazed, as she eyed the impressive cleavage nestled in the heavy-duty brassiere Jan wore. 
 
    Her fingers moved down to the girl's waist and in moments, the skirt slid down onto the carpet. She guided Jan's movements, helping her step clear of the skirt, bent and retrieved it and threw it over onto the chair. As she straightened back up, she hooked a thumb in either side of Jan's pantyhose and eased them off as well. 
 
    "You've got me curious, kitten," Ellen murmured, reaching around behind Jan and unsnapping the sturdy brassiere. "Are these as big as they look in that bra?" 
 
    Jan's breasts rolled free as Ellen eased the undergarment off and tossed it away. The girl's twin mounds were at least as big as Ellen's best friend, Cassidy's, huge rack, but they looked even larger on Jan's shorter, compact body. 
 
    "My goodness, what a set!" Ellen said and then looked up at Jan, a big smile of obvious approval on her face. 
 
    "Are they too big?" Jan's voice was small and hesitant. 
 
    "God no! They're gorgeous!" Ellen sighed and captured a protruding nipple in each hand and began to lightly tease them. 
 
    "Ohhhhhh! Oh, God, Ellen!" Jan moaned and shivered from head to toe at Ellen's gentle tweaking of her sensitive flesh.  "When you touch me…it's just so…exciting!" 
 
    Ellen smile and bent forward, her lips near Jan's right nipple. "How about when I do this, sweetie?" 
 
    She let go of the right knob and eased her lips over it instead, her tongue gliding over the pebbly surface. Jan gasped and put her hand on the back of Ellen's head and pulled her mouth in tighter. 
 
    "Oh! Oh, suck it, please!" the girl begged, her knees nearly buckling. "Suck my hot titty, Ellen!" 
 
    Ellen did as she asked, while her free hand stole downward to flick Jan's last remaining article of clothing, a pair of dowdy, utilitarian panties, clear of her hips. She nibbled lightly at Jan's firm little knob of flesh as the panties glided free of Jan’s lushly rounded ass and slid downward to puddle around her bare feet. The girl's now-revealed pussy furrow was shaved completely bare and looked so pink and adorable that Ellen's mouth watered as she stared at it. 
 
    "I'm going to suck it all for you, baby," Ellen promised, panting slightly from her own growing arousal as she pulled her lips from one nipple and sought the other, her fingers coming up to tease the spittle-shiny pink knob they'd just left. 
 
    Jan sighed and Ellen brought her other hand around in front to massage the girl's small cleft. A long middle finger eased into the juicy opening as her lips continued to worship the brunette's pulsing nipple. She began to finger-fuck Jan's slippery pussy lips slowly, taking special care to drag her invading finger in and out over the girl's aroused, pea-like clit as she did so. 
 
    "Ohhhhh! Oh, fuck!" Jan gasped, shivering. "That feels so wonderful! Oh, Jesus, Ellen! Suck my hot nippies and finger my pussy…please! 
 
    For another minute or so, Ellen granted her begging request and then, when the younger girl was trembling and moaning and tugging insistently at Ellen's blonde mane, she stopped and straightened up. After a quick, sensual kiss with lots of tongue, she pulled her lips away from Jan's and nodded toward the king sized bed across the room. 
 
    "Shall we get in bed, honey?" she suggested in a low, urgent whisper. "That way I can really love that gorgeous little body of yours properly, all right?" 
 
    Jan was too turned on to speak. Instead, she nodded eagerly and let Ellen lead her to the bed. She helped her boss peel back the covers and got right in as Ellen guided her downward and onto her back. 
 
    "Mmmmm, your little mouth is so sweet, baby!" Ellen sighed after sliding in next to Jan and giving her a long, lingering kiss that was full of tongue. 
 
    She bent lower and kissed Jan's left nipple, dragging her tongue around the sensitive surface until the girl moaned and wriggled her ass around in a circle. Ellen eased her right hand back onto the younger woman's hot slit and began to finger her again as she sucked at the hot nubbin. 
 
    "Oh! Oh, God, you know just how to do me!" Jan gasped, her fingers once more finding Ellen's golden locks and tugging at them, drawing her head in tighter. 
 
    The ecstatic girl began to roll her hips in time with Ellen's finger thrusts and pushed her torso up off the bed as well, the better to feed her globe-like breasts into her lover's hot mouth. Jan whimpered and worked her clitty shamelessly against Ellen's finger, her breaths growing shorter and shorter. 
 
    "Oh, I'm gonna' come, Ellen!" she groaned after another minute of the torrid tit-sucking and the soft "squish-squish" sound of Ellen's finger-fucking. 
 
    Ellen drew her finger out of the girl's pussy and stopped sucking at her throbbing nipple. She looked up at Jan and gave her a saucy wink, then fed the glistening-with-lube finger slowly into her mouth, licking off all of the thick, clear pussy oil as Jan watched. 
 
    "Mmmmm! Yum, yum, cutie!" Ellen sighed as she stared up at her through the vee created by the girl's up-thrust tits. Her head then began moving lower, down Jan's taut belly, her lips pausing here and there to kiss the smooth skin. "This pussy is too sweet to pass up, even for another second. I want you to come in my mouth, baby, while I lick you off!" 
 
    Jan shivered and opened her legs wide as Ellen moved up and over her right thigh and dropped into place right in front of the girl's gaped-open, juicy lips. Jan moaned and pushed her pussy upward pleadingly. 
 
    "Oh, God, Ellen--you're so pretty! So elegant…such a lady!" Jan whispered, so excited she could barely get the words out. "I've daydreamed about this ever since I went to work as a volunteer, but I never really believed…that we would ever actually… that you would…you know!" 
 
    "Oh, but I will," Ellen promised her, flashing her widest, naughtiest smile. She bent low once more and kissed Jan's clit lightly for the first time before adding, "I will, and I'll love every second of it, you pretty little thing!" 
 
    Ellen raked her tongue across Jan's tiny pink bud and then plunged it all the way into her sopping-wet depths. The younger girl groaned and pushed her hips forward, as though wanting even more of her boss's wriggly invader inside her. 
 
    "Oh, eat me, Ellen!" she sighed in ecstasy. "You can't know how I've dreamed about this!" 
 
    Ellen murmured against the girl's slick lips, tongued her again, and sucked out an exquisitely tangy-sweet, slippery mouthful of pussy juice. She swallowed it eagerly and delved for more. Her tongue began to fuck Jan's pussy in a gentle rhythm that soon had the girl whining and wiggling about and tugging at Ellen's hair again. 
 
    "Oh, it's so good! Oh, Jesus, Ellen, do you ever know how to eat a girl's cunt or what?" Jan panted, shivering from head to toe, clearly right on the cusp of her climax. 
 
    Ellen pushed her lips tighter onto Jan's clit and sucked. She nipped ever so lightly at the tender bundle of nerve endings as she sucked at it, and batted it with her tongue-tip. 
 
    "Aggghhhhhhhh!" Jan screamed, her whole body going into spasm. She whipped her head from side to side on the pillow and wailed out her joy as a hot, sweet jet of girl-come spattered out onto Ellen's tongue and lips. 
 
    Ooooh! She's a squirter! I like that! Ellen swallowed the hot outpouring and worked her mouth and tongue all over Jan's contracting cunny. What a hot little girl our Jan is! 
 
    "Ellen! Oh, God, Ellen! I'm coming so hard!" Jan screamed a moment later, as she gasped for breath. "You're making me come like crazy!" 
 
    Ellen stayed with the bucking, shivering girl until the last of her intense spasms died away. She somehow managed to keep her mouth glued to Jan's hunched pussy until the younger woman at last gave a huge sigh and melted back onto the bed. 
 
    "Oh, fuck! What an orgasm!" Jan whispered happily. 
 
    She pushed up onto her elbows and grinned down at Ellen, who was getting back up onto her hands and knees. "I can't believe it! You're always so prim and proper and buttoned-down around work. But you're such a hottie in bed!" 
 
    "Maybe it's you, princess?" Ellen suggested--a wry smile on her face as she moved back up next to Jan in the bed. "Maybe you really turn me on. Did you ever think of that?" 
 
    Jan flopped back down and wrapped her arms around Ellen's slender neck and drew her downward. Just before they kissed, she whispered, "Well, all I know is that you sure turn me on, darling!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Ellen quickly discovered two things about Jan. The recent orgasm hadn't dampened her ardor for Ellen's body even slightly--if anything, it had merely whetted her appetite for it. Secondly, she found out that when the girl had uttered her demure statement about merely "experimenting" with other girls earlier…she was being much too modest about her level of lesbian experience and enthusiasm for it! 
 
    Jan pressed her lips to Ellen's, clearly not minding the taste of her own pussy secretions on her lover's mouth and tongue. She sucked at Ellen's tongue hungrily, her tongue gliding all over it as she sucked. 
 
    "Mmm!" Ellen murmured, her pussy lips winking open and closed with rising excitement as the younger girl's sensual kiss sent throbs of arousal through Ellen’s clit. 
 
    Jan let Ellen's tongue slip from her lips as she pulled her head back, her brown eyes seemed alive with lust. She beamed happily down at Ellen, who was on her back in the middle of the bed. 
 
    "Your nipples are so pink and ripe!" Jan hissed, eying Ellen's twin hillocks—with their very erect centers—looking as if she were famished for them. "I'm gonna' suck 'em so good for you, babe! I'm gonna' eat that hot bod of yours right up!" 
 
    Ellen grinned up at her and languidly stretched her long body out for the adoring girl, like a cat sunning itself. Her hand snaked around the back of Jan's head and pulled her downward. 
 
    "How wonderful." Ellen sighed contentedly as she guided Jan's lips down onto her breast. "Suck away, beautiful." 
 
    Jan's lips found Ellen's right nipple and she sucked Ellen's mound into her mouth. Her tongue went wild on the smooth skin, swirling around and around the upright nub of female flesh at its center. 
 
    "That's a good girl!" Ellen's body wriggled about beneath Jan's warm, sucking lips. "Suck 'em! Suck my hot boobies, darling!" 
 
    The young brunette had nearly half of Ellen's medium sized right breast in her mouth, and her hand stole over to enfold the left orb and knead it expertly as her lips and tongue sent fabulous sensations echoing through its twin. Ellen gasped. She stroked Jan's short locks, as if imploring her to gobble the sensitive flesh up with even greater passion. 
 
    "God! You're so fucking beautiful, Ellen!" Jan panted as she switched tits, her hand grabbing at Ellen's saliva-slick right globe as her mouth engulfed the other one. 
 
    Ellen felt beautiful at that moment, with the pretty youngster worshipping her body so avidly with her mouth and fingers. She glanced over at their reflection in the mirrored closet doors. The way the the bed was angled, she could watch Jan on her hands and knees, going wild on her left breast and see Jan'ssexy slit wet with excitement from sucking Ellen's tits. 
 
    Unable to resist touching the enticingly wet slit, Ellen watched herself in the glass as she dipped her middle finger up into Jan's pussy. The girl gasped. She fingered Jan's opening and sensed her teeth teasing close upon her nipple. Jan moaned as her cute young ass swayed all over the place as Ellen finger-fucked the tight little hole. 
 
    Never missing a stroke into Jan's hot pussy, Ellen whispered, "Don't bite too hard, darling, You wouldn't want to hurt my titty with those sharp little teeth of yours, would you?" 
 
    Jan's mouth came up off Ellen's swollen nipple. She shook her head "no", her big eyes afire with lust. "No! I'd never hurt you, Ellen! I love you too much to ever do that!" 
 
    So…the little minx is in love with me! 
 
    Jan momentarily looked panicked as she realized what she'd said. Her face colored with embarrassment, as she slid along Ellen's long body and lay on her tummy between her legs. Her voice was hot, low and urgent as she whispered, "Here, let me make you come like you've never come before in your life." 
 
    The girl's soft lips encircled Ellen's clit and the gentle suction began immediately, Jan's tongue gliding across Ellen's fully-aroused bud. Ellen moaned and flopped back onto the bed, her legs open wide. 
 
    The girl's mouth went at Ellen's sex with all the fervor of a parched man at an oasis. I was so right about her! She's got a crush on me the way a high school girl lusts after the varsity quarterback who barely notices her. 
 
    Still sucking and licking at her clit, Jan slipped her middle finger into Ellen's pussy. Ellen groaned and began to work her hips against the maddening lips, tongue, and finger combination. Her pussy fluttered with excitement. God, but Jan was good at this lezzy stuff! 
 
    A second finger joined the first, making for a tighter finger-fuck. In addition to Jan's knowing tongue and sucking lips, Ellen felt the gliding fingers propelling her rapidly toward her first orgasm of the evening. 
 
    A few moments later, a third finger eased inside her. Ellen thought of her husband, Paul's, cock, which was almost nine inches long when he was fully erect and just about as thick as Jan's bunched fingers. 
 
    "Oh, darling! What are you doooooing?" Elle cooed as a fourth finger joined the other three. 
 
    Jan didn't bother to answer. She waited until Ellen's pussy had stretched out enough to handle all of her bundled fingers, and then deftly added her thumb. 
 
    "Oh, dear God!" Ellen moaned—her cunny suddenly stretched more than it had ever been. 
 
    Her mind immediately flashed back to last weekend and Ed, Cassidy's handsome, big-dicked hubby, whose cock was about an inch longer than Paul's and a bit thicker as well. By the end of the weekend, Ellen had come to love the feel Ed's big prick splitting her wide open as he fucked her, but at first it had taken some getting used to. 
 
    Could she get used to what Jan was doing to her now, she wondered? Would she come to enjoy it as much as she had eventually come to revel in the feel of Ed's huge dick shoved up inside her? 
 
    "Just relax, honey," Jan said at that moment, her mouth coming off Ellen's clitty. "You'll love this, I promise! And don't worry…I won't hurt you." 
 
    Ellen started to ask what it was that she would love when, all of a sudden, Jan pushed forward sharply, her fingers and thumb drawn together as tightly as she could bundle them. The girl's whole hand punched down into Ellen's stretchy lips and popped through the elastic ring of muscle, burying Jan's hand up inside Ellen all the way to her wrist. 
 
    With a wicked little smile of triumph, Jan made a fist inside Ellen and began to work it and her forearm in and out. Ellen's eyes rolled back in her head as what felt like a mule's cock began fucking her stretched wide opening. 
 
    "Oh, Jesus! It's too much! Pull it out! It's too big!" she pleaded. 
 
    "Shhhhhh! Every girl enjoys a good fisting, once she get used to it, darling," Jan assured her, shoving her right forearm into Ellen until it seemed as if half of it was inside her, along with the bulb-like hardness of the girl's closed fist. 
 
    Jan leaned down and kissed Ellen's clit, then ran her hot, slippery tongue all over it as she continued to penetrate her with her fist, wrist and forearm. Ellen moaned again and held still, afraid that she might tear something if she moved at all. 
 
    Jan's lips on Ellen's clit began to suck in time with the arm moving up and back. After a few more strokes, Ellen's hips began to roll upward to meet the descending bludgeon. 
 
    I'm fucking her back! She realized with amazement at her own body's reaction. I'm actually fucking her back! 
 
    There was no sound in the room except for the steady, in-and-out squish of Jan's arm reaming out Ellen's stretched-open pussy. After another minute of the gentle, but relentless penetration, Ellen groaned and grabbed Jan by the hair with both hands. 
 
    "Suck it!" she panted. "Oh, God! Suck my clitty and fist my pussy, you little slut!" 
 
    She worked her hips up off the mattress in time with the strokes, driving Jan's arm even deeper inside her. She felt the girl's fist clear up inside her womb! 
 
    God, what's happening to me? She thought frantically, her whole lower torso suddenly on fire with the need to orgasm. It feels so good! Jesus, who knew that something that big could feel that good up inside you? 
 
    "Uh! Oh, oh, yeah!" she found herself imploring Jan aloud. "Fuck it! Fuck my pussy hard with your fist! Suck my hot clit, you sweet little bitch!" 
 
    It's like she promised, Ellen realized as she quivered on the brink of the biggest orgasm she'd ever imagined. She's gonna' make me come like I've never come before! 
 
    The Fourth of July went off inside Ellen's head as her pussy muscles clenched down on Jan's wrist and her body began to jerk and spasm its way through a furious climax! Ellen whimpered and closed her eyes, her hips thrusting up off the bed. "Coming…oh, fuck! I'm coming so hard, baby!" she was able to gasp as the full-body muscle contractions gripped her. "Oh! Oh, fuuuccckkkk!" 
 
    Jan grinned impishly for a moment and then she started fisting Ellen's gripping cunt again as she resumed licking her clit. The girl forced her hand and wrist in and out, despite the fierce seizure of the slippery, muscular sheath, as Ellen whimpered and came even harder. 
 
    "Ohhhh! It's so good!" Ellen moaned mindlessly. It was as if her whole body…her whole being was coming—not just her pussy! 
 
    The two of them moved together for what seemed like forever. At last, the savage jolts of pleasure coursing through her clit slowly lost their fierceness beneath Jan's gentle lips and tongue. Ellen stopped jerking her hips up to meet the girl's thrusts and dropped back onto the bed and let out a long, satisfied sigh. 
 
    "Enough, baby!" she whispered. "God…that was absolutely amazing!" 
 
    Jan pulled her mouth from Ellen's clit and smiled up at her shyly. She began to ease her forearm out. The movement produced a sucking sound as Jan's hand slowly pulled free of Ellen's slick lips. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Ellen gasped as Jan worked her hand out then eased her way back up the bed to lie next to her. Ellen could see her own pussy in the mirrored closet door across the room. The opening between Ellen's legs—which was normally narrow and pink—now gaped wide open, gleaming with girl-lube, and it was an angry red. She looked over at Jan in a panic. 
 
    "Don't worry," Jan smiled at her and kissed her on the cheek. "Pussy's stretch, but they snap right back into place. In a half hour, you'll never know that your pretty little slit ever had a fist inside it, darling. Trust me…I know about these things." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    "So, do you want me to return the favor, and fist you when we go back in the bedroom, sweetie?” Ellen whispered in Jan's ear as she put the dishes from the quick dinner they'd had just shared, into the sink. 
 
    They were standing in the kitchen, dressed in robes and Jan wore Paul's robe which was so long on her that it drug on the linoleum. She'd rolled up the sleeves and looked absolutely adorable, like a small child wearing an adult’s clothes. 
 
    Jan glanced at Ellen and smiled teasingly. She put her empty cosmo glass on the counter, reached over and pushed Ellen's right sleeve up. She pretended to study her boss's revealed hand and forearm critically. 
 
    "Hmmmm, your arm is nice and thin, but your hands are bigger than mine," the girl said doubtfully. "I'm not sure that you could get your fingers up inside me. My pussy opening is kind of small and tight." 
 
    Ellen smiled back, knowing the younger woman was teasing. She gave Jan a mock frown. "Yeah, mine used to be that way too…until this little sex maniac I met at work shoved her whole arm up inside me!" 
 
    Giggling, Jan slipped her hand in between the folds of Ellen's robe and eased her middle finger up into her. She wiggled it around and then removed it. As she slowly licked all of the gleaming oil while Ellen watched, she said, "Everything seems to be completely back to normal, just like I promised," 
 
    Jan went on to whisper, her eyes full of mischief, "All tight and slick and positively delicious!" 
 
    Ellen put her own empty cocktail glass down and gathered the girl into her embrace. Impatiently, Jan tugged the tie on her robe open and then undid Ellen's, so that their naked breasts touched as they kissed. 
 
    The sensation of Jan's tongue roaming all over the inside of her mouth once more as her nipples glided against the younger girl's big tits soon had Ellen gasping for breath. She ran her hand through Jan's dark hair and rubbed her rapidly swelling nubs eagerly against the soft, smooth breast flesh. 
 
    "Bedroom!" Ellen sighed after another minute of the hot kissing and sensual touching, tearing her lips from Jan's. "Let’s go back in the bedroom…right now, cutie! Okay?" 
 
    "Umm! Oh, yeah!" Jan agreed—her eyes bright with lust. 
 
    She grabbed Ellen's hand and led her toward the master bedroom. Once inside, the robes vanished and the two women lay in the center of the big bed, arms around each another, lips and tongues meeting, their pelvises grinding together as they frantically kissed. 
 
    "My titties!" Jan pleaded, breaking the kiss at last, her voice tight, and her eyes aglow with need. "Oh, suck my big titties for me again, Ellen, please?" 
 
    Ellen didn't bother to answer. She pushed Jan onto her back and began to suck hungrily at the girl's jutting nipple. She caught its twin between her fingertips as she sucked and began to tug gently at it as she licked and nibbled. 
 
    "Oh, El!" Jan moaned—her eyes closed in ecstasy. "Suck 'em! You suck 'em so good, darling!" 
 
    Ellen switched tits and kept on gobbling the taut young flesh. She ran her tongue all over Jan's enlarged nipples and nipped lightly at them with her teeth until the girl was groaning. Soon, Jan’s trim little ass started coming up off the bed, in search of a caressing touch. 
 
    As she was about the slip a finger into Jan's pussy, the phone next to the bed rang. Perturbed, Ellen glanced at the caller ID window, to see who was interrupting her fun. She wasn't going to answer it until she recognized the number. Paul's cell phone! 
 
    She looked up apologetically at Jan, sighed, and then reached for the ringing instrument. 
 
    "My meeting just broke up, I'm in my car—are you going to need more time? Or should I come home?" 
 
    Ellen thought frantically. She really, really liked playing with Jan! 
 
    But having Paul here, with his beautiful hard cock, wouldn't be bad either…as long as Jan was okay with it! She murmured into the phone. "Take your time driving, darling. Call me back in ten minutes or so and I'll give you an answer, okay?" 
 
    She hung up and looked up at Jan. "That was my hubby." 
 
    After a long pause, as she stroked Jan's erect left nipple idly with her fingertips, she asked, "Are you strictly a girl's girl? Or do you like men too, darling? 
 
    Jan colored immediately. She gave out with a guilty little giggle and then admitted, "I like guys all right. I lean toward women…but I've fucked lots of boys, too." 
 
    "What did you think of my Paul, when you saw him at the Christmas Party last winter?" 
 
    With a sigh, Jan said, "He's dreamy, Ellen! He's so tall and buffed and handsome!" 
 
    Her voice trailed off. After another moment, she added, "He's the reason I never thought I'd end up in bed with you—no matter how much I might daydream about it." 
 
    Seeing Ellen's confusion at that statement, Jan went on to explain, "You two were so great together at the party, dancing and laughing and having such a good time with each other. You looked like the straightest, most happily-married girl in the world. I was sure you'd never look at anyone else after seeing you with Paul!" 
 
    Ellen tweaked her nipple lightly, her gaze never leaving Jan's. She whispered, "Well, sometimes things aren't all they seem, are they, baby?" 
 
    She went on, "See, my Paul just loves seeing me in bed with other women. He likes to watch me being as naughty as I want with them. And…he likes to play too! I'd adore seeing him slip that big cock of his up your cute little pussy while you're eating me, darling!" 
 
    Jan shivered, clearly aroused by that mental picture and Ellen saw the pink skin of the girl's areola suddenly wrinkle as her nipple extended to its fullest length between her teasing fingertips. 
 
    Ellen's grin increased as she whispered, "Would you like that, baby? Would you like to fuck him while you gobble my pussy up?" 
 
    "Oh…God, yes!" Jan sighed and pushed her breast harder against Ellen's fingers. "I've never done anything like that, but I've heard about it…three-ways! And it always sounded so…so fucking hot!" 
 
    "Well, it is!" she assured the quivering-with-excitement girl. "It's hot as hell and I think you're gonna' love it, cutie! Let me tell you about last weekend…" 
 
    Five minutes later, after Ellen had given her a truthful, thorough run-down on her and Paul's torrid weekend get together at Cassidy and Ed's house, Jan was moaning and pushing her ass up off the bed. Her nipples were still erect as could be under Ellen's teasing fingers. 
 
    "Oh, that sounds so hot!" Jan sighed, staring up at Ellen in awe. "I can't believe that you and that hunk of a husband of yours did all of that…right in front of each other!" 
 
    Ellen laughed softly. "That's what makes it even hotter, love…doing all of that while your lover watches!" 
 
    The phone rang again at that moment and Ellen turned and snatched it up eagerly. When she heard Paul's voice, she whispered urgently into the mouthpiece, "Come home right away, darling. And be sure to pop one of those little blue helpers Ed gave you last weekend on the way—we don't want our guest to be disappointed by a cock that won't stay hard all evening, now do we?" 
 
    Jan looked full of excited, nervous questions as Ellen hung up the phone, but she didn't get the chance to ask them. Ellen leaned back over and pressed her lips down on Jan's. She eased her body up on top of the smaller girl's and began to rub her erect nipples against Jan's as they kissed. She could feel the girl's juicy cuntlips against her own. As she moved her aroused clit against the wet slickness, her swollen love-bead touched Jan's equally-excited bud and both of them moaned into each other's mouths as they kissed. 
 
    In what seemed like seconds, but had to have been minutes, Ellen heard a noise at the doorway. She stopped kissing Jan and turned her head to see Paul enter the room, his suit coat already off, his tie loosened, and his white shirt halfway unbuttoned. 
 
    He threw the coat and necktie on the chair atop Ellen and Jan's clothes and then quickly undid the rest of the shirt's buttons and added it to the pile. She heard a sharp intake of breath from beneath her as her husband's naked upper torso came into view. 
 
    "Holy fuck, Ellen, when he's naked, he's like a Greek god or something!" Jan hissed excitedly in her ear. 
 
    Ellen smiled proudly. Her Paul was special, that was for sure! He had huge arms, shoulders, and pectoral muscles from years of weight-training. His six-pack abs were something to behold, and his waist tapered down to a "vee" shape that accented his massive upper body. 
 
    Plus…he was gorgeous! Paul had short-cropped black hair, a handsome face, and those beautiful hazel eyes. 
 
    "Well, what are you waiting for, stud?" Ellen said softly, smiling at him from atop Jan's lush young body. "We demand to see the rest!" 
 
    Paul grinned back at her and quickly got out of his suit pants, socks, and shoes. Ellen could see that his big, thick cock was already very hard under his sole article of remaining clothing—his baggy boxer shorts. 
 
    With a flourish, he exposed himself. "Ta-dah!" 
 
    "Wow! You weren't kidding when you said he was hung!" Jan gasped from beneath Ellen. 
 
    Detecting a slight note of alarm in her lover's voice, Ellen looked away from Paul's cock and down at Jan. The girl's eyes were alive with excitement and…alarm. 
 
    "None of my boyfriends were ever that well…huge!" Jan explained. 
 
    Ellen giggled softly. "Jan, you've had fists up inside you, for Christ's sake! Paul has a really nice dick, but it's not as big as a fist!" 
 
    Jan smiled, looking slightly embarrassed by her sudden attack of nerves, agreed, "I guess that's true." 
 
    "What are you two beauties whispering about?" Paul asked as he approached the bed, his big cock waving around out in front of him. 
 
    "We were arguing about who gets to fuck you first, darling," Ellen told him with a grin, patting the mattress with her hand. "Get down here and let Jan and I play with that magnificent cock of yours!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Paul laughed and got onto the bed next to the women. He lay on his back, chuckling merrily. "Don't argue over me, please, girls. There's plenty for both of you!" 
 
    He wrapped his hand around his engorged hard-on and stroked it a few times to illustrate his point. Ellen reached over and gently removed his fist and replaced it with Jan's left hand. 
 
    "Here, let us do that for you darling," she whispered. "Isn't she gorgeous? What about these tits? Aren't they sensational?" 
 
    Ellen rose up slightly so that Paul could see Jan's beautiful breasts beneath her. He stared at the girl's big hungrily. 
 
    "Why don't you suck them, El?" He panted, his dick jerking in Jan's fist as she stroked it with growing confidence. "I'd love to see you suck her nipples." 
 
    "Help me," Ellen suggested, sliding off Jan's body to lie next to her on the girl's left side. "You suck one and I'll suck the other one while she strokes that big cock of yours." 
 
    "Great idea," he agreed instantly, leaning in, his lips hovering over Jan's left nipple. 
 
    "Ohhhh! Oh, fuck!" Jan gasped as Paul's mouth enveloped her swollen nubby as his wife's devoured its twin. "Oh, I've never had 'em sucked like this before…two mouths at once!" 
 
    Paul didn't hesitate. He reached over and slid his big middle finger into the girl's juicy pussy lips as she worked her fist up and down his dick. She groaned and pushed up to meet him, her tits jerking in unison beneath their sucking mouths. 
 
    "Oh, this is so wild!" Jan burbled ecstatically. "Both of you! Both of you doing me at once! And both of you are so fucking gorgeous and sexy!" 
 
    Ellen could see her husband sliding his thick middle finger against Jan's erect clit as he fingered her wet entrance. She felt the girl's nipple swell inside her sucking lips until it seemed as if it might pop from excitement. 
 
    "Fuck her, darling!" she breathed excitedly as she pulled her mouth off Jan's breast after another minute of the intense foreplay. "Fuck her doggie while she eats my pussy." 
 
    "God, yes!" Paul's voice was raspy and eager. "I want to see her lick your cunt while I give it to this cute little slit of hers!" 
 
    In seconds, the horny couple had Jan up on her hands and knees, her arms and legs a obviously rubbery from the excitement she clearly felt. Paul moved in behind her and Ellen got onto her back and worked her wet pussy downward until it was right below Jan's panting mouth. 
 
    "Lick it, baby!" she urged the girl. "Suck my clitty and make me come while Paul gives you that big cock of his!" 
 
    Jan mewled like a kitten spying a saucer of milk at that suggestion and plunged her head downward between Ellen's spread legs. She sucked in her boss's clit and ran her tongue all the way inside her. 
 
    Leaning out around Jan so that he could see Ellen's pussy getting licked, Paul, smiled down at his wife and eased his prick head into the girl's slippery lips. Jan moaned as he fed inch after inch of hard, hot cock into her. 
 
    The grin on Ellen's face was huge. "That's the way to give it to her darling! Fuck her! Make her come with that big boy of yours!" 
 
    Her husband grinned back, as he hammered himself in and out of Jan's tight young pussy. The girl gurgled with joy and ate Ellen even more passionately. 
 
    Noticing how her young friend's breasts swayed as her huband pummeled her, Ellen reached up and took one in each hand and began to knead them. She gasped and pushed her face harder against Ellen's overflowing pussy lips, her tongue going crazy. 
 
    "Oh, she's eating me so good, darling!" Ellen moaned, her hips coming up off the bed to smear her pussy against her lover's avid mouth. "Fuck her! Fuck her while she fucks me with her tongue!" 
 
    Jan whimpered and sucked at Ellen's pussy. She swallowed a big mouthful of hot girl lube and delved her for more—her hips flying back to meet Paul's intense thrusts. 
 
    She lasted another minute and then pulled her mouth free of Ellen's glistening pink folds long enough to blurt, "I'm coming! You hot fuckers are making me come so hard!" 
 
    Not missing a stroke, Paul banged her harder as she climaxed around his driving dick, babbling out her joy into Ellen's depths. 
 
    Ellen squeezed hard on Jan's breasts and came hard herself. She shuddered from head to toe under the girl and pumped out a small spurt of pussy-ejaculate. Jan gulped it down and moaned, her whole body still shaking from the intensity of her own orgasm. 
 
    When Paul at last eased his hard cock from Jan's pussy, Ellen gently moved the girl aside. She lay down on her side next to Ellen. Wide eyed she watched as Paul moved in between his wife's spread thighs and slip his gleaming-with-pussy-oil cock between her juicy cunt lips. He shoved all the way in and Ellen moaned and wrapped her slender legs around him. 
 
    "Just like you did her, darling!" she urged him glancing over at Jan with a coy little smile. "Fuck me hard and deep, just like you did Jan!" 
 
    Paul nodded and began to move his muscular hips in and out. Jan let out a tiny squeak of excitement as she watched Ellen get fucked. 
 
    "It's so great!" she sighed, leaning in closer to the pair. "So hot, watching you two do it!" 
 
    "Kiss me, baby," Ellen whispered. "Lean over her and kiss me while he fucks me!" 
 
    Shivering slightly with renewed lust at that idea, Jan did as Ellen suggested. Her mouth opened and her tongue dueled with Ellen's as Paul rammed his dick into his wife hard and deep. 
 
    "You look so incredibly sexy, babe!" Paul whispered. "Getting fucked while you kiss this pretty little girl!" 
 
    Ellen broke off the kiss for just a second to look up at her rutting husband and say, with a sultry smile, "I feel sexy getting it this way! It feels so nasty…so hot, having Jan with us while we fuck, darling…and watching you fuck her!" 
 
    Paul chuckled, his agreement obvious as he picked up the pace and began to bang down into his wife even faster.  Ellen groaned and leaned over and kissed Jan again, her cunt tightening around her husband's driving manhood. 
 
    He lasted another minute or so and then groaned deep in his throat. "Here it comes, El," he gasped. "This scene…the two of you beauties going at each other…I can't last!" 
 
    Ellen felt him sheath his thick cock all the way inside her and heard him moan again just as the first big spurt of semen splashed into her womb setting off a furious orgasm. 
 
    "Oh, oh, God, darling—give it to me. Give me that hot stuff!" she sighed, having pulled her mouth from Jan's to lie shivering with lust as she and her husband orgasmed together. 
 
    Ellen glanced over at Jan, whose eyes were as wide as they could get as she watched the couple's mutual climax. The sight of her new lover taking in the show sent a fresh wave of orgasmic delight rippling through Ellen's clasping pussy. She pulled Paul in tight and kissed him, rocking her hips up onto his buried cock to milk ever last drop from them. 
 
    "You two look so beautiful together, when you fuck," Jan's girlish voice sighed from close to Ellen's head. 
 
    As her climax slowly ebbed, she turned and looked at the younger woman. She smiled, dropped her right arm from around her husband's bull-like neck and wrapped it around Jan, drawing her closer, their mouths less than an inch apart. 
 
    "It's even more beautiful when you're with us, cutie," she whispered as she drew Jan in for a long, tongue-filled kiss. 
 
    That Viagra Ed gave Paul last weekend is great stuff, Ellen thought as Paul's dick begin to stir to life already inside her gooey depths. Of course, having luscious little Jan here in bed with us helps too, I'm sure! 
 
    Paul eased out of her and rolled off to her other side. Ellen tugged lightly at Jan, who got the hint immediately and slid up onto Ellen's torso, still locked into the torrid kiss. 
 
    The shorter girl began rubbing her huge tits against Ellen's smaller ones, drawing a soft sigh from her. Ellen loved the feel of Jan's enlarged nipples dueling with hers. She pulled the girl's mouth in tighter and ran her fingers through Jan's dark hair. 
 
    Jan made an eager little mewling sound and worked her pussy around atop Ellen's jizz-flooded cunt. Their clits collided several times and both women began to hump each other in earnest. 
 
    "Sixty-nine?" Ellen panted, finally breaking off the kiss, hungry for Jan's talented tongue in her pussy again. "Unless you don't want to…you know…because I'm full of Paul's come?" 
 
    The younger girl's brown eyes brightened and she shook her head, "No, I want to taste it! I want to do everything to please you and Paul, Ellen—everything!" 
 
    With that, she scrambled around atop Ellen's long body and got into position. Ellen began to lick Jan's petite lips again as she felt the girl suck out a big wad of Paul's jism and then heard her throat work as she swallowed it. 
 
    "Jesus! What a pair you two are!" Paul sighed. 
 
    Ellen glanced over at him and saw that he was up on his knees, leaning back against his heels, his half hard cock in his hand as he watched them gobble each other's pussies up. She grinned at him and went back to sucking and licking, knowing that he would be fucking one of them, or both of them, again very soon! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    It was nearly one in the morning when Paul finally drove Jan to her apartment. When he returned, Ellen was sitting up in bed, reading. 
 
    "So, did she give you a little good-night blowjob or anything, darling, to thank you for driving her home?" Ellen asked—a teasing smile on her face as she watched Paul get naked and come to bed. 
 
    "I imagine she would have, if I'd asked her for one," Paul teased his wife right back, snuggling in next to her. "She's a sweet kid and very sexy." 
 
    "But you didn't ask her, 'cause you're Mr. Straight-Arrow, right?" 
 
    "I wouldn't say that," he grinned over at her. "You did see me fuck her three times tonight, didn't you, darling?" 
 
    Ellen laughed. "I sure did! It turned me on something fierce, remember?" 
 
    Paul smiled and nodded. "Now that you mention it, I do seem to recall something about it. That blonde-haired sex demon in bed with us, licking pussy, sucking cock, getting fucked over and over again and wanting still more. That was you, right?" 
 
    "Well, I seem to recall being a lot more…demure in my requests, darling," she said with a catty grin. "But I did enjoy myself immensely." 
 
    Paul got serious, "Jan wants to spend the night Monday. She said she'd talk it over with you at work tomorrow, but her plan is to have you pick her up at her apartment Monday morning, with her overnight bag and a change of clothes." 
 
    "That would be fun…having little Jan here in bed with us all night, darling!" 
 
    Paul sighed theatrically, and then grinned. "I don't know, dear. Big sex parties with Ed and Cassidy and their friends on the weekends and then sweet, insatiable little Jan one night a week? I'd better get a huge bottle of Viagra. I'm not eighteen anymore, remember?" 
 
    "Oh, you'll do fine, sweetie," Ellen purred, turning out the light. "You seem to find twenty year old pussy very inspiring, you lucky dog, you!" 
 
    He laughed in the darkness and scooped her in close to him, spooning her long, spectacular body in against his. "You're dead right about that, darling. How many men have a knockout wife who brings home a gorgeous young girl for him to fuck? And how many guys are lucky enough to have a ringside seat for all of that hot pussy licking between the two girls while he’s recharging his cock for the next round of sex?" 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ellen woke up dead tired the next morning, but happy. She dragged herself out of bed when the alarm woke her and forced herself into her running clothes. 
 
    She felt as if she were towing a wagon filled with rocks behind her as she plodded through her usual two mile run that morning, but she made herself do it. As she showered and shaved her legs and her pussy, she kept reminding herself that only girls with shapely, well-toned asses and long, sleek legs like hers attracted twenty year old beauties into bed with them. And only girls who stayed in great shape ended up with hunky, god-like husbands like Paul and were privileged to indulge in the kind of hot, sexy fun she and her hubby enjoyed. 
 
    Paul will probably be home late again tonight, and I've got nothing pressing at work today, she thought as she drove into the office. I might just duck out a little early, to beat the afternoon commute traffic, and come home and take a long nap before dinner. I've got to get myself recharged for the party this weekend. It's going to be just like last night with Jan was, except multiplied by a factor of six! 
 
    "Hey, how are you today?" she asked Jan casually when she got to the office. 
 
    "I'm…uh…a little tired this morning," Jan replied with a smile. "I must have stayed up watching television too late last night. I'm kind of dragging, to tell the truth." 
 
    Ellen laughed and stepped into her office. She put away her lunch in the mini-refrigerator and plopped down in her executive chair. 
 
    "I can really use this today," she whispered to Jan when the girl handed her a cup of coffee. "I hope you made it extra-strong this morning." 
 
    "I did, for sure," Jan said softly. 
 
    Looking around in back of her, making sure there was no one in the outer office, Jan lowered her voice even more and asked, "How about Monday? Did Paul tell you my plan to spend the whole night next time?" 
 
    "Yes, and it sounds terrific, but I was thinking about it and I wondered if Tuesday would work for you?" Ellen said. "We've got that all-nighter swinger party on Saturday, so Monday might be a little quick for us to be able to…uh…do you justice, hon. Do you know what I mean?" 
 
    Jan's pretty face fell. She whispered, "I've got college classes Tuesday and Thursday nights, Ellen--two of 'em, back to back." 
 
    Ellen thought a moment and then asked, "What about Wednesday? Does that night work for you? It's right in the middle of the week, so it would be great for us." 
 
    Jan beamed and nodded her head in agreement. She turned to leave and whispered over her shoulder, "Wednesday's perfect. I'll be so looking forward to it. I just can't wait to learn more about, um…how to dress from you, Ellen!" 
 
    Ellen laughed too, at that well chosen euphemism. She looked down at her desk calendar, and picked up her phone to make her first call of the morning. She was looking forward to both this weekend's party…and Wednesday night next week with sexy, delicious little Jan! 
 
    "This is Ellen Markley, at the Clean Water Initiative?" she said into the receiver as the girl in state senator Hollingsworth's office answered. "Could you put the senator on the line, please? He's expecting my call." 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week went by in fits and starts for Ellen and Paul. They were busy with their careers, as usual, and that took up a good amount of time. But for Ellen especially, whose schedule was less hectic than her husband's, time dragged by during her less busy moments. She couldn't wait for Saturday afternoon to get there! 
 
      
 
    She and Paul's mutual decision to swear off of sex until Saturday, once Tuesday of that week had passed—so that they'd both be charged up and eager for the swing party's various activities that weekend—didn't help the time pass any quicker either. They'd had a terrific Tuesday, re-living the previous night's visit by Jan, fucking their way through two incredible orgasms each. But they'd kept their hands to themselves entirely after that in an effort to enforce their abstinence from sex until Saturday. 
 
    By Friday afternoon, Ellen paced the bedroom, and glanced at the clock, wishing it would move faster. She stepped over to her closet and took out the two possible party outfits she'd narrowed her choices down to and laid them on the bed. One was a simple, elegant little sundress with big swirls of black, purple, and gold intertwined. It had a low-cut neckline and a short hem that stopped two inches above her knees. The other outfit was a jumpsuit with a scooped neckline, a plunging back and a short-hemmed, short-shorts style bottom half. 
 
    After looking at them both for another minute or so, Ellen picked up the phone, and speed-dialed Cassidy's house. "Cass?" Ellen asked when someone picked up the phone. 
 
    "Nope, it's me, El, Ed," Cassidy's husband answered. "I'll find Cassidy and give her the phone. I think she's in the kitchen. Are you excited about tomorrow?" 
 
    "God, yes!" Ellen sighed. "How about you?" 
 
    "I'm very excited—mainly because you're going to be there, cutie." His voice sounded low and sexy on the phone. 
 
    "Oh? Am I that exciting?" Ellen laughed, flirting a little and loving it. 
 
    "You bet, doll! I've partied with all of the other gals who are going to attend several times before, but I've only been with you once, last weekend. So I'm dying to get together with you again, El!" 
 
    Ellen laughed, feeling her cheeks flush with excitement. “How flattering!  A girl likes to hear that she's made a good first impression." 
 
    "Hah!" Ed chortled. "A good first impression? Neither Cassidy nor I can stop talking about you, babe! We both are anxious as hell to play with that elegant, classy body of yours again, Ellen!" 
 
    That drew a happy giggle from her, along with what felt like an even deeper blush. She started to say something in return, a compliment to Ed—how impressive his huge cock is—but Cassidy' brassy voice came on the line. 
 
    "What's up, El?" 
 
    "I'm in a quandary about what to wear, Cass," Ellen admitted. "It's come down to a choice between this great, sexy jumpsuit I bought with a plunging back that goes all the way down to my butt crack, and this hot little sundress with a low back and a low front. Which would be best, in your opinion, for a party like this?" 
 
    "Wear the sundress and nothing else but shoes—no bra or panties," Cassidy advised her. "The jumpsuit may be smokin' hot, but you can't get in and out of one of those things easy enough to be practical at a fuck party like this one. With the sundress, if you meet a guy who you want to make it with, he can just bend you over a couch or table, flip the back of the sundress up and…voila, he's fucking you, see?" 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ellen felt her face redden at that mental image. Nevertheless, she had to admit, her pussy  began to get wet and her nipples firmed up, when she thought about some hunky guy flipping her dress up and bending her over and…giving her his cock like that! After all, total primal hedonism was the whole point of a party like this, wasn't it? 
 
    "Thanks, Cass, I'll take you're advice. After all, you're the old hand at this kind of thing, right?" 
 
    "Right," Cassidy agreed cheerfully. "Do you want Ed and me to swing—no pun intended—by and pick you guys up, or do you want to meet us there?" 
 
    "Paul's already printed out the route from our place, so we should be fine. We'll see you and Ed there around five, okay?" 
 
    "Sound's good," Cassidy replied. "Remember, all you need to bring is whatever booze Paul's going to want and some kind of hors d' oeuvres. I'll bring all of the stuff for a big batch of cosmos for you and me." 
 
    "No problem, we'll see you at five," Ellen said. "And we're both really looking forward to it, babe—trust me on that one!" 
 
    "Us too," Cassidy said, and rang off. 
 
    Ellen waltzed back to her closet and found a pair of black heels that would go with the sundress. They were high, but not too high. She got out a pair of nude-colored ped socks since Cass said pantyhose were strictly out at parties like this, and set them with the heels and hung the dress nearby. 
 
    "I guess I'm ready," she whispered in the stillness of the empty room. "Let's party!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Sam and Enid Parker's house was a modest place, compared to Ed and Cassidy's or Paul and Ellen's more expensive homes. Ed was two management levels above Sam at the construction company where they both worked and made significantly more money, but the two were still friends. 
 
    "Nice place," Paul remarked, getting out of the car. “They’ve got a beautiful yard.” 
 
    Ellen merely nodded, her heart pounding with excitement now that they were finally here.  She did a quick, last-minute check of her make up in sun visor mirror, and then got out as well and retrieved the ham, black olive, and cream cheese roll-up platter that she'd made up from the back seat. 
 
    Paul grabbed the cold twelve-pack of beer he'd brought and they headed up the driveway toward the front door.  Ellen could see the big pearl-white Cadillac Escalade that Ed Flynn drove parked nearby, so she knew Cassidy had already arrived and that there would be a pitcher of cosmopolitans waiting inside for her, courtesy of Cass. 
 
    Ellen rang the bell and almost immediately a tall, rangy-looking cutie of a man opened the door, a big smile showing behind the droopy, nineteen seventies porn star style mustache he wore. Ellen noticed that both the man's thick facial foliage and the full shock of hair that hung over his forehead were heavily peppered with premature gray. 
 
    "Hey, I'm Sam Parker," he said, leaning out and holding the screen door open for them. "You must be Paul and Ellen." 
 
    "That's right," Paul answered with a smile and a quick handshake. "How'd you know?" 
 
    "Well, that part was easy, since I've uh…entertained every lady here this evening a few times already at past parties Enid and I have attended," Sam laughed, turning to focus his charming smile at Ellen. "And I'd for sure remember if I'd ever made the acquaintance of a young lady who was this beautiful before. You can count on that." 
 
    Ellen beamed and shook his offered hand. Like most women, she enjoyed a compliment and a little flirting. She thought Sam was very sexy and handsome. Maybe it was because his name was Sam, but his old-time mustache and his courtly manner sort of reminded her of the actor, Sam Elliot. And Ellen had always found Sam Elliot to be a very attractive older man. 
 
    "Here, let me take that platter for you, darlin'. I'll just put it over here on the dining room table with the other party treats, and then I'll introduce you to the rest of the gang." 
 
    He closed the door as they stepped inside, and led them over to the dining room table, which displayed a selection of snack foods. The beer, wine and hard liquor sat beyond the dining room on a kitchen counter, 
 
      
 
    "Hey, hey, baby!" Cassidy shouted when Ellen and Paul entered the kitchen . "I see you met our handsome host already. Let me introduce you to Toni and Bill Hastings." 
 
    A dishwater-blonde girl wearing a sundress much like her own stepped forward and took Ellen's offered hand. "Hi I'm Toni." 
 
    She was a pixie-like woman and her pretty face, posed a huge smile with perfect white teeth. Her body and shapely legs were beautifully tanned skin and she looked to be in her mid-twenties. The erect nipples of her small braless breasts stood out plainly against the dress's light fabric. 
 
    As she grinned happily up at the taller Ellen and Cassidy, the girl told her, "Cass said you and your hubby were quite the handsome couple, and she wasn't lying," as she eyed Ellen's form in the small sundress. Then smiling over at Paul, she added, "This is my hubby, Bill." 
 
    Ellen shook hands with the shambling bear of a man who stood next to his diminutive wife. Bill stood at least six-four, with a big body that had begun to run to fat, now that he'd reached his thirties. He grinned at Ellen almost bashfully, the light brown hair from his surfer-cut "do" nearly falling into his eyes. He reminded Ellen of a California surfer slowly going to seed. 
 
    "Bill, you big ape, aren't you going to introduce your hostess to her newest guests?" A little firecracker of a woman, barely five feet tall edged up, elbowing Bill out of the way and extended her hand. "I'm Enid. Ellen, Paul—I'm so glad you could come to our little gathering today. Cassidy's told me all kinds of good things about you both." 
 
    Enid Parker appeared to be younger than her husband, but older than Paul and Ellen. She had short-cropped brown hair, and her dark eyes seemed to sparkle with fun. She had on a tube top and one of the shortest skirts Ellen had ever seen, worn with flip-flops. Cassidy had told Ellen that Enid was a sight to behold with her top off, and she believed it—the stretchy material of the short woman's top strained to hold her forty "D" cup breasts in place. 
 
    "Now, who's not here yet?" Enid asked, glancing around at the crowd in her large kitchen. 
 
    "Just Mallory and Don," someone said, "You know Mallory. She's always gotta' make an entrance." 
 
    Enid gave a contemptuous, impatient little snort and put an arm over Ellen's shoulder, guiding her through the crowded kitchen over to where the liquor was. She said in a low voice meant for her new arrival's ears alone, "Mallory's a bit of a diva, I'm afraid. She used to be even flatter-chested than Toni, until Don bought her some new tits to go along with her new custom-built ass cheeks, her lipo-suctioned tummy and her new nose. The men like her, because she likes men, but frankly, most of us girls think she's a bit of a drama-queen cunt. We wouldn't invite her to these things if Don wasn't such a good guy." 
 
    Ellen put her hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter over Enid's candid comments. Cassidy had told Ellen that Enid was a kick in the pants to party with and so far, she had no reason to doubt her. She began to feel a little more relaxed. 
 
    "What's your pleasure?" Enid asked, reaching for an empty glass for Ellen. 
 
    "Oh, there's a big pitcher of cosmos in the fridge, Enid." Cassidy slipped over to join them. "El and I love those little devils." 
 
    "Cosmos it is then." Enid opened the refrigerator and retrieved the pitcher full of the pink party-fuel. "Here you go, Ellen." 
 
    Ellen took the offered glass and looked around. Several of the couples, having refreshed their drinks, had moved back out into the living room. Paul also had gravitated back out there, drinking one of his beers, as he chatted with Toni, her husband and Sam. 
 
    "While we've got a minute, before Mallory and Don get here," Enid whispered to Ellen as Cassidy and the last of the other partygoers filtered back to the dining /living room area. "I might as well tell you how parties work at Chez Parker." 
 
    Ellen took a big sip of her cosmo and nodded. Enid moved closer and kept her voice low. 
 
    "At parties this small and intimate, we don't have an orgy room, the way most swinger house parties do. Sam and I tend to favor small gatherings like this, with nice looking people who don't mind getting it on in front of everyone else, so there's not much closed swinging at our affairs.. Do you know what closed swinging is?" 
 
    "It's when a couple that hooks up at a party doesn't feel comfortable doing things in front of other people and they slip off into a closed bedroom to have sex," Ellen said, remembering the definition from the online swinger site Cassidy had showed her. 
 
    “"Right," Enid said, smiling at Ellen as if she were a good little Catholic girl who'd just gotten her Catechism right on her first try. 
 
    She went over and fixed herself a tall scotch and water and came back over to Ellen. After took a big slug out of it. "All of the people we tend to invite don't mind fucking or sucking in front of the group, so we've never seen the need for an 'orgy room'. The whole scene is one big orgy room at our parties—everyone fucks everyone else or licks pussy or whatever, as the spirit moves them—once things get rolling. I thought I'd just let you know that. 
 
    "Cassidy indicated you and Paul would be fine with the wide-open scene, but I just wanted to warn you beforehand how it will be. Will that be okay?" 
 
    "Sure. Sounds like fun and I know Paul will feel the same," Ellen smiled and stepped over to refill her cosmo glass. "We don't have much swinger experience, just last weekend with Ed and Cassidy, but we all did everything right in front of each other—including when Cassidy showed me all about loving other girls—and it was great." 
 
    Enid stared at Ellen with a hungry, seductive look.  She whispered, "Cass told me you liked that and showed a real talent for it. I'm glad because you're so fucking gorgeous I can't wait to see what you've got under that cute dress you're wearing!" 
 
    The small, well-stacked brunette licked her lips and gave Ellen a wink that left no doubt as to her intentions. Ellen felt her pussy clench. She smiled back at Enid and whispered, "That sounds wonderful to me. I've discovered that I just love women with big tits, and yours look incredible—all packed into that tight tube top." 
 
    Enid stepped in closer and tilted her head back to be kissed. Ellen felt her heart race as she bent to deliver the kiss and to reach for the other woman's massive tits at the same time. Just then, the front door opened and a woman's voice cried out, "Darlings! We're here! The party is now officially under way!" 
 
      
 
    "Fuckin' Mallory," Enid sighed and stepped reluctantly away from Ellen. "What a sense of timing she has—that bitch could fuck up a free lunch!" 
 
    She put a hand on Ellen's shoulder and guided her back out into the dining room. "Come on, babe. I'll introduce you and Paul to the Gordons and then maybe this party can finally get going." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Wearing a rigid little smile on her face that Ellen could tell was forced, Enid introduced them, "Ellen, Paul, this is Don and Mallory Gordon." . 
 
    Ellen shook hands with Mallory, who was slightly taller than her, but not quite as tall as Cassidy's five-nine, and took in the woman's stunning body. Mallory was in her late twenties, with dazzling strawberry-blonde hair, olive-green eyes, a perfect nose. Whoever her plastic surgeon was, had done a great job. The woman had impressive breasts behind her red halter top, and her long, trim, shapely legs as they swept downward from the pair of tight black short-shorts she wore, into her cork-heeled sandals. 
 
    Her husband, Don, stood at least six-six, had freckles, bright red hair, a cute, boyish face, and was as thin as a proverbial rail. 
 
    "Wow," Don said shyly, looking down at Ellen as they shook hands. "Cass and Ed said you were gorgeous and they weren't exaggerating. I'm pleased to meet you." 
 
    "Likewise, I'm sure." Mallory gave Ellen's hand a cursory shake after her husband released it. She sounded as if she could care less about "gorgeous" Ellen. 
 
    Mallory's eyes lit up, however, in a predatory fashion when Enid introduced Paul. She immediately latched onto Ellen's tall, hunky husband and wrapped one of his massive arms around her waist as she had him escort her into the kitchen to get a drink for her and Don. 
 
    "You'll have to excuse Mallory," Don said softly to Ellen, who stood open-mouthed in the living room, as she watched the brazen woman shanghai her hubby right in front of her eyes. "She always tries to be the first gal to make it with a new guy at one of these parties. She's greedy in that way." 
 
    Ellen turned and looked up at Don. She didn't find him as attractive as Sam or Cassidy’s cute, big-cocked hubby. But, since his wife was making such a heavy move on Paul right off the bat, Ellen felt almost compelled to pursue Don at least a little bit. 
 
    "So, does that mean you'll want to be first with me tonight, Don?" she asked him boldly, really starting to feel those cosmos she'd drunk so rapidly on an empty stomach. 
 
    "Every man at this party wants to be that guy, Ellen," he grinned at her. "You're simply stunning. You look fantastic in that dress. I can’t wait to see what’s underneath it!” 
 
    Inhaling the rest of her cosmo, Ellen gave Don a second. He may not be my first choise, but least he's somewhat charming, which is more than I can say for that harpy wife of his. 
 
    "Let's get you another drink, all right?" Don draped a slender arm over Ellen's shoulder and guided her to the kitchen. "Mallory was supposed to get me one but she…" 
 
    His voice trailed off as they reached the doorway. Mallory's top and shorts were lying on the counter and her high heels were her only article of clothing as she knelt in front of Ellen's husband. 
 
      
 
    Paul looked up from watching his cock disappearing into Mallory's sucking lips to see Ellen and Don in the doorway. His slacks and boxers were down around his sandals, but he still had on his pullover knit shirt as Don's wife sucked furiously on his dick. He flashed them a helpless, somewhat sheepish grin. 
 
    Ellen got angry for a split second, and then just smirked and shot her husband a wink, to let him know it was okay. After all, this was what they'd come here for, wasn't it? And truthfully, she didn't think this was Paul's idea. Ellen bet they hadn't been in the kitchen for ten seconds before Mallory was all over Paul, kissing him and baring her tits for him. 
 
    Besides, who could blame him? Mallory may as Enid said earlier, be a cunt, but she's a pretty cunt, I'll give her that. Those plastic surgeon fees seem to have been well spent. 
 
    Ellen looked at the other woman's nice ass and beautiful skin from in back, as Mallory's mouth whipped up and down her husband's cock. The girl had herself some fine curves and glorious red-blonde hair, that was for sure, and it looked like she was an expert with that mouth of hers too! 
 
    "Well, Don, I guess we'll just have to get our own drinks, now won't we?” 
 
    Mallory jumped at the sound of Ellen's voice behind her and stopped sucking cock. She turned and looked over her shoulder, her pretty face breaking into a cat-that-ate-the-canary smile as she saw who her audience consisted of. 
 
    "Oh, Ellen, Don, darlings—look what I found!" she said proudly, leaning to her left slightly so that Paul's engorged, spit-gleaming cock was visible to the couple behind her. "See how nice and stiff and pretty it is? How could I resist?" 
 
    Steeling herself, Ellen strode confidently into the kitchen and over to the counter that held the booze, standing right next to her husband and his new fellatrix.  “I'm pretty familiar with that particular 'find', dear. After all, I see it in bed with me every night." 
 
    Ellen turned and, with a calmness that was totally manufactured, asked Don, "What can I make you, sweetheart?" 
 
    "Uh, I'd like a Canadian whiskey on the rocks, please Ellen," he replied, his face coloring just slightly. 
 
    "Coming up," she told him. 
 
    She mixed Don's drink and then got herself another cosmo from the refrigerator. She patted Mallory on the head, saying, “Please, continue what you were doing, sweetie. It would be a shame to have a dick that big and hard go soft from neglect—now wouldn't it?" 
 
    Looking somewhat taken aback, Mallory licked all around Paul's cock head and then sucked it back into her lips. Ellen touched her husband’s cheek lightly with her palm. 
 
    "Enjoy, baby," she whispered, winking at him again. "I'm sure she doesn't suck it quite as well as me, but you know—a blow job is a blow job. I understand." 
 
    Mallory made choking, sound around Paul's cock. 
 
    Ellen blithely ignored her, re-filled her cocktail glass with cosmo, and turned to leave the kitchen, a triumphant little smile on her face. She handed Don his drink and 
 
    slipped her arm through his. They headed back out into the living room, leaving Paul to his own devices, knowing he'd tell her what happened with Mallory later that night or at home. 
 
    "That was great, Ellen." Don chuckled. "She needs to be taken down a peg or two every once in a while," 
 
    She laughed and admitted, "I'm probably not any better than she is at what she was doing in there—I'm probably not even as good as her at it, actually. I bet she's really hot in bed, isn't she?" 
 
    Don smiled timidly. "She can be great when she wants to be. I suspect she's better with guys at these parties than she ever is with me at home anymore. You know how it is…it just gets a little old after a while, doing it with the same person you've been doing it with for years." 
 
    Ellen drank half of her cosmo in one gulp and smiled up at Don, her arm still looped through his. She was beginning to like this tall, friendly man, and she felt a little sorry for him as well. He seemed like a nice guy, especially to be stuck with a bitch like Mallory for a wife. 
 
    "I know how that is," she told him. "These swinging little get-togethers can really put the zip back into your relationship—or at least that's what Paul and I have found. I like watching him with other people…it really turns me on." 
 
    "Oh, so are you turned on now, angel?" Don asked slyly, staring down at her, boldly checking out her cleavage from his great height. 
 
    Ellen glanced around the room before she answered. She could see that he party had officially started. 
 
    Cassidy sat on the couch with Toni Hastings. The smaller girl had Cass's mammoth tits out and sucked on them eagerly as Cass stroked her brownish-blonde mane. Next to them, Enid sat with her own huge breasts uncovered, her tube top down in her lap. Bill Hastings was avidly sucking her left nipple and her husband, Sam, was mouthing the right one. Both of the men's pants were open and Enid had a big cock in each hand, stroking them slowly as they sucked on her tits. 
 
    "I think we're late getting to the party," Ellen whispered coyly. 
 
    "Oh, I suspect we'll catch up real quick.” He tipped back his drink, downed it in two big chugs, and sat the empty glass down on a nearby end table. 
 
    Don put both arms around Ellen while she copied him by sucking down the last of her cosmo. Her head was spinning from being in a room with so much blatant, forbidden sex going on all around her, as well as from all of the alcohol she'd just consumed in the last half hour. Don took her glass, set it next to his and wrapped her slender body in his embrace. 
 
    "I want you, Ellen," he whispered. "You're the prettiest woman in this room…at this party, and I want you!" 
 
    "Then take me," she said simply, her heart pounding at her own brassiness as she tilted her head back in anticipation of his kiss. "That's what I'm here for, take me, you stud." 
 
    Seconds later, Don's lips were on hers. With closed eyes, she moaned and let him crush her against his rangy body as his tongue slid into her mouth. 
 
    God, yes! I need it! I want to get fucked! 
 
      
 
    Ellen felt herself shiver in his strong embrace. She sucked at his tongue and glided hers all over its slick surface, her breath coming faster and faster. Her nipples swollen to fullness, she ground them against his shirtfront eagerly, feeling her pussy begin to seep lubricant. 
 
    After another minute of the searing kiss, Don eased the straps of her sundress off her shoulders. They slid off and the top of her dress came with them. It fluttered down around her elbows as she embraced her new lover, leaving her half nude. 
 
    "Jesus, those are pretty," Don sighed, breaking off the kiss and staring down at Ellen's revealed breasts. 
 
    "Why don't you kiss them for me?" she asked, her voice choked with lust. 
 
    Ellen saw Cassidy's husband staring at her tits as Enid's head went slowly up and down his huge hard on. Ed gave Ellen a thumbs-up sign and she grinned back at him, feeling a rush of excitement at being half naked in the middle of this…this…orgy pit!" 
 
    Don bent low and kissed her right nipple. A huge pulse of pre-orgasmic delight coursed from her sensitive pink nub, down her spine, and to her clit. She felt her pussy pumping out juice and shivered at the thought of Don's cock entering her. 
 
    I wonder if he’s got a nice one. 
 
    She guessed she’d find out soon enough, wouldn't she…? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    "Ohhhhh, dear God!" Ellen moaned as Don's lips went from kissing to sucking on her nipple. 
 
    She ran her fingers through his wavy red hair and pulled his lips in tighter on her tit. Ellen gasped as he lightly nibbled at her nipple and took her other nubby between his fingertips and twisted tenderly as he sucked at her sensitive spike. 
 
    Glancing around, she saw that Sam Parker was shoving his magnificent cock into Cassidy's juicy, pink slit. Totally naked, the big girl was on her back on the couch and Enid, also naked, straddled Cassidy’s head and was lowering her pussy onto the redhead’s mouth as her husband jammed his prick into Cass's shaved cunt. 
 
    Toni Hastings was now just as naked as her friend Enid and Cassidy. The slender girl had pronounced, reddish-brown, jutting nipples atop tiny A-cup mounds, but Ed seemed to like them just fine. He was sucking enthusiastically at them as he fucked her while she wriggled around atop Bill Hasting's lap. 
 
    It took Ellen a moment to realize that Bill's lengthy, fat cock was up Toni's ass as Ed rammed his huge tool in and out of her pussy at the same time! 
 
    Two at once in that tiny girl! Ellen thought in amazement, her tit jerking inside Don's sucking mouth as she watched Toni take the double-fucking in stride. How would that feel? How can she take that…she's so little! 
 
    But Toni was doing it! The girl rocked back and forth on the two huge pricks, her eyes closed with pure lust, little gasps of pleasure escaping her lips. 
 
    Don suddenly straightened and stopped sucking Ellen's swollen nipples. He looked down at her, sexual hunger blazing in his light blue eyes. "I've got to have you now, Ellen! I've got to fuck that sweet little pussy of yours!" 
 
    Before she could say "Do it!" Don spun her around, and bent her over the back of the big overstuffed chair behind her. 
 
    Ellen's mind flashed back to what Cassidy had told her, when Don flipped her dress up onto her bare ass cheeks, and then heard a zipper coming down.  His cock head pressed against her wet pussy mouth from behind as her breasts dangled down near the big chair's seat. Then her lips parted when Don's huge knot of male muscle entered her from behind, 
 
    "Ohhhhh, fuck! What a big one!" Ellen gasped as inch after inch of pussy-stretching cock meat slid into her. 
 
    "Do you like it, pretty lady?" he panted in her ear as his wiry cock fur finally brushed up against her shaved pussy lips. All the way inside her, he asked, "Do you like big ones?" 
 
    "Jesus, yes!" Ellen moaned, not knowing if she was going to like this big a one, but more than willing to give it a try. "Fuck me! Fuck me with that monster! Give it to me!" 
 
      
 
      
 
    Don pulled his massive prick back, nearly out of Ellen's gripping, slick sheath and then fed it back into her slowly. She moaned and dug her fingers into the chair and just let go. She gave in to the hot fuck, her tits waggling around beneath her as she lay across the back of the soft chair and Don banged his dick into her faster and faster. 
 
    "Oh! Oh, God! Oh, fuck!" Ellen breathed, the fire in her pussy getting more intense by the second as he did her. 
 
    "This little gal's a hot one!" said Sam Parker. "Just look at her takin' Don's big cock, would ya'?" 
 
    She looked up and saw that her host for the evening had pulled his big hard on out of Cassidy, strode over toward Ellen and knelt on the chair in front of her. Sam's cock, still sheathed with the orange rubber he'd been fucking Cass with, rested inches from her mouth. He hunched his powerful thighs upward and it brushed her mouth. "Suck it for me, baby." 
 
    With a little mewl of desire, she opened up for him and let him fuck up into her sucking lips while Don drilled her from behind. Sam moaned and grabbed her by her long blonde shag and fed more his condom-covered prick into her mouth. 
 
    This is wild, but kind of weird!  Ellen used her tongue and sucked hard. I don't think I've ever sucked a guy's cock before when it had a rubber on it! 
 
    Don pulled his prick out of her at just that moment. Having a little trouble concentrating, since she was right on the edge of her first orgasm of the evening, she wondered what was going on. 
 
    Why did he stop fucking me? He hasn't come yet, I'm sure of that. I'd have felt it. 
 
    She heard something being torn open and then, a second later, she felt Don's dick back inside of her, now sheathed in latex, just like Sam's cock in her mouth. Don moaned and gave it to her harder than ever, now that he was free to come inside her. 
 
    Oh, God! Oh, God, but that feels good! A giant cock up my pussy and another in my mouth—this is heaven! 
 
    "Fuck! Oh, fuck, Ellen, are you ever a hot little piece ass or what?" Don bellowed just then and began to spurt into the condom. 
 
    The fiery heat of his semen inside her proved to be too much for Ellen’s clitty. She wailed around Sam's gliding cock and came hard on Don's prick. She shoved her hips back and forth, using her pussy to drain Don's erupting come from his balls as she went off, tightening around him. 
 
    "Jesus! Sweet Jesus, what good fuck!" Don moaned contentedly as his manhood slowly slipped from her hot confines. 
 
    "I'm next, if you don't mind, that is, darlin'?" Sam whispered excitedly, easing his prick out of her sucking lips. 
 
    "Huh? Oh, oh, my!" Ellen gasped, still in a come-induced stupor as Sam got around behind her and shoved, his big dick sliding all the way into her. 
 
    Another one…right after the first one! Ellen's sex-fogged brain told her. Ummm, that feels so nice! Sam's got a big one too! 
 
    "Here, cutie, I got something for you to suck on, if you want," Ed Flynn's sexy voice said from right in front of her. 
 
    Ellen looked around. She had been trying to look back over her shoulder to watch Sam fucking her, but she couldn't quite raise up high enough to see over her own body, draped as it was across the chair. 
 
      
 
    Ed knelt in front of Ellen, his huge prick now flaccid, and with his come all over it, from when he'd gone off inside the condom as he fucked Toni's pussy—Ellen guessed. 
 
    Oh, well, I've swallowed his come before. 
 
    He slipped his jizz-smeared dick up into her lips and she began to lick it clean, recalling all the fun she'd had with Ed last weekend. Its okay for me to swallow Ed's stuff…he and Cass just got tested last week for naughty diseases and they passed with flying colors. And he's been using condoms tonight up until now. 
 
    "Damn, you weren't kidding, Don!" Sam sighed as he pummeled Ellen. "This is some prime pussy here, son!" 
 
    Sam settled into a rhythym fucking Ellen steadily. She sighed around Ed's rapidly hardening cock and sucked even harder on it. She ran her tongue all over it and moaned as Sam's thick dick felt better and better inside her slippery pussy. 
 
    Getting fucked by one man after another—that's a gangbang, right? I'm getting gangbanged! 
 
    Ed took one of Ellen's dangling, erect little nipples in each hand just then and began to stroke them the way he knew she loved. She gasped around his big, hard dick and laved it with her tongue, grinding her shapely ass back to meet Sam's hard thrusts. 
 
    I'm getting gang-fucked…and I love it! Was the last coherent thought Ellen had for awhile, as Sam gasped as he let loose in her cunny and she began to shake rattle and roll moan beneath him, her second big orgasm of the evening hit coursing through her. 
 
    It came as no surprise to Ellen that Ed pulled out of her mouth when she finally stopped writhing and groaning through her climax. As Sam's cock slipped out of her, Ellen watched Ed roll a fresh condom onto his huge dick and flash a little wink down at her. 
 
    "Ohhhhh!" she sighed a moment later as the husband of her long-time friend's monster cock slid into her juicy depths from behind. He began to fuck her and she sighed again, with pure pleasure. "Ummm!" 
 
    "How about a little of that hot mouth action for me, doll?" she heard a man's voice ask. 
 
    Ellen looked up and saw Bill Hastings standing in front of the chair, his nice-sized dick in his hand. He was stroking it up and down hopefully, staring down at her. 
 
    Eeeewww! That thing was up his wife's butt a little while ago! 
 
    He knelt on the chair in front of her and she looked carefully at his long, white cock with its distinctive red, bulbous tip. She felt her pussy ripple around Ed's gliding dick as she stared at Bill's delicious-looking prick. 
 
    It had a condom on it. She opened her mouth and he slid it past her lips and into her mouth. It just tastes a little like latex, not like anything…else, thank God! 
 
    "Damn, but you're a pretty girl, Ellen," he sighed as she licked all around him and sucked harder. "I want some of that sweet pussy of yours so bad when Ed's done…or would you like it up the ass instead, the way Toni got it?" 
 
    Ellen shivered and shook her head "no" around his dick as it slid in and out of her sucking mouth. She didn't like anal all that much—she hadn't even attempted it in years. She was still working up to getting back into it, using her small vibrator in her greased-up anus once in a while at home as she got herself off using a second vibrator on her clit. But 
 
      
 
      
 
    she wasn't ready yet to have her ass reamed at a party like this, not with all of these big-cocked bad boys in attendance! 
 
    Besides, she thought as she got drilled in both ends for the third time tonight, I've got to save a few little treats for my darling Paul! I want him to enjoy fucking me in the ass at home a few times before I let a bunch of strangers do it at a party! 
 
    The thought of her and Paul making love at home—in their big bed, kissing and licking and sucking and then, she let herself imagine him easing his big cock into her well-lubed ass—and that sent a tremor of lust through Ellen. She sucked harder on Bill Hasting's fat prick and pushed back hard as Ed rammed into her again, her pussy clenching around him as she enjoyed the fantasy of her sweet Paul fucking her bottom! 
 
    "Oh, Oh, fuck, El!" Ed groaned and buried himself deep inside her. "Your little pussy is so fine, honey!" 
 
    Ellen felt the condom fill with warm jizz. She whimpered as another quick, furious little climax rocketed through her pussy. Bill pulled out of her moaning lips and sheathed his now rock-hard prick in a condom and hurried around behind Ellen… 
 
    Tag team fucking, ain't it wonderful? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    "My goodness, darling," Ellen heard Paul's voice say a little while later. 
 
    She glanced up, a dazed, 'I'm-coming-so-hard-and so-often' look on her face, and saw her husband, totally naked, standing in front of the big chair, smiling at her. "Everyone tells me you've been the life of the party." 
 
    Ellen felt her face redden a little. After all, she did have Bill's cock in her pussy right at the moment, and he was fucking her hard, right in front of Paul! 
 
    "I guess I've been a bad girl, darling," she whispered up at him, a contrite look on her face. 
 
    Paul knelt on the cushion in front of her and stroked his half hard cock a few times. She saw that it had jism on it and knew that he'd come in that slut, Mallory. She wondered if he'd worn a condom when he'd blown his load in the other woman. 
 
    She hoped so. Ellen didn't trust a diva-sleazebag like Mallory to keep her surgically perfected body disease free, as she did Cassidy. 
 
    "Here, darling," Paul said, offering her his prick. "Don't I get a nice suck, like all the other guys have?" 
 
    Ellen blushed and opened her mouth for her husband. She guessed one of the on lookers must have told him what she'd been up to while he'd been busy doing whatever he'd been doing with that bitch, Mallory, in the other room. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, baby, lick it all off and swallow it for me!" Paul moaned, watching her lap and suck at his rapidly swelling shaft. "Your little mouth feels so much better than that damned condom did!" 
 
    Ellen breathed a sigh of relief and gulped down some of her own spittle and Paul's semen. She was glad he'd used a rubber with Mallory. 
 
    But he doesn't have to use one with me! She told herself. I want Paul to fuck me next, and I want him bareback! I want to feel him cut loose in my pussy when he comes, or even in my mouth, if that's what he wants! I don't fucking care…I just want him! 
 
    Her excitement at sucking her hubby's beautiful cock sent a spasm of joy down into her clitty. Bill's latex-sheathed dick suddenly felt wonderful sliding up and down in her. She gripped him with her inner muscles and he sighed. 
 
    "Jesus, Paul, you're wife's pussy is fantastic!" the man gasped. 
 
    "Don't I know it," Paul replied proudly. "Enjoy it while you can, because I want it next, pal!" 
 
    Bill grunted with the effort and fucked Ellen even harder. He lasted another twenty or thirty rapid strokes into her grasping cunt and then buried himself balls-deep in her and yelled, "Take it, you pretty bitch! Take my big load!" 
 
    Ellen did take it, inside the condom, deep inside her churning pussy. She sighed as the heat from his spurting jism made her clitty go off again. It wasn't quite as big an orgasm as the others had been, but it still felt good. 
 
    "Oh, he's coming in me, darling," Ellen panted, releasing Paul's hard cock from her lips as she got her pussy off on Bill's gliding shaft. "They all fucked me and came in my pussy…every one of them!" 
 
    Paul rose up and grasped her gently by the arms and pulled her limp body away from Bill, who groaned and filled the condom with another small spurt of come as it eased free of her cunt. Ellen's husband urged her onto her feet, around the chair, and into his arms as he stood up and held her tight, her naked body up against his. 
 
    "I want to come in you now, El," he whispered, "You incredibly hot little thing, you! I want to flood your pussy the way all of these guys wanted to…but for real this time, no condoms!" 
 
    "Yes!" Ellen murmured into his ear. "I want that too, darling! Do it to me!" 
 
    He gently lowered his well-fucked wife's body down onto the carpet, right in the middle of the living room. All of their fellow swingers were gathered around, standing, sitting on the couch, lying nearby on the rug—all of them watching intently as he notched his hard, condom-free prick into the middle of her lust-slickened cunt and filled her with it. Ellen moaned and wrapped her arms around him, along with her long, shapely legs, and screwed him back eagerly as he began to give it to her in front of the small crowd. 
 
    I love swinging! Ellen thought as he plowed into her again and again. I loved fucking all of those guys, one after the other, right in front of their wives and every one else! I love how much they all wanted me! And I loved coming all of those times while they all watched me! 
 
    "But most of all, my darling," she whispered in Paul's ear as he took her hard and deep, "Most of all, I love fucking you!" 
 
    Paul looked down at her and smiled at her words. He kissed her and really began to use his powerful muscles to whip his big cock in and out of her at lightning speed as they kissed. The friction of his pistoning prick lit a new fire in Ellen's belly in no time at all. 
 
    "Unghh! Unghh! Ungghh!" she grunted beneath him as his frenzied fucking drove her down onto the rug and set off an exquisite flurry of spasms in her pussy. 
 
    I'm gonna' come again. Moreover, even though some of those other orgasms were spectacular…they were nothing compared the one my sweetie's about to set off in my pussy! 
 
    "Really give it to her!" Cassidy's voice urged Paul at that moment. 
 
    Ellen opened her eyes, which had drifted closed as her fiery climax drew closer, and she saw Cassidy's voluptuous, naked shape kneeling by Paul on one side of the rutting couple and Enid's busty, nude little body kneeling on the other. Cassidy and her friend had gotten up off the couch and moved in close, so that they could stroke Paul's shoulders and caress his broad back as he fucked Ellen hard. 
 
    "Give our little El a real reaming, stud," Cass whispered in Paul's ear. She licked his earlobe and then rubbed her huge tits against his side as he pummeled Ellen's pussy with his ready-to-explode dick. "Cream her cunny for her, babe." 
 
    "Yeah," Enid whispered on Paul's other side, rubbing her own oversized jugs against him. "Fill that little pussy to the brim!" 
 
    Paul moaned and a huge shudder racked through his rutting body. He drove all the way down into Ellen and she felt his thick cock jerk inside her. 
 
    "Yes!" she sighed happily. "Do it! Come in me, baby!" 
 
      
 
    A blistering hot jet of spunk spattered deep in Ellen's womb. She moaned and pushed her pelvis up against his buried cock, mashing her clit against his hot flesh as the second spurt of come hit her inner walls. Some of the searing fluid oozed back out to coat her clit in its warm essence and Ellen sucked in her breath and came hard! 
 
    "Ooooh! Oh, my sweet fucking God, it's so hot!" Ellen whimpered, her whole body shaking with orgasm. 
 
    Paul drug his spewing cock back out a little way and then buried it again, groaning with joy at how good it felt to come in his wife's cunt. Ellen sighed and fucked him back, reveling in how good her own orgasm was and at the lustful, hungry looks of all her fellow swingers as they watched her getting spunked by her husbands big prick! 
 
    They'd all like to be me! Ellen thought, looking at Toni's envious stare, at that bitch, Mallory's jealous glare, at Cassidy's reassuring smile. Every one of them would trade places with me in an instant. They'd all like to feel what I'm feeling as my sweet Paul gives me a pussyful of cream! 
 
    "Jesus, babe," he murmured just then in her ear. "You're the best! You're just the fucking best!" 
 
    Ellen smiled and clung to him, crazy in love with her handsome husband. She might fuck Ed again tonight—his huge prick was awesome and he really knew how to please a girl with it—and she definitely wanted to try Don again before the evening was over—he was a great fuck too! And Sam was so handsome and sexy…she might do him once more also. 
 
    But Paul, my sweet, loving, handsome Paul—he's the real prize bull in this pasture! She thought happily, and he's all mine! I might share him for one night with these other lucky girls, but deep down, he's mine and I love him so much! 
 
    She felt him slide out of her just then, totally drained. Ellen smiled up at him and he smiled back and she felt her heart turn over in her chest! He was such a good man, and he was so gorgeous! 
 
    "Mmmm, somebody's cute little cunny is full of jizz!" Cassidy's voice said from her left. 
 
    Ellen turned her head and saw her beautiful friend's face right beside her ear. 
 
    "I think she needs someone to help her with that little problem, don't you, Cass?" A female voice agreed, from near Ellen's right ear. 
 
    She turned her head and came face to face with Toni, who was on her tummy right next to Ellen's right cheek. The other woman's elfin face was smiling just as seductively as Cass’s had been. 
 
    "Luckily for Ellen, I've already got that handled, girls." 
 
    Ellen raised her head off the carpet and saw Enid on her stomach, right between Ellen's splayed open legs, smiling up at her. The older woman's lips were right above Ellen's come-smeared pussy mouth. 
 
    Enid slowly pushed her tongue into Ellen's cunt as Cassidy moved just a little lower on Ellen's prone body and slipped her lips over an up-right left nipple. Ellen sighed and pushed her hips forward, mashing Enid's tongue deeper into her pussy as Toni's mouth found Ellen's right nipple. 
 
    "Oh, oh, fuck!" Ellen murmured. "Suck me! Eat me! Oh, God, eat me right up, you hot bitches! Suck my wonderful Paul's sweet come out of my pussy and swallow it!" 
 
    Enid obliged, gulping it down noisily and then licked Ellen's clitty with her jizz-smeared tongue. Ellen whimpered with renewed lust and ground her clit harder against the pearl-colored surface of Enid's slick tongue. 
 
    "Make me come!" Ellen pleaded after another minute or so of the other girls' hot sucking and licking of her breasts and clit. "Oh, that's the way to do it! Bite my nippies! Suck my clit!" 
 
    Cass and Toni nipped at Ellen's pink points in unison and ran their rough little tongues all over her nipples as they did so. Ellen gave a tiny squeak and began to shiver as Enid sucked hard on her clit at the same time. 
 
    Coming! Ellen thought, and wanted to scream, but found she had no voice! My pussy's coming so hard that I can't get a breath! 
 
    "Unngghhhh!" She finally managed to murmur, the intensity of her orgasm still blistering. 
 
    Oh, sweet Jesus! First all of those big hard, hot dicks…and then Paul fucks me so great and makes me come like crazy…and now this! 
 
    Ellen moaned and wriggled helplessly on the carpet beneath the women's perfect sucking and licking. No wonder Cass loves to come to these fucking parties…this is Heaven on earth! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    "You know what they say, kitten," Cass whispered in Ellen's ear as she lay on the carpet, attempting to catch her breath after her orgasm had ebbed away. "Turnabout is fair play." 
 
    Ellen looked up at her beautiful friend, who had gotten up onto her hands and knees. Cass's huge tits were dangling down near her lips. Without a word, Ellen slid over under them and took Cass's elongated red nipple into her mouth and sucked. 
 
    "That's my baby," Cass purred, reaching over to caress one of Ellen's gleaming nipples in return. "Just suck me nice, El, while Toni eats your pussy for you. She wants that cute pink gash of yours so much she's practically drooling!" 
 
    "She won't be disappointed, either," Enid whispered, her head dipping to suck the nipple that Cass wasn't playing with. "Ellen's pussy is sweet as a honeycomb!" 
 
    "Ohhhh!" Ellen sighed around Cass's thick nipple. 
 
    Toni's mouth was on Ellen's pussy lips now, sucking gently. The girl's tongue glided over her clit and Ellen moaned and pushed her ass up off the carpet, shoving Toni's lively little tongue deeper into her cunt. 
 
    Ellen heard something being torn open and she glanced over to her right, where the sound had come from. Don had a fresh rubber in his hand and was rolling it onto his cock, which had gotten brick-hard again as he'd watched the girls loving each other. 
 
    "Here you go, Toni," Don whispered as he knelt down behind Toni, who was still gobbling up Ellen's pussy, "something to occupy that hot little ass of yours while you suck cunt, sweetheart." 
 
    Don smeared lubricant onto his sheathed prick and fed it into Toni. The slender girl moaned into the well of Ellen's pussy, but kept right on licking and sucking as Don bottomed out in her anus. He reached under her prone body and found her clit, teasing it with his finger while he fucked Toni's taut rosebud. 
 
    'Ungghh!" Toni sighed, but Ellen could see the corners of her lips curl up in a tight little smile. 
 
    This woman obviously loves anal. 
 
    Ellen was amazed, watching Toni take her ass fucking from Don's huge prick in stride. 
 
    "Suck that sweet little puss of hers, Toni," Ed's voice said a moment later, "because I've got about ten inches of hard dick for it when you're done with her!" 
 
    Ellen glanced over and saw that Ed had come up behind Toni and Don. Cassidy's handsome husband was stroking his enormous erect penis patiently, keeping it hard. 
 
    "Feel like eating a little pussy yourself now, El?" Cassidy asked. 
 
    Before Ellen could answer, Cass straightened up, pulling the tit from her lips, swung a thigh over Ellen's head and lowered her juicy, shaved cunt down onto those same lips. 
 
    "Oh, yeahhh, baby!" Ellen sighed blissfully as she grabbed one of Cass's meaty ass cheeks in each palm and urged her friend's pussy down tighter onto her mouth, stabbing her tongue up into the sweet confines of Cassidy's warm, wet walls. 
 
    God, but her cunny juice is yummy! 
 
    She licked and licked, hearing Cassidy whimper with enjoyment as Ellen's tongue tip began to tease her aroused clit. 
 
    Ellen opened her eyes and looked up. She saw Cass rocking back and forth above her, pressing her pussy down onto her mouth. Cassidy's monster melons jiggled and bounced together and she sighed softly. "Eat me, El! Eat my pussy! You do it so good, babygirl!" 
 
    Working her own cunny hard against Toni's talented little mouth, Ellen gobbled pink and swallowed girl-juice as if she couldn't get enough of Cassidy's clear, sweet oil. She felt her tummy tighten and hoped Toni liked female come as much as she did, because she knew her orgasm was just seconds away. 
 
    "Look at those hot bitches goin' at it!" Ellen heard Bill Hastings murmur. "I swear my wife likes pussy even better than she likes cock." 
 
    "Can you blame her?" she heard Sam's raspy voice ask. "Have you even seen a more gorgeous little pussy?" 
 
    "I bet it tastes as sweet as it fucks!" Bill answered and Ellen felt the first twinge of her climax grip her well-licked cunt. 
 
    "That girl's a spectacular piece of ass, that's for damned sure!" she heard Ed sigh longingly. "I've fucked her a number of times now, boys, and I can tell you, she about as hot a woman as you can slip a dick or a tongue into!" 
 
    Ellen started to come and moaned—she loved this! Sucking Cass's tasty cunt while listening to a bunch of horny men praise her pussy and her sexual skills—while Toni ate her to perfection—this was Ellen's idea of bliss! 
 
    "Ummm!" she murmured up into Cassidy's slick lips. "Ummm Mmmm!" 
 
    "That's right, baby girl. Get that little pussy off. Oh, Oh, God, I'm coming right along with you, hon!" Cass sighed and ground her clit harder down onto Ellen's tongue as it invaded her pussy again and again. Cass closed her eyes in ecstasy and grabbed a rolling tit in each hand and squeezed her big nipples hard as she came on Ellen's mouth. 
 
    Toni moaned loudly, joining the chorus, and Ellen imagined that Don's huge dick was getting the girl's ass off right along with her and Cass. Ellen shivered and felt her pussy release a small jet of jizz into Toni's mouth. She heard the girl swallowing and that made Ellen come even harder. 
 
    God, this is so wild! Eating Cass and making her come while cute little Toni sucks my pussy at the same time and Don balls her ass! What a sight we must be! Ellen thought, her orgasm peaking. 
 
    As if he had read her thoughts, Ellen heard a click and glanced over to her right, where her darling Paul had his cell phone in his hand. He had just taken a picture of Ellen in full orgasm! 
 
    Ellen squealed with excitement up into Cass’s clenching pussy. Her orgasm grew even more furious as she realized Paul was filming every second of it! 
 
    "Take it! Take it up the ass, you hot little bitch!" Don moaned just then. 
 
    Wow! Four of us—four of us nasty swingers all coming at the same time in front of the rest of them and for Paul’s camera! Ellen marveled as her own climax slowly passed. 
 
      
 
    Cass sighed and pulled her sated cunt from Ellen's mouth. The bigger girl got onto he hands and knees again, her head over Ellen's pussy-juice smeared face. 
 
    "You sure learn fast, kitten," Cass whispered, with a huge smile on her lips as she bent down and gave her old friend a long, tongue-filled kiss. 
 
    When Cassidy's mouth finally left hers, Ellen looked down her own long body just in time to see Don pulling a jism-filled rubber off his now flaccid cock as Toni got shakily up onto her hands and knees and moved out from between Ellen's legs. 
 
    Ed, his ten inch cock as hard as could be, with a bright green condom rolled onto it, quickly took Toni's place. He waggled his eyebrows at her and showed her his prick proudly. 
 
    "You ready for a little of the fabled green weenie, El?" he asked, chuckling at his own bad pun. 
 
    Ellen opened her arms wide and grinned up at him. "I'm ready for every last inch of it, baby--not just a little bit!" 
 
    He fit his massive cock head into her extremely wet lips and pushed. Ellen sighed and gave him a big welcoming smile as he drove all the way down into her. 
 
    "Hi, baby, it's nice to feel you inside me again," she whispered in his ear as her arms enclosed his back and he began to fuck her. 
 
    "It's nice to be inside you again, sweetheart," he murmured back, picking up the pace. "How's the prettiest girl and the hottest piece of ass at this party doing tonight?" 
 
    "I'm great, Ed darling," she whispered, "but you'd better not let Cass hear you say what you just said. 
 
    Ed cut his eyes over to a corner of the room and she followed them. Cassidy Flynn had Sam's cock tonsil-deep in her mouth as he sat on the sofa and a thick cock belonging to none other than Paul wedged up her big, buxom ass as she bent at the waist, sucking Sam. 
 
    "Cassie's too busy getting that sweet butt of hers fucked by your hubby right now to be jealous," Ed told her softly, fucking her even harder. 
 
    Paul looked down at that moment and his eyes made contact with Ellen's. They stared at each other for a long moment as each of them fucked someone else. 
 
    Ellen smiled and then winked at her handsome man. She mimed the words "Fuck that big ass of hers good, darling!" He grinned back at her and then Ellen turned back toward Ed, smiled up at him, and pulled his face downward so that she could give him a long, slurpy, tongue-twirling kiss as he balled her brains out while her husband watched. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    It was twelve-thirty in the morning. Don shoved his latex-clad cock deep into Ellen's cunt and moaned as the condom filled with semen. Ellen gasped at the sudden influx of heat and wriggled her pussy against the hot rubber, getting her clit off one more time. She sighed with pleasure and hugged Don down onto her chest tightly, feeling his monster cock begin to slowly soften inside her as her pussy fluttered all around its buried length. 
 
    "Oh, that was super!" she whispered in his ear. "Thank you, darling! I loved that!" 
 
    She wasn't lying a bit, she had loved it. She tried to recall—how many times had Don fucked her that night? 
 
    Three! She realized. That's three times he's slipped me that magnificent prick of his tonight and come inside me…when he  draped me over the recliner… earlier while I was sucking Sam's prick over on the sofa …and just now. 
 
    "Is Mallory going to be jealous that you spent so much time with me tonight, hon?" she asked him in a low voice as he went totally soft inside her and slipped out. 
 
    "Mallory's in no position to criticize anyone, babe," Don smiled down at her. He nodded over toward the recliner and watched as Sam shot a big load of come into his wife's anus just at that moment, via the cherry red condom he was wearing. 
 
    "She's fucked every guy at this party at least once, some of 'em twice," Don sighed, tugging the full condom off his own prick as he spoke. "She balled Paul at least two times and she blew him in the kitchen too." 
 
    Ellen felt the slightest twinge of discomfort at that news. It was funny—she didn't begrudge Paul sex with any of the women here tonight, except Mallory. She really didn't care for Don's surgically-enhanced beauty of a wife that much. And she had to admit, as a result of that dislike, it rankled her a tiny bit to think of her darling Paul being fucked by that barracuda of a woman! 
 
    Don got to his feet. Helping Ellen up, she glanced around the room. Aside from Sam and Mallory disengaging from one another on the recliner, there was Bill, naked and passed out completely on one end of the couch. Ed Flynn was sprawled out on the other end, naked and snoozing just as peacefully as Bill. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Retrieving her long-ago discarded dress from the back of a dining room chair, Ellen slipped into the garment and stepped back into her shoes. She went into the kitchen, looked around, and found no one. Retracing her steps, she went back through the dining room and living room, and then down the hallway that lead to the bathroom she'd used several times earlier in the evening. There was no one in the guest room, so she tried Sam and Enid's room at the end of the hallway. 
 
    Ellen smiled as she peeked inside. Cassidy's lush form was draped over one side of Paul's body in the center of the king bed. Enid was curled up on his other side, her head on his broad shoulder. Toni was at his groin, resting her cheek on his tummy, her lips just inches from his deflated cock. All of them were naked and sleeping peacefully. 
 
    "Hey, Romeo," she whispered, tiptoeing over and touching him lightly on his bare chest. "Looks like I'm not the only one who was the life of the party tonight. Want to go home and sleep?" 
 
    Paul awoke, looking hazy about exactly where he was. He glanced at Cassidy, then at Enid and Toni and a slightly guilty smile stole over his face. 
 
    "I don't know if I can get untangled, babe," he whispered. "I hate to wake them up. These ladies were very, very nice to me tonight." 
 
    "I'll just bet they were," Ellen kidded him, disengaging Enid who moaned and rolled over onto her other side, still asleep. 
 
    Ellen went around the bed, stopping at the foot of it to slide the diminutive Toni down off Paul's pelvis and onto the mattress. She reached the other side and tried to roll Cass over, as she had Enid, but her old friend startled awake. 
 
    "Huh? What's happening, El?" 
 
    "It's okay, honey," Ellen said, leaning down and giving Cassidy a soft kiss on the lips. "We're going home now. It's nearly one in the morning. I'll call you this week. We'll have lunch, okay?" 
 
    "Okay, doll," Cass said snuggling down into the pillow as she turned over. "I'll see you then." 
 
    As Paul got clear of the bed, Ellen put her arm around his naked hips and leaned her head on his shoulder. He stopped in the hallway and gave her a long, passionate kiss. 
 
    Ellen looked down at his cock and noticed that it didn't stir a bit throughout their embrace. She smiled and said, "Well, even with Viagra, that bad boy eventually runs out of starch, doesn't it, darling?" 
 
    "As I said earlier, those ladies were very kind to me, El," he said with a sheepish grin. "You're the woman of my dreams, but I don't think I can get it up again tonight, even for you, beautiful!" 
 
    "Oh, we'll see about that when I get you home and naked again in our bed, ," she smiled up at him and put her arm back around his waist. "Let's go see if we can find your clothes, sweetheart. What do you say to that?" 
 
    "They're in the kitchen," he told her, and they headed that way. 
 
    As Paul got back into his clothes, Ellen retrieved her empty platter from the dining room table. She said to Paul, "Well, my roll-ups must have been a hit. They're all gone." 
 
    "Yeah, I'm kind of amazed at the etiquette at a swinger party," Paul said as they made their way over to the front door. "You have a few drinks and chat, fuck like rabbits for a while, then guzzle more booze and hit the buffet table like a heard of locusts, and then go back and fuck some more!" 
 
    "Yeah, that is strange, isn't it?" Ellen commented as they got in their car. "I'm more used to parties where you stand around and gab about this and that while sipping a cocktail and nibbling at party food." 
 
    "Well, I guess that's because the parties we'd been to prior to this one didn't feature hard cock and hot pussy on the list of party snacks, don't you think?" 
 
    Ellen chuckled and cuddled close to him as he started the car and headed for home. She ran her fingers through his hair and smiled at him as he drove. 
 
    "So…we promised ourselves total honesty when we decided to give swinging a try, remember?" Ellen asked. 
 
    "Yeah, I do seem to recall we agreed to that, why?" 
 
    "Oh, I just wondered if it made you jealous to see me getting fucked by all those different guys tonight—most of them complete strangers?" Ellen's heart beat a little faster. "Did it bother you?" 
 
    Paul showed her a guilty smile. He thought it over and shook his head "no" after a moment. 
 
    "I might have had a pang of jealousy here and there," he said finally, but mostly I was proud." 
 
    "Proud?" Ellen asked—her eyes going wide as she looked over at him. "Proud of what a slut I was tonight?" 
 
    "Proud to be married to the hottest woman at that party," he answered, slipping his right arm around her shoulders and drawing her closer to him as he steered the big car with one hand. "You were gorgeous, and sexy, and totally wild tonight, Ellen! Every man there was jealous of me, if you want to know the truth. They're envious that I get to sleep with such a fucking hot-pussied honey every night!" 
 
    Ellen felt her clitty flutter to life! She reached over and kissed Paul's earlobe and then drug her wet little tongue tip over it, murmuring, "Oh, baby, am I ever going to pay you back for that nice compliment when we get home!" 
 
    She thought about it for a moment, and then reached down and unzipped his pants. "As a matter of fact, why wait?" she asked as she fished his soft prick out and took it in her hand. 
 
    "Did I really look that hot tonight…doing it with all of those guys?" she whispered excitedly as she undid her seat belt so that she could lean over into his lap. 
 
    "God, yes!" he moaned as she slipped all of him into her mouth and began to suck gently. "I was so turned on, watching you, babe! You were fucking incredible!" 
 
    "Mmm," Ellen murmured happily as he started to stiffen in her mouth and she bobbed her head slowly along his length. 
 
    "And Jesus, when you and those other gals put on that little lezzy show on the front room carpet…I thought those other guys were going to blow their loads right then and there, just watching!" 
 
    Ellen slid her mouth off on the next up stroke and looked up at her husband, so aroused by what he was saying that it was all she could do to keep from telling him to pull the car over right then and there so she could fuck him. Instead, she whispered excitedly, "What about you? Did you get all hot and bothered watching me suck pussy, darling?" 
 
    Paul reached down and jammed her mouth back onto his dick as he sighed, "Fuck, yes! Everything you did at that party made me hotter and hotter, babe! I couldn't believe how wild and nasty my sweet little prim and proper Ellen was behaving—everything you did tonight seemed to be even sexier and more of a turn on that the last outrageous thing you did, you little slut-girl!" 
 
    He put his foot down harder on the accelerator as Ellen licked and sucked his hard cock as she tickled his balls with her long, manicured nails. She had him twisting around in the seat, moaning, by the time they reached their house a minute or two later. She pulled her mouth off of him and whispered, "I am your little slut-girl, Paul darling, to tease and fuck and play with and to make me do whatever you'd like with this big gorgeous cock of yours!" 
 
    "God damned, Ellen!" Paul sighed as he tore inside the garage, stood on the brakes. "God damn, but I want you! And I want you right now!" Paul leaped out of the car like a shot, kicked off his shoes and then yanked his pants and shorts from around his ankles and tossed them haphazardly back into the car. Dressed in only his knit pullover shirt and socks, he hurried around to Ellen's side, yanked her out and took her in his arms. Lifting her into his massive arms and and kissing her voraciously, he carried her into the kitchen, kicking the door to the garage closed behind him as he headed for their bedroom. 
 
    "I know somebody who really wants to fuck!" Ellen giggled delightedly—her lips against his neck as he practically ran down the hall with her in his arms. 
 
    "You got that right, honey!" He was nearly growling with lust as he put her on the bed and practically tore her dress off. 
 
    When she was naked, he yanked his shirt up off his body, then his socks and tossed them away,. He sat down on the bed to deal with the socks. He leapt up on the bed with her, gathering her back into his strong arms again, crushing her tight against his naked chest as their lips met and their tongues found each other once more. 
 
    Ellen's blood boiled! This was exactly the kind of intense, passionate sex she'd craved from her studly husband for years. This was why she had become a swinger, to experience this kind of wild, crazy-for-each-other sex with him again. And it had worked—Paul had gone absolutely nuts with her in bed when they got home from Cass and Ed's last weekend, and he had that same hot look in his eyes right now! 
 
    "So, did you like it, my little slut wife?" Paul asked moments later as he rolled her onto her back and set the head of his throbbing prick against her thoroughly wet cunt opening. "Did you like having all of those big, thick dicks shoved up this tiny little hole, babe? 
 
    "Total honesty, remember, darling," she said, teasing him mercilessly, knowing he got off on it when she did. "You know I loved it, don't you? You know I loved having all of those big, hard cocks hammered into my little pussy, don't you, sweetie?" 
 
    "Like this?" Paul gasped—his hazel eyes afire with lust as he rammed himself home inside her. 
 
    "Oh, yeah—just like that, you stud!" she whispered, she knew her own eyes were glittering with excitement as well. "Fuck me just like all those other guys did, baby, hard and deep!" 
 
    "Oh! Ugh! Oh, yeah!" Paul panted, really giving it to her. "Which one did you like the best, slut? Don, with that fucking monster of his…or maybe Ed, huh? Did Ed's big dick really do it for you, honey, just like last week, when he just couldn't seem to get enough of my sweet Ellie's tight little cunt?" 
 
    "They felt good. They all felt wonderful, fucking me!" Ellen hissed in his ear, spurring him on. "They all felt great, banging the shit out of my hot little hole, darling!" 
 
    Paul gasped and fucked her like a jack hammer. He gripped her tight and pounded his big cock into her ceaselessly. The bed springs squeaked beneath her ass and she felt her pussy flutter wildly around him—God, but this is great! 
 
    "And they all did me so much, darling!" she whispered breathlessly in his hear, hoping to make him even hotter before he came in her. "They all fucked your little Ellen so much…so often! Those nasty men fucked me all night long, over and over again, Paul, darling. They just kept fucking me!" 
 
    He wailed and his hips became a blur. "Ohhhh, God—you shameless cunt! You hot bitch! You fucking incredible slut!" 
 
    "Oh, yes!" Ellen moaned, as the first spasms of her own climax washed though her. "I'm a total slut—but I'm your slut, baby! And I love you like craaazzzy!" 
 
    "Yessss!" Paul bellowed, shooting a big wad into her, the veins in his neck standing out as he bottomed out in her snug cunt and began to fill it with semen. "Dear God, yes! I love you too, El! Oh, Jesus, but I love you!" 
 
    The room took on that red tint it often did when Ellen climaxed really hard. She clung to Paul and moaned softly in his ear and came and came… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Ellen glanced at the clock next to the bed. It was eleven o'clock on Sunday morning. She stretched out under the covers and smiled. 
 
    She smelled bacon and coffee. Paul's side of the bed was empty, so she knew that he was busy playing chef this morning. 
 
    The bedroom door opened and Paul, nude except for a striped barbeque apron he wore—who looked utterly ridiculous and so cute Ellen couldn't help but giggle—came in carrying a breakfast tray. Ellen sat up in bed as her hubby slid the tray over her lap. He bent and gave each of her small pink nipples a quick kiss and then hurried away back down the hall. 
 
    She sipped some coffee and eyed the French toast, scrambled eggs, and bacon on her plate. Lots of miles to run to burn this off! 
 
    With a little shake of her head, she mentally gave herself the day off. Ellen picked up a piece of the crisp bacon and ate a bit of it, thinking, I got so much exercise last night that I probably don't need to run this morning anyway. I read somewhere that sex can burn as much as three hundred calories an hour. I feel like I must have run at least half a marathon last night! 
 
    Giggling guiltily, she tried the French toast, just as Paul reentered the bedroom, sans apron, carrying a tray for himself. This one had a bottle of expensive champagne and some orange juice and crystal champagne flutes balanced on it as well. 
 
    "My goodness, Mr. Gourmet Chef!" Ellen laughed happily. "What's the occasion?" 
 
    "Celebrating the success of our first real swinger party, Madame," he said, placing the tray on the bed and making two mimosas for them, handing one to her. 
 
    He clicked glasses with her and offered a toast: "To the most beautiful woman at the party, and the hottest—the belle of the ball, my gorgeous wife!" 
 
    Ellen flushed, but her smile was huge as she toasted him back, saying, "To my husband, my best friend, and the best lover I've ever had!" 
 
    The two of them looked adoringly at each other for long moments, and then drank every drop of their drinks. Paul took her glass back, made another for each of them, then set the juice and champagne on the nightstand on his side of the bed. He got under the covers and brought the tray up to his lap. 
 
    "So, how did I do on breakfast?" he asked, eating a piece of bacon in two bites. 
 
    "It's perfect, just like you, honey," she whispered, smiling raptly at him. "Now eat up, 'cause I'm anxious to cuddle with you this morning!" 
 
    "Me too!" Paul said, attacking his food. 
 
    They ate in silence, the toast and eggs disappearing quickly, along with the bacon. When they finished, Paul set the trays over on the other side of the bedroom. Pouring more mimosas he slipped back into bed, draped his left arm over Ellen's shoulders, and cuddled her next to him as they sipped their champagne drinks. 
 
    "You know what I like best about swinging?” 
 
    "All of the strange cock?" Paul answered teasingly. 
 
    Ellen laughed and reached over and punched him in his big bicep with her left fist. No, you big ape!" 
 
    She thought about that for a moment and then admitted with another giggle, "Well, okay…yeah, that part is pretty great too!" 
 
    After they stopped laughing, she went on to say, "What I really love about it is that I get to be a totally different person when I'm at a party like that." 
 
    Paul looked at her, clearly interested in what she said. His eyes urged her to go on. 
 
    "You remember when I read that book last winter, that autobiography by that great English stage actor?" 
 
    Paul nodded and she went on excitedly, "Well, being at a swinger party is just like what he wrote about in his book. He said that one of the things he really loved about acting was that, for two or three hours onstage, he wasn't some lower-class kid from the slums of London anymore--he was a lord, or a famous admiral or a great lover." 
 
    She smiled at her husband and added, "All week at work, hell, everywhere for that matter, I'm the Prim and Proper Mrs. Ellen Markley. I was even that way in this bedroom, until very recently!" 
 
    "Yeah, and I don't miss that Ellen in bed with me very much, to tell you the truth, babe," Paul said, smiling at her. 
 
    "Who would?" Ellen explained, "When I'm at a swinger party, I'm not that careful, uptight, what-will-everyone-think-of-me woman anymore! I don't have to be…I'm free! I'm totally free to do whatever crazy thing I want, with whoever I want to do it with, male or female!" 
 
    She gave Paul a saucy little wink and told him, "When you were in the kitchen, with Mallory, her husband Don put the moves on me. He said that I was the most beautiful woman and that party…and that he wanted me. And do you know what I said?" 
 
    Paul grinned and shook his head, but the eager look on his face told her that he wanted to know. 
 
    "I told him to go ahead and take me!" she said proudly. "I as much as told him to go ahead and fuck me, right then and there. That's what I was there for, after all!" 
 
    She laughed like a little girl who's been naughty and told her husband, "Can you imagine me saying something like that to a strange man a few weeks ago, if he came on to me at a party? That's why becoming a swinger has been so great for me…I can just let go and be bad girl, if I want to!" 
 
    Paul finished his mimosa in one gulp and put it on the nightstand. He turned back and took his naked wife in his big arms and smiled slyly at her. 
 
    "Is that what you want to be…a bad girl, darling?" he whispered. 
 
    "Yes!" Ellen whispered back, her blue eyes aglow with excitement. "I want to be this wild, brave, incredible slut…with you watching me dare to be all of that, darling! I can't even begin to explain how hot it gets me, carrying on like that in front of you. Especially when I’m watching you get a blowjob from some other girl with me doing something equally nasty at the same time to some stranger, for you to see! God, last night when you were fucking Cassidy in the big, shapely ass of hers…I came so hard, watching you do that!" 
 
    "Did you, you naughty girl?" Paul asked softly, bending and kissing Ellen's right nipple lightly. "Did you like watching me do that with her?" 
 
    "Yessssssss," Ellen sighed, pushing her tit into his mouth. 
 
    She closed her eyes and enjoyed the gentle suction he gave her aroused nipple. Suddenly she asked inquisitively, "Was it good? Did you like fucking her in the ass?" 
 
    Paul looked up at his wife, grinned wolfish and asked, "What do you think?" 
 
    "You beast!" she said with another flurry of giggles, and thumped him lightly with her fist again. 
 
    He went back to sucking at her tits and she moaned, reaching over under the covers to find his cock. She smiled when she discovered it was half erect already. 
 
    "Would you like to fuck me in the ass, darling?" she whispered softly, while stroking him. 
 
    Paul gave a start. He stopped sucking her nipple and looked up again, a disbelieving look on his face. 
 
    "Since when do you like anal?" he asked 
 
    She cast a seductive little smile. "I don't." Running her fingers through his dark, close-cropped hair, she continued to play with his cock with her other hand. "But I'm going to learn to like it…for you, darling! I want to give you the best sex you've ever had, especially now that you've got all of these other girls to give you sex on the weekends." 
 
    Paul laughed. "You don't have to do things you don't like, just to please me, honey. Don't you know that I love you with all my heart? I'd never ask you to…" 
 
    His voice trailed off as Ellen put her forefinger against his lips. "I want to. I want to please you in every way possible, darling. And I want to be better at everything than any other girl is…you know how competitive I am!" 
 
    Paul roared with laughter. He couldn't seem to help it. He looked at Ellen lovingly, still chuckling. "God, who would have ever thought that hard-driving, over-achieving streak of yours would come in handy in the bedroom some day?" 
 
    Ellen laughed with him and held him tight. She nibbled at his earlobe and stroked his now very hard cock a little faster as she whispered, "Is that tube of sex lube still in the drawer of the nightstand?" 
 
    He pulled back from her, a shocked look on his face. "Now? You want to have anal sex right now?" 
 
    She threw the covers back and let go of his hard prick as she scooted back away from him and flipped over onto her stomach. With a sexy little smile, she pushed her ass up off the mattress, spread her legs and winked at him. 
 
    "See anything you'd like to shove that big, sweet cock of yours into, darling?" she murmured, working her ass around for him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Paul grinned like a man who'd just discovered that he had all six lottery numbers on his ticket and scrambled over to the drawer to open it. His hand thrashed around inside for a moment and came up with the big tube of KY. 
 
    "Go slow with me darling," she warned as he held the tube up for her to see. "I want to do this for you, but it's been a long time since I've even tried, and you're hung like a fucking bull." 
 
    "Bull?" said Paul, a pleased look on his face. "Okay, then I'll be like Ferdinand…a very gentle bull." 
 
    Ellen turned back over and held out her arms. "Come and kiss me for a little while, Ferdinand, and work some of that slick stuff up my bottom while you do, please?" 
 
    "Mmm, you don't have to ask me twice," Paul murmured, coming into her arms as she rolled further onto her back, thrusting her trim ass upward. 
 
    Their lips met and she felt his tongue begin to caress hers at the same instant his right forefinger began to tease her anus. Ellen moaned and kissed him harder. a few moments later, she startled slightly at the cool touch of his lubricated finger against her tiny anal star, and sighed deeply as it slowly penetrated her back…there! 
 
    If Cassidy can do it with Ed's huge dick all the time, and that tiny Toni girl can do it with Don's enormous cock, then I can learn to do it, too! Maybe it's like developing a taste for some food or liquor that you don't like at first. I'll bet  ass-fucking is the same? 
 
    "Umm!" she sighed again into Paul's mouth as he added more lubricant and another finger. 
 
    This isn't too bad. She tried to reassure herself. It feels a little weird, having something back there, but it's not that unpleasant, so far. He's being so gentle, so tender with me! This is beginning to really turn me on, the way he kisses me and stretching me so slow and easy! 
 
    "Oh, El," Paul gasped for breath as he finally broke off the hot, sexy kiss. "Your little ass is so tight! I get so worked up—just thinking about fucking you there!" 
 
    He bent down and sucked her nipples, going from one to the other, his fingers slowly easing in and out of her slickened bottom. Ellen moaned and caressed his hair as he loved her breasts and loosened up her snug rear entrance. 
 
    Paul surprised her by kissing his way down from her nipples, onto her tummy, and then lower still. He slid over between her open legs, keeping his fingers implanted solidly in her bottom and lay on his stomach. He ran his tongue all over her clit and down into her wet pussy lips, drawing a moan of pure ecstasy from her as he continued to fuck his fingers slowly in and out of her expanded ass. 
 
    "Oh, Paul, oh, darling!" she mewled, "that…that's starting to feel so nice!" 
 
    Paul sucked her clit into his lips and nursed at the tender bud as he continued to run his tongue all over it. Ellen whimpered at how wonderful that felt and hunched her lower body toward him, spearing his fingers deep into her ass. 
 
    After an interval of lovely licking and penetration, she moaned, "Ohhhh! Oh, darling! Take me! Take me now…right up the ass! I'm so ready for you, my love!" 
 
    Paul eased his fingers out of her, and straightened up, while Ellen wrapped her hands around her legs, pulling them up and back, offering her dilated anus for phallic penetration. "Do me baby!" 
 
    With a broad smile on his face Paul placed the head of his swollen cock against her well-greased, gaped-open anus and pushed softly, but incessantly. 
 
    "Ooohh!" Ellen moaned as his thick cock head slipped into her ass and his shaft slowly filled her back end. 
 
    She reached for her husband and he leaned down even as he entered her until her knees rested against her breasts. Practically bent over doulble, with her calves sitting upon his broad shoulders and her toes pointing up at the ceiling, he eased the rest of his long thick cock into her tail pipe. 
 
    He kissed her once and then whispered, "Play with your clit while I fuck you, darling!" 
 
    Ellen slipped her hand between their abdomens, and toyed with her aroused clit. As Paul kissed her, he worked his massive cock in and out of her clingy, hot anal depths. 
 
    To Ellen's surprise, it felt marvelous! Paul's large-bore dick gliding in and out of her ass felt so hot and hard and…just right…that it completely shocked her. 
 
    "Mmmm! Mmmm!" she moaned, and began rocking her body forward and back, helping him impale her bottom on his long prick. 
 
    Paul pulled his mouth from hers and groaned, "Jesus, Ellen! Those guys at the party said you were the hottest piece of ass they'd ever had—and they were fucking right!" 
 
    Ellen tossed her head from side to side and murmured, "Fuck me, Paul, darling! Fuck me right in the ass!" 
 
    This is so wild! 
 
    Ellen reveled in the joy of giving her husband an exotic, unusual sort of sex. It really did feel great, and she loved Paul so much! 
 
    "Oh, honey, your cock feels so good in me," she murmured into his ear as she pressed harder on her clit and urged him onward. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me good!" 
 
    Paul gasped and did her just a little harder. 
 
    She moaned in his ear and wrapped her free arm around his neck and worked her ass onto his gliding dick as she fingered her clitty. 
 
    "So good," she whispered. "Your prick feels so nice. And you're fucking me so good, baby!" 
 
    Her husband babbled in ecstasy now, picking up the pace. He could see that his cock wasn't hurting her at all at this point, that she loved it up her ass and wanted more. So he drilled her harder and deeper, his loins making a "slap, slap, slap" sound as he pounded it into her. 
 
    "Oh, Paul! I'm gonna' come, darling!" she gasped after another minute or two of his intense rutting, licking his earlobe and then nipping at it lightly with her sharp little teeth. "Come in me! Come in my ass!" 
 
    "Unngghhh! Yes! God, yes!" Paul suddenly moaned as he buried his prick deep in her bowels and a big streamer of spunk suddenly bathed her insides. 
 
    "Ohhhh! Ellen moaned, her anal sheath and her cunt clasping as one as she started to orgasm. "Oh, Jesus! Give it to me! Give me that hot stuff, darling, shoot it right up my ass!" 
 
    Paul clung to her, sighing, shooting his spend deep into her bottom. She twisted and groaned in utter delight and a little jet of girl-come squirted from her contracting pussy lips and spattered up onto his six-pack belly, making him gasp with excitement at its unexpected heat. 
 
    "That's my girl!" he panted in her ear. "Come for me, baby! Come hard, sweetheart!" 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "So…is there anything else you'd like to surprise me with?" Paul asked—a wry smile on his lips. 
 
    She posed a cat-that-swallowed-the-canary smile back and didn't say a word. She felt wonderful. Totally on top of the world. They were back in bed, after their round of spectacular butt-sex and a quick, playful shower together. 
 
    "I'm not going to do that with anyone else for a while," she finally told him, leaning over and resting her chin on his big pectoral muscle, staring up into his beautiful hazel eyes. "That's just for you for now. I might let other guys fuck me in the ass eventually at parties. But for now, my bottom is just for my sweet Paul's personal, private enjoyment." 
 
    Paul grinned, clearly delighted at that thought. He bent and kissed her, and then sighed contentedly. 
 
    "You're the best, Ellen, do you know that? You're the absolute best wife a man could ever have!" 
 
    She smiled wide and said softly. "Oh, do tell! A girl just loves to hear that she's the best, you know. I thought I was going to pop a blood vessel last night at the party, when all of those guys were raving about how hot I am and what a good fuck I am, did you know that?" 
 
    Paul laughed, then admitted, "It turned me on too, babe. I kept thinking. ‘Eat your heart out, guys. You're right, she is the prettiest woman at this party and the hottest piece of ass…but she's all mine’!" 
 
    "Really?" Ellen loved that her man thought she was so sexy. 
 
    "Really," he assured her, kissing her lightly on the tip of her nose. 
 
    "That's so wonderful, darling," she whispered, "because I am yours, all yours. I might be a total slut for a few hours at those parties, but even while I'm being naughty, I'm still yours, you know that, don't your?" 
 
    "I do," Paul assured her. "That's why I don't get jealous when you're doing all of those nasty, wicked things with other guys…other girls, because I know that deep down, we're still together, no matter what we might do with other people when we're swinging." 
 
    She nodded, and then asked, "Talking about other people, just what did you do with that Mallory slut last night?" 
 
    Paul laughed. "I thought you weren't the jealous type, darling!" 
 
    Ellen wrinkled her nose at him. "I'm not. It's just that I love to watch you do things with other girls, just like you like to watch me with other men. And I didn't get to see much of what you did with her, since she dragged you into the kitchen and attacked you, like a female spider dragging some poor, helpless male moth into her lair or something!" 
 
    "Not jealous, huh?" he grinned at her. 
 
    "Maybe just the tinniest bit!" Ellen admitted with a little-girl pout. 
 
    "Well, first she sucked my cock, as you know. And then, after you and Don left the kitchen, she rolled a condom onto my dick and I bent her over the counter and fucked." 
 
    Ellen looked at him, her eyes wide, wanting to know it all. 
 
    He shrugged and continued. "And then she wanted to take me up the ass, so I found some margarine in the fridge and greased up my prick and did just that." 
 
    "Energetic little slut, isn't she?" Ellen commented cattily. "So, did you come in her ass?" 
 
    "No, when I was finally on the verge of coming, she eased me out of her butt and dropped down onto her knees and took the old condom off and replaced it with a new one and then sucked me until I came in her mouth." 
 
    "Hmmmm," Ellen murmured, picturing that in her mind's eye and grudgingly admitting to herself that it did sound pretty hot. "Was it good?" 
 
    "Well, it was different," Paul said "but not that great, really. 
 
    "How so?" Ellen asked--more intrigued than jealous at this point. 
 
    "I don't know, coming in a girl's mouth when you're wearing a rubber?" He said. "It's just not that great, somehow." 
 
    "Is it because you're not really shooting off in her mouth, you're actually shooting off into a condom?" Ellen wondered aloud. 
 
    "Maybe." 
 
    "Or is it visual? Do men miss seeing their spunk in a woman's mouth, or seeing her swallow it for them?" 
 
    "A little of both, I think." 
 
    "Your turn now," Paul said with a twinkle in his eye. "Did you like doing Don? His dick is fucking huge!" 
 
    Ellen giggled and nodded her head an empathic "yes". "You know that first time, when he draped me over the chair and did me from behind? Well, I didn't ever actually see how big his cock was that time, babe. If I had actually been looking at it when it got hard, I might have chickened out…I mean, Jesus! Ed's prick is enormous and Don's is even bigger than Ed's!" 
 
    Paul nodded eagerly, clearly aroused by thinking of his wife taking such a whopper up her small pussy. His eyes urged her on. 
 
    "Well, anyway, he slid it in me and I thought, ‘Jesus, where's the end?" Ellen eased the covers off as she spoke and took Paul's prick in her fist and stroked it. 
 
    Glancing up at him as she toyed with his prick, Ellen said, “It felt like a log shoved up inside me at first…but I got used to pretty quickly.” 
 
    She bent down and licked all around her husband’s cock head, teasing him by not going on right away. 
 
    "And then?" Paul asked—his voice tight with arousal. 
 
    Ellen smiled, sucked him for a minute, and then continued, "And then he fucked me hard, baby! Oh, God, but his prick felt big up inside your Ellen's poor little cunny…" 
 
    Paul groaned, imagining that, and then Ellen licked his balls for a moment before telling him more of the intimate details of Don's big cock up her pussy. 
 
    When he was as hard as an iron pipe and almost ready to blow his load over the intimate details she’d shared with him about Don and his huge dick, Ellen grinned up at her hubby and stopped licking his cock. He moaned and tried to urge her lips back over his cock head. 
 
    “Why…why did you stop?” he sighed. 
 
    “Because I want this big thing up my bottom again, doggie-style this time, stud!” she whispered as she got up onto her hands and knees. 
 
    She gave him a naughty grin and wiggled her ass. “I think I’m a convert, babe. I think I want my sweet Paul’s big cock up my ass at least a few times a week from here on out!” 
 
    He grinned and scrambled eagerly into position behind her… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Trying to sound casual, Jan asked, "So, how was your weekend?" but Ellen could see the excitement in the girl's eyes behind her big glasses. 
 
    "It was fine," Ellen replied blandly, a teasing smile on her face. "Paul and I went to a party Saturday night." 
 
    "Oh, and how was that?" Jan asked, struggling to sound indifferent. 
 
    "It was great fun!" Ellen flashed the girl a conspiratorial little smile. "I met a lot of new people." 
 
    She sauntered into her office, took the sack lunch from her briefcase and put it in the refrigerator. 
 
    Jan bustled in right behind her with coffee and placed it on Ellen's desk. The girl smiled expectantly. 
 
    Ellen looked around her, craning her neck to make sure that there was no one in the outer office to overhear them. She grinned at Jan and asked softly, "Did you bring your lunch today?" 
 
    "Yeah, why?" Jan answered. 
 
    "Maybe you'd like to meet me with it in the parking garage at noon and we'll drive over to the park and eat together. Then I could tell you a few of the lurid, intimate details about the party, would you like that?" 
 
    "God, yes!" Jan blurted. "I'm dying to hear!" 
 
    "Okay, it's a date," Ellen whispered, and then made a shooing motion with her hand. "Now, back to work--I've got a busy morning, so scoot!" 
 
    With a big grin, Jan did as she was told. Ellen smiled as the girl left the office, and then she reached for her phone. 
 
    The morning went passed by quickly. There were some bills in the legislature that The Clean Water Initiative had an interest in. It was part of Ellen’s job to let the various powerful assemblymen and senators that the Initiative channeled support and financial contributions to know that they would be carefully monitoring their votes on those bills as they moved through the legislature. 
 
    At five to noon, Ellen hung up the phone, grabbed her lunch and headed for the elevator that would take her down to the parking garage. She noticed that Jan's desk was already empty when she stepped out of the office. 
 
    As the elevator doors opened, Ellen spotted Jan standing a couple cars away from her car. 
 
    "Hi, cutie, are you ready for lunch?" Ellen said, as she breezed up to Jan and unlocked the car. 
 
    Five minutes later, they sat at the back of the parking lot at Capitol Park, behind the state house building, eating lunch amid a sea of parked cars. Ellen came here a few days a month, just to be by herself for a while and to enjoy the big shady trees that dotted the Capitol Park lawn a few feet away. An occasional pedestrian passed by on his or her way to their parked cars, but for the most part, Jan and Ellen were alone. 
 
    "So…tell!" Jan demanded eagerly. "Was it hot? How many couples were there? Did all the guys have big cocks? Were the women cute?" 
 
    Ellen swallowed a bite of her chicken sandwich and laughed.  She shook her head at Jan's barrage of questions and said, "Yes, it was scorching hot…and a lot of the guys had really big cocks, and yes…I was a total slut and I fucked all of them—all five guys who were at the party, including my sweet hubby." 
 
    "Wow! Just wow!" Jan gushed, that hero-worshipping look back on her pretty face as she stared over at Ellen in amazement. "Was it good? We're the other women jealous--did you get it on with any of them too?" 
 
    "All of them except Mallory," Ellen said, finishing her sandwich. "She was gorgeous, but every inch of that predatory bitch is man-made. Fake tits, fake ass, liposuctioned tummy, fake nose—even her lips had been professionally plumped out with collagen, from what Paul told me later—that was Mallory. She loved men and they loved her Barbie Doll phony body, of course, but she didn't like to do things with other women." 
 
    "She sounds like a real no-fun cunt, if you're a bi-girl!" Jan commented, chewing the last of her own sandwich. 
 
    "Yeah, the only reason the other swinger women put up with her is that she does look hot, and she fucks like a mink, from what Paul told me, so the men like to have her at parties, That and the fact that her hubby, Don, is a really nice guy…and he's got an eleven inch dick. Did I mention that part?" 
 
    Jan's eyes went wide. "Eleven inches—did you fuck him? My God, Ellen, how did you…" 
 
    "Three times," Ellen said smugly, eating some chips from her lunch. "It was heaven, Jan! He's so gentle and he can really use that huge prick, let me tell you." 
 
    "Omigod!" Jan gasped and peeled a banana and ate it in three big bites. 
 
    "I guess it's a good thing that you used your fist on me last week—I might not have had the confidence to try someone as big as Don before that," Ellen whispered, leaning across the seat, her lips not far from Jan's. 
 
    "Oh, Jesus, Ellen! That's so fucking hot!" Jan blurted. "Thinking about you doing all that stuff with all those different guys, while everyone watched—my nippies are stiff as can be and my pussy is creaming like mad!" 
 
    "Really…let's just see, shall we?" Ellen whispered and ran both hands up under the light sweater blouse Jan was wearing, looking around as she did so to make sure no one was paying any attention. 
 
    She found Jan's bra cups and ran her fingertips over them lightly. Sure enough, the twin nubbins were swollen to full erection behind the heavy-duty material. Ellen took them between her forefingers and thumbs and rolled them gently. 
 
    "Ohhhhh! Oh, fuck!" Jan sighed, her eyes going half closed with instant lust. 
 
    "I wish I could suck them for you, babydoll," Ellen whispered. "But this place isn't quite private enough for that." 
 
    "Oh, El! Oh, fuck, squeeze them for me!" Jan pleaded. "Your fingers feel so good on my titties, even through my bra!" 
 
    "Shall I tell you about how the girls sucked both of my tits at the same time while another one of them licked Paul's come out of my pussy and swallowed it?" 
 
    Jan moaned and nodded her head, too aroused to speak. Ellen kissed her on the cheek and turned her body in the seat. She laid Jan's head back against her shoulder and continued to play with the other girl's distended nipples as she eased her free hand out of Jan's sweater and down to her waistband. Once her fingers were there, she undid the skirt the girl was wearing and slipped her hand down into Jan's panties. 
 
    "Oh, jumping fuck, El," Jan gasped as Ellen's fingertip found her clit amid the pair of juicy lips and began to tease it. "Are you going to make me come?" 
 
    "Uhh—Huh!" Ellen hummed in her ear and began to finger-fuck her. "Just relax and let it happen while I tell you about how those naughty girls sucked my pussy while I was sucking my friend Cassidy's hot cunt, okay?" 
 
    "Oh! Oh, fuck!" Jan murmured excitedly and rolled her hips up to meet Ellen's sweet strokes into her needy cunt. 
 
    "Cassie's cunny is so sweet," Ellen whispered and licked Jan's earlobe. "I must have swallowed two big mouthfuls of pussy-come when she went off in my mouth, darling!" 
 
    Jan whimpered and a huge shiver went all the way through her lush young body. Ellen continued her narrative, "After Cassidy, I got my titties sucked by another hot, big-titted brunette—she kind of reminded me of you, except she was much older—while this really cute little blonde girl got her ass reamed by that huge eleven inch dick as she sucked off my clitty…" 
 
    "Ooooohhhhhh! Jan sighed as she went off on Ellen's probing finger, shivering from head to toe and pushing her head back against her lover's shoulder as she came. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    "So we're definitely on for Wednesday night?" Ellen asked as she let Jan off a block from work, to avoid being seen returning from lunch together by their co-workers. "I pick you up that morning at your building and we drive in together, okay?" 
 
    "God, yes!" Jan sighed, looking into the car at Ellen with utter worship in her dark eyes. "I'd walk over hot broken glass for the chance to spend the night with you and Paul and hear you guys talk about that incredible party and all of the wild stuff you did…especially while we're all…doing stuff to one another while you tell me about it!" 
 
    "That does sound like fun, doesn't it?" Ellen winked at Jan and pulled away from the curb, heading for the underground garage. 
 
    She swung into the drive and circled down to her parking spot. As soon as the elevator opened on her floor, Ellen went directly to the ladies room. It was just past one o'clock and she figured that most everyone was back in their offices from lunch. 
 
    Ellen made a quick check, to make sure that she was alone in the bathroom, and then took the middle stall. She put a sanitary toilet seat cover down first and then dropped her skirt, pantyhose, and panties and took a seat. 
 
    Leaning back against the cool porcelain of the tank, she thought about how hot little Jan was and how much fun it had been, whispering to her about what had gone on at the party as she'd made the girl orgasm. Thinking about that, Ellen touched her clit, finding it to be as wet and swollen with excitement as she knew it would. 
 
    In less than a minute, Ellen was biting her lower lips hard to keep from screaming as she came and came on her own fingertip. As the quick, intense, immensely pleasing orgasm began to ebb, she pulled some toilet paper off the roll, wiped her sopping pussy dry, and got her clothes back into place. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    "Hi, Cass," Ellen sighed as she snapped her hands-free phone device on so that she could answer Cassidy's call as she drove home in the commute traffic. "What's up?" 
 
    "You sound beat, kitten," Cassidy said. 
 
    Ellen told her briefly about yesterday and all of the incredible sex she’d had with Paul as they talked about the party. After she'd finished telling Cass about the three-o'clock, wake-up coupling this morning, her big redheaded friend laughed. 
 
    "Jesus, El!" she chuckled. "You'd better give that cute little pussy of yours some rest, before you wear it out!" 
 
    "On my way home now to do just that," Ellen assured her. "Big snooze coming up this afternoon, doll, for sure." 
 
    "Well, I just called to see if Thursday this week would be good for lunch?" 
 
    Ellen thought a minute. ”Sounds good. I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
    They agreed to meet at a Chinese restaurant downtown that both of them liked and then Cassidy said to Ellen, "By the way, you're a super-hit with the other swinger’s club members, you and Paul. Even that bitch, Mallory Gordon, said that she thought you were 'pretty hot for an older woman'—which is like a rave review from that snatch." 
 
    Ellen saw red for a split-second—older woman?—she was barely thirty, for Chrissake! But then she calmed herself. The thought, consider the source, Mallory's a real bitch, now isn't she? 
 
    "Anyway, there's a big house party in two weeks at George and Cynthia Skyler's place and everyone who was at Sam and Enid's party wants you and Paul to be there." 
 
    That perked Ellen up a bit. She smiled and asked, "Is this going to be like the party we just attended?" 
 
    "No, this will be much, much bigger!" Cassidy promised. "George and Cynthia are pretty wealthy. They have a big, sprawling house just off the golf course. They'll be closed swinging available at this one, an orgy room and the whole nine yards. It'll be a blast—George and Cynthia's parties always are!" 
 
    "Umm, sounds like something we need to attend. Can you get invitations for us?" 
 
    "You're on the guest list right now, El. George and Cynthia were supposed to be at Sam's party, but they had to go out of town at the last minute, so they didn't make it." 
 
    Ellen had to concentrate on her driving just then, as a delivery truck cut in front of her. When she turned her attention back to what Cass was saying she heard, "…and then, after hearing what a hottie you are and what a stud Paul is, George said that you two just had to come to his party, darling!" 
 
    Finally managing to fight her way into the right lane, Ellen turned off into the relative calm of her own housing development. She let out a sigh of relief as she drove toward her house. 
 
    "Well, I'll have to run it by Paul, of course, but I can't picture him saying no. The Skyler's big affair is two weeks from now, huh?" 
 
    "Yep, the weekend after next. We’ll talk about it more at lunch on Thursday, but I wanted you to know about it right away, so you didn't make other plans for that weekend." 
 
    "Okay, I'll tell Paul tonight. See you Thursday, Cass." 
 
    "That sounds great.” 
 
    Ellen pulled into her garage and said goodbye, "See you then, babe, ciao!" 
 
    She hit the remote to close the garage door, grabbed her briefcase, and stumbled wearily into the house. In less than a minute, she was naked in her bedroom and slipping under the soft, inviting covers. 
 
    She reflected on the party and touching her clit lightly, smiled,. She thought about Jan coming in her arms today at lunch and her smile deepened. Then she let herself think about her little sex kitten, Jan, spending Wednesday night in this very bed with her and Paul and she chuckled out loud in anticipation. 
 
    As her thoughts drifted, she imagined herself at the party two weeks from then…a much bigger party than the one she'd just attended. She hoped she'd be the belle of that ball, too! 
 
    All of those men, she thought, all of those new delicious cocks to suck and to play with and, ultimately, to let slip into her slender body and fuck her to new heights of debauchery and lustful enjoyment. 
 
    Ellen shivered with delight at just the thought of it! She wondered if there would be any hot, gorgeous women at the bigger party who would also want to…get to know her. 
 
    Her thoughts turned to Paul. What would he do when he got home tonight and found her nude, in bed, waiting for him? 
 
    She smiled, knowing exactly what he would do and welcoming it! Her life was so good now, so different than it had been just a few weeks ago, before she'd become a swinger. 
 
    "It's good to be me!" she whispered in the stillness of her bedroom, just before sleep washed over her… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We hope you enjoyed Swingin' 
 
    And if you did I would really appreciate if you would write a review about my book. It doesn't have to be long, just have lots of stars 
 
      
 
      
 
    Check out the next book of the series – SEX ORGY 
 
    Here's the SEXY Prologue for your reading pleasure.  
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    SEX ORGY 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Prologue 
 
    "You have such a naughty, naughty little ass!" Paul Markley whispered, his voice tight with excitement, just before he touched his tongue lightly to his wife, Ellen's, star-shaped anus. He was on his stomach between her long legs, and he had spent the past few minutes licking her pussy and teasing her clit with his tongue tip before turning his oral attentions to her anal opening. 
 
    Thanks to a recent Brazilian waxing session, Ellen's petite pink slit was bare as a six year old girl's, and her husband's tongue tickling her anus made it wink open and closed in tandem with the little clench her ass pucker gave when he teased it. She lay on her back, up against three stacked pillows at the head of the bed, with her half-closed, blue eyes glowing with lust at his lewd foreplay. 
 
    "Oh, God, that's so nasty!" she sighed, squeezing her saliva-wet nipples between her fingertips as his tongue slid inside her ass. 
 
    Paul had started on her breasts, licking and sucking until her nipples were as slippery and erect as could be, before moving his lips and tongue downward. He had taken care to ensure that her clit was as swollen with arousal as her protruding nipples currently were, before dipping his head still lower to lick her anus. 
 
    Pulling his head back momentarily, grinning at her, he asked teasingly, "Is it nasty enough that I should stop?"  
 
    "God, no!" Ellen hissed, tugging at her breasts and flashing him a sexy smile to show him just how thoroughly aroused she was. "What you're doing is incredibly wicked, but it feels…heavenly!" 
 
    Chuckling at his wife's approval of his taboo licking, Paul slid his tongue back into her anus. Ellen moaned and closed her eyes in rising ecstasy. Her trim hips began to rock back and forth, driving him in deeper as she squeezed her throbbing nipples. 
 
    Paul, who was obviously just as turned on as his wife by the erotic experimentation, brought his left hand up to her clit and teased it with his thumb as he wriggled his tongue in and out of her anal opening. Ellen shuddered and bit her lower lip, moaning even louder.  
 
    It's so good! It seems like my sweet Paul thinks of new ways to drive me absolutely crazy practically every time we make love now! And that's quite a challenge, considering how often the two of us make love these days.  
 
    Giving in completely to the incredible sensations coursing through her, she began to twist around on the bed. She was now shamelessly tossing her ass up against his piercing tongue—much too excited by what he was doing to hold back. 
 
    For what seemed like the thousandth time in the past few weeks, Ellen blessed the day that she and Paul decided to swing, in an attempt to put some fire back into their ho-hum sex life. Ever since that first weekend, when they'd traded partners in front of each other with their close friends, Ed and Cassidy Flynn, their love-making had suddenly become red hot again. 
 
    Her husband's tongue slipped free of her anal opening and his thumb left her clit. She opened her eyes and he shot a leering smile her way as he reached for the tube of sex lubricant lying nearby on the sheet. He opened it and squirted a liberal glob of the slippery gel into her gaped-open anus. 
 
    "Oooooh!" she sighed as he eased two fingers into her hole and began to lube her up with them while he went back to licking her clitty. 
 
    She hunched her hips toward him, mashing her sensitive bud against his gliding tongue and burying his fingers deep in her anal sheath. The strong muscles in her pussy and ass clenched in unison as a spasm of pre-orgasmic joy shot through her lower body, reverberating right up to her nipples as she toyed with them. 
 
    "Are you going to fuck me in my naughty ass, you bad boy?" she whispered, her eyes once again drooping half closed with increasing passion. 
 
    He continued to finger her bottom, but got up onto his knees, his huge cock waggling out in front of him, hard as the proverbial rock. 
 
    "I might. But first I'd like to feel those sweet lips of yours around my prick, babe!" 
 
    Ellen broke into a wide grin and eagerly moved to disengage from his greasy fingers, but he stopped her by placing his free hand on her hip. Instead, he urged her to scoot down further onto the mattress, until she was flat on her back in its center. Keeping his fingers buried in her ass, he swung around and brought his knee over her head, facing her feet. 
 
    "Sixty-nine, El," Paul whispered.  
 
    "Oh, yes!" Ellen sighed, reaching for him, her tongue coming up to caress the head of his engorged prick. "Let me suck it for you while you eat my pussy and finger my bottom!" 
 
    His long, fat cock head punched down into her mouth as soon as she finished speaking. His fingers continued to push gently in and out of her ass and his lively tongue roamed all over her clitty again. 
 
    "Ummm!" Ellen moaned and sucked excitedly at Paul's hot, hard prick as he face-fucked her. 
 
    Her fingers stole upward to reclaim her nipples. She squirmed and twisted with increasing ardor beneath him, her pussy getting hotter and hotter as he licked it and reamed out her bottom with his fingers. 
 
    His cock tastes so good! So big and hard and manly…God, but I love sucking Paul's wonderful prick! 
 
    Ellen couldn't believe that before their sex life had been reignited, it had been over a year since her lips had been around Paul's dick. Before their recent experiences with swinging, their love life had deteriorated to the point where they were lucky if they made love twice a month. And even then, their couplings had usually been rushed, passionless, and barely satisfying to either of them.  
 
    Jesus, what a fool I was back then! She swirled her tongue all around his cock as it penetrated her willing lips again and again. My baby's prick is like a work of erotic art…and I was all but ignoring it. 
 
    "Ullmmm," she murmured, sucking harder as she tongued him. 
 
    Paul groaned and she saw his large nut sac tighten slightly. She smiled inwardly, knowing that her hot mouth work was turning him on just as much as his fingers and tongue were rapidly driving her towards a searing climax of her own. 
 
    The suction on her clit increased as Paul began to tap it with his tongue tip, his fingers never missing a stroke in her fluttering ass tunnel. His sharp front teeth nipped lightly at her clit as he sucked and he resumed teasing it with his tongue. 
 
    Ellen shivered, her tummy muscles rippling the way they always did when she was going to have a big orgasm. She murmured around his driving cock and lapped at the head even more hungrily. 
 
    Paul gasped and went still for a moment. His prick bucked hard inside her mouth and then a huge jet of semen shot out to spatter against the back of her throat. 
 
    "Mmmmmm!" Ellen murmured ecstatically as her pussy went off a second later. 
 
    Her clit throbbed crazily, sending a massive jolt of pure sexual joy echoing through her cunny and her ass as both taut tubes of flesh spasmed together, her butt muscles tightening down hard on Paul's buried fingers, entrapping them deep inside her. He sighed with pleasure as she swallowed the first big mouthful of his spunk and his balls jerked together to deliver another wad into her working throat. 
 
    Oh, but his stuff tastes so good tonight—she thought as she gulped it down—wondering why she'd ever stopped doing this for him. Her orgasm rolled on and on, made even more perfect by the knowledge that her man absolutely loved it when she sucked him off like she was doing. 
 
    The two of them clung together until the last of Ellen's tiny pulses of come sensations ebbed away and Paul's once mighty dick had softened to a shorter, spongier version of its former self. He got slowly up onto his hands and knees, and Ellen licked the last little trace of jizz from his prick tip as it slid from her lips. 
 
    He turned around and flopped down next to her, a satisfied smile on his face. He asked her playfully, "Are you disappointed that I didn't fuck your bottom, El? 
 
    Ellen laughed and shook her head, the ends of her light-blonde, long shag-cut hair whipping around her face. "No, that was wonderful. I came so good—how about you?" 
 
    "You have to ask? I thought I was going to drown you there for a moment." 
 
    She gave him a saucy little wink. "I can swallow spunk with the best of them, babe, don't you worry about that." 
 
    His face went serious for a moment and then he said. "You amaze me sometimes, honey. You hadn't done that for me in months and then, after that night at Cassidy and Ed's, you suddenly started sucking me off again like you couldn't get enough." 
 
    Ellen felt her face coloring. She hated to admit it, but she had always been reluctant to let Paul go off in her mouth until… 
 
    In the spirit of their new sexual openness with one another, she decided to tell him the truth. 
 
    "When I saw Cassidy give you that terrific blowjob in the hot tub that first night, and swallow your come like she loved every drop of it, I decided right then that I was going to start doing that for you again, too. And that I was going to teach myself to do it every bit as well or better than Cass did."  
 
    She waited for a few moments and then added with a little smirk. "It's funny. After I had made up my mind to suck you off at least a few times a month and started doing it, I began to not mind the taste as much—after the first few times…" she gave him a naughty smile and went on to admit, "To tell you the truth, I kind of got to where I like it. And I just love how much pleasure it gives you, so I really don't mind swallowing it anymore." 
 
    He shook his head and then scooped her into his massive arms and held her tight. Leaning down to kiss her, he said, "You're the best, El. You really are." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Enjoy 2 sample chapters of SLUT! a very sexy story by La Marchesa—one of CKs favorite authors 
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    ~ Slut! ~ 
 
    [Gangbang] 
 
    By La Marchesa 
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    I’d never done anything this crazy. Meeting a man—a stranger—without even knowing what he looks like. Yet here I was, waiting, for him to pick me up at a bus stop, anxious, but excited, filled with apprehension and…need.  
 
    The scheduled bus stopped and the people who'd been waiting, climbed aboard. I glanced at my watch. He'd said one o'clock and it was a quarter after. He'd better hurry, I don't have all day.  
 
    Finally, a late model SUV pulled up to the curb and rolled down the passenger window. A pleasant looking, thirty-something, blue-eyed man with a sandy colored receding hairline and a flirty smile leaned over. "Are you 'restive mom'?"  
 
    Purse in hand, I nodded and rose. I was about to do it. My nipples swelled and between my legs, warmth emerged. Once I get in that car, there's no turning back. Wobbly kneed, I edged up to the car. "You must be 'easy Ed'."  
 
    His smile widened. "That's my handle."  
 
    I opened the door and hopped in. As I buckled my seatbelt, he took off with a jolt. "Sorry I was late." 
 
    His car traveled forty miles per hour. No chickening out now.  
 
    Not that I want to.  
 
    "We have to hurry, my four year old will be dropped off from pre-school, at five-thirty."  
 
    "Don't worry. I'll see you get home on time."  
 
    I looked him over. He wore jeans and a polo shirt. His build was wiry and athletic. I sensed he might be a good lay.  
 
    What in Christ's name am I doing? 
 
    He held out a sleep mask. "Put this on."  
 
    I reached in my purse and pulled out the Mardi Gras mask I'd had for years. "I brought a mask."  
 
    Since we both wanted to remain anonymous and because he was taking me to where he lived, I'd agreed in advance to be blindfolded. 
 
    "That's fine for when we get there, but for now wear this."  
 
    I nodded and slipped the sleep mask over my eyes. Darkness overtook me, and with the darkness, my mind raced.  
 
    Easy Ed and I met on the internet a few weeks previous. At first, the flirty messages we exchanged seemed innocent enough. Even when they became suggestive, I thought nothing of it. Sure, they turned me on, but I handled it. But not today. Today was different. Today my dark, primal lust, had returned with a vengeance as if a feral Beast which hid in the depths of me had been released to play havoc in my life.  
 
    Though my hunger, when it came, was great, I'd never indulged it. I was a married woman, after all. After an uptight miserable day or two, it would pass. Then I'd go back to being a bored housewife and mother, banishing the hunger from my thoughts until it struck again. 
 
    This time when the need came upon me, it was more compelling than ever. This time fingers or vibrators would no longer suffice. I sought comfort from my internet friend. Easy Ed seemed almost clairvoyant. He sensed my yearning and seemed to know what I needed.  
 
    His last message—his wicked naughty proposition—got to me, releasing the wanton lust that resided in me. Easy Ed, a man I never met, put my hunger into words. Mesmerized, I'd stared at my laptop, digested the debauched scenario he laid out in great detail. By the second time I'd read it the tiny ember of lust that rested within my nether regions had burst into flame. As images of what he suggested floated though my brain, like a pornographic movie, my panties grew wetter and wetter and by the fifth and final time—right before I typed in "Yes"—my pussy was aflame with need. His final message read, My cell number is 702–555-1243. Call me!  
 
      
 
    His voice was mellow and deep, "This is Ed," kind of sexy 
 
    "It's me—restive mom." 
 
    "Are you sure you want to do this." 
 
    "Most of me wants to. There's a smidgeon of doubt." 
 
    "Okay, we'll go forward. Is there a bus stop near you?" 
 
    "About a half mile away, at Deerfield and Seventh." 
 
    "All right, I'll make the arrangements and pick you up at one. You won't stand me up will you?" 
 
    I didn't answer right away, causing him to continue. "If you aren't sure, let me know, now."  
 
    I took a deep breath. "I'll be there." 
 
    "That's my girl. And don't touch yourself. It will spoil everything. Let your obsession build—I want your libido to ferment and grow within you." 
 
      
 
    The car continued, occasionally stopping for what I surmised were stop signs or red lights.  
 
    I could jump out of the car and run.  
 
    No. This is the first time, you're trying to do something about the Beast—the incubus that resides within you.  
 
    Neither of us spoke. Oddly, I found this lack of communication disconcerting and my sky high anxiety, actually increased.  
 
    There was no reason for this. After all, we didn't know each other and despite what we about to do, we wanted to keep our anonymity intact.  
 
    Yet, I was so nervous, my limbs trembled. I regarded the situation I'd frivolously allowed myself to get into. I was headed for I knew not where with a man who, except for a hundred or so missives over the internet, I'd never met and didn't know. What am I getting myself into?  
 
    He could be a sadist. Oh my God! He could be a killer! After riding in silence and semi-fear for ten minutes, I blurted. "You wouldn't hurt me, would you?"  
 
    He laughed—a pleasant laugh. "Don't worry…ah, hmm, restive mom is awkward. Make up a name for me to call you." 
 
    What could he call me? I felt naughty, like a whore. "Call me, Trixie." 
 
    He chucked. "Trixie. I like that. I would never hurt you, Trixie. I only have one goal. To give you what you crave, what you've yearned for, but were always too…shall we say conventional to try."  
 
    I calmed down, slightly, exchanging my nervousness for increased arousal. By now, my twitching pussy boiled like a three minute egg while profusely seeping fuck juice from my weeping hole. Trying to get my mind off my soaked panties and what I'd agreed to do, I asked, "Are you married?" 
 
    "Does it matter?" 
 
    Rebuffed, I tried another tact, "How much longer." 
 
    He snickered, then I sensed the vehicle turn and stop. A long second later, heard a garage door opener. "We're here." 
 
    Shivers ran the length of my arms and legs as imaginary creatures padded up and down my spine.  
 
    He pulled the SUV into the garage and closed the overhead door. The driver's door opened and I pictured Ed getting out and coming around to my side. As I realized my juices had even soaked through my jeans, I felt between my legs. Then the door jerked open, giving me a start.  
 
    This was it. There was no turning back. I was going to do it. What about Robert?  
 
    This is not about my husband. This is about me. I need this.   
 
    A flush of heat coursed through me as Ed grabbed the hand that had just been on my wet crotch. Pointlessly, I worried he might smell my arousal on my and then his hand.  
 
    "You haven't changed your mind, have you?" 
 
    I shook my head, swung my feet to the right and lowered them until they touched ground. I stood and tried to recall what this man looked like, but could only remember his characteristics. 
 
    Still holding my hand, he led me. I heard a door open and his hand led me forward. "Watch your step, here." 
 
    The toe of my shoe bumped a step and I raised my foot. 
 
    After leading me into what smelled like a kitchen, he stopped and removed the sleep mask. "You don't need this anymore."  
 
    It was so bright I covered my eyes with a hand and gradually let the light slip between my fingers.  
 
    "You're trembling. Would you like something to calm your nerves."  
 
    "Hmm. Maybe, like what?" 
 
    He shrugged. "Xantax, pot, whisky, a beer?" 
 
    I shook my head. "Drugs or pot will dull my senses. I'll have whisky." 
 
    He pulled a bottle of Jack Daniels and a short glass out of the cupboard, poured the glass a third full. "Ice?" 
 
    I shook my head and picked up the glass. I studied it for a second, then threw the nasty tasting liquid down my throat in one gulp. Almost immediately, as my throat and stomach warmed, I began to calm. "I'm ready."  
 
    "You can put your fancy mask on now, if you wish."  
 
    My nerves, which had been a-flutter, were still edgy, consequently my kidneys were ready to burst. "Not yet. Let's go into your bedroom. I need to relieve myself and then I want to get undressed and come out naked, wearing only the mask—ready to be ravished."  
 
    He laughed and led me down a hall and into a typical master bedroom, with a four post king-sized bed, nightstand, dresser, and mirrored wardrobe with one striking difference—a six-inch chain dangled from each post.  
 
    He looked me over. "I see you're wet."  
 
    I felt the flush return. "Yeah, well. I've had a lot of time to think about what's going to happen." 
 
    He smiled and wiggled his eyebrows. "That's good."  
 
    "Don't I know it. The restroom?"  
 
    He hitched his head toward a door. "The bath is through that door." 
 
    I nodded. "How many did you get?" 
 
    "Four." 
 
    "Only four?" 
 
    He dipped his head and a single eyebrow. "I didn't have much time.  
 
    "Where are they?" 
 
    "You…let me worry about that." 
 
    I shrugged and headed toward the indicated door. "I'll be out in a couple of minutes." 
 
    I unzipped my designer jeans and wriggled them over my hips and ass. Next, I sat on the water closet, removed my three-inch heeled sandals, and then slid my tight jeans and panties down and over my feet. When I finished, feeling much relieved, I rose and hung my jeans from a hook on the back of the door.  
 
    After edging up to the long, faux marble vanity, I pulled my fancy mask from my purse and slipped it on. The pink satin and gold trimmed mask had three matching butterflies floating across the top and complemented my long brunette hair perfectly. My warm brown eyes were also visible through the generous eye-slits. Anxious to see how I looked wearing the mask the way Ed would see me—naked—I hurriedly unbuttoned and removed my blouse.  
 
    As I reached for my bra hooks, Ed, slipped in, naked and aroused, carrying a shoebox. He studied my reflection as I studied his. He was lean and wiry, but muscular. Except for a six-inch patch of hair between his pecs, he had no hair. Even his nice sized, erect, cock was hairless.  
 
    Mmm, the better to suck you, lover.  
 
    "I brought you some things to…whoa, look at you. You are fucking gorgeous."  
 
    Semi-embarrassed a flush of heat surged though me. I turned to him. "You like my mask?" 
 
    "I like the whole package." After setting the box on the vanity, he pulled out and held up what looked like a leather dog collar with chrome spikes, even down to the ring for the leash. "This is for you." 
 
    As he installed the collar around my neck, I asked, "What is it?" 
 
    "It's a slave collar. It's part of the scene. It's more for effect than actual use." 
 
    Next, he wrapped matching leather cuffs around my wrists. "When we go back in the bedroom, you must obey every command I give you and every time you speak to me, address me as Sir. You understand?" 
 
    I knew this was part of the bdsm scene. "I think so." 
 
    "Good. Now pick a safe word." 
 
    I sensed my brow furrow. "What do you mean?"  
 
    "A safe word. A safe word is for your protection. Pick one that won't be confused with anything that might go on in a scene. If you don't like what is going on, say the safe word and it ends the scene." 
 
    "How about Timbuktu." 
 
    He laughed. "That's a good one. It certainly won't be confused with anything going on. Now, out of the bedroom, you are Trixie, but in the bedroom I need to call you something else." 
 
    "Like what?" 
 
    "That's what I'm asking you. Doms call their subs, things like, slave, bitch, cunt, whore, slut—"  
 
    "Slut! Trixie the slut. I like that. What I'm doing is being a slut, so I deserve to be called 'slut'."  
 
    He smiled. "All right, I'll call you 'slut'." 
 
    I eased closer, rubbing a breast against his arm and flashed a coy smile. "Would you like to take my bra off…Sir?"  
 
    He snickered and his eyes widened. "Very good. Sure, I'd love to take your bra off. Turn around, slut." 
 
    I spun so, with my back to him, I faced the mirror.  
 
    Undoing the hooks on my average sized bra, he slid the straps over my shoulders and down my arms.  
 
    As he pulled the cups away from my twin peaks, his hardness dug between my butt cheeks and rubbed my anus. I took a deep breath as my pulse increased as the interesting feeling persisted. I felt his breath on my ear as he stared over my shoulder at the reflection of my breasts. Between the coolness of being uncovered and Ed ogling my breasts, a glance down told me my two-inch areolas were pebbled and the nipples, erect and jutting. I turned my head and whispered in his ear. "Please Sir, they want you to feel them, squeeze them, kiss them, bite them."  
 
    He slid his arms between my arms and ribs and wrapped large hands around my peaks. "Very nice, Trixie." He spun me around and his face was inches from mine. Unseen, his hand caressed my face. He cupped my chin softly in the palm of his hand. Gently, his other hand moved over my breast. "Let's see how they taste."  
 
    While his hand kneaded one breast, concentrating on the nipple, he leaned down and wrapped his lips around the other nipple. My nipples, always sensitive, sent waves of pleasure through me, but were strongest in my pussy.  
 
    He pulled away. "Mmm that was nice, but we still need to get you prepared." His hand slid down my abdomen and rubbed my mound. "Umm. I like that you're smooth."  
 
    He studied me in the mirror. "Mmm, lean but shapely, just the way I like 'em."  
 
    I nearly jumped through the roof when he touched my clit. "Umm-mmm. Trixie, darling, you are one fine looking piece…of…ass.  
 
    My pussy constricted from the naughtiness of what he'd said. 
 
    "Do you think I could have a taste of that prime cunt before we get started?" 
 
    With a demur smile and raised eyebrows, I instructed him, "As my master, you can have anything you want, Sir." 
 
    My cunt clenched from the treat it was about to receive when he lifted me onto the vanity. I leaned back against the mirror, wrapped my hands around my thighs and pulled my legs up and back for maximum exposure. 
 
    "God your cunt is tantalizing. Let me put these on you." He reached into the shoebox, removed two leather cuffs and wrapped them around my ankles.  
 
    I thought he lowered himself to dine on my pussy, but that wasn't what he had in mind—at least not yet. After lifting my arms over his shoulder and leaning it against my stomach, he surprised me, by jerking my five-three, hundred-twenty pound frame over his shoulder, like a sack of potatoes. Sir then carried me, caveman style, into the bedroom where I was about to meet my fate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    I heard them before I saw them. 
 
    "It's about time." 
 
    "Lookin' good Eddie." 
 
    "God, she's incredible." 
 
    "What's with the mask?" 
 
    Various voices said and mumbled. 
 
    Sir literally threw me on the bed, crossways. "Guys say hi to Trixie." 
 
    Various versions of hello rang out from different directions by my unknown to-be ravishers. A sudden chill ran down my spine as the men who'd spoken came into view. Two were Caucasian, one Latino, and one looked to be a mixture of black and white. "Hello guys. You look like you're ready for some action."   
 
    They laughed and to a man grabbed their manhood and waved them at me. Their heights and builds varied, but, to my relief, they were all fairly attractive. In fact standing there buck naked with their need aiming for the sky, they were yummy!  
 
    These men all want me. They all want to stick those cocks in me and fuck me. They want to ravish me as I need and want them to.  
 
    Sir grabbed my arm, his stare bored into me. "Any second thoughts?" 
 
    If I'd harbored any doubts, now that five men who were about to use me, fuck me and violate me stood before me, they evaporated. Trembling, I took a deep breath and released it. Five men were in this room ready to feed my hunger. As my pussy got warmer and wetter, there was no way I would change my mind now, nor did I want to. "None. What do we do now, Sir?" 
 
    "We secure you."  
 
    As agreed, Ed would tie me to the bed somehow. Then all five strangers would fuck me. I tried to act calm, but on the inside, my nerves were in turmoil, not to mention my pussy felt hot enough to bake bread. This was my fixation and I was minutes from realizing it. 
 
    Sir grabbed one leg and fastened the ankle cuff to one of the chains near the top of one of the posts. As he affixed my other leg to another post, he spoke. "Okay. Before we get started, let me remind you that while you are in this room, I am your master and you will be a sex slave to me as well as the others. You will address us as sir, in return you will be given the honorary title of slut," He smirked when he said that, "and you will be required to do anything and I mean anything we ask. Understand, slut?" 
 
    I nodded and when, he smacked me smartly on a buttock with his hand, I winced. "Always, reply and always say sir. Is that clear, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir." 
 
    "Good." Addressing the others, Sir went on, "Would one of you hand the paddle on the nightstand to me. I want to have it handy should slut need additional discipline. 
 
    "Now, before I fuck Trixie, I want a taste of her cunt, but you guys are welcome to touch, feel, pinch, suck on her nipples, fuck her mouth. Anything you want, but don't hurt her. Trixie's a good slut. She just wants to feel good and in return she will make us feel good. Right, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Sir. I want to feel all of you inside me." 
 
    "That's a good little slut." He pulled me toward him, stretching the chain tight. Part of my ass hung off the bed and my legs, chained two feet above the bed, actually bent back toward me. With my ass hanging half-off the bed and my legs raised and spread wide, my pussy and ass jutted out in what seemed to be an ideal position for fucking. "What now, Sir?" 
 
    Lowering himself to one knee, he found himself eye level with my wide-open pussy mouth. "I'm going to eat you alive then fuck you to death," he said ominously.   
 
    The other sirs all laughed, but I gulped. I hoped it was a joke. 
 
    The anticipation of having his tongue and mouth on me caused my pulse to race and my breathing to stop. A man I had never laid eyes on until an hour ago was about to delve his tongue into and suck on my cream laden cunt. 
 
    At first, the men lined up to the side of Sir, stroking their meat, watching while he oralized me. Shivers coursed through me at the realization that all their rigid blood filled man-meat was hard and waiting for a turn at my pussy.  
 
    Sir ran his fingers and thumb across my folds and swollen clit, occasionally dipping unto my honey pot. "What a sweet cunt." 
 
    "Yeah it is," the tallest man, a handsome Latino agreed.  
 
    As Sir gently caressed my calf, he nibbled on one of my folds. "I love your plum colored, pussy petals."  
 
    Sir shoved two long, thick fingers into me, moving them in, out and rotating them side to side like a corkscrew. Having Sir's fingers in my well, moving in, out and around, eased the sugary itch within in me, but not the hunger. My pulse raced and my poor heart thumped so hard it seemed like it might beat through my breastbone.  
 
    Sir pulled his fingers out of my pussy and sucked on them. "Mmm, tasty. He shoved them back in, and reamed the fleshy walls of my feminine lair. When he pulled them out again, he pushed them into my mouth. "Taste, slut." 
 
    Tasting the creamy seawater flavor of my juices was not new to me. However, having a man offer me a taste of myself, was. Relishing my taste, I sucked long and hard on his fingers as if they were a cock in my mouth offering my own cum. "That is good, Sir." 
 
    The handsome man with black hair and blue eyes said, "I'd like a taste too." 
 
    This was followed by, "Me too," from the mixed race man.  
 
    Sir eased to the side. "By all means, help yourself."  
 
    After the first man reamed me with his fingers and sucked my juices off, each of the others did likewise. All agreed that 'slut's' cream compared to elixir from heaven.  
 
    When they'd finished fingering me and turning me on to no end, Sir reassumed his position, between my legs. Sliding his fingers back into my slit, he pulled his fingers out and sucked on them once more. "God, you're wet. You are so fuckably wet, I should take you right now."  
 
    After all that had gone on, I looked forward to having my pussy eaten. Without thinking, I dissented, "No-o, Sir, please not yet. "Eat my cunny first, then fuck me. Do it Sir. You do it so good. Eat my cunny. I'll come quickly and them we can fuck, Sir." 
 
    Through barely opened, narrowed eyes, his gaze bored into mine. "I do what I want, not what you want, slut." He smiled a second before he dug in. "But I do want to eat your cunt." 
 
    I squirmed and inhaled a huge amount of air with his first lick. Then he took my bud into his mouth, both tonguing and sucking on it while simultaneously, double finger fucking me.  
 
    Slowly, one by one, the other men joined in, the mixed race man sucking one nipple and the brown headed, brown-eyed man, with a Texas accent on the other, while the Latino sucked on my toes as he ran his hand up and down my leg, within inches of Sir's mouth and my cunt. Oh, God it felt wonderful. "That's it, sirs. Make your slut feel like a goddess. And Sir, eat my hot, very wicked cunt." 
 
    Sir started breathing, sucking air into his mouth and past my heated, tender bud. And then he stuck a finger part way in my ass. "Does my little slut like her ass fucked?" 
 
    Apparently, I did, because his finger sent me to the edge of a huge climax. I couldn't help it. No one had ever fucked with my asshole before and soon a massive orgasm crashed upon me. A million feathers raced through my innards, from wave after wave of tingly pulses. Bright white light flashes embedded themselves on the back of my eyelids. Losing control of my limbs, I thrashed and squirmed, convulsing as if I were seizuring, even with my lovers clinging to various parts of my body.  
 
    Sir rose, rubbing my clit with his thumb as he stood. When my orgasm started to dissipate, he brutally thrust his large erection, into my steamy caldron, piggybacking a second even stronger orgasm onto the first orgasm. All through my second orgasm and after, Sir fucked me fast and hard with reckless abandon. I'd never been fucked so forceful. It was what the Beast needed and it felt good. The rough friction from his cock soothed the sweet torment that had built in the fleshy lining of my pussy. While Sir's cock rocked my pussy, my covey of lovers using their hands, lips, fingers, tongues and writhing, slick friction addressed my other needs.  
 
    Reveling in the blissful feelings that coursed through me, I concluded the position was indeed perfect for fucking. Luscious, blissful feelings, coursed through me, as my lovers stimulated every erogenic zone possible.  
 
    The man with the Texas accent whispered in my ear, "God, you're a hot little heifer. I can't wait for my turn to fuck you." 
 
    My mind slipped from the haze as I recalled what I'd come there for. Five men—five cocks. The idea caused my pussy to clench around Sir's cock.  
 
    "Whoa! What a great pussy, guys. Trixie's flexing her pussy muscles." 
 
    The Latino urged, "Hurry up Eddie, we all want to fuck her." 
 
    "I'm going as fast as I can, Ramon. Just fuck slut's mouth." 
 
    "Good idea." 
 
    Before I knew it, the man Sir called Ramon knelt before my face and slid his cock past my lips into my mouth. "Be a good little cocksucker, slut. Make me feel good and I'll let you swallow my cum."  
 
    I never let my husband, Robert, cum in my mouth, but this wasn't my husband. This was pure sexual gratification with five strangers who would fulfill my sexual yearning, and would hopefully quiet the Beast forever. And part of that fixation was being debased and abused as these men's plaything—their personal slut. That's why the idea of swallowing Ramon's thick milky jism turned me on, even though I usually to found it revolting. Nothing was too disgusting for me this day of delivery. 
 
    As he stroked my mouth with his cock, I wrapped my fingers around it and followed it with my fist, swirling my tongue around it and squeezing his scrotum.  
 
    "Oh God baby, that feels good, Suck it good, you cunt. Make me cum, you slut."  
 
    That's what I was. Their cunt, their slut. Inexplicably, being their sex slave made me feel powerful. Just think, my mouth and cunt were very desirable. After all these two attributes could make these lustful men cum.  
 
    While Sir pummeled my pussy and Ramon pounded my mouth, a lover sucked on each nipple and the fifth lover massaged my clit. Two cocks buried in me and numerous hands, fingers, lips and tongues pleasuring me. This is the way sex should be—intense, overwhelming, constant, and erotic with multiple stimulation. 
 
    Suddenly, both of my fuckers tensed. Sir pushed his man meat as far into me as it would go. His hardness throbbed and pulsated within me as his seed spurted into my womanly haven. I pushed back into his hilt as much as my restraints would allow.  
 
    Ramon's fingers dug roughly into my scalp. He held my head firmly in place as if it were nothing more than a vessel for his spooge. Then squirts of his heavy textured spunk shot into the roof and back of my mouth, slowly oozing down my throat. It was disgusting, but I loved it. In this setting nothing was too degrading for me. 
 
    My lovers' climaxes acted as a catalyst, bringing me to the edge of another cataclysmic event—my third orgasm. My pussy felt as if it would explode as the first tidal wave spread across my body on a path of felicitous oblivion. 
 
    Virtually pinned in place by cocks, bodies and an assortment of body parts, the powerful feelings rippled through me as the orgasmic tsunami engulfed me. I floated in churning waters that battered me senseless with bliss. My body trembled and as much as I could, I arched my back. Intense spasms racked my body from toes to head. As powerful pulses spread from my pussy outward, the soft, wet walls of my feminine channel clamped on his cock. 
 
    When the last tremor finished, I sighed contentedly, and I giggled internally. I may be their personal plaything, their slut, their cunt, but it is I, who is being made to feel like a queen.   
 
      
 
    To finish reading SLUT! click HERE 
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    Prologue 
 
    "Hello?" 
 
    "Tami, it's Carol." 
 
    "Carol. Where are you?" 
 
    "I'm in a diner in San Luis Obispo."  
 
    "What're you doing there?" 
 
    "I've been driving." 
 
    "Where to?" 
 
    "Monterey." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "I needed to get away." 
 
    "Get away? I don't understand. You're missing the rehearsal, you know?" 
 
    "Yeah, I know, I'm sorry. Cover for me will you?" 
 
    "Of course. But why?"  
 
    "I feel caged. I need to get away. I need to do something I want to do, while I still can." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "I don't know yet. Whatever, I feel like."  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    Monterey Pop Festival, June 16th, 1967 
 
    After driving through the night the big Winnebago Recreational Vehicle pulled into the Monterey County Fairgrounds at eleven o’clock. The boys didn’t even get a chance to take a leak before the show’s producers had them cornered.    
 
    Maidenhead was the name of the band and they'd driven straight through some twelve hundred miles from Denver. Their part-time manager couldn't get off work so the band's co-founder and de facto leader, Zach, was in charge. The concert schedule had them following the opening act, but evidently the other band had been a no-show.  
 
    Not surprising, the producer was in a panic. "You're Zach, right?" 
 
    "Yes sir." 
 
    "The Purple Gang is running late, so I need you to take the first set. Can you do that?" 
 
    "You're the boss, Boss. It'll take us fifteen to twenty minutes to set up, though." 
 
    "That's all right. Just pull your Winnebago beside the stage and unload. The audience will calm down if they see somebody working to set up." 
 
    The producer was right. As they started to set up, a cheer went up followed by a minute or so of sustained clapping. They're cheering and clapping for us! 
 
    The applause must have motivated them because in ten minutes flat they were playing and from the first note, the audience went berserk. 
 
    Maidenhead had been scheduled to play for an hour and fifteen minutes, but ended up playing for three plus hours, because The Purple Gang bombed and the third band, Rednecks, was late.  
 
    By the time they took their bows and walked off stage, they were dog-tired, but they'd just turned in their biggest gig yet, so they were also stoked! The concert was a gas and Maidenhead rocked! 
 
    The boys beat it back to the crib, cleaned up, relieved themselves and grabbed a snack. Al, who'd driven the last two hundred miles, took an hour nap while the rest of them headed over to the show to hang out and get in the groove. 
 
    It was the Summer of Love and being from the Denver, this was their first experience among the hipsters. Hot girls teased their eyes with light, revealing, summer clothing, and love beads. Long hair and dresses were common, as were bell bottoms and clunky shoes. So was the unmistakable smell of pot.  
 
    Man, the hours zipped by. Simon & Garfunkel's amazing harmonies sent chills up Zach's spine. Eric Burton and the Animals lived up to their reputation as wild men and they couldn't get over how the chicks threw themselves at Johnny Rivers.  
 
    Rossi nudged Zach. "That's how we'll be after playing here.  
 
    Zach laughed. "Fucking ay."  
 
    The music died at midnight. They were invited to a couple parties, but after the grind of driving and playing, they were sleepwalking, so they headed to the motor home.  
 
    Al went straight into the tiny restroom while his brother, Hogan, made a sandwich. The youngest member, Petey, who'd barely turned eighteen, sprawled out on the couch until Rossi scooted him over. 
 
    Zach stretched his arms and yawned. "Man, I'm gonna sleep 'til noon."  
 
    "Me too," Petey agreed.  
 
    Rossi leaned forward. "How do you think we did?" 
 
    Hogan walked in, chewing a bite of his sandwich. "Man," he said with his mouth full, "couldn't ya tell? We fucking knocked 'em dead." 
 
    Petey nodded. "Maybe, but I'm glad it's over. At the end I played on fumes." 
 
    Zach laughed. "Yeah, we all did. Three more songs and we would have been forced to start our catalog over." 
 
    Everyone stopped what they were doing and glanced up when a rap sounded on the aluminum door. Then everyone glanced at Zach, who the closest. Getting the message he shrugged and clapped hands to his thighs. Stepping over to the door he stated the obvious, "I'll get it." 
 
    When Zach opened it he almost gasped. Standing on the top step was the foxiest chick he'd ever seen. She had long blonde hair, blue-green eyes and the blouse she wore was soaked. He started to scan her slender form, but couldn't get past her bosom. The wet fabric clung to her breasts making them look bare. They weren't too big and they weren't too small—they were per-r-rfect. Her firm nipples jutted out from pinkish areolas and stretched the sheer white fabric of her blouse. Zach's dick obviously liked what he saw, because it jumped up, ready for action.  
 
    Casting a friendly smile, she waved. "Hi, I'm Carol. I don't suppose you have a bathroom I could use, I hope, I hope?" 
 
    God, she was stunning. Her square face, large eyes and cute nose surrounded by that three-foot-long mane of silky hair were pure eye-candy. He stepped aside and invited her in. "Of course. Come in, please."  
 
    Her eyes sparkled, dancing with amusement as she took a single step inside and set her carryall handbag off to the side.  
 
    Rossi, Petey and Hogan's jaws dropped as their eyes widened, when they glimpsed the gorgeous lady that stepped in.  
 
    Tilting her head, Carol raised her index finger to her luscious, full lips. "You guys were the opening band, weren't you?" 
 
    Reacting like zombies, they nodded.  
 
    Finally, Zach managed to mutter, "Yes, Maidenhead."  
 
    She eased up to him and spread her long, elegant fingers across his chest. "Like the name. How'd ya come up with that?" 
 
    She was young, but older than them. She also oozed confidence and with her looks, why shouldn't she. He shrugged. "I don't know. It seemed different and we like girls." 
 
    She giggled. "And I like guys. You're the singer, right?"  
 
    "And lead guitar. I'm Zach." 
 
    Her hand slid up to his face and her fingers brushed his cheek. "Right, I love your voice. And your eyes. What color are they?" 
 
    "Brownish green. Some say hazel."  
 
    "Well, they're different. Bedroom eyes." 
 
    Of course, Zach had seen women as beautiful as Carol. After all, they were all around, in magazines, on TV and in the movies, but never in real life. He'd never seen one for real, let alone been touched by one. Until Carol, it seemed like they were just out there, in some other world, maybe not even real. "Thanks, I think."  
 
    Carol made him so nervous he couldn't think, so he introduced the band members, except Al who was still in the john. "The guys on the couch are Rossi and Petey. Rossi, the guy with the long black hair is our rhythm guitar and the Paul McCartney look alike is Petey, our keyboardist and newest member." He hitched his head toward Hogan. "And the Viking-looking character scarfing a sandwich and drinking a beer is Hogan, our drummer."  
 
    Hogan saluted with his beer and took another bite of his sandwich 
 
    Zach realized he was no longer tired. It was amazing what a beautiful sexy woman could do. He draped an arm over her bare shoulder. "Guys this gorgeous creature is Carol." 
 
    They all nodded or waved. "Hi Carol."  
 
    Sashaying to his band-mates, she bent over and shook each of their hands. "Pleased to meet you. My, you're all so good looking." 
 
    Rossi frowned as Carol shook his hand and blurted, "You're all wet. What happened to you?"   
 
    She straightened and sighed. "Oh, some jerk-off grabbed my arm and when I kicked him, he threw beer all over me. Now, about that bathroom." 
 
    "Oh yeah." Zach angled over to her. "Hogan's brother, Al, is in there. C'mon. I'll roust him out of there." 
 
    Carol grabbed her handbag and followed him into the bedroom. He knocked on the door. "Al, are you almost done?" 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because it's the only bathroom and others want to use it." 
 
    Al yanked the door open then quickly slammed it shut when he saw Carol.  
 
    Zach had glimpsed enough to see he was naked and more. Apparently Carol, who grinned and raised her hand to her mouth, had too.  
 
    "Who's the chick?" Al demanded through the door. 
 
    "Her name's Carol. She needs to use the restroom."   
 
    * * * * 
 
    Oh My God.  He was buck-assed naked and sported a huge hard-on to boot. He must have been stroking it. That's all I need. First the music and all the shenanigans that were going on put her on edge. After that she came in here and ran into four—make it five—hot young musicians who made a point of ogling her breasts as if she were topless. Then big Al shows her his stuff and it was pretty fucking good. Damn, I'm horny." 
 
    The door creaked open. Al, dressed in faded jeans and a tie-dye tee-shirt stepped out. Choosing to look the other way, he mumbled, "Sorry." 
 
    Zach shook his head. "Carol, this is Hogan's brother, Al." 
 
    Al was tall and light haired, like his brother. "Hi, Al. I see the resemblance. You play bass, don't you?" 
 
    He glanced her way and blushed. "Ah-huh. The bathroom's all yours." 
 
    After locking the door, she checked in the mirror. Jesus, no wonder they couldn't take their eyes off my breasts. Her blouse was like a see through shower curtain, showing every detail, even coloring. She unbuttoned the blouse and yanked it off. What now? She shrugged.  
 
    * * * * 
 
    As Carol closed the door, Al let Zach have it. "Why the fuck didn't you tell me there was a chick with you?" 
 
    "Why the fuck didn't you put your clothes on before you opened the door? What were you doing—choking the chicken?" 
 
    "Fuck-off!" 
 
    The other band members apparently heard their exchange because they wouldn't glance his way or Al's, but they had ear to ear grins on their faces.  
 
    The only place to sit was the banquette. Al sat across from Zach, his back to the others. He glanced over his shoulder at them, then turned back and leaned forward. "Who's the babe? She looks like a fucking super model or movie star," he whispered." 
 
    Zach shrugged. "Some asshole threw a beer on her and she wanted to use our restroom." 
 
    "Yeah, she was all wet. Great rack. Is she by herself?" 
 
    Hogan tossed a spitball at them and hit Al in the head. "No secrets, guys." 
 
    Zach lifted his head. "Al was just asking if she's alone." 
 
    Petey asked, "Why Al? You wanna fuck her?"  
 
    Al angled sideways. "You wouldn't?" 
 
    Rossi laughed. "A guy would have to be brain dead or a fag not to wanna tap that prime USDA meat." 
 
    Hogan stood and started pacing. "Fuck, I get hard just thinking about her. Do you think she would? Make it with any of us, I mean? If she would I would do anything—anything she wants." 
 
    Zach nodded. "Yeah, I would, too. Hell, who wouldn't. I don't know? She did say we were great looking guys."  
 
    Petey asked, "You really think so. You really think one of us has a chance to score?" He intertwined his fingers and bent them back, the way he did when he got ready to play the keyboard. "I'd start by running my fingers over her fabulous tits."  
 
    Rossi elbowed him. "I keep telling you, Petey. Girls love to fuck just as much as guys. And they also like to suck cock."  
 
    Petey fidgeted. "I can't picture a cock in Carol's beautiful mouth." 
 
    Al nodded. I can't either, but I bet she's done it and as gorgeous as she is, I'll bet she's done it a few times." 
 
    Rossi rose, "I wonder what she's doing in there."  
 
    Zach leaned back into the corner so he could see everyone better. "Well, it's a given she took that wet blouse off. After that I don't know.   
 
    Hogan rubbed his hands together. "I'll bet she's putting her diaphragm in so she can fuck all of us." 
 
    His brother smirked. "In your dreams, dickwad." 
 
    "Calm down, guys." Zach raised his hands.  
 
    Petey wrapped his hands behind his head. "Maybe we should draw straws in case she does want to fuck one of us." 
 
    Rossi frowned. "C'mon Petey. If she wants to fuck one of us, don't you think she'd pick who it'd be?" 
 
    "You're right," replied Hogan, "I'd sure like to stick my tongue up her cunt. I'll bet her pussy juice tastes like ambrosia." 
 
    Petey frowned. "What's that?" 
 
    Zach answered, "It's the nectar of the gods. It's from Greek Mythology. You'll probably learn about it when you start college." 
 
    Hogan nodded. "That's right. It's supposed to be the most heavenly tasting thing you can drink. I'll bet Zeus and Eros and the rest of his band-mates up on Mount Olympus got ambrosia from hot little sex-kittens like Carol." 
 
    Zach laughed. "And I'll bet it made them drunk with lust like us." 
 
    * * * * 
 
    That's it. Warm, tingling sensations coursed through her. Carol pushed her fingers deeper and squirmed. Just listening to those horny guys had her climbing the walls. She felt like fucking, too—did she ever. But if she did, who would she pick? Zach, Hogan, Al, Rossi, Petey? They were cute, and if they weren't cute, they were sexy. She'd heard enough. She pulled her hand from her slippery, wet pussy, sucked her fingers clean, sighed and stepped out. "Hi, I'm back. I hope you don't mind my appearance."  
 
    Every single one of their mouths fell open.  
 
    Petey cried out, "Jesus, get a load of those choice tits." 
 
    Her nipples were at attention and taut. She bit her tongue. "Sorry, I didn't have another blouse to put on."  
 
    Watching them watch her as they licked their lips and adjusted their hardware, thrilled and aroused her to new levels. She winked. "Besides…it's not like you all didn't already take a gander at my breasts through the wet top."  
 
    Their fiery gazes seemed to have substance. She made a slow turn so they all could see her. Their stares caressed her breasts, soothed her abdomen, and pried for her hidden treasures. She wanted…What do I want? "You didn't answer me. Do you mind?" 
 
    Apparently, finding it hard to speak, they all nodded. Carol bit her lip to keep from laughing. They may have lost their voices, but their eyes said it all.  
 
    She glanced at Zach. "  
 
    * * * * 
 
    Wasn't she something, coming out and looking so good wearing nothing, but her sheer white skirt and a chain around her neck? Like a Vegas showgirl, only without the heavy make-up and ten times better looking, she pranced around the five of them.   
 
    Shaking his head as if waking from a dream, Zach forced himself to answer, her initial question. "Mind? If it doesn't bother you, sweetheart, it certainly doesn't bother me. I know I'm lovin' the scenery. I really doubt any of us mind." 
 
    Petey squirmed in his seat. "I think you look beautiful."  
 
    The other band members nodded and Rossi said, "I'll say. You look like a goddess."  
 
    Carol's suckable breasts heaved as she inhaled deeply. She sighed. "Oh, thank you. You guys have been so kind I hate to ask for another favor, but I don't suppose you could take me to my motel, so I could get out of this wet skirt. I have a room about two miles from here at the Econo Lodge. I got a ride from a group of people heading here, but got separated." 
 
    "Fuck sweetheart, if it's wet, take the fucking skirt off, now." 
 
    They all gasped at Hogan's crude language, but Zach secretly wished she'd do it.  
 
    When everyone glanced at Hogan, he blushed.  
 
    Carol's laugh was light and carefree. Flashing a mischievous smile, she sidled up to Hogan. "Don't worry big guy. Fuck is one of my favorite words. I say it all the time. So…it wouldn't bother you if I took my skirt off?" 
 
    Zach couldn't believe Hogan's nerve when he bent down and wrapped his lips around her nipple. Carol's eyes closed and Zach wished it was his lips. 
 
    Obviously wobbly, she grabbed Hogan's broad shoulders for support. 
 
    Hogan pulled away with a pop, his lips swollen and eyes glazed, then blurted, "Fuck no, lady!" 
 
    Probably recovering from the thrill of having a young stud sucking on her nipple, she lifted her index finger to her lips. "Hmm. Does that mean fuck no, don't take it off or fuck no, take it off?"  
 
    Hogan grinned. "Fuck no, I'd like to see you strip bare assed naked." 
 
    Rossi sidled up to Carol. "Do I get a suck, too?" 
 
    Carol smiled. "Why not. Do the left one to make it even." 
 
    Carol closed her eyes once more and sighed as Rossi sucked on her other half-inch nub. After several seconds, she tunneled her long graceful fingers through his long black hair and…moaned. 
 
    Zach hard was as a steel beam. God she's hot! I can't imagine how hot she'd be without a stitch on. He snickered. I wouldn't mind finding out though. He glanced around. He wasn't the only one. He could see the outline of Hogan's cock though his pants and smiled as Petey and Al adjusted himself.  
 
    After a long minute of titty sucking, Rossi pulled away, took a deep breath and said. "I'm in love."  
 
    Carol laughed, "More like heat." Turning to Hogan she flattened her hand against his chest. "Tell me, did you want me to take my wet skirt off so I don't catch cold or do you have somethin' else in mind."  
 
    Hogan glanced Zach's way, scratched his head and took a deep breath. "Sweetheart, you are so fucking righteous, I'd like to lay you on your back, spread your bitchin' legs and suck up every last drop of the nectar that runs from your fab pussy." 
 
    Without thinking, Zach exclaimed, "Wouldn't that be something?" I'd pay to see that. 
 
    Glancing Zach's way, Carol squeezed her legs together and blushed, but she couldn't hold back the smile as she batted her eyelashes. "Ooh…that does sound like fun. Maybe later, after you drive me to my motel room." 
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