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		Prologue

		

		Rita Davis felt the same sort of butterflies fluttering around in her stomach as a junior high girl on her first date might have. She kept pacing nervously back and forth in front of her living room window, glancing out at the driveway each time she passed it, watching for the Jensen’s headlights.

		

		I never should have agreed to this craziness! Rita thought worriedly, for what seemed like the millionth time that night, her heart doing flip-flops inside her chest. How in the hell did I ever let them talk me into this?

		

		But the Jensens, Pete and Doreen, had been very adept, very persuasive in their campaign to make this night happen. Pete had started in on Rita’s husband, Donny, a couple of weeks ago.

		

		It had been just casual references at first, dropped amid typical male barroom chatter. And then one night, Pete had come right out and confessed to Donny that he and Doreen were members of a secret local swinger’s club and that they thought Donny and Rita would be a fun couple to swing with.

		

		Doreen had been much more subtle in her approach to Rita…

		

		All four of them had gone to high school together, a few years back. Doreen had been a year ahead of Rita, so they hadn’t been close in school. In addition to the slight age difference, Doreen had felt free to pretty much ignore Rita’s very existence during their high school years because of the vast gap between their respective social positions on campus.

		

		Back then, Doreen had been Doreen Saunders, student body vice-president, homecoming queen, head cheerleader, and the most popular, prettiest girl in their small town in rural Texas. Rita, on the other hand, had been Rita Clay--cute, but gangly and awkward, shy, largely-invisible Rita Clay.

		

		Also, unlike Doreen, Rita hadn’t excelled at much of anything in high school. She’d been content to just get by and graduate.

		

		And so it was that, a few months ago, when the lovely, vivacious Doreen Jensen--one of the town’s leading social lights--had suddenly chosen to befriend her, Rita had been pleasantly, but completely, surprised by the unexpected attention. They’d just sort bumped into each another one day downtown, chatted amiably, and had subsequently gone to lunch together a few times--Doreen’s treat--at a couple of the classier local restaurants. A real friendship had gradually formed as they’d shared a few laughs and gossiped about old classmates and what they were up to nowadays.

		

		It had all been such fun, such an unexpected romp--getting to know the beautiful and socially prominent Doreen better--that Rita hadn’t seen the swinger thing coming at all. When her new friend had first mentioned the naughty group that she and her husband belonged to, Rita had thought she had been joking at first.

		

		Stunningly pretty, wealthy, social butterfly Doreen Jenson--cavorting, naked, with a bunch of perverts, sucking other men’s cocks and letting guys other than her husband fuck that glorious body of hers? Not likely, Rita had thought initially, sure that Doreen was just having some fun with her.

		

		But she had been dead serious. And by the time Doreen had finally come out with it and invited her and her husband to join them in an exploratory swing session, just the four of them, Rita had been so caught up in the other woman’s orbit that she’d reluctantly agreed to at least mention the possibility to Donny.

		

		When she had at last worked up the courage to broach the topic of Doreen’s lewd invitation to her husband, she’d been shocked to discover that Pete Jensen had already been working on Donny for a few weeks, trying to warm him up to the idea of mate-swapping. Donny and Rita had talked it over for the better part of a week before finally agreeing to give it a try this one time.

		

		Rita had been dead-set against the whole idea at first. For one thing, as much as she liked Doreen and envied the slightly older girl her social prestige, stylish wardrobe, and gracious manner--and secretly longed to be more like her--she didn’t really care all that much for Pete Jensen.

		

		He had also been a year ahead of her in school; although she doubted that he’d been aware that dishwater-blonde, skinny, flat-chested little Rita Clay had even been alive back then. Pete had been the big man on campus back in high school, and thus a perfect match for Doreen.

		

		He’d been president of the sports-letter club for athletes, an all-star varsity quarterback, setting numerous conference records in passing yardage and completions. And he had even been elected Homecoming King his senior year, reigning over the festivities along side Doreen, who had been voted Queen.

		

		After graduation, he’d gone off to attend a big northern college on a full-ride football scholarship. He’d played quarterback once more, and had broken a bunch of records in the Big Ten conference. After graduating with honors, Pete returned to their little town to assume a management role in his wealthy father’s contracting business.

		

		In that capacity, he was an almost daily visitor at the bank where Rita worked part-time as a teller three days a week. And, although Pete always had a big, friendly smile for her when he came in to make a deposit or a withdrawal, and always seemed affable enough, there was something about him that made Rita wary of him.

		

		In spite of his friendly manner, she’d often experienced sort of an uncomfortable vibe when he was chatting with her in that flirty, cool-guy way he had about him. She’d felt, on more than one occasion, that he had been undressing her with his eyes--that he secretly wanted nothing more than to throw her on top of a nearby desk and have sex with her!

		

		She hadn’t been wrong about that, as it turned out. Because, just now, she saw the lights of Pete’s big, fancy, jet-black Lincoln Navigator turning into her driveway. And that was precisely why he was here tonight--he was coming over to fuck her while Donny fucked Doreen!

		

		Rita’s heart just about stopped as she saw the pair of local “beautiful people” get out of their SUV and head up the driveway of the modest little tract house she and Donny had bought last year. It was just turning dusk outside, and Doreen looked sensational in a light summer dress with a low-cut bodice, worn with a pair of smart, wedge-heeled sandals.

		

		And, walking along beside her, Pete looked as handsome as a movie star in his loose-fitting Hawaiian shirt and a pair of bright-white, crisply-ironed cargo shorts, worn with his own pair of expensive-looking sandals and no socks.

		

		“They’re here,” Rita called out to her husband, who was in the kitchen, getting a beer out of the refrigerator, her voice cracking with nervousness, sounding more like a bullfrog’s croak that her normal dulcet Texas drawl.

		

		The doorbell rang just then and Rita jumped an inch off the carpet, her heart pounding.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		When Donny answered the door moments later, he asked Pete jovially, “Hey, buddy, how have you been?”

		

		The two men shook hands and Pete looked at the full bottle of Lone Star beer in Donny’s left hand, grinned, and asked, “You got one of those for me, partner?”

		

		“Sure thing,” Donny responded before glancing over at Pete’s wife, who looked absolutely stunning in her beautiful designer dress, and asking her, “What can I get you, Doreen?”

		

		“Beer’s fine with me, sugar,” she said, smiling gaily back at him.

		

		Honey-blonde, Hollywood starlet-pretty Doreen turned to Rita, who was standing by the couch, unmoving, a nervous little half smile frozen on her face. She came over, gave her friend a light peck on the right cheek, and asked, “How about you, darlin’? What are you drinking tonight?”

		

		Rita looked past Doreen, to her husband, and said, “Vodka and tonic and, baby…make it heavy on the vodka, okay?”

		

		Donny and Pete had known each other all through grade school and high school. Donny was a year younger, but during his junior year he had been the lanky, elusive, quick-through-the-hole, starting running back on the varsity team Pete had quarterbacked to a regional championship.

		

		And they still saw each other a few nights a week. Both of them frequented a roadhouse-bar located near Pete’s office, where he stopped almost nightly on his way home to buy a few rounds of beer for the crews of framers, carpenters, drywall guys, and electricians who worked for his dad’s construction outfit.

		

		He and Donny often played darts together at the pub, to see who would end up buying the next beer between the two of them. It was in that relaxed, friendly setting that Pete had first casually brought up the topic of swingers and wife-swapping.

		

		****

		

		Now, the two men were sitting on the couch together, just BS-ing, finishing up their third round of beers. Rita sat on a small settee across the room with Doreen, who had switched to vodka tonics as well, after she had finished her initial beer.

		

		Rita had downed three of the powerful cocktails so far and was working on her fourth. She had nothing against alcohol and enjoyed an occasional drink from time to time, but she wasn’t normally a big drinker; so she was starting to feel very loose and slightly drunk by now.

		

		And that was fine with her. At least her heart had finally quit pounding like a trip hammer!

		

		“So, how is this supposed to work tonight?” she asked Doreen in a quiet voice, warily eying the men across the room, and then downing another big slug of her courage-boosting drink.

		

		“Why, it’s the easiest thing in the world, sugar,” Doreen assured her. “First, we close those front drapes, for privacy’s sake, so that no one driving by can see into the living room. Then we put some nice, slow dance music on that player over there, by the TV set, and you’ll dance with Pete and I’ll dance with Donny.”

		

		She drank the last of her own vodka tonic and sat it on a coaster on the small coffee table in front of them. Turning back to Rita, she went on to say, “And you’ll pair off with Pete and I’ll pair off with Donny, we’ll make out a little, just to get in the mood …and then we’ll all get naked and fuck. It’s as simple as that.”

		

		“Oh,” Rita said; her voice a tiny squeak of pure terror. She gulped down her rest of her drink in three big swallows--her heart jump-starting again at the mental image of getting naked in this very living room in a few minutes and letting Pete fuck her while Donny and Doreen looked on--and said, “Can I get you another round?”

		

		“Sure, hon, and then, when we come back into the living room, lets find ourselves some good tunes okay? We might as well get this little party started.”

		

		She leaned in closer to Rita and whispered excitedly, “Your Donny looks so cute tonight. I’ve kinda’ had my eye on him, clear since high school, you know?”

		“Really, I never would have guessed.” Rita was slightly shocked that a world-class hottie like Doreen would have been interested in slightly built, wide-eyed Donny Davis way back then.

		

		She could see how Doreen might be taken with her handsome hubby now. Donny had filled out nicely since he’d graduated, just as Rita had. His job out at the mill was strenuous and it had put a lot of sleek, well-defined muscle on Donny’s upper body and arms. But she was surprised that a babe like Doreen had even noticed him way back then.

		

		She and her guest stood up and made their way into the nearby kitchen, where Rita made a drink for herself that contained almost no tonic at all and was filled right up the brim with vodka and ice. She made a more conventional version of the same drink for Doreen and then they went back out into the living room, closed the drapes, and picked some slow dance tunes to play for the next half hour or so.

		

		Donny and Pete looked up expectantly as the music came on. Pete grinned at Rita and said, as he got to his feet, “May I have this dance, cutie?”

		

		Rita as if her heart might jump right out of her chest! Too nervous at the prospect of having Doreen’s husband’s arms around her in a few seconds to manage a verbal reply, she nodded her head stiffly, tipped back her fresh vodka tonic and chugged it

		

		She put her empty glass on a coaster as he came over to where she stood and folded her into those arms. They began to sway slowly to the music together, with her feet automatically following his lead. Rita felt her nipples begin to stiffen against his big chest through the light pullover sweater-blouse she was wearing and her thin bra. This handsome man, who was not her husband, held her so close that she bet he could feel them, stiff and pointy, against his chest, too.

		

		Rita just barely managed to keep from trembling with fear in Pete’s embrace. She knew that part of the reason she was so nervous tonight was her very limited experience with guys other than Donny. She’d never gone on even one date during her first three and a half years of high school.

		

		***

		

		Rita had stood five-seven in school, just as she did now--not real tall but not too short, either. And her long legs had remained toothpick-thin, clear up until the middle of her senior year.

		

		She’d been cute, but so underweight that her face--which most people now considered quite pretty--had had been almost hatchet-thin throughout most of high school. That, and her lack of any sort of breast development, coupled with her skinny legs and flat, curve-less butt had rendered her all but invisible to most boys.

		

		Then, miraculously, mid-way through her senior year, her breasts had arrived. They hadn’t big, round globes like Doreen’s, but their conical shape and pronounced, “puffy”-style nipples had begun to catch the boys’ attention just the same. And--when her ass had finally picked up just enough weight to round out and become taut and gorgeous, and her long legs of hers had suddenly gotten shapely, young Donny Davis had immediately noticed and asked her out.

		

		On their third date, he’d nervously managed to fumble her bra off. On the fifth one, he’d gotten his finger inside her virgin pussy and teased it to a searing climax as he’d sucked her big, bare, puffy nipples while they’d made out in the front seat of his dad’s old Ford Crown Victoria.

		

		The seventh time they’d gone out together, she’d sucked him off and swallowed his come for him. She had, of course, never done that before, but she knew how it was supposed to work--she’d seen her share of porn on the web by then, and watched a few X-rated videos at sleepovers with her girlfriends.

		

		And then he’d fucked her. It had been a week later, after her halting, not very well-executed blowjob on their last date.

		

		They’d climbed into the big back seat of his dad’s Ford, and he’d gotten hard as a brick in her gently-sucking mouth, had rolled on a condom, and taken her virginity. She hadn’t come that first time, but after the pain of having her hymen pierced had subsided, it had felt kind of nice to have him sliding up and down inside her as they’d embraced and kissed.

		

		Two dates later, after they’d fucked a few more times and had gotten a bit more comfortable with the mechanics of sex, Donny had made her orgasm really hard as he’d poured the meat to her in that back seat. She’d soon come to enjoy sex with him so much that she’d gotten herself on the pill that summer, the one following their high school graduation. After that, they had made love dozens of times in that old car, in her bed when her parents were away for the evening, and also out by the river, after picnics, in the middle of a big a blanket.

		

		That fall, Donny had gone off to a trade school just outside Houston, hundreds of miles away and, after not hearing from him for a time, she’d taken up with another fellow by the name of Tom Barnes. He’d taken her to bed seven or eight times before he’d dumped her for a girl with bigger knockers. She’d gone steady with two other guys briefly, after that, and had made love a few times with both of them, too.

		

		When Donny had finally returned to town after a two year absence, his trade school successfully completed, and gotten hired on out at the local mill, he’d asked her out again and they’d gone right back to where they’d been before he’d moved away. In a matter of a few months, she’d realized that he was the one, and he’d recognized the same thing about her. They’d been married that March, two years ago.

		

		And Rita had always thought that their sex life was fine. They did it six or seven times a month on average, and she liked to surprise him with a nice, slurpy blowjob at least a couple of times a month as well. She had never even looked at another guy since her Donny had returned to town.

		

		****

		

		And now I’m supposed to fuck Pete, right in front of Doreen, while she does it with Donny! Rita thought, wondering yet again how in the hell she’d let herself get talked into this in the first place?

		

		She looked up at Pete as they danced. With that gorgeous, manly face, that short-cropped brown hair, accompanied by those unexpected bright blue eyes--given his somewhat dark coloring--that seemed to sparkle with mischief, he was handsome as the very devil, she had to admit.

		

		And her pert handfuls of breast felt really nice up against his muscular chest. Her nipples were even stiffer now than when the dance had started a few minutes ago, and she could feel herself getting very wet down there, too!

		

		But could she do this? Could she really go through with it…and let him fuck her right in front of Donny?

		

		Rita glanced over at her husband and found, much to her shock, that he was apparently experiencing no such qualms! He was dancing slowly with Doreen--if you could call what they were doing dancing--and Doreen’s head was tipped back, her long, gorgeous blonde hair cascading down over the arm Donny had clamped around her back.

		

		His mouth was pressed tightly against hers, and their eyes were shut as they kissed. Rita could see Doreen’s tongue briefly as it made a bulge Donny’s left cheek, and she knew that his tongue was probably halfway down her lovely throat as well!

		

		Goddamnit, would you just look at him carrying on with her? Rita thought angrily as she watched the two of them standing in one spot, shifting their weight from foot to foot in time with the music as they devoured each other.

		

		He sure doesn’t seem to have any problem with this--he’s eating this damned wife-swapping stuff up with a spoon…the son of a bitch!

		

		“Looks like we’re falling behind,” Pete whispered just then, seeing her eyes on her husband and his wife.

		

		With great effort, she tore her gaze away from Donny and Doreen and looked up at him. Pete was giving her a lazy, offhand grin, obviously not a bit put off by seeing his wife and Donny practically raping each other across the room.

		

		“You’re such a little beauty, Rita,” he whispered, bending nearer.

		

		A huge thrill shot up her spine. He was going to kiss her--and he thought she was a beauty!

		

		Pete’s lips felt soft and gentle, and incredibly exciting on hers. Rita moaned and then his tongue was in her mouth, tasting sweet and forbidden and totally irresistible!

		

		Her tits jerked against his firm chest and she could tell he’d felt it too. He eased his other arm around her and drew her in even tighter.

		

		She could now feel his cock against her lower belly. It was as hard as club and just the sensation of it touching her sent another massive surge of taboo excitement roaring through her.

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Donny and Doreen sit down on the couch together. They immediately went back to making out, her fingers in his wavy black hair, her lips mashed up against his, her big tits pressed tightly against his chest.

		

		Well, if that’s the way he wants to play…then fuck him! Rita thought angrily.

		

		She moved her own hands up Pete’s tall body, caressing his neck and his short brown locks. She kept running her tongue all over his, breathing hard, so turned on by the naughty thrills from this searing, adulterous kiss that she felt as if her nipples might explode at any moment.

		

		“God, what set!” she heard Donny’s voice gasp a moment later.

		

		She broke off the kiss, glanced over at the couch, and saw that Doreen’s sundress was now unzipped and lying in her lap. Her big, bountiful tits were fully exposed, her dark pink nipples jutting out proudly from the center of her milk-white mounds. Donny dove on them, squeezing her left one between his fingertips and sucking the right one hungrily into his mouth.

		

		They’re going to do it! She realized--stunned by how real the whole thing suddenly was. She’s going to let him fuck her, right there on my new couch!

		

		“I hate to fall behind, kitten,” Pete murmured softly just then as he eyed his wife and Donny approvingly. “Let’s the two of us get naked and make use of that settee over there.”

		

		Trembling, Rita let him lead her over to the settee across the room from the couch. In no time, he had removed his brightly-colored Hawaiian shirt and unzipped his shorts. He kicked off his sandals and stepped out of the shorts after they slid down his long, muscular legs to pool around his now bare feet. He wore no underwear.

		

		Rita’s mouth dropped open. She couldn’t help it.

		

		Pete’s cock was massive! Donny’s was about seven inches long when it was hard, and it had a nice heft to it as well. It was bigger and thicker than any of the ones sported by the few other men she’d slept with in her life, after he’d left town for school during that earlier time.

		

		This one was at least two inches longer than Donny’s and it was nearly twice as big around as well! Rita stared at it in utter amazement as Pete reached over, took her sweater-blouse by the hem and raised it upward.

		

		She put her arms up automatically, so that he could pull it up over her head and toss it onto the coffee table. He undid her shorts and pushed both them and the sheer pink panties she wore downward. After they cleared her round little butt, they dropped down onto her sandals, and Pete’s fingers slid up her bare back to unhook the flimsy, see-through pink bra she wore.

		

		“Puffies,” he murmured as this last article of clothing came to rest on the coffee table, next to her blouse, “I just love puffy nipples on a girl, babe! They’re so cute, so suckable.”

		

		The handsome ex-quarterback stared delightedly at her bare tits and whispered, “You have the cutest boobs I’ve seen in a long time, Rita. And that ass and those legs of yours are fucking world-class!”

		

		His grin deepened as he took her naked body in his big arms again and pressed her bare breasts against his lightly-furred pectoral muscles. He whispered softly, “You are one hot-looking babe, Rita--you’re sexy as hell!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Everything seemed blurred and somewhat dreamlike to her after that. She found herself seated on the settee with Pete, making out with him like crazy. Her tongue was all over the inside his mouth and her naked tits were tight against his bare chest. She ran her fingers through his hair continually as she kissed him, and she felt her pussy pouring out lubricant.

		

		Rita hadn’t thought she’d like being with someone other than Donny at all. She’d only agreed to this party, reluctantly, after he had practically begged her to try it once, and Doreen had spent the week endlessly reassuring her about how much fun it was to swing like this, how natural it felt. She’d promised her that there would be no jealousy, no recriminations afterward--not with everyone doing everything right out in front of one another.

		

		And she sure seemed to be right so far!

		

		Glancing across the room, out of the corner of her eye, as she passionately made out with Pete, she saw that Donny now had all of Doreen’s clothes off, as well as all of his own. Her stunning blonde was flat on her back on the couch, and Donny was inside her, banging his nice-sized cock into her juicy little pink slit over and over again. Her big, solid tits were jiggling around crazily on her chest as he fucked her hard.

		

		After she had recovered from the shock of seeing her husband avidly banging another woman, Rita thought vengefully, as she reached down for Pete’s huge dick: If he can do it, so can I!

		

		She wrapped her small fist around the thick shaft and stroked it as they kissed. And she had to admit--it did feel so good in her hand!

		

		I don’t know why I didn’t like Pete much before tonight, she thought. Maybe I was a little intimidated by him. He’s so handsome, and he’s rich, and he’s one of the most powerful men in town. And I’m only a part-time bank teller, who was never popular in school, like he and Doreen were.

		

		Pete pulled his mouth away from hers at that moment, gasping for breath. He smiled at Rita and panted, “I’ve got to fuck you now, cutie! I’m hotter than hell for you. And seeing my wife getting it from my pal Donny, over there, is turning me on something fierce too.”

		

		He gave her a sexy little leer and went on to whisper, “How about you--do you like seeing your guy really giving it to my girl?”

		

		Rita smiled shyly back at him, and then looked over at the couch. Much to her surprise, she discovered that in some perverse, totally unexpected way, she did like it!

		

		Sitting here on the settee with a spectacular cock in her hand, belonging to an absolutely stunning man, watching Donny and her friend Doreen ball each other silly was incredibly exciting. The only thing that she could imagine that would make it better was watching the scorching scene with Pete’s big dick inside of her!

		

		“Are you wet enough?” he whispered as she maneuvered around to climb onto his lap.

		

		“God, yes,” she murmured, staring into his eyes, setting the head of his huge dick against her sopping-wet pussy lips, “I want to ride you so bad I can barely stand it, you fucking hottie!”

		

		She let her weight down and he groaned as her wet, juicy slit opened for him, tight and slick around his rigid staff. Rita shivered. He was enormous, far and away the biggest thing she’d ever had up her pussy. She owned a vibrator that was a little longer and fuller than Donny’s cock, but even it was nothing when compared to sexy, hunky Pete’s throbbing monster!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, God, it’s so big!” she gasped as she took all of him, coming to rest on his lap, his entire length driven up into her.

		

		“Do me, babe,” he sighed, smiling triumphantly as he stared into her light-blue eyes, “you’ve got one of the sweetest little pussies I’ve ever had the pleasure to be inside of--ride me, Rita, while I suck these fat nipples of yours!”

		

		Rita began to roll her hips, working her pussy up and down on his steely shaft. It felt incredible, the friction of his slick skin slid against her engorged little bead of a clit with every hip movement.

		

		Oh, God, oh, God, I’m actually doing it! I’m fucking this handsome bastard right in front of Donny, and Doreen, too!

		

		And did it ever feel great! Rita moaned and rode him faster. She looked back over her shoulder and saw her Donny staring, open-mouthed, at the sight of his wife humping her cute ass up and down on another man’s dick. She flashed him a naughty grin and then groaned loudly as Pete began to twist her left nipple between his fingers as he bent his head down and sucked the right one into his mouth.

		

		“Oh, suck it!” she sighed, still smiling at her husband. “Suck my hot nipple, you sweet man!”

		

		Rita was now riding Pete’s pole of hard flesh eagerly. She closed her eyes and fucked him for all she was worth, reveling in the forbidden treat of having the handsome man’s clit-pleasing hardness deep inside of her.

		

		God, but this feels fantastic! She thought as Pete switched nipples and began to suck her left one while he teased her saliva-slick right one between his skillful fingers. I’m gonna’ come! I’m gonna’ come like crazy on this big sucker! Oh, it feels so nice way up inside me! Jesus, this is a sweet fuck!

		

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckme!” she whispered in his ear, rolling her trim ass faster and faster on his impaling manhood. “God, it feels so great up inside me--give it to me, Pete, do me hard!”

		

		Pete stopped sucking and playing with her tits. He straightened up, gripped a taut ass moon in each of his big hands and began to lever himself upward into her tightness as she came down on him. He squeezed her tight butt cheeks and drew her downward, onto him, at the same time, spearing his way up into her wet center with his large-bore prick.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” she gasped, a ripple of pre-orgasmic sensation shooting through her lower body.

		

		The way he was banging up into her felt incredible! Her breasts were jiggling all over the place and his cock meat was making an obscene, totally thrilling, squishing sound as it plowed up into her juicy quim again and again!

		

		“I’m gonna’ come,” she panted in his ear. “Oh, God, am I ever gonna’ come, babe?”

		

		Pete nodded, fucking hard. His eyes were half closed with realized lust. He was really banging the bejeezus out of her stretched-open pussy, sending searing jolts of sensation through her with every lunge.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh! God, oh, God, what a big one this is!” she threw her head back and wailed as the first explosive spasm of come-fury rippled through her clit.

		

		“Take it!” he choked the words out, moving his arms up to hold her tight as he unloaded a monster gush of hot, slippery semen up into her clasping pussy well. “Oh, God, you incredibly hot bitch…take my jizz deep in that tight little hole of yours!”

		

		Rita whimpered. She’d never come this good in her entire life--this guy was, like, the stud of studs!

		

		Her pussy was flooded in an instant with more hot spunk than she’d ever felt up inside her before. And, as it purled back out of her tight opening, it washed over her clit, sending a second giant climax ripping thought the tiny pleasure bead before the first one had totally faded!

		

		Two…two orgasms back-to-back, Rita’s overwhelmed consciousness asked itself in awe? I’ve never, ever had two climaxes, one right after the other--this guy is incredible!

		

		Stud-boy Pete finally ran out of jizz and went soft inside her. Rita gave him a long, heartfelt kiss and then climbed off his lap. His flaccid, spent dick popped out of her, along with a deluge of semen that oozed out and began to run down both of her thighs.

		

		“Oh, my,” she said with a girlish laugh, staring down for a moment at the dripping mess, before running for the bathroom and a towel.

		

		When she re-emerged a few moments later, she brought another towel along for Doreen to use. Donny had just dismounted from her pussy and was standing, limp-dicked and slightly guilty looking beside the couch.

		

		As the two of them stared at each other, naked, the sexual outpouring from other people still shiny on their respective sex organs, Rita handed the towel wordlessly to Doreen. The blonde shoved it between her shapely thighs to catch Donny’s leaking spunk.

		

		“You did her really great,” Rita shyly complimented her husband at last, wanting to say something, but not quite knowing what that should be.

		

		Her husband grinned like a little boy who’d just been caught stealing cookies out of the jar a half hour before supper. With a small shrug, he said, “You were red-hot too, babe--you about fucked old Pete’s lights out, once you got going.”

		

		Rita felt herself blush. She was extremely relieved that Donny was okay with what she’d done.

		

		This swinger stuff was wild, and a little awkward. She hadn’t felt a bit embarrassed five minutes ago, when she’d been balling Pete so eagerly. But the atmosphere felt a little different in the room after the heat level had come down and there were four naked, recently-fucked people all staring at each other.

		

		But I think I could get to like this, she found herself thinking--remembering the unbelievable orgasms Pete had given her with that super-dick of his. I could definitely see myself fucking him some more, if he and Doreen wanted to swap again. He’s incredible. And seeing my Donny with Doreen was actually kind of hot, too. Surprisingly, I wasn’t really that jealous--it kind of turned me on!

		

		“How about another round of drinks, you guys?” Pete suggested just then.

		

		“Sure,” Donny agreed immediately, seeming relieved to have something to do besides stand around and stare at one another. “What’s next on the agenda, after we wet our whistles again?”

		

		Pete grinned and said, “You’ve never danced with my wife naked before, so you’ve got a real treat coming, dude. A couple of twirls around the floor with Doreen in your arms and you’ll be hard a rock again and wanting some more of those big tits and that sweet pussy of hers--trust me!”

		

		And he turned out to be right. After they’d all had another drink and freshened up a little in the bathroom, Doreen was soon back in Donny’s arms, her spectacular naked body pressed against his. And Rita was in Pete’s embrace once more.

		

		The two couples danced two dances, Rita’s head against Pete’s muscular pecs, and her arms around his neck. She glanced over at Donny, as they passed each other on the impromptu dance floor, and she gave him a tiny wink.

		

		He grinned back and showed off a little, running his hands down Doreen’s back to take a shapely ass cheek in each palm as his wife watched. He began to squeeze them lightly, and Rita saw that Donny’s cock was starting to get really hard again.

		

		That does look like fun, at that! She thought mischievously, running her own hands down Pete’s back, taking one of his muscular buns in each hand and squeezing, her head still against his chest.

		

		“Mmmmmm, I know a little cutie that seems to be getting horny again,” he whispered, bending low and kissing her earlobe as she toyed with his ass.

		

		Rita smiled but didn’t move her hands. Pete licked her earlobe and pulse of pure excitement rocketed down her spine, right into her clit.

		

		He sucked the little flap of ear into his mouth and chewed on it gently, and Rita felt her pussy contract. She pressed her rapidly swelling tits into his strong chest and dug her nails into his taut cheeks.

		

		Pete’s big cock sprung to attention. Rita felt it rise up and press against her pussy lips as they danced, and she realized that those lips were once again as juicy and wet as they could be.

		

		As they turned back into the room, Rita saw that Donny and Doreen had ceased dancing. Doreen was down on all fours and Donny was on his knees behind her.

		

		Donny looked up and saw the other couple watching as he centered his once-again very stiff dick between Doreen’s slippery pink lips and pushed. Rita sucked in her breath as she watched her husband ease his cock into the tight opening.

		

		“I want you like that this time, okay?” Pete whispered just then, his voice sounding very excited by what he was seeing.

		

		“Sure,” Rita responded, her heart pounding again, “that looks like fun.”

		

		Pete helped her down onto the carpet. She was now facing Doreen, only a few feet of space separating them.

		

		Getting into place behind her, Pete nudged his thick cock head against her wet lips and pushed gently. Rita felt the big rounded knob ease into her. She moaned as he filled her completely, staring into Donny’s eyes as he fucked Doreen and Pete once again claimed the pussy that had previously belonged only to her husband.

		

		“Damn!” Donny muttered under his breath, as he watched Pete slide balls-deep into his wife.

		

		Rita was quivering with excitement. This was so hot, somehow…cheating on Donny but, at the same time, not really cheating on him!

		

		“Jesus, but you’ve got a tight, sweet pussy, Rita,” Pete sighed as he backed nearly out of her and then slid all the way in again.

		

		Rita moaned a second time. His big old dick just felt so good inside her! She loved the way it caressed her swollen-with-lust clitty on each stroke, the way its massive bulk split her wide open and felt so incredibly thick and long, berthed deep in her inner recesses.

		

		He started to do her hard and fast. Rita dug her fingernails into the carpet and pushed back against his steady, deep thrusts. She closed her eyes in pure ecstasy as the strange cock rammed into her again and again, Pete’s muscular thighs beating a steady tattoo against her own ass and thigh flesh. Her conical tits pointed straight down at the rug, shimmying wildly each time he banged into her.

		

		God, oh, God, it feels so good! She thought as he gave her the fucking of her life.

		

		It always felt nice when Donny did her, but she had to admit to herself, it didn’t feel this nice! Pete was so damned sexy, so well-hung, and just felt so…different inside her!

		

		There was all of that and--she realized as she opened her eyes and saw Doreen and Donny watching her getting fucked--there was also the indescribably delicious thrill of taking another man’s cock right in front of her husband. This was sex for sex’s sake, pure and simple--the red-hot, forbidden sensation of just getting it, hot and heavy, from someone who wasn’t her husband!

		

		“Oh, God,” Doreen sighed just then. “Fuck me, Donny. Fuck me hard with that nice cock of yours!”

		

		Rita watched her spectacular friend being nailed by her husband. Donny was doing a good job too--she had to admit. Doreen’s big, beautiful tits were jiggling and bouncing all over the place beneath Donny’s hard fucking.

		

		The gorgeous blonde was moaning and sighing in rising ecstasy, her eyes now closed, her big, round, perfect ass rolling back to meet Donny’s thrusts in natural rhythm with them. Donny was holding on to those sweet ass moons tightly, his fingers digging into the taut flesh as he rode Doreen to a climax that plainly wasn’t far away.

		

		“You’re the hottest piece of ass I’ve had in a long time, babe,” Pete whispered just then, bending low over his hunching, moaning partner. “You’re an incredible fuck, Rita!”

		

		Rita shivered--her pussy grabbing at Pete’s pummeling cock. She found that she just loved hearing how hot she was from a stud like Pete! She bet half of the girls in town would have been thrilled to trade places with her at that moment, no questions asked. But Pete didn’t want them--he wanted her. And God; was he ever taking her!

		

		“Gonna’ come!” Rita gasped moments later, as her pussy gripped him wildly again and that old, familiar, wonderful feeling swirled from the pit of her stomach down into her clit. “Oh, fuck…you’re gonna’ make me come so good, baby! Fuck me. Fuck my hot little pussy hard, you fucking stud!”

		

		Doreen wailed in ecstasy at that moment, and Donny’s low growl of release joined her high-pitched shriek of pure pleasure as both of them came together. Rita watched her husband shoot his load into her friend and felt her own pussy jerk hard again around Pete’s magnificent cock.

		

		“Me tooooooooo!” she moaned, quivering from head to toe as she went off.

		

		Pete grunted and huge rope of cock cream doused Rita’s womb. He unleashed a second massive spurt and Rita’s orgasm reached new heights.

		

		God, what a lover he is! She thought. Donny fucks me great sometimes, but Pete’s big cock is pure magic--he’s frigging sensational!

		

		****

		

		“Good night, ya’ll!” Rita called out to her departing guests from the doorway as Pete and Doreen got in their Navigator and prepared to drive home. “See you soon.”

		

		Donny stood behind his wife, his arm draped loosely across her shoulders, watching the other couple take their leave. He closed the door as the big SUV backed down the drive.

		

		Rita turned around and faced him, his arms going around her waist. She asked him, sincerely, “So, how are you, after all of that? Are we still okay?”

		

		Donny smiled and nodded. “Can’t really be too jealous, what with me fuckin’ Doreen twice while you fucked old Pete twice, now can I?”

		

		His face grew more serious as he asked, “What about you? I know you weren’t too keen on this whole thing. Are you okay?”

		

		Rita felt her pussy walls flutter as she thought about Pete’s cock and how great it had felt inside her tonight. She flashed back to the two incredible orgasms she’d had tonight on that big dick.

		

		No, make that three! She remembered, thinking back on her first orgasm with Pete, when she’d had the back-to-back climaxes. Make that three of the hottest comes I’ve ever had in my life!

		

		“I’m fine,” she told Donny at last, not letting herself break out into the ear-to-ear grin she felt like breaking out into, not really wanting him to know just how much she had enjoyed tonight’s foray into taboo sex.

		

		Attempting to subtly change the subject, she asked, “Do you think we’ll end up going to that swinger party they told us about next weekend, the one the Hermans are having?”

		

		Donny let his arms drop away from her waist. He stepped back from her and gave that some thought.

		

		After a long pause, he said, “Well, I don’t know. Tonight was pretty fun, right?”

		

		Tonight was fucking unbelievable! Rita thought. But what she said was, “Yeah, I guess. Once we got going, it wasn’t nearly as scary as I thought it would be.”

		

		“Then I think we should go next week,” Donny answered decisively, “just to see if we like doing it with a bigger group or not. It may be even more fun, or it could be kind of awkward.”

		

		She tilted her head at him and he went on to explain his thinking. “You know, getting naked with a whole roomful of people we’ve known our whole lives, having sex with other partners in front of them. That could be kind of cool, or it could end up feeling pretty damned weird. But I think we should go, just to see.”

		

		She didn’t say anything right away, so he finished with, “I mean, tonight was great, just the four of us. We should see if we’re the kind of swingers who only feel comfortable in that kind of setting, or if we’re okay with bigger parties too, you know?”

		

		Rita considered that for a moment, trying to get past the fact that her husband now considered them to be for-real “swingers”. She thought about it and decided that it was true. After what they’d done with the Jensens tonight, she guessed they were actual, by-God swingers.

		

		And that was kind of exciting. As a matter of fact, to Rita’s way of thinking…it was exciting as hell!

		

		“You’re right,” she agreed at last. “We should go, just to see.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		The Davis’s discovered an unexpected benefit of swinging during the following week. Talking about the up-coming party at the Herman’s next weekend, she and Donny soon discovered, made them as horny as could be. They made love four times that week--way more than they usually did--and the sex between them when they did was pretty darned spectacular every time, too!

		

		She soon learned that it turned Donny on something fierce to hear her talk about how excited it had gotten her, seeing him fucking Doreen. He seemed to get even more aroused when she’d talk about how hard she’d come with Pete, and knowing that Donny had been watching her as she screwed the other man.

		

		As Saturday approached, Rita had to admit, she was pretty damned jazzed about going to the party. She’d talked to Doreen on the phone nearly every day, growing more excited about the up-coming party as the week went on. And then her gorgeous friend had come by the bank on Thursday and taken her to lunch at Joaquin’s, a swanky, expensive Mexican place a few doors down from where Rita worked.

		

		They’d gossiped about this and that, talked about the party and who all might show up and just generally had a great time together. It surprised Rita how normal everything felt between the two of them, even though they had each fucked the other’s husband just last Saturday night.

		

		This being a secret swinger is pretty cool at that, Rita thought as she walked down the block, back to the bank that day, after their luncheon meeting. I’m not jealous of Doreen at all, and I know she’s not jealous of me. If anything, I feel closer to her than ever--like we’re sisters in some super-cool underground sex sorority or something!

		

		****

		

		When the big day finally arrived, Rita carefully shaved her legs, her pits, and her pussy. Over the last few years, she had taken to wearing just a closely trimmed tuft of brownish-blonde fur above her slit, shaving the rest of her pubic hair off completely.

		

		She loved finally having a shape that looked good in a bikini so much that the sexy two-piece swimsuits were all she owned nowadays. And most of her bikinis were so skimpy that a shaved mons was mandatory for wearing them, if a girl didn’t want to worry about strands of unsightly hair poking out.

		

		And this afternoon’s party was a pool party. The Hermans lived in a big, sprawling, ranch-style home out by the country club. George Herman’s dad owned Zetweiler’s, a ritzy local department store on Main Street that had been the place to shop for better than sixty years in their little town, when you wanted to buy a special outfit or a nice wedding gift. George had pretty much taken over the management duties at the store now and, like Pete and Doreen Jensen, he was considered one of the town’s leading young citizens.

		

		Nice of George and Cindy to invite Donny and me to this little shindig, Rita thought cattily as she dried off from her shower and prepared to do her hair and make-up, us being barely one step up from poor white trash in their eyes.

		

		She and Donny had known George and his wife all throughout high school too, of course, but they certainly hadn’t been friends--again, there had been too vast a gap in their family’s respective social standing for that to ever happen. And this was for sure the first time they’d ever been invited to an affair at the Herman’s upscale home.

		

		After she finished getting ready, Rita padded naked into the bedroom, got out her small swimwear collection, and examined it critically. There was a cute little black number with gold trim that fastened in the front, between the bra cups. It featured deep, French-cut sides, and bottom half of the skimpy suit was so narrow in back that it almost qualified as a thong. Would this sexy suit be too low-rent and sleazy to wear to a party at the Hermans, she wondered?

		

		And then there was a more conservative, sky-blue suit that tied in back and had much fuller cups than the black one featured. She put the blue one down and picked up a floral print number that she’d bought last year when she and Donny had gone to Hawaii for a week, on vacation. Rita sighed, remembering how much money they still owed the people at Visa for that nice trip.

		

		Rummaging through her drawer, she took out an older, bright-red bikini and then tossed it back inside. Way too old and too worn--she thought--for a party at the Herman’s.

		

		“Shit, maybe I should have gone down to Zetweiler’s and splurged on a brand new, hot suit to wear to this party,” she muttered aloud in the deserted bedroom.

		

		Fuck that, she said to herself, picking up the skimpy black bikini and putting it on, if this party is anything like what Doreen told me it was going to be like, I won’t be wearing any suit at all for long after we get there anyway!

		

		With that slightly scary thought in mind, Rita went into the kitchen and made herself a strong vodka tonic. Now that the start of the party was less than an hour away and she was all dressed to go to it, nervousness was beginning to set in.

		

		And, if everything does start getting all hot and heavy right after we get there, she reasoned, I won’t have time to belt down a few nerve-calming drinks before this suit comes off, the way I did the other night with the Jensens.

		

		So Rita drank her cocktail quickly and made another. Donny would be home any time now and, after he took a shower and changed into his swimsuit, they’d be leaving for the Herman’s.

		

		She had to self-medicate herself just right--she wanted to be loose and feeling no pain when they arrived at the party, but not falling down, sloppy-drunk. She sipped the second drink and went into the living room to see what was on television.

		

		****

		

		“Are you as nervous as I am?” Rita asked Donny as they pulled up in front of the rambling, single-story ranch-style home, into which you could have easily dropped three or four little tract houses the size of theirs and still had room left over.

		

		“A little,” Donny admitted, flashing a tight, uneasy grin her way, “never been to a fancy affair like this one, have you?”

		

		“I’ve never been invited to one before,” Rita admitted, getting out of Donny’s pick up truck, “so it’s all brand new for me, lover.”

		

		They went up to the door and rang the bell. Rita shifted her weight from one sandaled foot to the other. She was dressed only in the barely-there black bikini with a sheer, knee-length pool wrap tied over it, and a pair of low-heeled sandals. Donny had on a Hawaiian shirt, sunglasses, and his swimsuit, along with a pair of flip-flops.

		

		“Oh, hey, Donny, Rita, how nice of you to come this afternoon--it’s so good to see you two!” Cindy Herman said, beaming at them as if they were her oldest friends in the world as she swung the door open.

		

		Cindy was short, about five-one, but she had a very nice figure. Today she wore a two-piece swimsuit--not cut small enough to be considered a bikini--sandals and a gossamer, pink-colored pool wrap that she had left open in front, discreetly showing off her sumptuous breasts. Cindy had jet-black hair, cut short, just down to her neck, with bangs. And she a round, pretty face, with a little pug nose that helped render that face as cute as it could be.

		

		George Herman came over to greet them as well, as Cindy led them through the house and back out onto the patio. George was also their age--halfway through his twenties--but he was already starting to have difficulty keeping the weight off. He wore a pair of baggy board shorts, his small paunch hanging over the elastic waistband just slightly, and a luau shirt that was open down the front.

		

		“Hey, you two, thanks for coming,” he said with a big grin, shaking Donny’s offered hand. “Let’s get you a drink. I think you know everybody here.”

		

		Rita was shocked--as she crossed the huge patio area, to an outdoor bar and cabana on the other side of the large pool--to discover that she did know everyone there! She recognized Tom and Brenda Green, also ex-classmates of hers and Donny’s who owned the local franchise for a national burger outfit, Clay and Dorothy Palmer, who owned and operated two gas stations in town, Al Johnson and his wife, Paige, who owned and managed a local real estate firm, Harry and Deana Smith, two years ahead of Rita in school, who both worked at Harry’s veterinary clinic, James and Linda Townsend, a city councilman and his wife, and Brick Lincoln a pharmacist, who managed a drug store downtown that was part of a nationwide chain.

		

		Seeing Brick there was a big surprise. He was a few years older than Rita and the rest of the party attendees, fairly new in town, and was as black as the ace of spades to boot!

		

		Rita stared at the tall, very handsome, very well-built black man. He was standing over by the house, sipping a cocktail, chatting with Harry and Deana Smith and Twila Harris, a tall, lanky redhead who also happened to be the twenty year old daughter of Mayor Hub Harris!

		

		Brick wasn’t married, so Rita instantly surmised that Twila must be his date for this affair. She shook her head.

		

		Talk about a shocker, she thought as the four of them approached the bar and George slipped behind it to make them all a round of drinks, a hunky black dude and the mayor’s youngest daughter--together at a fuck party!

		

		Rita had no sooner accepted the vodka tonic George had made for her than Doreen and Pete Jensen came through the back patio slider. They saw the little group by the bar and made their way over, stopping to greet a few of the other guests along the way.

		

		“Hey, Rita, Donny, how are you folks this afternoon?” Pete said as they came up to the bar.

		

		“We’re more than fine, Pete,” Donny assured him, shaking hands, his eyes drifting over to Doreen, who wore a sheer white pool wrap over a tiny red bikini, her lush breasts threatening to overcome the suit’s thin straps at any moment and burst free.

		

		Pete sidled up to Rita as George set to making two new drinks. He leaned over and whispered in her ear, “Can I be first in line with you this afternoon, cutie? You’re lookin’ good enough to eat--which is nice, because I’d love to do just that!”

		

		Rita felt herself blush. She smiled up at Pete and asked him in a coquettish tone, “Is there really going to be a line for little old me, do you think? Doreen is looking super today, and that Linda Townsend has got the biggest tits I’ve ever seen outside of a porn movie or a men’s magazine!”

		

		Pete’s grin broadened as he confided in her, “I think Doreen wants Donny to have first crack at her today. And Linda’s big tits are fakes--they’re courtesy of some plastic surgeon down in Houston.”

		

		He paused for a moment and then added, his smile never wavering, “Trust me, every man here is going to want a turn with you before this party is over, girl. You look sexy as all get-out in that suit, and I know from experience that you’ll look even nicer out of it!”

		

		Rita flushed even deeper, her heart pounding as she thought about all of these men mounting up on her pussy over the next few hours. She’d hoped that she and Pete might have another go-round, and that maybe one or two of the others might find her attractive enough to want to give her a try--but all eight of them?

		

		I’m already glad I came to this party, she thought, taking a big swig of her drink, being here is doing wonders for my self-confidence. Just imagine--eight of the town’s prominent movers-and-shakers all wanting to take a turn with me in bed!

		

		She glanced over at big, black, beautiful Brick Lincoln and was shocked to discover that he was staring back at her. When he saw that she was looking his way, he grinned, and Rita felt her clitty throb.

		

		Modern Texas wasn’t like it had been in her granddaddy’s day or her even in her daddy’s. The idea of a black man and white girl together in bed wasn’t near as big a deal as it had been way back when. But still--in this little town--it wasn’t exactly commonplace, either.

		

		Rita had, of course, never dated an African American. But like most Caucasian Texas girls, she’d thought about it, wondering what it would be like. The whole idea of it--fucking a black dude--still had some kind of culturally-taboo aura about it that she personally found damned exciting!

		

		She wondered if it was true, what some folks said about black guys, that a lot of them tended to have huge…

		

		Finishing her drink, she handed it to George for a re-fill. Maybe she’d find out if those old stereotypes were true this afternoon!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		As an elaborate array of small, brightly-colored lights flickered to life at dusk, the party kicked into a higher gear. The lights had been strung over a trellis which ran down the far side of the pool, over the bar and the changing rooms/shower area, with a matching set intertwined across the patio cover on the side of the pool nearest the house.

		

		Shortly after the lights came on, music began to play, and a few of the couples paired off and started to dance. Rita, who was on her fourth vodka tonic by then, noticed that none of the couples who were swaying to the music together happened to be married to one another.

		

		Donny drifted off with Doreen and they began to dance as well. Pete slipped an arm around Rita and murmured in her ear. “Donny and Doreen won’t be the first couple to fuck this evening.”

		

		She turned and faced him, her heart starting to beat faster, wondering if he meant that the two of them…

		

		He smiled at her and shook his head. “I’d love for you and me to be first couple ‘out of the chute’, so to speak, but it looks like our host has beaten us to it.”

		

		Pete nodded toward the patio, across the wide pool, and Rita turned to see George Herman, sprawled out on a plushly-cushioned chaise lounge, his swim trunks down around his ankles, with Brenda Green, who was now totally nude, lying between his legs. Her long, auburn hair was fanned out across her back; her shaved, bare slit gleamed under the brightly colored accent lights above her as her head went slowly up and down on George’s impressive dick.

		

		“Damn, George, nice cock!” Rita whispered out loud, surprised by the size of her host’s erection, and really starting to feel her vodkas. She’d had three heavy-duty drinks at home, in addition to the three she’d downed here over the past hour, plus the one she currently held in her hand.

		

		“Let’s sneak over to that lounger right there, on this side of the pool, and get busy, sweetheart,” he whispered next, “what do you say to that?”

		

		She finished her fourth cocktail, put the empty on the bar, and let him guide her that way. Her head spinning slightly from the sexy, racy atmosphere of this party, and from all of those vodka and tonics, she murmured, “Sounds fine to me, Pete. I’d just love to try out that big old dick of yours again!”

		

		Pete grinned at that pronouncement. She’d removed her wrap a little earlier and laid it across the end of the bar--to enable her to get a few rays on her body from the dying summer afternoon sun--so there was nothing to stop him from unsnapping her swimsuit bra and tossing it onto the top of a nearby bush as soon as they reached the secluded lounger. Next, he skimmed off her skimpy bottoms and they soon joined the bra atop the shrubbery.

		

		He shucked off his Hawaiian shirt, doffed his swim trunks and, in an instant, Rita was staring down at his half hard, magnificent manhood once again, just as she had last Saturday night. Only this time, she wasn’t the least bit intimidated by it.

		

		She knew that she could handle this big boy just fine, and she was determined to do so. The fact that over a dozen of her neighbors, many of them people she’d known since grade school, might be watching her as she did so, somehow only made the prospect seem even more exciting!

		

		“God, but you’ve got a pretty cock,” she sighed, sitting down on the edge of the chaise, her lips now even with his hardening dick.

		

		With no urging from him, she slid the head of it into her mouth and ran her tongue all over it. Pete let out a big breath and began to toy with her long, brownish-blonde hair as she sucked him.

		

		“Damn, look at that little Rita go!” she heard a male voice say from nearby. “Jesus, I never would have dreamed Donny’s sweet little wife could suck a dick so good!”

		

		Rita glanced up and saw Clay Palmer and Al Johnson standing nearby, in the shadows, sipping beers and watching her suck Pete’s cock. Both men now had their swimsuits off too and they were stroking their dicks with their free hands as they checked out her prick-sucking skills.

		

		Damn, that Clay’s got a nice one, too, Rita found herself thinking as she worked her head up and down on Pete’s big hunk of muscle, her tongue swirling all around him, more that half of his massive prick now disappearing into her mouth with each pass, who would have thought?

		

		Clay had been kind of a skinny, bookish kid back in high school, who had worked at a gas station after school to pick up extra money. Now, he was a tall, skinny young man who owned not only the gas station he used to work at, but another one across town as well.

		

		Al, the guy who ran a real estate sales outfit along with his wife, had been a nerd in high school, and had kept pretty much to himself. He was short and blocky, and looked slightly pudgy, as he stood there a few feet away in the dim light, with his nice-sized, but not huge, cock in his fist, leering at her.

		

		“Do you want it, baby?” Pete asked her just then, her head still gliding up and down his now very rigid prick. “Do you want my hard cock right up that tight little pussy of yours again, just like last week?”

		

		Rita remembered how well Pete had fucked her that night, how she’d secretly been mooning around the house all week, when Donny had been at work, thinking about how great Pete had felt inside her--how he’d made her come so hard with this huge dick of his! She glanced over at the other two men again, realizing that they were going to watch as Pete fucked her, if she said yes to him right now.

		

		How hot is that? She asked herself. Two guys I’ve known for years, standing around jerking their dicks off, watching, while I fuck a sexy guy who’s not my husband--how kinky and wild is that?

		

		Wordlessly, Rita made up her mind. She let Pete’s rock-hard prick slip from her mouth and lay back on the chaise, opening her legs and holding up her arms, signaling for him to take her.

		

		Pete got down between her spread thighs, notched his monster cock into her extremely juicy lips, and pushed. Rita moaned and closed her eyes, feeling him sink all the way into her super-wet twat in one long shove.

		

		God, he feels good! She acknowledged. That big old cock of his feels like heaven up inside my hot pussy!

		

		Pete began to give it to her. He started slow, sliding in and out, getting his big dick wet and slippery with her natural lubricant, and then picking up the pace. In no time at all, his hips were pistoning in and out, and Rita found herself sighing softly as he took her again and again, her arms coming up around his back, her calves locking across his pounding ass.

		

		“Jesus, look at that little gal fuck!” Al whispered to Clay.

		

		“I guess!” Clay murmured back excitedly. “I want me some of that--Rita’s damn fine lookin’ with her clothes off, and she fucks like a mink.”

		

		A huge surge of pre-come sensation shot through her well-drilled pussy as she heard the men talking about her.

		

		They want to fuck me, too! She realized--her clit throbbing hard at the thought of those other two big cocks being driven into her, right after Pete was done. Oh, God, both of them want me as bad as Pete does!

		

		Rita ground her pussy up at her lover, her whole body shaking. She was imagining the other two men mounting up on her, one right after the other.

		

		Gangbang, she thought excitedly, they want to gangbang me!

		

		She and Donny had rented X-rated movies a few times since they’d been married, just to spice up their sex life a little. Rita had seen those porn movie slut-girls take five, six…or even more guys on, one right after the other--sometimes two at once, with one guy up a girl’s ass and another one up her pussy at the same time.

		

		Will they want to fuck me like that? She wondered somewhat apprehensively.

		

		She’d done anal a few times with one of the guys she’d dated after Donny had left for his trade school, and three or four times with her husband, after he’d returned and they’d gotten married. She wasn’t especially fond it, but she could do it.

		

		But could I do it with another guy up my pussy at the same time? She wondered, fucking Pete hard, reveling in the absolutely incredible thrill of getting dicked in front of two other horny men while daydreaming about getting double-fucked by them.

		

		“Goddamn, Rita,” Pete gasped at that moment, “your little pussy is juicy as a squeezin’ orange tonight and hot as a stove top, and it’s grabbing at my dick something fierce!”

		

		Rita moaned, tossing her hips up wildly, loving his hard, hot penetration of her. She whipped her dirty-blonde mane from side to side on the lounger and dug her fingernails into Pete’s broad, muscular back, sighing “That’s ‘cause I’m comin’, Pete, you fuckin’ stud! That’s ‘cause I’m comin’ on that big, hard dick of yours!”

		

		Pete threw back his head and roared, his cock jerking inside her, a big jet of come splashing all over the inside of her clutching pussy walls. Rita saw stars!

		

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, am I ever getting off? She thought, her clit exploding with bliss, her whole lanky body shivering under Pete as she came hard right along with him.

		

		“Goddamn, what a woman,” Al sighed, watching intently as the rutting, moaning, climaxing couple writhed together on the lounger a few feet away.

		

		“I definitely want me some of that!” Clay’s voice was a soft murmur of pure lust--clearly mesmerized by what he was seeing.

		

		Pete banged it into her until he had no hard on left to bang with. As he slowly went soft inside her, Rita sighed once more and dropped back onto the chaise.

		

		What a fuck! She thought. What a great, thrilling, nasty, sweet fuck!

		

		She looked up expectantly at the other two men as Pete pulled out. Clay handed his beer bottle to Al and moved over to the lounger, his dick hard as a granite slab

		

		“Rita, can I…?” Clay’s eyes were wide as he stood over her, a pleading look in them.

		

		“Sure, honey,” Rita said, holding out her arms, “that’s the kind of party this is, right?”

		

		With a grateful nod, the gas station owner got down between her open legs and set the head of his cock against her come-smeared pussy lips. He let his weight down on her and Rita felt seven or eight inches of hard prick slide into her slippery twat.

		

		“Jesus, you’re hot and tight!” Clay sighed, once he was fully inside her.

		

		“Do me,” she whispered, liking the way he felt in her, “fuck me, baby. Fuck me with that nice dick of yours!”

		

		Clay needed no further urging. He began to drill her, hard and fast. Rita’s pussy was so full of Pete’s slick spunk that his cock could really fly up and down in her.

		

		Oh, God, right across my clit! She thought as Clay really got up to speed. He’s drivin’ that thing into me right across my clitty…and it feels sensational!

		

		Instinctively, Rita did just what she’d done with Pete: she wrapped her arms around Clay’s back and crossed her calves over his humping butt as she worked her pussy up to meet each rapid thrust. He moaned and closed his eyes and fucked her even harder.

		

		“Goddamn but you’re a hot piece of ass, Rita!” he whispered in her ear after another minute or two, as he banged her frantically. “That little pussy of yours is flat-out terrific!”

		

		He’s not gonna’ last long, Rita thought to herself, holding on and giving as good as she was getting, not at this pace. But then neither am I!

		

		It was true, she realized. Clay’s jackrabbit thrusts into her, right across her swollen clit, were heating her cunny up to its boiling point in record time!

		

		“Oh, baby, fuck me,” she murmured in his ear, holding him even tighter. “That big dick of yours is really givin’ it to me! I’m just lovin’ your hot fuckin’, you sweet man!”

		

		“Rita…oh, Rita!” he gasped. “Damn, but you’re something special! Oh, oh, take it, you hot bitch!”

		

		A large squirt of semen jetted into Rita’s pussy, back-washing out of her almost instantly, across her clit, running down her ass crack. It felt like liquid fire, and Rita closed her eyes and came furiously, her quim fluttering all around Clay’s buried dick!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, give it to me!” she murmured. “Give me that hot come of yours!”

		

		Clay bucked and groaned and poured more jizz into her. The two of them clung together for another minute or so, milking every last spasm of joy from Rita’s pussy and from Clay’s cock, and then slowly pulled apart.

		

		“That…that…was some kind of incredible fuck!” Clay said, almost bashfully as his cock finally left her. “You’re a firecracker, Rita. You’re the hottest piece of ass I’ve had in years!”

		

		Rita smiled up at him, another little rush of post-come satisfaction washing over her as he praised her performance. She whispered softly, “Why, thank you, Clay. You’re quite the stud yourself!”

		

		Al, the solidly-built real estate broker, shouldered up next to Clay. He was staring down at Rita, his eyes bulging with lust from what he’d just witnessed. His dick was swollen to absolute fullness, and he was pointing it at Rita’s overflowing pussy.

		

		Why not? She thought. It’s a fuck party, and he wants to fuck me…why not let him? If he doesn’t mind sloppy thirds, why should I?

		

		She nodded and Al scrambled down onto the chaise. He surprised her by bending low and kissing her as he eased his fat dick into her super-slippery lips.

		

		“I’ve always thought that you were so damned pretty, Rita,” he whispered as their lips broke apart and he bottomed out in her jizz-filled cunny. “And I’ve always wanted to fuck you!”

		

		Oh, my goodness, who knew? Rita marveled, Al beginning to do her.

		

		His approach was much different than Pete’s and Clay’s had been. Al fucked her slow and easy, bending to kiss her again, gliding his fat cock in and out gently, nudging her clit with it as it mashed down into her liquid depths, gliding on a thick cushion of two other men’s spunk.

		

		Oooooooooh, I like what he’s doing! Rita thought, moving her hips in time with his gentle thrusts down into her. It feels so nice…all tender and soft and so exciting while he’s tonguing my mouth and rubbing his hairy chest against my puffies!

		

		Al sighed. He pulled his mouth away from hers and looked down at her, his eyes glittering with excitement.

		

		“Jesus, Rita, it’s even better than I imagined it would be,” he murmured.

		

		She moaned and ran her fingers through his tinning blond hair, her pussy fluttering around his buried dick. Al gasped, and added, “Fucking you, I mean…fucking you is even better than I fantasized it would be. You’re so damned cute--so prim and proper down at the bank. Any yet you’re such a fuckin’ little fireball in the sack!”

		

		Rita shivered beneath him, her cunny tightening around him. She was, incredibly, going to come again! She could feel it building. Her clitty was throbbing--all of these guys seemed to be so damned hot to fuck her and it was really turning her on!

		

		This was positively exhilarating. She felt so sexy…so wanted…like she was a hometown porn star or something!

		

		“Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, what pussy you’ve got, honey!” Al groaned, starting to do her a little faster, a little harder with each stroke.

		

		He’s gonna’ cream me! Rita realized. He’s gonna’ blow his load in me…the third guy to do that in, like, fifteen minutes!

		

		And she wasn’t wrong. A minute later, Al gasped, drove himself all the way down into her, shivered and groaned, “Oh, God, I can’t last! That little cunt of yours is just too sweet, Rita!”

		

		A gusher of hot semen splattered deep inside her. Rita felt it begin to ooze back out of her cock-stuffed pussy mouth almost immediately, since she was chock-full of come already. Al’s steamy spunk set off another furious spasm in her clit as it washed back over it.

		

		“Oh, fuck, I’m coming too, baby!” she sighed, closing her eyes in ecstasy as her pussy went off for the third time in just minutes. “Oh, God, give it to me! Give me that big wad of yours, sweetie!”

		

		Al gasped and shot another whopper of a blast into her. He clung to her, sighing and moaning, murmuring in her ear that she was the hottest fuck he’d had in years.

		

		Rita basked in his enthusiastic acclaim, her whole body alive with sensation. She reveled in the fact that all of these guys thought she was such a great fuck, and that they all wanted her so much! For little Rita Davis, so long ignored and pushed into the background in life, the idea that she was an irresistible piece of ass was proving to be like catnip to a feline.

		

		When Al at last pulled his limp cock from her, she smiled up at him and said, simply, “Thanks, that was great, Al.”

		

		“Thank you, you little spitfire,” he whispered. “I’ll see you again tonight, before this party’s over. Just wait and see if I don’t!”

		

		Again, Rita asked herself incredulously? Is it even possible that some of these guys are going to fuck me twice tonight?

		

		While she was considering that possibility--and it didn’t seem that far-fetched, when she really thought about it, since Pete had fucked her twice last week--another man appeared alongside Rita’s lounger. She looked up and saw Harry Smith, the local veterinarian, standing over her.

		

		Harry was tall and nicely-built, with longish, sandy-blond hair, the sexy look of his shoulder-length mane slightly spoiled by a small but growing bald spot at the rear of his head. But he did have those broad shoulders and a nice smile.

		

		Now, as Rita looked up at him, she saw that he also had a very nice cock. It was fairly long, and very thick, with a distinct downward-turning bow in the middle of it as it drooped toward her, already as hard as it could be.

		

		“Rita…may I be next?” Harry asked in his deep baritone.

		

		She smiled shyly up at him, intensely aware of the river of spunk that was now leaking steadily out of her jizz-packed pussy. “I don’t know, Harry, maybe I should clean up a little first, you think?”

		

		Harry answered her by kneeling on the chaise in between her legs and pointing his big dick at those gushing lips. With a grin, he said, “No need, I just love a spunky ride, sweetheart.”

		

		Rita sighed as he filled her. This was so cool! One cock right after the other…all of these guys wanted her pussy so badly--she could barely believe it!

		

		“Oooooh, my goodness, what a nice one you’ve got, Harry,” Rita sighed, her arms coming up to embrace him as he bottomed out in her overflowing gash.

		

		“You don’t know how long I’ve dreamed about this,” Harry whispered, licking her earlobe. “I’ve wanted you since high school, Rita, though I must confess--I never even guessed that you’d be as hot as you are in bed. I was watching while you fucked those other guys--what a little sex-machine you are!”

		

		Rita giggled and began to eagerly move her hips in time with his steady thrusts into her. Sex machine, her?--what malarkey!

		

		But it pleased her. It pleased the hell out of her to have a sexy guy like Harry think she was something special in the sack!

		

		“Oh, God, but you’ve got a nice stroke,” Rita hissed in her new lover’s ear as he drilled her. “Do it to me, Harry. Really give it to me with that big old cock of yours!”

		

		And Harry did give it to her. He threw his ass into overdrive and really started to nail her to the lounger, much to Rita’s delight.

		

		This has got to be the best night of my whole life! She thought, as she fucked Harry back with abandon. I feel free to let myself be out-and-out wild. Fucking one guy after another, out here under the stars, with a bunch of men who’ve already had me, and want to fuck me again, watching me do it--this is really something!

		

		She glanced up and saw that James Townsend, the city councilman, had moved over next to her lounger. James had been way ahead of her in school. He’d graduated the year before she’d started high school. He was tall and distinguished looking, with dark hair that was turning grey at the temples and a once-hard body that was just beginning to show a little middle-age softness around his middle.

		

		He winked down at her and took a sip of the drink he was holding, watching intently as she fucked Harry. Rita glanced down his naked body and saw that James had a smallish cock compared to some of the men who’d already had her, but that it was already hard as a steel ball bearing as he fisted it slowly in his free hand.

		

		Holy fuck, he can’t want to be next can he, she asked herself? This is the fourth guy in a row I’ve done. The councilman can’t want to be number five, can he?

		

		Rita shifted her attention back to Harry, who was really giving her a nice ride. He was rutting away, still hammering into her, and it felt divine.

		

		“Oh, Harry, you’re fucking me so great!” she whispered.

		

		Harry grinned down at her, a small sheen of sweat now standing out on his forehead. “You’re sensational, Rita! Your little pussy is tight as a glove. Doesn’t Donny ever fuck this hot little thing?”

		

		Rita giggled, and kissed him on the cheek, whispering, “Oh, he does…but not as nicely as you’re doing it, handsome!”

		

		Harry greeted that harmless bit of flirting on her part with that deep, throaty, baritone laugh of his and redoubled his efforts. He knew she was just teasing him, complimenting him like that, but he’d obviously enjoyed it. She could see that.

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” he grunted, packing it into her pussy as hard as he could, and making her cone-shaped titties jiggle all over her chest. “You’re some woman, Rita--and you’re a flat-out incredible fuck!”

		

		Rita sighed and felt her clit pulse hard. She didn’t think it was possible for her to climax again, so soon after her first three orgasms, but Harry’s enthusiasm for her body and the bone-rattling fuck he was giving her sure felt wonderful!

		

		“Oh, baby, have I ever got a wad for you,” Harry panted. “I don’t believe I’ve fucked my wife in ten days or so, and you’re turnin’ me on like crazy!”

		

		Poor Deana, Rita thought, missing out on a cock like this one! What is that girl thinking?

		

		“I can’t hold back!” Harry moaned just then. “Take it, Rita, you hot little puss…take my big load!”

		

		Harry proved he hadn’t been lying about having a massive reservoir of come he’d built up. He inundated Rita’s cunny in searing, thick, gooey spunk!

		

		“Oh, Jesus!” she gasped, her clit suddenly immersed in boiling man-cream once more.

		

		A huge jolt of sensation roared through her, and she was suddenly coming again--hard!

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh! Oh, oh, fuck, give it to me!” she babbled appreciatively as her pussy went off for the fourth time. “Jeeeezus, what a load this is!”

		

		Harry just moaned and pumped her pussy even fuller, his big balls continuing to shoot slick goo into her. She whined and groaned and rutted her cunny up onto his spurting prick, loving the way he was proving how hot he thought she was by absolutely flooding her with semen!

		

		“Goddamn, look at that little cunt take it!” a man’s voice whispered in awe.

		

		“Yeah, old Harry’s creamin’ her like a motherfucker!” another man sighed, sounding envious.

		

		“Man, I want me some that,” still another said. “I don’t care how much spunk she’s already got up her cunt…I want some of that sweet pussy!”

		

		Rita’s eyes fluttered back open as Harry finally stopped spurting into her. She stared up at the small group of men and saw that not only was James Townsend there, his dick still as hard as could be, but so was George Herman, her host for tonight’s gangbang, along with Brick Lincoln, the handsome black man who managed the pharmacy downtown.

		

		She gasped. Not only did George have a very large cock, as she’d seen earlier in the evening, when Brenda Green had been sucking it, but Brick, who was standing there at the ready as well, had the blackest, biggest, longest dick she’d ever seen in her entire life--even in porn movies!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		“You’d best let Tom and I break her in first, fellas,” James Townsend said to Brick and George. “Our dicks aren’t as big as yours. Let us get her ready for you.”

		

		The two younger men nodded, and James reached down and took Rita gently by the hand. Harry had climbed off of the lounger by then, and the councilman urged her to turn over and get up onto her hands and knees on the chaise.

		

		Rita was in such a state of mesmerized ecstasy from the number of recent, rapid-fire orgasms she’d just experienced that she offered no resistance. James moved her further up onto the laid-flat lounger, so that her head was near the end of it, and spread her legs just slightly as she obediently knelt on all fours, just the way he wanted her.

		

		Then James moved around to the head of the chaise and got on, sliding down underneath Rita on his back. He moved himself downward, until his hard cock was right under her pussy lips, gasping aloud as he felt a huge, thick rope of the other men’s sperm ooze out of her and down onto his stiff prick.

		

		“Here, I’ll get rid of some of that for you, councilman,” Tom Green, the local fast food franchise owner offered, moving up behind Rita on the chaise.

		

		Rita--slightly dazed and wondering what the two men were up to, still staring over at Brick’s monster black cock--felt Tom push upward lightly with one hand, just above her pussy opening, while holding his other hand under her gooey slit as if it were a soap dispenser in a restroom. A huge handful of spunk oozed out of her pussy and down onto his up-turned palm. He took it and smeared it up into her ass crack.

		

		“Oh, oh, my, what are you doing?” Rita sighed as he poked a large glob of the slippery semen into her anus.

		

		Tom spread the slick man-cream around up her ass and then shoved some more inside. At the same time, James reached up and guided her hips downward just a little, his short, thick cock punching up into her pussy opening.

		

		“Yeah, oh, yeah, fuck me!” Rita moaned, getting the idea, starting to move her hips up and down on James’s hardness.

		

		“Here you go, baby,” Tom whispered from behind her at that moment, nudging his own big-bore, but not too long, dick up against her ass pucker from in back of her. “I think a red-hot girl like you can take two at a time, no problem, don’t you?”

		

		All Rita could do was groan as the second dick slid inside her defenseless second opening, double-penetrating her for the first time in her life. Almost before she knew it, both men were balls-deep in her pussy and ass, rutting away.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, so much cock!” she gasped, her tits shaking on her chest as they enthusiastically double-teamed her.

		

		James reached up and took one of the puffy knobs in each hand and squeezed them gently as he fucked up into her from underneath. Rita sighed loudly, liking the way his fingers felt on her sensitive nipples.

		

		She opened her eyes once more and saw all of the men surrounding the chaise, staring intently at her, with big smiles on their faces as they watched her getting double-fucked. Some of their cocks were already half hard again. She saw Brick, especially, grinning at her with unbridled lust, absently stroking his magnificent ebony boner as he watched her take on two men at once.

		

		Oh, God, I hope he doesn’t want to fuck me up the ass with that monster! She thought as she gradually caught on to the unique rhythm of double-fucking and began to ride the two men slow and easy.

		

		Jesus, what a lot of dick, she thought as she worked her body on the two pricks, but it doesn’t really hurt or anything. It just feels like a ton of cock up inside me, all at once!

		

		Actually--she decided after another minute of getting both holes stretched open and nailed at the same time--it felt pretty nice. It was way different than plain anal sex. This was much more exciting and…pleasing, somehow!

		

		For one thing, the constant contact of James’s dick against her clit made Tom’s cock up her ass feel much nicer. She decided, as she rode the two nice-sized dicks, that she kind of liked getting it this way…she liked it a lot!

		

		Rita looked around at the group of men, who were openly lusting after her--clearly wishing they could trade places with Tom and James--and trembled atop the two pricks gliding in and out of her. She felt her tits jerk between James’s teasing fingertips and sighed.

		

		This pretty fucking exciting, really, she thought. In fact, I kind of love this! I don’t think I’d mind if all of these guys fucked me this way--it’s so wild, and kinky and just flat-out nasty, that I’m really getting off on it!

		

		A big ripple of pre-come sensation tore through her just then, and Rita’s eyes flew open even wider. The spasm had started in her clit, vibrated through her anus, and then pulsed right up her spine, into her well-stroked titties!

		

		“Oh, fuck me!” she suddenly sighed aloud, really starting to work her hips hard against her two lovers. “Fuck those cocks right into me, you studs. Give it to me…give it to me right up my ass and my pussy!”

		

		A murmur went through the assembly of men. One of them said, “Look at that hot bitch take it!”

		

		“God, yeah, what a cock-hungry little cutie that fuckin’ Rita turned out to be! Just look at her ride those dicks!”

		

		Rita closed her eyes and rode for all she was worth. She was, improbably, going to come again--she couldn’t believe it, but the two cocks pummeling her lower body had her tighter than a coiled spring!

		

		“Gonna’ come,” she panted. “Gonna’ come again!”

		

		“Holy fuck, what a hottie!” a man muttered.

		

		“She’s the sweetest piece of ass to join this club in coon’s age!” another man said, sounding thrilled. “I can’t wait to fuck her again!”

		

		Oh, damn, but I love hearing that! Rita thought, her pussy contracting hard around James, and her asshole clenching shut right along with it. I love taking cock like this, in front of all these guys, hearing them say how hot I am!

		

		“Oh, shit, here it comes!” Tom gasped just then.

		

		A geyser of hot spunk exploded into Rita’s gripping ass chute, and her clit jerked hard, starting to orgasm yet again. She mewled blissfully atop the two pricks; feeling like her whole body was coming!

		

		Her tits jumped beneath James’s clutching fingertips, and her cunny tightened around his buried dick. He moaned, loud and long, and unleashed a big spume of cock cream up into her tight slit.

		

		The fiery semen oozed out onto her clit and Rita saw red! Her vision took on a rosy, crimson hue as her climax deepened. She shook like a fever victim as she came and came atop the two cocks.

		

		“Fuck, look at that little gal get her pussy off!” a man marveled.

		

		“I can’t wait to get me some of that, that’s for damned sure!” she heard Brick’s deep voice murmur.

		

		The thought that Brick’s huge black dick would soon be taking the place of one of the two cocks spewing come into her sent another shockwave of orgasmic spasms through her. She closed her eyes, hung on, and came!

		

		“You want ass or pussy?” Brick demanded of George Herman as they two of them peeled the limp, satisfied bodies of James and Tom away from Rita as soon as they’d finished shooting into her.

		

		“I believe you’d better take her cunt,” George said, replacing Tom behind Rita on the chaise. “That big old canon of yours might ruin that pretty little ass of hers, Brick.”

		

		The black man laughed good-naturedly and scooted on his back underneath her. He frowned momentarily, saying, “Jesus, man, this lounger must be an inch deep in spunk! It’s all over my butt. This poor little gal has about a gallon of jizz leakin’ out of her!”

		

		“Yeah, well she’s about to have some more,” George assured his friend as he fitted the head of his huge dick up against Rita’s gaped-open, semen-flooded anus.

		

		“You said it,” Brick agreed, placing the head of his own massive cock against her dripping pussy mouth and pushing upward with his hips.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck!” Rita moaned as the two monster cocks entered her at the same time.

		

		If Tom and James had been a load, Brick and George were unbelievable!

		

		Rita felt herself being split open to the absolute maximum as the twin towers of dick lanced deep into both holes. She bit her lower lip to keep from screaming as they stretched her elastic flesh to its limits and berthed their hard flesh all the way up inside her.

		

		“Oh, oh, my sweet Jesus, what a bunch of cock!” she gasped.

		

		“You can take it, baby,” Brick assured her, grinning up at her. “You’re the hottest little bitch I ever seen at one of these parties!”

		

		With that, they started to double-fuck her. Rita sighed and hung on. There was an ocean of slick, warm semen up her pussy and in her ass. The two giant cocks mashed in and out of her, floating on a thick glaze of the stuff.

		

		Brick’s super-dick felt as hot as an ember, up against her clit. She looked down at his handsome ebony face and felt her pussy contract, realizing that she was fucking him--she was actually balling a hunky black guy, right in front of half of the town’s leading citizens!

		

		“Damn, honey, now I see what all these other dudes been ravin’ about,” Brick whispered. “That little pussy of yours is tight as a fuckin’ drum--you’re one sweet piece of ass, Rita, girl!”

		

		Rita sighed. Was she ever gonna’ get tired of hearing how hot she was--she didn’t think so!

		

		She moved her butt even more for her two new lovers, hunching her ass up and down in a rapid, rolling motion, burying them in her all the way with each stroke. She heard George moan, and knew that he was loving the feel of her tight little ass around his prick.

		

		And, I’ve gotta’ admit, now that I’m getting used to having this much dick in me at once, I’m kinda’ loving the feel of him up my butt, too--being double-fucked is not bad at all!

		

		A minute rolled by, and then another. Rita’s ass and pussy were heating up like mad again. She now couldn’t seem to get enough of the two massive pricks. They were fucking her so fine!

		

		“Here, baby, I’m so turned on by watching you ball these big-dicked studs that I can barely stand it,” she heard a familiar voice say from the darkness in front of her.

		

		Pete stepped into the dim light, his impressive cock just as hard as it had been when he’d started off this fuck-session what now seemed like hours ago. He pushed it up against her mouth and said softly, “Suck me off, Rita, while you fuck these other two guys. I need to come again, watchin’ you in action!”

		

		She started to protest that she wasn’t just some hunk of meat that any guy could shove a dick into whenever and wherever he wanted. But, as she opened her mouth to do that, Pete pushed his cock into it.

		

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” Rita murmured--the taste of Pete’s beautiful prick so sweet, so manly, so…welcome in her mouth that she abandoned her plan to protest and began to suck it instead.

		

		Besides, she told herself, the sight of me with two huge cocks up my ass and pussy, along with a third one down my throat is making this crowd go absolutely nuts!

		

		She knew that was true because of the murmur of excitement that was rippling through the gathering of on-lookers right now. Her pussy and ass clenched as one when she heard one guy say just then, “Three at once? I’ve seen some of the gals do two at once, but never three!”

		

		“Get it, Rita!” another man urged her loudly. “Get that hot little cunt of yours off again! Suck that big dick, you sizzling-hot young bitch!”

		

		Rita moaned and shoved her head forward, taking nearly every inch of Pete’s thick, lengthy prong down her throat. She was so turned on that she could barely breathe. George and Brick’s cocks now felt like absolute heaven inside her. And Pete’s pre-come was so sweet, as it leaked into her mouth, that she couldn’t seem to get enough of it!

		

		For what seemed like forever, Rita hung suspended between the three thrusting cocks, fucking, licking, sucking. There was no such thing as Time anymore--just hot, hard dick!

		

		What brought her out of her reverie was George’s voice suddenly bellowing, “Oh, fuck, what an ass! This is the tightest little butt I’ve ever fucked, and I fucked Cindy in the ass for the first time when she was barely thirteen!”

		

		Rita felt a virtual semen-enema unleashed up her butt just then. She gurgled in ecstasy around Pete’s driving cock, her ass clamping down tight on George’s prick as it spurted its load deep into her bowels.

		

		Brick twisted her nipples hard and closed his eyes a moment later, saying, “Here it comes, baby, right up that tight little pussy of yours!”

		

		It was as if someone had opened the floodgates! Brick’s cock shot jet after jet of boiling-hot come up into her cunt as Rita began to orgasm. She gasped and shook and hunkered down tighter on Brick’s spurting prick, reveling in the heat and volume of spunk he was lacing her pussy with!

		

		“Three at a time, Rita, hope you can handle it!” Pete sighed just then, and a blast of jizz hit the back of Rita’s throat and spattered all over inside her sucking mouth.

		

		“Goddamn, three dudes creamin’ her at once!” a guy’s awestruck voice said. “Look at that sexy little bitch go!”

		

		Rita swallowed and moaned and hung on, her pussy and ass coming as one. She gulped down Pete’s jism eagerly, orgasming so hard she thought she might pass out…

		

		Well, I guess everyone at this swanky sex party probably thinks I’m beyond disgusting, Rita reproached herself as she stood in the outdoor shower by the pool an hour later, washing the come out of her ass and pussy as best she could. The men were finally done fucking her. She didn’t remember how many had mounted up in her ass and her pussy for a second turn, but it had been quite a few.

		

		And her mouth tasted like come. She’d sucked a few cocks off and swallowed what they’d had for her, too!

		

		Looking down at the shower floor, she saw an amazingly large glob of white, pearlescent semen hovering over the drain, slowly going down into it. She pushed her fingers up into her pussy and another, slightly lesser clot of the stuff plopped down onto the wide slots of the drain.

		

		“Jesus, would you look at all of that come!” she marveled aloud.

		

		She stayed in the shower for another few minutes, washing out her ass and twat as fully as she could manage. She strained her inner muscles, trying to push the last of it out, not wanting to rejoin the party only to have an embarrassing glob of come ooze out of her while she stood talking to one of the other women.

		

		Rita was a little disgusted with her own behavior, going so rabbit-ass crazy at this party, letting all of those guys fuck her so many times. She sighed, and turned off the water. What had she been thinking?

		

		“Hey, there’s our party girl!” Cindy Herman greeted her a few minutes later when--all dried off but still naked--she sauntered up to the group of women on the other side of the pool. Everyone at the party was naked by now, so Rita had seen no sense in putting her swimsuit back on. “Are you having a good time, dear?”

		

		Rita looked at the shorter woman warily, trying to see if she was being sarcastic. Surely, some of the men had told this group that Rita had “pulled the train” for every male at the party, except Donny, over on that chaise lounge, in the dark shadows created by the surrounding bushes.

		

		“Yeah, we heard you got ganged!” Deana spoke up brightly, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

		

		“Did you do ‘em all?” Twila, the mayor’s daughter asked.

		

		“That’s a bunch!” Clay’s wife, Dorothy, interjected excitedly. “I did ‘em all at my first swing party, but it was kind of a small get-together that weekend; there were only four other couples there, besides Clay and me.”

		

		Doreen looked up from the chair she was sprawled out in, smiling, and explained, “It’s kind of a local swinger-club tradition that a girl new to the club gets gangbanged by all of the guys there that night. But we didn’t know if you’d be able to handle all of ‘em or not, since you’re kind of a small gal, and there’s, like, eight men here tonight besides your hubby.”

		

		Rita looked down at the smiling faces, relieved not to see any malice or cattiness towards her among the group of women. She shrugged and admitted to them, “Well, I did do ‘em all; and some of them more than once. It was a whole lot of fucking and sucking let me tell you!”

		

		“Wow, how cool!” young Twila offered admiringly. “I only did three the night I joined.”

		

		“Did you do any anal?” Paige Johnson asked Rita. “I love anal, myself, but not every girl enjoys it.”

		

		“I did one round with George up my ass and Brick inside my pussy at the same time,” Rita told them, now bragging just a little, bending down and fishing a beer out of a tub of ice that sat next to Doreen’s chair. “That was some ride, let me tell you!”

		

		There was an explosion of chatter and congratulations and huge smiles from the group. Linda Townsend, the city councilman’s wife told Rita, “If you managed that, you are some kind of swinger-girl deluxe, and that’s for sure, Rita, dear--that Brick’s got a cock like a fucking elephant! He near balled me to death at that last party I was at where he showed up. I couldn’t walk right for a week afterward!”

		

		Rita smiled, breathing a sigh of relief. Far from condemning her as a super-slut, these swinger-women actually seemed impressed by her lewd behavior with their husbands and boyfriends…

		

		She sat down next to Doreen, suddenly feeling like an accepted member of the group. She told Linda, “I find it helpful not to panic, to just go with the flow. I had my doubts when both Brick and George wanted to mount up on me at the same time, but I then I figured…“Why not try it and see?”

		

		“That’s so important at these swinger functions,” Cindy agreed, nodding her head sagely. “You’ve just got to conquer your fears and let yourself enjoy a new experience…that’s a big part of what makes swinging so much fun!”

		

		Rita nodded back and sat back to drink her beer. She was really beginning to feel comfortable with this group of other girls now, like these upper class gals had totally accepted her presence among them. This swinger stuff was awesome!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Rita slept in on the Sunday morning following the big swinger party. When she finally did get out of bed at ten in the morning, she stretched, yawned, and then padded naked into the bathroom to take a shower. She noted that Donny’s side of the bed was empty and decided that he was probably dressed and sitting in the living room or the kitchen, reading the Sunday paper, waiting for his breakfast.

		

		Well, thankfully, considering all the fucking I did last night, I’m not that sore, she was relieved and not a little surprised to discover as she scrubbed herself clean, taking a lot more time than usual on her pussy and her ass, hoping to rid herself of the last of the jism she’d had pumped into both openings last night at the party.

		

		I was feeling just as “well-used” as I feel this the morning after we got to Hawaii on that vacation last year. I remember Donny and I getting kind of drunk at the bar in our hotel, and walking along the ocean in the moonlight, and then, once we got back to our room, him fucking the holy living bejeezus out of me for what seemed like hours on end!

		

		“Donny…and his stupid golf game!” she whispered aloud as she turned off the water and quickly stepped out of the shower to dry off.

		

		Thinking about her husband and their sensual Hawaiian vacation sex together had abruptly jarred her memory. She had suddenly realized that he had an eleven o’clock tee time with Pete and a couple of other guys this morning--and that she had to hustle her butt into the kitchen and get him something to eat so that he could make it there on time! She hurried through her morning routine, skipping some of it, leaving her hair wet, not bothering with the dryer, and hopping into some clothes.

		

		I think it’s damned stupid, anyway, Donny trying to learn how to play golf, she thought as she practically ran down the hall toward the living room. It’s true that he’s a natural athlete, but it’s an expensive hobby that we don’t really need--although it is nice of Pete to try and teach him.

		

		Rita stopped dead in her tracks when she reached the kitchen. Instead of an impatient Donny, glaring at her and demanding that she “move her cute ass” and fix him something to eat--which was what she had expected to find--there was a note on the table that read: Grabbing breakfast at the Wagonwheel, see you this afternoon, Donny.

		

		“Damnit, why’d he do that?” Rita said aloud in the empty kitchen.

		

		This wasn’t like Donny. They always enjoyed a big Sunday breakfast together. Why hadn’t he woken her up so they could do that?

		

		Well, maybe he was just being sweet, Rita thought as she wandered over to the fridge. Maybe he thought I’d be too tired to get up before noon, after that workout I got at the party last night.

		

		She opened the refrigerator and stared into it. A big Sunday breakfast alone didn’t have much appeal. Maybe she’d just have some cereal and a piece of toast.

		

		****

		

		Rita knew something was up when Donny’s truck failed to roll into the driveway until four-thirty that afternoon. It didn’t take nearly this long to play a round of golf.

		

		“Well, there she is,” her husband said, as he stumbled through the front door moments later, “queen of the dick-riders--my little wife…the super-slut!”

		

		The hackles raised on the back of Rita’s neck. She was sitting in her favorite chair, reading the Sunday paper.

		

		“You’re drunk as a fucking skunk!” she said accusingly, looking up at Donny, who was weaving around on his feet, too snockered to stand still.

		

		“So what?” he asked her defiantly. “We’ve all got our little vices, babe. Yours is cock, mine must be booze.”

		

		Rita tossed the section of paper she’d been reading on the floor and stood up. She was mad--and getting madder by the second.

		

		“What the fuck is this all about?” she demanded.

		

		He looked at her blearily for a moment and then said, “I saw you last night. I watched you! I was standing over behind that bush, just after Al Johnson pumped his load into you!”

		

		Rita felt her blood suddenly turn cold. She’d thought that Donny had been busy with Doreen or one of the other wives over on the other side of the pool while the gangbang was going on. She’d never imagined that he’d been in a position to see just how down and dirty she’d actually gotten with all of those other men last night!

		

		“How…how much did you see?” she finally stammered.

		

		“All of it!” Donny raged, storming past her and into the kitchen.

		

		She heard a cap being snapped off a bottle, and Donny reappeared moments later in the doorway leading into the kitchen, a Lone Star beer in his hand. He glared at her and said, “I saw you take that big spook’s cock up your pussy while George fucked you in the asshole and you sucked Pete off for good measure at the same time…you fucking whore!”

		

		Rita trembled, partly with rage, partly in fear. She’d never expected anything like this kind of reaction from him. After all, joining the swinger club had been Donny’s idea. She’d initially been against it.

		

		“Where the hell do you get off calling me a whore?” she yelled back at him. “It was a fuck party--a fuck party that you were just dying to go to--so, we went, and I fucked, what’s wrong with that? What else are you supposed to do at a sex orgy, you asshole?”

		

		After he’d called her a whore, Donny had tipped his beer back and started to chug it. When she countered just now by called him an asshole, he choked on it, coughing uncontrollably. Beer came gushing out his nose and his face turned beet-red.

		

		“Asshole….you call your husband an asshole, you hot-cunted little bitch?” he wheezed, more pissed off than ever, fighting to get a breath after choking on the beer.

		

		He looked down at the nearly empty beer in his hand and then up at her. His eyes suddenly blazing with unleashed fury, he hurtled it at her from across the room.

		

		Donny was dead drunk and Rita was sober. She ducked the bottle easily and heard it smash into pieces against the wall behind her chair.

		

		He looked at her for long moments, suddenly appalled by what he’d done. Tears sprang to his eyes and he staggered toward her, his arms outstretched.

		

		“Oh, baby, I’m sorry,” he blubbered, crying hard. “I don’t know what’s come over me. I’m just so pissed off…at everything! I’d never hurt you!”

		

		Halfway across the living room, he just seemed to run out of steam. He slunk down onto his knees and sat there, leaning back on his heels, crying softly. After another moment, he pitched over onto the carpet, on his right side, and passed out completely.

		

		“Jumpin’ Jesus, what the fuck was that?” Rita whispered aloud in the now silent room, staring down at her husband, who lay snoring lightly in the middle of the living room carpet.

		

		She moved cautiously over to him and tried to rouse him, but he was dead out. Rita had seen Donny drunk literally dozens of times throughout their dating years and during their marriage, but never as bad as this. He was completely out.

		

		“Well, I’d best get you to bed, if I can,” she sighed, taking his right arm and attempting to back up and drag him along into the bedroom with her.

		

		Donny weighed about a hundred and ninety pounds, and Rita was a slender girl who tipped the scales at around a hundred and ten. She made no progress at all.

		

		After thinking it over for a moment, she went into the kitchen and picked up the phone that hung on the wall beside the back door. She hit “nine” on the speed dial, and the phone at the Jensen house began to ring moments later.

		

		“Donny,” Pete’s voice asked apprehensively, sounding as if he were reading the caller ID, “did you make it home okay, bro?”

		

		“Pete, this is Rita,” she said testily. “What the hell did Donny drink this afternoon?”

		

		There was a silence, and then Pete said, “He had a bunch of martinis. We were in the bar at the club, after we finished our round of golf, and one of the other guys in our foursome ordered a gin martini, and Donny cancelled his beer order and said he’d have one of those ‘fancy, rich-guy’ drinks like that one instead.”

		

		After another pause, Pete went on to say, “We all thought he was just foolin’ with us. We’d had a great game of golf, and everything seemed fine. So we each bought him a round or two while we all watched the NFL pre-season game on the big screen together.I tell you, doll, he was guzzling those gin martis like they were water.”

		

		Rita waited, fuming. She couldn’t believe Pete had just sat there and let Donny get totally shit-faced, and then drive home!

		

		“He was kind of tipsy when the game was over and we finished up, but not so bad he was really slurring his words much or anything,” Pete hastened to add, as if he could sense her anger coming right over the phone line. “I tried to talk him into letting me drive him home but he wouldn’t hear of it. He said he needed his truck to get to work tomorrow and he didn’t have time to have you drive him clear out to the club to pick it up in the morning.”

		

		That stopped Rita short. She could hear Donny saying that. After another second, she asked Pete, “Did he say anything about the swinger party last night, while you were golfing, or at the bar later?”

		

		“Nah, the other two guys we were playing with weren’t at the party. They’re not swingers, so we couldn’t talk about any of that stuff in front of them.”

		

		Rita thought about it. Donny must have been totally upset about her little “performance” with the other men last night, but hadn’t been able to talk to Pete about it, because of the other golfers being there. And then he’d downed all of those powerful martinis--still boiling over inside--and had driven home.

		

		“No wonder he blew up like a cheap fireworks display when he got home,” Rita whispered into the phone, thinking out loud.

		

		“Huh, what, what did you say, babe?”

		

		Rita gave Pete a quick run-down on her afternoon, after Donny had gotten home, leaving out the beer bottle-throwing part. He said, “Stay right where you are. I’m on my way over there. I’ll help you get Donny into bed. This is partly my fault--I never should have let him down all of those drinks.”

		

		“No, you don’t have to…” Rita realized that she was talking to a dial tone.

		

		She hung up and redialed, but the phone rang ten times and then Doreen’s voice prompt came on, ending sweetly with, “if y’all would care to leave a message?”

		

		Rita hung up and went back into the living room, where the only change in Donny was that he was now snoring even louder than he had been before.

		

		I’ve got to clean up this glass before Pete gets here! She thought. It’s embarrassing enough, having Donny passed out like this and needing Pete’s help to wrangle him into bed. I won’t have it getting around town that we were fighting so badly that he chucked a beer bottle at me, I just won’t!

		

		Rita managed to get the remnants of the bottle cleaned up and tossed out before Pete’s black Navigator pulled to a stop in her driveway ten minutes later. Pete got out, hustled over to the front door, and she let him in.

		

		“Damn,” Pete murmured, looking down at Donny, “he’s really out of it, isn’t he?”

		

		“Like a damned shot-out light bulb,” Rita agreed.

		

		“Well, let me get him into bed for you, at least,” Pete offered, stooping down and grabbing Donny under both arms.

		

		In seconds, the powerful ex-quarterback had gotten the slightly smaller man up onto his feet, bent low, and flung him over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry. He staggered down the narrow hallway with Donny flopping around atop his shoulder like a rag doll, finally depositing him on the king bed in the master bedroom.

		

		“I’ll get his clothes off and pull the covers over him,” Rita said, stepping past Pete to the bed. “Why don’t you get yourself a beer while I get him tucked in?”

		

		He nodded and started down the hall, but she called after him, saying, “Oh, and Pete…thanks for coming.”

		

		“Geez, I don’t know what to tell you,” Pete said minutes later, sitting next to Rita on the couch, nursing his beer. “Some of our swing club members have gotten their noses a little out of joint in the past, the first time they saw their wife sucking another guy’s cock, or something. But I can’t think of anyone who just went totally off the deep end, the way Donny did.”

		

		Rita had told him about the confrontation when Donny had returned home, again leaving out the bottle-heaving part of it. Pete seemed mystified by Donny’s behavior.

		

		“It’s puzzling,” he said, “Doreen said that he seemed to have a great time at the party. He fucked her once, and drilled Linda Townsend on top of a chaise lounge, too.”

		

		He grinned at Rita and added, “He even finished up by fucking Cindy Herman in the ass, for good measure.”

		

		Pausing a moment, he said, shaking his head, “I don’t know what came over him. I’ve fucked Cindy in the ass a number of times, and it’s a pretty sweet experience, let me tell you. Cindy’s got a primo butt and she really loves anal.”

		

		Rita smiled, in spite of herself, thinking about prim and proper Cindy Herman getting it up the ass! She’d never look at the normally aloof Cindy the same way again. From now on, whenever she saw her out in public--that cute little nose of hers up in the air, acting all stuck-up and better than anyone else--she’d think of Pete’s big dick shoved all the way up her shapely young butt!

		

		“There, see, I made you smile,” Pete said, still grinning at her.

		

		“You did at that,” Rita said, leaning her head over against Pete’s strong shoulder.

		

		“It’s too bad a sweet kid like you has to go through something like this,” Pete whispered, putting an arm around Rita, drawing her in closer. “I don’t know what got into Donny, to make him flip out like that.

		

		“I don’t either,” she sighed, “I thought we both had fun last night and that everything was okay between us.”

		

		Pete looked into her blue eyes. Rita felt her heart clench. She had been very wrong in her initial impression about Pete, before she’d gotten to know him better. He was such a handsome…gentle…and considerate man!

		

		His lips were on hers moments later, and she opened her mouth and let his tongue inside immediately. Rita’s tongue went crazy against his, sliding all around, caressing, teasing, and she felt her nipples swelling almost instantly. Her hand came up to touch his hair, and she felt her heart go into overdrive.

		

		Oh, God, but I want him! She realized. I want that big dick of his right up my pussy, fucking me until I come like a house afire, making me feel so good…making everything seem all right!

		

		“What will Doreen say, if you don’t come right back home?” she panted as they broke apart, letting Pete peel off her blouse and unsnap her bra.

		

		“She’s not home,” Pete said, breathing as hard as she was, bending to kiss her bare nipples as he opened her shorts and skimmed both them and her panties off. “She’s over at the church helping set up for the service tonight. There’s a little ice cream party for the kids after the sermon is over.”

		

		Rita’s heart fluttered with guilt. Could she really do this…fuck Doreen’s husband while she was out doing community service like that? Could she ball Pete while her own husband was passed out down the hall?

		

		Lord help me, but I think I can! Rita admitted to herself as Pete’s lips closed over her right nipple and he began to suck.

		

		She opened his jeans and got his cock out. It was already almost fully aroused. She wrapped her fist around it and pumped it slowly as he licked and kissed and sucked at her tits.

		

		Less than two minutes later, she was on her back on the couch and Pete was inside her juicy quim all the way up to his big nuts. She sighed, loving how he felt inside her, and began to move her hips in rhythm with him as he started to fuck her.

		

		“Mmmmmm, it just feels so good when you do it to me!” she whispered in his ear, caressing his hair and then kissing him, his movements becoming faster.

		

		He really gave it to her. Rita moaned and gratefully took his pounding. His cock was pure heaven inside her pussy!

		

		“God, Rita, you’re such an incredible piece of ass,” Pete said, gasping for air when he broke the steamy kiss off a minute later. “I can’t seem to keep my prick out of you. You’re fucking unbelievably sexy!”

		

		Rita shook from head to toe under his savage thrusts, reveling in them. Her pussy contracted sharply, and her calves came up to lock themselves across his hunching ass, drawing him in as deep as he would go.

		

		This is really fucking! She thought, delirious with need, with the joy of having his big dick filling her again and again.Oh, God, but I can’t seem to get enough of his huge prick inside my hot pussy!

		

		Pete moaned and fucked her even faster. His dick was flying up and down in her tight, slick tunnel of flesh, lighting an absolute fire in her clit!

		

		She mashed her tits up against his chest and hung on tight as he drilled her. Rita felt her tiny love bead throb hard again and knew that another searing orgasm was on its way.

		

		“Oh, fuck me!” she whispered in growing ecstasy. “You feel just perfect inside me, baby! Give it to me. Give me that big, hard dick of yours, you fucking stud!”

		

		He gasped and hammered her so hard she nearly passed out from pleasure. A little grunt of undiluted bliss escaped his throat and his flying cock started to spew hot ball juice into her as it slid in and out.

		

		“Oh, yes, oh, God, yes,” she murmured, her cunny starting to climax right along with him, “come in me! Fuck that hot stuff deep inside me, darling!”

		

		The pair clung together, sighing and moaning, Pete dumping spurt after spurt of semen deep into Rita’s womb. She rolled her head from side to side on the couch, reveling in her illicit, adulterous orgasm and the way Pete held her tight as he filled her with his hot seed.

		

		“Oh, oh, Rita, you’re really something!” he panted, out of come at last.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, stroking his hair and down his neck and across his broad back, loving the feeling of having him deep inside of her as his massive dick slowly softened.

		

		“That was a sweet one,” she sighed, kissing his earlobe. “I really needed that.”

		

		After another minute or so, he pulled out and started to get back into his clothes. She smiled up at him, luxuriating in the warm afterglow of the terrific, impromptu fuck session.

		

		“Do you have to go already?” she asked. “I don’t think Donny’s gonna’ wake up anytime soon.”

		

		“I gotta’ go home and throw on a pair of slacks and a nice shirt.” He winked at her. “I’m supposed to be at the church to help serve ice cream to the kiddies in forty-five minutes or so.”

		

		Rita laughed, picturing that in her mind--Pete and the kiddies! He leaned down and gave her a long, passionate kiss, and then headed for the front door.

		

		“Pete,” she called to him as he opened it, “do you think Doreen will sense that we…you know…that you and I…were together this way, tonight?”

		

		Pete’s face went as serious as she’d ever seen it. He said, “Hell, I doubt she’d much give a fuck if she did. I think the only thing that Doreen really cares about is being the queen bee in this little town…her charities, and her church work, and her status in the community--that’s all that matters to her.”

		

		He paused a moment, grinned, and added, “That and getting all of the strange cock she can on the side at swinger parties on the weekends…that’s all Doreen really thinks about, babe. See you soon.”

		

		Rita sat up on the couch and gathered up her clothes. She got back into them, vowing to take another shower before she turned in for the night.

		

		She thought it highly unlikely that she and Donny would be making love tonight--given his current state--but she couldn’t take any chances. Finding a big wad of Pete’s come up her pussy if he did wake up and decide he wanted some loving would be just about the last straw. That was for sure!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		When the alarm went off at six the next morning, Rita sat up, rubbed her eyes, and looked over at Donny, who had slept like the proverbial, snoring log all night, never moving a muscle. He sat up as well, grabbed his head, and moaned.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, what happened?” he groaned. “Who kicked me in the fucking head?”

		

		She just looked at him. Slowly realizing that something was very wrong, he asked her, in a subdued tone, “What?”

		

		“Do you remember coming home from the golf club last night?”

		

		He racked his brain for a moment before sheepishly admitting, “No, not really.”

		

		After another bout of silence on her part, he asked meekly, “What happened?”

		

		With a snort of exasperation, she said, “You called me every nasty name you could think of, including whore, and slut, and threw a bottle of Lone Star at me, that’s what happened!”

		

		He recoiled, a look of utter disbelief on his handsome face. At last, he said, in a tone of petulant denial that a first grader might have used, “I never!”

		

		“Oh, yes, you did, Donald Lee Davis!” she answered, glaring at him. “That’s exactly what you did, just before you started bawling like a baby and then passed dead out in the middle of the front room!”

		

		“Bawling…me?” he asked incredulously, as if that was somehow even worse than hurtling a beer bottle at your wife. “Passing out…I don’t remember any of that.”

		

		“Well, you did,” she assured him, getting out of bed and pulling on her robe.

		

		Deciding to embellish her tale a little, since it was clearly having just the effect she’d hoped it would have--Donny was looking as contrite and chastened as could be--she added theatrically, “It took me over a half hour to drag your sorry, passed-out ass down the hall and wrestle you into this bed. Then it took another fifteen minutes or so to get you out of your clothes.”

		

		Donny looked down at the covers, suddenly noticing that he was naked. His face colored as he said quietly, “Jesus, babe, I’m sorry as hell. It was those guys out at the golf club…they kept buying me those damned martinis. I don’t remember much of anything after that.”

		

		She gave him a look that said she thought that was a likely story, and that she wasn’t buying it. He got out of bed and headed for the bathroom, head down, clearly ashamed of his behavior.

		

		Well, good, she thought, he ought to be ashamed of himself.

		

		Rita considered, for a moment her own behavior last night, with Pete, out on the couch.

		

		That’s different. I needed comforting, and Pete, bless his heart, was comforting as hell…him and that gorgeous cock of his!

		

		Smiling, she went off toward the kitchen to make Donny’s breakfast and pack some sort of lunch for him to take along to the mill…

		

		Rita didn’t work at the bank on Mondays or Tuesdays, so she was in no hurry about getting dressed. After she’d fixed Donny’s food and gotten him off to work, she watched a couple of morning television shows she liked, ate a light breakfast, and drank the rest of the pot of coffee she’d made earlier that morning.

		

		When the doorbell rang at ten-thirty, she’d just finished doing the morning dishes. Answering it, still dressed in her babydoll pajamas, with her housecoat thrown on over them, she was shocked to see Pete Jensen standing on her front porch. He was wearing a pair of khaki slacks, with crisply-ironed creases down the front, a button-down, short-sleeved white dress shirt with a light khaki shade of pinstripe that matched his pants, work boots, and a pair of expensive-looking sunglasses.

		

		“Hi, I’m on my way over to Charles River to check the progress on a housing development we’re building out that way,” he said, a flirty smile on his handsome face. “I just thought I’d stop on the way and see how everything went last night, after I left.”

		

		“Oh, it went fine,” she said, taking a strand of her dishwater-blonde hair in her fingers, twisting it coquettishly, an answering smile on her face as she stood looking at him through the screen door. “Donny never woke up and claimed he didn’t remember much of anything after the martinis last night.”

		

		Pete nodded, and then asked, “Could I step inside for a minute, Rita? There’s something else I’d like to discuss with you if I could, before I take off for Charles River.”

		

		She held the screen open and he took it from her and stepped into the front room. Closing the screen and then the front door, casually locking it behind him, he turned back toward her.

		

		“What did you want to talk to me about?” she asked.

		

		Pete stepped in close and swept her into his arms, whispering urgently, “About how fucking beautiful you are, and how much I want you!”

		

		He kissed her hard and she melted into him. His tongue shot into her mouth and Rita wrapped her slender arms around him and kissed him back for all she was worth.

		

		In what seemed like seconds, they were in bed together, naked, a trail of his clothes, her housecoat, and the babydoll pajamas leading from the living room into the bedroom. He laid her on her back and spent the better part of ten minutes on her breasts, licking, kissing, sucking, nipping lightly at her swollen puffies until she was twisting and groaning against the pillows behind her head, her hands tugging at his short hair, pulling him in tighter on her throbbing nipples.

		

		“Oh, God, baby,” she hissed, beside herself with passion, “My titties…you’ve got my titties so pumped up! Oh, suck ‘em! Suck my hot nipples…chew on ‘em! Eat ‘em up, you sexy bastard!”

		

		Pete chewed and licked and sucked until Rita was gasping with lust. She wanted Pete’s huge dick in her so bad that she could scream!

		

		“Fuck me,” she growled. “Oh, Jesus… I need it! I need fucked, Pete, darling!”

		

		“In a minute,” he said, his breath coming fast as he drew his head away from her pulsing nipples, “I’m taking my time today, Rita, enjoying every inch of this incredible little body of yours!”

		

		With that, he moved around on the bed, dragging her from the pillows until she was lying flat on her back in the center of the big mattress. He swung a leg over her head, his cock right above her mouth, and leaned down to claim her shaved-bare pussy with his lips, kissing and then sucking at her clit as his tongue punched down into her.

		

		Sixty-nine, Rita thought eagerly, sucking Pete’s prick in hungrily as he licked her pussy, oh, God, yes…let’s suck each other before we fuck!

		

		Pete’s talented mouth and tongue were all over her pussy. She reveled in the way he ate her, tilting her head back so that he could fuck down into her mouth and throat like a second pussy. He jammed his long cock down into her sucking lips again and again, and she mewled happily around his gliding pole of hard flesh and let him fuck her mouth and throat, licking wildly at his hardness as he did so.

		

		Rita was soon so excited by their sexy oral games that she felt herself trembling on the edge of a massive orgasm. She sucked hard at his prick and ran her tongue all over it as she pushed her ass up off the bed, driving his tongue deeper into her ready-to-erupt pussy.

		

		He seemed to sense that she was there…right at edge of a massive orgasm. Pete sucked Rita’s clit into his mouth and ran his tongue all around it, tapping at it lightly in between licks.

		

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” Rita screamed as best she could with her mouth stuffed completely full of hot dick.

		

		Her ass came all the way up off the bed, her climaxing pussy mashed against his lips, his tongue wriggling all over inside her. She gasped and came even harder, Pete’s prick driven deep into her throat, her tongue lashing at it.

		

		As the heavenly pulses of come sensation gradually melted away, she dropped back onto the bed and Pete eased his hard cock out of her sucking lips. He gently turned her over onto her stomach, where she lay panting, the feeling of having been licked off to perfection washing over her.

		

		“Got to have a little of this pretty little pink thing now, babe,” he whispered, easing his cock into her from in back, lancing it down into her juicy opening.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, yes,” she gasped as she felt him punch all the way into her, “fuck me with that terrific cock of yours!”

		

		That was clearly what Pete had in mind. He pulled his long erection nearly out of her extremely wet pussy lips and then fed it back in, gliding it along her super-sensitive clit. Rita shivered with delight. He felt so incredible, easing along her sensitized pleasure bead!

		

		“Oh, honey, that’s so good!” she moaned, pushing her ass up off the mattress, to give him better access. “You do me so nice--your cock feels so wonderful in me!”

		

		Pete leaned forward, his chest pressing down against her ass and back. He dug her buried nipples out of the covers and squeezed them lightly between his fingertips as he fucked her slow and easy.

		

		Rita pushed her face down into the bedclothes and moaned. He just felt so incredible inside her! No one had ever fucked her like Pete--no one!

		

		After another full minute or two of the slow-paced coupling, his deep thrusts into her began to pick up speed. Rita gasped. He’d worked her so skillfully past the hyper-sensitivity in her clit--caused by the blistering orgasm his tongue and lips had triggered--and past the point where his gliding cock merely felt nice in her stretched open pussy, to where she was now.

		

		Now, his massive presence felt fabulous inside her. Now, her clitty was beginning to throb with re-newed lust. Now she wanted him again. She wanted him to fuck her hard and fast…to make her come once more!

		

		“Oh, Pete, it feels so great,” she murmured, starting to move her ass back against him, rolling it backward in a hungry, needy, jerking motion. “Fuck me. Fuck me, you devil! You know I want it!”

		

		Pete laughed and increased the speed of his stroke. “You always want it, Rita. You’re the hottest little bitch I’ve ever met, and I love you for it!”

		

		A huge tremor of emotion shot through Rita when she heard Pete say the word “love”.She shivered at the very thought of that.

		

		She didn’t want Pete to love her…did she? She was in love with Donny…wasn’t she?

		

		Pete squeezed her nipples harder between his fingertips and banged his cock into her faster and faster, driving all thoughts of love or anything else from her brain. Now there was only sliding prick and her rapidly pulsing clitty to think about.

		

		She pushed back against him, reveling in how marvelous he felt inside her, knowing her orgasm was coming…very soon. Rita sighed and ground her titties into his fingers, working her ass back onto him eagerly.

		

		Gonna’ come…gonna’ come again, she realized, my darling Pete is going to make me go off again, and God, is it ever gonna’ be a big one?”

		

		Pete rutted away in her, rolling her nipples gently, banging her hard. Rita was cooing and moaning constantly now, her clit on fire with the need to get off again. She gave herself up to the roaring urgency of her renewed lust, loving the way Pete’s huge manhood made her feel…so stuffed with hard, beautiful cock…so well-fucked…so…loved!

		

		As she thought the word “loved”, she came. She came so hard that she almost passed out, the feeling was so intense.

		

		“Unnngghhhh--Ulllllmmmmm!” the gargling, gasping, not quite human, sound--that Rita managed to croak out as her pussy grabbed at Pete’s cock--was all she could manage. She felt as if her head might explode!

		

		Rita shook with the fury of total release. Her cunny gripped Pete’s cock so hard that it stopped fucking in and out for long moments, trapped in her body’s fierce grasp.

		

		“Jesus, baby, do you ever come, when you come!” Pete marveled. “Get it, Rita! Get that hot little cunt of yours off hard, babe!”

		

		Rita did get it. Her orgasm was so exhilarating, so complete, so utterly rapturous that all she could do was shiver like an ague victim and make little nonsense, guttural noises as she came and came!

		

		“Damn, honey, I love the way you climax!” Pete said, palming her tits and squeezing all of them, not just her nipples, as he mashed his hard cock down against her clit and watched her go off.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Rita managed to scream at last, after sucking in a huge breath. “Ohhhhh, God…it’s so fucking intense!”

		

		Pete laughed and began to fuck her again, hard, powering his dick past her clenching muscles, drilling her as he played with her tits. Rita gasped, taking in another big lungful of air, and then shrieked, her orgasm, unbelievably, growing even hotter as he worked his cock in and out of her!

		

		“Ulm! Ugh! Oof! Ungh!” she panted, drool running out of her open mouth, her whole body quivering like a tuning fork.

		

		The heavenly spasms just kept coming. Rita went off yet again, a smaller but still exquisite little climax. How many was that, two, three? She’d lost count!

		

		“Oh, baby,” Pete sighed just then. “I gotta’ fuck this hot little ass of yours before I come! Have you got any lube?”

		

		Rita felt her grip on consciousness loosening.

		

		Fuck me in the ass--after all of that? She wondered incredulously.

		

		But she still found herself pointing languidly over toward the nightstand on her right, her pussy still reverberating with pleasure as his thick cock finally slipped back out of it. She oozed down onto her stomach as Pete let go of her tits and scrambled over to the nightstand and opened the top drawer.

		

		“Yeah, Astroglide, this is the stuff,” he chortled happily, finding the tube. “Nice and slippery--just what we need for a cute little ass like yours, babe…so tight and sweet!”

		

		Much to Rita’s surprise, he rolled her gently over onto her back. Had he decided not to do her up the ass, she wondered? Shouldn’t she still be up on her hands and knees, if he wanted to do that?

		

		Pete smiled down at her and she saw that his enormous dick was as hard as ever. It gleamed with a thick coating of her girl-lube and female jizz.

		

		“Here we go, sweetie,” he whispered, getting a large glob of the clear lubricant on his middle finger and then closing the tube back up. “The last thing I’d want to do is hurt you.”

		

		With that, he pushed the finger past her sphincter and into her ass, coating it all around with the super-slippery lubricant. When he had her back entrance greased up to his satisfaction, he pulled his finger out and gripped her by both calves.

		

		“You’ve got such an incredible ass, Rita,” he said as he brought her calves up over her head, bending her in half, raising her butt up off the mattress until his big prick tip was resting right up against her well-lubed rosebud. “Just relax. I won’t hurt you, babydoll.”

		

		He pushed forward and Rita tried to loosen her bottom for him. The fat cock head finally popped through, feeling huge back there.

		

		She flashed back to Saturday night. Tom hadn’t been that big, but George Herman certainly had, and she’d let both of those guys fuck her in the ass. Pete was bigger and a little longer than George, but not by too much. She could do this.

		

		“Oh, darlin’, this is the tightest little butt I’ve ever been inside,” Pete breathed as he shoved inch after inch of cock down into Rita’s slippery, narrow hole.

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, I don’t know about this!” Rita gasped as his nut sac came to rest against her ass cheeks, his cock all the way down inside her.

		

		“I do,” Pete said, leaning down, pushing her legs off to the sides, so that he could bend down and kiss her.

		

		God, I didn’t even know you could do it like this! Rita thought--her mouth opening immediately for his questing tongue as he began to stir his buried cock around inside her asshole, fucking it gently, an inch out, and then an inch pushed back in.

		

		Her right hand stole up to her pussy, and she began to toy with her clit, sucking at his tongue. This was kind of wild!

		

		Everyone who’d ever done this to her before had been behind her, on his knees, drilling his cock into her butt from behind. Doing it like this, with her legs waving around off to both sides of her while her darling Pete soul-kissed her and her nipples brushed his hairy chest--this was very exciting!

		

		Before she even realized that it was happening, Pete was fucking her in the ass. And she was moaning and pressing her tits against his manly chest, sucking at his tongue, teasing her clitty relentlessly, as he slowly did it to her!

		

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” she sighed, finding that she did like it this way. She liked it a lot!

		

		She soon realized that she absolutely loved what he was doing to her. It felt better than any butt-fucking ever had before--except maybe for the pulse-pounding dual fucks from the other night, when she’d had a cock up her pussy at the same time. This was flat-out wonderful!

		

		“You like it, baby?” he asked when he pulled his mouth away from hers moments later, gasping for breath, his eyes excited by what he was doing to her. “Do you like my big cock up your cute little butt?”

		

		Rita moaned and put her free arm around his neck, dragging him back down for more kisses. Just before his lips met hers again, she whispered, “I like that big old thing of yours everywhere, you silly man. Anywhere you want to put it, that’s just where I want it!”

		

		Pete growled with pleasure and began to fuck her harder. Rita made a little mewling sound of pure excitement and held on tight as he really began to light a fire in her ass.

		

		Oh, my pussy! She thought, diddling her clitty like mad as he reamed her out back there. My pussy’s getting so hot, right along with by asshole!

		

		“Fuck me, Pete,” she gasped, tearing her lips away from his. “Oh, God, fuck me hard like you always do, you sweet stud-boy. No one does me like you do, darling!”

		

		Pete grunted with the effort it took to penetrate her tight sheath of muscle again and again, driving in deep, just the way she wanted it. Rita moaned and whipped her head back and forth, loving it! Her pussy was gushing out oil as she played with her clit, and it was running down her ass crack and onto his pistoning dick, making her back entrance even slicker!

		

		“Good,” she wailed, “oh, my sweet God, it feels so damned good!”

		

		She began to shiver and her tits jerked on her chest as they bounced around. It was here. Her orgasm was just around the corner…

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck!” she suddenly screamed, her asshole clasping at his pounding cock, her pussy clenching open and shut, a wave of hot cunt oil oozing out of her. “I’m coming! You’re making my ass come…you fucking stud!”

		

		Pete tipped his head back and pumped hard, hammering down into her. He moaned and she felt a huge blast of hot jism coat her insides back there.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, Rita, you’re the fucking best there is!” he bellowed, unleashing a second big spurt of searing come into her anal depths.

		

		“Oh, Peeeeeeeeete!” she moaned, her pussy and ass orgasming together, just like they had the other night, when she’d been double-fucked.

		

		Only this was better! This was her sweet, super-sexy Pete coming inside her…and she just loved it!

		

		“Oh, baby, it’s so damned wonderful!” she sighed, almost breaking into tears, it felt so intense, oh, oh, God, the way you do me!”

		

		She clung to him, milking every last throb of pleasure from his deeply-embedded cock, waiting for every last drop of his heavenly come to fill her forbidden hole! Rita’s eyes fluttered as she looked up at his handsome, satisfied features.

		

		He was so damned good-looking, so impossibly hot! She wanted to just keep him here, in this bed with her, forever!

		

		“Oh, fuck, Rita, that was…” his voice trailed off in awe, “nobody’s ever fucked me like you do…not anyone! Not Doreen, not anyone in the swinger club, not any of the girls at college--not anyone…you’re the absolute best, babe!”

		

		Rita put her legs down onto the mattress at last and drew him in tight against her heaving chest. That pretty much said it all, as far as she was concerned.

		

		She was so happy--her heart was so full at that moment, that she could hardly stand it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Over the rest of that day and into the evening, Rita’s delirious happiness slowly faded away. After her darling Pete left to go check on his house construction project over in Charles River, she found herself wandering through the rest of her day in a funk.

		

		She realized abruptly--as she thought about Pete and how handsome he was, and what a wonderful lover he was, and how terrific just being near him made her feel--that she was dangerously close to falling for him!

		

		And that just wouldn’t do. Nothing good could come of that, either for her or for Pete.

		

		Doreen was one of her best friends. And Donny…what about Donny? She did still love him, didn’t she?

		

		That bit with the beer bottle wasn’t exactly the same as tossing me a bouquet of roses; she reflected bitterly, as she got into some clothes and started making out her shopping list for the grocery store.

		

		And his screaming that I was a whore and a slut wasn’t what I wanted to hear from a man who supposedly loves me, who had damn near bullied me into going to that fucking sex-party in the first place!

		

		She finished the list and went out into the garage, closing the door into the kitchen behind her. As she backed her old Chevy out of the garage, she thought about Pete again and felt her heart just sort of melt!

		

		“God, he’s such a honey,” she whispered aloud as she pushed the button on the remote above her visor, to lower the garage door back into place in front of the car. “He’s so sweet, and he’d built like some kind of Greek god! And that amazing cock of his…”

		

		She sighed and backed the rest of the way down the driveway and out into the street. She knew that nothing could ever come of Pete and her, but it was fun to daydream…to fantasize!

		

		And, if he wants to stop by from time to time and throw me a fuck that’s so great that it rattles my brains inside my head, who am I to say no? What harm is there in that? It’s not like he’s going to tell Doreen about it, and I’m sure as hell not going to tell Donny!

		

		“He sure is something, though,” she said with another sigh, still thinking about him as she turned her radio up and listened to Lady Antebellum belt out a favorite tune of hers while she drove to the store.

		

		When Rita got back from the grocery store, she toted the bags inside, put away the groceries, and thought about dinner and her evening. She resolved to make Donny his favorite meal, fried chicken, and then, after a nice dinner and the special preseason game on TV this evening, featuring none other than the Dallas Cowboys and that sexy Tony Romo at quarterback, she thought she might surprise him with a long, slurpy blowjob with lots and lots of tongue, just before bed!

		

		He’ll love that, she thought, smiling, I’ll swallow every drop for him and then lie to him about how yummy his come tasted!

		

		Having decided to blow Donny tonight made Rita feel better. She had been feeling guiltier and guiltier about fucking Pete last night, with her husband passed out just down the hall. And this morning’s unexpected--although thoroughly delicious--second little fuck-session with Pete had only added to the growing weight on her conscience.

		

		She got the flour and the herbs all blended just right for the rolling the chicken in before she fried it, and took out some potatoes to boil up. Reaching into the fridge, she got the Bisquick out and set about making some biscuits to go along with the mashed potatoes, chicken, and gravy she intended to serve. And, she’d bought some ears of fresh corn at the store, too.

		

		“Donny’s gonna’ be lovin’ life tonight,” she whispered to herself as she stirred up the batter for the biscuits. “His favorite meal, pro football, and a great blowjob--what could be better?”

		

		The evening got off to a rocky start. Donny didn’t show up at home until six-thirty, and he was more than a little drunk when he finally got there.

		

		“Pete and those guys kept buyin’ me rounds of beer,” he apologized, a goofy, three-sheets-to-the-wind smile on his face when he saw the meal she’d set out for him, “or I’d have been home earlier, babe, I swear!”

		

		She shrugged, deciding to let it go--that it was no big deal. Dinner was perfect, if not quite piping hot anymore, and at least he seemed to be in a good mood for a change.

		

		They ate quickly, enjoying the meal, and then settled in on the couch to watch the game. She tried to cuddle up with him as they sat nestled together, but he seemed strangely uninterested, concentrating instead on the television screen.

		

		“I’ve got a nice surprise for you,” she whispered when the game, which had gone into overtime, finally ended.

		

		“Oh, what’s that?” he asked, sounding half asleep from all the beer he’d had at the roadhouse before dinner and the four he’d drunk at home, while watching football.

		

		“Guess,” she murmured, kissing him on the cheek and reaching over to unzip his jeans.

		

		“Aw, not tonight, Rita,” he sighed tiredly, shocking her by pushing her hand away and standing up. “I had a bitch of a day at the mill. Not one damned thing went right. And I had all that beer earlier…I’m beat. I just want to go to sleep now, okay?”

		

		Rita sat back on the couch. She couldn’t have been more surprised if he’d just smacked across the face with a wet rag.

		

		What man says “no” to a BJ? She wondered incredulously. Is he sick?

		

		Donny exited the front room quickly, turning off the TV as he left. Rita waited a few minutes, wondering what in the ever-living hell was going on with her man, and then got up and turned off all the lights. Once in the bedroom, she crossed it and closed the bathroom door behind her.

		

		We’ll see if he turns me down now! She thought as she pulled off all of her clothes.

		

		She checked herself out in the mirror and smiled. Her tits might not be as big and round and spectacular as Doreen’s, but guys still seemed to like them just fine. And her face was pretty as a picture, if she did say so herself. And, as Pete had said when he’d first seen her naked at that initial wife-swap party, her ass and legs were world-class!

		

		Putting her clothes in the hamper, she opened the door, turned off the bathroom light, and proceeded to strut, naked, back out into the bedroom. Moving over to her side of the bed, she got in and snuggled up next to Donny, who was staring at her nude body open-jawed.

		

		“W-What are you doin’?” he gulped as she slid a hand over onto his boxer-short covered dick under the covers.

		

		“I’m fixin’ to suck your cock, once it gets hard,” she whispered, an impish grin on her face as she stared up at him.

		

		“Nah, that’s okay,” he said, moving her hand off his soft cock. “I told you, I’m tired.”

		

		Rita glared at him, genuinely insulted. She growled, “Nobody’s that tired! What the fuck is going on, Donny?”

		

		He looked away. After long moments had ticked by, he turned back and said, “I don’t know, honey. I…I just keep seein’ you, in my head, fuckin’ all those other dudes at that party, suckin’ their cocks! It kind of turns me on--and yet, at the same time, it doesn’t!”

		

		He shrugged, looking miserable. “I don’t know what to tell you. I’m all fucked up. I have been, ever since Saturday night.”

		

		Rita sat back up straight, not having a clue as to what to do or say next. She just sat, staring at him.

		

		Finally, she said, “Well, I guess we found out what sort of swingers we are…or, I guess I should say, were! I’m gonna’ call Doreen, first thing in the morning, and tell her that we’re definitely not going to that party this Saturday night at Marvin Miller’s place.”

		

		Donny looked stricken. He shook his head, “No, don’t do that!”

		

		Seeing her thoroughly puzzled reaction to that, he said, “We should talk about that, before you just go canceling, don’t you think?”

		

		Rita answered, “I don’t see what there is to talk about. Going to that last party fucked us up to the point where you don’t even want to have sex with me anymore. What’s there to discuss?”

		

		Long moments crawled by. Donny’s face colored, and he finally blurted, “I sort of promised Doreen that we’d be there. She’s counting on us coming.”

		

		Rita boiled over. “What the hell is this, Donny? Are you telling me that you only want to fuck Doreen from now on? That the only sex I’m likely to get is from other men, when we go to one of those parties?”

		

		Donny’s faced flushed an even brighter red. He said, “No, it’s not just Doreen! I’ll probably fuck a couple of the other gals at Marvin’s party, too, like I did last week at George and Cindy’s! It won’t just be Doreen.”

		

		He saw immediately that his desperate answer just then had not been a big hit with his wife; if anything, it had merely served to get him in even deeper trouble with her. So he quickly added, “And I’ll fuck you too, babe. Just not tonight--I’m feeling really sleepy. I just want to turn in for the night now, okay?”

		

		Rita didn’t know what to say to that. She looked at him for a long while, wondering what in the thundering hell was going on in his head.

		

		Were they really in trouble as a couple? Was she losing him?

		

		She thought momentarily about Pete and felt a hot thrill course through her. Truthfully, did she even care if she was losing him?

		

		Quit that! She mentally chastised herself. You’ve loved Donny for years now!

		

		After another moment, she reached over and turned out the light on her nightstand, plunging the room into darkness. After tossing and turning for what seemed like forever, she went to sleep wondering if it was still true that she was in love with Donny.

		

		****

		

		The next morning was strained, to say the least. The two of them tiptoed around one another, not saying any more than was necessary.

		

		Rita made her husband a lunch, got breakfast together, and then went in to take a long, leisurely shower while he ate it. When she got out of the bathroom twenty minutes later, he was gone; having already left for work, just as she’d hoped he had.

		

		The plain truth was that she hadn’t wanted to talk to him this morning because she simply didn’t know what to say. Did she tell him that she wasn’t nearly as pissed at him as she felt she should have been, because she had new feelings for Pete that she didn’t know what to do with? Did she get mad at him for not wanting to make love to her the way she felt he should have?

		

		Jesus, how did my life get so fucked up so fast? She thought miserably as she ate a bowl of cereal and nibbled at some toast. Everything seemed so great after that party. And then it just all went to shit, practically overnight!

		

		She finished her breakfast, did the dishes, and watched her morning shows, barely able to focus on what was going on as she stared at the TV. Rita finished the last of the coffee, washed out the pot, and then threw some laundry in the washer out in the garage. She was just coming back into the house when the doorbell rang in the front room.

		

		Pete? She thought excitedly. She glanced at the clock and saw that it was ten in the morning, just a little earlier than he’d showed up yesterday.

		

		Rita pushed her hair back and checked her outfit, her heart beating faster. She practically ran over to the front door.

		

		He really can’t come over every morning that I’m not at work, she thought, smiling at the notion that he’d want to, that he’d feel the need to see her that often!If he does, that old bat, Mrs. McGinnis, next door will start to notice. And she might mention something about it to Donny, and then where would we be?

		

		She grabbed the door handle and turned it, still smiling, thinking, I’ll have to say something to my darling Pete. I hate to do it, because I want to see him just as much as he wants to see me, but…

		

		The door swung open and Doreen Jensen stood there, on the front porch, smiling at Rita. She said, “Hey there, girlfriend, can I come in? We’ve simply got to talk about this new hobby of yours--fucking my hubby behind my back all the time.”

		

		Rita felt her stomach drop right through the floor. With a sickly little smile, she opened the screen door and her spectacular blonde friend trooped right into the living room, closing the front door behind her.

		

		“So, you and my Pete have really got a thing going between the two you, don’t you, sugar?” Doreen said, situated on the couch a minute later.

		

		Rita’s heart was pounding. This was so fucking awkward! How in the hell had Doreen…

		

		To her shock, Doreen reached out and gave the back of Rita’s left hand a friendly little pat. “Don’t be so nervous. It’s not the end of the world. We just have to get some ground rules laid down here, that’s all.”

		

		“R-rules?” Rita stammered.

		

		“Sure,” Doreen said, smiling brightly, as if they were discussing who might be a good candidate for the Mayor’s Select Committee on Civic Improvements, instead of Pete and Rita’s adulterous affair, “we just need to set up some parameters, dear.”

		

		Rita felt as if she were Alice in that old fairy tale, and that she had just fallen head-first down the rabbit hole. What the fuck was Doreen talking about? And why wasn’t she reading Rita the riot act? And--perhaps even more importantly--how had she found out about Pete and her?

		

		Deciding to take the initiative, if she could manage it, Rita asked softly, “What makes you think anything is going on between Pete and me…besides the stuff we do at swinger parties, I mean?”

		

		Doreen laughed gaily, as if she had just been told the funniest joke she’d heard all year. She shook her perfectly-coiffed blonde mane and said, still smiling, “Sunday night, darling--after the ice cream party at the church? Pete and I went home and I was feeling…amorous. We’d barely gotten into our bedroom, and I was all over him, kissing him, taking off his clothes, licking his nipples…doing all of those little things a girl does to let her man know she wants him.”

		

		Stopping for a moment, she gave Rita a coquettish little smile and said, “But I’m sure you know all of that. You definitely strike me as a girl who knows all about how to let a man know she wants him, sugar.”

		

		Rita felt herself blush but didn’t say a word. Doreen gave her another Cheshire cat smile and went on to say, “Pete, who is usually very receptive, tried to put me off. He said he wanted to take a quick shower first, and that set off an alarm bell in my head.”

		

		Doreen’s smile turned catty, very catty indeed, as she added, “So I didn’t let him. Instead, I stripped all of his clothes off--him acting very reluctant to let me do that, which really made me suspicious--and then I went down on him.”

		

		There was a long silence and Rita had to caution herself over and over again not to squirm uncomfortably on the couch, because that was exactly what she felt like doing. Doreen grinned and said, “Your little twat must be just delicious to eat, Rita, darling--because your pussy juice sure tasted as sweet and nice as could be on my Pete’s dick on Sunday night!”

		

		The accusation just laid there. Rita felt her face turn fire-engine red, but didn’t comment

		

		Really, she thought with a sinking heart, what is there to say?

		

		“Anyway, after I got him hard, we fucked like bunnies for a half an hour or so.” She beamed at Rita and added, in a girl-to-girl aside, “He made me come twice, and then fucked me in the ass until he came, and that made me go off again too! God, that Pete--what a stud he is…don’t you agree?”

		

		After another brief pause and another lapse into total silence on Rita’s part, Doreen finished with, “Anyway, after we were done, I asked him who he’d been fucking earlier in the evening, before me. And then he fessed up and told me about Donny and the golf game, and you calling him, and one thing leading to another.”

		

		Doreen stopped smiling. She looked into Rita’s eyes, her stare hardening.

		

		“I could let Sunday night slide, darling. Boys will be boys, and you’re a sensational piece of ass, so I don’t imagine Pete could really help himself when it came to fucking you.”

		

		Her eyes narrowed. “But it did make me a little apprehensive, knowing he had such a real…yen for you. So, the next day, yesterday, I cruised by your house a few times, knowing that you don’t work Mondays or Tuesdays at the bank. And, sure enough, there was Pete’s big old flashy Navigator, parked right there in your driveway yesterday morning, for an hour and a half.”

		

		Rita felt like melting into the sofa cushions. She was so ashamed. Doreen had been a good friend to her, and she had wantonly betrayed her with Pete.

		

		“I…I didn’t mean to…”

		

		Doreen held up a hand. “Don’t worry about it. I don’t really give a fuck what Pete does, as long as he comes home to me in the end, and doesn’t bring any nasty diseases with him. And that he’s discrete about it.”

		

		She gave Rita a rueful smile. “I’m not worried about him catching the clap from you, dear. But the problem is that he’s not being very damned discrete. That fucking circus wagon he drives is the only one like it in town, probably in the whole damned county. Parking it out in your driveway like that is like having a big, hand-painted sign mounted on top of that Navigator of his, saying: “I’m inside, fucking Rita, while her old man is at work!”

		

		Again, for the second time in two days, Rita felt as if she’s been slapped up along side the head with a wet rag. She found it totally shocking that Doreen didn’t actually seem a bit concerned about her fucking Pete--only with the possibility of other people finding out about it!

		

		“You…you really don’t care about…” Rita’s voice trailed off.

		

		“About you balling Pete,” Doreen asked? “No, not especially, although I will want something from you in return for being so open-minded about that, trust me, dear.”

		

		She leaned toward Rita and added, “You have to understand about me and Pete, sugar. We’ve been together, on and off, since our sophomore year in high school. We know each other. I know his little weaknesses, and he knows mine. And we’ve learned to live with them.”

		

		After considering what she’d just said for a moment, Doreen went on to add, “Pete and I did some pretty kinky stuff while we were still in high school, trading partners with some other studs on the football team at parties, kind of like what we do now at swinger get-togethers. And I know he fucked every really good-looking girl he could get his dick into when he was away up north at college.”

		

		She grinned at Rita. “And I didn’t do too badly for myself with other guys while I was at SMU, either. Then, after school, when we got married and…well, you know about the swinger stuff.”

		

		Rita sat there, marveling at how calm and matter-of-fact Doreen was about her infidelity, and Pete’s. It was just a fact of life to her. She didn’t seem upset in the least that Pete had…strayed.

		

		“Now, that brings us to why I came here this morning,” Doreen said. “We need to get a couple of things straight, dear.”

		

		Her heart had started to settle back into a normal rhythm, but now it began to race again as Rita heard Doreen say that. She wondered, what things?

		

		Doreen abruptly got up off the couch and went over to the front door. She flipped the lock, securing it, and came back over to where Rita sat.

		

		“Come with me, sweetie,” she said, crooking a finger at her.

		

		Wondering what in the flaming hell was going on, Rita got up off the couch. Doreen put an arm around her shoulder and led her over to the hallway.

		

		“Mmmm, small, but nice,” Doreen said as they stepped into the master bedroom moments later.

		

		She dropped her arm away from Rita and turned to face her. “Remember when I said that I’d want something in return for being so understanding about you fucking my husband, sugar?”

		

		“Uh…yeah,” Rita answered haltingly.

		

		“Well, what I want…is you!”

		

		With that, Doreen stepped in closer, wrapped her arms around a very shocked Rita’s neck, and kissed her.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Rita felt…she didn’t know what she felt! She had never kissed another girl in her life…never wanted to…never even thought about it!

		

		And yet here she stood, in her own bedroom, toe to toe with boobalicious, gorgeous, super-hot Doreen Jensen, her lips hard against the other woman’s, her perky tits mashed up against the blonde girl’s solid, cushioning mounds. Doreen’s hand was against the back of Rita’s head, holding her in close, not letting her pull away.

		

		Not that Rita was actually trying to pull away that much. To her utter amazement, she felt her nipples getting hard and her pussy starting to weep lubricant as her stunning girlfriend ran her tongue all across Rita’s closed lips; the torrid kiss going on and on.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Rita sighed at last and opened her mouth.

		

		When Doreen’s lively little tongue slid inside Rita’s lips, it sent a furious crackle of electricity down her spine, through her suddenly very aroused nipples, and right on down into her clit! Rita moaned and placed her own hand at the back of Doreen’s golden locks, kissing her right back.

		

		Her lips are so soft! And those big tits of hers…they feel so round and firm and sexy as hell against my nipples!

		

		Rita’s pussy felt as if it were boiling over after another full minute of the searing kiss. She ran her own tongue all over Doreen’s, reveling in how sweet the inside of her friend’s mouth was, how arousing it felt…how utterly enticing!

		

		“Damn, but you’re a hot baby,” Doreen hissed as she finally broke off the kiss, her sky-blue eyes staring intently into Rita’s washed-out blue orbs. “I just knew you’d be into this girl-girl…you sexy little puss!”

		

		Before Rita could say a word, Doreen’s mouth was back on hers. Rita didn’t hesitate for a second this time: her lips shot open immediately as her friend’s tongue tapped at them. The two women pulled themselves tighter against one another, Rita’s pussy contracting wildly as she pushed her fat, sensitive nipples into Doreen’s lush tits.

		

		Jesus, she’s so incredibly sexy! Rita thought. Who knew kissing another girl could be so fucking exciting?

		

		Just when Rita’s nipples felt ready to throb into orgasm all by themselves, Doreen pulled her mouth away again and gasped, “Bed…I want you on that bed with me, darling! I want to suck that hot little pussy of yours so bad that I can barely stand it!”

		

		Rita felt a huge tremor of arousal course through her when Doreen said she wanted to suck her pussy! She shivered at the very taboo thought of beautiful, dream-girl Doreen’s mouth on her clit!

		

		Later, Rita would wonder how she had gotten naked so quickly. She didn’t remember taking Doreen’s clothes off or Doreen taking hers off but, in what seemed like mere seconds, the two of them were nude and on the bed, kissing and stroking each other’s hair.

		

		And, if it had been exciting kissing Doreen and feeling her embrace when she’d been clothed, Rita soon found out that it was a hundred times more thrilling to suck tongue with her friend when they were both naked. Doreen’s pretty pink nipples felt incredible against Rita’s bare tits, and the feel of the other girl’s juicy pussy lips rubbing against Rita’s naked thigh as they tongued one another sent uncontrollable shudders of pure lust pulsing through her whole body!

		

		“Oh, babe, I’ve got to suck these big, puffy nipples for you,” Doreen panted, breaking away again, moving her head downward.

		

		“Ohhhhhh, oh, holy fuck, yes, suck ‘em!” Rita whined as Doreen’s mouth enveloped her left nipple, and her tongue began to glide all around it in lazy circles as the exquisite, forbidden suction started. “Oh, suck my hot titties, you gorgeous bitch!”

		

		Doreen did better than that. She chewed lightly on the sensitive flesh as she sucked, and slipped a finger into Rita’s drenched pussy lips, expertly teasing her engorged clit.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, God, oh, my sweet fucking God, do that!” Rita screamed, her body quivering as if someone had shot her with a taser.

		

		Doreen went from nipple to nipple over the next few minutes, licking, sucking, and nibbling lightly, her finger sluicing in and out of Rita’s pussy at the same time. She kept it pressed against Rita’s clit, and she soon found herself humping her ass up off the bed to meet her blonde friend’s deft finger strokes, moaning and running both hands through Doreen’s golden tresses.

		

		All at once, Doreen stopped. She pulled her finger out of Rita’s gushing pussy and brought her head up from her pulsing breasts. Smiling, she pushed that shiny finger between her lips and sucked all of the girl lube off and swallowed it, as Rita watched breathlessly, so turned on couldn’t have spoken if her life had depended on it!

		

		“So sweet, babe,” Doreen whispered, sliding down along Rita’s body. “Your little pussy is so fucking sweet, darlin’!”

		

		And then, seconds later, Doreen’s mouth was clamped tightly over Rita’s gash and her tongue was all over--inside, tapping her clit lightly, wriggling down Rita’s ass crack, teasing her anus! She whimpered and gripped Doreen’s long hair in both fists.

		

		“Oh, suck it!” she pleaded. “Suck my pussy!”

		

		Doreen snaked a hand up both sides of Rita’s trembling body and captured a saliva-gleaming nipple in between the fingers of both hands. She twisted them lightly as she sucked and licked, the exquisite sensations her knowing fingertips milked from the puffy buds merging with the overpowering pulses Doreen’s tongue was teasing from her clit.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh, oh, my sweet fucking God, but that’s wonderful!” Rita wailed, her ass coming up off the mattress, her fists yanking lightly at Doreen’s hair. “Eat it… oh, Lord, eat my hot pussy, baby, please?”

		

		The dazzling honey-blonde was only too happy to grant Rita’s begging request. She lapped and nipped and sucked noisily at her enflamed cunny until the girl was gasping and tossing her hips upward in search of sweet release.

		

		“So good,” Rita babbled--so near a huge orgasm that she could practically taste it! “Oh, my God, sweetie, you eat pussy better than anyone!”

		

		Doreen made a contented little purring sound and began to gobble Rita’s cunny with even more enthusiasm. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, and her lips sucked at Rita’s slick pussy lips as if they just couldn’t get enough of her warm, slippery, girl oil!

		

		Just as Rita began to slide into pure bliss, Doreen moved a hand off her breast and downward. She slipped a finger up Rita’s asshole and began to fuck it in time with her tongue-thrusts into Rita’s pussy. Rita screamed and tugged hard on the gorgeous blonde pussy-licker’s hair, jamming her twat against her lover’s mouth and going off like a crazy woman.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus,” Rita wailed, her body quavering as if a second taser blast had been fired into it, “eat it! Eat my pussy, your sweet bitch! Suck it--finger-fuck my ass, you sexy slut!”

		

		Rita arched her body up off the mattress, pressing her pussy against Doreen’s heavenly mouth and tongue, grinding her ass against the other girl’s buried finger. She groaned and came furiously, her orgasm getting even hotter as she heard Doreen begin to eagerly swallow her gushing pussy juice!

		

		Fuck, this is hot! Rita marveled, I’m coming so strong…and she’s eating my pussy so perfectly!

		

		The two women clung together until the last spasm of pleasure had throbbed its way through Rita’s sated clit. She sighed and dropped back onto the bed, breathing hard.

		

		“So, sugar, did you like that?” Doreen asked teasingly--grinning, easing her finger out of Rita’s ass and bringing her face up from between her thighs, her mouth and cheeks smeared with clear, gleaming pussy oil.

		

		Rita giggled like a naughty schoolgirl. “You know I did--you made me come like mad, you hot-tongued slut!”

		

		“Think you might like to try your hand at sucking titties and licking pussy now?”

		

		By way of an answer, Rita copied Doreen’s little trick: she crooked her finger at her friend, a huge smile still on her face. Doreen made her way up the bed to where Rita lay and then the two of them were kissing again, Rita tasting the sweetness of her own cunny oil on Doreen’s lips and tongue as they made out.

		

		After a full minute or so of the searing kiss, Rita pulled away and whispered, “You just try and stop me from sucking these big tits of yours, babe! It turns out that I’m curious as hell to taste them.”

		

		And then she was on them, her mouth moving from one pretty pink nipple to the other. Rita licked and sucked and nipped lightly at the tiny nubs with her sharp front teeth, drawing sighs of appreciation from Doreen.

		

		God, but her breasts are something! Rita thought as she proceeded to devour them. So big, so soft, and yet solid…Doreen’s tits are magnificent! Who knew that sucking titty would be so much fun, so exciting!

		

		“Oh, honey,” Doreen gasped at that moment, “you’re doin’ me so good! You sure you’ve never done this before?”

		

		Rita giggled again and stopped sucking just long enough to say, “Maybe a long time ago, on my mama’s tits, when I was a baby!”

		

		Doreen moaned as Rita dipped her head back down and began to suck again. “Well, you surely seem to remember how it’s done, darlin’…I’ll say that for you!”

		

		Rita went back to sucking and licking, her right hand stealing tentatively down Doreen’s flat tummy, until her fingertips encountered the other girl’s pussy. She bit lightly on the nipple she was nursing on and slipped her middle finger into the wet, slick opening.

		

		She’s not quite as juicy as I get when I’m excited, but she’s still pretty wet. And her pussy feels just like mine does when I’m masturbating to get myself off--all slick and slippery and tight!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Doreen groaned, working her hips up off the bed, pushing herself further onto Rita’s exploring finger.

		

		I know somebody who enjoys having her clit played with as much as I do, Rita thought, mashing her finger tighter against the luscious blonde’s sensitive bead of flesh while she stroked in and out.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Rita,” Doreen whined, “just like that--do it just like that: finger-fuck my hot pussy!”

		

		Rita sluiced her finger in and out, changing tits again as she did so, working Doreen up into a frenzy of come-lust. She remembered what her friend had done with her earlier, and eased her finger out of the gushing slit.

		

		I wonder if it will taste like mine? Rita thought as she brought the finger up to her lips, letting Doreen’s nipple slip from her mouth.

		

		She’d tasted her own pussy juice often enough over the years, after Donny or one of her other past lovers had pulled his hard cock out of her pussy and had her suck it for a while before he’d finished up in her mouth or shoved it back into her cunny and fucked her until he’d come.

		

		“Oooooh, how yummy,” she sighed, after sucking the glistening girl-lube off and swallowing it as Doreen watched, “what a tasty little puss you’ve got, darling!”

		

		“Suck it for me,” Doreen pleaded, “oh, God, Rita, lick my clitty--please?”

		

		Rita couldn’t think of anything she’d like to do more. Doreen’s pussy juice was delicious, and she was so beautiful and, besides, this girl-girl stuff was turning out to be incredible, sexy, forbidden fun!

		

		Silently, Rita kissed her way down Doreen’s belly, stopping to tease her navel with the tip of her tongue on the way. When she arrived at the blonde girl’s waxed-bare pussy lips, she ran her tongue up and down several times, and then twirled it around Doreen’s aroused clit slowly, teasingly.

		

		“Yes, oh, fuck, yes,” Doreen gasped, her hips tossing up and back under Rita’s taunting tongue, “stick it in me! Fuck my hot pussy with that naughty little tongue of yours, Rita, darling!”

		

		Rita slid it into Doreen’s hot slippery depths as far as it would reach, taking care to drag in tantalizingly across that swollen bead of a clit as she did so. Doreen whimpered and reached up to grab one of her own nipples in each hand. She began to squeeze them as Rita tongue-fucked her.

		

		“That’s it, baby,” Doreen sighed in rising ecstasy. “Eat it. Suck it. Fuck my hot pussy with your mouth, you sweet bitch!”

		

		Doing exactly as she was asked, Rita soon had Doreen cooing and moaning and pinching her nipples in pure bliss as she rocked her cunny against Rita’s tongue and nursing lips. Doreen was putting out what seemed like a gallon of sweet, slick juice and Rita was hungrily devouring it, kissing and licking at those gleaming pink lips as she did so.

		

		“Gonna’ come,” Doreen sighed, a big shiver of pleasure rippling through her taut body, “oh, sweetie, you’re gonna’ make me come so hard!”

		

		Rita pressed her mouth tighter against Doreen’s clasping pussy lips and licked for all she was worth. Both of Doreen’s big tits jerked in unison and the hot blonde girl shrieked with joy, her slit opening and closing in a spasm as her tits contracted in orgasm.

		

		“N-Now,” Doreen gasped, “going off now. Suck it--suck my hot pussy!”

		

		Mashing her lips in tighter, Rita used her tongue and sucked on Doreen’s clit hard. The girl screamed again, went completely stiff for a moment, and then began thrashing wildly about under Rita’s mouth, going off furiously.

		

		“Yes, yes, yes,” she growled, “just like that! Eat it, eat my come. Swallow my juice, you hot bitch!”

		

		The two of them clung together until Doreen finally sighed and fell back onto the mattress, a huge, very satisfied-looking smile on her face. She looked down at Rita, who sat up and used her forefinger to squeegee off the gleaming girl-spunk from her cheeks and chin and then lick her finger clean.

		

		“Yummy,” she whispered, smiling back at her friend, “your pussy is so tasty, so sweet.”

		

		“Mmmmmm, come here and give us a kiss, darlin’,” Doreen’s voice was low and seductive as she held her arms wide. “I think I want to lick that hot little twat of yours again!”

		

		****

		

		“And so, I’ll expect you and Donny at the Miller’s this Saturday about five o’clock, right? It’s gonna’ be another pool and barbeque party, so wear that sexy black swimsuit of your again, okay?”

		

		“I’ll be there,” Rita assured her, smiling at Doreen in a brand new way, now that they were lovers as well as friends. “Like I told you earlier-when we were resting in between pussy-lickings--the way Donny has been acting toward me lately, Saturday might be the only fucking I’ll get this week, so I’ll definitely be there.”

		

		“Well, I suspect that Donny and I are sure to pair off together at the party, so I’ll be able to pump him for what’s going on between him and you, sweetie,” Doreen told her. “We’ll get to the bottom of what’s bugging him, don’t you worry.”

		

		As she opened the front door to leave, she turned and winked at Rita and said, “Besides, when you come out to our ranch house next Monday morning, Pete and I will haul you into bed for most of the day and make sure you get plenty of fucking and pussy licking!”

		

		She and Rita shared a conspiratorial giggle over that as the door closed.

		

		“Well, things are certainly looking up for me, sex-wise,” Rita told herself aloud as she watched Doreen’s new Cadillac back down the drive.

		

		Plenty of cock on Saturday night at the party, and then lots of Doreen’s sweet pussy and Pete’s wonderful pussy-pleaser of a dick on Mondays and Tuesdays from now on, she thought smugly. I guess I can live with that. If Donny doesn’t want my goodies anymore, there’s no shortage of men in this town who’ll be glad keep me company in bed…so fuck Donny!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		The rest of the week seemed to pass quickly for Rita. Things were still strained between Donny and her, but after she told him that she’d had a talk with Doreen, and had been persuaded that going to the Miller’s party was something they should do after all, Donny seemed to relax a little. There was still not a hint of sex between the two of them, but at least the atmosphere around their small home lightened somewhat.

		

		Almost before she knew it, Saturday afternoon had rolled around and she found herself dressed once again in her tiny black bikini and her pool wrap, sipping a cocktail in her kitchen while Donny finished showering and putting on his own swimsuit. She didn’t drink as many glasses of booze as she had last week, before the Herman’s party; because she discovered that she really wasn’t that nervous about attending the today’s swing session.

		

		If anything, she was eager for it to begin!

		

		****

		

		Truthfully, the only reservation Rita had about the party this evening was its host. Marvin Miller had been a classmate of Donny and hers. He’d played football with Donny and Pete, serving as the center on that championship squad.

		

		But around town, and on campus, he’d always behaved like the big, muscle-bound bully he was, in Rita’s opinion. He got into a lot of fights and usually managed to badly hurt the guy he fought with: when Marvin Miller got you on the ground, he usually kicked a few of your ribs in before he let up.

		

		Now he was a Deputy Sheriff. He’d gone to the academy right out of high school and gotten on the force at nineteen.

		

		Once there, Marvin had quickly made a name for himself. Bar fights generally stopped the minute he walked into the roadhouse or tavern in his uniform, because everyone in the county knew that if Marvin Miller had to use his baton to break up a brawl, there would be teeth and blood all over the bar floor when the fight ended. They also knew that none of the blood or dental work was likely to belong to Marvin.

		

		His reputation extended beyond his muscles and his penchant for violence, however. Though only a sergeant, he was still widely acknowledged as being the power behind the throne within the Sheriff’s Office. What he lacked in elevated rank, he made up for by serving as the sheriff’s right hand man, his go-to guy. If the boss wanted a dirty job done, he always brought in Marvin Miller to handle it for him, and usually got just the outcome he was seeking.

		

		Because of all that, Rita had always made it a point to stay as far away from Marvin as she could over the years. Thankfully, his checking account was with another bank, so she never saw him in her professional capacity, which was fine with her. When they chanced to pass each other on the street, she’d offer him the tiniest smile that common courtesy would allow and then get the hell away from him as quickly as she could.

		

		And now, suddenly, she was going to let him fuck her. She really didn’t want to do that, but because he and his wife, Patty, were hosting, she had known she’d have little choice in the matter if she chose to attend tonight’s party.

		

		She was pretty sure that it would be against swinger club etiquette to turn a host down if he wanted to do you, and Rita held no illusions that Marvin wouldn’t want to give her a try. He had to have heard about her performance at last week’s party by now, and she knew he’d want to mount up on her tonight if for no other reason than to see what all the talk had been about.

		

		“You don’t think Marvin will hurt me when he fucks me tonight, do you?” she asked her husband, just blurting it out as the thought struck her.

		

		“Why would he?” Donny answered, looking a little shocked by the question.

		

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, “It’s just that he’s just always struck me as having such a violent, cruel streak to him. Who knows how a guy like that will treat a girl in bed?”

		

		“Well, then don’t fuck him,” Donny snapped tersely, clearly wanting to put the topic of Rita screwing other men behind them as quickly as possible. They both knew that her getting laid by other guys was a big part of what this party was all about, but Donny obviously still wasn’t at all comfortable the reality of that fact.

		

		“Oh, sure, just tell the guy who spent hundreds of bucks on food and booze so that he could host the party at his house that you don’t want any part of him, right? I bet that would go over real big with a hothead like Marvin. He’d probably either punch me out or use his handcuffs to chain me to the bed so that I couldn’t get away from him!”

		

		“Nobody had to chain you to nothing last week,” Donny muttered under his breath, turning into the housing development where the Millers lived. “You didn’t seem to be trying to get away very hard from anybody, from what I saw.”

		

		Rita glared at him. She was about to tell him that he was dead right--that she was going to fuck whomever she felt like tonight, and that if he didn’t like it or didn’t want to see it, then he could either go fuck himself or close his eyes!

		

		“We’re here,” Donny said, pulling up in front of the Miller’s single-story, suburban rambler of a house. “Let’s go.”

		

		She was still fuming, but saw no point in pressing the issue now. They had arrived at the party; there were already over a dozen cars parked both in the drive and on both sides of the street, at the curb.

		

		Why start a fight? She told herself. It’s a party. I’m just going to ignore Donny, belt down a few drinks and then have a good time with whoever I choose to have a good time with…

		

		****

		

		A half a minute or so after Donny rang the bell, the front door opened and Marvin Miller’s huge frame filled it. He nodded to Donny and shook hands, and then peered down at Rita, in her provocatively-cut swimsuit and sheer wrap, like a starving man might eye an all-meat pizza with extra cheese.

		

		“Damn, don’t you look fine tonight, Rita,” he said in that low rumble of a voice of his. “Who would have ever guessed that skinny little girl from high school would turn out to look as sexy as you do? Come on in and join the party, you two.”

		

		A shiver had gone through Rita when Marvin had looked at her just then. In that instant, she’d known for sure she that was going to have his dick in her before the evening was over. He’d made no effort to hide the lust in his eyes when he’d ogled her.

		

		The big man closed the door and locked it behind them before leading Donny and Rita through his large ranch-style house and out onto the patio. Rita eyed the furnishings enviously. Marvin and Patty’s place wasn’t as fancy as the Herman’s plush country club estate had proved to be last week, at the swinger party they’d hosted. But it was still a lot larger and more nicely furnished than Rita and Donny’s small tract house was.

		

		I didn’t know deputy sheriffs made this kind of money, she thought as she followed Marvin out the slider door leading to a large redwood deck that overlooked the pool. Maybe he’s crooked and on the take--I wouldn’t put it past him.

		

		Donny and Marvin kept on going, down to a small wet bar at the far end of the deck, but Rita stopped for a moment to eye the small crowd of people standing on the deck with her, and sipping cocktails around the pool and on the nearby lawn. She spotted all of the people who had been at last week’s party, the Hermans, Tom and Brenda Green, the Palmers, the Johnsons, Al and Paige, councilman James Townsend and his wife, Linda--the girl with the artificially plumped out lips and the huge fake tits--Harry and Deanna Smith, the veterinarians and, finally, the unlikely couple made up of Brick Lincoln, the black pharmacist, and his swinger date, Twila Harris, the mayor’s youngest daughter.

		

		“Hey, Rita, I’m sure glad you’re here this evenin’,” she heard a male voice off to her left say, “Lynette and I got stuck attending my mom and dad’s anniversary party last week, so we couldn’t make it to the Herman’s little soiree.”

		

		She turned and saw Ben Lynch smiling at her. She smiled back, a little shocked to see him at a party like this one. Ben was a local rancher, but he was also a deacon in the First Baptist church that Rita attended a few times a year, whenever the mood struck her.

		

		What shocked her even more was seeing Ben’s wife, Lynette chatting with Harry Smith a few yards away. Lynette and Ben had been three classes ahead of Rita and Donny in high school, so they were both in their late twenties by now, and Rita vividly remembered hearing Senior Girls Christian Youth Leader Lynette’s impassioned speech during Rita’s freshman year orientation, about every girl’s Christian duty to stay a virgin until she married!

		

		“I been hearing all week about what an out and out scorcher you are in bed, Rita,” Ben whispered, leaning closer, leering at her, “so be sure and save me a place on your dance card tonight, okay?”

		

		Rita looked at Ben carefully, as though she were seeing him for the first time. Tall, lean, and rangy, Ben Lynch was a very nice looking man. He had a rancher’s deep tan on his face, neck and forearms, as he stood next to her in his swimsuit--and light skin everywhere else--plus pretty green eyes and jet-black hair.

		

		She glanced down and saw that his dick appeared to be half-hard already, just from staring at her tight little body in her revealing wrap and swimsuit. The bulge it made behind the front of his swimming trunks was pretty impressive.

		

		After another moment’s hesitation, she thought, “Why not go ahead and ball the deacon, if he’s so hot for me?

		

		So she smiled at him and whispered, “Sure, Ben, by all means, let’s get together and fuck later, okay?”

		

		Ben’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down once and he glanced around furtively, to see who had heard what she’d just said, before he answered in a breathy whisper, “You bet, Rita, I’ll be looking forward to it!”

		

		She smiled at him again and moved off down the deck, toward the bar. As she passed Lynette and Harry, she noticed that Lynette, the formerly-ardent, Bible-thumping speech maker, had her hand on Harry’s nice ass as she stared up into his eyes, listening intently to what he was saying.

		

		“Well, I’ll be damned!” Rita muttered under her breath, watching Lynette squeeze Harry’s ass cheek through his swimsuit. “I need a drink for sure, after seeing that!”

		

		Marvin was behind the bar, mixing a rum and coke for Twila Harris. Rita shook her head in mock surprise and teased her host with, “I’m not sure she’s old enough to drink that, Deputy.”

		

		“She is at my house,” Marvin shot back, eying the long, tall young redhead in her skimpy bikini. “If she’s old enough get that cute little pussy of hers stuffed full of old black Brick’s cunt-stretcher of a cock, she’s old enough for a shot or two of rum.”

		

		Rita saw Twila’s eyes narrow at Marvin’s thinly-veiled racial slur, but the girl just took the drink and remained silent. She looked over at Rita and rolled her eyes, as if to say: “Well, it is Marvin, after all…what can you expect from a Neanderthal?”

		

		“I’ll take a vodka tonic, please, Marvin,” Rita said, “heavy on the vodka, if you don’t mind?”

		

		“That’s great with me,” her host answered with an evil little grin. “The quicker you get some liquor in you, the quicker that suit will come off and the two of us can get down to bidness, gal.”

		

		“Boy, you’re a real charmer, aren’t you Marv?” a nice looking young man asked the senior deputy, his voice dripping an irony that was totally lost on Marvin, as he sidled up next to Rita at the bar while Marvin put together the strong vodka tonic for her.

		

		Marvin just grinned and mixed the drink. He told Rita, as he handed it to her, “This here is Casey Halstead. He’s one of our new deputies.”

		

		“Hi, I’m Rita Davis,” she said, turning to face the tall, muscular lawman.

		

		He was about six-four, with sandy-blond hair, a handsome face, and very nice grey eyes. She guessed him to be no more than twenty-one or two, a few years too young for her, under normal circumstances.

		

		“I’m pleased to make your acquaintance, Rita,” he told her. “I heard from some of the guys who were at the Herman’s party last week that you’re really something. I see why they said that now. You’re very pretty.”

		

		Rita felt herself blush slightly. She asked him, “How come you weren’t there last week, Casey?”

		

		“Marvin and I were both stuck out on patrol that night and couldn’t get anyone to trade shifts with us.”

		

		“That’s too bad,” she said, staring up into his eyes, “you’re a really handsome young man.”

		

		He grinned at her and then turned to Marvin and said, “How about a beer for me, Marv? Talkin’ to a real beauty like Rita, here, tends to make my mouth dry.”

		

		“Well, aren’t you sweet?” she said, putting her hand on his arm and leaning forward just slightly, so that her bikini-clad breasts brushed his arm, as if by accident.

		

		****

		

		Rita and her good-looking new friend stood at the bar and drank another couple of rounds, as the sun sank lower on the horizon. Young Casey went over to the barbeque and fetched them each a plate of Patty Miller’s grilled chicken, potato salad, and corn on the cob, which they ate on the bar top, accompanied by two Mexican beers each.

		

		During the course of the meal, Marvin cautioned them. “All the fuckin’ and suckin’ has to be done inside tonight, at least until it gets good and proper dark out.”

		

		He cut his eyes meaningfully over toward the fence behind him and then whispered, “My neighbor, old man Jenkins, is the snoopiest old blue-nosed bastard in six counties. If he ever got wind of a swinger party over on this side of the fence, all of us would have to pull up stakes and relocate, pronto. He’d have word of it spread all over town in one day!”

		

		Rita’s heart clenched at that thought. Her bank would fire her ass in a blink, if they ever even suspected that she had attended a swinger party, let alone actively participated in one.

		

		And what about someone like the supposedly pure-as-the-driven-snow Deacon Ben Lynch and his stay-a-virgin-for-life hand mate, Lynette? If the local Baptists ever got wind of their extra-marital shenanigans, they’d probably run the offending couple out of town lashed tightly to a flaming wooden cross, forget the rail!

		

		“Uh, Rita, could I speak to you for a moment?” Patty Miller’s mousy little voice whispered from behind her.

		

		Rita looked over at Casey and said, “I’ll be right back, and then I thought you and I might…?”

		

		She let her voice trail off suggestively, casting her eyes back toward the house, where a few paired-off swingers were already walking hand in hand back into the living room. The fuck-party portion of the evening was about to officially get under way, from the look of things.

		

		“I’ll wait right here, waiting for you,” Casey assured her with a grin.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Patty led Rita away from the bar a few steps and then stopped so that she could whisper, “I just wanted to let you know, there’s going to be something a little different to kick things off tonight, and it’s due to start in just a few minutes.”

		Marvin’s diminutive, timid wife stared up at Rita, her eyes bright with excitement. She said, “Twila and Doreen have agreed to put on a little show for us, to get the evening started. They’re going to make out with each other and then lick each other’s pussies while the crowd watches!”

		

		Rita just looked at Patty, marveling at how animated, how excited the normally low-keyed woman was at this moment. She’d always wondered about Patty and Marvin. He was so big and loud and authoritative, while she was small and unassuming, careful to stay in the background.

		

		It had been a shocker to Rita at first, when she’d learned that Patty was a member of the swinger club. Back in high school, Patty been even more invisible than Rita, if that was possible, and even today, the woman was always so quiet and unobtrusive about everything, it was easy to forget that she even existed.

		

		But now she was positively beaming, her amber-colored eyes alive with anticipation. She whispered, “I heard from Doreen that you like…girls, too. She said you’re red-hot at it, that you really know how to…to make a girl feel great…in bed!”

		

		Rita held her tongue. She didn’t know quite what to make of this new side of Patty Miller.

		

		“I...I really like that kind of thing, too,” Patty admitted shyly, her face coloring. “We’re gonna’ have an all-girls room tonight, in one of the back bedrooms. Men can come in and watch us, but they can’t touch, those are the rules!”

		

		Rita thought that over for a minute. She imagined herself and Doreen, or one of the other sexy women at this party, in bed, licking pussy and French-kissing while a bunch of other swingers, male and female, watched.

		

		That sounded pretty damned hot to her!

		

		Patty summoned up her courage and whispered, “Will you join me in the all-girls room later, Rita? Doreen says you’re incredible…and I’ve always thought you were so damned pretty!”

		

		Rita’s pussy clenched. She stared at the normally shy woman and smiled.

		

		“Sure, Patty, I’d be happy to join you later, but first, I was kinda’ thinking about starting my evening off with some cock; namely that cute young Casey, over there.”

		

		Patty grinned and looked over at the young deputy. She whispered to Rita, “I don’t blame you. He’s just about the handsomest man on the whole force, and he’s got a really nice dick, too! You can’t go wrong with Casey, sugar.”

		

		Rita started. “You mean you and Casey…?”

		

		“Marvin and I have been in the swinger club for over two years now, Rita,” Patty explained, somehow managing to sound both proud and ashamed at the same time.

		

		She brought her downcast eyes upward and told Rita, “I’ve fucked every guy here tonight at least a few times by now.”

		

		Rita laughed and patted her arm. “Well, good for you, Patty. I haven’t done ‘em all yet…but I fully intend to!”

		

		****

		

		Casey and Rita entered the living room through the open slider a few minutes later, arm and arm. Donny was sitting among the gathered crowd, on the couch next to Cindy Herman, his right arm draped over her shoulder, the upper part of her two piece swimsuit lying in her lap, his palm over her big, naked right tit, squeezing it.

		

		Even though he had been caught red-handed, playing with Cindy’s bare boob, Donny still had the gall to glare at her when he saw her arm through Casey’s.

		

		Oh, so that’s the way it is? She thought angrily. He gets to play with Cindy’s big, fat tits all he wants but I should be happy to go sit all by myself in the corner?

		

		She glared back at her disgruntled husband and leaned in even closer to Casey. He looked down at her and she quickly changed the glare that had been on her face to a sexy, come-on smile.

		

		“How about a kiss, handsome?” she whispered.

		

		Casey grinned happily and bent his neck, his lips finding hers. She turned toward him and pushed her breasts into his chest as they made out, her nipples going hard against his pecs.

		

		Everyone is watching me kiss this handsome young hunk, she thought, liking that idea a lot. Well, I know what would make this little scene even hotter, for my sweet hubby’s viewing pleasure--the jealous fucker!

		

		She pulled her head back after another few seconds of the steamy kiss and whispered up at hot, handsome young Casey, “Take my top off, baby, so you can play with my titties while we watch the lezzy show. The clasp is in front, between the cups.”

		

		He nodded eagerly and helped her off with her pool wrap and then unsnapped the bra. Easing her out of it, he took her hand and guided her over to a big, unoccupied easy chair, where he tossed the bra and wrap down onto the carpet next to it and sat down, pulling her onto his lap.

		

		“Mmmmmm, this is much better,” she whispered as he took one of her puffy nipples between the fingers of each hand and squeezed them lightly while she leaned down and French-kissed him.

		

		There was a stir of excitement in the room as the gathered swingers watched Rita make out with Casey. She opened her eyes slightly and glanced over at her husband, who looked angry enough to blow a blood vessel, witnessing her sexy, topless tongue-kissing scene with the good-looking young deputy.

		

		She was saved from what might have happened next between her and Donny by Twila and Doreen’s entrance into the packed living room. The two came striding in from the hallway at the far end of the room, hand in hand, and as naked as they could be.

		

		A ripple of applause went around the room as the two women reached the center of the living room, wrapped their arms around each other’s necks and kissed, their tongues clearly very much involved. A wave of excitement crackled through the crowd, And Rita stopped kissing Casey so that they could watch the steamy lesbian tableau unfold.

		

		Doreen and Twila continued to kiss as they slowly knelt downward together, sinking down onto the carpet. The two women’s hands were all over each other’s naked backs and butts, exploring, caressing, and teasing.

		

		Rita felt Casey’s cock getting stiff underneath her as she sat on his lap, and he wasn’t alone when it came to feeling excited by the two women’s hot show. As she watched the lewd performance going on right in front of her, his hands squeezing and tweaking her tits, her own nipples quickly became as stiff as two pencil erasers. She rubbed her barely covered ass moons against his bare thighs, feeling her pussy flood with slippery lubricant.

		

		Across the room, she saw Paige Johnson--who was completely naked on the couch, sitting right next to Donny and Cindy Herman--lean over and undo the front of Brick Lincoln’s swimsuit. Brick was staring intently at the lanky redheaded girl he had brought to the party, as Twila continued to rub nipples and suck face with Doreen.

		

		His huge black dick rose up out the front of the suit, freed by Paige. She was a cute little blonde woman with freckles, blue eyes, smallish tits, with the pinkest little nipples, and an ass that was, unfortunately, just a shade too large for her tiny frame. She leaned over still further and popped the head of Brick’s cock into her mouth and began to suck.

		

		Ummm, party’s heatin’ up! Rita thought as Paige’s mouth began to slide up and down on Brick’s monster dong while Doreen and Twila finally split apart, the red-haired girl lowering her head to suck on her partner’s left nipple while Doreen slipped a finger up into Twila’s gleaming-wet pussy slit.

		

		Rita sneaked a look over at Donny and found that he had eased Cindy’s swimsuit bottoms completely off and now had her seated on his lap. He was running the head of his hard prick up and down her juicy little slit, occasionally slapping the tip of his hard on against her clit while both of them watched Doreen and Twila play with each other in the middle of the room.

		

		Cindy sighed and wriggled her ass against him, her eyes half closed with rising lust, his right hand kneading her right tit as he used his left to teasingly smack her pussy opening with his stiff cock. She moaned and whispered--a stage whisper, since Rita could hear it all the way across the crowded room--“Put it in me, baby. Fuck me with that big dick while those to hot bitches lick each other’s pussies!”

		

		The short, dark-haired girl rose up off of Donny’s lap and he fit the head of his engorged prick against her super-wet slit and she sat back down, his dick disappearing up into her pussy. He brought his other hand up and squeezed both of her round, heavy tits as she began to ride him.

		

		Rita’s pussy jerked shut as she watched her husband begin to fuck Cindy. She reached down under her and grabbed Casey’s suit and yanked it downward. He lifted his ass up off the easy chair, so she could strip the baggy suit all the way off. At the same time his hands found both sides of her bikini bottoms and worked them off of her hips, to join his suit on the rug.

		

		“Ooooh, what a nice one you’ve got, honey!” Rita sighed, pushing her wet pussy down onto Casey’s eight inch big boy, letting it fill her as she eased her weight down on to him. “Squeeze my hot titties, baby, and fuck me with that huge thing.”

		

		He did just as she asked, hunching his hips up off the chair in time with her rolling thrusts downward. His hands came up to grip both of her tits, tugging at her extended nipples as she rode him.

		

		“Man, you’ve got a sweet ass!” he sighed, watching it go up and down on his buried dick.

		

		“I may just let you fuck me in that sweet ass of mine later, if you play your cards right, handsome,” she whispered back over her shoulder, and felt his cock jerk inside her as he thought about that!

		

		“The boys from last week’s party were sure right about you, Rita,” he panted in her ear. “You’re one hot little number, aren’t you?”

		

		“You bet,” she whispered back, “now fuck me! Fuck me hard with that fat prick of yours, baby. I want to come while Doreen eats that pretty young red-headed cunt’s pussy for her!”

		

		Doreen was doing an excellent job of that. She had her face buried in Twila’s waxed-bare slit, tonguing and kissing. Twila was splayed out on her back on the soft carpet, working her lush little ass up and down against her lover’s wriggly tongue.

		

		“Damn, look at those two bitches goin’ at it!” Marvin murmured, his swim trunks down around his ankles, his long, thick cock pushed as far as it would go inside Linda Townsend’s sucking mouth as she knelt, naked, in front of him.

		

		Pete Jensen smiled over at Rita from a nearby recliner. He had a very cute, very young brunette girl between his legs, down on her knees, sucking his cock.

		

		Rita felt her heart turn over as she and Pete traded loving looks. They had agreed before the party that they probably wouldn’t fuck tonight, since she was planning on spending all day Monday and Tuesday in bed with Pete and Doreen out at their ranch house.

		

		She didn’t begrudge him his fun tonight, though, and was happy to see that he was hooked up with the gorgeous young dark-haired girl, just as she was balling her new pal, Casey.

		

		“Who’s that with Pete?” she asked back over her shoulder.

		

		“That’s my wife, Belinda,” Casey murmured into Rita’s ear, fucking her hard. “She’s a pretty hot little piece of ass herself.”

		

		Rita grinned, watching the younger girl really going after Pete’s big rod with her sucking lips. She turned and told Casey, “You’re a lucky man, having a super-cute little wife like that waiting for you at home.”

		

		“I am at that,” he grinned back. “Belinda’s as pretty as she can be, and God, but she loves sex. She jumped at the chance to join this club.”

		

		“Oh, oh, suck it!” Twila Harris groaned just then. “Suck my clit, you hot bitch! Eat me, Doreen--oh, holy fuck, eat my hot pussy and make come!”

		

		Pete moaned as he watched his wife suck clit, and the girl gobbling his long dick suddenly stopped sucking and began to swallow loudly. Casey drove his cock into Rita all the way, and pumped a big wad of hot come into her, saying, “Oh, fuck, look at my hot little ho of a wife swallowing Pete’s jizz! Oh, man, that looks sexy, don’t you think?”

		

		Rita sighed, her pussy spasming atop Casey’s buried manhood, his outpouring of warm spunk setting off her own orgasm. She winked at Pete and he winked back while the Halsteads, Casey and Belinda, shared their orgasms with the two of them.

		

		****

		

		Doreen had given the young girl no rest after she’d come, screaming out her enjoyment, on Doreen’s mouth and tongue. She’d quickly spun her spectacular body around into a sixty-nine so that the rest of the horny swingers lining the room were treated to a sensational mutual pussy licking session.

		

		The provocative lesbian demonstration had the desired effect. Marvin Miller pulled his well-sucked, extremely hard dick out of Linda Townsend’s collagen injected; plumped-up lips as soon as he’d watched Casey come in Rita’s pussy. He came over and urged Casey up off the chair and sat down himself, his engorged monster of a prick jutting straight up into the air over his massive nut sac.

		

		Rita stared in mesmerized awe at his cock for a moment; the way a trapped bird might find its eyes hypnotically entrapped by a swaying cobra. Like its owner, Marvin’s dick looked big, strong, brutal, and more than a little ugly.

		

		The thing was at least two inches longer than Pete Jensen’s beautiful pink and white missile-shaped specimen of genitalia. But where Pete’s cock--to Rita’s mind--was representative of pure perfection in a male organ, Marvin’s looked misshapen, slightly bent to the left as it jutted upward, hard and throbbing with lust, atop his huge ball sac. It was purplish in color and had a couple of pronounced veins pulsing just below the skin, which reminded Rita of a pair of small blue snakes. And Rita hated snakes!

		

		“Come on, Rita, come and get you some of my big dick,” Marvin growled as he reached for her. “Your cunt’s full of jizz from Casey, so I ought to slide right up into that cute little pussy of yours real fine, now shouldn’t I?”

		

		Rita shivered. She didn’t really want Marvin’s big, ugly cock up her pussy at all, but there didn’t seem to be any way around it. Everyone at the party who wasn’t actively fucking or getting their dick sucked, or their pussy eaten, or their butt filled with prick, was staring at her, waiting to see her mount up on Marvin’s obscene-looking shaft.

		

		With a tiny sigh, she let him drag her over to him by the hand. He turned her around and brought her back toward him, centering his gross-looking penis in her juicy folds and pulling her down onto it.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, what a big one!” Rita groaned as her pussy slowly slid down Marvin’s cunt-reamer of a prick.

		

		She came to rest sitting on his loins, facing away from him, her cunny pushed as far open as it ever had been. If Marvin was smaller than Brick Lincoln’s super-dick, it wasn’t by much!

		

		“Ride it, baby!” he hissed in her ear, his breath smelling of booze, stale cigarettes, and chewing tobacco. “Work that little pussy on it. You are one hot, sweet piece of ass, Rita--I should have fucked you years ago!”

		

		Yeah, like I would have been dying for that! She thought bitterly, beginning to roll her hips up and down on Marvin’s gigantic prick, just wanting to get this over with.

		

		“Oh, baby, is that little thing ever tight and juicy?” he gasped into her other ear, moving his head around behind her.

		

		He reached around her and took her tits in his enormous hands and squeezed them. Rita moaned. His fingers gripping her sensitive nipples, and the way he rolled them between the tips of those strong fingers, did feel sort of nice, she had to admit.

		

		“Fuck me, baby,” he urged her, tugging harder on her tits. “Goddamn, but you’re a hot one, Rita; you can really move that tight little ass of yours!”

		

		Rita closed her eyes and rode him hard. She was imagining that it was Pete or Casey, or someone else that she liked better than Marvin who was doing it to her. Hell, it could have been anyone at the party--she liked nearly every guy here better than she liked Marvin!

		

		She heard a sliding sound and opened her eyes just in time to see her unwanted lover close the drawer of the end table which sat next to the easy chair the two of them occupied. He had a big tube of sex lubricant in his fist.

		

		Seconds later, Marvin’s thick finger parted her anal opening and she felt a huge glob of cool, slippery goo being shoved up into her backdoor. She started to protest, but everyone was watching her get fucked, and she didn’t want to seem like some Polly-Pure bitch that wouldn’t stand to have her ass played with. After all, half of the guys in the room had fucked her back there at last week’s party!

		

		Besides…it didn’t feel all that bad. She sighed and relaxed a little. Marvin’s fat finger moving up into her asshole--in time with his hog of a cock being shoved up into her pussy--was beginning to feel sort of nice…actually.

		

		It killed her to admit it, but she was starting to feel pretty turned on by this hard, hungry double-fucking he was giving her. Her pussy was pumping out lube like crazy and his big dick felt great up against her aroused clit.

		

		She hung on and fucked him back, her eyes half closed with growing lust. Everyone in the room was watching her get her pussy reamed out by Marvin’s huge prick and she discovered that she just loved that! She adored having all of these hot-blooded swingers watch her being such a wild, sexy…cunt right in front of them!

		

		As her eyes moved around the crowd, eagerly watching them as they watched her, she saw Donny begin to come inside of Cindy’s tight little hole. His pearlescent jism oozed out of her and ran back down onto his balls, but his eyes weren’t on Cindy--they were glaring angrily at Rita as she rode Marvin Miller’s monster dick!

		

		“I heard about all of those guys doublin’ this hot little body of yours last week, Rita, you incredibly sexy, slutty piece of ass!” Marvin grunted in her ear just then.

		

		She felt him suddenly push her upward, her pussy coming clear of his cock and his finger leaving her stretched-open, greased-up anus. In an instant, she felt herself being lowered down onto his slick cock meat once again, but this time, it was parting the tight ring of flesh that guarded her asshole!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“Nooooooooooooo,” she screamed at the top of her lungs, for all the good it did her, “not up therrreee!”

		

		Marvin held her squirming, twisting body in place easily, his catchers-mitt-sized hands moving up atop her shoulders. He pushed her downward, mashing his ass-stretching tower of cock meat all the way up into her wildly-spasming anal passage.

		

		“It’s too big!” she whined, “Oh, God, pull it out…it’s too fucking big, Marvin!”

		

		“It is a pretty tight fit at that,” he panted in her ear, easily holding her in place. “But that cute little ass of yours feels mighty fine around my big old cock, Rita, to tell you the truth!”

		

		He moved his hands down onto her waist and began to raise her body up and lower it downward in time with his thrusts up into her impaled ass. She whimpered and moaned but it did no good. Marvin just moved her up and down on his massive dick as though he was using her butt tunnel to jack himself off with.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, my God,” Rita sighed, her ass still gripping and fluttering around the huge invader, her tits jiggling on her chest as he banged into her and then raised her back up.

		

		Once he got her into the rhythm he wanted, he removed his right hand from her waist, using just the left one to hold her in place and move her ass up and down on him. He reached around and, with his open palm, slapped her on the clit, as though her were spanking her pussy, just as he drew her all the way down onto his cock.

		

		A flash of incredible erotic pleasure vibrated through her whole, tortured lower body as his big hand smacked her. She gasped and he did it again, on her next downward glide, timing his sharp slap with her bottoming out on his lengthy prick.

		

		“G-God, what are you doing to me?” she croaked, her asshole and pussy sheath jerking hard as he whacked her clit.

		

		“I’m fuckin’ the ever-livin’ shit out of that tight little ass of yours, baby!” he growled in her ear, chuckling evilly as he said it.

		

		Rita had never felt anything like this, not even when all of those guys had doubled her last week! Her clit was suddenly on fire with excitement, and her anus was throbbing pleasantly around Marvin’ huge salami of a dick as it penetrated her again and again. She looked down and saw that her big, puffy nipples were as erect as she’d ever seen them, with little goose bumps showing all around in both of her reddish-brown aureoles.

		

		She moaned and closed her eyes and shivered violently as another spasm gripped her when Marvin’s palm connected with her clit again. Not caring anymore that twenty or so people were watching her being humiliated like this, she reached up and grabbed a fat puffy in each hand and twisted them hard as Marvin whaled away on her clit!

		

		“Damn, look at that little gal butt-fuck!” she heard Al Johnson sigh, watching her go up and down on the monstrous stalk of male meat.

		

		“She’s ridin’ old Marvin’s dick for all she’s worth now!” someone else hissed excitedly. “Just look at that hot little bitch take that huge prick up her ass--she’s really goin’ after it now!”

		

		Shocked, Rita opened her eyes and looked down once again, watching her legs push off, driving her upward and then bending at the knee to take Marvin’s tree-trunk of a cock all the way back into her as she squatted eagerly back down on it!

		

		I’m fucking him! She realized, amazed to discover that she was now enthusiastically humping her butt up and down on Marvin’s prick, screwing herself down onto it!

		

		He patted her pussy again and just then and another fireball of hot, erotic pleasure engulfed her lower body, her butt and pussy snapping closed in unison. She moaned and pinched her nipples hard as he spanked her clit yet again.

		

		“F-Fuck me!” she heard herself murmur when his hand came down on her swollen little love bead yet again. “Oh, God, spank my hot pussy and fuck me right in the ass!”

		

		Rita felt her belly tighten. That red haze that cloaked her vision sometimes when she came really hard suddenly gripped her, and she yanked at her nipples and wriggled her ass down onto Marvin’s dick.

		

		He gave her a really hard slap and she screamed as a huge fountain of clear fluid shot up out of her pussy, spattering all over Marvin’s descending palm. The orgasm she was having was so intense she thought for a moment she might pass out!

		

		“Damn, look at her come!” she heard Doreen’s voice marvel.

		

		“She’s squirting!” another female voice sighed enviously. “She’s comin’ so hard that she’s squirting!”

		

		“I’ve gone off that hard a couple of times,” another woman said. “It’s a fucking incredible feeling.”

		

		It sure the fuck is! Rita agreed inwardly, her whole body shaking with the power of her climax, another gusher of girl-come pumping out of her pussy mouth to inundate Marvin’s slapping palm.

		

		“Take it, you hot little bitch!” Marvin suddenly yowled in her ear. “Oh, Jesus, here it is…right up your ass, baby!”

		

		A powerful geyser of spunk jetted up into Rita’s clenching ass tunnel. She wailed when it hit her, and shivered uncontrollably again, as a second, even more powerful orgasm, a fiery continuation of the first one, gripped her. She whined and pulled hard on her throbbing nipples and ground her ass down onto Marvin’s lap as he smacked her pulsing clit. A white hot tremor of orgasmic fury washed over her, and she found herself fighting for breath!

		

		****

		

		“Wha…what happened?” Rita murmured.

		

		She was lying on her back on a bed in a darkened bedroom. Glancing around, she noted that she was still naked.

		

		“You passed out, sweetie,” Patty Miller’s soft voice told her.

		

		Rita looked up and saw that her head was resting in Patty’s lap and that Marvin’s mousy little wife was a naked as she was, her nice-sized tits hovering just above Rita’s forehead. Patty was running her fingers soothingly through Rita’s hair, just holding her and petting her softly.

		

		“How did I get here?”

		

		A couple of the guys carried you into the bathroom and Doreen and I cleaned you up…uh…front and back,” Patty whispered, looking slightly embarrassed by the “front and back” part, after what her husband had done to Rita’s asshole. “And then we moved you in here, onto this bed.”

		

		She smiled down at Rita and added, her voice soft and comforting, her hand still moving gently through the other girl’s hair, “I thought I should stay with you until you woke up, to make sure that you were okay.”

		

		Rita moved slightly on the bed and found out two things: one--that her ass felt as if it had been reamed out by someone using a wire brush, and two--that it was full of something that felt slick and slightly gooey. Gingerly, she reached down and touched it with her fingertips.

		

		“It’s aloe lotion,” Patty said. “I figured that your bottom would feel pretty rough when you woke up, because not every girl is used to Marvin’s style of ass-fucking and clitty slapping--I’ve gotten to where I really love it, but it did take me a while to get used to--so I made sure to pack that cute little butt of yours full of lotion.”

		

		“You enjoy having your asshole fucked like that?” Rita asked incredulously.

		

		Patty smiled like a mischievous six year old. “You did too, if you’d just think about it a little, honey. When was the last time you squirted like a fountain when you came? And when was the last time you climaxed so hard that you passed out?”

		

		That brought Rita up short. She thought about it. The plain fact was that she had never before gone off like Old Faithful when she had come.

		

		She’d never before squirted when she orgasmed--or at least she never had before tonight. And those forbidden, adulterous sessions with Pete Jensen had to rank as the best sex she’d ever had in her life. But even during those wondrous orgasms, she’d remained conscious; even her sexy Pete hadn’t made her pass out!

		

		“Not every woman wants rough sex all the time,” Patty went on in her tiny, almost-whisper of a voice. “But I’ve grown to really love it.”

		

		Well, I guess that explains the mystery of Marvin and Patty staying married, Rita thought. He apparently rings her chimes real fine!

		

		“The only thing I like even half that much is getting fucked by a hot young man in front of Marvin and a bunch of other people at a swinger party,” Patty admitted shyly.

		

		She shifted around slightly, so that she could lean downward, her face right above Rita’s, and whispered, “That and making love with other girls; I just adore that, too!”

		

		Patty’s lips met Rita’s and a hot flash of taboo lust crackled through Rita’s naked body. She opened her lips for Patty and the other girl’s tongue darted inside.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Patty sighed, her tongue all over the inside of Rita’s mouth, teasing and exploring.

		

		Rita felt her pussy clench. She reached up and put her hand on the other woman’s head, reversing the relationship they’d shared so far. Her fingers were now trailing through Patty’s burnished, copper-brown locks as they kissed.

		

		After a full minute of the sensual, hungry kiss, Patty pulled away, panting for breath. She asked Rita in a voice that dripped with sheer need, “Will you let me love you, Rita, please?”

		

		With a big grin, Rita twisted around in Patty’s lap, so that her head was perfectly aligned with the other girl’s, big, full tits. She shot her tongue out and lapped all around Patty’s left nipple, drawing a sharp intake of breath.

		

		“Let me love you, Patty,” Rita hissed, moving over to her new lover’s right tit. “I just love to suck on a pair of big, sweet titties like these!”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, so good,” Patty sighed as Rita sucked her nipple in and licked all around it as her lips began a gently, tugging suction on it at the same time, “it feels so good when you suck my titty, baby!”

		

		As she nursed on Patty’s breasts, Rita felt herself getting more and more turned on. She’d loved doing this with Doreen that day at her house, and she was rapidly discovering that it hadn’t been a fluke! Patty’s nipples were as sweet as could be, and the way the little housewife was moaning and shoving her big, soft titty into Rita’s lips so eagerly soon had Rita’s clit throbbing and her own pussy pouring out slick juice!

		

		Taking control, Rita sat up and urged Patty over onto her back in the middle of the queen bed. She turned around as she got onto the bed along with Patty, moving into a classic sixty-nine position, with herself on top.

		

		Patty’s pussy reminded Rita of her own. Both were shaved close, with a small, close-cropped strip of pubic hair running across the top. Patty’s lips were more pronounced than either Rita or Doreen’s, but they still looked very pink and wet and inviting as she stared down at them.

		

		Taking Patty’s pubic fur between her thumb and forefinger, Rita gently tugged it upward, toward the girl’s bellybutton, and Patty’s hood rolled back a bit, baring her larger-than-average clit. Rita’s tongue snaked out to lap at the fat little ball of nerve endings and its owner moaned with pleasure.

		

		“Oh, God, yes, eat it! Eat my hot pussy, Rita, darling!”

		

		Rita pushed her lips over the tiny knob and sucked, running her tongue all over it as she did so. Patty squealed with joy, pushing her ass up off the mattress, smearing her wet lips against Rita’s nose and cheeks.

		

		At the same time, Patty wrapped her arms around Rita’s trim ass and pulled her down onto the hungry mouth and thrusting tongue that waited below. Now it was Rita’s turn to moan into Patty’s pussy cleft, as Patty’s tongue really went to work on Rita’s own sensitive clit.

		

		Just then, Rita heard the bedroom door open. She looked up and saw Doreen, Twila, Deanna Smith, Paige Johnson, and Brenda Green all trooping into the bedroom. They formed a semi-circle around the bed and stood, smiling lasciviously down at Patty and Rita.

		

		“I told you Rita could suck a pussy with the best of them,” Doreen said proudly.

		

		“Mmmmmm, I’d like a little of that, too,” Brenda Green, a tall, lanky, leggy woman of twenty-five--with long auburn hair, freckles, nice handfuls of tit, a shaved-bare pussy, and a very nice ass--said as she stared down approvingly at the sight of Rita and Patty’s intertwined bodies.

		

		Rita remembered how Brenda had been the first swinger to get the party started last week, getting naked and sucking George Herman’s long, fat cock on the chaise lounge. That had proved to Rita that Brenda was a hot babe who loved to put on a show, and that was enough for her!

		

		“Sure, you can be next after I lick off Patty, sugar,” she whispered up at Brenda and then went back to work of Patty’s swollen bead of clit with her tongue and lips.

		

		“Mmmmmm, that sounds wonderful,” Brenda purred, sitting down on the edge of the bed, her long, slender fingers beginning to trace gently through Rita’s hair as she ate Patty. “You’re such a sexy little thing, Rita, you looked so hot taking it up the ass from Marvin the way you did and squirting all over the place, and now eating his wife so nicely!”

		

		Patty pulled her mouth away from Rita’s twat and whispered to Brenda, “We don’t have to wait, Brenda, darling! Why don’t we do a daisy chain? I’ll lick your cunt and you do Rita’s, and she can keep doing mine.”

		Flashing a bashful little smile at the rest of the smiling bi-girls, she said, “Rita’s really good with her lips and tongue. She sucks your cunny so sweet!”

		

		Rita had no idea what a “daisy chain” might be, but she found out soon enough as Patty pushed her off and onto her side on the bed and Brenda scrambled onto the mattress to join them. In no time, Brenda’s hot little tongue was wriggling its way deep into Rita’s pussy while Patty, also lying on her side, was busily licking Brenda’s waxed-bare lips and tickling her tiny clit with just the tip of that tongue. Rita got the idea immediately and buried her face once more between Patty’s legs and began to lick and suck.

		

		This is cool, Rita thought excitedly, three of us girls all sucking pussy together while these other hot-cunted swinger girls watch us!

		

		Just as the action was really heating up, she heard Marvin Miller’s distinctive growl of a voice. “Hot damn, look at these fuckin’ rug-munchers going at it, boys! That’s it, Patty, lick that cunny; gobble up that juicy puss!”

		

		Patty stopped what she was doing for a moment and looked up at her husband. She said in a soft but no-nonsense voice, “You know the rules, Marvin. You boys can watch all you want, but no touching in the girls-only room, okay?”

		

		Marvin laughed and reached down to waggle his half hard dick at her, saying, “You got it, babe. But just as soon as one of you hot little switch-hittin’ mama’s steps out into the hallway, she’s liable to get a big dick shoved in her, pronto, understand?”

		

		Patty smiled up at her husband and nodded. “I imagine none of the girls would mind that a bit, darlin’. All of us are apt to want some hard, hot cock after a round of sweet pussy!”

		

		Excellent, Rita agreed mentally as she sucked at Patty’s super-wet little slit, teasing her clit something fierce with her tongue as she did so, that does sound great--honey-sweet pussy, followed by a good, hard, bone-rattling fuck! What could be better?

		

		“Holy jumpin’ Jesus; now I’ve done seen it all!” Rita heard her husband’s shocked spit-less voice rasp in utter shock. “You’re not only a shameless cock-sucking slut. Now you’re a fucking lesbian to boot!”

		

		She glanced up at Donny out of the corner of her eye. He was standing just behind Marvin, in a group of other naked men--Tom Green, Harry Smith, Ben Lynch, Brick Lincoln, and Al Johnson--a scowl on his face and murder in his eye as he watched her eagerly lick Patty Miller’s cunt.

		

		“You fucking brazen little ho! Ain’t nothing out of bounds to you anymore?” he yelled at her, stepping forward out of the small crowd and reaching down to grab her.

		

		“That’s about enough of that shit, Donny boy,” Marvin growled, grabbing Donny in his big mitts and holding him in place easily. “The rest of us are enjoyin’ the shit out of this little lezbo extravaganza. What the fuck’s wrong with you? I noticed you got hard as a fencepost in the living room and balled the piss out of Cindy Herman when you was watchin’ Doreen and Twila eat each other earlier!”

		

		“That…that was…different than this is; let go of me, you big ape!” Donny insisted, trying to twist out of Marvin’s iron grip.

		

		“Different, huh?” the big deputy said scornfully. “I think you need to lighten up and enjoy yourself more, boy. Here, come with me. I aim to help you do just that.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Marvin wrested Donny back through the small crowd of on lookers, which Rita could see now included Pete Jensen, the Townsend’s, and Lynette Lynch. She also saw that Lynette, that sanctimonious little bitch, had her hand wrapped around Pete’s big wanger and was stroking it gently as they watched the dust-up between Marvin and Donny.

		

		A shiver of pure excitement rippled through Rita as she went back to licking pussy while grinding her own cunny back onto Brenda’s slippery little tongue. This was sensational! Watching her husband come unglued and Marvin subdue him as half of the town’s movers and shakers looked on, all the while performing in this super-hot chain of naked girls was about the most thrilling thing Rita could imagine!

		

		“Here you go,” Marvin’s loud, aggressive voice brayed just then. “Sit right here and watch that cute little wife of yours suck cunt!”

		

		Rita raised her head up and watched as Marvin, who had handcuffed Donny’s hands behind his naked body, plopped him into a chair and pushed the chair right up next to the bed. Smiling triumphantly, Rita dipped her head back in between Patty’s pretty legs and licked while her husband stared at her in horror, disgust, and--judging from his rapidly hardening dick--rising excitement.

		

		After the three of them had all come, wriggling and moaning, thrusting their pussies shamelessly against each other’s tongues, Brenda and Patty had gotten up off the bed; but not Rita. She had started to do so, but Doreen and Twila gently shoved her back onto the mattress and joined her there.

		

		“I told Twila how good you lick cunt, babe,” Doreen whispered. “And she wants to try you out.”

		

		Rita looked over at the twenty year old red-head’s long, sensuous body and licked her lips. Brenda had turned out to be quite the pussy gobbler, and she had given Rita a very sweet orgasm not two minutes ago. But the idea of doing another one of these three-girl daisy chains with the delectable young Twila and hot, Hollywood-starlet pretty Doreen was too tempting to pass up.

		

		Besides, Donny was glaring daggers at her--even though his dick was stiff as the proverbial board as he stared at her--and that was more than enough to make Rita’s decision for her. She grinned at Twila and said, “Sure, bring that cute little pink puss over here, sweetie. Rita will take care of it while Doreen licks me, okay?”

		

		Twila, her eyes glittering with excitement, leaned over and gave Rita a hot, tongue-filled kiss while Doreen sat down on the other side of her and proceeded to twist Rita’s erect, puffy nipples for her. Soon Rita was moaning and wriggling around on the bed.

		

		She heard a gasp of what sounded like pain and opened her eyes to find herself staring directly into her husband’s eyes. It was the weirdest sensation Rita had ever experienced.

		

		Donny looked like he was disgusted, in agony, and so turned on that he could barely stand it--all at once! He was wriggling around on the chair but unable to stand, due to Marvin’s meaty hand on his shoulder, holding him in his seat. With his hands cuffed behind him, standing would have required a lot of effort and good balance in any case, but the big deputy’s hand made even the attempt impossible.

		

		Lynette Lynch minced her way over to Donny and stared down at his very erect prick. She smiled at him and said, “What have we here?”

		

		Kneeling in front of him, she began to suck. Donny moaned. “Oh, God, don’t do that. I’ll come for sure!”

		

		Lynette looked up and ran her tongue all around his cock head as she whispered, “Why darling, that’s why we all come to these parties, don’t you know that?”

		

		After a few more head bobs up and down his rigid manhood, she stood up threw a leg over him and sat down on his prick, facing him. She moved her trim hips up and down, her head thrown back, and rode him.

		

		“No, don’t fuck me,” he pleaded. “I don’t want to come while she’s watching!”

		

		Rita laughed and pushed Twila over onto her side so that she could move her lips up to the girl’s juicy little slit. She ran her tongue up and down it once and then told Donny, “Don’t be shy, baby. I’m about to come in front of you…as many times as I can!”

		

		****

		

		When Rita finally staggered up out of the bed a few minutes later, she flashed Donny a wan little smile. Her pussy was dripping juice from Doreen’s sensational lick-off, and her mouth and cheeks were shiny with Twila’s slippery girl lube and orgasmic fluid.

		

		She waggled her fingers at her still seated husband and stared down at his now flaccid dick, Donny having bellowed out his pleasure as he’d come in Lynette’s twat a minute or two ago.

		

		“Tut, tut, naughty Donny, coming like that when you said you didn’t want to,” Rita told him in a teasing voice as she sauntered past him.

		

		“Cock teasing bitch!” he whispered behind her.

		

		“Here now, let’s not have any more of that shit from you. Behave, junior, or I’ll have to slip these back on,” Marvin said, and Rita heard a “click”, which she interpreted as Donny’s hands being unlocked.

		

		Brick Lincoln stopped Rita in the hallway, as soon as she stepped out of the “girls-only” room. His huge black boner jutted out in front of him, throbbing in time with his excited heartbeat. Obviously, Rita’s pussy-licking exhibition had been a great hit with Brick!

		

		“I want you, baby,” he whispered in a low, hungry-sounding growl.

		

		He reached down and took his monster cock in his hand and pushed the head of it up against Rita’s dripping slit. She sighed as it nudged at her still very sensitized clit, loving the way the hard ball of male flesh felt against her tiny pleasure bead.

		

		Noting her reaction, without a further word between them, Brick turned her around to face the wall and pushed her forward. Rita’s palms came up automatically, to hold her body away from the wall, and Brick bent at the knees slightly behind her, lining up his cock head with her pussy opening as she leaned forward, her legs spread wide.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, it’s so damned big!” she sighed, realizing that her voice had probably sounded to the gathering crowd, she was sure, as if she didn’t mind at all that it was so damned big--which was definitely the case!

		

		Brick was a very muscular, powerful man of about thirty-five. He hunched his body upward, driving every inch of his massive prick up into Rita’s pussy. She moaned and pressed her palms against the wall, stirring her impaled cunny back onto his buried hardness, loving the way it felt, stuffed so far up into her; loving the feel of his hot cock skin against her sensitive clitty!

		

		“Oh, fuck me,” she hissed enthusiastically, “really hammer me with that fucking whopper of yours, Brick, darlin”!”

		

		Brick grunted and withdrew his dick, only to punch it deep into Rita again and again, the force of his thrusts lifting her up onto her toes with each lunge. She mewled happily at every penetration and, when he suddenly reached around her and took a breast in each of his big hands and began to squeeze them lightly as he fucked her, she melted in ecstasy against the wall, her right cheek pressed up against it.

		

		“Damn, ain’t no doubt Rita likes dick as well as she loves pussy!” a man’s voice rasped from somewhere behind her.

		

		“Yeah, and I want me some of that, too,” another man agreed. “I’m in line right here, behind Brick. I remember how sweet that little cunt of hers felt last week around my dick, when it was all full of spunk and guys just kept adding more to it!”

		

		“You said a mouthful there, Al,” Rita heard Ben Lynch’s familiar voice add. “I’m gettin’ in line behind you for sloppy thirds!”

		

		There was a murmur of other male voices and Rita’s clit throbbed hard. They were going to gangbang her again, right here in this hallway--there was no telling how many of them would fuck her, one right after the other--and that sounded just great to her!

		

		She came hard on Brick’s enormous cock, and then barely had time to get a breath before she felt Marvin Miller’s equally huge prick split her jism-slick lips apart and begin to really give it to her. Marvin had rudely elbowed the next man in line out of the way and cut ahead of him. He too took a tit in each hand and squeezed them lightly as he banged into her as fast and as hard as he could rip his mighty cock into her from behind.

		

		Rita moaned. Marvin had no finesse at all, but he knew what he wanted--hot, wet, slick pussy--and he went after it furiously.

		

		And that was just fine with Rita. She was in the zone again, rolling her hips back to meet the welcome thrusts of that ugly, over-sized prick, going up onto her tiptoes with each lunge into her, reveling in the rhythmic smack of his loins against her thighs.

		

		It didn’t take long. After another minute or two of the savage fucking, Marvin groaned and came hard in her clasping pussy, flooding it with almost as much hot, slippery jizz as he’d deposited up her ass earlier in the evening when he’d made her squirt.

		

		Rita gasped and tried to dig her fingernails into the wall, her whole body shivering as she came right along with Marvin. He stayed with her, pumping his semen into her spasming pussy until he had none left to spurt and his big cock began to soften.

		

		He had no sooner pulled it out of her, pausing for a moment to give her ass a couple affectionate little pats, when Rita felt another pair of big hands on her shoulders. She let the new man pull her back from the wall and turn her around.

		

		“Damn, I’m sure sorry I missed that party last week,” Ben Lynch said, smiling at her. “You’re just as incredible as all the guys who were there said you were, Rita!”

		

		“Well, you didn’t miss this one, Ben,” she whispered, reaching down to find his already very stiff prick and fist it a few times. “Do you want to be next?”

		

		“I sure do,” Ben said with an even bigger smile, guiding her down onto the carpet, arranging her on her back in the hallway and kneeling between her open legs.

		

		“Ummphhhh!” Rita grunted softly as he slipped his not very long but very thick cock into her for the first time and began to fuck her.

		

		The deacon is sure a nice-looking man, she thought as he rammed his fat prick into her again and again, making her small breasts dance atop her chest, and he sure likes hot, sloppy pussy just fine. Look at him go!

		

		“You’re a sweet piece, Rita,” Ben panted, clearly very excited to be inside her, pumping away. “My God, but you’re a good fuck!”

		

		Rita smiled up at him, tossing her ass up off the carpet in perfect time with his lunges down into her. She caught a jiggling tit in each hand and squeezed them sensually as she fucked him right back.

		

		Moments later, Paige Johnson joined Rita on the floor, going down onto her hands and knees right next to the other couple. George Herman knelt behind her and Paige moaned as George sunk his impressive dick into her a few times, and then pulled it out and centered it in the middle of her plump ass cheeks and began to push.

		

		“Ungh! Oh, oh, fuck but that feels big going up my asshole!” Paige sighed, closing her eyes as George took her anally.

		

		Once he was balls-deep in her slightly over-sized butt, he reached around and grabbed one of Paige’s small, pink-nippled titties in each big paw and began to knead them as he fucked her. She sighed and twisted her ass back to meet him, her blue eyes popping open.

		

		“Everyone seems to want to butt-fuck tonight, Rita, after watching Marvin drill your cute little asshot and heavy in the living room earlier, when you squirted,” Paige whispered, looking down at Rita, whose head was even with hers, and who was staring up at Paige as both of them got fucked. “You really started something.”

		

		“You look great; getting it that way, Paige,” Rita commented truthfully, “that big, beautiful ass of yours was just made to be banged.”

		

		Paige smiled down at Rita and whispered, “Ya’ think? I actually love to take it up the butt, once I get going!”

		

		“You bet,” Rita smiled back, “You’re a real cutie, Paige.”

		

		“Yeah,” Paige asked hopefully, licking her lips and staring down at Rita, “you really think so?”

		

		Rita licked her lips provocatively by way of an answer, and an invitation, and nodded, “I sure do.”

		

		Paige went down onto her elbows instead of her hands, lowering her blonde head toward Rita’s. She leaned even lower and kissed Rita on the mouth as both of them got fucked, her tongue slipping into find the other girl’s.

		

		“Fuck, this is a good party!” Ben sighed, watching the two women kiss right beneath him as he powered his thick cock in and out of Rita’s tight pussy. “Rita’s like a little sparkplug…she knows just what to do to heat things up a notch, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		“You know it,” George grunted, banging Paige’s anal sheath with gusto. He quit squeezing her right tit and dropped his hand downward, before opening it and bringing it up sharply to slap Paige’s pussy with it.

		

		Rita’s own pussy clenched. She loved it when men talked about what a hottie she was, and seeing Paige’s whole body shiver from George’s slap to her clit sent a tremor of pleasure shooting through Rita as well.

		

		“Oh, baby, your little twat is just perfect for fucking,” Ben groaned just then, as it closed around his rapidly-gliding dick. “It’s so hot and tight and slick!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Rita murmured up into Paige’s kissing mouth, her clit throbbing sharply again against his hardness.

		

		“Shit, here it is!” Ben gasped, going rigid atop her as he drove himself as deep as he could into her and began to unload.

		

		Rita whimpered into Paige’s mouth, her pussy going crazy around Ben’s spurting dick, her tits jerking beneath her own tugging fingers. She twisted and moaned and rubbed her exploding clit against Ben’s shaft as he jetted into her, sucking at Paige’s tongue as she did so.

		

		George smacked Paige’s clit again as he fucked with wild abandon into the girl’s tight ass tunnel. She trembled again and pulled her mouth away from Rita’s, panting, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me right in the ass, you big-dicked fucker! Slap my clitty and make me come, George!”

		

		With a deep, low groan of pure pleasure, George did just as she asked as he drove his thick cock into her and bellowed, “Take it, you hot little bitch! Take my come right up your tight little ass!”

		

		Rita smiled as she disengaged from Ben and watched Paige and George orgasm together. She thought, Ben was right, this was a great party!

		

		Another man took Ben’s place between her legs and she looked up to see handsome Harry Smith, the long-haired local veterinarian kneeling right where her last lover had. Harry’s formidable dick was rock hard and he was smiling down at her.

		

		“Still like a spunky ride?” she asked him. “Because if you do, you’re definitely in luck tonight, babe--I’m just full of jizz.”

		

		Without a word, Harry punched his big cock into her and began to work his hips in and out. Rita sighed with pleasure and locked her arms around his back and her ankles over his driving ass…

		

		****

		

		Rita did four more men after Harry, and then took a bathroom break. Wads of spunk dripped out of her very satisfied pussy for what seemed like forever as she sat on the toilet. She remembered last week, in the outdoor shower beside the Herman’s pool.

		

		This isn’t quite that much come, but its close, she thought as she finished cleaning up and flushed the toilet.

		

		When she opened the bathroom door, Donny was standing there, his swimsuit and flip-flops back on, his luau shirt bunched up in his fist, with a look on his face that Rita hadn’t ever seen before. The anger flashing in his eyes was heavily tinged with undisguised loathing, and the combination gave Rita the willies just looking at him.

		

		“Get your fucking swimsuit back on, you slut,” he whispered venomously in her ear, grabbing her wrist and jerking her toward him, “we’re leaving.”

		

		“Now just hold on there, hoss,” Marvin Miller’s voice rumbled ominously from behind Donny. “This party is really rockin’ and that’s mostly because of Rita’s being here tonight. There are several good old boys in the front room who are chompin’ at the bit for a little taste of your wife, Donny. You don’t want to spoil all the other folk’s fun, now do you?”

		

		Donny’s eyes went from angry, right past berserk, to a place Rita had never imagined they could go--right to stone ass, ranting crazy! He let go of her wrist and spun around to face Marvin.

		

		“I ain’t scared of you, you big pile of shit!” he roared defiantly at the towering deputy. “She’s my wife and she’ll do like I want or I’ll beat the ever-livin’ crap out of her, and out of you, too, if you try to interfere!”

		

		Marvin grinned. He reached down and grabbed Donny’s arm, moving much quicker than most people would have thought a big ox like him could move, and twisted it up behind Donny’s back. He slammed the smaller man into the wall, right next to the wall heater, so hard that the whole house shook.

		

		He must have liked how that felt, because he yanked Donny back a step and then did it again, even harder.

		

		“Leggo’ of me, you big ape,” Donny mumbled, still defiant but definitely humbled by Marvin’s superior strength and barely-controlled exhibition of violence.

		

		“What you said about smacking Rita around, that’s what we call a threat of domestic violence, boy,” Marvin whispered in Donny’s ear. “I could run you in for that. Would you like that, Donny boy, spending the rest of the night locked up in jail with a bunch of drunks and butt-bangers?”

		

		Donny moaned. “Let go of my arm, Marvin. You’re near snappin’ it in half, you big tub of shit.”

		

		To Rita’s surprise, Marvin did let go of her husband’s arm. But he spun Donny around and used his big paw around the smaller man’s throat to drive him back against the wall again, hard.

		

		He leaned in and whispered malevolently, “I think its best you go home now, son, and cool the fuck off. Rita can go with you if she wants to, or she can stay here and party some more and one of us will drop her off later. Or she can stay the night if she prefers, and I’ll run her home in the morning. But you need to leave, right now.”

		

		Donny tried to twist away from Marvin, discovered that he couldn’t, and then glared over at Rita. “Are you coming with me or not?”

		

		She stared into his insane-looking eyes, thought about being alone with him in the house, and shook her head. “You go and cool off, like Marvin said. I’ll be home later, after you’ve had a chance to calm down. I’m not going to be alone with you while you’ve got that crazy look in your eyes, Donny Davis!”

		

		Marvin dropped his hand away from Donny’s neck. He rubbed it, glaring at both Marvin and Rita, and then snarled, “Bitch!”

		

		He stomped off, crossing the living room and right out the front door, never looking back. The door slammed behind him and a few moments later, Rita heard the familiar growl of his truck engine turning over, followed by the squeal of tires on pavement.

		

		“Come on, Rita, let’s go in the living room,” Marvin said, putting an arm around her neck and leading her that way. “There’s some old boys in here who are just dyin’ to get to know you a little better.”

		

		Five minutes later, one of the boys who had been dying to get to know her better-- Tom McElroy the local hardware store owner who had graduated from high school three years before Rita had--was seated naked on the couch, his nice sized prick disappearing into her mouth as she knelt in front of him on the carpet on her hands and knees. Another man who had enjoyed similar aspirations about getting to know Rita better, Clem Townsend, who had been six years ahead of her in school, and who also happened to be the cousin of James Townsend, the councilman, was cramming his thick cock into her pussy from in back as she gobbled up Tom’s dick.

		

		This is way more fun than going home and having a knock-down-drag-out fight with Donny; she thought as she eagerly sucked off one prick and got drilled from behind by the other, as a matter of fact, this is just about perfect!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		The Jensens, Pete and Doreen gave Rita a ride home the next morning, pulling into the Davis driveway at a little past five. Doreen shook Rita gently as the big Navigator came to a stop, Rita having fallen asleep against her shoulder on the brief cross town trip from Marvin’s house to her own.

		

		“I’ll go in with you, just to check and see what kind of mood Donny’s in this morning,” Pete said, getting out of the SUV.

		

		“I’ll go too,” Doreen said, getting out just behind Rita. “If he’s awake, he might not make such a fuss with Rita if he knows I’m there to see it.”

		She smiled at Rita and added, “Plus, if he does start in with all of that whore and slut nonsense, I’ll be there to remind him that he had a really nice time in my pussy last night before he got all huffy about you doing the very same thing with other men.”

		

		“Thanks, you guys,” Rita told them. “He’s probably passed out, drunk, by now, but it never hurts to be cautious in situations like these, I guess.”

		

		She led them up onto the porch and tried the screen door. It was open, as was the front door.

		

		They entered the living room together. There was an empty highball glass, with just a hint of ice left at the bottom of it, amid two fingers worth of the water left over from ice that had already melted, sitting over by the easy chair. It was surrounded by five empty Lone Star beer bottles.

		

		“Looks to me like he drunk himself into oblivion and passed out on the bed,” Rita said, shaking her head.

		

		She went over to the hallway and tiptoed into the master bedroom. The bed was empty.

		

		Wondering what the hell was up with that, she eased past the bed and peeked down at the floor behind it, between the mattress and the dresser, thinking that perhaps he hadn’t quite made it to the bed before conking out for the night and had passed out just short of it. But again, there was no Donny in evidence.

		

		She slipped the bathroom door open, half expecting to see her husband flat on his back on the linoleum. But the room was empty.

		

		Quickly, she checked the spare bedroom, with the same result, and then she went into the tiny third bedroom they used as an office and found it deserted as well. After sticking her head into the small guest bathroom in the hall and finding it unoccupied as well, Rita was starting to feel somewhat uneasy. She retraced her steps back into the living room.

		

		“This is weird,” she told the Jensens apprehensively. “His truck is out in the driveway, big as life. Where the hell is he?”

		

		“Let’s try the kitchen,” Doreen suggested. “I bet he went in to get another beer or something and passed out on the floor.”

		

		The three of them went in the kitchen. It, too, was empty.

		

		“Well, our place is pretty small,” Rita said, heading for the door that led out into the garage. “We’re flat out of house to search, so maybe he went out here to bring in another case of beer and passed out on the floor.”

		

		She swung the door open and flipped on the overhead lights. Taking an involuntary step backwards, her hands flying up to her face, Rita tried to scream, but no sound came out.

		

		Donny Davis’s body was hanging, limp and very dead, from one of the rafters. The old rope he had used as Junior Rodeo participant, back in high school, when he’d been on the two-man calf roping team--with Pete Jensen, ironically--was around his neck, tied into a hangman’s noose. There was a kicked-over stepladder lying next to Rita’s old Chevy, and a note on the hood of the car, held down by a kitchen magnet that usually graced the front of the refrigerator.

		

		“P…P…Pete,” she finally managed to croak, her hands still over her face as she stared at the awful scene, Donny’s face swollen and discolored, his tongue hanging out of the left side of his mouth, all purple and puffed up.

		

		Everything suddenly went dark and Rita felt herself falling…

		

		****

		

		She awoke lying on her kitchen floor, her head cradled in Doreen’s lap. Marvin Miller was standing by the sink, a lighter in his hand. The note from the garage was in his hand and he was setting fire to it.

		

		“What…what did that say?” Rita demanded.

		

		Marvin turned, the note catching and going up in a quick flash of flame. He dropped the burning remains into the sink, ran the water for a moment, and then flipped on the garbage disposal briefly.

		

		Turning both it and the water off, he turned to face Rita, his face grim. Leaning back against the sink, he told her, “It said, among other things, that his wife had turned into a low-life, cock-sucking, dick-riding ho, who would fuck anything she came across, man or woman, and that he couldn’t stand it anymore.”

		

		Pausing for a moment, he added, “It called me and Patty, the Jensens, and a whole bunch of other people, by name, including Jim Townsend, the councilman, a bunch of whore-mongering, depraved sex deviants who ought to be jailed or run out of town. And he said he’d see us all in Hell, since he was pretty sure that was where he was headed, for getting the two of you started swinging in the first place.”

		

		Rita felt a huge mix of emotions. Fear, because she knew that now, with Donny’s suicide, everything about the swinger club was liable to come out in the subsequent police investigation.

		

		And she was sad, unbelievably sad and sorry for the way she’d treated Donny tonight, spiting him again and again because of his two-faced attitude concerning him being able to fuck whatever woman at the party he wanted, but glaring angrily at her when she did the same thing with other men.

		

		And she felt empty. All of the love she and Donny had shared was suddenly gone. It had begun to wither and die during the last few weeks, but now that he was gone, it was as dead as poor Donny was.

		

		“So,” said Marvin Miller after a long pause, “there wasn’t no note. You got that, everybody? There wasn’t no note. No one knows why Donny did what he did. He and Rita came to my party last nigh, and there was drinking and swimming and barbeque and dancing…but there wasn’t nothing else--no sexual hanky panky of any kind, see?”

		

		He paused pointedly again and then finished with, “That’s our story and no one can refute it if we all stick together. I repeat--there was no note.”

		

		Tears began to spill out of Rita’s eyes. She sobbed hard but nodded her head in agreement.

		

		Her life from here on out would be bad enough--there was no way she could make the payments on this house without Donny’s income from the mill. And, unless she could sell that new truck of his real quick, it would likely get repossessed, too, leaving her credit rating to paddle around in the toilet--that was for sure.

		

		So Marvin was definitely right; she didn’t need the humiliation and shame of a scandal concerning her and Donny’s membership in a swingers club adding to her misery. She didn’t like Marvin Miller much, but she had to admit, she was glad Pete and Doreen had displayed the good judgment to call him first. If another deputy had showed up first and found that note--Rita didn’t even want to think about that!

		

		****

		

		The interviews with the cops, and the crime-scene investigation, and the coroner’s finally taking the body away, rolling the bagged up remains of Donny Davis out to the ambulance, took the rest of the early morning. It was just past eight on a clear, bright Sunday when Rita found herself alone with the Jensens, Marvin Miller having departed along with the other cops.

		

		“When we get home, I’ll call everyone who was at the party last night,” Doreen said as the three of them sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee. “And I’ll be careful not to leave any damn messages on anyone’s voice mail or answering machine for some snoopy cop to find.”

		

		“That’s a good idea,” Pete said, nodding his agreement. “What about you, babe, are you going to be okay here, alone?”

		

		Rita looked around her kitchen and shuddered, imagining herself here all by herself, remembering poor grotesque, dead Donny hanging out in the garage. She shook her head, another tear escaping her down her cheek.

		

		“No, no, I’m not, Pete. I’m going to check my sorry ass into a motel or something for a few days, though God knows, I can’t afford it. And, that reminds me, I’ve got to put this place and Pete’s truck up for sale right away, before I loose both of ‘em to the banks.”

		

		She stared desolately at Pete and said, “I’m fucked. I can see plain as day that I’m going to lose everything I’ve got, as little as that is.”

		

		As Rita began to sob again, Pete turned to his wife and said, “Let’s take Rita out to the ranch with us for a few days, babe. It wouldn’t shock anyone, her not wanting to stay here by herself, in this house, after what’s happened.”

		

		“That’s a good idea, darling,” Doreen readily agreed. “It’s the Christian thing to do.”

		

		“And I’ll see if I can talk Daddy into buying Pete’s truck for whatever he still owes on it. Jensen Builders can always use another good truck like that one. And then I’ll look into Pete’s financial stuff, his insurance and such. Maybe they’ll at least pay to bury him.”

		

		Rita’s heart lifted just a little. She smiled though her streaming tears at her friends and said, “Oh, thank you so much, both of you--without you two helping me, I don’t know what in the world I’d do!”

		

		****

		

		Doreen got lucky and was able to reach everyone who had attended last night’s swinger blowout by one that afternoon. Perhaps because it was a Sunday and they just didn’t have the manpower working today, the cops hadn’t been around to see any of them yet.

		

		Now at least, when the police did show up to ask if anyone had a clue as to why Donny had gone home from the party and hung himself, the party attendees would all be telling the same story--Rita had been having a great time at the party and hadn’t want to leave yet, so the Jensens had offered her a lift home later. Donny hadn’t liked that much, but he certainly hadn’t seemed to anyone to be so distraught over it that he would go home, get blitzed, and commit suicide over it.

		

		Rita hung the suitcase full of clothes she’d hastily packed in the guest room closet of the spacious bedroom she was to occupy at the big ranch house. It was right next door to Pete and Doreen’s master bedroom.

		

		She had fully intended to sleep in the nice queen bed in that guest room, but when Pete and his wife had explained to her that they wanted her to sleep with them that night--no sex, just cuddling and hold her, to help her sleep--she had instantly agreed. They spent the night together naked, with Rita curled up into almost a fetal position in between Doreen and Pete; and she managed to sleep not too badly, considering Donny’s death and all.

		

		There had been no sex…that night.

		

		However, the next morning, when Rita awakened, staring right at Doreen’s naked, magnificent tits, she hadn’t been able to resist a quick kiss on each of her friend’s pretty little pink nipples.

		

		One thing had quickly let to another, and soon Rita was sighing and sucking on both of the tender pink buds while Doreen ran her fingers through her guest’s brownish-blonde locks. Pete had eased his erect cock into Rita from behind and soon the three of them were thrashing around on the big king bed, the new widow’s mouth pushed tight against Doreen’s juicy slit, licking and sucking, while Pete hammered his big hard on into Rita from behind.

		

		Afterward, they lay at the head of the bed, intertwined, smiling, basking in the warm afterglow of three beautiful shared orgasms. Rita whispered, “I guess that was pretty awful behavior for a gal whose husband isn’t even in the ground yet. But, God, I needed that so badly!”

		

		“You just relax and let us take care of you, sugar,” Doreen cooed, throwing an arm around her friend’s neck. “We’re lookin’ out for you.”

		

		****

		

		And the Jensens did look out for her. Pete talked his father into buying Donny’s truck for their construction company, and Doreen handled all of the funeral arrangements.

		

		That task was made ever so much easier when Pete discovered that Donny’s insurance policy--which represented part of the improved collective bargaining agreement the union had jammed through at the mill during the last contract renewal--had a suicide clause attached to it. The policy not only contained provisions to pay all burial expenses; it provided for a slightly reduced but still significant survivor payout in the case of a worker taking his own life.

		

		So Rita didn’t lose her house. Al and Paige Johnson, the realtors from the swingers club, working like demons, were able to sell it for just about what she and Donny’d had invested in it.

		

		And that meant that when the insurance company issued her a check as Donny’s beneficiary, she was able to bank most of the low five-figure settlement. That deposit in her savings account made her feel positively rich, since she had no real living expenses to meet at that moment.

		

		She’d taken a leave of absence from the her part-time bank job, explaining to her manager that she was just too stressed by Donny’s sudden death to work for a little while and needed to rest and get her strength back. That had caused a little talk around town, but not nearly as much as it would have caused if anyone had found out that she now slept in the same bed as Pete and Doreen every night. Or that the sex between the three of them was so intense that Rita sometimes did feel she needed a little rest…to regain her strength!

		

		****

		

		There were no more swinger parties scheduled that summer, the members feeling that, because of their close call with Donny’s death and the subsequent police investigation surrounding the party, it would be best to cool things off until fall rolled around.

		

		Rita liked that just fine. She had come to the realization that--much to her shock and lingering survivor’s guilt--she still wanted to go to more parties, even after what had happened to her marriage as a result of attending them.

		

		She supposed that made her a horrible person, but she found she didn’t care.

		

		Those hot parties were the sexiest, most fun things that had ever happened in her humdrum life, and she missed them. Terrific sex with Pete and Doreen almost every night was great, but it still wasn’t as exciting and fantastic-feeling as those illicit swinger parties had been!

		

		During the weeks before summer finally faded and fall became a reality, something gradually changed between Doreen and the two of them. She began spending more and more time with young Twila Harris, leaving Pete and Rita alone at the ranch house together.

		

		Pete just chuckled about it at first. He explained to Rita that during their long on and off tenure together, he had enjoyed lots of brief flings with other women and Doreen had slept with countless other men and women.

		

		He thought Twila was cute as she could be and very hot, having fucked her a few times himself at the swinger parties she’d attended that summer, so he didn’t begrudge Doreen’s bed time with the sensuous young college girl. Besides, he had Rita to keep him company on the nights when Doreen didn’t make it home.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Then, one afternoon in late August, Doreen told Pete and Rita that she wanted to talk with them about something important. The three of them sat together in the large living room, sipping some cocktails Pete had mixed for them.

		

		After a little idle chit chat, Doreen said that she had recently made a decision that would affect all three of them. Clearing her throat after downing a big gulp of her vodka tonic, she went on to say, “I’ve fallen very much in love with Twila.”

		

		She turned toward her husband and said, “This isn’t like my normal infatuations, baby. I…I’ve been leaning a lot more toward women over the last year or so than I used to, although Twila and I both still enjoy a good, hard, hot fuck from a great-looking guy from time to time; so that sort of…complicated my decision.”

		

		He started to say something, but she held up her hand and shook her head. After another swallow of courage-boosting vodka, she went on.

		

		“I really love Twila, and she loves me. We want to try to make a life together, even though she’s five years younger than me, and is still in college at Tulane. She’s invited me to join her in New Orleans when she returns for the fall semester. We’re going to get an apartment together and try living openly, as a same-sex couple. I’m sorry, Pete. I still love you too, in a way, but I really want this!”

		

		Pete said nothing for long moments. He looked as shocked as Rita had ever seen him look. Even more shocked than that night when he’d first peered into her old garage and had seen Donny swinging from that rafter.

		

		“I…I never thought we’d split up,” he said at last, his voice choked with emotion. “Are you sure about this, kitten? You know I love you.”

		

		Doreen sobbed for a moment, and then calmed herself. She wiped tears from her eyes and said, “I know you do, Pete.”

		

		She glanced over at Rita and said, “You’re a big part of why I feel like I can try this thing with Twila, honey. I know Pete will miss me, but I’ve watched you when you look at him. You’re crazy in love with him; I can see it plain as day.”

		

		Rita started to speak, but Doreen stopped her. She shook her head and added quickly, “It’s all right. These things happen. I never planned to fall in love with Twila, either.

		

		“Don’t you see, Rita? Pete’s got a real thing for you, too. I can see that as well. If I’m not here, in between you, I think the two of you will settle right in together right nicely.”

		

		The three of them just sat and looked at one another for long moments after Doreen finished speaking. Rita’s heart was pounding. Doreen was as much as up and giving her Pete like a Christmas present, all tied up neatly with a big red bow--she could scarcely believe it!

		

		And then Pete spoke up again, and Rita couldn’t believe what he had to say, “I’m gonna’ have to ask you for a divorce, if you’re set on doing this, sweetie.”

		

		Doreen’s blue eyes grew huge. She asked, clearly dumbfounded, “Why?”

		

		“Because Rita and I have to live in this town after you’ve packed up and headed off to lick pussy in New Orleans, babe, that’s why. Her living out here for the last couple of months, ‘resting’ has raised a few eyebrows around town. But because you were living here too, being a good Christian lady and giving shelter to someone who needed it, we got by with it okay.”

		

		He shrugged. “You up and running off to live with another gal in Louisiana, leaving me and Rita to play house together out here at the ranch--the scandal from that will never die out. But if the two of us get a divorce, and Rita and I shack up together…well, that’s been done before by lots of folks. People won’t like it, but it won’t be nearly as big of a deal.”

		

		Doreen sat back--shocked--as she thought over what he’d just said. At last, she nodded.

		

		“I guess you’re right at that.”

		

		He grinned slyly at her and said, “You kind of thought that you’d leave everything in place and have me as a kind of back up position, didn’t you, honey? If things didn’t work out with Twila, you’d just move back here and take up with me again, as if nothing had happened.”

		

		Her face coloring, Doreen slowly nodded her agreement to what he’d just said.

		

		“It won’t work like that,” he told her gently. “Think about it; even if we stayed married, if you came back in a year and moved back in with me, you’d still be a social outcast, babe. Those fine friends of yours down at the church wouldn’t give you the time of day after a stunt like that. Runnin’ off to live in sin with another gal? You’d never live that down, still married to me or not.”

		

		Doreen thought about that long and hard, finished her drink, and said at last, “No, I guess I wouldn’t, not in this hide-bound little town. If Twila and I don’t make a go of it as a couple, I’m done here anyway, I can see that now.”

		

		****

		

		The first thing that Pete did after Twila and Doreen left for New Orleans was take Rita on a little Mexican vacation. They spent a week south of the border, making love, swimming in the ocean, staying a five star hotel--much to Rita’s delight and shocked amazement--and, of course finding time along the way for Pete to file for a quickie divorce from Doreen.

		

		When they returned, Pete had his lawyer register the divorce papers, knowing that within a week everyone in the county would hear about him and Doreen splitting up. And he was right about that. He and his new shack-up were soon the talk of the county!

		

		Pete didn’t seem to care. He bought Rita a brand new, raven-black, Cadillac ATS with every option you could order on it, to sort of match his big black Navigator. He even got her vanity license plates that read “Ptsgal”.

		

		He wanted everyone to know that he and Rita were together, despite the small tempest in a teapot that this would cause around town. His attitude toward the old biddies at the church where Doreen had reigned as queen bee was, in short: fuck ‘em!

		

		Cruising down Main Street in her shiny new Caddy, Rita was a bundle of conflicting emotions. She was proud; proud to openly be Pete’s girl, proud of her new status as a rich young lady of leisure, and proud of the way he hadn’t tried to hide her in the background, as if she were some sort of dirty secret.

		

		But she was scared as hell, too! She knew that she would never be Doreen, no matter how much Pete publicly supported her. The ruling class of this little town would never accept her as Doreen’s replacement, as her successor, that was for certain.

		

		To them, she was still poor little Rita Clay, daughter of a couple of nobodies, someone who had never amounted to anything, but who had somehow managed to get her hooks into Pete Jensen. And, to them, she would never be any more than that.

		

		But she did have her supporters. Al and Paige, Brick Lincoln, James and Linda Townsend, Harry and Deanna Smith, the Palmers, Clay and Dorothy, and even George and Cindy Herman, along with everyone else who was a member of the swinger’s club were openly accepting and friendly towards her--much to the town’s shock.

		

		And, also solidly in her corner, were Marvin and Patty Miller. Patty, as always, didn’t say much, but big Marvin and his pal, Deputy Casey Halstead, put the word out among the local police community that Rita Davis was no gold-digger, that she was “good people.”

		

		****

		

		After a few weeks had gone by, Rita gradually became more comfortable in her new skin. She stopped trying to be the new Doreen and became, instead, the new Rita.

		

		She quit buying the expensive, chic outfits that her predecessor might have bought and instead purchased things that she liked. She stopped fretting about what people might think or what people might say and began to just live her new life.

		

		And what a life it was--she and Pete made love almost every night, and the sex between them was incredible! They went for long weekends in Dallas and Houston, shopping at fancy stores and eating at the finest restaurants, and staying at destination hotels.

		

		Rita told management at the bank that she wouldn’t be returning. Instead, she spent her days keeping their big, two-story ranch house clean and tidy, stocking up the refrigerator, playing around on the computer, watching TV, and cooking for her man.

		

		A few times a week, she’d drive her new Caddy into town and have lunch with Deanna or Patty or Cindy. She was now a young, beautiful, woman of the leisure class--and she just loved it!

		

		****

		

		Autumn showed up for real that year toward the end of September, ushered in by a huge, noisy, thunder-and-lightning gully-washer of a storm. When it was over, the skies cleared but the cooler weather stayed on.

		

		One night, after the weather had changed, Pete came home at six-thirty, as he usually did, and Rita greeted him at the door with a long, passionate kiss, the way she usually did. He beamed at her excitedly and announced, “Al and Harry and George were at the roadhouse tonight, having a beer after work. We got to talking and decided that things have died down enough to schedule another swinger party. What would you think of having it here, next weekend? Our place is out in the sticks far enough that we could really get it on out here and no one would be the wiser. Hell, we could all fuck each other out on the front lawn and nobody would see us except a bunch of cows, and I doubt they’d complain.”

		

		Rita felt her heart lift. That sounded so great! She was completely in love with Pete, and she was ecstatic about her marvelous new life with him.

		

		But being the center of attention at a big swinger party…all of those men and their hard, delicious cocks…all of those hot women and their juicy, sweet pussies… That was hard to beat!

		

		And the best thing about it was that she knew that her darling Pete loved it just as much as she did!

		

		“God, yes, let’s do it, honey!” she whispered excitedly. “I can hardly wait. It’s going to be so great, riding some guy’s big, hard dick while you’re drilling some cute little gal right next to me! What could be better?”

		

		“Nothin’ I can think of, doll,” he told her with a smile. “There’s nothin’ in the world that can hold a candle to a good, hot swing party with my Rita!”

		

		****

		

		“I’m ready for you and your kinky tricks tonight, Marvin, you big old bear,” Rita told Marvin Miller when she greeted him at the door that Saturday night. “My ass is jammed full of Astroglide. I had Pete pack it full up in the bedroom about twenty minutes ago, just for you.”

		

		Marvin tilted his head back and roared with laughter. He shook his head and bent low to whisper, “You’re little firecracker, Rita, that’s what you are. I been missing that sweet little ass and tight pussy of yours something fierce these last few months. I’ve about worn poor Patty a new asshole.”

		“Well, I’m ready to give her some relief tonight, Marvin,” Rita replied with a saucy wink, “and to lick her pussy until she screams for mercy, too, of course!”

		

		The two of them shared a chuckle over that thought, and then Marvin went over and joined his wife and several other swingers at the bar Pete had set up on the kitchen counter. Rita stepped forward to greet James Townsend and his wife, Linda. The councilman’s small dick didn’t do much for Rita, and Linda’s fake tits weren’t that much fun to suck, but she had a tiny, sweet little pussy, and Rita’s mouth watered at the thought of shoving her tongue into that little pink juice-box later in the evening!

		

		When all of the invited guests had arrived, about fifteen couples, altogether, Rita locked the front door, refreshed her drink at the bar, and then singled out Patty Miller for a quick chat. She got Marvin’s wife alone and said, in a low voice, “Remember how Doreen and Twila really got the party at your house going the last time we all got together, with their little lezzy show?

		Patty nodded, smiling fondly at the memory of that marvelous party. Rita leaned in closer and said, “What about you and me doing a little kissing and titty sucking and pussy eating for the group tonight, just to start things really hopping? What do you say?”

		

		“M-Me…you want me? Patty gasped, clearly shocked.

		

		“You’re hot, Patty, hot as hell, once you get going. How about it, just you and me, naked, in the middle of this room, really getting it on in front of everyone… how does that sound?”

		

		Patty gulped down what was left of her drink and then slowly nodded her head “yes”, her face coloring. “That sounds so wild, Rita! Thank you so much for thinking of me…for asking me!”

		

		Patty’s mouth was just as sweet as she’d remembered it being. Rita was naked, in the middle of the living room rug, on her knees, with her arms around Patty, their bare breasts mashed against one another, their mouths locked together as their tongue danced and played. Rita reached down and slipped a finger up into Patty’s pussy and teased her clit.

		

		Rita heard the excited collective gasp from the other swingers in the room as they watched her finger Patty’s twat, and it made her feel even bolder. She pulled her mouth away from Patty’s and urged the other woman down onto her back, her lips now diving downward to suck Patty’s right nipple in and nurse hungrily at it as she continued to sluice her finger in and out of the other girl’s juicy cunt.

		

		“Damn, look at Rita go!” a man’s voice sighed.

		

		“Suck her pussy, Rita!” a woman’s husky, aroused-sounding voice called from the crowd.

		

		“Yeah, eat her. Do a sixty-nine, you hot bitches--suck each other’s cunts!” another man demanded.

		

		All in good time, Rita thought, lapping at Patty’s delicious pink nub, after I get my fill of these sweet, gorgeous little nipples, I’ll suck pussy like a Hoover--God, but I’ve missed this!

		

		****

		

		As soon as Rita and Patty had licked each other to a shivering, shaking, shattering pair of mutual climaxes, they felt a dozen male and female hands prying their still--quivering bodies apart. Paige Johnson smiled at Rita and pushed her onto her back, Paige’s lips coming down hungrily onto hers, her tongue lapping at the sweet nectar Patty’s recent orgasm had left in her mouth.

		

		Fully occupied by making out with Paige, Rita felt her pussy lips being pried apart by someone’s big cock head. She moaned as whoever it was took her fully; driving a very long, thick shaft deep into her juicy little pussy.

		

		Oh, God, this is so fucking great! Rita thought. I’m getting drilled by a really, big, thick cock while I’m making out with hot little Paige, and I don’t even know who it is fucking me! And what’s more…I don’t care!

		

		She glanced over to her left and saw that Brick Lincoln had claimed Patty’s pussy with his long, black thriller of a prick and that Casey was easing is big pussy-pleaser up Patty’s backdoor while she rode Brick. This party was off to a terrific start!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, Peeeeete, that thing is so biiiiiiggg!” she heard a female voice moan just then.

		

		Craning her neck a little, her mouth still on Paige’s, she saw Belinda Halstead, Casey’s cute young wife, on her knees, her elbows on the carpet and Pete kneeling behind her, driving his greased up cock deep into the young girl’s asshole. He glanced over at her and grinned and she winked at him, her tongue teasing Paige’s so deliciously at that moment, with someone fucking her pussy just right.

		

		Swinging…you can’t fucking beat it! She thought to herself, rolling her ass upward to meet every thrust. It’s the best thing in the world for me and my sweet man; it’s pure heaven!

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes:

		

		1) The new Mrs. Pete Jensen--they were married just after Christmas that year--never did grow to have the social following that his former wife had enjoyed. But Rita Jensen didn’t give a damn about that.

		

		She had her friends in the ever-expanding swinger’s club, friends who never let her down, and that, plus the unflagging love of Pete, was all she needed.

		

		2) Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our swinger characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction.

		

		This is not to say that swinger parties just like the ones described herein don’t happen, because they do, all across the nation and around the world. If anything, the swinger lifestyle is more popular today than it ever was--even with the shadow of AIDs, herpes, and Chlamydia, not to mention the old standbys, syphilis and gonorrhea, lurking close to the sexual action.

		

		To guard against infection and unwanted pregnancy, most actual swinger get-togethers feature dishes full of brightly-colored condom packets scattered throughout the party scene. And the swinger guests are only too happy to use them.

		

		But since this story is, after all, a fantasy, the author has chosen not to include condoms in the story line. Condom usage can be cumbersome and awkward when describing a hot sex scene, so it is my hope that you, the reader, will forgive their omission as an example of author’s license.

		

		Just remember, while it may be more fun to write about and read about unprotected, unbridled sex in fiction, real life isn’t fiction. If you have multiple partners and chose to “swing”--use condoms!

		

		CKR
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