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		Prologue

		

		This is so stupid! Kathy Barrett thought. She turned the book she had been reading face-down on her lap and stared over at the high fence separating her aunt’s house from the one next door.

		

		He’s over there. I heard him moving around on the lounger he’s laying on a minute ago. It creaks when he moves.

		

		Kathy was lying on her own lounger, beside the big swimming pool in her aunt’s back yard, near the fence. It was late Sunday morning, almost noon, and she knew that super hot, super sexy Damon Draper was just across that fence, not twenty feet away from her, lying next to his own pool reading a book, just as she had been doing until a moment ago.

		

		She knew that because she had been watching him from her bedroom window, upstairs, not ten minutes ago, when he had spread his stuff out on the small table next to his lounger. And, as soon as she had seen her hunky neighbor laying out his towel on the chaise lounge and arranging his book and his tube of sun block on the table next to it, she had shed her own clothes in an instant and donned the skimpiest bikini she owned, intent on “joining” him; even if he didn’t yet know she was here, on her side of the fence.

		

		I’ll find a way to strike up an over-the-fence—or through-the-fence, actually, in this case—conversation with him, she had thought, as she’d grabbed up the book she was reading and hustled down the stairs, towel and tube of suntan oil in hand.

		

		And then I’ll say how silly it is for both of us to be sitting poolside, by ourselves, when we could be hanging out together, either at my pool or at his, and…

		

		And, boom, they’d be talking and getting to know each other better, and one thing would lead to another. And the two of them would be dating him, just like that!

		

		Only that hadn’t happened, of course. She’d thought of a dozen lines to open the conversation with since she’d settled in on her chaise lounge, and every one of them had sounded as lame as they could be when she started to open her mouth to deliver them.

		

		God, I’m such a chicken! She admonished herself. Such a chickenshit…loser!

		

		She told herself to just stick with something simple. Maybe like, “Hey, Damon, I saw you from my bedroom window, sunning and reading, and I thought that looked like a great idea, so here I am. Want to hang out together and soak up some rays?”

		

		She shook her head. That was all wrong: it made her sound like Stalker-Girl or something!

		

		Maybe she should just give him a shout out over the fence and invite him to lunch. It was nearly noon, after all.

		

		Just as she opened her mouth to call out to him, his cell phone’s ring tone went off. It was an old Beatles tune.

		

		How retro-cool! She thought approvingly, because she approved of just about everything, when it came to Damon.

		

		“Hey, dude, how’s it hangin’?” she heard him say to his caller.

		

		“Aw, man, I know it. I’ve been beatin’ the bushes for a date, but no luck so far; so I guess I’m going to miss it.”

		

		There was a pause and then she heard Damon say, “Yeah, I know. It’s gonna’ be a blast of a party, and I hate like hell to not be there, but what are you gonna’ do? You know the rules; no date, no admission.”

		

		After another longer pause, he concluded the conversation with, “Yeah, well, if you hear of any available chicks that might want to go to the party with me, let me know, okay? I’ll be workin’ it from my end, too. Yeah, I still hope to see you there Friday night, man. Ciao.”

		

		Kathy’s mind raced into overdrive. It sounded like Damon was desperate for a date for some party on Friday night.

		

		That didn’t compute. Damon was tall, absolutely beautiful, and so very cool. The dude was the epitome of cool!

		

		And he couldn’t get a date? How could that be?

		

		Do it, she told herself, don’t be such a wuss. Just do it!

		

		“Uh, hey, Damon,” she suddenly heard herself calling out over the fence, “I…uh…couldn’t help but overhear what you said just now. It’s Kathy, from next door? I’m out here tanning and reading a book.”

		

		“Yo, hey, little Kathy, what’s up?” his manly voice called back.

		

		“Well, uh, I’m sorry to have eavesdropped, but it sounds like you need a date for some party on Friday night,” she blurted, afraid she’d freeze up if she didn’t get it out in a hurry. “I…uh…I’m not doing anything Friday night, I mean, not so far anyway, so…you know…so I could be your date…if you wanted.”

		

		She cringed, waiting for his rejection.

		

		What she got was worse than just a rejection. He laughed. Gorgeous, oh, so desirable, super-cool Damon Draper laughed out loud at the very idea of her accompanying him to a party!

		

		Mortified, Kathy grabbed her book and reached for her suntan oil, intent on snatching up her towel and vanishing into the house. She’d go up to her room and close her bedroom door and just have a nice, mortified cry.

		

		What the fuck was I thinking? She kicked herself mentally, vaulting up off the chaise lounge, her things clutched in her fists.

		

		“Hey, cute girl, wait up,” she heard his voice and turned.

		

		Damon had found something to stand on. His handsome face was now peering over the top of the ten-foot high fence, and he was grinning at her.

		

		“Uh, hey, thanks for thinking of me, but this, uh…party is not something a sweet kid like you would…uh…feel…comfortable at, you know?” he told her.

		

		She stared at him blankly, thankful that she had her sunglasses on, so that he couldn’t see her eyes, since she was still hovering on the verge of tears. He shrugged his shoulders apologetically.

		

		“I love parties,” she told him, knowing that she sounded somewhat defensive.

		

		“Yeah, I’m sure you do, but this is…” his voice trailed off.

		

		“You think I’m too young, that it’s too sophisticated of a party for a kid like me to go to, right?”

		

		He shrugged again, obviously growing more embarrassed by the moment. Finally, he said, “Trust me, Kathy; this ain’t your kind of party, okay?”

		

		“Fine,” she snapped curtly, still fighting off tears, “I was just trying to help!”

		

		“Aw, man, don’t take it like that,” he said, finally picking up on how upset she was from the intensity in her voice.

		

		She glared at him and asked, “What’s so special about this party? Why wouldn’t I fit in?

		

		He looked even more uncomfortable, glancing nervously over at her back fence, and then at his own. After a long pause, he said, “Okay, listen, I don’t want to yell back and forth over the fence about this. Come around and I’ll let you in the front and explain everything, all right?”

		

		She nodded stiffly and went inside the house. Stopping briefly at the front door, getting her house key out of her purse, and then hurriedly slipping on a pair of sandals that were standing near the door, she tossed her book onto the kitchen counter. She kept her towel and sun tan oil, setting the alarm and locking the door to her aunt’s house behind her as she went out.

		

		Kathy made her way out to the street, up the sidewalk, and then across the large expanse of lawn in front of Damon’s house. When she rang the bell, the door opened instantly.

		

		“Hey, come on in, kid,” he told her with a big smile.

		

		She studied the smile. It looked nervous to her. Kathy followed him through the big living room and out the slider to the pool area.

		

		“So, what’s this mysterious party all about?” she asked without preamble, anxious to find out why he felt she wouldn’t fit in.

		

		He shifted his weight from one bare foot to the other, not meeting her gaze. At last, he said in a voice that wasn’t quite a whisper, but wasn’t at all loud, either, “It’s a swinger party, Kath. Do you know what that is?”

		

		Her mind raced. Swinger—what the hell was a “swinger”? What did that term mean?

		

		“Uh, you mean, like, that old music…some kind of old jazz music from, like, the nineteen-thirties?” she finally asked. “I saw part of a show about that once, on PBS. My folks were watching it.”

		

		Cool, hip-guy Damon looked stricken. He shook his feathered-back blond locks negatively. “No, not swing music. A swinger party is where guys and chicks go to the party together, and then…uh…trade off.”

		

		“Trade off?” Kathy asked, still completely in the dark.

		

		“Yeah, you know, for…sex,” Damon mumbled, a faint blush coloring his tan cheeks. “It’s a sex party, Kathy. Guys who are married bring their wives, and couples who are just dating come, too. You’ve got to have a partner to get in, no stags allowed, you know? That’s why I need a date if I’m going to go, see?”

		

		“Oh,” Kathy nodded, not seeing at all, but not wanting to seem unsophisticated in front of dreamy Damon.

		

		“So, you get where I’m comin’ from, right?” He smiled at her. “It just isn’t the kind of party a cute young thing like you would ever go to.”

		

		His easy dismissal angered her a bit. She blurted, “I’m not a virgin, you know. I’ve had sex—lots of times. I could totally go to a party like that, if I wanted to!”

		

		He looked her up and down, dressed in her tiny bikini, and a smile slowly spread across his handsome features. He nodded, “I bet you could at that, babe. You’ve got all the right equipment, that’s for sure. And it looks to be pretty primo, from where I’m standing.”

		

		Kathy felt a blush coloring her own cheeks now. She suddenly felt like an idiot, standing here, bragging to someone she barely knew about how many times she’d been…fucked! How had that happened?

		

		“So, you could see yourself really getting into a scene like that, huh, Kathy?” he inquired, now clearly interested, still ogling her nearly naked young body. “Cool; how old are you, anyway, nineteen, twenty?”

		

		Kathy shifted her weight from foot to foot, wondering whether or not she should lie. At last, she decided to risk the truth, saying, “I’m eighteen. I’ll be nineteen in October.”

		

		Damon let out a big breath. “Whooooo, I don’t know, Kath. I’d have to check with my bros and see if they’d be cool with having an underage chick that young at the party. It’s the booze, see? They might not like having a minor there because of the open bar.”

		

		“Don’t worry about that,” Kathy exclaimed quickly. “I don’t drink.”

		

		When she saw his reaction to that statement, she scrambled to save some shred of coolness by saying, “I mean, I have drunk; I’ve tried alcohol a few times, and always with disastrous results. I guess I’m allergic to it or something. Every time I’ve tried booze, I get violently sick and throw up. And I don’t mean I got hammered and threw up because I was so hung over. I puked after drinking just two beers once.”

		

		Hugely embarrassed by that little revelation, she shrugged and quickly added, “So I don’t drink anymore. In my case, the high is definitely not worth my reaction to it. I smoke a little pot once in a while, instead. I’m okay with that.”

		

		Damon thought that over for a moment. At last, he smiled and said, “Well, there’s usually no overt drug use at a swinger party, just booze. But you said you’ve done the deed lots of times, so I’m guessing that means that, since you don’t drink, you don’t need alcohol to loosen you up—to help get you in the mood for getting it on with dudes. So that could still work.”

		

		Kathy felt her heart begin to pound anew. What the hell had she gotten herself into here?

		

		“So, yeah, I’m cool with it if you are,” Damon said with a huge smile. “I’ll call my buds and lay it out for them, but I can’t see any problems, if you really don’t drink. After all, eighteen is the age of consent for having sex, just not for drinking.”

		

		He put an arm around her and guided her over to the pair of loungers at the far end of the pool. She sat down woodenly on one of them and he flopped onto his back on the other one, still grinning.

		

		“Yeah, this should work out great, Kath, thanks a million,” he said, reaching for his cell phone, which lay on the small table beside him. “I’ll call the dude who’s throwing the party and clear it with him, and then I’ll come over and pick you up on Friday at, say, seven, okay?”

		

		Kathy slowly nodded, her heart beating so fast that she wondered if eighteen year old near-virgins, who could pretty much take sex or leave it alone, ever suffered heart attacks from sudden, self-induced anxiety?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		The summer that changed Kathy Barrett’s life forever had started simply enough, with an incredible offer from her Aunt Lydia, her father’s sister. Kathy had just finished high school and was looking for a summer job before starting college in the fall. Lydia, who was a tenured professor of anthropology at U.C.L.A., was leaving on a dig that would take her to Africa for almost nine months.

		

		Lydia was long-divorced from a wealthy man, from whom she had walked away with a very generous settlement at the end of their childless marriage. This had left Kathy’s aunt with two things: her stellar anthropology career and a showplace home near Greystone Park, up in the canyons overlooking Beverly Hills and Hollywood.

		

		And so it was that Lydia found herself that summer desperately in need of someone she could trust to look after her place while she was out of the country. She felt that Kathy was a good candidate for the job, needing money as she did for the up-coming college year; and having a reputation within the family as a serious, level-headed girl who was totally trustworthy. She was willing to pay her niece handsomely for her help, in addition to letting her live in the house for free.

		

		Kathy may have been only eighteen, but she knew a great opportunity when she heard one. Her wealthy aunt was also offering the use of her vintage Mercedes convertible and her new Lexus LX SUV, her gas credit cards, plus a food allowance—all for just keeping the house up and handling any emergencies that transpired.

		

		“And I’ll also pay you a thousand dollars a month, as a caretaker’s salary, dear,” her aunt had said on the phone that day, “how does that sound?”

		

		It sounded fantastic to Kathy, who still was still living with her parents and her younger sister, Audrey, in a nice, but relatively small four-bedroom home in Whittier. She talked it over with her parents that night and quickly accepted her aunt’s offer the next morning, moving into the spacious, upscale house two days later.

		

		****

		

		Her aunt hadn’t been in Africa for three days—and Kathy was just settling into her new duties and her radically changed lifestyle at her plush new digs—when a U-Drive It moving truck pulled up at the house next door and backed up the drive. Curious, Kathy stood out on the front porch, sipping a cup of coffee, and watched as the driver’s door opened and a tall, incredibly handsome young man got out.

		

		My God, he’s gorgeous, Kathy thought, eying the hunky dude intently, wondering if he was her new neighbor. He must be about mid-twenties, and he’s just so unbelievably cute. That guy could be in the movies!

		

		As she watched, two more men emerged from the rental truck, rolled the rear door upward, and lowered the ramp. These two guys were about the same age as their handsome friend but, unlike him, they didn’t strike Kathy as being anything special. One was short and very muscular-looking, but he was also sort of squatty, with plain features and close-cropped brown hair. His companion was tall and lanky, with washed out, brownish-blond locks and a big beak of a nose.

		

		The cute driver seemed to be the man in charge. He went up to the front door of the long-vacant house—there had been a For Sale sign on the front lawn of the place for at least a year that Kathy knew of—and unlocked it with a key. Then he practically ran up the lowered ramp and started piling boxes onto a hand truck.

		

		Kathy watched him maneuver the hand truck down the ramp, stacked past the top of the handle with moving boxes. He was tall, and very muscular, but in a different way than his weightlifter-looking friend was buffed out.

		

		This guy had long, lean muscles—like those of a gymnast or a track and field athlete—and he wore his full, bright-golden mane of hair feathered back so that it fell in waves down onto his neck. All he was wearing was a pair of cut-off jean shorts, a lime green tank top, and running shoes, so she it was easy for her to check out his impressive pecs and nice tan.

		

		Not wanting to be caught gaping at the guy, she reluctantly went back into the house to get herself another cup of coffee. Once inside, she discovered that, if she lifted the curtain away from the window just slightly and craned her neck, she could watch the driveway of the house next door and see what the men were doing.

		

		It was barely into June, but it was an unseasonably hot day, and the dreamy guy in the tank top soon removed it, unknowingly showing off that fantastic, ‘eat-it-up-with-a-spoon’ torso of his as he worked in the bright, mid-morning sunshine. Kathy continued to watch, letting herself daydream about a hot romance with her new neighbor, her nipples becoming slightly erect under her bra and tank top as she watched his lean body working up a light sweat in the sunlight.

		

		He’s so fucking hot! She thought. I wonder if he likes slightly younger girls?

		

		She wanted to go over and say hello. But, of course, she didn’t.

		

		Kathy was not a particularly shy girl, but she wasn’t a brash, brassy type either.

		

		Besides, there was the age factor to consider. If “Handsome Dan” next door had been eighteen or nineteen, she would have just walked on over and said “hi”.

		

		But his being at least five or six years older than her complicated things a bit—she didn’t want to come off, at their first meeting, as the cute, nosy young kid from next door. She wanted to appear older when she met him, a little more sophisticated…as if she really belonged in a fancy crib like this one, instead of just squatting here temporarily as a paid caretaker.

		

		Kathy put her empty coffee cup down on an end table and hurried into her bedroom. She started taking off her clothes as she went, and by the time she had crossed the big living room and jogged down the hall, she was naked to the waist.

		

		She tossed her discarded bra and tank top onto the bed and rummaged through her closet, searching for something to wear that would be just right. She didn’t want to get too dressed up at ten o’clock in the morning—that would look phony—but she definitely wanted to be dressed in something nicer than a tank top and the crappy old walk shorts she’d had on when the truck hand pulled into the driveway. If she did decide to go over and welcome her scrumptious-looking new neighbor into the community, that is.

		

		She paused in her deliberations and pulled the shorts off, kicking out of her beat up old flip-flops as well. Turning, she checked out her nearly naked body in the full length mirror that hung on the back of the closed door across the room.

		

		Not too bad, she thought, and then sighed, if only my boobies were a little bigger, I’d be a real babe!

		

		Kathy stared critically at her legs and decided that, for a short girl, they were pretty fine—very shapely and trim. Her ass was terrific. There was no arguing that.

		

		She stared at it in the mirror, just her thong panties separating her from total nudity. Her bottom was round and taut and looked just about perfect, like a pair of tight little peach halves. Boys went nuts over her the sight of her butt in a pair of form-hugging shorts, and she knew it.

		

		Turning to face the mirror, she eyed those plump little breast mounds of hers, with their tiny pink nipples—which sat up high and perky, at the very top of the tips of her knockers, which were the size of a pair of halved-baseballs—and shook her head. If only her tits were one cup size bigger; she’d be a real knockout.

		

		The face that stared back at her in the mirror was round and very pretty; pixie-cute, really, with big blue eyes, and freckles that ran across her cheeks and her pert little nose—mustn’t forget those freckles, which all the boys seemed to think were so adorable!

		

		She tossed her shoulder-length, very shiny, ash-brown, blonde-highlighted mane back over her naked shoulders and thought wistfully: I wish I was tall, with jet-black, really long hair that hung down my back. And green eyes, and long, long legs; with tits the size of grapefruits—I’d sweep Handsome Dan next door right off his feet, then, I bet!

		

		She sighed again and plunged back into her closet, coming up with a pretty, low-cut sundress that would show off what tits she did have, a push-up bra that would also help in that department, along with a pair of strappy, wedge sandals. They went nicely with the dress and would give her another three inches of height, making her roughly five-foot, five, instead of the five-foot two she stood in her stocking feet.

		

		When she was all dressed and her hair was combed perfectly, she dashed back into the living room and looked out the window, just in time to see the truck pulling out of the driveway.

		

		“Well, crap!” she said aloud, watching the truck disappear down the hill, “That’s just great. Here I stand in my pretty dress with my titties all pushed up under my chin while Handsome Dan drives away into the fucking sunset!”

		

		****

		

		The truck came back with a second load of furniture and household items at eleven-thirty. Kathy, who had been hoping that it would, and still had her nice outfit on, worked her courage up and opened the front door just as the men lowered the ramp into place for a second time that morning.

		

		She went down to the sidewalk and then walked up the driveway to the rear of the truck. The three young men noticed her coming and stopped what they were doing as she approached them.

		

		“Hi, I’m Kathy Barrett, from next door?” she said in her best grown up voice.

		

		“Hey, hi, Kathy,” the blond Adonis said, offering her a hand, which she promptly shook. “I’m Damon Draper. I just bought this place.”

		

		“Pleased to meet you…Damon,” she said, electing to be bold and call him by his first name right off the bat, instead of going with “Mr. Draper”.

		

		“I wondered if you guys might like some lunch, after all of this heavy moving?” she said. “Why don’t I order us a big pizza, to welcome you to the neighborhood, and have it delivered?”

		

		“Hey, cool,” Damon said with a grin, turning to his two cohorts, “See, I told you that this was a friendly neighborhood. I can sense these things, man; good vibes, like I said.”

		

		“Oh, bullshit,” the short, stocky weightlifter type said, grinning. “You’re so full of it, Day.”

		

		He turned to Kathy and stuck out a big, mitt-sized hand. “I’m Don Larkin, Kathy, nice to meet you. And pizza sounds terrific.”

		

		“Yeah, I’m Karl Krazlov, Kathy, and pizza does sound great, thanks,” the tall, skinny, beak-nosed man said, also extending his hand for her to shake.

		

		“Okay, I’ll go and order it,” she said, beaming, happy that her pizza ploy had been so well received.

		

		She ordered the family-size Kitchen-Sink pizza from Salvatore’s, the best pizza chain in Los Angeles, and their delivery guy showed up in forty minutes with the steaming hot pie. The Kitchen-Sink had everything you could imagine on it, plus enough different kinds of meat to please the hungriest carnivore on the planet. Guys, she knew from experience, loved it.

		

		“Now, this is a pizza!” Don, the weightlifter enthused as he dug in, sitting on the ramp in the shade.

		

		“Salvatore’s is the real deal, that’s for sure,” Damon sagely agreed, selecting a big piece for himself.

		

		“Yeah, this is sensational, Kathy, thanks so much,” Karl said with a smile as he took a piece out of the box. “Are you sure you won’t have a beer with us?”

		

		“No, thanks, I’ve got my Coke and that’s great with me,” she said, holding up the familiar red and white can, nibbling at a piece of the delicious pizza.

		

		“So, do you live next door with your folks?” Damon asked—his mouth half full of cheese, dough and meat.

		

		“My folks live in Whittier,” she told him, not offering any further explanation, wanting to create a little mystery surrounding herself, “and I live here…all by myself.”

		

		“Cool,” he said, nodding, obviously impressed with that fact but wondering how a girl as young as she was could afford a house like the one he was staring at across the lawn, “this is my first house. I used to live in a rented condo in West Hollywood. But I’m finally starting to get enough small parts to afford my own place. With that, and my steady stand-in/body double work for Lance Talbot, I’m doing okay, finally.”

		

		“Oh, you’re in the movies?” Kathy asked excitedly, recognizing Lance Talbot’s name instantly, of course, since he was a famous, up-and-coming young movie star—her heart speeding up as she stared at her handsome neighbor and realized that he really was in the movies!

		

		“Yeah, I get a lot of work through Lance,” he said, brushing his hand through his long, golden locks, “that’s why my hair is styled like this, so that I’ll look more like him. We’re close enough in height and build that I can do long shots for him, and some stunt work, as well.”

		

		He shot a self-deprecating grin her way and then confided, “I try not to do too much of that stuff, though. Just between you and me, it’s fucking dangerous!”

		

		He laughed and she laughed along with him. He had the whitest teeth, and the cutest little dimples, when he smiled like that, she thought as she watched him, more smitten than ever.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Kathy had hardly slept at all last night. She’d tossed and turned and started awake at least a dozen times during the seemingly endless hours before dawn.

		

		A sex party…I’m going to a fucking sex party! She told herself, still not quite believing what a mess she’d somehow managed to talk her way into.

		

		“It wouldn’t be so bad if I didn’t hate sex so much!” she whispered aloud as she got out of bed and went into the bathroom to pee.

		

		She sighed as she sat down on the toilet. She didn’t really hate sex as much as she just didn’t see what all the fuss was about it.

		

		Kathy reviewed her sex life thus far as she wiped herself and then flushed the toilet. It didn’t take long, because there wasn’t that much to review.

		

		Her parents were pretty strict and hadn’t let her go on formal dates until she’d reached sixteen, two years ago. But she’d secretly gone on a ton of “meet-you-at-the-movies” dates with guys before that, starting clear back when she’d been twelve, in junior high school.

		

		That had led to making out, and learning about tongue-kissing and, even though she had not been that well-endowed, titty-wise—especially back when she had been twelve—that hadn’t kept the boys from trying to feel her up.

		

		Some, she’d liked well enough to let them do that, even going so far a few times as to head into the restroom before the film started and slip her bra off and stuff it into her purse. That way a boy could sneak his hand under her blouse and touch her bare nipples while she’d made out with him.

		

		That had been thrilling, she had to admit.

		

		But things had never gone much further than that with her, due to her parents’ restrictive dating code. Even the boldest, horniest guy couldn’t very well expect to get a blowjob or even a handjob in a crowded movie theater, or while walking around in the mall together, hanging out.

		

		And Kathy’s parents had always said an adamant ‘no’ to house-party dates that weren’t carefully chaperoned by parents whom they knew and trusted. So sex for Kathy had consisted, until she’d reached almost fifteen, of masturbating with her fingers while she lay in the dark at night in the privacy of her room, daydreaming about boys and what they might do to her, if they ever got the chance

		

		She’d watched porn on the net, so she knew what sex was supposed to be about, but she’d never been able to actually experience it first hand, beyond those awkward gropes in the movie theater and by touching herself with her own fingertips. She’d also gone to several sleep-over parties at friend’s houses, where the other girls had sometimes bragged about giving a boyfriend a nice stroke off with their hands, or sucking a guy until he’d came in their mouths. And there had occasionally been a porn video “liberated” from some unsuspecting father’s secret stash and brought along to the party for the girls to giggle and titter over while they all watched it together.

		

		And then Walter Harris had moved in down the street with his parents. He had been a year older than her, and so cute!

		

		Kathy’s folks both worked, so her mom didn’t get home until five and her dad rarely made it home before six-thirty. She and Walter, on the other hand, had gotten out of high school at three, and it was about a fifteen minute walk home. So that had left them an hour and forty-five minutes of “free time” to spend together at Walter’s deserted, empty, and very tempting house, if they’d wanted to do so.

		

		And, oh, boy, had they ever wanted to! Once he’d shared with her the fact that he thought she was very cute, she’d been all over him and he’d been all over her.

		

		At least three afternoons a week on the average, Kathy had been able to ditch her bratty kid sister, leaving Audrey to play with her neighborhood friends, while Kathy sneaked over to Walter’s house to make out with him. And, since there’d been no one there to stop them, making out had soon led to titty squeezing, and then to nipple sucking.

		

		Kathy smiled, thinking back on those exciting, learning-filled, relatively innocent times. For a pair of curious, unsupervised kids, they’d gone fairly slow. It had taken weeks before she had begun to routinely let him remove her bra and blouse when they’d made out, and probably a month after that before she’d let him slip his hand into her panties for the first time and feel her wet little pussy slit as he’d nursed hungrily at her bare nipples.

		

		She, on the other hand, had discovered his cock right away, and what fun it was to tease it with her fingertips and stroke it in her fist until its owner finally screamed out that he was coming and shot that white, warm, gooey stuff halfway across the room. She’d loved doing that, and Walter certainly hadn’t minded!

		

		Kathy went back into the bedroom from her bathroom and flopped down on the bed, still remembering Walter and all of those hand-jobs. She’d grown really good at that, and he, in turn, had learned to touch her pussy just lightly, the way she loved it, and had made her come dozens of times while they’d kissed and she’d jacked his dick off for him.

		

		She’d been curious about blowjobs, and had told him that she’d suck it for him if he promised not to come in her mouth until she’d felt she was ready to try that—if she ever was—and he’d instantly agreed. And so she’d gradually taught herself how to use her mouth on a boy, and it hadn’t been bad at all; sort of forbidden and kinky and very exciting.

		

		And, surprisingly, Walter had, for the most part, been great about controlling himself. He had gone off all over her neck and her bare breasts several times, when he’d cut it too close and had barely had time to warn her that he was about to come, and she’d pulled her lips off of him at the very last second.

		

		She grimaced as she remembered that fatal day when his mom had come home from the office a whole hour early, because she hadn’t been feeling well, and had walked in to find the two of them, both as naked as they could be in Walter’s bedroom. Kathy had stared up in horror at an equally horrified Mrs. Harris. She’d been sitting on Walter’s bed, her tits covered with his freshly-shot goo, a big glob of it clinging to her cheek, his deflated dick still in her fist.

		

		That little incident had caused her to be grounded until she’d turned sixteen. Kathy’s mother and father had been mortified to find that their oldest daughter was a depraved slut and had forbidden her to go anywhere other than school, home, and church. Walter’s parents had moved clear across town when a job opened up out near Riverside, in a far away county; mostly, Kathy had been sure, to remove further temptation by separating the two young love birds permanently.

		

		After ground her, Kathy’s mother had insisted on a call from her wayward daughter every day, after school, the caller ID verifying that the call originated from their home number, promptly after she had returned home from school. And then her mother had further insisted on speaking to Kathy’s little sister as well, to confirm that the two of them were there alone—with no boys present!

		

		There had been no dates, not even meeting girlfriends at the mall, for Kathy until her sixteenth birthday had rolled around; just homework and housework. As a result, her grades had soared, but her parents had still been wary.

		

		And her little sister had remained pissed off at her because she couldn’t go out to play with her friends anymore. Instead, she’d had to stay in with Kathy, in case their mother had called again, just to assure her that there was no hanky-panky going on…

		

		That was where her reputation as a scholarly, no-nonsense girl who was all business when it came to her academic career had come from. Her parents had bragged about that, and about her stellar grades, but had neglected to tell her aunt or anyone else in the family about why Kathy always came right home from school and studied so hard all evening.

		

		She sighed, remembering that incredibly dull time in her life. The only good thing to come out of it had been her mother’s insistence that she be put on birth-control pills—again, just in case she somehow managed to slip her parent’s tight leash and “get into trouble” again with some guy.

		

		When she’d turned sixteen, her folks had finally relented and let her go out with a “very nice boy” who went to their church. Her first real date was supposed to have been just a quick ride over to the movie theater in the boy’s car, and then home, directly after the movie ended.

		

		She smiled, recalling how the two of them had foxed her parents. They hadn’t gone to the movies at all.

		

		They’d instead gone out to park and make out, and the “very nice boy” had soon shown her his very nice cock, and she’d eagerly jacked it off for him while he’d sucked on her nipples and touched her clit until she’d come.

		

		His name had been Jim, and she’d dated him for most of her junior year. He’d been the first boy that she’d ever sucked off all the way, although it hadn’t been on purpose.

		

		After a few more phony “movie” dates, he’d begged her to suck his cock, instead of just jacking it off for him, and she’d finally relented and agreed to do it, provided he wouldn’t come in her mouth until she was ready for him to do that. Jim had eagerly promised that he wouldn’t but, once she’d been down on her knees in front of him, sucking away while he’d toyed with her bare breasts, he’d suddenly gasped, yelled out that he couldn’t stop, and her mouth had suddenly been inundated with his hot, thick semen.

		

		She hadn’t been ready, so she’d choked on it. The stuff had gagged her and she’d coughed violently, and some of it had then it had gone up her nose and dripped out of both nostrils as he’d continued to spurt into her mouth.

		

		Kathy had hated the taste, as well as having it in her mouth and couldn’t bring herself to swallow the slick, slimy liquid, so she’d spit it back out, into his lap, soaking his underwear and his jeans in come. And then she’d barfed on him!

		

		Kathy couldn’t help it, she giggled, remembering the horrified look on ex-boyfriend Jim’s face when she’d hurled everything in her stomach right into his lap. His car had smelled like male come and vomit for a week, despite his best efforts to clean it.

		

		“Oh, well, at least he didn’t bug me for another blowjob right away,” Kathy said aloud in her bedroom, smiling as she remembered how pissed off he’d been at her.

		

		Jim had tried desperately to claim her cherry, after he’d finally forgiven her for the ill-fated blowjob, but she wouldn’t let him. She’d eventually gotten to where she could swallow his stuff without puking, so that was the way she’d usually finished him after a long make out session, that or a hand-job.

		

		He’d finally given her an ultimatum at the end of their junior year; either let him fuck her or take a hike. Having grown bored with Jim by then anyway, Kathy had elected to take a hike.

		

		She’d dated several different boys during that summer and into the fall, giving the occasional blowjob or stroking them off with her fist. Most of them had proved even less adept at touching a vagina than had good old Jim, so Kathy had often been forced to settle for solitary masturbation with her newly-acquired vibrator in her room at night, after the date was over.

		

		It had been during this period that she’d begun to wonder what the big deal about sex was. She’d finally decided that she needed to let some guy go ahead and fuck her, so that she could see why everyone seemed to be so obsessed with something that she herself found to be somewhat fun, and pleasant enough, but not so fantastic that she couldn’t live without it—not as long as she had her buzzing little friend hidden away under her mattress at home.

		

		Bernie Jaeger was the lucky boy she’d chosen to do the deed with for the first time. He’d been tall and very attractive, an all-star flanker on the football team and popular with the girls. And he’d been quite taken with Kathy, asking her out a number of times before she finally decided to give him a try.

		

		They had gone to what she’d told her parents was dinner and a movie, but had actually been a house party, hosted by one of her friends whose parents were out of town that weekend. There had been a lot of booze, which Kathy had learned to stay strictly away from by then, but Bernie had sucked down a number of beers.

		

		Alone in a back bedroom, with him half drunk and as horny as he could be, they’d made out furiously, all of their clothes coming off along the way. She’d loved his solid, muscular body and the way his tongue was all over hers as they’d kissed, and he’d had a beautiful cock…so she’d thought, “why not?”

		

		Kathy had been very turned on, super-wet, and she was on the pill. So she had decided to let him be the first one to do her. Bernie had confidently rolled on a condom, turned her onto her back and spread her legs wide, and had mounted up.

		

		His eyes had rolled up into his head at the pain he’d felt when he’d attempted to break her hymen. His thick cock had bent nearly in two, and her pussy had felt as if someone was ripping at it with a pair of pliers!

		

		She’d learned later, from her doctor, that she had been cursed with an extraordinarily thick maidenhead—the kind that it was best to have lanced with a scalpel, in a doctor’s office, not by a half-drunken boy’s cock in a back bedroom. Kathy had screamed and cried and tried to get him off her, but he’d wanted pussy and had been determined to get it.

		

		And so her first time had been a horror, not a pleasure. He’d hurt her, badly, and she’d bled like a beheaded chicken, soaking the bedclothes and the mattress in dark red blood.

		

		After he’d finished fucking her, despite her screamed protests about the intense pain, she’d stuffed a tampon into place and demanded that he drive her home, after cleaning herself up as best she could. She’d gone through two more tampons that night, before the bleeding had completely stopped, and she’d finally fallen asleep feeling as if someone had ripped her tender pink insides apart with a chain saw.

		

		The soreness had lingered for a few days, so she’d finally slipped away to see her doctor, just to make sure there was no permanent damage. He’d assured her that there wasn’t, and had explained about her much thicker than normal hymen, telling her that it had, at least, been fully torn away by Bernie’s rough session with her and that sex wouldn’t be painful the next time she chose to have it.

		

		That had turned out to be quite a few weeks later. Needless to say, she hadn’t gone out with Bernie Jaeger again. And she’d turned down dates with other boys who had asked her out as well, still leery of letting another cock anywhere near her pussy.

		

		And so it was that halfway through her final year in high school, Kathy had taken up with her last boyfriend, Pierce Gardner. He had been nothing like any of the other boys she’d dated. Pierce had been tall and thin, almost to the point of being skinny. He’d worn glasses and had carried a straight “A” grade point average.

		

		Because of the deeply ingrained study habits Kathy had picked up while she’d been grounded for all of that time, her grades had continued to hover near the top of her class, and she’d been asked to join the on campus club made up of the elite students in school. And there she’d met Pierce; decided that she liked the shy, brainy, slightly aloof young man, and had started to date him.

		

		Pierce had been so nervous around her at first that she’d practically had to ask him out. He’d been too tongue-tied to make the first move.

		

		Seducing him had been fun. She’d never been around a boy before who was so awkward around girls that he wouldn’t try a thing on his own, so it had been a novelty, showing him how to kiss her breasts just the way she liked it, and how to touch her clit with his trembling finger. And what a blowjob felt like!

		

		As she sat in her bedroom now, remembering all of the forbidden thrills she’d introduced Pierce to, she realized that choosing him as her first steady sex partner—for actual, for-real, mount-up-and-ride sex—had probably been a huge mistake on her part. Because sex with Pierce had been amusing, and non-threatening, which had been what she’d wanted after her rude introduction to fucking by Bernie Jaeger, but it had also been sort of mechanical and passionless.

		

		Not that Pierce hadn’t enjoyed screwing her during the handful of times they’d gone all the way together that year and really fucked. But he’d never be any girl’s definition of a big, studly dude who really knew what he was doing in the sack. She’d had to teach him practically everything and, since she’d known next to nothing about fucking—just what she’d seen online and in porn films—sex between the two of them had been, she now realized, a pretty tame affair.

		

		“And now I’m supposed to go to a sex party with Damon this weekend, and fuck a bunch of guys who probably have tons of sex all the time and are really into it,” she whispered aloud, not quite believing the spot she suddenly found herself in. “And they’ll no doubt expect all of the girls at the party to be just as good at sex as they are!”

		

		Kathy abruptly realized that she was going to embarrass herself as Damon’s date for the swinger party. Given how relatively inexperienced she was at actual fucking, there was no way around that!

		

		She had actually broken things off with Pierce a few weeks before graduation, not for anything he’d said or done, but because she’d been very busy with year-end, pre-graduation preparations. And taking time to go out with Pierce and engage in the pleasant but not very thrilling couplings she shared with him had suddenly seemed more trouble than it was worth.

		

		So, she’d dumped him, because she’d abruptly come to the conclusion that sex by herself, with her vibrator, was enough for her at that point in her young life. It was always better than sex with Pierce, because she never failed to get herself off—which was more than she could say for banging away with him in the backseat of the old beater car he drove. He had always orgasmed when they’d been together, but she hadn’t!

		

		“Jesus, I’m in trouble,” she told herself aloud now, giving up on going back to sleep and getting out of bed to go make some coffee.

		

		Glancing over at the digital alarm clock, she saw that it was not yet eight-thirty in the morning; Kathy threw on some clothes and headed downstairs to the kitchen. She was now in a rising panic, realizing that she’d have to tell Damon that she couldn’t go to the party with him after all, and she was truly dreading that awful conversation!

		

		How horrible, she told herself as she watched the coffee begin to spill out into the carafe of her aunt’s fancy Bunn coffee maker, “having to admit to a guy you really like that you’re nothing but a baby when it comes to sex…that you were just talking through your hat when you led him to believe that you were all worldly-wise and such a great fuck.

		

		“Shit!” she said aloud, reaching for her empty cup.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Too nervous over her impending disastrous conversation with her yummy neighbor next door to be very hungry, Kathy nibbled at a piece of wheat toast, and ate a few strawberries while she drank her coffee. She went out on the back deck and sat under the umbrella at her aunt’s patio table, finishing up the coffee and the berries and thinking about what she would to say to Damon.

		

		Was there any way to salvage this? Was there a way to explain this mess in a way that would still leave him feeling even slightly friendly towards her?

		

		Maybe I could just lie and tell him my folks called and that I have to go to something with them that night, something I can’t get out of…like my sister’s birthday party or something, she thought, liking that idea more and more as she considered it.

		

		Audrey, her younger sister’s birthday was actually in November, not June, but Damon didn’t know that, now did he? She smiled, hope growing within her.

		

		The reality of the situation soon dashed that hope to smithereens as she thought things over more carefully. He had been really stoked about being able the go to the party after all, because of her volunteering to go with him.

		

		She realized bleakly, as she thought more about it, that a guy who enjoyed going to swinger parties as much as Damon seemed to probably wouldn’t be invited to just one. If she kept hanging around with her gorgeous neighbor—whom she still thought of every once in awhile as “Handsome Dan”, the first nickname she’d bestowed on him, back before she’d found out that his name was Damon—he’d no doubt end up asking her to accompany him to another one before too long.

		

		So lying to him wouldn’t accomplish a thing. It would merely postpone the inevitable, as long as he had this image of her as a wild, sexy, and swinging eighteen year old hottie who liked strange cock just fine—thank you very much!

		

		Just then, she heard the unmistakable splash of a body diving into the pool next door. She sighed, knowing that Damon liked to swim laps in the morning, to “help keep the old bod camera ready” as he’d told her one time when she’d commented on it.

		

		She got up and took her dishes and cup inside, put them in the sink, and trudged upstairs. Sure enough, when she looked out the back window of her bedroom, there he was, powering his way back and forth in the big pool just across the fence.

		

		“No time like the present to totally ruin your life, I guess,” she whispered, feeling utterly doomed as she got out of her clothes and into the tiny bikini.

		

		****

		

		“Uh, hey, Damon…Day?” she called to him a few minutes later, when she heard the splashing noise caused by him swimming laps finally come to a halt.

		

		“Yeah, Kath, what’s up?” he called back, his voice heaving with the effort, clearly out of breath from the ten minutes or so of uninterrupted trips up and down the big pool.

		

		“Can I, uh…come over and talk to you for a minute?” she said, hoping even as she said it that he’d say something in reply like, “Gee, now’s not a good time, Kath. I’ve got to be on set early to shoot a commercial this morning.”

		

		After all, it was Monday morning. So perhaps he would have to work today.

		

		But of course, he didn’t say that. Instead, he said, “Sure, come on around. I’ll let you in the front.”

		

		“Shit,” said Kathy for the second time that morning, grabbing up her towel and her sun tan oil, shuffling her way across the pool area with all of the enthusiasm of a death row convict taking that final long walk to the lethal injection chamber…

		

		Five minutes later, she was sitting nervously on the chaise lounge, looking at him, as he sprawled back on the lounger next to hers. She was glad she had her dark glasses on so that he couldn’t read the terror in her eyes.

		

		“So, what’s up, kitten?” he asked, a small grin playing across his handsome face. “Are you excited about Friday night?”

		

		Excited…petrified with fear is more like it, she thought, that’s why we’re having this conversation!

		

		“Uh, yeah…about the party,” Kathy stammered after a moment, when the continued silence on her part had started to feel awkward. “I…uh…probably can’t go after all.”

		

		Damon’s cheery face fell immediately. He blurted, “Aw, damn, why not? You’ll have big fun, I promise!”

		

		Kathy’s mind was racing, she considered the sister’s birthday lie again, rejected it for a second time; thought of telling him that the party happened to fall on the first day of her period, then tossed that idea for a fib aside as well, and finally decided to go with the truth, as embarrassing as that was—all in about a tenth of a second.

		

		“I can’t go because I lied to you yesterday,” she blurted, immediately hating how that sounded, and rushing to add, “Well, I didn’t really lie to you—so much as I just didn’t tell you the whole truth!”

		

		His handsome face had morphed by now into a fully puzzled expression. She took a deep breath and asked, “Are you going to work this morning? Am I holding you up from getting somewhere, because I wouldn’t want to do that—we can have this conversation later, if you need to be somewhere else?”

		

		He gave her a dubious smile and said, “No, I start work shooting a commercial for one of those credit card outfits on Thursday, but today is only Monday, and I’m free as a bird until then.”

		

		Leaning back in his lounger, he nodded toward her and said, “So fire away, little Kathy; what the heck is up with you—why this major case of cold feet all of a sudden?”

		

		She sighed and drew in a deep breath. Suddenly on the verge of tears again, she sucked in a deep breath and plunged ahead, “My parents are really strict…I couldn’t date until I was sixteen…”

		

		The words began to spill out of her like burst dams release pent-up water. She was soon babbling on about hand jobs and blowjobs. And then the two of them were laughing together about her first for-real BJ and her puking in her boyfriend’s lap afterward.

		

		Next, she was rushing through her account of exploring sex with Walter and getting caught and being grounded for so long. And then about the Jaeger boy deflowering her, and how absolutely awful that had been!

		

		Damon earned big points with her as his face clouded over with deep concern when she went through her initiation into the world of adult sex; her torn, bleeding hymen, the doctor’s visit. He sat up straighter in his lounger as she spoke of that traumatic experience, his sky-blue eyes caring and supportive.

		

		“And…and then…there was Pierce,” she said, gulping in air, sobbing just slightly with emotion by now, “he was my last boyfriend.”

		

		She sped through her initial attraction to him, and how it had been fun for her to be the one in a relationship who knew something about sex for a change, and how she’d seduced him. His forehead furrowed as she went through the description of sex with him, when they’d finally started to actually fuck.

		

		“And…and so that’s why I can’t go to that party with you,” she stammered at the end, suddenly running out of steam. “I don’t like sex enough to go to a party like that. I’d be awful at it, and everyone would be asking you for weeks afterward why you’d brought a girl who was so bad at…at…you know…at…fucking!”

		

		There was a long, stunned silence. Damon finally blinked, as if he’d just awoken from a hypnotic trance.

		

		He flashed a tiny smile her way and asked incredulously, “And you never came, even once, when this Pierce dude was balling you?”

		

		Thinking back rapidly, Kathy shook her head that she hadn’t. “I did have an orgasm a couple of times when he…you know…touched me, down there, after I showed him how to do it. But, no, never while we were…fucking.”

		

		Seeing the expression on Damon’s face and not wanting him to think her any weirder than he already no doubt did, she hastened to add, “You know, it did feel nice, having him inside me, holding me, doing it to me. I…uh…get real wet when I’m…excited, and so it never hurt or anything. It felt good. But, no, I never came.”

		

		There was another long lapse in the mostly one-sided conversation, and then Damon asked, “And the dude never ate you?”

		

		Kathy, who knew without even being able to see herself, that she was already bright red, felt her face turning even redder. She shook her head. She knew what eating pussy was all about—she’d seen it done a number of times on sex videos—but no one had ever done it to her.

		

		Damon suddenly beamed at her and extended his hand. He got up from the lounger as she shyly took it, and pulled her to her feet.

		

		“Shit, girl,” he whispered, drawing her in closer to him by her hand, “you don’t need to cancel out on the party; what you need is someone to teach you how to party!”

		

		He resolutely walked her into the house with him, still hand in hand, and led her right down a long hallway and into the master bedroom. Once inside, he gently removed her sunglasses and placed them on top of a nearby dresser before gathering her into his big arms.

		

		“And I’m just the dude to do it,” he whispered, right before their lips met for the first time.

		

		****

		

		Kissing Damon Draper wasn’t anything like kissing any other male she’d ever been with. Instead of a cocky boy, or a nervous boy, she was now in the arms of a confident, sexy man…a man who knew all about sex and seemed more than willing to teach her all about it, too. She melted into him, her heart pounding, her lower lips already starting to feel wet, her nipples getting all firm and pointy inside the bra of her bikini.

		

		This is so unbelievably cool, she thought as her tongue teased hers, I’ve daydreamed about kissing this guy just exactly like this since the very first day I saw him unloading his stuff out in the driveway!

		

		Kathy had just enough real-world experience to know that dreams—on those rare occasions when they do come true—were rarely as good in reality as they had been in your imagination. And this was no different.

		

		This was much better!

		

		Damon’s lips were so soft, so sweet against hers. And his big, manly chest against her nearly naked breasts was pure heaven.

		

		She sighed and lapped at his tongue like a hungry kitten going after cream. Her nipples felt like tiny pink glass beads inside her bra, they were so hard. And her pussy felt so wet that she just knew her bikini bottoms were already starting to get soaked through with lubricant.

		

		Damon was about to find that out, too, because just then, his hands moved down her back and made short work of the snap on the bra. She moaned as she felt him tug it upward, freeing her breasts, her stiff nipples digging into the bare skin of his chest.

		

		And then his hands moved downward, caressing her back, his fingertips sending pulses of excitement straight down her backbone, into her clit, as he slid them slowly down toward her ass. They came at last to her bikini bottoms and, in an instant, his deft fingers had flicked it off over her round little butt cheeks. She felt it slide down her legs and come to rest against the tops of her bare feet.

		

		Completely naked in his big arms, except for the unsnapped bra that now rested just at the top of her breasts, Kathy snuggled into her new lover’s chest, using the arms she had thrown around his neck to pull his lips even tighter onto hers. He took a perfect little ass moon in each big hand and squeezed.

		

		A low, hot moan escaped her lips and she shivered with lust in his embrace. He then moved the taut halves of her ass up and down gently, having the effect of rubbing her twin pussy lips against one another, their juicy surfaces gliding easily, her clit throbbing like crazy.

		

		Oh, Christ, I’m going to come before he even touches me down there, at this rate!

		

		Damon eased his mouth off of hers at that moment. He reached up and unhooked her useless swimsuit bra from around her neck and dropped in to the carpet, and then lowered his hands to shove his own suit down his legs, freeing his cock and balls.

		

		“Holy shit,” Kathy gasped, glancing down, “that thing is fucking gigantic!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Damon laughed easily. “No it’s not. Thanks for trying to make me feel special, but it’s just a cock, babe.”

		

		Kathy’s eyes never moved from the spectacle of his very large penis, throbbing as stiff as it could be just above his hairy, weighty-looking ball sac. She gulped and said, “You may think that. But none of the boys I’ve ever been with had anything near that large!”

		

		He laughed again and took her by the hand, stepping out of his suit, leading her over to the bed. He whispered, “Then you must have been dating the wrong boys, Kath. My dick’s not that big. It’s about eight inches long when it’s hard. Really huge ones are ten inches or more. Hell, some of them can be a foot long!”

		

		Kathy’s head shot up. She stared at him in disbelief.

		

		“A foot long,” she gasped, “who the heck can get a foot long dick up inside her?”

		

		“You’d be surprised at how much these little things stretch,” he said, grinning at her, touching her pussy lightly with his fingertips for the first time.

		

		A wave of fresh thrills crackled through Kathy’s clit as he lightly toyed with it. He stopped playing with her only long enough to sit down on the bed and draw her down next to him. When they were sprawled out in the middle of it together an instant later, he took her right hand and wrapped her fingers around his throbbing manhood while he kissed her again, his own fingers once more teasing her clitty.

		

		Pierce’s was maybe six inches, and Walter’s was even smaller, she thought frantically, wondering if she could possibly fit Damon’s huge cock inside her tiny pink slit, no matter how wet it was!

		

		That asshole, Bernie Jaeger’s cock was pretty big—but nowhere near as big as this one is!

		

		Kathy moaned again as Damon’s talented fingers stoked the fire in her clitty to new heights. His tongue was in her mouth again, and her nipples were still as stiff as could be against his manly chest.

		

		His cock—as massive as it seemed to her—still felt wonderful in her hand. She was so turned on just by touching it that she was having trouble catching a breath.

		

		It terrified her that Damon was going to put this huge thing inside her soon; she knew he was. But, at the same time, somehow…she wanted it!

		

		She was in deadly fear of having her insides ripped open again, the way Jaeger had torn up her virgin pussy. But, God help her, she still wanted to please Damon by letting him fuck her!

		

		“You’re so damned cute, Kath,” he sighed as he pulled his lips from hers at last and slid downward just a little, so that his mouth could reach her left nipple.

		

		“These are incredible,” he smiled up at her and then drug his tongue across the tiny nub briefly before adding, “so pink, so tiny and perfect.”

		

		He grinned at her and said, “And would you look at how they point upward?”

		

		With that, he gathered her nipple into his lips and began to suck lightly on it, his other hand leaving her clit to steal up here body and find her right nipple. His tongue and lips driving her nuts, teasing one breast and his fingertips tweaking and tugging at her other nipple just right, Kathy soon found herself sighing and moving her ass around atop the bedspread. One of her hands was still around his magnificent cock, stroking it slowly, the other toying with his long blond locks.

		

		“Oh, Damon, it feels so great,” she moaned, gasping for air, her tits jerking in unison as a huge throb of pre-come joy shot through them both. “Suck ‘em for me—God, but I love to have my titties sucked!”

		

		Damon turned her onto her back, her hand loosing its grip on his erection, and really went to work on her sensitive nipples. He kissed them, licked them, and fingered them—all at once—-moving from breast to breast, like a bee flitting from flower to flower in search of pollen. Whichever nipple he wasn’t licking and nursing at was busily teased to absolute arousal by his gentle fingertips.

		

		God, he’s the best I’ve ever felt when it comes to sucking and playing with my boobies! Kathy thought. He does it just right; he’s so good at it, so sure of himself, so…wonderful!

		

		Damon surprised her just then by pulling his mouth completely off her nipples and substituting instead two sets of fingertips. His lips then traveled down her chest and onto her tummy, kissing lightly at they went, his tongue slipping out to tease her as well, every other kiss or so.

		

		He was soon on his belly between her open legs, kissing just above the start of her close-trimmed, brownish-blonde pelt of pubic fur. He kissed his way quickly across it, arriving at her pussy itself, and Kathy sucked in a breath and held it.

		

		Would he? Would he be the first to…?

		

		Damon’s tongue tip tapped at her clit and all thoughts were driven from Kathy’s mind! His lips sucked in the tiny bead and the tongue tip swirled all around it, again and again as he gently nursed on it.

		

		And Kathy felt as if her lower body was suddenly alight with a fire that matched the intense heat already engulfing her swollen breasts! She moaned loudly and twisted her hips beneath him, pushing upward against his mouth.

		

		“Oh, oh, Damon,” she gasped. “No one’s ever…oh, oh, fuck but that feels wonderful!”

		

		Damon opened his mouth wider and sucked her whole pussy slit in between his nursing lips, driving his tongue into her, lapping at her tiny pink lips, teasing her clit. His mouth and tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, and his fingers bore down a little harder on her ready-to-burst nipples as he licked and sucked at her tender flesh.

		

		“Ungh! Oh, oh, God,” she grunted, her breasts jerking sharply under his magical touch, in perfect time with her pussy snapping open and closed around his invading, oh, so welcome tongue!

		

		He sucked her clit into his lips and tapped it again and again with the bottom of his tongue, softly tugging on her nipples in time with each tap. She took a huge breath and then screamed as she went off against his mouth.

		

		“Oh, I’m coming! Oh, fuck, I’m coming so fucking hard!”

		

		Damon rode her suddenly twisting, shivering body like an experienced rodeo hand rides a bronc, keeping his mouth glued to her orgasming pussy, and his fingers clamped down onto her tits as she shook beneath him. The sweetest release she’d yet experienced in her young life roared through her, lasting a lot longer than any self-induced, vibrator climax she’d ever managed to spark.

		

		When the incredible pulses of pleasure finally began to ebb, and she dropped back onto the bed, still quivering from the intensity of her orgasm. Damon pulled his mouth away from her sopping-wet pussy at last. He let her breasts slide out of his hands and got up onto his knees, his handsome face smeared with the copious juices from her climax.

		

		“Now, this beautiful little thing is super-slick and as wet as it can be,” he whispered down at her, taking his cock in his fist and running the head of it up and down her tiny pussy opening, covering it in her slippery girl-oil.

		

		“Let’s see if it will fit inside, okay?”

		

		Before she could say a word, she felt the wide, round, unbelievably hard knob up against her juicy lips, and he was leaning down over her, his lips descending upon hers. She started to protest that he had her pussy goo all over his face but before she could do so, his mouth was against hers and his tongue was inside her lips.

		

		She felt the weight of his body atop hers, his chest mashing down onto her still very sensitive nipples—feeling so wonderful that she could barely believe it—and his tongue was all over hers. Kathy sighed and wrapped her arms around him, realizing that her pussy juice was as sweet as it could be and that it was somehow very sexy to be kissing his oil-covered mouth like this.

		

		His cock nudged gently at her lower lips. He kept it pressed against them, not pushing, letting her pussy open and close against him until, at last, his cock head just seemed to melt right through them, and he was inside her!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, still kissing him as he pushed a few more inches down into her, letting him know, she hoped, how good it felt to her for him to be inside her at last.

		

		He took his time, letting her tight cunny absorb his cock at its own pace. After another minute or so, she felt him come to a stop, every inch of his enormous manhood now drilled down into her very willing pussy depths.

		

		“Oh, God, you’re so big!” she gasped as he raised his face from hers momentarily. “But it feels so good!”

		

		He kissed her lips again and began to fuck her, slowly and gently. Damon rode her high, dragging his huge cylinder of hot, hard male meat right across her clit with each stroke.

		

		Kathy moaned and ran her hands up and down his back and through his long, honey-colored locks. She pushed her hips up off the bed in time with his thrusts into her, reveling in the way their bodies fit so perfectly together, at how unbelievably good it felt to get fucked by this beautiful man!

		

		I get it now! She thought as he gradually increased his pace, fucking her faster and harder as the moments ticked by. This is what sex is supposed to feel like! This is heaven; this is why people are willing to do all of the crazy things they do to get it—just to feel this good for a little while!

		

		She sighed and sucked lovingly at his tongue, her whole body trembling with pleasure. The mystery of sex was solved at last: she never wanted this incredible union of his glorious body and hers to end!

		

		Damon gasped and pulled his lips away. He stared down at her with an awed expression and murmured, “Jesus, Kathy, your pussy is fantastic! What a hot fuck you are, cutie!”

		

		Kathy shivered, staring up into his impossibly blue eyes, at that handsome face. Hearing him say that she was a fantastic fuck sent her right over the edge!

		

		Damon thinks I’m hot! She marveled. My God, the hottest guy on the planet thinks I’m good in bed!

		

		The orgasm swept up out of her cunny and enveloped her whole body in an instant. She groaned and clung tight to him, working her exploding pussy against his wonderful cock, grinding her spasming clitty against it as it penetrated her again and again!

		

		“That’s it,” he panted, fucking her hard and deep, “come for me, Kathy. Come hard, you pretty baby!”

		

		Kathy’s orgasm ramped up a notch. She dug her nails into his broad back and moaned, “Oh, God, yes! Fuck me—fuck that big thing into me, really give it to me!”

		

		Damon threw his hips into overdrive; banging her climaxing pussy like there was no tomorrow. A white-hot series of orgasmic flashes gripped Kathy and she held on tight and just came and came!

		

		“Ooooooooh, oh, fuck…it’s lasting so long!” she wailed as her release peaked, the room swirling around as she clung to Damon and he fucked her furiously.

		

		At last, the heady twinges of pure joy lost their intensity and she came floating back down from heaven to the bed’s surface. She released her death-grip on Damon’s back and stretched out beneath him, thoroughly sated.

		

		“God, that was unbelievable,” she whispered, smiling up at him shyly, his cock sliding out of her pussy.

		

		“Just an appetizer,” he grinned at her. “The main course is coming up.”

		

		She looked down and saw that his cock was still as hard as it could be and shivered with…anticipation…wonder…fear?

		

		My God, what’s he going to do to me now? She wondered.

		

		****

		

		“Come here, beauty girl, and take a little ride, okay?” he said, reaching for her.

		

		Kathy took his hand and he drew her up into a sitting position. Then he lay down next to her, on his back, and guided her up onto her knees.

		

		Damon patted her left knee and she obediently raised it up off the mattress and let him swing it over his reclining torso, centering her over his still very stiff prick. She quickly got the idea, having seen this done in a few porn clips she’d watched, and settled herself down onto his cock.

		

		It split her super-wet pussy open easily as she let her weight down on it and she gasped as she felt it go all the way up inside her. She sighed as she came to rest on his loins, staring down at him in wonder.

		

		“God, it feels even bigger this way!” she murmured. “It goes in so deep!”

		

		“Fuck me, Kathy,” he whispered. “Come down here and give me a kiss while you take that little ride.”

		

		She bent over and pushed her lips down onto his and began to tentatively work her hips up and down on his impaling manhood. She had to admit, it felt wonderful up inside her, and she loved the feeling of being stuffed full of cock over and over again as she made out with her hot, sweet, oh, so sexy neighbor!

		

		This is cool! She thought, growing bolder by the second, now twisting her hips experimentally, corkscrewing down onto him, as she rode the huge cock. I’ve seen this done a dozen times in porn movies, but this is the first time I’ve ever had the nerve to try I it myself. Pierce had no creativity when it came to sex, and I was too much of a wussy to try much of anything other than straight, on-my-back fucking!

		

		After another minute or so of the torrid ride, Damon gently pushed her away from him so that he could suck her tits as she fucked him. Kathy sighed, closed her eyes, and eagerly fed him her breasts.

		

		“Oh, suck ‘em for me,” she hissed, her pussy contracting around his gliding cock, “oh, Jesus, it feels good when you suck my hot nipples while I ride you!”

		

		Damon suddenly chewed lightly on her tender pink nub as he brought the palm of his right hand up and smacked her across her ass cheeks. Kathy screamed at the unexpected flash of discomfort, and ground her pussy down onto him while he nipped at her tit again and spanked her even harder.

		

		“Oh, God, bite my nippy!” she cried out. “Spank me! I’m such a bad girl! You should spank me. Spank my ass!”

		

		Damon did just that, changing tits and chewing on her left nipple now instead of her right one, and slapping her across her comely little butt even harder. She shivered and opened her eyes, staring down at her handsome lover, as excited as she could be, saying, “Oh, fuck, this is so hot! Fuck me—fuck me and spank my ass, Damon, you fucking hottie!”

		

		He grinned up at her, nipping at her tit again, a bit harder this time, and really starting to wail away on her pretty young butt. She threw back her head and screamed again.

		

		“Oh, oh, my clitty…it’s throbbing so hard! I’m going to come! You’re going to make me come again, babe!”

		

		Damon rammed up into her, his hips moving faster and faster, and she responded by wiggling her ass up and down more quickly as well. Blows rained down on her, sending searing, exquisite jolts of pain/pleasure through her bottom, making her clit throb even harder.

		

		He bit down sharply on her nipple and smacked her ass with as much force as either of her parents had ever used when they’d spanked her as a child for being bad. Kathy yowled in ecstasy, her pussy clamping down hard on his dick, her tits jerking in unison.

		

		“I’m coming!” she wailed. “Oh, holy fuck, I’m coming again!”

		

		Damon fucked up into her like a wild man, gliding his fat dick across her climaxing clit dozens of times as she went off, spanking her butt furiously, his teeth dragging at her captured nipple. Kathy’s vision took on a crimson tinge and she came as hard as she ever had in her life, screwing herself down onto him again and again, the fiery spasms of pleasure gripping her whole body!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Kathy lay panting for breath as her head gradually cleared after the all-encompassing orgasm. She had slid off of him and was lying on her tummy. She heard Damon open a drawer over on his side of the bed.

		

		Turning her head so that she could glance over and see what he was doing, she saw him close the nightstand drawer, a big tube of something in his hand. She smiled languidly at him, still lost in the warm afterglow of the enormous climax she’d just enjoyed.

		

		“What’s that?” she asked him.

		

		He moved over behind her and she noticed that his seemingly ever-hard cock was still as stiff as it could be. She suddenly felt something cool and gooey being dabbed against her asshole, and rose up on her elbows, turning her head so that she could see what he was doing.

		

		Damon’s cock was now dripping with a clear, thick coating of whatever he was rubbing onto her bottom. She gasped as his finger pushed some of the goo into her anus and then followed the big glob inside,

		

		“Wha-What the fuck?” she stammered, his finger now deep in her ass passage, smearing the slippery stuff all around inside her.

		

		“I’m going to fuck this incredibly pretty little butt of yours next, Kath,” he said in a breath, excited-sounding voice. “It’s just so unbelievably tight and cute. And I know from spanking it that it’s very sensitive to pleasure, too.”

		

		“Uh, hey…I don’t about that…I mean I never…” her protesting voice trailed off.

		

		Walter had touched her asshole a few times, experimentally, but she’d always firmly moved his hand away and he hadn’t pushed it. And Pierce had asked her once about trying anal sex but she’d shut that idea down with just a glare, and timid, unsure-of-himself Pierce hadn’t ever brought up the subject again.

		

		“I won’t hurt you, I promise,” Damon whispered as he slid his finger out of her lubed up anus. “Here, get up on your hands and knees and let’s try it, okay?”

		

		Kathy’s mind was racing. Did she really want to give this kinky, taboo sort of sex a try?

		

		She’d seen it, too, practiced in porn videos a few times. But she had never imagined that she; herself would ever let anyone do something like…this, to her!

		

		Nevertheless, she soon found herself up on her hands and knees in front of him. She felt his gooey cock head touch her anal opening and shivered from head to toe.

		

		It felt electric, somehow! This was such a strange, utterly nasty act that just the thought of doing it with him excited her tremendously.

		

		Am I really going to try this? She asked herself, knowing that it was now or never, as far as stopping this violation of her body was concerned. In another few seconds, it would be too late!

		

		Damon pushed gently, steadying her with one big hand on the side of her left ass cheek. She sighed, feeling her pucker stretch. And she knew, in that instant, that she wasn’t going to try and stop him.

		

		I can’t say no to him, she realized. I want him too much! If he wants to fuck me, back…there, then I guess he’s going to!

		

		Slowly, she felt her anal opening flutter against his pressing cock head. She groaned as it parted her fully and sunk inside her butt for the first time.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s too big!” she protested as another inch and then another slid into her pried open anus.

		

		“Shhhhhh, just take it up that cute little butt of yours like a good girl,” his voice was soft and reassuring as he pushed a few more inches of his steely rod into her.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” Kathy sighed as he filled her formerly virgin ass completely with cock.

		

		“Oh, man, are you ever tight!” Damon gasped, his balls coming to rest against her wet pussy lips.

		

		The hand that had been resting on her left hip slid under her and found her clit. He strummed his fingertips across it as he withdrew his sheathed cock, and a huge flurry of pre-come twinges of pleasure shot through her pussy and, strangely, right into her penetrated ass!

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Kathy sighed, liking the way that felt a lot.

		

		He leaned over her back still further as he drove his prick back into her anus, right up to his balls, once more. His other hand touched her dangling nipples, first one and then the other, while his fingertips caressed her clit and his cock began to slowly, steadily, drill her ass.

		

		That feels so weird! Kathy thought as she got fucked in the ass for the first time.

		

		It felt sort of good, surprisingly. The way his talented fingers were heating up her tits and her pussy, in concert with the warm, building friction of his cock gliding up and down inside her ass tunnel, was beginning to feel just fine!

		

		“Oh, it doesn’t hurt,” she breathed excitedly. “It…it feels okay.”

		

		Damon caressed her clit a bit more firmly; speeding up his strokes into her bottom, and began to pinch her nipples lightly between his fingertips as he fucked her. That brought a renewed flutter of sensual joy to her clit and nipples, as well as a fresh wave of good feeling to her well-fucked anus.

		

		“L-Like that!” she gasped, her tits, clitty, and ass sheath all clasping as one, a new tremor of pre-come delight suddenly shooting through her whole body. “Do it just like that, Damon, darling! Fuck my hot asshole and squeeze my titties while you play with my clit!”

		

		Almost before she knew it, she was shaking her ass back onto his thrusting penis, enthusiastically burying it to the hilt between her taut butt cheeks, her tits and clitty starting to throb like mad. Damon was fucking her flat out now, just as he had her cunny earlier. The steady smack of his thighs against hers filled the room and she was cooing and murmuring softly, “Oh, yes, oh, yes, fuck my hot ass!”

		

		Damon was panting like he’s swum a hundred laps by now, powering his mighty cock in and out of her as fast as he could move his muscular hips. His fingers were all over her nipples and her clit, teasing and tugging in a way that had Kathy gasping for breath as well.

		

		“Jesus, what a fuck you are!” he groaned just then. “This beautiful butt of yours was just made for fucking, you little sweetie!”

		

		Kathy felt herself going over the top yet again. Hearing Damon’s praise, coupled with the incredible feelings coursing through her trembling body, sent her tumbling off the cliff and right into a huge orgasm.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh! Oh, God, I’m coming again,” she keened, her whole body shaking beneath his hot pounding.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what hot little girl you are, babe!” he growled, his cock suddenly bathing her anal passage with hot, slippery come.

		

		Feeling Damon finally shoot his load into her was too much for Kathy. She felt her knees go to rubber as the orgasm peaked, and then she was down on the bed on her tummy, with Damon’s big cock still banging down into her butt cheeks, filling her bowels with semen as he continued to fuck her.

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” she hissed, coming even harder. “Oh, God, yes—fuck me, fuck all of that hot stuff into me, darling!”

		

		He groaned and fired a few more tiny spurts of jism into her tight confines, coming to rest on top of her splayed out body. He kissed her neck and whispered, “Jesus, but you’re a terrific fuck, Kathy. Are you sure you never did anal before?”

		

		She giggled, somewhat breathlessly underneath him. “No, you just got my cherry, as far as that kind of sex goes. That was my very first time.”

		

		He pulled his spent cock slowly out of her butt and rolled onto his side, gathering her into his big arms. He pulled her over onto her side, facing him, and wrapped those arms around her, Kathy’s nipples up against his slightly sweaty chest.

		

		“You’re quite a girl, Kath,” he told her, looking into her eyes, smiling contentedly. “What was all that nonsense about you being a lousy fuck?”

		

		Kathy giggled for a moment and then, whispered, “Maybe I’m better at sex than I originally thought; do you think?”

		

		He favored her with a wry little grin. “There may be hope for you. We should investigate further, after lunch.”

		

		Disengaging from her embrace he asked brightly, “How about a shower before I fix us something to eat, cutie?”

		

		“Uh, okay,” Kathy said, slightly thrown by that idea.

		

		She had never showered with a boy before. Actually, she had never showered with anyone before, unless you counted a couple of dozen other girls in P.E. class. But it did sound like sort of naughty fun at that!

		

		Damon got up and reached out a big hand to her. She took it and he tugged her from the bedspread and steered her toward the master bathroom a few feet away.

		

		Once he had the water adjusted just the way he wanted it, he took her hand again and escorted her inside the clear glass enclosure, shutting the door behind them. She shivered involuntarily as she felt his hands on her naked body from behind her, a bar of soap in one hand.

		

		“Mmmmmm, such personal service,” she purred as two soapy fingers slipped up inside her recently-fucked asshole and began to sluice out the male jizz that had begun to ooze out. “I may never take another shower by myself.”

		

		“I just may not let you,” he told her flirtingly as he finished with her bottom and turned her around in the shower’s pelting spray so that the suds could be washed away.

		

		He kissed her as his soapy hands began to wash her pussy and stray up onto her tits. They glided over her nipples and Kathy trembled again, wondering if he was going to fuck her in the shower!

		

		His fingers felt so sexy, so exciting, caressing her breasts, and then washing out her pussy, dragging across her clit as he soaped her clean. She sucked lightly at his tongue and moved her own wet hands up his back and into his hair as the steamy kiss went on and on.

		

		She felt his cock touch her belly and opened her closed eyes to glance downward. Sure enough, he was half hard again!

		

		“My turn,” she whispered breathlessly as she broke off the kiss and took the soap from him.

		

		“You know, it is important to make sure a guy washes off his cock thoroughly after he butt-fucks you, before you let him fuck you in the pussy again,” Damon told her as she soaped up his prick and stroked it to hardness. “There’s bacteria up your bottom that don’t play nicely with the ones that live up inside your twat—yeast infections and all of that yucky shit, you know?”

		

		Eeewwwww! She thought, mentally turning her pert little nose up at the idea of yeast infections.

		

		But what she said was, “Oh, are we going to fuck again, then, cowboy?”

		

		He drew her in close and kissed her, long and hard. At last, he released her and said, “I think there’s a good chance we will, hot stuff.”

		

		Before Kathy could catch a breath, she found herself out of the shower, hastily dried off, and flat on her back in the middle of Damon’s big bed once again. His lips were on hers and his cock was driven down into her pussy and he was balling the bejeezus out of her!

		

		Oh, yes! She thought, in ecstasy again, her heels locked together over his thrusting hips, her breasts tight against his chest, that sweet fire building yet again in her pussy, this is fucking! This is what it’s all about—this is pure heaven!

		

		She lost track of time. There was only Damon and his gorgeous cock and the heady sound of is loins smacking into hers; the exquisite feel of him pushing her open, filling her…fucking her!

		

		This orgasm started in her clit, building and building over long minutes, joyous minutes. She felt it rising in her tits, and ground them against his magnificent bare chest, reveling in how it felt to get it like this…hard and deep and insistent.

		

		Damon wanted her hot pussy and he was taking it. And she loved every second of it!

		

		“Uh, oh, oh, Kath!” he suddenly gasped, drawing his lips away from hers. “I’m gonna’ come in this tight little pussy of yours! Are you on the pill? Can I shoot it in you?”

		

		She unlocked her heels from around his butt and dug them into the mattress, pushing her pussy upward to spear every last inch of his prick into her, growling, “You’d better, mister! Because I’m coming too, and I want to feel that hot stuff shooting into me right now!”

		

		Damon moaned and unleashed a whopper of a load into her, bathing her womb in spunk. Kathy shivered and gripped him hard, her arms around his torso, her cunny going off like crazy as he came in her pussy for the very first time.

		

		Jesus, it’s so good! She marveled; orgasming furiously. It feels so good when a man comes in you this way!

		

		The two of them clung together, locked in their mutual climax, Damon’s big dick spurting again and again inside her, Kathy’s cunny sucking at him, drawing his semen out with its tiny flutters of release. It was the most wonderful thing she’d ever imagined!

		

		“Fuck, so that’s what it’s supposed to be like,” Kathy wheezed, melting back onto the mattress beneath him as she finally stopped coming.

		

		Damon’s handsome face morphed from pure bliss into a questioning look. She smiled shyly up at him and whispered, “That’s the first time a guy ever came in me…without wearing a rubber.”

		

		She remembered her recent introduction to anal sex and added quickly, “In my pussy, I mean.”

		

		He grinned down at her, still holding her tight in his big arms. “All kinds of firsts for you today, huh, kid?”

		

		Kathy felt herself blush and nodded her agreement. She murmured, “And I’m enjoying every one of them, too.”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this?” Kathy asked uncertainly.

		

		Damon—who had her back in the shower, knelt in front of her wet pussy, safety razor in hand, her pubic fur coated with a thick layer of his shaving cream—looked up at her and grinned. He began to move the razor in long, sure swipes across her mons.

		

		“It will grow back, if you don’t like it,” he assured her as her close-cropped covering of pussy fur began to disappear.

		

		In less than three minutes, Kathy’s pussy was a bare as a two year old girl’s. She stared down at it in disbelief. Her cunny looked so naked this way—and her tiny pink slit looked, somehow, even tinier!

		

		“Are you sure guys at this swinger party will dig this look?” she asked doubtfully. “I look like a little girl!”

		

		He leered up at her after inspecting his work carefully, looking for stray long hairs or short, bristly stubble. Satisfied, he told her, “You really don’t know much about men, do you, cutie? I swear—half of them would rather bang a baby-pussy than the hottest girl who posed for Playboy last year!”

		

		Eeewwwww, how gross! Kathy thought, momentarily disgusted with the whole male species.

		

		But she knew that he was probably right. And, thinking back on it, she recalled how many girls she’d seen in the shower room last semester that had sported the bald look, most of them being aficionados of the full Brazilian bikini wax.

		

		Virtually all of the varsity cheerleaders had gone that way, now that she thought about it. And those snooty, prettier-than-thou bitches were always first in line for a new trend!

		

		“Actually,” Kathy said at last, “I’m more concerned with how you like it, Damon, since you’re…uh…kind of …important to me, you know?”

		

		He got back up onto his feet and wrapped his arms around her. “Let’s go get ourselves some lunch, and maybe grab some sun out by the pool, and then I’ll show you how I like it, okay?”

		

		She smiled up at her handsome lover and nodded. And then he was kissing her again.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Lunch had been a wonderful grilled chicken breast salad that Damon had thrown together while the chicken had been grilling out on the patio. He’d given her a choice of six different salad dressings and she’d chosen something called “Green Goddess”, simply because it was green and she’d never even heard of it before, let alone tried it.

		

		“Why so many dressings?” she’d inquired as they’d sat down under the umbrella of his patio table.

		

		“I eat a cubic ton of salads,” he’s said simply, grinning at her. “Got to keep the old bod ready for the cameras, and fat dudes are definitely out in Hollywood this year, or haven’t you heard?”

		

		Kathy had been slightly nervous, sitting outside naked with him as they’d eaten what had turned out to be a thoroughly delicious lunch together. He had explained that since her aunt’s was the only two-story house that overlooked his back yard, and everyone in the neighborhood had ten foot high fences, they were perfectly safe from prying eyes.

		

		It did feel kind of cool to be nude by the pool with him, she had to admit. She found that she loved being naked around him, even outside like this.

		

		Kathy had never considered herself to be an exhibitionist, but didn’t mind showing off her body to Damon, now that he’d seen all of it anyway. In fact, she liked the way his eyes kept drifting over her, staring first at her tits and then down through the table’s clear glass top to ogle her naked, newly-shaved pussy.

		

		“So, you’re going to UCLA in the fall, eh?” he asked her as they ate the last of their salads.

		

		“Yeah, I’m going to try anthropology,” she told him. “My aunt, the one who owns the house next door that I’m care-taking for, makes it sound so interesting. I thought I’d check it out.”

		

		He nodded approvingly. “I went to USC. I have a Bachelor of Fine Arts in Acting, and a minor in Philosophy.”

		

		Kathy just about choked on her last mouthful of salad. She stared disbelievingly at him from across the table and asked, “No shit? USC…that’s quite a school, you know what I’m saying?”

		

		He grinned at her. “Yeah, I know. My new-age hippy, surfer-dude persona makes it hard to believe that I actually graduated from a good college, right?”

		

		His face went serious and he said, “See, little Kathy, I’m quite a good actor, right? I play this carefree, beefcake dude without a care in the world and without a thought in his brain every waking hour of every single day. I’m acting all the time, constantly in character.”

		

		She didn’t know what to say to that. Was it true? Was the Damon she’d come to know and love just a character he was playing?

		

		He beamed at her. “Had you going there for a minute, didn’t I?”

		

		Damon finished up his salad and washed it down with the last of the chilled Chablis he’d had with lunch. He shook his head, admitting, “I’m not really acting. I do have the degree, and it’s true that I’m a lot deeper, intellectually, than I appear to be. But, on another level, I really am pretty much like I come across.”

		

		He waited a beat and then added, “See, I’m happy in my own skin, Kathy. I know what’s important to me, so I don’t have to offer a lot of pretense to the world. I don’t go out of my way to seem educated or particularly well-spoken, although I can be, if I decide I need to do that, for a role or something.”

		

		Damon got up and offered her his hand. “I prefer to project the simplest part of my personality—Damon Draper, hustling actor, carefree explorer of my baser instincts, lover of beautiful women, and general, down-to-earth good guy. What’s wrong with that?”

		

		Kathy stared at him almost shyly as she got to her feet, feeling as if she’d just discovered a brand new Damon. She said, “It’s just hard to deal, you know; learning that you’ve got all of that education, which you seem to want to keep hidden from everyone…it makes me see you differently, somehow.”

		

		He smiled and nodded approvingly, pulling her to him, whispering, “You know what I really like about you, Kathy?”

		

		She shook her head that she didn’t, her heart picking up beats every second that her naked breasts were pressed against his broad chest. He grinned at her and said softly, “You’re bright as you can be. Sure, I love those great little tits, and that incredible pussy, and your perfect ass. But it’s the fact that you’re smart as a whip, underneath all of that ‘cute’ that you’ve got going on, that really attracts me to you.”

		

		He moved them out from under the umbrella and over to the loungers, holding her close, almost as if they were waltzing without the benefit of music. When they were next to one of the chaise lounges, he gently laid her down atop it and got down on his knees between her legs.

		

		“Oh and there’s this, too, of course,” he told her with an impish smile as he lay down on his stomach, his face inches from her sex.

		

		“No man on earth can resist a girl with a cute little pink treasure like this one, all shaved bare and ready to lick!”

		

		Kathy sucked in her breath as his tongue shot out and slithered all over her newly-shaved pussy. He licked and kissed and sucked and, in no time, she was sighing with pleasure as he gobbled her right up!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Jesus, yes, please do it just like that!” she whispered, wanting to scream but too aware of neighbors across the back fence to let herself.

		

		Damon had licked her to a thrilling, shivering, climax with his tongue. She’d never orgasmed outside before, under the blue sky, without a stitch of clothing on, her pussy as bare as it could be—a man worshipping it with his mouth and tongue!

		

		It had been glorious. And then he’d flipped her over onto her tummy and she’d gripped the back of the lounger as he’d driven his hard cock into her still-shuddering pussy from in back. He’d fucked her doggy-style for minutes on end by now, and she was ready to come yet again.

		

		God, what a stud he is! She thought as he banged her into the lounger, the old plastic creaking like crazy beneath his onslaught.

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that, please!” she begged, her pussy pulsing around his driving cock. “Oh, God, Damon, fuck my brains out with that huge dick of yours!”

		

		“Jesus, you’re a sexy little thing.” he whispered in her ear. “Your pussy is fantastic, Kathy. Can you come for me again, honey? Let me feel that sweet little thing go off around my cock one more time, okay?”

		

		Kathy gurgled, too turned on to form words. Her cunny was right there. Another minute or less of this intense, awesome sex and she’d…she’d…she…She was suddenly there!”

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she growled, coming hard.

		

		Damon pounded his dick into her even faster and Kathy saw stars. She shivered against the back of the lounger, pressing her tits into the surface of the pad, groaning with pleasure.

		

		“Oh, oh, you fuck me so great!” she gasped, “Oh, God, Damon, you make me come so hard…and so fucking long!”

		

		Damon was panting in her ear with the effort of powering his big cock in and out of her climaxing, grasping pussy sheath. Kathy thought she might pass out; the pleasure was so intense, so fulfilling!

		

		She thought about that plain-vanilla sex she’d had with Pierce for a fleeting second and almost laughed out loud. That had been baby sex, just two inexperienced kids fooling around—this was the real thing!

		

		“Fuck, Kathy, I love the way you come,” he hissed in her ear, still fucking her furiously. “You’re such a thrilling woman, babe. You come like a house afire!”

		

		Kathy mewled and pushed her body into the lounger, the heavenly spasms still gripping her, although not as hard now. She was nearly purring by the time the last little flutter rippled through her pussy and she felt Damon pull his cock out of her sated slit.

		

		“God damn, look at that juice!” he sighed, staring down at her flooded cunny lips.

		

		To her shock, he suddenly reached around her and put the lounger down flat, then went onto his stomach behind her. He licked frantically at her juicy thighs, her flowing pussy mouth; finally running his tongue up and down between her ass cheeks.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, what are you doing?” she gasped as she felt him punch his tongue into her anus and begin to fuck her with it!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” he murmured, shoving his tongue in as deep as he could get it, his fingers stealing down to tease her clit as he orally fucked her bottom.

		

		God, this is so perverted…so sensual…so fucking great! Kathy thought, shocking herself by eagerly screwing her ass back onto his invading tongue.

		

		He slipped both hands under her and urged her hips up off the lounger. She got up onto her elbows and knees, and Damon could easily reach her pussy now with his delving fingertips, as he continued to ass-fuck her with his slippery tongue!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, you’re getting me so hot again!” she moaned, loving what he was doing to her, even though it was so incredibly nasty…or perhaps because it was so incredibly nasty!

		

		After another minute or so of the torrid anal penetration and clit tickling, Damon pulled his tongue out of her bottom and reached over for the sun tan oil lying on the small table next to the lounger. He squirted a big jet of the slippery oil into her gaped open anus and tossed the tube back onto the table.

		

		“Got to have this sweet little ass of yours again, Kath,” he sighed as he eased his cock head into her butt and pushed.

		

		“Oh, yeaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!” she groaned enthusiastically, pushing backward, spearing him deep into her asshole. “Fuck me back there, too! Fuck my hot ass, Damon, you big stud!”

		

		In seconds, he was balling the bejeezus out of her bottom and she was reveling in every second of it. He reached under her with his free hand and stroked her nipples, his other hand still teasing her clit as he butt-fucked her hard.

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, yes!” she gasped, reveling in every smack of his pelvis against her ass cheeks.

		

		God, it feels good to get fucked in the ass! She thought. Who would have ever guessed?

		

		Damon rutted away in her slippery ass sheath like a wild man, puffing and grunting with the effort as he drilled her. Kathy mewled and sighed and ground her cute bottom back onto his driving cock.

		

		“Fuck, baby,” he growled, breathing hard, “you’ve got the most perfect butt I’ve ever fucked! You’re incredible, Kathy—what hot little girl you are!”

		

		Kathy whimpered at his praise, marveling at how good it felt to get it like this, out under the afternoon sun, with a man she was rapidly falling in love with, a man who could make her come every time he touched her—it seemed. She felt her pussy tightening the way it did when she was about to go off.

		

		“Oh, God, Katy, take it!” He bellowed at that moment, the neighbors clearly forgotten. “Take it right up that incredible ass of yours!”

		

		She felt him erupt into her once again, and that was enough to set her own orgasm into motion. He squeezed her nipple between his fingertips as he creamed her asshole, and huge shudder gripped her as her pussy clenched tight and her anus closed up as well.

		

		“Oh, I’m coming, too, Damon!” she panted. “Shoot it. Shoot it right up my ass!”

		

		He groaned in her ear and pumped her butt full of spunk as he thrummed her clit and pinched her nipple. She whined and twisted back onto him reveling in how hard he was coming into her clenching bottom, at how hard she was coming in response!

		

		****

		

		“I guess I should gather up my swimsuit and go home now,” she said quietly, twenty minutes later, as they finished drying each other from their last shower.

		

		He looked over at her quizzically and then shook his head adamantly. “Fuck that!”

		

		Her eyes went wide at his sudden vehemence. She asked softly, “What do you mean?”

		

		Stepping over to her, he swept her naked body into his arms and said, “I mean that I’m not letting the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever come across just waltz out the door so easily, Kathy.”

		

		Her heart began to pound as she stared up into his hungry blue eyes. He whispered, “I want you to sleep with me tonight. Can you do that? Will you?”

		

		She went all gooey inside at the very thought of that. She’d never spent the night with a man before. All of her sexual experiences had been either in the back seat or the front seat of a car, except for those handjob-afternoons with Walter, and her one, awful time in bed with Bernie Jaeger.

		

		“Do you really want me to?” she asked, hoping against hope that the answer was yes.

		

		“Of course,” he told her with a saucy wink. “You haven’t even sucked my cock yet, and from what you’ve told me, you’re pretty good at that.”

		

		She felt herself blush, but whispered, “Well, I’ve done it a few times before, but I’ll let you be the judge of whether I’m really any good at it or not, darling.”

		

		“After dinner, we’ll find out,” he promised her with little smile. “I’m going to barbeque us up some ribs for us, and then there’s this old movie on HBO’s classic channel that I want to catch. It’s got this old-time actor by the name of Errol Flynn in it and I want to check it out, okay?”

		

		She nodded, feeling so pleased at the prospect of a nice dinner with Damon and then having his wonderful cock in her mouth, and then spending the night with him, that she would have gladly watched six hours of test patterns, if that’s what he’d wanted to do. She just hoped her blowjob skills were everything he seemed to expect them to be…

		

		****

		

		“This guy is amazing,” Damon said, sipping his wine, his eyes on the tall, very handsome actor on screen. “He fucking owns this movie, every time he steps on screen. He’s so cocksure of himself, so…what’s the right word? Devil-may-care, that’s it. He’s so fucking cool and devil-may-care!”

		

		“He’s way cute, too, for an old guy, too,” Kathy commented, enjoying the movie a lot.

		

		It was an old version of Robin Hood, shot in color; something Damon had shared with her was a rarity in 1938, when the film had been made. The film was exciting, and funny, and Errol Flynn was handsome as hell!

		

		“This is the kind of stuff I’d like to do,” Damon said, watching intently. “Kind of like what Kevin Costner has done with his career. He remade Robin Hood, too, but it wasn’t as good as this version.”

		

		“This is the best one of these I’ve ever seen,” Kathy agreed. “The dude who plays the sheriff in this is awesome, too!”

		

		“That’s Basil Rathbone,” Damon said, absently, still entranced with Flynn’s performance. “He was the best Sherlock Holmes ever, from what my drama teachers said back in school. I caught him in a couple of those old black and white Holmes movies, and I have to say, they were right.”

		

		Damon had made some popcorn. They ate it in silence for a while after that, just staring at the big screen television, Damon with his glass of dark red wine, her with a Pepsi.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		When the movie was over, they cleaned up the dishes from dinner and the popcorn bowls and wine glass before moving back into the bedroom. Kathy’s heart was beating fast, just from the newness of spending the night in bed with a guy!

		

		They were naked already, so they didn’t have any clothes to remove. Damon held her close once they were in bed, and then began to make out with her.

		

		Kathy felt her pussy start to flood with lubricant immediately, and she shamelessly rubbed her erect little pink nubs against his hard pectoral muscles as they kissed. She reached down and found his cock, already hard as it could be, and stroked it gently as her tongue toyed with his.

		

		“Will you suck it for me, Kath?” he whispered when the kiss finally ended.

		

		“God, will I ever?” she hissed excitedly, scooting down own the bed to find his big cock head with her mouth.

		

		Trembling, hoping she did it just the way he liked it, Kathy lapped all around his big cock’s fat tip, getting it super-wet. He moaned and stroked her hair with both hands as she licked him, lying back against the head of the bed, two pillows behind his back.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, sucking it into her mouth at last, letting him know how much she wanted it.

		

		Kathy licked around and around his sweet cock as she began to bob her head on it. She got half of it into her mouth and down her throat on the first pass, and slightly more than that on the second and third.

		

		Damon moaned out his encouragement and slid his hands around to the sides of her head, tilting it just slightly, and more than two thirds of his big dick slid into her mouth on her next try. She gurgled with pleasure at that little accomplishment and sucked a bit harder, her tongue never stopping.

		

		“Jesus, babe, you are quite the little cocksucker, at that!” he sighed approvingly, his eyes bright with lust as he watched her gobble him up.

		

		Kathy made a little mewling sound around his delicious dick and got even more of him into her mouth on her next push downward. She loved doing this for her darling Damon—and his cock felt so wonderful, stretching her lips open, pulsing so hotly against her gliding tongue!

		

		She pulled her mouth off of it briefly on the next upstroke, jacking it up and down in her fist as she stared up at Damon and whispered, “I love sucking it for you, baby! And I’m going to swallow every drop when you come, just wait and see if I don’t!”

		

		Damon groaned as she enveloped him again, her tongue going crazy on him. He sighed, “Fuck, Kath, you’re great at this! Jesus, but you give a terrific blowjob, honey!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Kathy murmured around him, sucking furiously.

		

		She wanted to taste his come! She’d never wanted to blow a guy in her life as much as she wanted to blow Damon. She wanted to make it perfect for him, to swallow every drop, just like she’d promised.

		

		He twisted his body underneath her, his dick spearing all the way into her lips and down her throat. He was moaning constantly now, and his fingers were back, entwined in her hair, tugging at it, urging her mouth to go faster, deeper.

		

		Kathy cooed around the gliding cock, loving every second of this. She was eating all of him on every pass now, her throat open wider than it ever had been before, her gag reflex somehow suppressed, her head flying up and down Damon’s fat cock shaft.

		

		“Shit, Kathy,” he gasped, going rigid under her, “that’s the way to suck it! That’s the way to suck my big dick, baby girl. Oh, oh, get ready.”

		

		Kathy was more than ready! She was grinding her pussy against the sheet, her clit swollen to fullness, throbbing. She was gulping down her own saliva and Damon’s sweet pre-cum steadily, reveling in the manly taste!

		

		“Ummmmmm,” she urged him, gargling him deep in her throat, her tongue circling his cock head mercilessly, teasing it to shoot its precious load into her more than willing mouth!

		

		“Oh, oh, damn, here it is, babe!” he shouted, his hips jerking up off the mattress, his cock drilling deep into her throat.

		

		A hot jet of semen spattered all over her throat and into her mouth. Kathy swallowed and slid him out of her throat and onto her tongue. She lapped all around his sensitive head and he sucked in a breath as his balls clenched again and a second, even larger spurt of come filled her mouth.

		

		Yum, she thought, eagerly swallowing it, too, my Damon’s come is fucking delicious!

		

		“Jesus, baby, can you ever suck a cock or what?” he moaned in obvious ecstasy, unloading a third huge wad into her gulping throat.

		

		She ate it easily, licking for more, and soon got it. He fired three more big shots of hot goo into her mouth and then three smaller ones.

		

		Kathy sucked them all down, her tongue caressing his cock head, searching for more. Damon sighed, “Fuck, kid, what a blowjob—you’re sensational!”

		

		She smiled, licking him clean and then letting his now soft cock slip from her semen-slick lips. She licked her lips clean and swallowed a final time, staring up at Damon with a proud little smile of accomplishment on her face.

		

		“Come here, you fucking hottie, you!” he growled happily, reaching down for her, putting a big hand under each armpit and lifting her easily up onto his lap.

		

		He kissed her, his tongue sliding right into her mouth, which surprised Kathy no end, her mouth still being thickly coated with his jism. She couldn’t believe how hot it felt, making out with a guy like this, tongue to tongue, after she’d just sucked him off!

		

		There was something incredibly sexy about it, and Kathy purred as they kissed, her pussy still on fire from her rubbing it against the sheets as she’d sucked Damon off just now. And, even though he had just come, Damon seemed to sense how hot blowing him had made Kathy, and he was far too accomplished a lover to leave her hanging.

		

		He rolled her onto her back, trading places with her, Kathy’s back now up against the pillows as they kissed. His hand stole down to caress her clit and she moaned hotly into his mouth.

		

		Feels so good, she thought, rubbing her nipples against his chest, feels so good to make out with him like this, my mouth still full of his come, and my tits against his chest…that magic set of fingers of his on my clitty!

		

		Damon teased her clit until she was panting, her tongue going wild against his. Then, he eased his finger out of her super-wet pussy and pulled his mouth from hers.

		

		“Look at these cute little tits of yours, doll,” he whispered, moving downward, kissing one, and then the other. “I think these pointy little nipples need a good sucking, too, just like my cock did. What do you think?”

		

		I think I’m not going to get much sleep tonight! Kathy thought, thrilled, as he began to nuzzle her right nipple and then suck it while his fingers teased her left one…

		

		****

		

		Something woke Kathy up. She raised her head groggily and looked around Damon’s bedroom, just in time to see his naked ass heading for his closet.

		

		He reached in and pulled out a robe and threw it on. She glanced over at the digital bedside alarm clock and saw by its red LED numbers that it was ten. Light was streaming into the bedroom, so she surmised that it was ten in the morning.

		

		God, what a night! She thought, smiling as she laid her head back on the pillow.

		

		Damon had fucked her for what had seemed like all night long! He’d licked her to another scorcher of a climax after she’d blown him, and then had stuffed his big boner into her and screwed her lights out with it, making her come like a crazy woman again.

		

		And after that, he’d pulled it out and nailed her in the ass another time, coming inside her butt for the third time that day and night while she’d squealed her way through an orgasm that was so intense she’d nearly passed out. After that, they’d slept a while and then she’d awoken at something like four in the morning, when she’d felt that magnificent dick of his hard and throbbing against her ass as they’d spooned together.

		

		Kathy had blown him again. His cock had tasted slightly like it had last been up her asshole—which it had—but she had found she didn’t care! She so wanted to please him again wither her oral skills that she’d sucked him off anyway, swallowing his much smaller but still very respectable load for him.

		

		She smiled. Overall, last night had been little short of perfect. Her first sleepover with a man had gone splendidly, as far as she’d been concerned, and she bet Damon thought so, too!

		

		I wonder if he’ll want me to spend a second night with him. She wondered, hoping that he did. I’ll agree to do it in a blink, if he asks me!

		

		Just then, she recognized what had awakened her. It had to have been the doorbell, because she now heard voices in the living room, echoing down the hall.

		

		She sat up and listened as a male voice—which definitely didn’t belong to Damon—said, “I don’t think it’s unreasonable at all, dude! I mean, it’s my party, at my house, and you’re insisting on dragging this underage puss to it. Of course I want to meet her and check her out!”

		

		Damon said something that Kathy couldn’t quite catch, and then the other man said, “Yeah, well, that’s tough shit, man! I don’t think I’m out of line at all, wanting to see what’s so fucking special about this young babe, that I’m going to risk getting popped for having a juvenile at a party with an open bar, dude!”

		

		Damon mumbled something else and the guy said, loudly, “So, when can I meet her? Is she home? You said she lives next door, right, man?”

		

		“She’s…uh…she’s here; now, dude, at my house, in the bedroom,” Damon stammered. “She spent the night.”

		

		Kathy vaulted out of the bed, stark naked, and ran to Damon’s closet. The way this was going, it sounded like the guy might be in here, to take a look at her, any second now!

		She grabbed a black and silver Raider’s jersey that read “McFadden” on the back and slipped it over her head. Kathy had no sooner smoothed it into place, noting that the extra-large jersey hung nearly to her knees, like a short-hemmed dress, when a nice-looking, dark-haired man who was a few years older than Damon turned the corner into the bedroom and stepped inside.

		

		“Hey, you must be Kathy,” the guy said, looking her up and down.

		

		“Uh, yeah, that’s right,” she replied, smoothing her hair back, hoping it wasn’t sticking out all over the place.

		

		He didn’t say anything more right away, he just checked her out, smiling. Damon came in right behind him and the man turned to him and said, “Well, she is a fucking knockout, I’ll give you that, buddy. She’s cute as a fucking bunny!”

		

		Kathy felt her face color. This guy was as tall as Damon, but skinnier, not having Damon’s muscles. He was long and lean, like a distance runner. He wore a faded red tank top an olive-colored pair of old walking shorts, along with a beat-up pair of sandals.

		

		“I’m Nathan Simms,” he said, extending his hand to her, smiling, “Nate, most people call me, honey.”

		

		“Uh, hi,” she said somewhat awkwardly, shaking his hand.

		

		Nate wore a full, close-cropped black beard, and kept his dark hair just as nicely barbered and short. He was kind of handsome. Kathy liked the beard and his shiny, white teeth when he smiled.

		

		He was way old, though! As she took a closer look at him, she realized that he was a lot older than Damon’s twenty-six. This guy was in his mid-thirties, probably. And that seemed almost ancient to Kathy, since her mom was thirty-eight and her dad was forty.

		

		Nate turned to Damon again and shrugged, “So, she’s as cute as she can be and sexy as hell. What about a little test drive, dude, like I mentioned in the living room?”

		

		Damon’s face colored and he told his friend, “Uh, why don’t you go back in there and wait a minute, man? Let me talk to Kathy alone, okay?”

		

		The dark-haired man shrugged again and walked back down the hall. As soon as he was gone, Damon turned to Kathy and said, “The party Friday night is at Nate’s place. He, uh, wanted to meet you and…uh…get to know you little bit. You know, kind of check you out before the party, especially since you’re underage.”

		

		She stared at him. Now Damon shrugged, “You can’t really blame him, I guess. He wants to make sure you’re not some scatterbrained chick who’s going to shout “rape” by a bunch of strangers after the party is over…older dudes who forced you to party with them, you know?”

		

		Kathy thought about that. She could see where that might be a legitimate concern, if Damon hadn’t thoroughly explained what kind of party this was going to be, and she had gone to it thinking it was just another party. That would be especially true if it were being held at your house, as in Nate’s case.

		

		“So, what’s he want me to do, like, interview to be a party guest?” she asked Damon at last.

		

		“Uh, yeah, I guess you could say that,” Damon said, looking away from her, clearly ill at ease.

		

		She flashed back to the other day by the pool, when he’d hesitated to tell her that he was talking about a swinger party at first. He’d been embarrassed—and he had that same look on his face now.

		

		“He…he thought you might suck his cock a little,” Damon mumbled. “And maybe fuck him.”

		

		“What?” Kathy demanded indignantly. “I don’t even know this guy!”

		

		Damon shifted his weight nervously from foot to foot. He whispered, “Well, unfortunately, he’s kind of got a point, Kath. You’re going to have to blow him or fuck him or maybe both in a couple of nights, if you go to the party with me.”

		

		Her mouth dropped open and he hastened to add, “He’s the fucking host, Kath! Most of the time, the host gets first dibs on any chick at the party. He’s the one guy, according to swinger etiquette in our club, at least, who it’s considered very bad manners to turn down when he asks you to have sex with him.”

		

		Kathy was blown away—speechless for a moment at this sudden, unwanted turn of events. The more she considered it, the more she saw no way out of having sex, right now, with this Nate guy, if he wanted to push it.

		

		Because Damon was right, if they wanted to go to the party on Friday night—something Kathy had been avoiding thinking about, truthfully—then she was going to have to do pretty much anything this Nate character wanted her to do for him, sexually, after they arrived at the party that night. So what difference did it make if he demanded she do those things now; as a prerequisite for getting invited to the party, since she was asking him for a big favor—inviting her despite her underage status?

		

		“This kind of sucks,” she whispered at last.

		

		She looked up at Damon and asked, “Will you be there if I agree to do this? I think it would be easier for me to…you know…do stuff with this guy if you’re there, okay?”

		

		He draped an arm around her and walked her down the hall, toward the living room. As they walked he whispered in her hear, “Hey, I’ll be right here, all the way. We’ll just pretend we’re at the party already, having a lot of sexy fun together. Nate’s a good guy. It won’t be so bad, you’ll see.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Nate Simms was sitting on the couch. As Kathy and Damon entered the room, he stood up.

		

		“So, are we starting with a pair of blowjobs?” he asked, reaching for his belt.

		

		“Uh, yeah, I guess,” Damon said, undoing his robe and tossing it next to where Nate had been sitting.

		

		He went around the coffee table, dragging it out away from the couch as he did so, so that Kathy would have more room to kneel in front of them. He sat down on top of his robe and Nate unbuckled his belt, undid his shorts, and then unzipped.

		

		Kathy’s eyes went wide as the shorts dropped to the carpet around his sandaled feet. Nate was a commando kind of a guy, as it turned out—he wore no underwear.

		

		His cock was long and limp. She couldn’t tell exactly how big it was, in its present condition, but she could see already that it was going to be sizeable when it got hard.

		

		“How about ditching that jersey, cutie?” he asked as he plopped back down on the couch next to Damon.

		

		Kathy gulped nervously, and then reached down and pulled the Raider’s jersey up over her head and tossed it on a nearby chair. Now completely nude once more, she made her way around the coffee table to stand in front of the two men.

		

		“Jesus, what a sweetie you are, honey!” Nate sighed, looking her up and down. “Those little tits of yours are magnificent…those pink nipples are really something. And talk about that pussy? Fuck, but that ‘s pretty!”

		

		Kathy felt her face coloring. But she noticed that Nate’s cock was swelling already, before she’d even touched it, as he ogled her naked goodies.

		

		“Come down here and have a little taste, gorgeous,” he said, leering up at her, taking his hardening dick in between his thumb and forefinger and waggling at her.

		

		She sunk to her knees on the carpet, in between the two seated men. She’d seen some slut do this in a porn clip once, sucking one guy’s dick and then the other’s, alternating back and forth.

		

		Kathy had never, in her wildest dreams, imagined herself performing such a lewd task. And yet here she was, on her knees, her hands reaching out to take a stiff prick in each fist.

		

		“Nice cock,” she commented, looking up at Nate just before she leaned over and ran her tongue around the head as it stuck upward, out of her gripping fist.

		

		“Oooh, you do that real nice,” he sighed, watching intently as Kathy licked all around him.

		

		She closed her lips over just the head and nursed at it for a moment, still running her tongue all over the slick, firm dome of flesh. With a teasing little grin, she slid her mouth off of him and turned to face Damon.

		

		“Oh, man, Kath,” he sighed as she licked him and then sucked a little on his cock head, just as she’d done with Nate’s, “you are one sexy little girl, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		A flurry of pre-come tics flickered through Kathy’s clit as he said that. She had to admit, it was exciting as hell, having two big dicks in her hands, licking and teasing them!

		

		It was kinky and forbidden and oh, so thrilling. And, it wasn’t like it was her idea or anything. She had to do it…if they were going to get into this party Damon wanted to go to so badly!

		

		Kathy found that she sort of liked that, being free to do such a disgusting, depraved thing as sucking a stranger’s cock, because she had to, really. She never would have admitted it to Damon or anyone else, but being “forced” to do something like this was kind of cool, a real turn on!

		

		She let Damon’s dick slide from her mouth and turned her attention back to Nate, who was hard as length of lumber by now in her fist. Letting her hand fall away, she stared at Nate’s big dick just before she pushed her lips down over it again. It was not quite as long as Damon’s but it was really thick! It stretched her lips open wide as she sucked it.

		

		“Fuck, there’s nothing in the world as fine as watching a pretty little high school girl suck your cock, man!” Nate wheezed happily, his eyes never leaving Kathy’s mouth as she took him in all the way down to his nut sac on this pass.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, can this cutie of yours use that tongue of hers or what?” Nate chortled, Kathy’s tongue swirling all around his boner as she sucked on it.

		

		Kathy’s pussy was pumping out lube like crazy. Nate noticed how swollen her nipples were just then and reached down and took one in each hand, gently twisting the pink nubs between his fingertips as she sucked him.

		

		“Ummmmmm!” Kathy groaned involuntarily, overcome by how nice that felt.

		

		God, what fucking slut I am! She admonished herself. Doing this is getting me so fucking hot!

		

		She spit out Nate’s cock and turned back to Damon, reluctantly pulling her nipples free from the stranger’s fingers. But Damon quickly took over where Nate had left off, twisting and teasing her sensitive little knobs as she gulped down his cock and sucked at it.

		

		“Man, you were so right about this one, pal!” Nate sighed, watching Kathy bob on Damon’s long prick. “She’s sexy as hell. I can hardly wait to fuck her!”

		

		Kathy was slightly shocked to find that she could hardly wait for that either! Her pussy was leaking juice frantically and Damon’s deft fingers on her tits were driving her crazy with lust.

		

		She pulled free of him and dove on Nate’s fat cock again, taking all of it in immediately, sucking hungrily at it; her tongue all over it as her head moved up and down. He grabbed her tits again and she leaned downward, eagerly pushing them into his palms as he squeezed them.

		

		“Ummm, ummmmmm!” She moaned, sucking for all she was worth, licking wildly at the man’s prick meat as though she couldn’t get enough of it.

		

		“God, this little puss is fantastic!” Nate gasped. “Let’s fuck her together, man. Get some fucking lube, okay?”

		

		Kathy gobbled and slurped and sucked at Nate’s tasty cock. She vaguely wondered what in the heck he thought he needed lube for, because she was already as wet as river between her legs!

		

		Damon bounced up off the couch and disappeared into the hallway leading to the bedroom. In moments, he was back, carrying the big tube of sex lubricant.

		

		“Give me that, dude,” Nate panted at Damon. “I want that perfect little ass of hers!”

		

		Kathy—so aroused by now that she was having trouble focusing on anything but the big cock she was sucking and how great it was to suck it—vaguely heard Nate say something about her ass. She thought: I’m glad he likes it. I like his dick, too!

		

		Moments later, she felt Damon pull her away from Nate’s tasty cock from behind. Slightly confused about what was happening, she soon found herself with Damon’s finger up her ass, spreading lube all around inside her.

		

		She moaned, thinking that he was going to fuck her in the butt while she sucked Nate’s cock some more, and liking that idea a lot. A huge surge of excitement roared through her as she thought about doing that. That sounded hot to her, getting it up the ass while she sucked cock!

		

		But that wasn’t what the two men had in mind at all, as it turned out. She soon found herself face down on Damon’s big chest, his cock sluicing right up inside her juicy cunt as he lay on his back on the big, circular couch with her on top of him.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” she whispered just before she kissed him.

		

		Just as she was really getting into riding him, she felt something nudge her anus; she broke off the kiss and looked back over her shoulder. Nate was pressing his fat dick up against her lubed up bunghole.

		

		“Oh, God, I can’t do two at once!” she protested as the thick cock head popped inside her rear entrance. “Not with two dudes as big as you guys!”

		

		Nate didn’t seem to hear her. He pushed steadily forward, opening her tiny hole up wider and wider as Damon’s familiar prick drilled her from underneath.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck,” she gasped, “so much cock! So much cock inside me all at once!”

		

		DP, she thought, they’re doing a DP on me—double penetration—two dicks at once!

		

		She’d seen these done lots of times in porn clips, but it had certainly never been done to her before!

		

		Kathy moaned and clung to Damon as the second cock fucked her from behind. She sighed. It didn’t really hurt. As a matter of fact, it felt kind of neat!

		

		I love anal, as it turns out, she thought. And this is just anal with another cock added, really.

		

		Tentatively, she moved her hips around, checking it out. Damon felt wonderful up her pussy—just like he always did. And Nate’s big boy up her ass wasn’t bad at all, now that she thought about it.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed at last, beginning to waggle her hips in concert with the double-fucking she was receiving. “I like it. I like doing two at once!”

		

		Damon grinned up at her and shook his head, “You’re fucking incredible, you know that? You’re the hottest little girl I’ve ever had my cock in, babe!”

		

		Kathy smiled back at him and kissed him again, working her hips backward more confidently now, catching on to the unique rhythm required for double penetration. She shoved her tongue down into Damon’s mouth and just let them have their way with her, enjoying ever fiery stroke up both holes!

		

		“God damn,” Nate gasped, “God damn, man, this little girl’s ass is perfect! I’ve never fucked a butt as nice as this one, not ever!”

		

		“I told you, dude,” Damon panted for breath, pulling his lips free for a moment, “My Kathy is special. She’d the best fuck you’re ever likely to get, dude!”

		

		Kathy was glowing. She’d just heard Damon call her…”my Kathy”, and that sounded so good that she couldn’t hold back anymore.

		

		She started whipping her ass back onto Nate’s gliding cock, screwing herself down tight onto Damon’s up-thrusting one at the same time. She felt her tummy muscles grab and knew that she was going to come soon.

		

		“Oh, fuck me,” she moaned, “fuck my hot pussy. Fuck me in the ass. Give me those big cocks, you hot fuckers!”

		

		Nate Simms sucked in a big breath and gave her everything he had, fucking her ass like pile-driver. Kathy whined with lust, loving the fire his prick was lighting in her sensitive back sleeve.

		

		And Damon’s cock was pure joy up her pussy, gliding in and out over her clit. She pressed her tits down onto his chest and kissed him again, sucking his tongue like a mini-dick, her blood boiling over with how good it felt to take two pricks at once!

		

		“Jesus, what an ass this little puss has got on her,” Nate wailed suddenly. “It’s sucking at my dick while I fuck her—it’s sucking the jizz right out of my nuts!”

		

		Kathy felt her cunny and her ass snap closed and then begin to spasm in unison around both entrapped cocks. She felt Nate go off in her butt, pumping it full of slick, hot semen, just as Damon exploded into her pussy!

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she growled, orgasming hard around the two large pricks.

		

		It didn’t just feel good, it felt marvelous! She came and came as Nate’s cock began to fuck her again, his thick cock floating on a big cushion of jism, still spewing out its hot cream as it glided up and back inside her.

		

		****

		

		“So, you’re definitely coming to the party, right?” Nate said, standing in the front doorway, saying goodbye to his new, very close young friend, Kathy.

		

		“Of course, you silly man,” she said, staring up at him with her big blue eyes, flirting shamelessly. “How can you fuck me in the ass again if I don’t?”

		

		He grinned at her and kissed the back of her hand. “You’re incredible, Kathy. I can’t wait to see you again!”

		

		She closed the door slowly, winking at him as she did so. Once it was securely closed, she turned to Damon, who was standing nearby, beaming at her performance.

		

		“So, how was that?” she asked him smugly, “Did I have him eating out of my hand or what?”

		

		“You’re a natural little flirt, aren’t you, cutie?” he asked her. “I’m gonna’ have to watch you at that party or you might go home with someone else.”

		

		She put her arms around his neck and snuggled into him. Staring up into his eyes, she murmured, “I might fuck someone else at that party, if you want me to, but I’m coming home with my sweet Damon. And that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		“So, did you like fucking Nate and sucking his cock?” Damon asked her late that Tuesday night, just as they were about to fall asleep in one another’s arms for the second night in a row

		

		Kathy giggled and then said, “What do you want me to say? If I say…’yeah, it was hot,’ you’re going to peg me as a worthless slut-girl whose not good enough for you. And if I say, ‘no, darling, I only did it because I knew that you really wanted to go to Nate’s party; you’re going to feel bad that you ‘forced’ me to ball him.”

		

		Damon laughed. “A moral dilemma for sure, babe, worthy of Plato, that one; just tell me the truth, okay?”

		

		Kathy snuggled in closer to him, resting her head on his chest. “I liked it, once I got started. I was pretty nervous at first, but then I could see that you were digging it, watching me suck his cock. So it was okay after that. I just let go and went for it!”

		

		Damon laughed, “That’s fucking perfect, Kath. That’s what swinging is all about, if you do it right. It’s about doing just what moves you and not worrying about how it might look to someone else. If you’ve got a good partner, who trusts you and just wants to see you have a great time, then it’s great.”

		

		“Do I have a good partner?” she asked teasingly in the darkness.

		

		“The best,” he assured her, “and, Kath?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“I’m pretty sure I’ve got one, too, at last.”

		

		Kathy smiled and cuddled closer to him. They’d already fucked, like, twice between the time Nate had left and now, so she was sexually sated, happy as could be, and with her man! What could be better?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Kathy was futzing around in the kitchen the next morning, cutting up a cantaloupe for breakfast, decorating the slices with strawberry halves, when she heard the doorbell ring. Damon was swimming laps like a demon just outside the kitchen window, so Kathy put the knife in the sink, dried her hands on the Raider jersey she wore—which was all she had on this morning—and went to answer it.

		

		She opened the door and found a strikingly beautiful woman of about thirty five standing on the porch. She glared at Kathy, looked her up and down, and then barged right in, sweeping Kathy aside and slamming the door after herself.

		

		“Are you Kathy?” she demanded, her green eyes flashing with outrage.

		

		Kathy looked at the tall, buxom woman and wondered who in the hell she could be? Did Damon have an older, steady girlfriend that he hadn’t told her about?

		

		“Uh, yes, I am,” she stammered at last. “Who are you?”

		

		“I’m Nathan Simms wife; you little snatch—that’s who I am!”

		

		Kathy froze. She looked up fearfully at the tall, raven-haired, fashion-model pretty woman.

		

		“I…I…uh…didn’t,” she mumbled, her heart pounding, “I didn’t know Nate was married! He never said he was!”

		

		“So, you thought it was fine to fuck him, then, right?” the irate woman demanded.

		

		“I…what makes you think that I…?” she weakly tried to defend herself, and then her voice just sort of trailed off.

		

		The slider opened and Damon, dripping wet and drying off with a towel stepped into the living room. He stared at the woman and asked casually, “Hey, Jeanette, how’s it goin’?”

		

		“How’s it goin’?” Jeanette thundered back at him. “How do you think it’s going, with teenage Barbie, here balling my husband behind my back, Damon? What the fuck is that all about?”

		

		“Whoa,” Damon said, holding up his hands defensively. “What’s the deal?”

		

		Jeanette Simms ignored Kathy for a moment, much to her relief, and went over to confront Damon Draper instead. She stood defiantly in front of him, not too much shorter than he was, with those long, spectacular legs of hers and her three-inch high wedge sandals.

		

		Tossing her long raven-black hair back over her shoulders, she demanded of him, “You know the swinger club rules as well as I do, Damon. Nate coming over here yesterday and fucking this little chippie of yours was way out of bounds!”

		

		“Hey!” Kathy shouted before she could stop herself, not liking being called a “chippie”, whatever the fuck that was. “Watch your mouth, bitch!”

		

		Jeanette wheeled on her, pointing a long, slim finger, topped by a lengthy manicured red nail. “Shut the fuck up, cunt! I’m talking to shit-weasel Damon right now. I’ll get to your sorry young ass in a moment!”

		

		Kathy gulped. This woman was frightening! She was nearly as old as Kathy’s mom and she was so…forceful, and so utterly pissed off!

		

		Spinning back to face Damon, she said, “So, what was the big idea in letting Nate ball this little slut yesterday?”

		

		Slut, Kathy thought angrily, I’m not a slut!

		

		She quickly reviewed yesterday morning in her mind, remembering that she had sucked one guy’s cock and then the other, and then had taken one up her butt and the other up her pussy—both at the same time. She reluctantly concluded that some people just might deem that pretty slutty behavior after all.

		

		“First off, babe, I didn’t let Nate ball Kath,” Damon said quietly. “He fucking forced his way in here, threatening to un-invite her to the party this Friday if he couldn’t meet her first…you know…get to know her a little.”

		

		“Get to know her? Is that what they call butt-fucking nowadays, Damon?”

		

		Kathy felt her face turn red. How in the fuck did this bitch know all of this?

		

		“Nate bragged about it, the idiot!” Jeanette shouted at Damon, answering Kathy’s question for her. “He actually got slightly blasted on weed and scotch last night and told me that Miss Teenage Hot-Stuff over there had the tightest, prettiest ass he’d ever fucked!”

		

		Damon said nothing, and Kathy could see he was thinking about what he could say, in light of that! In the end, he shrugged and said, “Well, he’s the host. He demanded host’s rights, a couple of days early, or he said he might change his mind about letting us come to the party.”

		

		Jeanette Simms glared at him but didn’t answer. At last, he said, “So Kath and I talked it over and decided that, since she was no doubt going to have to bone him this Friday, at the party, if he wanted her to, that doin’ it a couple of days early, so that we still got invited, was worth it. So she went ahead and let him fuck her. What’s the big deal?”

		

		When she started to answer, Damon said, “I must have fucked you at least a dozen times in the last few years, Jenny, at different parties. What’s the big hassle about Nate tearing off a piece of ass he was going to get Friday anyway?”

		

		The woman glared at him for long moments. And then her chin began to quiver slightly.

		

		Her whole face caved in on itself moments later, and she began to cry. Tears ran down both well made up cheeks, ruining her mascara in an instant. She sobbed hard.

		

		“It’s not fair and you know it, Damon!” she bawled. “He could fuck her on Friday, if he wanted to, but him coming here, getting a private piece of tail yesterday? That’s just as bad as any fucking civilian, non-swinger type cheating on his wife with someone at some no-tell motel or something. Swinging is fine, but cheating is never fine!”

		

		Damon, the philosophy major, thought about that for a moment and then nodded slowly in agreement. He said, “Well, when you put it that way, yeah. What he did was wrong. I’m sorry we sort of….aided and abetted him, babe. That was wrong of us, too.”

		

		Jeanette looked over at Kathy, who was standing in shocked immobility, staring at the two of them. The older woman sniffled and said, “I don’t care if she is pretty as fucking picture and so damned cute it hurts to look at her! He still shouldn’t have fucked her four days early like that!”

		

		Kathy felt her heart race when the tall, gorgeous older woman called her pretty, and “cute”. Nate’s wife was still a spectacularly beautiful woman. It wouldn’t have surprised Kathy at all to find out that she had been a fashion model or something like that when she was younger.

		

		“Hey, I agree, now that I’ve thought it over and seen it from your perspective, Jenny,” Damon offered, “but what’s done is done. There’s no way to go back and make it right.”

		

		Jeanette Simms just looked at him for a long moment, considering what he’d said. At last, she dried what was left of her tears with the heels of both hands and stepped closer to him, throwing her arms around his neck.

		

		“I don’t know about that, Day,” she whispered up at him. “You could try. You and your hot little high school cutie over there could take me to bed, instead of Nate. That might make me feel a whole lot better about everything. The only difference will be that I’m not as stupid as Nate—I won’t tell him about this afterward. It’ll just be a little harmless, payback fun between the three of us.”

		

		“I don’t know, Jen,” he hesitated. “Two wrongs really don’t make a right, and besides, I don’t know if Kathy is even into girls, so it might not work out anyway.”

		

		Jeanette dropped her arms away from Damon and walked over to Kathy. She stared the nervous girl right in the eyes and asked softly, “How about it, sweetie? Wouldn’t you like me to lick that cute little pussy of yours right up to heaven for you?”

		

		Kathy trembled. This woman scared her—but she also intrigued her. Jeanette was so bold, so direct in her desires!

		

		“I…I’ve never…I mean, no one’s ever…you know…?” Kathy’s halting voice trailed off and Jeanette smile at her.

		

		“You’re shitting me!” she turned and looked at Damon in disbelief. “Are you trying to tell me that no lezzy girl has ever gone after this little bon-bon…as fucking cute as she is? No girl has ever licked her cunny for her yet?”

		

		Damon shrugged, “Ask her yourself, I don’t know. We’ve never discussed it.”

		

		Jeanette’s green eyes bored into Kathy’s as she turned back to confront her. Her emerald orbs glinted with undisguised lust.

		

		“How about it, cutie, want to play?”

		

		Kathy shivered. She’d thought about lezzy stuff sometimes, especially after watching one of those porn movies where the girls all seemed to be bisexual. Some of that did look kind of hot at that, but none of Kathy’s friends, apparently leaned that way. At least, none of them had ever approached her with sex in mind!

		

		“I don’t know how,” she finally whispered softly to Jeanette. “I’ve never done that…so I don’t know if I’d like it or not.”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Jesus, yes,” Kathy whimpered, hunching her pussy against Jeanette’s unbelievably skilled tongue and lips, “just like that! Lick my pussy while he gives it to me up the ass!”

		

		Damon was underneath her. She was sitting on his lap, his big cock driven up her anus. Only she wasn’t really sitting. She was twisting and humping and mashing her pussy into Jeanette’s eager mouth while Damon butt-fucked her.

		

		Jeanette was lying on her tummy, as naked as Kathy and Damon were, licking pussy like a wild woman while Damon really gave it to Kathy up the ass! Kathy was out of her mind with excitement.

		

		The older woman had stripped her bare, removing her Raider’s jersey and pushing her onto the bed. In moments, Jeanette had been as naked as she was, and on the bed with her, kissing Kathy and shoving her tongue into the girl’s mouth.

		

		Kathy had gotten so aroused that she’d almost come before Jeanette had even touched her pussy. Damon had stripped off his wet swimsuit and joined them, and soon everyone was kissing everyone, and Kathy and Jeanette were taking turns kissing and sucking his big, hard cock, with Jeanette feasting on Kathy’s pert nipples while she sucked on Damon’s rod.

		

		Soon, Kathy had thrown caution to the wind and had sampled Jeanette’s big, long, red nipples as well, and had found them to be a sweet and delicious as anything she’d ever had between her lips! Damon had been busy greasing up Kathy’s asshole as the two women had made out and traded nipple sucking.

		

		And now he was in her, fucking her up the butt, as Jeanette gobbled Kathy’s overflowing pussy mouth.

		

		“Sixty-nine with me, you hot little bitch!” Jeanette growled as she pulled her face from Kathy’s cunny. “I want to suck that cute, sweet little cunt of yours until you come, while Damon bangs your asshole. But I want you to suck mine at the same time!”

		

		Kathy nodded, too turned on to care. She was curious to see if Jeanette’s pussy juice was as sweet as her own, and the idea of sucking pussy had grown on her as Jeanette had licked hers so beautifully!

		

		Jeanette straightened up and lay flat on her back on the big bed. Damon kept his dick buried in Kathy’s ass, but moved around on his knees until she was face down atop Jeanette, the girls’ faces poised over one another’s pussies, with Kathy on top.

		

		She lowered herself slowly downward, until her lips kissed Jeanette’s fluted pinkish-red cunt lips, her tongue stealing out to touch the older girl’s elongated, very erect clit. Jeanette wasn’t so reticent, having already licked Kathy’s juicy young gash for long minutes by now. She punched her lively tongue right up into Kathy’s cunt and wriggled it around as she sucked out a mouthful of pussy juice and swallowed it.

		

		Oh, oh, God, her pussy tastes sweet and nice! Kathy thought excitedly as she explored the slick furls of pink-toned flesh with her tongue.

		

		She sucked Jeanette’s tiny, finger-shaped clit in between her lips and batted at it experimentally with her tongue as she nursed at it. Jeanette gasped and went after Kathy’s clit ferociously with her own lips and tongue, while Damon started to fuck Kathy hard up the butt once more.

		

		Ooooooooh, Kathy thought, reveling in the delicious mix of cock and slippery tongue ravishing her twin holes at the same time—that feels so incredibly nasty and hot!

		

		Jeanette was clearly a very experienced cunt-lapper. With Damon’s gliding cock meat heating up Kathy’s anus like mad, the sultry brunette’s constantly-licking tongue and sucking lips soon had the girl groaning and pushing her hips back hungrily in search of still more stimulation.

		

		I’m gonna’ come! Kathy realized after another minute or so of the combination of hot butt-fucking and stellar pussy-gobbling.

		

		She pummeled Jeanette’s clit with her light tongue taps and sucked at it at the same time, vision her suddenly taking on that mysterious red hue that it sometimes did when she was about to have a big orgasm. Jeanette, sensing the girl was about to go off under her expert licking and pussy kissing, redoubled her efforts.

		

		Kathy went rigid and started to shake. Damon bore down and banged her clenching anal sleeve even harder and Kathy wailed down into Jeanette’s slick pussy slit as she came and came!

		

		So good, Kathy thought, coming fiercely on Jeanette’s face, these two hot fuckers are making me climax so damned good!

		

		Her two lovers proved adept at holding on through Kathy’s shuddering, jerking orgasm as well. They kept licking her and sucking at her tender flesh and reaming out her spasming asshole until the last tiny flutter of come sensation had drained away.

		

		Kathy started to disengage from her kinky embrace of Jeanette’s long, spectacular body, but Damon stopped her. He reached down and stilled her movements with a gesture, and then withdrew his dick from Kathy’s sated anal opening.

		

		“Flip over, kitten,” Damon whispered urgently, tapping Kathy on the ass. “I’m going to finish up in Jenny’s butt now, while you suck pussies with her some more, okay?”

		

		Mindlessly, Kathy did just as he asked, rolling onto her back, with Jeanette rolling right along with her. Even though she had just come like crazy, Kathy didn’t mind eating Jeanette’s cunny a bit more—and she was very excited by the notion of seeing Damon’s cock in the other woman’s anus, from just as few inches away!

		

		And, in what seemed like a few seconds, she was seeing just that. Damon quickly greased up Jeanette’s ass pucker as Kathy watched from just beneath that smallish opening, her tongue moving up and down the older woman’s slit while Damon’s fingers explored her ass.

		

		Damon then fit the well-lubed head of his prick against the slightly gaped-open hole and pushed. Jeanette moaned down into Kathy’s cunny as the long, thick cock split her open and disappeared into her ass!

		

		How cool! Kathy thought as she watched Damon begin to fuck Jeanette’s asshole just inches above her own nose while she dutifully licked the older gal’s clitty for her.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Jeanette moaned as Damon really started to give it to her, the woman’s big, shapely ass shaking with the impact as the fat cock banged in and out of it.

		

		Oh, yeah, talk about hot! Kathy thought, her own body starting to get aroused again as she licked pussy and watched Jeanette get her pretty butt pounded. This is fucking scorching hot!

		

		Damon pumped away like a demon in her bunghole, her whole body trembling with the impact of his hot fucking. Kathy gulped down girl-oil as she licked. Jeanette was clearly an experienced anal-fucker, as well as an adept cunt-lapper. She sighed and moaned and ate Kathy’s pussy expertly once more as Kathy ate hers and Damon fucked her ass powerfully, steadily…wonderfully!

		

		Kathy had her hands on Jeanette’s sides as she licked up and down the woman’s hot slit. All at once, she felt her tremble and heard a muffled yowl that reverberated through her own vaginal cavity.

		

		Coming, Kathy realized, she’s coming!

		

		A small waterfall of orgasmic juices suddenly flowed down into Kathy’s mouth and Jeanette’s pussy snapped shut around her tongue and then fluttered open again. She swallowed the hot, sweet outpouring eagerly, running her tongue all over the orgasming woman’s clit.

		

		Damon moaned and drove his cock deep into Jeanette’s clasping anus. Moments later, a big wad of his pearlescent come oozed out from around his cock and ran down into Kathy’s mouth!

		

		The kinky excitement of eating Damon’s semen, mixed with Jeanette’s tasty pussy oil sent a shiver through Kathy. She gasped as another big glob of white goo dripped down into her mouth as Jeanette lashed at Kathy’s clit with her tongue.

		

		Oh, holy fuck, that did it! Kathy thought, her hips coming up off the bed to mash her clitty against the slippery surface of that wriggly tongue. I’m coming again!

		

		The threesome clung together, all of them going off at once. Kathy thrashed about and ate the mixture of male and female jizz like a wild girl, her own cunny clenching hard.

		

		This is great, she told herself, if that party is anything like this…I’m going to love it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“This is nice,” Kathy whispered nervously as they went up the walk to Nate and Jeanette’s house that Saturday evening hand in hand, glancing around at elaborate landscaping which surrounded the attractive suburban home.

		

		“What did you say Nate did for a living, again?”

		

		“He’s a producer with one of the smaller studios,” Damon told her. “He doesn’t make the really big bucks—at least not yet—but he does okay. Plus, Jeanette is an RN, so she does pretty well financially, too.”

		

		“I thought she might have been an actress or a model or something,” Kathy said as he rang the doorbell, “she’s so tall and pretty.”

		

		“Good guess,” he said, grinning over at her. “She put herself through nursing school doing modeling work, swimsuit and some nude stuff. She even did a couple of porn features under phony name, from what Nate says.”

		

		“Does she still do that kind of stuff?” Kathy asked, curious about that lurid world, never having met anyone else who had done anything like that.

		

		“Nah, she’s just a nurse now,” Damon said. “She never really liked modeling or acting, or fucking on camera. She just did it for the money, to get through school.”

		

		The door opened and Nate beamed at them from the foyer. He motioned them inside.

		

		“How’s the cutest little girl at this party tonight?” Nate asked, taking Kathy in his arms.

		

		“A little nervous but, other than that, pretty good,” Kathy told him truthfully, liking but not acknowledging his nice compliment about how cute she was.

		

		“Ah, you’ll get over that nervousness thing as soon as the sex gets started,” Nate assured her, tightening his arms around her waist. “You’re a super-hot little thing, Kathy. You’ll take to swinging the way a swan takes to water.”

		

		He bent his neck and kissed her, a sultry, sexy kiss that made her pussy flutter and her nipples pulse. She might not have broken it off so quickly, had they been alone, but Damon was standing right next to her and she had seen Nate’s wife, Jeanette, eying them from across the living room when they’d first stepped inside the front door.

		

		“Let me introduce you to some of the other guests,” he offered as soon as her lips left his.

		

		Kathy’s heart began to pound as she removed the long coat she had worn and handed it to Nate. The theme of this party was “lingerie night for the ladies” and, needless to say, Kathy hadn’t owned any lingerie sexy enough to wear to a party like this one, so Damon had taken her shopping this afternoon.

		

		She watched Nate’s eyes light up as he saw her red, barely-there babydoll top, that you could see her pert little pink nipples through as easily as if she had been wearing nothing at all. His gaze went lower and she felt herself growing red in the face. The bottoms for the babydoll outfit consisted of a tiny triangle of sheer red material that was only marginally thicker than the top, and which went to a thong in back that disappeared right into her butt crack, giving the illusion that her ass was totally bare.

		

		“Nice outfit,” he said, smiling Cheshire cat-like at her.

		

		In addition to the sexy lingerie, she wore only a pair of her Aunt’s expensive Jimmy Choo high heels, in a red shade that matched her trampy outfit perfectly. Damon slipped an arm into hers and they went into the living room, Nate right behind them.

		

		“Kathy, this is Don and Misty Roper, and Josh and Brianna Clancy, and next to them there, that’s Holly Northern sitting on the end of the couch, and her husband, Joe, in the recliner next to it.”

		

		Kathy quickly took in the couples. Don was maybe Damon’s age, and his pretty little wife was younger, the closest woman at the party to Kathy’s eighteen. He had a bushy blonde, surfer hairdo and was tall and lean and very attractive. Mindy, his wife was even smaller than Kathy; she had porcelain skin and jet-black hair, which was a very striking combination, especially cut as it was in a cute pageboy style with bangs.

		

		“Hey, hi, Kathy,” the girl said just then, reaching her hand up so that she could shake it, “I’m glad somebody besides me at this party has less than a “D” cup when it comes to titties!”

		

		Kathy giggled, staring at the very revealing teddy Mindy wore, and at her perfect but tiny little breasts. She nodded and replied, “Yeah, I guess it’s up to us to represent the Little Bitty Titty Committee tonight.”

		

		Everyone else laughed, but Kathy could see that the rest of the women in attendance were packing the boobies, that were for sure. She already knew from sucking and licking them that Jeanette Simms’s impressive tits were real and at least a “C” cup if not bigger.

		

		And the other two girls seated on the couch had big ones, too. This Brianna gal was Amazon tall and had the body to match, muscular as hell—her tits looked phony, surgically augmented, but they were at least a “D”.

		

		The other girl, Holly, was older than anyone at the party, except maybe Jeanette, but she had round, natural knockers that filled up her teddy nicely. She also had a very pretty face and the rest of her short, compact body was excellent as well.

		

		Brianna’s husband was enormous, probably six five, and it looked like he hit the weights every day. He was kind of cute, if you liked bodybuilder-types. Joe Northern, Holly’s husband, was nearly Nate’s age—middle thirties—and was built like a slab, not fat but not buffed either.

		

		“This is Logan and Carly Summers, Kathy,” Nate said, taking her elbow and leading her over to the other side of the room, where a couple stood next to the fireplace, cocktail glasses in hand, next to another, very youthful couple, who Nate introduced as Eric and Heather Green.

		

		She eyed the assembled swingers carefully, finding Logan Summers to be nothing special. He was about thirty or so, six feet tall, trim, but not really muscular, and there was a hint of smugness in his little smile as he shook hands with her, as if he thought he was the smartest guy in the room. His wife was a few years younger that him, tall, and willowy, with a set of nice tits that showed clearly through the gossamer lingerie she was wearing.

		

		Eric Green was no more than twenty-four. She knew that because she had seen a piece on him in a TV magazine not long ago. He was the second lead in a police drama that had run for several years now. He was handsome, but not extraordinarily so, and his young wife was pretty as a movie starlet—all platinum blonde hair and big blue eyes and sporting a pair of super-tits that Kathy just knew were as phony as Brianna the Amazon girl’s were.

		

		“And this is our last couple of the evening,” Nate said proudly, turning to a black man who was a match for Brianna’s hubby in height, and in muscularity, “Demetrius Washington, and his date, Abigail Adams.”

		

		Kathy smiled at the couple and shook hands. Demetrius was in his late twenties or early thirties; Abigail, who was tiny next to him, was a strawberry blonde with a sprinkling of freckles all over her alabaster skin—which contrasted starkly with her date’s shiny ebony hue—and huge green eyes. She was clearly still in her early twenties, had a great set of breasts and pouty lips that probably made men think “blowjob queen” the moment they met her.

		

		Jeanette came out of the kitchen just then, carrying a tray of snacks that she placed on the nearby dining room table. Nate gestured toward her and said, “And this is my wife, Jeanette. Jeanette, Kathy; and of course you know Damon.”

		

		She knew both of them…intimately, Kathy though, but neither she nor Jeanette acknowledged their previous meeting the other morning in front of Nate. They just smiled politely at one another and shook hands.

		

		“I hear from Damon that you enjoy a good smoke instead of booze,” Nate whispered in her ear, now that the introductions were over and the various party guests had gone back to their interrupted conversations. “I’ve got some dynamite weed from up in Humboldt county. Care to join me in the backyard for a hit or two, before the party really heats up?”

		

		“God, yes,” Kathy told him thankfully. “If anything will help relax me and get me in the mood to party, that will!”

		

		Nate nodded and led her out the back of the living room and onto the deck. She noticed that Damon tagged right along behind them.

		

		When she looked at him, he shrugged and said, “Hey, I like booze, but I never say no to primo dope when I can get it.”

		

		Nate extracted a fat doobie from inside his sports jacket pocket and brought a throw-away lighter out of another pocket. He grinned at them and fired it up, taking a huge hit before passing the smoking roach over to Kathy.

		

		She toked hard on it, and then gave it to Damon, who did the same. Kathy didn’t smoke dope too often, but she liked it and rarely failed to take advantage of the opportunity to indulge when it was offered.

		

		Since she couldn’t drink, she’d often used marijuana in the past at parties to get high along with the rest of the attendees while they consumed both alcohol and weed. Her head was rushing—this was incredibly good smoke!

		

		“I think you’ll enjoy yourself here tonight, Kathy,” Nate said, exhaling at last. “It’s a younger crowd than you get at a big swinger function thrown by the Hollywood/Beverly Hills chapter we belong to. Everyone here tonight is pretty cool, except for Logan Summers. He’s kind of a dick, but we had to invite him.”

		

		She raised her eyebrows at that. He shrugged, “Nearly everyone here tonight is in the movie or TV business. And Logan’s old man is a big hitter, financially. He owns big chunks of several major production outfits, and Logan is his right-hand man in town.”

		

		After a pause, he added, “His wife, Carly is okay. She’s primarily into women, but she sucks a mean cock when she puts her mind to it. And she’ll take it up the ass once in a while, if she’s really turned on and into partying.”

		

		Nate took the joint back and nailed it again and then passed it to Kathy. After it had made the rounds again, Nate whispered, “Her ass is nice…but it’s not nearly as nice as yours, kid. I’m just dying to ball that little hunk of perfection again in a while, okay?”

		

		God, it feels so weird to hear a guy just come right out and say something like that—especially with the guy who may or may not be my boyfriend standing two feet away, listening to him say it!

		

		Kathy thought about that. She and Damon didn’t really have any formal commitments between them, other than sleeping together again tonight after the party broke up. They were sort of taking it day by day; but she still harbored hopes that he might soon want something beyond that.

		

		Right now, though, he was simply grinning at her, enjoying the buzz from the heavyweight dope. She thought, well, if he doesn’t care, why should I pussyfoot around?

		

		“Sure,” she said at last, “you can fuck me anywhere you want, once the party really gets going. You’re the host, right?”

		

		She glanced over at Damon. No reaction at all; apparently, Nate could bang her brains out here and now and her “boyfriend” could care less—some boyfriend!

		

		“Cool,” Nate offered, digging another fatty out of his coat pocket.

		

		****

		

		Kathy was flying. Nate’s dope was the best she’d ever had.

		

		As the three of them re-entered the living room, Kathy saw that the party had started without them. Jeanette was on her knees, her sexy lingerie gone in favor of total nudity, her lips around TV star Eric Green’s eight inch boner, while Eric’s cute little wife Heather—also completely naked—was underneath her, licking and sucking at Jeanette’s juicy cunt while she sucked cock.

		

		Abigail Adams and Carly Summers, who had also shed their sheer lingerie, were on the couch, locked in a passionate sixty-nine. Other than that, the living room was empty.

		

		“Whoa, looks like we missed the start of the festivities, dude,” Damon told Nate.

		

		“Yeah, let’s go down the hall and see where everyone else went,” Nate responded.

		

		The came to the first bedroom in the long hallway and Nate stopped to peer inside through the open door. Brianna Clancy was moaning and rocking her hips back and forth, her big tits swaying and jiggling unnaturally—the way phony, enhanced breasts do—as she took a cock up the ass and another up the pussy, courtesy of Logan Summers in back and Joe Northern underneath her.

		

		Wow, Kathy thought, that looks like fun. They both have pretty nice dicks.

		

		“Let’s see who’s in here,” Nate said, motioning them to follow him across the hall.

		

		They did, and saw Don Roper sliding his nine-inch boner in and out of a very enthusiastic Holly Northern’s pussy. The rutting couple turned their heads as the trio appeared in the doorway, smiling, but not stopping what they were doing.

		

		Boy, she’s got a nice set of tits, and they’re not fake, like that Brianna gal’s are, Kathy thought as she watched Holly’s naked knockers jiggle all over her chest as she lay under surfer Don getting the bejeezus fucked out of her pussy.

		

		Nate motioned with his hand for them to follow him down to the end of the hall. He turned and whispered, “This is the master bedroom. Let’s see who we have in here.”

		

		They walked inside through the open door and saw Mindy Roper in the middle of the king bed, naked and on her hands and knees, in between the two huge muscle boys, Demetrius Washington and Josh Clancy. Josh had his long, thick white cock buried in Mindy’s cute face, and big, black Demetrius had his shoved deep in the mewling, hunching girl’s tiny asshole.

		

		“Damn, that’s my cue,” Damon mumbled, doffing his jacket, his pullover knit shirt and his pants in seconds.

		

		He kicked out of his loafers and tugged his jockey shorts downward, baring his already hard cock, and approached the bed in just his socks. He grinned down at the trio and asked, “How about me fucking Mindy’s tight little pussy while you two keep doing what you’re doing?”

		

		They all smiled back at him and, wordlessly, Josh pulled his dick out of Mindy’s eagerly sucking lips for a moment so that Demetrius could lift her small body upward and lean back against the pillows at the head of the bed, his cock still deep in her asshole. Damon scrambled onto the bed and scooted in between the black man’s tree-trunk sized legs, his cock going into Mindy’s wet pussy as easy as could be.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, fuck both holes!” she sighed as they started to double penetrate her.

		

		Josh Clancy got up onto his feet atop the mattress and moved off to Mindy’s left side. He bent his knees, making his stiff prick—which was already gleaming with a coating of her saliva—even with her mouth when she turned her head to face him. He shoved it into her welcoming lips and started to skull-fuck her while his two cohorts continued their assault on her other two holes.

		

		“Jesus, that looks incredibly cool!” Kathy whispered excitedly. “I’d love to try that sometime. That Mindy chick is a real hottie, and she’d so cute, too!”

		

		“Yeah, Mindy’s not that much older than you are, twenty-one, and she’s a great fuck,” Nate’s hands moved around Kathy’s body from in back, taking a pert little tit in each palm and squeezing lightly. “But then, so are you, babe.”

		

		Kathy sighed and leaned back against her host’s chest, watching through eyes that had suddenly half closed with rising lust. She wasn’t at all jealous as she watched Damon bang Mindy’s cute pussy—she was wildly aroused by it!

		

		And having Nate’s hands on her tits as she watched felt just right; she nuzzled back into him and didn’t mind at all when the hands moved down and doffed the tiny triangle of red material that barely covered her pussy. It slid down to her ankles and she kicked it off while Nate’s hands moved back upward to shuck off the top half of the babydoll nightie.

		

		Now naked except for her red Jimmy Choo heels, Kathy turned to face Nate. She kissed him, using loads of tongue, as her fingers stole upward to help his shed his jacket and to then unbutton his shirtfront.

		

		In seconds, he was naked and guiding her over to the bed. She sat on the edge of it, with Mindy and her three lovers still humping and moaning and rutting right behind her, and began to give Nate head. His cock tasted delicious in her mouth, all of her senses heighten by the huge marijuana buzz she had going.

		

		She moved her tongue all around it, loving the taste of his leaking pre-come, the sensuous feel of his hot, slick cock head against her gliding tongue. He sighed and she ate every last inch of him, licking and sucking as she started to bob her head on his wonderful prick.

		

		“Oh, that’s a good little girl,” he moaned, moving his hips in and out in time with the slow, tantalizing blowjob, “suck it for me. Get it good and hard so that I can ream the hot pussy of yours out with it, baby girl.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, murmured Kathy.

		

		That sounded just right to her!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Mindy came hard on the two large cocks driving up into her just as Nate’s prick slid into Kathy’s more than ready pussy for the first time. Kathy smiled up at the nearby girl, watching her get off furiously.

		

		Josh Clancy groaned just then and Kathy saw the other girl’s throat begin to work, swallowing. Kathy’s pussy tightened around Nate’s pounding cock as she watched Mindy eat come.

		

		Jesus, this is hot as hell, getting Nate’s nice prick shoved into me while I watch that incredibly sexy little Mindy chick take spunk in three holes at once!

		

		Kathy tore her eyes away from the spectacle of the three-way climax and smile up at Nate. She whispered, “You feel so good in my pussy, baby. I really needed a good fuck right about now!”

		

		“You’re one smokin’ hot little girl, kid,” he told her, banging her cunny hard, “this pussy is almost as tight as that super-snug asshole of yours.”

		

		She grinned up at him and began to move her hips in time with his lunges into her. Off to her right, she could see Damon standing next to the bed, his cock limp and soaked with his own come and Mindy’s girl lube. He was smiling as he watched her fuck Nate.

		

		This is cool, she thought, I could really get to like swinging. It’s so neat to get balled by a handsome older guy like Nate while my baby watches. He’s not jealous at all; he wants me to have a good time at this party. And, so far, am I ever having one?

		

		She felt the mattress being depressed next to her and turned her head away from the grinning Damon just in time to see Mindy approaching her on all fours. The petite girl stared down at Kathy, a huge smile on her pretty face, her bangs reaching nearly down to her large brown, doe-like eyes.

		

		“Jeanette said you like girls, is that true?” Mindy asked.

		

		Kathy smiled and nodded that she did, not wanting to discuss Jeanette’s little visit the other day in front of her husband, who probably wasn’t aware of if, since Jeanette had said she wasn’t going to tell him about it. Mindy leaned down, her face right above Kathy’s, and Nate straightened up onto his knees from his previous on-all-fours position. He hooked a palm under both of Kathy’s taut ass moons and pulled her upward slightly, so that he had an even better angle to fuck straight in and out of her pussy.

		

		Mindy leaned down and kissed Kathy, her playful little tongue easing quickly into her mouth. Kathy sighed, loving how this felt; getting a sweet fuck from a near-stranger’s cock, while kissing an out-and-out cutie like Mindy, and Damon and two other men watched. This was hot!

		

		In no time, Kathy was sighing and sucking at Mindy’s tongue as she tossed her ass up off the bed in time with Nate’s steady, pounding strokes down into her. Mindy pulled her lips away and asked, “Would you lick me out while he fucks you, babe? My little puss is full of Damon’s jizz.”

		

		“Oh, yeah, I’d love to do that!” Kathy immediately agreed.

		Seconds later, Mindy was sitting lightly on Kathy’s face, a knee on either side of her head, her pussy pressed down tight against Kathy’s lips. She licked up and down the petite, pink slit and was instantly rewarded with a big glob of Damon’s familiar-tasting ball juice, which she eagerly swallowed as she tongued for more up Mindy’s sweet pussy.

		

		“Ooooh, you eat cunt so well,” Mindy sighed, working her pussy on her new lover’s talented tongue. “Suck it—suck that come out and swallow it, you hot little puss!”

		

		Kathy did just that. She gobbled pussy and ate come enthusiastically while Nate banged away in her tightening cunny sheath.

		

		I’m so going to come! Kathy told herself happily. As soon as Nate creams me—which feels like it won’t be long, the way he’s panting and mumbling about what a hot fuck I am—I’m gonna’ blow off like crazy!

		

		Nate gasped and rammed himself all the way down into her just then, bellowing, “Oh, fuck what hot little snatch! Take it, you pretty little high school honey—take my jizz!”

		

		“Thata’ boy, Nate,” she heard a male voice mutter, “fill that little teenaged hole up with spunk!

		

		Nate moaned and unloaded a huge jet of hot come down into Kathy’s wildly clenching pussy. She was coming hard as he blew his load into her.

		

		Mindy shivered atop Kathy’s sucking mouth and whispered, “Oh, this is so fucking hot, babe! I’m coming too, you sweet little cunt-licker!”

		

		Kathy’s orgasm flew into overdrive. She grabbed a perfect, firm ass cheek in each hand and drew Mindy’s pussy down even tighter onto her hungry mouth, swallowing Damon’s come and Mindy’s at the same time.

		

		This is so nasty, she thought joyously as she came and came, I love this! I love sucking pussy and getting fucked at the same time. I love that these hot guys are watching all of this!

		

		“Oh, oh, baby, can you ever suck a cunt?” Mindy wailed, riding Kathy’s mouth frantically, working her clit against the other girl’s lapping tongue. “I’m coming so fine on that sweet mouth of yours!”

		

		The three of them clung together until Nate ran out of come. He sighed and pulled out; and Mindy finally shivered one last time and then eased herself off of Kathy’s juice-smeared mouth.

		

		“That was sensational!” she whispered, staring down at Kathy, smiling. “You’re incredible.”

		

		She giggled happily and bent down, her mouth finding Kathy’s. After a moment more of the candy-sweet kiss, Mindy moved over slightly and lay down on top of Kathy, her small tits rubbing up against the other girl’s, their nipples pulsing as they touched.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Kathy murmured, her hands stealing upward to caress Mindy’s soft, raven-dark hair as they made out.

		

		“Fuck, look at those two cute little honeys going at it!” she heard a male voice say.

		

		“Yeah, if I didn’t know for a fact that they dig cock as much as they do, I’d swear they were lezzies!” another man commented.

		

		Mindy purred and ground her titties into Kathy’s chest, much to her delight. The two girls made out furiously for another few seconds, and then Kathy felt a hand on her shoulder.

		

		She opened her eyes and saw that the men in the room were now surrounding the bed, their cocks rapidly getting hard again as they watched the two girls. Big, black, red-hot looking Demetrius Washington was lightly stroking Kathy’s bare shoulder.

		

		God, what dick! She thought, eying the man’s enormous prick. I can’t believe a girl as small as Mindy took that monster up her butt!

		

		“How about sharing a little of this cute ass with me, Mindy?” Damon’s familiar voice asked moments later.

		

		He gently peeled Mindy off Kathy’s body and rolled her onto her back and then her tummy. Kathy looked down and saw that Damon’s big cock was hard again.

		

		It figures that my Damon wants more fucking already, Kathy thought as she watched Damon slide his hard on into Mindy’s tiny butt pucker, which was already filled with come from Demetrius’s recent ass-fucking. Mindy moaned but made no protest as Damon started to ride her pretty ass, taking her deep, really banging his big dick into her.

		

		Mindy seemed to love that. She cooed and gurgled and wriggled her ass around under him as he fucked her, rubbing her clit down onto the spread beneath her.

		

		“How about you, sugar plum, you want some big black dick?” Demetrius asked Kathy just then.

		

		Kathy eyed his huge cock dubiously. It was far and away the biggest one she’d ever seen, even in porn movies! The thing was at least two inches longer than Damon’s eight inch prick, and it was probably a third wider than his as well.

		

		“Uh, I don’t know,” she hedged nervously. “Maybe I might try it in a little while. It’s pretty big.”

		

		“You probably turnin’ me down cause I’m black, right?” he asked her accusingly.

		

		“No, that’s not it at all!” Kathy protested quickly, not wanting anyone to think that she was prejudiced against black guys.

		

		He’s really buffed, and really cute, she thought, checking out his incredible body, all hard and lean and gorgeous with lots of sharply defined muscles. I’d fuck him in a blink if he wasn’t so huge. I’ve never had a black lover, but I sure wouldn’t mind it.

		

		“Prove it,” he challenged her. “Let me lick that cute little ass of yours while Don over there bangs your pussy.”

		

		Kathy looked behind her and saw that Don Roper, Mindy’s cute surfer-boy-looking husband had come into the room. She glanced down at his cock and saw that it was big, maybe an inch longer than Damon’s, but certainly not as huge as the massive black tool Demetrius was sporting.

		

		Don Roper came over to the bed and smiled down at Kathy. He glanced over at Mindy and watched her for a moment taking it up the ass from Damon. He said, “Looks like your boyfriend is making my wife pretty happy. Are you going to make me happy, cutie?”

		

		He’s very nice looking, she admitted to herself, and it’s true, Day is fucking his wife; fair is fair.

		

		“Sure, let’s fuck,” she finally told him, returning his smile.

		

		He didn’t get between her legs and mount up right away. Instead, he surprised her by lying on the bed right next to her on his back, his big dick sticking straight up in the air.

		

		“Ride ‘em, cowgirl,” he challenged her.

		

		With an even bigger smile, Kathy got up onto her knees and threw a leg over him, lowering her pussy down onto his large cock. She liked the way it felt up inside her a lot, and began working her hips up and down on it.

		

		Don reached up for her and pulled her down onto his chest so that they could make out as she rode him. Kathy had no sooner shoved her tongue down into his very receptive mouth than she felt a tongue begin to lap up and down her butt crack.

		

		Demetrius, she thought instantly, he’s doing it…he’s tonguing my asshole!

		

		Kathy mewled down into Don’s mouth, loving this cock up her pussy while the other man’s long, slippery tongue slid in and out of her butt! She wriggled back against it as best she could while still screwing Don.

		

		After a few minutes of the wonderful, thrilling sensation of being doubled by Don’s beautiful cock and her black lover’s gliding tongue, she felt it leave her anus. Moments later, she felt his finger replace it; a finger loaded with sex lube.

		

		She tore her mouth away from Don’s and looked back over her shoulder frantically. She said, “No! Not back there; your cock is way too big to go in my ass!”

		

		Demetrius smile and pulled his finger out of her now very slippery hole. His cock nudged up against her gaped-open pucker.

		

		“Just relax, kid,” he whispered, pushing forward gently but insistently, “I been fuckin’ cute little girls like you in the ass since you was in pigtails…and I never hurt a one of them.”

		

		Kathy felt her ass open wide and his head pop inside her. She moaned but he persisted, feeding inch after inch of the huge black cylinder of cock meat into her tight confines.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, it’s too big!” she groaned as he filled her.

		

		She felt his big nut sac come to rest against Don’s dick, which was still deep in her pussy. She’d never been so full of cock in her life—Nate and Damon had been a load, but Don and Demetrius had her stretched open to the absolute max!

		

		“Man, she be tight,” Demetrius sighed, starting to slowly fuck her.

		

		“Oh, oh, Jesus,” Kathy gasped at the two men began to ball her in unison.

		

		Don’s big cock was right up against her swollen clit. The friction created by the two men as they drilled in and out of her grew and grew with each stroke.

		

		Kathy sighed and put her palms flat against Don’s big chest, just hanging on as they double-fucked her. Demetrius reached around her from in back and took a shimmying tit in each hand, squeezing them gently as he rammed his cock in and out of her ass.

		

		Oh, God help me, its starting to feel good! She thought in amazement after another minute or so of the savage penetration.

		

		She bit her lower lip to keep from moaning again and just let them do her. Another minute went by and she couldn’t stand it any more—the torrid spasms of pure ecstasy coursing through her ass and pussy and right up to her tits as Demetrius palmed them.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” she whispered at last, “fuck me—fuck me hard, you hot bastards, and make me come!”

		

		“Now she getting it!” Demetrius said excitedly, “Now she takin’ her double-fuckin’ like a good little high school slut!”

		

		“You said it, man,” Don sighed. “This little pussy is sensational!”

		

		Kathy whined and moaned and thrust her butt backward and down in the same motion, eagerly impaling herself on the two cocks. She was going to come…very soon.

		

		“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, you studs!” She growled, urging them to do her even harder. “Give it to me—come in me!”

		

		Demetrius groaned and jammed her even harder, his fingers closing tight around her tits. He grunted, “Here it comes, baby. Right up that tight little butt of yours!”

		

		Damon groaned with pleasure just then and Kathy glanced over to see him come in Mindy’s asshole. She grinned at him and he grinned back as Demetrius suddenly bathed Kathy’s anal sleeve with hot, slippery semen.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, that’s it!” she gasped, shivering through the first big flurry of orgasmic clenches in her ass and pussy. “That what I want! Cream me, you hot fuckers!”

		

		Don moaned as well and drove himself up into her all the way, cutting loose with a huge spurt of jism that splashed clear into her womb. Kathy shook with the power of her climax, her toes curling up involuntarily as she came and came while the men filled her with spunk.

		

		The heady, all-consuming orgasm roared on and on, until her lovers finally ran out of hot goo to pump into her shivering form. Demetrius went soft up her bottom and then pulled out. Don followed him a moment later.

		

		She opened her eyes and saw Joe Northern, his dick fully erect and in his fist as he stood watching. She glanced over on the other side of the bed and saw that the slender Logan Summers was hard too, and watching her just as intently.

		

		They were double-fucking that big girl, Brianna, earlier, she remembered, I wonder if…

		

		The two men climbed up onto the bed and removed all doubt as to their intentions. Joe slid his fat cock into Kathy’s ass and Logan Summers got underneath her and pushed his short but very thick penis up into her pussy.

		

		Mmmmmm, double-fucked again! Kathy thought, smiling, starting to move her hips for the men. How cool!

		

		Eric Green and Josh Clancy banged both of her holes at once next, and then Mindy spirited her away into another bedroom and started to lick the come out of her ass and her pussy. Kathy shut her eyes and practically purred—that felt so nasty and perfect to her!

		

		She opened them when she felt a pair of lips on hers, and found herself staring into the pretty grey eyes of Carly Summers. Carly’s tongue tapped at her lips as they kissed and Kathy immediately opened them and let it inside her mouth to duel with hers.

		

		“Hey, don’t be hog,” pretty, big-titted Holly Northern said just then to Mindy. “Let me lick her asshole out while you suck her pussy.”

		

		Kathy shivered. That sounded like so much fun!

		

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Kathy and Damon were lying naked next to his pool. It was around ten o’clock on the Monday morning following the swinger party.

		

		His cell phone went off and he answered it. His handsome face screwed itself up into a questioning look as he listened to what was being said.

		

		“No shit?” he asked the caller.

		

		Listening intently for long moments, his eyes grew huge behind his sunglasses. He nodded his head enthusiastically and whispered, “Uh, yeah, she’s right here. I’ll ask her but I’m sure she’ll want to go. Here, hold on a second, babe, all right?”

		

		“It’s Mindy, you know, the cute chick from Nate’s party,” Damon said excitedly, covering the phone with his palm as he talked. “She wants to know if we’d be interested in going to a big party this Saturday night.”

		

		Kathy shrugged. “I guess we would. Is it another swinger party?”

		

		“Only the fucking swinger party of the year, babe” Damon whispered, a huge smile on his face, “and it’s just because Mindy likes you so much that we get to go at all. Normally, an “A-list” affair like this one would be way above my pay grade—as far as getting an invitation to it goes.”

		

		“Where is it?” Kathy asked, her heart beating faster. Damon’s excitement over the party was infectious.

		

		“Malibu,” he said smugly, “in a mansion right on the beach!”

		

		“No shit?” Kathy beamed happily, sitting up straighter on her lounger, suddenly very interested. “Who’s hosting it? Is it someone famous?”

		

		“Only Colt and Skylar Channing Webster,” he answered, his voice tight with anticipation, “are they famous enough for you?”

		

		“Holy fucking moley,” Kathy gasped, so shocked she could barely speak.

		

		She pointed urgently at the phone and said, “Tell her yes, you idiot! Tell her fucking yes, before she hangs up on you!”

		

		“Uh, hey, yeah, I’m back,” Damon said, after yanking his hand away from the phone’s mouthpiece and putting the phone back up to his ear. “Kathy’s just as excited as I am about going. We’ll be there, for sure. What time?”

		

		He listened to Mindy’s answer and then asked, “Anyone else going to be there that I might know?”

		

		Damon’s face assumed a shocked look again as the girl spoke to him. He kept nodding his head up and down, grinning like a fool.

		

		“Okay, then, we’ll see you and Don there, kid,” he said a minute later, when she’d finished speaking, “and, Mindy, thanks a million for getting us this invitation. This kind of thing could turn out to be, like, incredible, career-wise, for me.”

		

		He snapped the phone closed, grinning from ear to ear. He looked over at Kathy and said, “The luckiest day of my life was the day I met you, babe. If Mindy didn’t want to lick that cute little twat of yours again so bad, there’s no way we’d be going to this shindig.”

		Damon chortled and then went on to add, “Judd Walsh is going to be there. And Kyle Bennett, and fucking Steven Montain, the hottest director in Hollywood at the moment, the hottest director on the planet—that’s who’s going to be there!”

		

		He waited to let that sink in for a moment, and then said, “And there’ll be a lot of other famous people there, too; athlete pals of Colt’s—DeShawn Hastings, and Willie Hays—and some of Skylar’s friends, too. Mindy said that Nadia Neal, the singer, will be there, and Jane Marshall, the comedian who did that great HBO special last season.”

		

		“Nadia Neal is, like, my favorite singer of all time!” Kathy gushed. “I can’t believe I’m going to actually meet Nadia Neal!”

		

		Damon laughed, “Meet her? You’re probably going to get to lick twat with her, babe. Mindy says that she and Skylar Channing are both big-time bi-babes. They dig cock but they love pussy just as much!”

		

		“Whoa! How incredibly cool is that?” Kathy said—an awed look on her face. “If Skylar Channing even said hello to me, I’d probably faint. If she touched me, I’d die! She’s like the single most gorgeous, sexiest woman alive!”

		

		“She’s somethin’, all right,” Damon agreed, staring off dreamily into the distance, clearly thinking about Skylar Channing’s body, “that almost-naked photo shoot she did for Esquire a few months back could give a dead guy a hard on. Those tits of hers are absolutely incredible!”

		

		“Yeah and what about those long legs and that perfect ass?” Kathy said excitedly. “And that face…those fucking cheekbones!”

		

		The two of them just sat there for a while in silence, huge smiles on their faces. At last Kathy spoke with a question. “What do you wear to an ultra-exclusive, red-hot swinger hoedown like this one?”

		

		“I dunno, come to think of it,” Damon answered. “I’d better call your little pal Mindy back and ask her.”

		

		

		

		****

		

		Living out that week turned out to be a weird experience. One minute it seemed to crawl by. The next minute it seemed to be speeding past Kathy like a runaway freight train.

		

		The only bummer was that Damon had quit fucking her on Wednesday. Well, that wasn’t quite true; he’d fuck her as much as she wanted but he wouldn’t come in her or allow himself to come at all, for that matter. He explained that he was storing up his semen for the party.

		

		“I’m known in swinger circles for blowing a big load, Kath,” he told her on Friday night, after he’d balled her through a great climax that would have felt even better to her if it had been accompanied by a big load of cock cream. But it hadn’t been.

		

		He grinned at her as she stared hungrily at his still very erect penis and thought about how nice several big mouthfuls of his tasty ball juice would taste. He shook his head when she suggested that she’d like to suck him off.

		

		“Nope, not gonna’ happen, doll. I’m not having a bunch of super-hotties like the ones who are coming to this party go away thinking the best I could come up with was one or two tiny spurts when I come inside them, you know?”

		

		“Stingy fucker,” she teased, reaching for his still erect dick.

		

		He stepped back, frustrating her efforts to latch onto his boner. She scowled at him.

		

		“Doesn’t that hurt?” she asked him, abruptly changing tactics—an exasperated huff of air escaping from her lungs. “You know...blue balls and everything?”

		

		“Sometimes, as a cocksman, you’ve got to suffer for your art,” he told her with a teasing grin, slipping his swim trunks back on, having trouble getting his still very erect cock down inside the swim suit.

		

		“Fuck those bitches at the party!” she said at last, stamping her foot on the wet concrete next to the pool they were standing beside.

		

		“I intend to,” he told her snidely, “and I intend to fill their pussies with come when I do.”

		

		“Well, shit!” Kathy mumbled under her breath as he went back inside the house.

		

		He had fucked her very nicely on the old lounger just now and made her come. But she had gotten used to the big splashes of hot ball juice he usually ended their very best fuck-sessions with. And she missed that part.

		

		She sighed. She was as excited as she could be about Saturday, but she wished it would hurry up and get here!

		

		

		

		****

		

		“God, talk about primo houses,” Kathy murmured as she glanced at the mansion-lined suburban Malibu street Damon was driving her aunt’s new Lexus LX down. Her eyes gravitated to the side of the street where the Pacific Ocean gleamed behind the houses. “And look at that fucking view!”

		

		Damon nodded absently, concentrating on his driving. Kathy could tell that tooling along in a vehicle that had cost just south of ninety grand made him slightly uneasy. But neither of them had thought that arriving at an upscale party like this one in his seven year old Mustang convertible would really create the right kind of first impression.

		

		“Will we ever be able to afford a place like this, do you think?” she asked him, staring out the window at the marvelous beach front homes with their perfectly landscaped and maintained yards. “When you hit it big in the movies, I mean?”

		

		He grinned over at her and nodded that they would. “I’ll buy you a place out here, Kath, as soon as we can afford it. I promise.”

		

		After another moment, he asked in a tone that was playful and teasing, “Do anthropologists make any money? Are you going to be able to contribute any shekels toward this Malibu dream house, or is it all going to be on me?”

		

		She punched him in the arm and grinned back as she replied, “Better make some good contacts tonight, babe, and latch onto some great, meaty, lucrative roles. That would be my advice. Who knows if anthropologists haul in the big bucks or not? My aunt does okay, but a lot of her loot came from a big divorce settlement years ago.”

		

		“Well, shit, you’re no help!” he said, kidding her right back. “Oh, hey, here it is!”

		

		They turned right on the next street and drove to the correct address, where a dozen cars were already parked in the driveway and up and down the block. Following the instructions he’d been given by Mindy, Damon went down four houses further and turned into that driveway to park.

		

		“So, this is Judd Walsh’s house, huh?” Kathy said, staring up in awe at the huge home.

		

		“Yeah, he and Colt Webster are apparently tight buds and he and his wife are coming to the party, so they said guests could park here, too, if they wanted.”

		

		The got out of the car and Damon locked it electronically with the key fob. He came around and offered Kathy his arm.

		

		“I think we look very nice this afternoon, don’t you?” she asked nervously.

		

		Damon had on his very best sport coat, a cashmere black blazer with brass buttons, and a dark brown knit shirt, along with tan slacks and brown loafers, worn without socks. Kathy was dressed in one of her aunt’s nicest cocktail dresses. It was a black and white print, with a low neckline and a moderately short skirt.

		

		Only on Kathy it was a very short skirt, since her aunt was even shorter than she was, standing just five feet tall next to Kathy’s five-two. But she wasn’t at all worried about showing too much leg—not at a party like this one!

		

		They came up the walk to Colt Webster’s impressive three story mansion. The view from the porch, of the Pacific Ocean a hundred yards away across a sandy beach, was stunning.

		

		Damon took a deep breath and rang the bell. After a few moments, it swung open.

		

		“Hello, I’m Abe Craft,” a tall, very distinguished-looking older man of about sixty, who was dressed only in pair of light-blue board shorts, said, “I’m checking in guests for Colt and Skylar. They’re out back, playing six-man football on the beach.”

		

		“I saw you on TV the other night!” Kathy exclaimed. “You’re that famous lawyer. You just won that case for Cindy Seagrove—got her off on that drug possession charge, right?”

		

		“I did indeed,” Abe Craft beamed down at them. He was very tall, perhaps six foot five.

		

		“And you are?”

		

		“Uh, I’m Damon Draper, and this is my date, Kathy Barrett; we’re Mindy and Don Roper’s friends?”

		

		“Of course,” Abe said, clearly recognizing their names, throwing the door open wide. “Won’t you come in?”

		

		He led them across the marble tiled foyer and into a massive, professionally decorated living room. Strangely, there was no one else in the house that they could see.

		

		“Would you two care to change into some swimsuits and head out back to watch the game?” Abe asked them. “Colt and Sky have a whole assortment of swimsuits for guests to use down in the laundry room. One of them is bound to fit you.”

		

		“Uh, sure,” Damon said, following him.

		

		Abe led them through the house, out through the kitchen and into a big laundry room equipped with a washer and dryer, a folding table, a sink and a bunch of shelves which were loaded down with spray bottles of stain remover, boxes of laundry soap, bleach, and a few dozen neatly folded cleaning rags. He opened a large drawer and showed them at least a dozen men’s and women’s swimsuits, mostly baggy surfer-style suits for men and bikinis for the women.

		

		Kathy rummaged through them and found a little red number with a bra small enough to hold her “B” cup tits, and Damon quickly found a “large” man’s suit that was black with vertical red stripes running down it.

		

		“Is it okay if we just go ahead and change in here?” she asked.

		

		“Surely, let me just close this door for privacy,” Abe told her, backing out of the room.

		

		“I don’t much care about privacy at this party,” Kathy said with a giggle as she got out of her dress, bra, and panties. She hadn’t worn any hose…not to a swinger party.

		

		“Yeah, everyone’s gonna’ see our goodies soon enough, from what Mindy told me about the parties this group throws,” Damon agreed, getting naked too.

		

		They got into the suits and Abe showed them a big closet where the rest of the guests had hung their clothes. The three of them made their way out to a back deck that overlooked the small yard, a swimming pool, and then out onto the open sand.

		

		“I have to stay here, where I can hear the doorbell,” Abe told them picking up a half-consumed cocktail from a nearby table, “but you two go on down. There’s Mindy and Don, right over there. They’ll introduce you around.”

		

		They thanked him and went down the stairs leading to the yard, and then out a side gate that put the two of them right on the beach. Mindy and Don were about twenty yards away, amid a small crowd of people who were watching the game.

		

		“That Abe guy’s really old,” Kathy commented, “but he seems nice. And he’s super-famous.”

		

		“Yeah, everyone says he’s the top criminal defense attorney in Southern California,” Damon replied.

		

		“Hey, look who’s here!” Mindy called when they drew close to her.

		

		Kathy wrapped her arms around the other girl’s neck and they hugged. “Thanks for lining up this invitation for us.”

		

		“Glad to do it,” Mindy said, winking at Kathy. “You were far and away the hottest chick at Nate’s party…except maybe for me.”

		

		Kathy laughed and turned to look at the crowd. She sucked in a breath, amazed by the people she was seeing.

		

		There was Suzy Curtis, a redheaded network TV star with her own very successful sitcom. Suzy, who was also clad in a skimpy bikini, had enormous tits and a great ass. And Kathy also saw the super-handsome Kyle Bennett, sipping a beer and watching the football contest. He was young, about twenty-one or two, and was already a major box office draw; an up and coming movie star.

		

		“Good one, Willie!” Mindy called out just then.

		

		Kathy turned her head, following her friend’s gaze and saw a thin, very tall, ropy-muscled black man who had just hauled in a pass, which had been thrown by a towering black Adonis, and stepped out of bounds. Kathy’s heart began to pound as she saw who had been attempting to guard the tall black man on the play.

		

		“You got lucky that time, Willie!” Skylar Channing growled at him.

		

		Willie Hays, who was a retired forward for the Lakers, and who was in the Basketball Hall of Fame, grinned at the tall woman standing next to him and said, “I’m too sly for you, Skylar, honey. I still got the moves!”

		

		Skylar Channing laughed and Kathy’s heart skipped a beat. She was said by many to be the most gorgeous woman on the planet and Kathy, looking at her in person for the very first time, saw no reason to argue with that statement.

		

		Dressed in a tiny blue and gold bikini, her olive skin dark from the Malibu sun, Skylar Channing stood five foot, ten inches tall in her bare feet. Her hair was a glossy brown, cut into a short pageboy style, with bangs that nearly touched her arresting green eyes.

		

		Kathy looked at those knife-edge cheekbones—that had helped make Sky the world’s leading supermodel and celebrity spokes-model for some of the biggest, most prestigious corporations on earth—and sighed rapturously. In addition to having a gorgeous face, Skylar had perfect, natural tits that Kathy judged to be at least a forty, “D” cup, a tiny waist, legs that were absolutely flawless. They were so long that they seemed to go on forever; and, to top it all off, Skylar’s ass was small, tight and seemed to be too impossibly rounded and cute to belong to such a tall, fit woman.

		

		“God, she’s amazing!” Kathy whispered in awe to Mindy.

		

		“Yeah, and Colt’s not bad either,” Mindy whispered back. “Plus, he’s hung like a fucking stallion…and my God can that man ever fuck!”

		

		Kathy looked over at Colt Webster and sucked in another big breath. He was just as handsome and studly in person as he always looked on TV, in the zillions of commercials he still did every year, both for his own three car dealerships in Southern California, and for the same sorts of firms that his wife represented.

		

		Kathy had looked Colt up on the web earlier in the week and knew that he’d been an NFL quarterback for twelve years, one of the best to ever play the game. He had two Super Bowl rings and a Super Bowl MVP award as well, plus a three MVP awards from the league in general for being voted the most valuable player in the league three times by his peers.

		

		He was six five, lean but very muscular. He had sky-blue eyes, a shock of brown hair that he wore combed off to one side, like a Kennedy, and a boyish grin that sold trainloads of products on TV and could make woman’s pussy wet from across a room. Kathy looked longingly at him, as if he was something good to eat and she was starving to death.

		

		What a cutie! She thought; she knew that he was something like thirty-four years old. How does a dude that old manage to look so impossibly hot?

		

		“See that yummy black dude who’s playing quarterback for the other team?” Mindy asked Kathy; she spoke in a low whisper that only she was likely to hear.

		

		Kathy nodded. Mindy continued, “That’s DeShawn Hastings. He was a middle linebacker for fifteen years before he retired. He and Colt are both headed for the Hall of Fame as soon as they’ve been retired long enough to be eligible. He’s Nadia Neal’s current squeeze.”

		

		“He’s huge,” Kathy commented, eying the enormous, very handsome black man who had bulging, massive muscles and a grin that made Kathy’s nipples hard inside the bra of her swimsuit.

		

		“He’s huge everywhere, girlfriend,” Mindy whispered slyly. “His dick is almost a foot long and as big around as my forearm!”

		

		Gasping at that statement, Kathy flashed back to a few weeks ago, when Day had told her that his eight inch beauty of a cock wasn’t really that big—that there were guys around with dicks that were almost a foot long. Apparently DeShawn was one of them!

		

		“Look alive, Judd,” the big ex-linebacker said just then in a deep, sexy voice that was heavily tinged with ghetto-blackness. “I goin’ to you this time, so put a move on Colt!”

		

		A beautiful blonde woman of about twenty-five, who was wearing a barely-there bikini, snapped the ball back to DeShawn and he dropped back with it. He faked a throw to Judd Walsh—a drop-dead handsome man of about thirty-six and the most famous movie star on the planet, who currently commanded twenty million dollars per film—and turned at the last second and instead lofted the ball toward Willie Hays, the lanky ex-basketball great.

		

		Willie went up for it and Skylar Channing, who was guarding him again on the play, went up with him, battling him for the ball all the way. When he brought the pass down, she gave him a sharp elbow to the solar plexus and snatched the ball away from him.

		

		“Go, Sky!” Mindy screamed excitedly, clapping her hands.

		

		Skylar tucked the football under her arm and took off down the beach with all of the speed, grace, and nimble-footedness of a deer running across a meadow. She dodged a man’s outstretched hands, weaved near another defender and then juked him right off of his feet when she changed direction at the last second, and then ran straight at DeShawn Hastings, who was waiting, arms outstretched on either side of him, his eyes hawk-like, predatory, a big smile of anticipation on his handsome face.

		

		Darting to one side, Skylar stopped her motion completely as DeShawn went for the move, and then lowered her shoulder and hit him right in the sternum with it, blowing the off-balance ex-linebacker off his feet in the loose sand. Skylar was back up to full speed in three steps, racing for the line drawn in the sand ten yards away that marked the end zone.

		

		“Whooooo! Who’s the best linebacker here, Dee? You or me?” she shouted back over her shoulder at DeShawn as she crossed the line and spiked the ball.

		

		DeShawn got up grinning and shaking his head. “You sly little puss, Sky, you caught me off balance!”

		

		She grinned back and scooped up the ball. “You’ve always got an excuse, you big pussy-boy. Get ready for Colt’s kickoff. We’re pinning your hide to the wall today, just watch!”

		

		Kathy was suddenly even more in awe of Skylar. She struck the starry-eyed eighteen-year old as being the most athletic, competitive, sexy, fun person in the world!

		

		The game went on, with Judd scoring a touchdown. Skylar scored again next, on a long, perfect pass from her husband. And then Willie evened the game with a slick, one-handed grab just across the goal line.

		

		“Two minutes left!” Abe called down from the porch, toasting the crowd with a fresh highball.

		

		Colt’s team had the ball. Kathy had learned from Mindy and Don as they watched the furious action that in this game there were no quarters, no substitutions, no half time, and no two-minute warning—just a call out at the end of the game, marking the fact that there were only two minutes left on the clock. Whoever had the most points at the end of the hour-long contest won.

		

		When the team came out of the huddle, Kathy was amazed to see Skylar lined up at quarterback, with Colt out on the wing as a flanker. Clearly flummoxed by the switch, DeShawn jerked his head around, staring first at one and then the other, wondering whether to rush Skylar or to move over to guard Colt. As the ball was snapped, he made his decision and rushed full tilt at Skylar, who juked him easily in the loose sand, ducking under his outstretched arms. She then straightened back up and whipped a pass that was straight as an arrow and with almost an arrow’s velocity, a perfect spiral that threaded its way right through two startled defenders and into Colt’s upraised hands. Laughing, he crossed the goal line with the ball held high over his head, one step ahead of a sprinting Willie Hays.

		

		“Fuck,” DeShawn yelled, balling his fists, “ain’t no girl in the world can throw a pass like that! I’ve seen pro quarterbacks who couldn’t make that throw!”

		

		Skylar grinned at him and waggled her finger, “You know what I always say when you claim I’m not really a girl.”

		

		Still grinning, she lifted the cups of her bikini away from her fabulous breasts, baring her pert pink nipples, and then shook them defiantly at him. Dropping the bra back into place, she said cattily, “These prove beyond the shadow of a doubt that I’m a girl, Dee!”

		

		The crowd exploded with laughter and applause and then everyone began to move back toward the house. Kathy shook her head in wonder. These people were definitely cool to party with! She normally didn’t watch football much, but she’d loved seeing this wild game, that was for sure.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Once everyone was back inside the house, the thirsty crowd descended on the three bars that had been set up for today’s party. There was one in the fabulous dining room—an array of liquor bottles and cocktail glasses strewn across the long tablecloth—the table looking out onto the ocean through a back wall that had been constructed entirely of panes of glass. A big tub of ice and beer sat on the floor next to the table.

		

		This bar was the closest, so that was where Damon, Kathy, and the Ropers headed, with other party goers drifting off toward another bar set up in the kitchen, and still others taking the small elevator in a nearby alcove down to Colt’s subterranean recreation room. Mindy and Don, who had partied here before, explained that Colt not only had an elegant billiard room/media room below ground, along with a full, twelve-seat bar, but an underground garage facility, where up to seven cars could be parked.

		

		“This guy really knows how to live,” Damon said admiringly, eying the full glass wall behind the dining room table, and the beautiful view of the ocean the wall afforded. “I told Kath, I’m buying a place just like this one, out here in Malibu, as soon as I start getting a few leading roles, like Judd Walsh.”

		

		Don Roper, who as one of the youngest, most dynamic major producers in Hollywood, chuckled at that confident statement and said, “Then you’d better start saving your money up, kid. Because I heard Colt paid over twenty million for this place, and that had to have been at least ten years ago.”

		

		“It was twelve years ago, actually,” Colt Webster said, from behind the foursome. “I’d just signed my first really major-league endorsement deal. I think it was with a cereal outfit; six million bucks, up-front, for a three year commitment on my part to hawk their sugar-coated rice puffs.”

		

		The four guests turned and smiled at their host, who was standing a few feet away from them, still in his swim trunks and lightly dusted with sand from the football game. He gave them that famous Colt Webster boyish grin and held out a hand toward Kathy and Damon.

		

		“I’m Colt,” he said simply, shaking first with Kathy and then with Day, “thanks for coming to our party. Mindy has told me great things about both of you.”

		

		Kathy felt weak in the knees. Up this close to Colt Webster, she could see those dazzling blue eyes of his clearly, and take in his tall, muscular body in luscious detail.

		

		Her Damon was a real honey, but Colt was a truly gorgeous man. Maybe it was all of that money, or maybe it was the fact that he was so manly and had totally grown-up air about him; or that he had been such a legendary football star—but whatever it was, Colt Webster radiated sexiness. He was super-hot!

		

		“K-Kathy Barrett,” she managed to stammer, knowing that her face was red as a beet by now.

		

		She couldn’t help it. Meeting Colt Webster was utterly thrilling!

		

		“Hey, babe, these must be the new people…Mindy’s friends?” a low, sexy woman’s voice said.

		

		Skylar Channing Webster stepped out from behind her husband and beamed at the foursome. Kathy thought her heart would stop. Skylar was the most incredible woman she’d ever seen; so tall and curvy and just…perfect!

		

		Like her husband, she shook hands with the two of them and gave Mindy and Don little hugs. She turned back toward her new guests and said simply, “Colt and I need a quick shower, to wash the sand off. Would you two care to see the rest of the house with us, while we’re freshening up?”

		

		Too excited to speak, Kathy nodded that she would. She had never met anyone famous before, and this smiling couple, who were being so gracious and welcoming to her and Damon, were two of the most famous people in America; or, in Skylar’s case, probably the most famous person in the whole world. Kathy had read on the net recently that because of her modeling career, commercials, and the foundation she had started to help underprivileged kids not only in this country, but in Africa and Asia as well, Skylar Channing’s was currently the most recognized face on the entire planet.

		

		After promising to catch up with the Ropers later on, Damon and Kathy followed their hosts over to the small elevator. They rode up to the third floor, and Skylar and her husband showed them around the four guest bedrooms on that floor.

		

		The rooms were very luxurious, furnished with the finest beds, dressers, huge flat screen TV’s, and fixtures imaginable, the way a five-star hotel room might have been. Each room also had its own bathroom, Kathy noticed; very impressed with the sheer lavishness of the beachside mansion.

		

		Colt then threw open the double doors leading into the master bedroom and the four of them went inside. Kathy knew the awed expression on her face probably resembled a caricature of some backwoods hillbilly seeing indoor plumbing for the first time, but she couldn’t help it.

		

		She was actually standing in Skylar Channing’s bedroom, staring at the bed she made love to Colt Webster in, seeing her personal possessions laying on the dressing table, looking out the same sliding glass door that Skylar looked out when she awoke in the morning—what a trip!

		

		“This is a beautiful room,” she whispered aloud to no one in particular, looking around, attempting to take in everything.

		

		“Thanks, this whole beach house is still mostly the way it was when I first meant Colt. I haven’t changed anything very much in the year we’ve been married. I loved it just the way was, I guess. You guys go ahead and make yourselves at home while Colt and I grab a quick shower, okay?” Skylar said.

		

		And then, as casual as she could be about it, Skylar Channing unsnapped the top of her bikini and dropped it onto the carpet. She slid the bottom half of her suit off next and turned and walked into the bathroom, followed by Colt. He doffed his swim trunks along the way, baring his tight, cute ass as he walked into the other room right behind his young wife.

		

		“That was unbelievable!” Kathy whispered to Damon excitedly as the door closed. “Did you see those tits of hers…that ass?”

		

		“I saw it all,” Damon sighed, staring at the closed bathroom door, still wide-eyed. “Her pussy is gorgeous, and those legs are so perfect I can barely believe it!”

		

		He seemed to realize, as soon as his rapturous little outburst about how beautiful Skylar was had ended, that Kathy might feel slighted by his obvious sexual interest in their super-model hostess for the evening. He quickly turned to her and said, “Not that there’s a thing wrong with your legs, babe, or that cute ass of yours! It’s just that I…”

		

		His voice trailed off as Kathy broke into a huge grin and stared up lovingly at him. She said, “Its okay, you big doofus. I don’t blame you for having the super-hots for Skylar Channing, especially after seeing her naked like that.”

		

		She paused a moment and then added, “I’d have to wonder about you if you didn’t…I look like a skinny little boy next to her.”

		

		Kathy went over to the slider and stared out at the ocean. The big glass door had two sets of curtains; a pair of sheers that were closed but through which the room’s occupants could still see the beach and the ocean, and a set of heavier drapes that now stood open.

		

		“This place is fabulous,” Kathy sighed, looking back over her shoulder at Damon, “just imagine waking up in this room, having all of that beach and ocean to look at first thing in the morning.”

		

		He came over and put his arms around her from in back, looking over her shoulder at the view; the white, sandy beach, the ocean breakers rolling languidly onto shore, and the lights of Malibu gleaming as dusk fell. He said, “God, I’d love to have a place like this. I’d never leave—it’s Paradise.”

		

		“Mindy says they have a house in Beverly Hills that’s twice the size of this one,” Kathy murmured, leaning back onto his naked chest, snuggling. “She and Don went to a party there last winter. She says it’s even more gorgeous that this place, if you can imagine that!”

		

		They stood there for another minute or two, just staring out at the matchless view and dreaming about beach houses and mansions in Beverly Hills, with Damon holding her bikini-clad body close to his. He touched her hair, running his fingers through it.

		

		The bathroom door opened and they turned. Colt Webster and his stunningly beautiful wife emerged, dressed in matching, long white terrycloth bathrobes, hand in hand. Their hair was tousled and wet from the shower as they approached their guests.

		

		“You two are very hot-looking, and so cute together,” Skylar said in that low, breathy, world-famous voice of hers that Kathy had heard so often on radio and television, inviting America to be sure and “bring the fun” to its next get together by serving the soft drink she was selling, or to “get the deal of a lifetime, this weekend” at one of Colt’s car dealerships.

		

		“Colt and I are going back downstairs to swing with our guests soon,” Skylar went on.

		

		She opened her robe and dropped it to the floor, standing naked in front of them, smiled seductively, and whispered, “But first, we thought it might be nice to swing with you.”

		

		****

		

		Kathy had thought that she’d had some wild sexual adventures since meeting Damon, especially after last week’s swinger party, where she’d been fucked by seven total strangers and been eaten alive by their wives and girlfriends. As a result, she had been feeling pretty confident as she’d walked into this party that she could swing with the best of them—that her sexual chops were as good as any girl’s. She thought Damon and his swinger pals had taught her well.

		

		But all of hat was before she’d met Colt Webster and his wife!

		

		Right now, she lay quivering in the middle of their big bed. Her whole body was alive with sensation, pulsing with excitement in a way that was totally new and thrilling.

		

		Because it had turned out that Colt and Skylar weren’t ordinary lovers. They seemed to be two halves of one person, one extraordinarily adept, sensual, and crackling-with-sexuality person.

		

		Colt’s hands were amazing. They were all over Kathy’s body, teasing, caressing, touching so lightly, so tantalizingly, that he soon had her twisting all over the bed under his magical fingertips.

		

		At the same time, Skylar was alternating between kissing Kathy in the steamiest, most exciting, electrifying way she’d ever been kissed by anyone, and then sliding over to kiss Damon, who was lying on his back next to Kathy. When she wasn’t busy blowing Kathy’s mind with how incredibly hot and sexy she was, Skylar was doing the same for Damon, stroking his throbbing cock with her hands as she made out with him, occasionally going down on it with her mouth.

		

		Skylar left Damon gasping for breath for a moment and returned to kissing Kathy. Her perfect breasts mashed down onto Kathy’s fully erect little nipples as they made out, sending huge throbs of pure ecstasy down into the younger girl’s overflowing-with-lube pussy—which Colt was driving absolutely crazy with his skillful fingers and tongue.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Kathy murmured, so turned on that she seemed to be hovering in a constant state of unmatched arousal.

		

		She felt like the two of them could make her come as hard as she ever had in her life in seconds, if they wanted to. But they clearly didn’t want to do that quite yet. What they did seem to want was to drive her completely out of her mind with need!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, please fuck me,” Kathy begged when Sky finally broke off the kiss and turned to suck Damon’s cock a little more. “I’m so fucking hot I can’t stand it!”

		

		Colt grinned slyly at her and whispered, “Hot? You haven’t even begun to experience hot…yet, little girl.”

		

		He slipped two fingers up into her super-juicy pussy and found her g-spot with his fingertips. She shivered from head to toe as his tongue caressed her clit so lightly that it sent chills down her spine, while his fingers did the same to the throbbing bundle of nerve endings along her inner-pussy wall.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, you’re killing me!” she wailed, wanting to come so badly that she was shaking.

		

		Colt merely smiled at her again and then continued to tease her with that incredible tongue of his and his fingertips. Just when she thought she’d go mad with pent-up desire, he eased a finger from his other hand up her asshole and stirred it around inside her.

		

		Kathy whimpered, it felt so marvelous; she wriggled on the bed and chanted over and over again, “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, it just feels so good!”

		

		This guy is fucking amazing, Kathy realized feverishly. I thought Day was fantastic in bed. Colt Webster makes my poor baby look like he’s still a first year student when it comes to sexy tricks, while Colt is a grand-master!

		

		Skylar was back, her tongue tasting like Damon’s pre-come, which was a huge turn on to Kathy. She sucked at it wildly, her ass moving all over the bed, her hands gliding through Skylar’s dark hair.

		

		“You should go ahead and fuck this poor baby, darling,” Skylar whispered to her husband when she stopped kissing Kathy this time. “She needs to come on that big cock of yours. I think our new little girlfriend is right where she needs to be to really enjoy her first-ever Colt-fuck, dear.”

		

		Shivering with anticipation, Kathy looked down just in time to see Colt rising up onto his knees between her legs, his fingers abruptly leaving her pussy and ass. She stared at his huge dick and moaned with lust.

		

		Colt was at least an inch or so longer than Damon, and so big around! He notched his fat cock head against her fluttering pussy lips and pushed gently.

		

		“He we go, pretty baby,” he whispered as he filled her for the first time, his big arms engulfing her, his lips right above hers. “Enjoy.”

		

		Kathy had never been this excited in her life. This unbelievably handsome man kissed her so sweetly that she could barely stand it, and then began to move his hips slowly, so very slowly, as he fucked her.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” Kathy murmured, pushing her ass up off the mattress, spearing him all the way into her almost liquid depths, fucking him back.

		

		“Jesus, Sky, she’s a sweet fuck,” Colt whispered to his wife when he finally stopped kissing Kathy a minute later.

		

		“So is her boyfriend,” Skylar said, grinning back at her husband as she rode Damon’s prick, cowgirl style.

		

		Kathy looked at Damon and he looked at her, both of them beaming. This was unreal! This was sex like neither of them had ever experienced it before!

		

		****

		

		“How does he do that?” Kathy asked Skylar incredulously. “He made me come, like, four times before he finally creamed me.”

		

		She shook her head in disbelief and added, “I mean, don’t get me wrong, my Damon is great in bed…but your husband…”

		

		Skylar smiled knowingly at the girl he held in her arms. The two of them were cuddled together on the big bed, the men having come inside them a little while ago and headed back down to the party.

		

		“I’ve fucked a ton of guys since Colt introduced me to swinging,” Skylar said, “and a lot of them are real cocksmen. They can really get you going.”

		

		She grinned at Kathy and went on to say, “But none of them can compare to my darling Colt. Sex is his biggest joy…it’s like a very serious hobby with him, learning just what feels exquisite to a girl, and then giving it to her.”

		

		“God—that must be wonderful, being married to a guy like that.”

		

		“Oh, trust me, it is,” Skylar said, beaming with happiness.

		

		She whispered in Kathy’s ear, “And being around him has made me just like him, I’m afraid. I’m constantly trying new things out on him and on other guys at swinger parties, trying to improve my sexual skills. You know, learning to suck cocks just a little better, teaching myself little tricks like tightening my ass sleeve up when a guy is balling me back there and he’s just about to shoot. Also, I try to learn things about gaining better muscle control with my pussy sheath when I’m fucking.”

		

		Leaning in, her lips just an inch away from Kathy’s she murmured, “And I do the same thing with girls. I’m always eager to learn more about clits and nipples and female ass openings; you know, baby, what feels utterly wonderful to another woman?”

		

		And then Skylar’s lips were on Kathy’s and Kathy felt her whole body tremble in anticipation. First Colt and now his dazzling wife—was there anything in the world better than this?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		The bedroom door opened just then and two women came inside and closed it behind them. Kathy started; she turned and stared at them.

		

		One was the cute blonde who had been playing center on DeShawn Hastings’s team earlier. The other was Nadia Neal, one of Kathy’s absolute favorite singer/songwriters.

		

		“Hey, who’s your little friend, Sky?” the blonde woman asked in a charming Southern drawl. “Aren’t you going to introduce us?”

		

		“Yeah, we saw Colt downstairs just now and he said that you had this super-hot young gal up her who was new to the club,” Nadia Neal said, smiling at Kathy. “She’s so cute!”

		

		“Get those suits off if you want to play with us, you pusses,” Skylar shot back in a playful, inviting tone.

		

		She turned to Kathy and explained, “You no doubt know who Nadia is, since that gorgeous kisser of hers has been all over the TV and on magazine covers lately. The hot blonde is Ally Walsh, Judd’s wife. They’re two of my closest friends…and my favorite lovers.”

		

		Both women stripped off their brief swim suits in seconds and hopped into bed, one on each side. Kathy looked over at Nadia first. She was short, with beautiful red hair, light skin, a spray of freckles all over her deliciously curvy body, and large, round tits that looked even bigger on her because of her petite size.

		

		Ally Walsh was blonde, blue-eyed, and also spectacularly built, with a tiny waist and large, “C” cup knockers, topped with small pink nipples. Both women were totally devoid of crotch hair, just like Kathy and Skylar.

		

		“You’re Mindy’s friend, right?” Nadia asked, scooting in closer to Kathy. “She says you eat pussy great and that you really love a tongue up your own cute little snatch, too.”

		

		“My kind of girl, definitely,” Ally said, smiling invitingly at Kathy. “You’re so young and cute, darlin’. How old are you anyway?”

		

		“I’m eighteen,” Kathy whispered almost shyly, still a little shell-shocked to find herself the center of attention among this small group of rich, famous women, “I’ll be nineteen in October.”

		

		“She’s just a baby!” Nadia cooed with delight. “I’m twenty-four and Ally’s what…twenty-six, twenty-seven now? And Sky just turned twenty-two a few months back.”

		

		“Yeah, you should have been at the birthday bash we threw for her,” Ally said, grinning. “There was a whole lot of pussy gobbling and dick sucking and flat out great balling that night!

		

		Kathy grinned back. She liked these women a lot. They were so friendly and open and, of course…hot! She stared at their pretty faces and magnificent bodies and thought; I’d eat either one of them in a red-hot second.

		

		She turned back to Skylar and whispered, “I like your friends. Let’s party!”

		

		The next hour was a mad free-for-all of pussy licking, fisting, ass-tonguing, and soul-kissing. Kathy was in heaven. All three of these stunningly beautiful women were hot for her, and she reveled in the way they worshipped her tight little teenage body with their fingers and tongues!

		

		She rapidly learned that the three friends had been to bed together so often that they had learned to anticipate what each other wanted. Ally seemed to know just when Skylar was dying to have her clitty patted, and Nadia seemed so tuned in to Ally’s desires that she knew just when to suck harder on the little blonde’s pussy to make her come even more furiously.

		

		Kathy learned a great deal about the art of pussy licking from the trio, much to her delight. They had her coming almost constantly, raising her arousal level to new heights of ecstasy. Their lips and tongues on her tender nipples and erect little clit had her thrashing all over the bed, moaning and climaxing.

		

		And Kathy, on the other hand, couldn’t seem to get enough of the other three women’s bountiful tits or sweet, juicy pussies! She ate and licked and sucked like a crazy girl, making Sky come three times and Nadia and Ally each climax twice.

		

		Just as the four of them were orgasming together once more, the door opened again and Judd Walsh, DeShawn Hastings, and Colt stepped into the bedroom. DeShawn grinned hugely and said in a stage whisper, “Sounds like a bunch of cats be fighting in here from down the hall; all that squealing and yowling and screaming going on!”

		

		The three men rapidly ditched their swim suits and got on the bed with the ladies. Skylar grinned up at them happily, her mouth and cheeks awash in pussy oil, and said in that sexy growl of a voice of hers, “Welcome aboard, sailors. See anything you’d like to stick those big, beautiful cocks into?”

		

		The big smile never left DeShawn’s face. He said, “I think I might like those pouty lips of yours around my big dick for starters, Sky.”

		

		“Mmmmmm, thought you’d never ask,” Skylar purred back at him and went over onto her tummy, taking his flaccid but incredibly long, thick cock in her fist.

		

		She gave the bulbous head a thorough licking and then smiled over at Kathy, saying, “Come on, baby girl, and help me suck this big boy, okay?”

		

		Katy smiled back at her and got onto her stomach as well. She slid over right next to Sky and looked up at the big, handsome black owner of the huge dick.

		

		“This is Kathy, Dee,” Skylar told him. “She’s our newest swinger club member and she is a little hottie like you wouldn’t believe!”

		

		“Oh, I believe,” he said, still grinning as he took in Kathy’s naked teenaged charms. “She’s about the cutest little thing I’ve seen in a long time.”

		

		Skylar handed Kathy his half-hard dick just then and she ran her tongue all around it, just as Sky had done. DeShawn moaned softly as she pushed her lips down over the head and began to gently suck.

		

		“Come over here, Judd, and get a little of this,” Colt said, pointing to Kathy’s butt. “She fucks so nice. Give that little girl pussy of hers a try.”

		

		Kathy felt her hips being lifted from behind. She pulled her mouth off of DeShawn’s mammoth hard on and looked back over her shoulder just in time to see the most famous movie star in the world push his cock into her juicy twat from behind.

		

		She sighed. Judd Walsh’s cock was almost exactly the same size as Colt’s and it felt sensational as it slid all the way into her slick wetness.

		

		Dear God, I’m sucking a famous athlete’s gigantic prick while getting fucked by the most gorgeous guy in Hollywood! Kathy thought. This is so fucking cool!

		

		Judd did her slow and easy at first, letting her small pussy get used to his big-bore dick. She let out a satisfied sigh and stuffed DeShawn’s now very hard prick back into her mouth and began to bob her head on it.

		

		He was so wide and so long that she couldn’t get more than a little over half of it in her mouth and down her throat but he didn’t seem to mind. He murmured, “Look at this pretty little girl gobbling up my dick! She a hot one, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		Kathy was in heaven. Judd was a great fuck and DeShawn’s cock was leaking a steady stream of delicious pre-come into her mouth.

		

		“Let’s do it,” he said just then.

		

		She opened her closed eyes and looked up at the handsome black man. He had been talking to Judd when he’d spoken, that was obvious.

		

		“W-What are we doing now?” Kathy murmured as the two men lifted her and turned her around, DeShawn’s cock leaving her mouth and Judd’s slipping out her pussy.

		

		“Just relax, sweetheart,” DeShawn smiled down at her. “You gonna’ love this, I promise. Me and Judd have done this about a zillion times. The ladies just eat it up.”

		

		With that, he placed the head of his huge hard on against her tiny pussy lips and pushed. Kathy gasped.

		

		It’s too fucking big, she thought. There’s no way that monster will ever…

		

		All thought left her as she felt the man’s enormous dick slip inside her. She held her breath as inch after inch after inch of pussy-stretching black cock meat slid down into her.

		

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck!” she moaned as his big nut sac came to rest at last against her ass.

		

		“You got it all, baby girl,” he said, breathing heavily. “You tight as hell, kid!”

		

		He lifted her easily and rolled onto his back, keeping his prick driven all the way up into her clinging pussy walls. She sighed and moved her butt tentatively up and down a little, seeing if she was slick enough inside to fuck him properly.

		

		It’s an unbelievable amount of cock, but I can do this, Kathy told herself as she began to ride him. God, I’m just stuffed with it!

		

		After a minute, it didn’t feel bad at all. She leaned down and DeShawn wrapped his massive arms around her back and pulled her in for a kiss. His lips felt big and pillowy and oh, so exciting against hers.

		

		She fondly remembered getting fucked by Demetrius Washington last week, at the much smaller party. She decided that balling gorgeous, sexy, big-dicked black dudes was going to be one of her favorite treats at these parties from here on out!

		

		A few minutes later, when she was really riding DeShawn and he was groaning up into her lips at how good her tight little cunt felt around his prick, Kathy felt a finger on her asshole. The finger was coated with sex lube—she’d felt her ass being lubed up enough times by now to realize exactly what was happening—and it was soon all the way up inside her rear entrance, spreading the slippery goo all around.

		

		“Just relax, honey, I’m not going to hurt you,” Judd Walsh’s familiar voice said softly from behind her, his finger gliding out of her asshole and his hard cock head nudging up against it.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Kathy moaned in protest as the movie star’s prick breached her tight little ring of muscle and popped inside her ass.

		

		She tried to pull her lips away from DeShawn’s, but he held her to him easily, his big hand at the back of her head, forcing her mouth to stay where it was—against his, her tongue dueling with hers as they kissed and he fucked her. Kathy gasped, more and more of Judd’s big dick sliding into anus, her ass sleeve clenching and then releasing as he took her from in back.

		

		“Damn, look at little Kathy getting doubled!” she heard Skylar’s admiring voice say just then. “This kid is amazing. I’m so glad Mindy recommended her to us.”

		

		Kathy stopped struggling and just let it happen. If Skylar Channing was impressed by her ability to do a DP, then she was going to do one—even if it killed her!

		

		She felt Judd’s big nut sac flop against the spot where DeShawn’s huge dick was punching in and out of her juicy quim. That was good. She had been wondering if he was ever going to run out of cock as his seemingly endless prick had filled her.

		

		“Slow and easy, Dee,” Judd muttered, pulling his cock slowly back out until just the head was still inside, “we don’t want to hurt the kid.”

		

		Judd and Dee started to fuck her in unison, their hot, hard meat drilling in and out of her with precision. Kathy sighed. Dee’s slick shaft was right up against her clit and the delicious friction of it moving in and out was starting to really feel wonderful.

		

		Her movie star lover’s prick pistoning up and down in her stretched open ass didn’t feel nearly as nice—yet. But she had a sense that it would. Every pass was beginning to feel better and better, in conjunction with Dee’s hot penetrations of her pussy.

		

		“Man, I never thought a little cutie her size would be able to take those two big boys both at once,” she heard Ally Walsh say admiringly. “It took me a while to get used to fucking both Judd and Dee at the same time.”

		“That’s my Kathy,” she heard Damon’s voice say proudly. “She’s red-hot!”

		

		Kathy loved that—she realized in that instant that she just adored being watched when she did kinky, sexy stuff like this! And the fact that her darling Damon had come back upstairs to see her getting nailed by these two famous guys and their enormous cocks made it all the better.

		

		The clock kept on ticking and Kathy kept on getting fucked. The men had gradually picked up speed, and now she was getting tossed around between them like a cork bobbing in a fast-moving stream.

		

		“You likin’ it now, baby?” DeShawn asked her, finally letting her mouth move away from his. “You like my big black dick up that sweet little baby pussy of yours?”

		

		Kathy sucked in air, riding hard. She realized that she was now fucking them back, that she had gotten used to their size and was truly enjoying this hard, beautiful double penetration.

		

		“I fucking love it!” she gasped enthusiastically. “I love being doubled. Fuck me, fuck me hard and make me come!”

		

		“Damn, this little girl is fucking dynamite,” DeShawn marveled looking up at her in wonder.

		

		“You said it, Dee,” Judd panted from behind Kathy, still matching his big black friend stroke or stroke. “This teenage ass of hers is tight as a fucking drum, man!”

		

		Kathy looked around the bed and saw a dozen naked swingers watching her getting the double-balling of her young life. She saw Damon, Colt, and the Ropers, and Ally, Nadia, and Skylar, of course, and there was also Kyle Bennett, the handsome young movie star, and Suzie Curtis, the television actress, and Abe Craft, the famous defense attorney, and a handful of others.

		

		All of the men were hard, even old Abe. She noticed that, for an ancient guy in his sixties, Abe had a pretty nice dick on him.

		

		“Can’t last, Dee,” Judd sighed just then. “Gotta’ jizz her.”

		

		“Me, too, dude,” DeShawn whispered. “This little pussy is fine, man; so tight and juicy around my dick that I’ve just gotta’ spunk it…right now!”

		

		Kathy felt a huge blast of hot semen erupt up into her pussy. She gasped, the warm gunk oozing immediately out of her stuffed-full cunny and across her clit

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, I’m coming, too!” she wailed as the slick jism flowing across her swollen little love bud lit a fire in her pussy that quickly spread to her impaled ass tunnel.

		

		“Oh, here it is, baby,” Judd moaned, going off hard in her ass, flooding it instantly with his own fiery cock cream.

		

		Kathy saw what looked like explosions behind her closed eyelids! She was coming like crazy—she loved this…she absolutely loved it!

		

		The three of them stayed joined together until Dee finally started to soften and slipped out of her pussy. Moments later, Judd pulled his now deflated prick out of her gooey back tunnel.

		

		As the men moved away from her, Skylar got back on the bed. She gave Kathy a smile so sexy that it made her clit pulse again and whispered, “Sixty-nine, baby girl, let me suck all of that naughty jism out of you while you lick my pussy and Colt fucks you in that precious little ass, okay?”

		

		Kathy felt the mattress depress behind her and looked back to see Colt Webster, his magnificent cock once again as hard as it could be, moving up behind her. Sky turned around and got onto her back and scooted up the bed until her face was right under Kathy’s pussy.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, nice creampie, Dee,” the most famous model on earth said, and then shoved her tongue up into Kathy’s drenched pussy and began to suck DeShawn Hastings’s come out of it as she wriggled that tongue against the girl’s clit.

		

		“Oh, oh, God that feels so cool!” Kathy sighed and bent over; mashing her own mouth down into Skylar’s cuter than cute pussy, eagerly licking up and down its length.

		

		Colt set the head of his cock against Kathy’s semen-filled anus and pushed. She groaned but didn’t stop licking as the long cock filled her, feeling almost exactly as wonderful as Judd Walsh’s big prick had moments ago, when it had made her come so hard.

		

		The Websters were clearly experts at this. In less than a minute, Colt had pried Kathy’s hard little nipples away from his wife’s firm tummy and was squeezing them just right while he banged the young girl’s asshole exactly the way she loved having it done. And Skylar’s mouth and tongue were all over Kathy’s cunny, re-stoking the fire in her clit to new heights.

		

		Jesus, what a pair of super-hotties these two are! Kathy thought as they quickly fucked and licked her little body right up to Paradise. This is the best party ever…swinging is so incredibly fun!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		“Where did everyone go?” Kathy said, much later, looking around the now empty master bedroom.

		

		“They’re back downstairs, honey,” Skylar told her, cuddling her in close. “They all fucked you, and me, and then they went back down to join the free-for-all-ball.”

		

		“What’s that?” Kathy said, still attempting to get her bearings.

		

		“It’s okay, baby, you passed out and slept for a little while after the last guy finished up in you,” Skylar said softly. “The free-for-all-ball is happening in the living room right about now. Everyone’s fucking everyone, and all the lights are out. It’s fun.”

		

		“How…how many guys did I…you know?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, a bunch,” Skylar told her with a little smile. “You were terrific, Kath.”

		

		Kathy’s eyes went wide. Sky asked her, who all do you remember doing?”

		

		“Well, I remember Colt fucking so well with that wonder-dick of his that I nearly blacked out when I came, when we were eating each other,” Kathy said, smiling shyly. “It must be amazing, married to a guy who fucks that good!”

		

		“It is,” Sky answered simply. “Who else do you remember?”

		

		“Well, I know that Don Roper and Kyle Bennett doubled me, with Don in my pussy and that dreamy Kyle riding my ass.”

		

		She beamed at Skylar. “That was so neat! They made me come really hard.”

		

		After another minute’s consideration, she said, “And I remember that really old guy, Abe, the attorney, asking if he could have a turn, and me telling him to go ahead.”

		

		She whispered, “He’s a really good fuck, considering how ancient he is. He could be my granddad!”

		

		Skylar laughed, “Right on both counts. I’ve balled Abe dozens of times and he’s never disappointed me yet. The man just loves young pussy. And he is way old; I think he’s sixty-three now.”

		

		Kathy screwed up her face, concentrating, trying to remember who else had been with her. “I remember that after Abe, there were two more guys who wanted to double me, only that time one of them wanted my ass and the other one wanted me to suck him off, so I did.”

		

		She shrugged, “It all gets kind of blurry after that.”

		

		Skylar just smiled at her and drew her in a little tighter into her embrace, her big tits mashing up against Kathy’s much smaller ones. “You did great tonight, sweetie. Everyone at this party wanted some teenaged pussy, and you were very gracious about letting a lot of them have some. You didn’t fuck everyone here tonight, but you did a lot of them. And everyone was very impressed with you.”

		

		“How very cool,” Kathy said, beaming at Skylar. “I so wanted to please everyone and make them like me, so that…you know…Damon and I would get invited to the next party, too.”

		

		“There’s no worries there, cutie,” Sky assured her. “The party next month is as Dee and Nadia’s place in Beverly Hills. And both Dee and Nadia fell in love with your beautiful little ass tonight. No way are you not getting invited to that party!”

		

		“Oh, how wonderful,” Kathy bubbled happily, “Damon will be thrilled!”

		

		There was a long silence after that, with Kathy going over tonight’s party thus far in her mind and daydreaming about the next one. She nestled in against Skylar and ran her fingers over the other girl’s flawless skin.

		

		“You know, we don’t have to go down and party with the others if you don’t want to,” Skylar said a moment later, staring into Kathy’s blue eyes with her captivating olive green orbs.

		

		“What would we do if we didn’t go downstairs?” Kathy asked, feeling her heart speed up.

		

		“You know exactly what we’d do, you little minx,” Sky purred, touching Kathy’s hair with her fingertips, leaning her head in closer, and their lips an inch apart.

		

		Skylar whispered, just before they kissed. “I’m very attracted to you, Kath. You’re so young and cute and full of fun. I could really go for you, cutie!”

		

		The most beautiful woman in the world pushed her tongue into Kathy’s mouth and Kathy thought she might pass out from excitement. She stroked Skylar’s hair and kissed her for all she was worth, loving every second of this taboo, sexy, and incredible-feeling liaison with her new super-model lover!

		

		****

		

		Kathy lost all track of time. There was only Skylar—Skylar and her unbelievable body, her soft, sweet lips, her oh, so practiced and knowing fingertips.

		

		She made Sky come what seemed like a dozen times and Sky, in turn, had her either climaxing or hovering on the brink of another enormous release for literally hours on end. They made out like mad women and scissored their pussies against one another, and licked clitties until Kathy was sure that she would drown in her new lover’s sweet juice…and didn’t care if she did!

		

		When the door to the bedroom opened again in the wee hours of the morning, and Colt came in, they looked over at him and both smiled languidly. He grinned down at them, and slid his naked body into bed.

		

		“Have you two been going it at all this time?” he asked softly, in an amused tone.

		

		“You bet we have,” Sky told her husband. “Kathy is wonderful. She’s my new sweet, adorable, little sis. But you can fuck her, too, darling. I’m not stingy.”

		

		Colt moved over to them and wrapped his big arms around both. Kathy sighed.

		

		Was there anything in the world better than this? Spending the night with Colt Webster and his unimaginably-hot wife…this was awesome!

		

		“What have you been up to, darling?” Sky asked him, nuzzling in closer to both Colt and Kathy.

		

		“Oh, I fucked Suzie Curtis once,” he began, “and then I balled Poppy Montgomery while Dee fucked her in the ass.”

		

		He paused a moment and then offered, “And I did a bunch of girls in the mope-a-grope down in the front room.”

		

		Kathy giggled and Sky said, “Honestly, Colt, the ‘free-for-all-ball’ is bad enough. You don’t have to call the ‘mope-a-grope’!”

		

		Kathy, when she stopped laughing, asked her handsome host. “What’s Damon doing?”

		

		“He’s passed out on the couch,” Colt said. “That boy was like a kid in a candy store with a hundred dollar bill and a huge sweet tooth. He went through girls like harvester goes through a wheat field. And then he just sort of ran out of steam and crashed.”

		

		Kathy laughed again. “Well, good, I’m glad he had a nice time.”

		

		She looked up into Colt’s stunningly blue eyes and said, “Because God knows, I sure have!”

		

		He kissed her and Skylar ran her tongue all over the back of Kathy’s neck as he did so. She shivered uncontrollably, knowing that she was going to get fucked again by Colt’s marvelous cock; probably while Sky was doing God knew what to her at the same time!

		

		“J-Je-Jesus,” Kathy stammered, Colt’s cock hammering into her pussy like a pile driver, “doesn’t that thing ever go soft?”

		

		Colt grinned down at her, watching her firm little titties jiggle wildly on her chest as he power-fucked her. He shook his head and said, “I’ve come so many times tonight I doubt I’ve got much jizz left, but being with you and Sky turns me on so much my cock just won’t seem to go down, cutie.”

		

		Kathy groaned at that news. Colt had banged her for at least a half hour by now, every way she knew how to fuck!

		

		He’d done her doggie style, and cowgirl, and reverse cowgirl. And then he’d put her down on the carpet, on her shoulders, upside down, bending her in half so that he could pound that marvelous dick of his straight down into her pussy as Kathy had wailed and come yet again!

		

		Now they were back on the bed and Skylar was alternating between kissing her and kissing Colt, her fingers hotly frigging her own pussy into a frenzy of excitement as she sucked tongue with both of them. Kathy was moaning and tossing her hips up to meet Colt’s savage thrusts, getting ready to come one more time.

		

		He’s a machine, she thought, her tummy fluttering hard; the guy’s a fucking sex machine! God, can he ever fuck? I thought my Day was sensational—if Day was as horny as Colt, he’d have fucked me to death by now!

		

		Sky pulled her mouth off Colt and leaned down over Kathy. First she fed the girl a large, perfect tit to suck, and then she pulled it away to shove her tongue into Kathy’s eager mouth as their lips met.

		

		Fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck these two are so hot! Kathy thought, feeling her sanity leaving her again.

		

		She was going to come. She was going to come like a fucking bomb going off!

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she moaned—her cunt tightening down like a vise on Colt’s rapidly gliding cock.

		

		Skylar straightened up and captured one of Kathy’s nipples in each hand and squeezed them gently, with just the right amount of pressure, as Kathy’s cunny exploded. She wailed and writhed and whipped her head from side to side in sheer ecstasy as Colt banged her over the top.

		

		Oh, my poor pussy! She thought to herself, my poor little puss is coming again, these two are unreal…this is insane sex…just insane!

		

		The Websters fucked her and teased her and kept her orgasm going for as long as they could. Then they eased the panting girl over onto the side of the mattress and Colt gathered Skylar into his arms and kissed her, sinking his hard dick into her wet quim in one long shove.

		

		They embraced each other, their lips sealed against one another’s. Colt rode her magnificently and, Skylar, seeming to sense his every move, stayed right with him, caressing his thrusting body, his hair, as he drilled her.

		

		It was the most erotic, exciting sex Kathy had ever witnessed! She lay quietly a few feet away and reveled in the pure sensuality, the unequaled passion of the two lovers. It brought tears to her eyes, seeing how much they loved each other.

		

		She fell asleep amid the gentle rocking of the two of them celebrating each other’s bodies and demonstrating how much they cared for one another.

		

		****

		

		Kathy awoke to find herself cuddled between Colt and Skylar, her big tits pressed against the younger girl’s smaller ones. And Colt’s big arms were around them both, his head nuzzled onto the pillow under Kathy’s head, his face buried in her hair.

		

		This is so cool, she thought, I wonder if they sleep snuggled up together like this every night? I bet they do!

		

		Skylar’s green eyes flickered open at that moment. She smiled at Kathy and leaned across and kissed her gently on the lips; no tongue, just a sweet, tender kiss between two friends and lovers.

		

		“Did you sleep okay?” Kathy asked when they finally broke apart. “I slept super!”

		

		“I slept fine, too, after Colt finally fucked me until we both went off together,” Skylar replied.

		

		She told Kathy in a confidential whisper, “Poor guy; he only shot a tiny squirt of come into me. He usually comes in buckets, but I guess even his big balls finally run dry when you’ve been a naughty boy all night, fucking a dozen girls.”

		

		Kathy grinned at her. She said, “And you don’t mind, right? That he fucked all of those other women, including me…its okay with you, right?”

		

		“Sure,” Sky said with a shrug. “I must have fucked a dozen guys last night, too. So it’s no big deal.”

		

		They are so cool, Kathy thought, they are just the cutest couple, and so in tune with each other!

		

		“So, what are you two plotting this morning?” Colt asked from behind Kathy a moment later.

		

		“We’re planning on fucking you to death and then running off together,” Sky said with a straight face, and then all three of the broke out into helpless laughter.

		

		****

		

		There were still a few people at the house when the three of them, freshly showered and wearing their swimsuits again, went downstairs. Colt and Skylar bid Suzie Curtis, the television star, and Abe and his young trophy wife, and Willie Hays and his dazzling, blonde-haired, blue-eyed date for the party a fond farewell at the front door.

		

		Damon found Kathy, kissed her good-morning, and then stumbled over to the elevator to go upstairs and shower. As they were waiting for him to come back down, Skylar and Kathy went into the kitchen and began throwing together some breakfast for the four of them.

		

		“Sorry you’ve got to cook yourself,” Skylar apologized as she fried up some eggs and dropped our slices of bread into the toaster, “but we obviously don’t keep staff here on the weekends we have swinger parties. All of our employees are trustworthy, but it doesn’t pay to take any unnecessary chances.”

		

		She shrugged and added, “Most of our guests tend to be famous, or very rich, or both. None of us want to end up on the front page of the Hollywood Tattler, or as the lead story on that bitch, Joan Jensen’s, TV show, The Hollywood Insider. So the less people who know about our parties, the better.”

		

		Kathy smiled, slicing melon at the sink. “Oh, that’s okay. I certainly don’t have anyone to make breakfast for me at home. Damon is a great cook, so he fixes lunch and dinner a lot, but neither one of us has any paid help, that’s for sure.”

		

		When the food was ready, they brought it out into the dining room. Colt had cleared the booze bottles down to one end of the long table, so that the four of them would have room at the table to eat, and was sitting with Damon, chatting and drinking coffee.

		

		“Man that was some blowout last night!” Damon said with a grin, helping himself to the food and passing it on to Colt. “That was the best swinger party I’ve ever been to. Thanks again for inviting us.”

		

		“We really enjoyed having you guys here,” Colt said, buttering his toast, “so much so that we made sure that you’re on the guest list for all the rest of the parties that Sky and I will be attending for the rest of the year.”

		

		“Thanks,” Damon replied, “it means a lot to us. I mean, I loved partying with everyone last night but it could be important to me, career-wise as well. I met some heavyweight people at your party. Who knows where that will lead?”

		

		Colt nodded. “Networking is important, no doubt about it. My knowing almost all of the Hollywood movers and shakers has never hurt my business, that’s for sure.”

		

		“Yeah, and I’d still be just a student at USC if I’d never met Colt,” Sky chimed in. “He introduced me to Paul Krause, the guy who’s Colt’s business agent, and now mine as well. And Paul’s gotten me every job I’ve ever had in modeling and commercials.”

		

		Kathy grinned and said, “I wish I’d meet someone like that, either at a party or somewhere else. I’m living at my aunt’s house this summer, taking care of it while she’s in Africa on a big anthropology dig for UCLA, where she teaches. I’m starting classes there in the fall, and I’m supposed to be looking for a summer job, so I can put some money away for college.”

		

		She looked over at Damon and added, “Instead, I met studly, over there, who is my aunt’s new next door neighbor. So all I’ve done so far this summer is go next door and get my lights fucked out by him.”

		

		Everyone at the table laughed. She shook her head and said, “Having sex with Damon has been fun and educational, but it hasn’t exactly landed me a job yet, either.”

		

		After a moment’s pause, Colt said, “Maybe it has at that, indirectly, I mean.”

		

		Kathy looked over at him and he said with a grin, “I’m hiring three girls to wash cars for me this summer at my Ford dealership on Santa Monica Boulevard. It’s Sky’s idea. She thought three cute high school or college chicks wearing bikinis, washing down the cars every morning would attract attention from people driving by. So, I’m going to try it.”

		

		He shrugged and told Kathy, “It pays twenty bucks an hour for four guaranteed hours every morning, and I’m actually hiring enough girls so that no one has to work more than five mornings a week. And it’s considered a permanent part-time job, so you’d be eligible for our medical and dental care program, even our retirement benefit program.”

		

		She beamed at him. “And I’ll I’d have to do is wear what I’m wearing now and wash a bunch of cars? Heck, I could do that. I used to wash my dad’s car at home all the time!”

		

		“See, so now you’ve got a job,” Colt said in reply. “That was easy, right?”

		

		“Right!” Kathy said, still grinning at her good fortune.

		

		When the two of them were taking their leave of the Websters an hour later, Sky slipped a business card into her hand. It was the card for Skylar and Colt’s Helping Kids International Fund. It displayed the phone number and address of the fund’s office in Century City. On the back was Skylar Channing Webster’s personal, private cell phone number, the number to the beach house, and the number to their primary residence in Beverly Hills, all written by hand, in blue ink, by Sky.

		

		Just as she was about to put it in her purse, her eyes suddenly filled with stars over the fact that Skylar had given her all of those personal contact numbers, Colt snatched it away and wrote, in his own bold hand, the number for his private cell phone and both the number for the main line at the Ford dealership, and his own direct number at his office.

		

		“I want to hear from you, cutie,” Skylar told her just before they walked down the street to Judd Walsh’s place to retrieve her aunt’s car from his driveway. “Call me anytime, okay?”

		

		Kathy smiled and then got a huge kiss, with lots and lots of tongue from the prettiest woman alive. And then she got a similar kiss from her new boss.

		

		“Monday morning at eight,” Colt told her. “We’ll have a bikini for you with the dealership’s colors. You can fill out all of the employee paperwork and then be ready to scrub some cars, all right?”

		

		“Sure,” Kathy told him, feeling wonderful.

		

		They walked down the street, dressed once again in their nice outfits, Damon’s arm around her shoulders. She was thinking, what a weekend this has been! They’re the nicest, neatest people in the entire world, and they’re now friends of ours—how incredibly cool is that?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		The summer seemed to rocket by after that weekend, getting better and better as it went along. Kathy was virtually living with Damon, only going over to her aunt’s place every day for a little while to make sure that the gardeners were gardening and that the pool guy was keeping the pool area spotless, that everything was okay inside the big house, and that the alarm on the rest of the time, to keep unwanted people out of the house, and all of her aunt’s possessions safe.

		

		She drove her aunt’s Lexus to the car lot every morning, having moved it over into Day’s garage, next to his ratty old Mustang. She cooked breakfast for him in the mornings, and left him feverishly swimming laps while she drove off to wash cars. He cooked lunch and dinner for them on the days he wasn’t working on the odd commercial or doing a bit part in some film.

		

		And at night they made love. They made love passionately, sensually, even fiercely on some nights.

		

		All in all, it was perfect. Kathy wished she could live with him forever and continue doing just what she was doing.

		

		Oh, she realized that she’d eventually have to find something more fulfilling and lucrative to do with her life than washing cars. But for right now, that was fun. Colt’s dealership was a dream to work for; she knew everyone there within two weeks, and got along with them all.

		

		The actual car-washing thing proved to be very cool. She liked the other two girls she worked with and all three of them enjoyed wearing the skimpy, blue and gold bikinis that read Colt Webster Ford across the bra front, and waving at the cars that passed by, honking at them as they washed and dried the vehicles. The bottom triangles of cloth that covered their pussies and their rears were so small that you couldn’t fit any lettering on them!

		

		And then there was Skylar, and Colt. Sky came by to say “hi” whenever she was in the neighborhood, which turned out to be often, since she also knew everyone at the car dealership and liked to keep up on what was going on in the lives of the ones she was closest to.

		

		She often timed her visits to include the time Kathy was getting off for the day. The two of them had lunch at a number of swanky Hollywood and Beverly Hills cafes; Kathy had learned to bring a nice outfit with her when she drove to work, in case Sky showed up and wanted to take her shopping or to lunch somewhere.

		

		Colt was at the lot for a couple of hours a few days a week, meeting with managers, hanging out with some friends of his who worked as mechanics for dealership, and just generally BSing with the troops, raising morale among the sales and administration people. If he arrived at the dealership while Kathy was working, he always looked her up and said hello.

		

		She didn’t know if the people at the company treated her so nicely because they had figured out that she was a friend of the Websters or not. All she knew was that they did treat her great and that it was the friendliest, most fun place to work that she could imagine.

		

		She had worked last summer at a fast food place and the difference in atmosphere between the two companies was astonishing. Talking to the other employees, she learned that Colt’s three dealerships had a huge waiting list of people who currently worked for other lots in the area who had applied to work instead for Colt. He did more promotions to attract more potential buyers, paid better commissions on sales, and had a much better benefit package than any other dealership owner in Southern California. The only people who ever quit were people who were either moving out of the area, retiring, or leaving to start their own businesses.

		

		One day, on the spur of the moment, Colt took Kathy to lunch. They ate in the stylishly-modern Mariposa restaurant in the basement of Neiman Marcus in Beverly Hills, after Colt had showed her a pair of terrific-looking, very funky, suede and patent leather, wedge-heels sneakers that Sky had bought the other day when the two of them had gone shopping together.

		

		“Sky said that you should have a pair of those for school this fall. That you’d look extra-hot on campus in them,” Colt told her as they ate. “She almost bought some for you, but she didn’t know your size.”

		

		He waggled his eyebrows at her and said, “Now, since we’re here having lunch…”

		

		His voice trailed off. She shook her head, “I couldn’t let you buy those for me. They’re fabulous, and I’d love to have them, but those fucking shoes cost, like, eight-hundred dollars, Colt!”

		

		He shrugged. “Sky seems to think you should have a pair. She doesn’t much give a damn what things cost, Kath. The two of us make so much money it’s obscene, so we can well afford it.”

		

		“I…I couldn’t!” she protested.

		

		Skylar had already bought her a couple of thousand dollars worth of jeans and blouses and shoes on their little lunch-time shopping sprees. She had tried to tell Sky no, but telling Sky no had turned out to like telling the sun to go down early that day.

		

		Colt just grinned at her. “You know you want ‘em, and you know Sky’s going to buy them for you, one way or another. So, what size do you wear?”

		

		Kathy went home with the shoes, smiling and shaking her head.

		

		****

		

		“Whoa, those rock!” Damon said when she modeled them for him later that evening, when he’d gotten home from shooting another commercial.

		

		After a moment, he frowned. “But they cost eight-hundred bucks?”

		

		Kathy shrugged. Damon asked her, “So, did Colt want, like, a blowjob or something, for buying those for you, babe?”

		

		She drew herself up and glared at him. “I’m not some kind of shoe-whore, Damon Draper! So, no, Colt didn’t want sex for buying them for me!”

		

		Moments later, she said, “And Sky has never demanded that I lick her pussy for her after buying me blouses and jeans and stuff either, not to mention a bunch of sixty dollar lunches. She and Colt aren’t like that, or haven’t you figured that out by now?”

		

		Damon held up his hands defensively. “Okay, okay, it just seems weird that they buy you so much stuff and don’t want anything in return for it.”

		

		Kathy shook her head. “Sky could get any one of two dozen red-hot honeys to go for a roll in the hay with her in about a minute and a half. She and Nadia and Ally get together all the time, and Mindy Roper would crawl a mile over hot, broken glass to lick Sky’s pussy. You know that! Why would she have to bribe me to make it with her?”

		

		“Sorry I said anything,” Damon murmured, putting his arms around Kathy, hugging her, his head on top of her soft, fragrant hair. “It’s just that you don’t meet people like the Websters every day. As a matter of fact, until we met them, I didn’t think that there were any people like the Websters, babe.”

		

		****

		

		It was almost the end of July, and DeShawn and Nadia’s opulent swinger party was this weekend. Kathy had spent an hour on the phone with Ally, Nadia, and Sky, trying to get ideas for picking just the right costume.

		

		The theme was “An Evening In Old Paree” and Kathy had quickly found out that the most practical costume for the night would include a pair of black, fishnet stockings, worn with an old-fashioned garter belt. The girls explained that such a foundation garment would allow a panty-less Kathy to simply slip her fancy gown up around her hips and take a man’s cock from the front or back, or both at once—since she enjoyed DP’s—without getting totally undressed.

		

		Kathy really liked that idea. Plus, the low-cut bodice in the gown would, if it was tight enough, allow her to use it as sort of a push-up bra to help showcase what tits she did have more effectively.

		

		Damon rented a stunning, tightly-cut suit made of some sort of fake velvet material. It had a rakish, flat-crowned, wide-brimmed hat in a matching color that went along with it, and he wore it with a frilly-cuffed white shirt that also featured the same sort of frills running down the front of it. He wore the shirt open to the third button, to show off his manly chest and his deep sun tan.

		

		Kathy thought he looked like some super-hot model on the cover of a racy eighteenth-century erotic-romance novel. She bet women at the party would be creaming their panties at the sight of him!

		

		“This is fun, getting all dressed up like this!” Kathy said the night of the party as they parked her aunt’s Lexus down the block from DeShawn’s magnificent three story, red brick mansion.

		

		“Yeah, it’s like an elaborate costume party with fucking,” Damon told her, rolling his eyes. “What could be better?”

		

		She laughed at him. “You’re an actor. You know you love playing dress up.”

		

		“True,” he said, getting out and coming around to help her out of the SUV, “it’s the role of a lifetime…The Cocksman, starring Damon Draper and a cast of dozens of voluptuous, unclad ladies, I hope.”

		

		They started up the sidewalk and she laughed again, even more gaily this time. “Dozens…that’s pretty ambitious, Day! Do you really think you’ll be up to doing dozens of girls tonight?”

		

		He grinned at her as they turned up the walk to Dee’s place. “Well, maybe just a single dozen, then—I think Colt did something like that many at the last party, so that’s what I’m shooting for tonight.”

		

		She rang the bell for them, giggling, and said, “Yes, but Colt’s not really human. He’s a sex machine, didn’t you know that?”

		

		“Man against machine,” he teased her back, “a contest as old as time; we’ll see who prevails.”

		

		The door swung open and DeShawn Hastings—resplendent in a fancy, pimp-daddy velvet suit that was a lot like the one Damon wore, other than it being an electric blue—smiled at them and said, “Now we talkin’. Day and Kathy, the real talent be here. Come on in, kids, and let’s get this party started!”

		

		Kathy gave him a big hug and he kissed her long and hard, his tongue exploring the interior of her mouth. She felt her pussy getting hot already and wondered how long it would take handsome, studly, oh so sexy DeShawn to claim his host’s privilege and fuck her tonight.

		

		I hope it won’t be too long, she thought as he finally let her out of his arms, I’ve been dreaming of having that huge black dick in me again, and I know Day is excited as he can be about balling Nadia again, too!

		

		“The main bar is over here,” Dee told them as he led them through the house, into a big recreation/bar room, with its high ceilings and four big screen televisions. “The bedrooms are on the second and third floors—use any of ‘em you want to fuck in—and the free-for-all-ball, better known as the orgy, will be startin’ in this rec room about midnight or so.”

		

		“Colt calls it the ‘mope-and-grope’”, Kathy told him, laughing at the memory of that and how it had struck her as being so funny when he’d said it at the last party.

		

		“He only pretends to look down his nose at the group-grope,” Dee told her with a big grin. “I’ve seem him rootin’ around on the floor, fuckin’ whoever he could get his dick into more times than I can count at past parties.”

		

		“I’m gonna’ get us a drink,” Damon said, eying the long, fifteen-seat bar. “You want a Coke, Kathy?”

		

		“Sure,” she told him absently, looking around to see who all was here, “that sounds fine.”

		

		She saw Nadia, of course, over by the bar with Ally and Judd. And Abe Craft and his young wife were there, too, talking with a man who was almost Abe’s age and a luscious-looking redhead that Kathy didn’t know.

		

		Looking to her left, she saw Mindy and Don, and waved to them. And Kyle Bennett, the dreamy-looking young movie star was here, sitting at the bar with a beautiful strawberry blonde girl that looked to be about Kathy’s age.

		

		“Hey, there’s my girl!” she heard a familiar voice say from behind her.

		

		Spinning on her heels, she saw Colt and Skylar right behind her. Colt looked so handsome in his period costume that she wanted to tear it off of him and fuck him right then and there! And Sky, in a low-cut gown that was slit deeply up both sides, looked just like what she was billed as—the sexiest woman in America!

		

		“Looks like you’re going to get quite a turn-out tonight, Dee,” Colt told his friend, glancing around the big room at the forty or so people who were already in attendance.

		

		“Sheeeeit, Colt,” DeShawn answered with his ever-present grin, “you really think anyone who’s anyone is gonna’ miss a party that Nadia and I throw?”

		

		When everyone had stopped laughing over DeShawn’s braggadocio, Sky said to her husband, “Why don’t you get me a Knob Creek on the rocks, babe, while I chat a little with Kath, okay?”

		

		He nodded and he and Dee moved off toward the bar. Skylar whispered to Kathy, “Colt and I thought it might be nice to start the evening off, in a little while, after all the guests have arrived, with a little private, intimate swing, just close friends? What do you think about that?”

		

		“Who did you have in mind, gorgeous?” Kathy said, flirting shamelessly with her friend, her eyes flashing Skylar a come-on that no one could miss.

		

		Sky responded in kind, touching Kathy’s cheek lightly with her fingertips as she whispered back, “Oh, you and I and Damon, and Colt, of course. And Judd and Ally, and Dee and Nadia…and maybe the Ropers, if they’re up for it—how does that sound?”

		

		“Excellent,” Kathy whispered back. She couldn’t think of a hotter group of swingers to start her evening off with.

		

		“Great,” Sky answered, her green eyes dancing with excitement, “and I definitely think the two of us should hit the free-for-all-ball tonight, too. You haven’t done that yet, and it’s a lot of fun; especially if it’s your first time.”

		

		“That sounds so cool,” Kathy gushed. “It’s a date!”

		

		****

		

		Everyone stood around in the rec room for another half hour, chatting and circulating among the crowd, and having drinks. Kathy was impatient, wanting to go upstairs and get the party started.

		

		She couldn’t drink anything stronger than soda pop without risking getting sick, and she didn’t have any pot to slip out back and get high with. But that didn’t really bother her. She hadn’t had any weed at the last party, the one a Colt and Skylar’s beach house and that had gone super!

		

		Kathy didn’t feel like she needed drugs anymore to just let herself go and act like a total, sexy little slut at these parties. She felt comfortable enough with the Websters, and with the Ropers, and Dee and Nadia—even with superstar Judd Walsh and his wife Ally—to let herself get really wild.

		

		And, after she got started fucking and sucking and licking pussy with them, she knew from past experience that she’d be ready to willingly take on all comers for the rest of the evening!

		

		She sidled up to Damon, who was jawing away with a tall, extremely handsome man with long, perfectly barbered and styled grey hair, who was dressed as an eighteenth century Paris fop. He was very elegant-looking, like he somehow belonged in just such extreme clothes, and the young redhead he was with was a real stunner, too.

		

		“Hey, kitten; this is Alexander Quincy Longwell, the Broadway producer, and his date, Circe Stevens. She’s an actress.”

		

		He smiled at Kathy and said, “This is Kathy Barrett, my girlfriend.”

		

		Kathy smiled like a cat that has just been petted. She adored being acknowledged in public by Damon as his girlfriend. It really made her feel like she was finally getting somewhere in their relationship.

		

		“Circe?” she asked the red-haired young bombshell, who had a very pretty face, a cute little up-turned nose, green eyes and a set of impressive, natural-looking tits showing in the low-cut red bustier she was wearing.

		

		“Yeah, it’s, like, classical, for enchantress, you know?”

		

		“Circe’s” accent was pure Brooklyn. It sounded particularly jarring here, in California, and with a name like Circe.

		

		“Mr. Longwell was talking to me about auditioning for the part of Biff in Death of a Salesman, the old Arthur Miller play,” Damon explained, his eyes bright with excitement, “he’s bringing it back to Broadway in a few months.”

		

		“Yes, our original choice for the role has been forced to withdraw, for health reasons,” Alexander Quincy Longwell told Kathy, drinking her fresh, teenaged beauty in with his eyes, her voice deep and perfectly modulated, like a that of a trained stage actor.

		

		Definite horndog, Kathy thought, looking up at the tall producer with a polite smile on her face, he may sound like that black dude who played Darth Vader, as far as the classy way he talks, but he’s still a well-spoken pussyhound. I can tell.

		

		“Well, that’s nice,” she said at last to Damon, taking him by the arm. “But you’re a movie actor, aren’t you, sweetie?”

		

		“Movies, theater…acting’s acting,” Damon said defensively as Kathy tugged discreetly on he elbow.

		

		He dipped his head toward the pair he had been talking to and said apologetically, “Kathy and I have to circulate a bit. I’ll catch up with you later, Mr. Longwell, and we’ll talk more about the role. And it’s nice to have met you, Ms. Stevens.”

		

		“Likewise, I’m sure,” she said, sounding exactly like a Brooklyn caricature and not realizing it.

		

		“What’s so important?” Damon whispered as they moved away. “That guy is huge on Broadway, and Biff is a big role. If I got that, I could be on my way!”

		

		“And move to fucking New York?” Kathy demanded, tossing her hair back over her shoulders as if dismissing the whole idea as ludicrous.

		

		She smiled at her man and then told him about the upcoming group-fuck upstairs that he was to be a part of. He grinned and nodded his approval at the idea of balling Skylar Channing or Nadia Neal again. He asked her eagerly, “When?”

		

		“It looks like right now,” Kathy said, cutting her eyes over to DeShawn and the others, who were coming toward her and Damon through the crowd of party guests.

		

		“Cool,” Damon said, his smile growing bigger.

		

		“And Day,” Kathy whispered up at him, “I’m going to be really nasty for you tonight—I’m totally let myself go while you watch and fuck like a bunny!”

		

		He grinned and asked, “Promise?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Fancy party outfits flew off once they were inside DeShawn and Nadia’s huge master bedroom suite. In no time, Kathy was flat on her back in the middle of the mattress, nude, her legs spread, and Sky was eating her pussy!

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Kathy sighed, humping her hips up off the bed so that Skylar could suck her cunny even better.

		

		And then, to her surprise, Skylar moved aside and came up to lie down right next to Kathy on her tummy. She leaned down and kissed her as Ally Walsh took her place between Kathy’s legs and began to feast on her juicy little slit.

		

		Oh, oh, God, talk about hot! Sky is sucking my tongue and kissing me so sweetly and Ally is really going after my pussy!

		

		Just when Kathy was starting to murmur and coo and wriggle her hips around uncontrollably against Ally’s mouth while she made out with Sky, Ally got up and moved over onto her other side, sucking Kathy’s very erect left nipple in between her lips and starting to nurse on it. Another set of lips, Mindy Roper’s, soon enveloped Kathy’s overflowing slit and started to lap and suck on her throbbing clit once again.

		

		“Ulllllllllllmmmmmm!” Kathy gurgled, overwhelmed by all of the lust-filled females surrounding her writhing body, licking at her, kissing her, sucking at her…loving her totally with their knowing mouths and fingertips!

		

		“Such a pretty baby,” Nadia Neal murmured just then, reaching under Skylar’s body and finding Kathy’s right nipple and twisting it gently while the other three women sucked and teased with their soft lips and hungry tongues.

		

		Kathy was going to come! She’d never felt such a concentrated, orchestrated, totally wonderful oral assault on her young body before—it was as if these rich, famous, beautiful women were absolutely adoring her with their mouths and fingers. It made her feel like a…goddess!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, hoooh! Ooooooooh!” Kathy moaned, coming hard, her pussy pouring out girl jizz and Mindy sucking it down eagerly, her tongue still all over Kathy’s orgasming clit.

		

		She was climaxing so fully that the girls had to hold her twisting, writhing body in place. They did just that, eager to keep sucking, licking, and teasing it to new heights of orgasmic bliss as she came and came. Kathy wailed and whimpered and almost sobbed with joy, her climax so powerful that she could scarcely believe it!

		

		When she finally stopped gasping and hunching her body up off the bedspread in search of even hotter thrills, she heard DeShawn’s deep voice murmur, “Damn, you ladies sure know how to pleasure a little girl, I’ll give you that!”

		

		They pulled away from her, their fingers trailing across Kathy’s heaving body as the moved back, caressing it softly. As the little group of pussy-lickers moved aside, she saw Dee kneeling on the end of the bed, his massive black dick as hard as a fencepost. He knee-walked forward, in between her legs, and mashed his cock head against her super-wet pussy lips, coating it with her slick juices.

		

		“But enough of that hot lezzy shit,” he whispered, “time for some man-lovin’ now, cutie.”

		

		He had no trouble getting his huge prick into her. Kathy’s cunny was bubbling out hot pussy oil like a well-spring.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, what a big one!” she sighed as he bottomed out in her snug little hole.

		

		She wrapped her arms around him and threw her legs across his butt, drawing him downward, her heels locked over his ass. Looking up at him, she whispered, “Fuck me, Dee! I’ve wanted this enormous thing in me again for weeks now—give it to me good, big boy!”

		

		Dee chuckled with delight at her admission of lust for him and began to nail her cute little ass to the bed with his hard, pussy-splitting strokes. Kathy groaned with pleasure and clung to him as he drilled her.

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” she murmured in his ear, looking around the bed, loving how everyone was watching her getting fucked.

		

		Sky was on her knees in front of Damon, sucking his big dick, but she was glancing over at the bed out of the corner of her eye as her head went up and back. Nadia was holding hands with Ally, and the two of them were staring raptly as the point where DeShawn’s mammoth cock was hammering in and out of Kathy’s little pink slit.

		

		In Nadia’s other hand, the one that wasn’t holding Mindy’s, was her husband, Don Roper’s large dick. Nadia was stroking it for him while they watched.

		

		So hot! It’s just so fucking hot to get it like this while all of these famous, sexy, gorgeous people are watching me!

		

		And then she suddenly realized, amid the swirl of excitement surrounding her from being the center of attention like this: Where’s Colt?

		

		Just at that moment, DeShawn reached down under her, putting a hand on each ass cheek and squeezing them gently as he rolled over. They came to rest with her on top, bent at the waist, and lying atop his big chest.

		

		“Here we go, honey,” Colt’s voice whispered as a gooey finger parted her anal pucker and slid inside, spreading a liberal coating of Astroglide around in her back entrance.

		

		The finger left and Colt’s thick, round cock head quickly replaced it. Kathy sighed with pleasure as her boss claimed her asshole again with his perfect cock and started to fuck it.

		

		She glanced up at Damon and saw him grinning like the village idiot at the sight of his girlfriend’s small body being stuffed with cock. She looked down from Damon’s happy face and saw that Skylar was really giving him some primo head and mouthed the word up at him silently, “Enjoy!”

		

		He nodded and Kathy turned her head back and kissed DeShawn. He pushed his tongue up into her mouth and she sucked at it greedily, moving her hips in effortless rhythm with the two pricks doubling her so beautifully.

		

		****

		

		After Colt and DeShawn had creamed her like a pair of twin fire-hoses going off inside her holes, both at once, both at the same time—making her orgasm again like a crazy girl—Don and Judd had quickly replaced them. They were now balling her like there was no tomorrow, Don up her butt and Judd driving upward from underneath, right up into her gooey pussy. She glanced over and saw that Skylar was riding up and down on Damon’s hard cock a few feet away like a championship cowgirl.

		

		Just as Kathy started to come again, Sky leaned over and kissed her. The well-fucked teenager moaned into Skylar’s mouth and just let go, the orgasm washing over her and then spreading to Sky as Damon unloaded in the super-model’s tight cunt.

		

		All four of them clung together until the men ran out of jizz and their cocks began to shrink back to normal. After they had disengaged, Damon tenderly kissed his girl goodbye and went back downstairs with the other guys.

		

		Skylar slid down onto the bed and turned on to her back. She gathered Kathy into a “sixty-nine” and began to suck the jism out of the younger girl’s inundated pussy slit, the thick wads of man-cream draining out quickly into Sky’s mouth. Kathy felt a tongue go into her gaped-open anus and turned away from licking Skylar’s pussy for a moment to watch Mindy lapping out the pearlescent goo from her bottom like a kitten going after a bowl of cream.

		

		Oh, God, this is why I love swinging so much! Kathy thought, the tiny flashes of pleasure starting up in her pussy and ass again already. The sexiest, hottest dudes alive fucking me senseless, and then some of the prettiest, most famous women in the world eating me up right afterward—what could possibly top this?

		

		She found out what could top it an hour and a half later, when she and Sky, along with Mindy, Ally, and Nadia went back downstairs, nude, holding hands, their pussies temporarily sated after an epic round of mutual clit-licking and twat-sucking. The lights were out in the big rec room when they reached the first floor and Nadia winked at Kathy.

		

		“It’s every woman for herself in the orgy room, kitten—let’s get fucked. Scream for help if they eat you alive!”

		

		The five of them, giggling like schoolgirls cutting class, dashed into the darkened room together. Kathy only made it halfway to the bar, where just a few dim lights glowed in the distance, before she was grabbed by the ankles and pulled down onto the thick carpet.

		

		A beautiful woman she’d never seen before kissed her, while the little redhead from New York—the unlikely-named “Circe”—dove between Kathy’s legs and started gobbling her pussy. Katy lay back and sighed, loving this catch-as-catch-can, exciting new kind of sexual fun. Circe was quite the pussy-lapper, and whoever the chick was that currently had her tongue down Kathy’s throat, she definitely knew what she was doing when it came to making out with another woman!

		

		In no time, Kathy was wriggling about enthusiastically, sucking pussy herself, kissing one guy and then another. She came twice in the darkness and lay panting until she felt a cock head tap her lips.

		

		Not even thinking about it, she turned her head that way, sucked it in, and began bobbing her head in and out on the long, thick penis. She twirled her tongue around it a few times, and then recognized a tiny little bump just underneath the head.

		

		“Hey, Abe, how are you tonight?” she whispered happily up into the darkness, after pulling her lips from his cock momentarily.

		

		“Much better, now that I’ve hooked up with you at last, Kathy, my love,” the old lawyer said as he reached down and squared her small body up with his, and then mounted up on her juicy quim. He began to fuck her.

		

		“Mmmmmm, that feels so nice,” Kathy purred, wrapping her arms around the old man’s neck, pulling him down for a kiss.

		

		Abe fucked her gently, but oh, so well for a few minutes. She sucked at his tongue and ground her erect little nipples upward against his wiry chest hair, remembering the last party, where he’d balled her to a very hot orgasm and then, later in the evening, she’s given him a long, slurpy blowjob and swallowed his load for him.

		

		“Oh, Abe, you do me so great,” she whispered when they finally stopped making out a few minutes later.

		

		He was pumping hard, and his fat dick felt wonderful gliding in and out against her aroused clit. She heard him gasp and then a large wad of jizz flooded into her and she began to come, too.

		

		“Ummmmmm, that’s right, you old sweetie, get my hot pussy off with that big old cock of yours,” she murmured, her cunny fluttering all around him as he went off inside her.

		

		“God, but you’re a sweet kid,” he whispered as he finished up. “You’re a great fuck, Kathy. Thanks, and have fun.”

		

		He pulled out, patting her on the cheek. She smiled up into the almost total darkness. She liked fucking Abe. It always felt kind of like she was doing a good deed when she let him ball her. He was way old, but he just loved younger women, and she was far and away the youngest woman at this affair: so why not make him feel good?

		

		Besides, he makes me feel great; too, she had to admit. For such an old man, the guy can really fuck!

		

		She felt two hands grasp her leg and then a set of lips on her shoulder, kissing her flesh, another set of hands on her tummy and ass, caressing and teasing. Was it a man and a woman…two women…two men?

		

		Kathy found that she didn’t care. She just rolled onto her back once more and opened her legs for them…

		

		****

		

		“Mr.….uh…Longwell, was it?” Kathy asked as the long, thick cock slid up into her from behind.

		

		“Yes, that’s right, Kathy,” Alexander Quincy Longwell said, puffing, as he banged her hard. “You have an incredible pussy, my dear, and these little tits are just so precious. Damon is a lucky man.”

		

		They were over near the bar, so there had been just enough light for her have caught a glimpse of the long, beautifully barbered hair and his handsome face. That had been a minute or two ago, when’d he’d mounted up on her, doggie-style. He was now humping her furiously with that lengthy, very thick cock of his, while squeezing her tits lightly, just the way she liked having it done when a guy fucked her from behind.

		

		His name should be Longcock, instead of Longwell, she thought as she worked her hips back onto his big dick. Jesus, what a nice one! He’s a lot like Abe—really hung and a great fuck, for an old fossil!

		

		And she was fucking the older man for all she was worth, knowing that Damon would be pleased if she really got this old fucker off strong. He seemed to think this ancient dude could be important to his career, so she was more than willing to help out by balling the guy’s brains out.

		

		Besides, he’s pretty good, she thought, feeling her tummy begin to tighten. He’s gonna’ make me come—you can’t ask for more than that from a guy, no matter what his age!

		

		****

		

		“God, I’m so glad I finally found you!” Kyle Bennett told Kathy five minutes after she’d said goodbye to a very satisfied Alexander Quincy Longwell, her pussy full of his spunk.

		

		The handsome young movie star had groped his way into her moments before, and now he was easing his dick into her juicy recesses while she lay under him on the carpet. He bottomed out in her and then started to fuck her slow and easy.

		

		“This wouldn’t be much of a party if I hadn’t gotten a chance to do this…with you!” he whispered in her ear.

		

		“Mmmmmm, what’s so special about me, babe?” she whispered back teasingly. “There’s a cubic ton of pussy here tonight.”

		

		“Yeah, but you’re one of the hottest girls I’ve ever met, Kathy,” he murmured in her ear, starting to fuck her a little faster, “God, your pussy is so tight and slick and hot, baby!”

		

		Kathy nuzzled him and worked her hips faster, enjoying the feel of him gliding in and out of her. She ground her clit against his cock and purred in his ear, “Enjoy my pussy, Kyle, fuck it good, you hottie!”

		

		He moaned and banged her harder. She smiled in the darkened room, realizing that half the teenage girls in America fantasized about getting just what she was getting from this handsome young star. But they weren’t getting it—she was. And she was reveling in every stroke, every lunge of his nice cock down into her squishy depths!

		

		Kyle Bennett really gave it to her after that, knowing she wanted it just as bad as he wanted her nubile little body. She clung to him and rolled her ass up onto his descending prick, mewling in his ear, toying with his hair. She kept urging him to do her harder, deeper, reveling in the lusty, hot fuck after the sweet, gentle one Abe had given her earlier, and the passionate banging Damon’s Broadway producer friend had slipped her just before Kyle.

		

		She wondered how many more men would push their hard cocks into her welcoming cunny tonight; how many women would eat her and lick the men’s semen out of her overflowing snatch? She bet it would be a bunch—because the more sex she got tonight, the better it felt! It wasn’t much past twelve-thirty, and she was young and feeling very horny and not a bit tired.

		

		****

		

		“Kath, wake up, we’re home,” she heard Damon’s voice from what sounded like far away.

		

		Her eyes came open and she realized that she was belted into the front seat of her aunt’s Lexus and that it was parked in her familiar spot in Damon’s garage, next to his Mustang. Looking over at him, noticing that she was once more dressed in her costume, she said, “What happened? Did I fall asleep?”

		

		“Yes, baby, you were out like a light,” he smiled patiently at her and shut the engine off.

		

		He got out and came around to help her from the vehicle. She smiled up at him and said, “I fucked that dude for you, Longmont, or Longdick, or whatever his name was. And he said I was a great fuck!”

		

		Damon nodded and closed the car door. He threw an arm around her shoulder and guided her into the house.

		

		“I know you did, baby,” he said as he took her into the bedroom and started to remove her clothes. “We talked as the party was breaking up, and he raved about you and what a little hottie you are. He told me how lucky I am to have you.”

		

		When Damon had her naked, the long fishnet stockings rolled off her legs and deposited in the dirty clothes hamper, along with the garter belt and her dress, he helped her into the shower and then pulled his own clothes off. Once inside with her, he gently washed her asshole out with his soapy fingers, along with her pussy.

		

		Huge gouts of male come slopped down onto the floor of the shower, and Kathy’s eyes went wide. “Wow! Just how many guys did I fuck tonight?”

		

		He held her and whispered, “A lot, baby girl, a whole lot, that’s how many.”

		

		She looked up at him fearfully, “Are you mad at me for being such a slut?”

		

		He laughed and folded her into his arms, saying, “No, I’m proud of you, for being the hottest girl at that whole fucking party, honey.”

		

		Hugely relieved, she grinned up at him and he said, just before he kissed her, “Besides, I love you too much to ever stay mad at you anyway.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		The thing that surprised Kathy the most, when she thought about it later, was how utter disaster had managed to materialize so quickly out of seeming triumph. She and Damon were doing what they normally did, the week after the big party at DeShawn’s, where she’d received so much praise and so many compliments for being the hit of the evening.

		

		He’d been going out on auditions; she’d been washing cars and getting ready to start her classes at UCLA in a few weeks, Sky taking her shopping and lavishing new clothes and shoes on her, despite her protests. Everything had seemed so normal, so great.

		

		And then, one day, Damon had come home bursting with excitement. She’d never seen him so happy and, at first, she couldn’t wait to hear his news.

		

		“I got the gig!” he said proudly when she asked him what had happened. “I read for Alex and he gave me the part! I’m going to be on Broadway, Kath. I’m going to be a fucking star after all!”

		

		Kathy’s heart plummeted, like a ship sinking to the bottom of the ocean. She stared up at him in disbelief.

		

		Their fantastic life together was over, just when it was getting started. She looked up at him numbly and asked, “Isn’t Broadway still in New York? Isn’t it still all the way on the other side of the country; what about us, Day—what about the two of us being together as a couple?”

		

		His smile faded abruptly. First he looked worried, and then his handsome face grew resolved.

		

		“It won’t be forever,” he finally told her.

		

		After what seemed like an hour of uneasy silence between them, with Kathy just staring up at him in heart-broken disbelief, he finally added, “You could come with me. New York has colleges and universities, too, you know.”

		

		He brightened, saying excitedly, “Columbia…Columbia University is there, and I’ll bet they’ve got an Anthropology Department—you could go there, instead of UCLA!”

		

		She shook her head sadly. “Its just a few weeks before classes start. I’d never get in, even if I could get in—which I probably never could. I’ve got the grades, but I don’t have any of that other bullshit that all the big-time schools want to see on your record now for admission.”

		

		He stared at her blankly and so she went on to add, “They want not only good grades and great admission test scores; nowadays they also look for community service activities, and extra-curricular school stuff, like club memberships, being student body president, participating in sports, and like that.”

		

		She shrugged. “I never did any of that shit. I just got good grades. If my aunt hadn’t pulled some strings at UCLA for me, I would have never gotten in there, either. So I can’t change schools and go with you, Damon. It just wouldn’t work.”

		

		He paced around the kitchen. Finally, he said, “Well, I don’t have to do the play forever. I can quit after six months, if I want to. It’s in the contract I signed. And I can fly you out there on long weekends, so that we can be together. I’m going to be making pretty good money, so I can afford the plane tickets.”

		

		“Maybe,” she said after another moment’s pause, “if I can afford the time to travel out there.”

		

		When he looked at her questioningly, she said simply, “UCLA isn’t high school, babe. Everyone there was in the top five-percent of their class. I’m smart, but I’m going to have to study my ass off to cut it against competition like that. I don’t know if I’m going to have time for long, leisurely weekends spent flying to New York and back, without flunking out.”

		

		****

		

		Things were quiet between them that night. Damon watched an old movie with her, but Kathy couldn’t have told anyone, after it was over, what it had been about or who had been in it.

		

		She had sat there beside him and just stared at the screen, her face blank, thinking about this autumn, which had looked so bright and promising and which now looked so bleak. And about Damon being gone and about her losing him. That now seemed inevitable.

		

		She knew Damon. He needed sex like a heroin addict needed drugs. He would no doubt succumb to the charms of the women in New York City, and one of them would steal her handsome Damon away from her—that seemed a sure thing.

		

		When they went to bed, they made love, and it was the first time Kathy could remember that it wasn’t great. It wasn’t even good. It was like making love to Pierce again!

		

		She cried herself to sleep in his arms that night, after he had nodded off. She couldn’t believe that her life had gone from “perfect”, all the way to “shit”, in one short afternoon and evening.

		

		Brenda and Gigi, the other two girls she washed cars with at the lot, noticed immediately that she wasn’t her normal cheery self the next morning and asked her what was wrong. She told them, and then almost burst into tears when she saw their reaction to what she’d said.

		

		Because they hadn’t rushed to assure her that everything would work out fine; that the long-distance, bi-coastal romance would survive intact. They didn’t say, “It’ll be all right , just you wait and see.”

		

		What Gigi did say was: “Fuck, what a bummer, Kath!” And Brenda added, “Yeah, with a dude that looks as hot as Damon, some chick in New York is going to swoop right in and grab him, that’s for fucking sure!”

		

		Suspicions confirmed, Kathy thought miserably, still fighting off the urge to burst into tears, the way she’d already done this morning, driving to work, and all last night, whenever she’d awoken.

		

		I’m fucked. My sweet Day is as good as gone!

		

		Cars went by and honked, and Gigi and Brenda stopped washing and waved whenever they did, as usual. Kathy didn’t. She kept her arms moving, spreading the suds around hood and bumpers, ignoring everything except the growing ache in her chest as she thought about Damon leaving town soon.

		

		She couldn’t believe that, practically before she knew it, she’d be back to living in her cramped bedroom in Whittier, with her folks and Audrey. She’d received an e-mail last week from her aunt, saying that political unrest in the African country where she was working was probably going to cause her to close down the dig a few months early and return home soon.

		

		It hadn’t bothered Kathy when she’d received it, because for all practical purposes she had been living with Damon for almost a month anyway. She’d just figured that she’d move the rest of her stuff over there, and then drop the bomb on her folks and her aunt about Damon and her shacking up together.

		

		Now that wasn’t an option. He had explained to her that—with the price of apartments in Manhattan and the cost of living in New York City, plus her round-trip plane tickets—if she could get away to take advantage of them—he wouldn’t have the money to just let her live in his empty house until he got back. He’d have to rent it out to help cover the payments on it.

		

		“Fuck,” Kathy said under her breath, starting to cry again despite her best efforts not to do so.

		

		She could see herself, riding the city bus from Whittier every day to UCLA, and then home at night, living in her tiny bedroom, studying like mad, with no life to speak of at all. She thought about her current life, the one that was about to end so abruptly, and sighed.

		

		No more Lexus to drive around in, taking her wherever she wanted to go. No more freedom; no more swinger parties…her folks would never allow her to stay out all night—that was for damned sure! And, worst of all, no more Damon to cuddle her at night and to delight her in the mornings.

		

		Kathy couldn’t help it. She sagged down onto the hood of the car she was washing and bawled full-out, getting her tits and her chest soaking wet, tears cascading down her face.

		

		“You’d better go get Bob,” Gigi whispered to Brenda, coming over and taking Kathy in her arms and holding her, just letting her cry.

		

		Bob Brendan was the dealership manager. Kathy tried to pull herself together, not wanting to tell Bob why she was behaving as she was. He was a nice guy, and he would want to help.

		

		But what could he do, really? What could anyone do to help her, besides Damon?

		

		And he wasn’t going to help her. He was going away.

		

		****

		

		Bob had closed the blinds that gave privacy to his glass-walled office and left Kathy sitting alone in it, after just a brief talk. He’d wrapped a big fluffy towel around her wet upper body for warmth before he’d stepped out, telling her to wait there.

		

		After a half hour or so, the door to his office opened again. But it wasn’t Bob Brendan who came through it.

		

		Skylar Channing Webster swept into the room and closed the door behind her. She opened her arms and said softly, “Come here, kitten.”

		

		Kathy leapt off the couch she was sitting on and snuggled in against Sky’s bountiful chest. Skylar was wearing a pair of knockout Gucci jeans, a pretty Dolce & Gabbana blouse, six-hundred dollar sandals, and a pair of killer sunglass from Dior, pushed up onto the top of her head.

		

		She crushed Kathy to her chest and stroked her hair, clearly not giving a fuck about getting her pretty outfit wet. After a long moment, she said, “I talked briefly to Bob, and to Brenda and Gigi. When is Damon leaving?”

		

		Kathy looked up at Sky and said, “Soon, he’s got to get to New York to rehearse with the rest of the cast, and then they’re going out on the road to test-run the play in places like Harford and Boston, before they open on Broadway.”

		

		“And when is your aunt coming home?”

		

		Kathy had told Sky about moving permanently next door with Damon last week, at lunch, after the fateful e-mail from her aunt had arrived. It had seemed like such a joyous thing to both of them at the time, a good excuse for her formally moving in with Day.

		

		“She’ll be back next week, I think,” Kathy said, trying to reign in her emotions, trying to quit sobbing.

		

		“Okay, I talked to Colt on my cell on the way over here,” Skylar said. “And he agrees with me that your moving home to your folks little house, clear over in Whittier, when you’re about to start UCLA would be a major pain in the ass.”

		

		Kathy nodded her agreement, wondering what else she could possibly do. She couldn’t stay at Damon’s, and her aunt hadn’t offered her a bedroom either.

		

		“Don’t have much choice, I’m afraid, Sky,” Kathy said at last. “The dorms are no doubt full by now and I couldn’t afford living there even if they weren’t.”

		

		“We have something like twelve bedrooms and fourteen bathrooms at our house in Beverly Hills, kitten,” Sky said with a sly grin. “Colt and I only use one of them. I think we can find room for a tiny little thing like you.”

		

		Kathy’s heart lifted. She smiled at Skylar, and then frowned. “I hate to barge in on you two like that. Are you sure Colt is okay with this?”

		

		“Who do you think suggested it?”

		

		****

		

		“And you’re just gonna’ move over there and leave me here by myself?” Damon asked testily, as Kathy stuffed clothes and personal effects into a cardboard box. “I don’t leave for ten days yet, Kath!”

		

		Kathy turned and glared at him. She didn’t say anything; she just turned back and started packing again.

		

		“Okay…you’re pissed at me. I get that.”

		

		She wheeled on him. “You’re goddamned right I’m pissed at you, mister!”

		

		All of the emotion, the pain, the disappointment—the fear about the future of their relationship—came boiling to the surface in that instant. Kathy screamed at him, “You were just going to leave me high and dry, Day! I would have been riding the fucking bus from Whittier to school and back every day, living in my old, cramped bedroom, with not a damned thing to do other than go to work, go to school, and go back home!”

		

		She took a deep breath and added, “All of that was going to happening to me while you’re fucking every hot-looking bitch in New York City, becoming the toast of fucking Broadway. And don’t even bother tell me that you won’t have sex with other girls while you are away, because I know you, Damon! You’re all charming and handsome and fun…but you’re also a gigantic pussyhound!”

		

		He stepped back, shocked by the depth of her fury. He opened his mouth but she cut him off.

		

		“So, yeah, I am moving my cute little ass out of here, and out of your life, right fucking now!”

		

		Damon started to reason with her, but Kathy was having none of it. She hissed angrily, “You were going to just leave me in the lurch; shuffle off to the other side of the damned country and party your ass off. Maybe give me a call once in a while or send me a fucking plane ticket…if I was lucky.”

		

		He started toward her, his arms open but she shouted, “Fuck you, Damon! Fuck you, you selfish, self-centered asshole! I’m done with you.”

		

		That stopped him. Tears came to his eyes and then rolled down his tanned cheeks.

		

		Kathy felt as if her heart was breaking right in half. She hadn’t meant to break up with him. She’d just meant to move out, and give him a piece of her mind as she did so.’

		

		But what was said was said. She couldn’t take it back.

		

		And deep down inside, she discovered that she didn’t want to. She hadn’t intended to blow up at him this way, but dammit—he had been ready to leave her in the ditch; to just walk away and let her fend for herself!

		

		Maybe a clean break was best after all.

		

		“Kath, I love you, doesn’t that mean anything?” he said at last, his voice choked with emotion.

		

		“Oh, Day, my sweet Day, I love you, too!” Kathy wailed, starting to cry again as she threw herself into his arms and gave him a desperate, good-bye hug. “But this isn’t going to work. I’m going to lose you; I can see it as plain as anything.”

		

		It tore her to pieces to do it, but she then stepped back from him, sobbing, and said, “You love women and sex too much to be true to me. I know that. I don’t mind you fucking every girl in the place at a swinger party, but it would kill me to have you telling me about how good you’re being in New York, how true you’re being to me—while all the time I’d know that you were just lying to me to make me feel better.”

		

		She sniffed and said, “Well, fuck that! I’m not going to do that. I’m going on with my life, without you.”

		

		He looked at her pleadingly and said, “Maybe I could be true to you, babe. I do love you, and that’s the truth!”

		

		Her chest aching so badly that she thought she might be having a heart attack; she shook her head and went back to packing. “Not enough, Day, you don’t love me quite enough.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		She loaded up the Lexus with everything of hers from Damon’s house, and then added the few items she still had left next door at her aunt’s. All of it didn’t even fill the big SUV up.

		

		“How depressing,” Kathy said as she drove to Beverly Hills in the early afternoon, following the GPS screen, “all of my worldly possessions fit in a few cardboard boxes and my ratty old suitcase. How fucking depressing is that?”

		

		She concentrated on her driving, trying to keep Damon pushed out of her thoughts. As much as she knew this was for the best—hanging at his house for ten more days, just so he could break her heart yet again when he finally loaded up his old Mustang and headed for his shiny new life on the east coast—made no sense at all. Why do something as painful as this twice?

		

		Following the GPS directions, he took West Sunset Drive until she came to North Crescent Avenue, and then followed that down to the turnoff for Colt and Skylar’s street. Her eyes grew wide as she idled down the broad, heavily-treed, very exclusive-looking residential street, looking for the right address.

		

		All of the houses she could see were enormous; many were set so far back off the street and hidden by screens of heavy tree growth and landscaping that they weren’t really visible from the road. The lawns took up acres; not yards, of space in this exclusive neighborhood. And most of the fencing looked not just decorative, but as if it had been designed to give the huge homes an added degree of security.

		

		At last she came to the right address, the twin black wrought-iron gates that blocked entry to the driveway rising up twenty feet in height. She rolled up to the brick and stucco structure which held the gate intercom, put her window down, and pushed the button.

		

		After a moment, a clipped, British voice asked, “May I help you?”

		

		“Uh, I’m Kathy Bennett, here to see Skylar?”

		

		“Of course, Ms. Bennett; we’ve been expecting you,” the voice said, and the two gates swung open.

		

		Kathy drove a couple of hundred yards up the private drive, turned a corner and saw a magnificent two-story, California-Spanish style mansion, complete with white stucco walls and a red tile roof. She turned into the loop that circled a big fountain right in front of the pair of fifteen foot high, aged-wood and iron-hinged double doors at the front of the house and stopped.

		

		The right door opened and a tall, very distinguished-looking man in his late forties emerged, followed closely by Skylar. The man wore a close-clipped, graying mustache and a well tailored blue suit, complete with a crisp white shirt and a striped necktie. Skylar was dressed in a fluffy blue sweater and a pair of tan designer jeans, with some stylish sandals on her bare feet.

		

		Kathy got out of the vehicle and Sky hugged her. She stepped back and said, “This is Hurley, our butler, he and I will help you unload your stuff.”

		

		Smiling uncertainly, Kathy started at the tall man. Did you shake hands with a butler? Who knew? Who even had a butler, for that matter?

		

		Sky stepped around to the back of the Lexus and opened the rear door. She grabbed two big cardboard boxes, stacking them one on top of the other, and started back into the house with them. Hurley followed suit, taking two as well. Kathy picked up one box, knowing that two would be too much for her to manage—she wasn’t an Amazon princess like Skylar—and followed them inside.

		

		The house was gorgeous—it looked like something from the cover of House Beautiful. The floor in the big foyer was red Spanish tile, and the dark, heavy, masculine-looking furniture seemed as if it had been hand carved out of oak back when California had still been a Spanish colony.

		

		As she followed them into the living room, Kathy paused to look at the big fireplace, which had an actual fire in it, courtesy of some well-hidden gas jets and a pile of very realistic-looking ceramic logs. The room was enormous, the ceiling forty feet above her head, at the top of the second story, where large open beams showed against the white stucco.

		

		Across the large room, she saw a pair of glass-paned French doors which led out onto a beautiful patio and swimming pool area. The landscaping surrounding the patio and pool was spectacular, and two towering trees, that might have been maples—Kathy was no tree expert—stood on either side of it.

		

		She stopped sight-seeing and hurried to catch up with Hurley and Skylar, both of whom were nearly halfway up the big stair case which ran up the far wall of the living room. As she caught them and they reached the top of the stairs, Sky led them into an open doorway.

		

		Kathy just stood and stared for long moments as she entered the large bedroom. She recalled how impressed she’d been by the posh furnishings of the guest rooms at Colt and Skylar’s beach house.

		

		This room was larger and even more opulent. It had a giant flat-screen television mounted on the wall opposite the queen bed. The cocoa-brown carpet was so deep and lush it seemed to swallow Kathy’s sandaled feet in its embrace. The drapes were color-coordinated with all of the pale yellows and light tans incorporated into the room’s décor, and they stood open in the mid-morning sunlight, revealing a spectacular view of the manicured backyard and pool area.

		

		“God, this room is as big a hotel suite!” Kathy commented in an awed tone.

		

		“It has its own bathroom, right through that door over there,” Sky said, pointing across the large room to a closed door. “And it has a huge walk-in closet. I’m sure it will hold all of your stuff just fine.”

		

		Kathy laughed. “I’m sure it will, too, since all of my stuff is in those other boxes out in the car and in these we’re holding!”

		

		“Hurley will get the rest of them,” she replied, “come with me. I want to show you our room, it’s just next door to yours, and then I want to go back downstairs and show you the library.

		

		“That room is just the best, when it comes to studying. It has a really fast computer hook up and a huge desk to lay your books and notes out on, and it’s so quiet!”

		

		She put her box down next to the ones Skylar had set on the edge of the bed and followed her out into the hall. They turned left and came to a set of elaborately carved double doors.

		

		“This is our room,” Sky said as she ushered Kathy inside.

		

		“Wow,” was all Kathy could say.

		

		The room was easily three times the size of her large suite. It had exposed ceiling beams that were carved and inlaid with gold leaf, giving the room a rich but festive feel, and a red tile floor with huge Persian area rugs and matching runners.

		

		The furniture was made of old, cross-sawed oak, and it looked to have been lovingly polished to a warm, buttery-shine by the hands of decades of previous owners. The bed was a king, with a canopy spanning its four posts, and it had been built of the same old seasoned wood as the rest of the room’s oak furniture, so it would match.

		

		“What an incredible bedroom,” Kathy murmured, looking around.

		

		“Yeah, Colt and I have quite a time in here, most nights,” Sky told her with a naughty wink. “And I imagine you won’t be a stranger to this bed either, kitten, once you get settled in.”

		

		Kathy turned and looked at her. “You mean…?”

		

		“You have the run of the house, for as long as you live here, honey,” Sky told her pointedly.

		

		“We purposely don’t employ and servants other than Hurley and cook, who rarely ever comes upstairs. We have a maid service that comes in four times a week and dusts, vacuums, washes clothes, straightens up the house, and then leaves. No meddlesome, snoopy, permanent servants underfoot to spoil our sexy fun, see?”

		

		Kathy smiled uncertainly, not quite sure what to make of that. Sky went on to tell her, “Hurley is the very soul of discretion. He’s not here, in the main house most nights after seven anyway. He has his own quarters out back; a bachelor cottage out beyond the pool. And his upper lip is so stiff I’m surprised he can even bend it. He’d toast over an open flame before he’d ever divulge even one word about anything that goes on under this roof.”

		

		After a moment, she added, “Dee and Nadia only live six blocks from here, and Judd and Ally always stay with them or with us when they need to be in town for a few days or a few weeks, and don’t want to drive clear back to their place in Malibu every night. So, on a lot of nights, the six of us all end up playing around in this together bed overnight, or in the one over at Dee’s place, see?”

		

		“And Hurley never…?”

		

		“Never turns a hair when he sees a naked Nadia or Judd cavorting around in the upstairs bedrooms,” Skylar assured her. “And if I or one of my friends happens to slip a top off down by the pool to tan our titties a little, he totally ignores the lack of clothing—totally unflappable, that’s our Hurley.”

		

		She came over to Kathy and put her arms around the girl’s neck. Her radiant olive-green eyes glowed with passion as she whispered, “Colt and I both think it’s better for you to sleep with us at night—when you feel the need to do that, and get all of your sexual needs met by us, than it is to lie in your own empty bed and get your pussy off with a vibrator and then cry yourself to sleep.”

		

		Sky paused a moment and then added, “And sometimes, when you’re going through a break-up, and you’ve been used to being held at night, it’s easier if you have someone to do that—to just hold you. So we’re here for you, kitten, in either capacity, whenever you need us, okay?”

		

		Kathy stared to cry again. She tucked her head in against Skylar’s big chest and hugged her tight, whispering, “Thank you, Sky. Thank you for being here for me, you and Colt.”

		

		Skylar let her cry herself out for a few minutes, and then gently pushed her back a foot or so, one arm still around Kathy’s waist. She leaned in and kissed the girl’s tears away and then said, “Fuck this being sad stuff; enough that. Come with me.”

		“Where are we going?” Kathy asked, dragged along by the hand like a reluctant six year old.

		

		“Nadia’s over at the recording studio, cutting a few tracks. She said to drop by if we wanted to, and I thought that would be a lot more fun than sitting around crying over Damon all afternoon, don’t you?”

		

		“Fuckin’ A, it would be!” Kathy grinned through her drying tears. “Let’s go!”

		

		Giggling like a pair of schoolgirls, the two of them ran down the stairs, passing Hurley on the way. He was busy lugging the last of the boxes up to Kathy’s room. Skylar guided Kathy across the living room and into a hallway.

		

		“This is Colt’s den and home office,” she told her new houseguest, opening the first door they came to.

		

		Kathy saw a very nicely appointed space, with its own little gas fireplace, a big desk made out of dark walnut wood, a large flat screen television, a big leather office chair, and two fine client chairs in front of the desk. There was also a state-of-the-art computer, a printer, and a huge monitor on top of the walnut surface.

		

		“Colt watches a bunch of different business channels from all around the world on that television,” Sky explained as she led Kathy further down the hall. “He’s got a split-screen set up and something like five-hundred channels coming into this house. We’ve got ultra premium cable service and something like two dish outfits…we get literally everything that’s broadcast, believe me!”

		

		She stopped at the next door and opened it. There was a big desk similar to the one in Colt’s den. It sat in front of a window looking out onto the pool area, and the desk had the same sort of computer set up as well. The thirty foot by twenty foot room was lined from floor to ceiling with shelves full of books, with a sliding ladder to help retrieve the ones from the higher reaches of the stacks.

		

		“Colt ordered another desk just like mine for you,” Sky explained. “We’re going to put it right next to this one, so we can study together at night. Oh, and we got you a computer set up too. All of it will be delivered and up and running sometime tomorrow.”

		

		Kathy’s head spun, thinking about what all of this must be costing the Websters. She asked Skylar, “What will you study? I read somewhere on the net that you already graduated with honors from USC last spring.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s right, I did,” Skylar said, taking Kathy by the arm and heading back out into the hall. “My bachelors degree was in Kinesiology, the study of human motion and movement…you know, muscle groups, bones, tissue, sinews, all of that.”

		

		They came out of the hallway and into the kitchen, where an apron-wearing, fiftyish, matronly woman with apple-red cheeks, nicely-styled gray hair, and in big smile on her face said, “Hello, dear, is this our newest member of the household?”

		

		“Yes, cook, this is Kathy.” Sky smiled back.

		

		“Hi,” Cathy said shyly.

		

		“Are the three of you dining in this evening, Mrs. Webster?”

		

		Sky laughed. “No one here but us chickens, cook, call me Sky.”

		

		The older woman laughed too and said, with a conspiratorial smile, “All right, Sky, are you here for dinner or not?”

		

		“Yeah, I think so,” Skylar replied, “Colt hasn’t mentioned anything about going out to eat.”

		

		Cook nodded and turned back to the pie she was making. Kathy looked around approvingly at the big, efficient-looking, spotlessly-clean kitchen. It didn’t look like she’d starve to death here, under the Webster’s lavish roof—that was for sure.

		

		Skylar grabbed a key ring with a Ford emblem on it from a pegboard with half a dozen hooks, all holding sets of keys. It was right beside the screen door which opened onto the three steps leading down to the broad driveway in back of the big house.

		

		She turned back toward Kathy as they reached the drive and said, “I got side-tracked, there for a minute, talking to cook. I’m starting the pre-med program at USC this fall. I’m studying to be a doctor, a surgeon, actually; specializing in Sports Medicine, that’s what I’m going to eventually practice after I graduate and do my residency.”

		

		Holy fuck, is there anything this woman can’t do? Kathy thought, more awed than ever by the whirlwind of pure energy that was Skylar Webster. She’s the most famous model on earth, she and Colt run a foundation that raises millions of dollars every year to save kids’ lives around the world, and she’s studying to become a fucking medical doctor in her spare time!

		

		Skylar took a small remote out of the pocket of her jeans and the center door of a long, six car garaged went up, revealing a low-slung Shelby GT500 Mustang convertible. The sexy roadster was painted a silver-metallic gray and had two large black racing stripes running down the center of the paintjob. The license plate read: SKYONE.

		

		“Man, what ride!” Kathy said, staring at the muscle car.

		

		“Yeah, it’s the very first really expensive gift Colt ever gave me,” Skylar said, smiling as she gazed fondly at the car. “He gave me a diamond pendant and some matching earrings before the Mustang, but those only cost a couple of grand. This baby has every option you’d ever want on it and it must have sticker-priced out at about eighty-five thousand.”

		

		They walked over to the car and got in. Skylar remarked, “Of course, it didn’t cost Colt nearly that much, since he ordered it through the Ford dealership where you work.”

		

		The motor turned over and Kathy grinned at the throaty rumble the dual exhausts made as the car idled. Skylar backed out, put the garage door down and turned around in the driveway.

		

		As they rumbled out toward the street, top down, the custom stereo thumping along softly, Kathy asked, “How do you do it?”

		

		“Do what?”

		

		“Be you!” Kathy asked. “How do you model and run a global charity and study to be a doctor and find time to be a red-hot swinger girl and…and…just all of it?”

		

		Skylar laughed. She shook her short, stylish pageboy and said, over the roar of the motor and the stereo, “My life has been like riding the center of a hurricane, ever since the very first night I met Colt. It never stops and rarely even slows down. The trick is to smile, strap your butt in real tight, and never look back!”

		

		They came to the street and Skylar turned right, toward central Beverly Hills. She hit the gas, popped the clutch and the Mustang roared down the street in a cloud of burning rubber and shrieking tires, with Skylar grinning like a maniac. She power-shifted smoothly into second gear, still burning rubber, and they were gone!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		In record time, Skylar had them out of Beverly Hills and into Hollywood. They took Melrose Avenue and then turned south on Fairfax; eventually took a left and then a right, at last pulling into a small parking lot behind a low, rambling one-story building that looked to have been there for years. A sign on the roof said, The Cavern Recording Studio.

		

		Skylar put the top up, locked the car and set the alarm, and they got out. She led Kathy through a back door into the building, immediately encountering a uniformed guard who scowled at them.

		

		“Hi,” said Skylar, pushing her sunglasses up onto the top of her head and favoring the guard with her brightest, sexiest, Skylar Channing smile.

		

		He recognized her in a blink and smiled back, suddenly going from fierce to tongue-tied. He said simply, “The main studio is back that way, Miss Channing.”

		

		“Is Nadia Neal still here? She invited us to come by and visit her,” Skylar told him.

		

		“Yeah, she’s here.”

		

		Skylar took Kathy’s arm and they walked right around him and down a hallway that emerged into a dark, dimly-lit control room. A man who was wearing sunglasses—despite the gloomy lighting—turned and looked at them. He, too, recognized Sky instantly and shot her a smile and a big thumbs-up.

		

		He turned back to his sound board and Kathy and Skylar stood watching as Nadia, clad in an old Led Zeppelin sweatshirt and pair of shorts, belted out a song into the mike. Kathy grinned, so pleased and excited to be here that she felt as if she were about to pee her pants.

		

		Nadia Neal was her absolute favorite singer. She couldn’t believe that she was standing here, in the studio, watching Nadia make an album, right next to Skylar Channing!

		

		“That was so cool, how you got us in,” she whispered after a moment.

		

		Skylar laughed and said, “Yeah, being the most famous person alive is a huge pain in the ass most of the time, but it does occasionally have its uses.”

		

		Nadia saw them through the glass and waved, holding the last note in the song. The number came to an end and Nadia said into the mike, once the recording gear had been switched from “live” to “standby”, “Hey, you two; I was hoping you’d show up!”

		

		Kathy waved back and Sky winked at her friend through the glass. Nadia said into the mike, “I’m taking a five minute break, Leo.”

		

		The sound engineer nodded and went back top fiddling with his equipment. Nadia opened a door that led into the booth and came inside. She hugged Kathy and then Sky, saying, “We should call Dee and Judd and Ally and make this a party. Where’s Colt?”

		

		“He’s out working to make us even richer than God,” Skylar said dismissively. “He’s in Long Beach somewhere, looking at an old strip mall that’s for sale. He and a couple of his real estate buddies are talking about buying it, leveling what’s there, and building some condos. There would be a nice beach view if you went up three stories, at least from the second and third floors. From the bottom floor there’d be a nice view of the fucking noisy traffic on East Ocean Boulevard.”

		

		“When will he be home?” Nadia asked.

		

		“Oh, by four or five, I would think,” Sky said, “how long are you working today?”

		

		“I’m almost done,” Nadia said. “I want to do some harmony backing vocals on a song I’ve already done the lead on, and then I’m calling it a day.”

		

		“Kathy’s all moved in, so that party idea is cool with us, if you want to bring the gang for dinner,” Skylar said. “I can call cook and tell her to make dinner for all of us, instead of just three.”

		

		“That sounds cool,” Nadia said, nodding her head in agreement. “Let me get a hold of Judd and Ally over at our place. They were lying around out by the pool, having cocktails with Dee; the last time I checked…the lazy fucks!”

		

		Nadia got her cell out of her pocket and hit the number one on her list of pre-set numbers. She looked up at her two visitors as it rang and asked, “So, is it going to be dinner and a little impromptu fuck-fest afterward, kids?”

		

		Kathy looked at Skylar and then at Nadia, her eyes wide. She thought hard.

		

		Jeez, it’s my first night out on my own, post-Damon! Do I really want to cheat on him the very first night?

		

		She thought about him leaving for New York in the next week or so…about him leaving her hanging in his absence, about riding the fucking bus…about him fucking every hot girl in Manhattan when he got the chance. She grimly made up her mind to go ahead and get on with her life, telling Nadia, “Yeah, definitely; that sounds great to me!”

		

		****

		

		They had stayed for another hour and watched Nadia harmonize with herself for a couple of takes, and then headed back toward Beverly Hills. On the way, Sky called Colt on her hands-free set up in the Mustang and told him about dinner and sex at six.

		

		He’d liked that idea a lot and promised that he’d be home well ahead of time. He said that the meeting in Long Beach had gone well and was wrapping up. He wanted to drop by the Chevy dealership he owned on the way home and chat with the manager a bit about an up-coming promotion he had in mind, and then he’d be home.

		

		Next Sky called cook and told her to make dinner for seven instead of three. Cook said that was fine and rang off.

		

		“I feel a little guilty, partying the very first night I’m out on my own,” Kathy admitted to Sky as they buzzed along Melrose, top down, radio throbbing out a tune from, coincidentally, Nadia’s last album. “I mean, I know I broke up with Day, but I feel kind of sorry for him…sitting all by himself in his house, watching old movies alone.”

		

		Skylar scowled. She said, “It wouldn’t surprise me if he calls up some chick and has her come over and suck his crank for him tonight, if he really considers this break up to be permanent. He’s a very cute guy, and I’m sure he knows a zillion pretty babes who’d be happy to spend the night in bed with him, I’ll bet you on that, cutie.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s true,” Kathy sighed disconsolately, watching the stores and palm trees and people roll by outside the Mustang. “He certainly didn’t lack for pussy before he met me, from what I could gather.”

		

		“So, don’t worry about him,” Skylar advised. “Just let him live his life for a while and you live yours. If you two come together again somewhere down the road, well…okay; if not…that’s okay, too.”

		

		Sky’s right, Kathy thought as they turned onto the residential street where the Webster mansion sat, I’m going to do just that, ignore Damon; not even think about him. If we still click when we meet again, somewhere down the road, when he’s back in town, then that will be fine.

		

		****

		

		Dinner was served in the Webster’s elegant dining room. It was four courses, starting with a mouth-watering little salad of butter lettuce, radicchio, glazed walnut chunks, halved cherry tomatoes and avocado slices, served with light, slightly-sweet raspberry vinaigrette dressing. Next, they had a soup course that consisted of a very yummy vegetable broth with lots of barley, leeks, and what tasted like strips of caramelized onion.

		

		The main course was the best chicken cacciatore Kathy had ever tasted; served with warm, fresh-baked Dutch crust bread and butter. For dessert, cook gave them slices of the apricot pie she had baked that afternoon, sugarless, but still remarkably sweet, with a crust so light it melted in your mouth.

		

		“God, I’m going to weigh four hundred pounds if I eat like that every night!” Kathy said at the end of the marvelous meal.

		

		“Cook works with my nutritionist, honey,” Colt assured her, “to plan my calorie intake and my meals. You won’t gain a pound, trust me.”

		

		Skylar nodded her agreement with that and finished a glass of the white dessert wine she’d enjoyed with the pie. She said, “Colt’s right. I’m very much into eating right, Kath, and his nutritionist gal who works for us is super. She and cook put together some meals that’ll blow your socks off, but are really well thought out in terms of calories and carbs.”

		

		“Who’s for an after-dinner drink in the bar before we head upstairs?” Colt asked.

		

		Everyone voted for that, so the party adjourned to a small, wood-paneled room, with yet another fireplace, a six-seat bar, and a window that overlooked the pool area. There was another large, flat-screen television on one wall, a couch and coffee table and several easy chairs in front of the fireplace.

		

		“How are you holding up?” Judd Walsh asked Kathy.

		

		He was drinking a scotch and soda and she was sipping a glass of plain soda water over ice with a lemon slice. She shrugged.

		

		“It’s hard. I really thought we had something special, Damon and I, but I guess not.”

		

		Judd held her eyes with his own sexy blue orbs. He sighed and told her, “You know I’m on your side in this, Kathy. But, being an actor, I can empathize with Damon.”

		

		He gave Kathy a wry little smile and said, “When you’re an actor, just starting out, you tend to take any part you can get, no matter how crappy the movie or television script is. You’re just hungry to get yourself out there, to get noticed.”

		

		“Did you do that?” Kathy asked the world famous star.

		

		“God, yes,” Judd laughed ruefully, “you ought to see some of the humongous losers I appeared in when I was first starting out!”

		

		She smiled at her handsome friend, wishing she could see some of his early work, to better understand what he was trying to tell her. Judd stopped chuckling.

		

		“If Damon’s a hit as Biff, in Death of a Salesman; if he gets good reviews? He’s going to get noticed,” Judd told her, his voice turning serious again. “It really could jump start his career and land him some really good movie roles back out here.”

		

		Kathy could see that. A starring role, even a second-lead role, in a hit Broadway play might be huge for Damon—she’d always understood that part of it.

		

		“And, I bet if you asked him,” Judd added, “he’d say that a big reason why he did this was for the two of you.”

		

		She just stared at him, waiting to hear how that could be true. Leaving her and moving three-thousand miles away didn’t exactly sound like a way to strengthen their relationship!

		

		“The other night, at DeShawn’s party, we were talking in the bar. Damon told me about promising to buy you a house like mine, or Colt’s, out in Malibu.”

		

		Kathy nodded silently. She remembered that, too.

		

		“The kid is dying to make it in this business, Kath, both for himself and for you, for the two of you. So, when he makes a rash decision he thinks is going to vault him to the top, where both of you want him to be—without considering what it might do to his personal life before he makes that decision—you might want to cut him a little slack.”

		

		She shook her head, wanting desperately to be right about what she’d done, about breaking up with Damon. “It was still wrong of him to just take that job and move, without even discussing it with me. If it hadn’t been for Sky and Colt, I’d be living back in my old bedroom at my folks place, riding the bus, Judd.”

		

		“I know,” he agreed, putting an arm around her shoulder, “he should have at least talked it over with you first.”

		

		He grinned down at her and said, “I know you think of Day as a grown up man, Kath, because he’s eight years older than you and, when you’re eighteen, a twenty-six year old guy seems like a man. But he’s not, really.”

		

		Judd told her, after a pause, “He’s still just a kid, in some ways, excited about getting ahead, about proving himself to you. In some ways, Kathy, you seem more mature to me than he does. You might have to be the one who has to act like the adult here, and accept that this role on Broadway was the best thing for him at the moment. Accept it and just live with the short-term consequences of his rashness.”

		

		He glanced around the Webster’s lavish home, gestured around at the opulence of the setting, and said, “After all, you did land on your feet. You can afford to be a little forgiving. Just think about it, that’s all I ask.”

		

		Judd winked at her and went over to the bar to freshen his drink. Kathy stared into the fire and thought hard about what he’d said.

		

		What would Sky do in a situation like this? She asked herself, realizing as she had that thought that she did want to become more like Skylar Channing…totally in charge of every situation she encountered, sure of herself, bold, unstoppable!

		

		Well, she’s all that, but she loves to party, too, Kathy told herself with a smile. Put in my place, Sky would probably have a ball with all of her hot friends tonight, think the situation with Day over until tomorrow, and then make her decision. And that’s what I’m going to do, too!

		

		****

		

		“Like this, little Kathy, is this how you want it?” Judd whispered in her ear.

		

		“Oh, God, yeah, just exactly like that!” she moaned, clutching at him as he fucked her deliciously at the foot of the bed.

		

		This is so great, Kathy thought, reveling in how beautifully the most famous movie star in the world was riding her pussy. This is just what I needed!

		

		She glanced over at the head of the bed and saw Skylar on all fours taking it up the ass from DeShawn as she bent down into the “vee” between Nadia’s widespread legs and licked her pussy. Nadia was on her back, her big tits rolling around on her chest as Sky ate her and Sky’s husband fed that big dick of his down into her mouth so she could suck it.

		

		Turning her head back to stare up at Judd, she whispered to him, “Oh, Judd, honey, you ball me so fucking great! And thanks for the advice earlier. It makes all of this shit so much easier to go through, knowing that you guys have got my back.”

		

		Judd grinned down at her, fucking her slow and steady and oh, so wonderfully. He said, “Well, actually, kitten, I’ve got your front right now, but I fully intend to have your back at least once before the night is over.”

		

		She giggled and ran her hands across his shoulders and down onto his ass. “You silly man, you can fuck me in the ass anytime you want. You should know that by now, my darling Judd.”

		

		“You were terrific today, in the studio, Nadia,” Kathy said as the two of them broke off the long, tongue-filled kiss they had just shared. “I bet this album goes platinum, too, just like the first two did.”

		

		“I sure fucking hope so,” Nadia smiled at her.

		

		They were on their sides, holding each other, their breasts touching. Colt was fucking Nadia from in back as the two girls kissed and fondled each other. DeShawn had his whopper of a cock up inside Kathy’s pussy from behind her and was fucking her slow and easy, watching the two women make out. Beside them, a few feet away, Dee was slowly fucking Ally up the butt.

		

		“Feels good to fuck with friends, doesn’t it, sweetie?” Nadia whispered.

		

		“It’s the best feeling in the world, I think,” Kathy answered, leaning in to kiss Nadia some more.

		

		****

		

		At two in the morning, Skylar awoke and realized that Kathy wasn’t cuddling with her anymore. Dee’s big body was scooted up against Sky’s backside, and Colt lay just beyond her, an arm draped over a sleeping Nadia Neal as both of them dozed on.

		

		Being careful not to wake any of her four friends or her husband up, Skylar got out of bed, threw on a robe, and went to Kathy’s room. She wasn’t there.

		

		After a quick check of the other rooms on the second floor, Sky made her way downstairs. The living room was dark but there was light coming from under the door in the library.

		

		Opening it, she saw Kathy, wearing a pair of pajamas, curled up in a big easy chair, reading a book. Curious, Sky leaned further into the room.

		

		“Whatcha’ readin’, kid?” she asked.

		

		“I noticed this book earlier, when I was looking around in here right before dinner?” Kathy said, holding up the thick, leather-bound volume. “It’s Pulitzer Prize Winning Plays of the Twentieth Century. I’m reading Death of a Salesman.”

		

		Sky smiled knowingly and said, “Happy reading, honey.”

		

		She closed the door and went back up to bed.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“Thanks for letting me come over and talk,” Kathy told Damon, her heart pounding.

		

		“I’m so glad you called, Kathy,” he said, sounding sincere, “I didn’t sleep hardly at all last night, thinking about you…about us…about how fucked up this whole situation is.”

		

		Kathy felt each of his words as if they’d been daggers in her chest. It was twelve-thirty, just after lunch. She’d washed cars all morning, and had then plucked up all of her courage and had phoned Damon and asked him to see her.

		

		They now sat in his kitchen, drinking coffee across the table from one another. She was agonizing about whether or not to tell him the truth—that she hadn’t slept much last night either. Not after a night spent getting fucked by Colt and Judd and Dee, and licking pussies with Nadia and Sky and Ally. And then passing the rest of the night reading the play he was to appear in.

		

		She thought about what Skylar might do in her place and then made her decision. Sky would be truthful, direct, and would just let the chips fall where they may. She had told Kathy that she never lied or tried to deceive Colt and that he always treated her in the same manner.

		

		Kathy decided. That was the way she wanted to live her life, too.

		

		“I fucked Colt last night, and Dee, and Judd,” she told him, her eyes never wavering, “And I made it with Ally and Nadia and Sky, too.”

		

		She saw the pained look in his eyes, as if she’d just cold-cocked him with a piece of two-by-four, and hastened to add, “But I didn’t do it to hurt you or to get back at you, Day. It was an impromptu swinger party at Colt and Sky’s house and, since I live there now and belong to the swingers’ club, too, I joined in. I guess I needed it.”

		

		He started speak, but she cut him off, rushing to tell him what Judd had said to her in the bar, before the sex part of the party had started. Then she told him about reading his play.

		

		“Biff is a complex character,” she finished up. “If you do a great job playing him, it’s really going to gain you some recognition. That’s what Judd said, and that’s what I believe, too, after reading the play.”

		

		His face brightened at that, but then the smile gradually left his face, and she could see that he was still pained by the thought of her swinging with other people the first night they’d been apart. She decided to take the bull by the horns on that subject, right now.

		

		“When you’re away, in New York, I’m not going to date other people,” she told him. “But I am going to sleep with Colt or Sky, or both of them, whenever we all feel like it. And I’m going to swing with other club members, too, at parties. That’s going to be my sex life. I won’t cheat on you with another, individual guy, Day, but I’m not going to totally give up sex, either.”

		

		To her surprise, his face lit up at that news. He said excitedly, “That’s what I’m going to do, too, honey! I’ve been talking to Alex, the play’sproducer. It turns out that he owns a condo out here, in Newport Beach, and a place in a swanky high-rise in Manhattan, and splits his time between them.”

		

		Rushing on, he explained, “So, he’s in another swinger club back east, pretty much like the one he’s in out here, the one we party with. The one back there is made up of heavy-hitters from Broadway, film, the recording industry, and famous media people.”

		

		Damon smiled at her. “It’s like the club out here; celebrity members who are careful who they sleep with when it comes to non-club members, so there’s a really reduced chance of contracting some kind of ugly sex disease, if you stay within that circle. I was thinking that I’d join that club, too. So that I could have sex without actually cheating on you…if you know what I mean—what do you think?”

		

		Kathy smiled. “I think that could work for us. Plus, I could fly out there a few times while you’re gone, so that we could still be together at least some of the time.”

		

		He was beaming at her. “I will make this work, Kath, I swear! I love you. I love you so much it hurts!”

		

		****

		

		“Actually, I’ll worry about you less, knowing that Colt and Sky are taking care of you,” he whispered later that evening, after an intense fuck-session that had made Kathy come so hard she’d almost lost consciousness.

		

		She grinned at him. “It wouldn’t have anything to do with the fact that it’s incredibly unlikely that Colt is going to ditch Skylar Channing to run off with me, now would it?”

		

		He just gave her that shit-eating grin of his, not saying anything in return, so she poked him in the ribs, tickling him, and added, “And I don’t see Dee leaving Nadia Neal for me, either, do you, loverboy?”

		

		Damon was twisting in bed trying to get away from her teasing fingers. She knew that he was ticklish and kept after him relentlessly, saying in a breathy, taunting voice, “And do you think Judd Walsh is going to dump Ally for a skinny little kid like me? Do you…you big, gorgeous, ticklish, pussy-boy?”

		

		He was bow writhing next to her, trying to escape her tickling fingertips but not trying too hard. Changing tactics, he scooted in closer and captured her naked body in his arms.

		

		“Well, I want you, you skinny little kid,” he whispered. “I want you so bad I can barely stand it!”

		

		He kissed her hard enough to completely take her breath away. They clung together for what seemed like forever, their tongues teasing, gliding against one another, until Kathy’s nipples were as firm as a pair of unripe berries as they dug into his bare chest.

		

		“Then take me, if you want me so bad,” she managed to pant when they finally broke for air. “Take me, Damon, fuck me again, my darling Day!”

		

		He did.

		

		****

		

		“We don’t have to have sex tonight, unless you guys want to,” Kathy told Colt and Sky at dinner that night, a huge, very satisfied smile on her face. “I got plenty of that this afternoon!”

		

		Skylar grinned and asked, “So, you two are back on?”

		

		Kathy nodded that they were, still smiling happily. “Oh, yeah, he wants me to come to his opening night performance. He said he’ll save me a ticket.”

		

		“Fuck that,” Skylar said, reaching for her cell phone, which was lying next to her dinner plate, “this is going to be a party.”

		

		She hit a button and said, moments later, “Hey, Nadia, we’re going to New York the first part of September. Colt and I are chartering a jet. We’re all going out to see Damon’s play the night it opens, you and Dee and the three of us, at our house, and Ally and Judd, if they can make it.”

		

		When she hung up, a few minutes later, she said, “They’re on board for sure. Now, let’s see about Judd and Ally.”

		

		“Hey, girlfriend,” she said when Ally answered the phone moments later. “Do you and Judd still own that killer penthouse in New York City? Great, I need to borrow it over the weekend in September when Damon’s play opens. We’re booking a private jet and flying out there; can you and Judd come along with us?”

		

		“You’d better get a hold of our Broadway star and tell him he needs seven tickets, not just one,” Skylar said a few minutes later, when she finally got off the phone with what sounded like a very excited Ally Walsh.

		

		Kathy grinned. This was going to be so great! A private jet, Judd’s penthouse suite overlooking the city, and no doubt at least one night of stellar, mix-and-match sex between all eight of them, to celebrate what she felt confident would be Damon’s dazzling triumph on Broadway!

		

		****

		

		As it turned out, they didn’t wait for New York to have the eight-way party. Kathy slept over at Damon’s for the next few nights. But that by weekend she was back at Colt and Sky’s, eating another of cook’s magnificent dinners, in the company of Damon, Nadia and Dee, the Websters, of course, and Judd and Ally. They were celebrating his impending departure on Tuesday for New York State.

		

		“Hey, I’ve been thinking about something, kid,” Judd told Damon toward the end of what had been a very amiable, fun-filled dinner party. “You’re going to need a place to stay in the city, when you get there. And Ally and I own an eight-bedroom penthouse right off Central Park.”

		

		Kathy’s eye lit up when she imagined what that fabulous penthouse might look like. She hoped that Judd was going to do what she thought he was going to do next.

		

		“I bought the place for two point five million, way back when I first started out in movies, after my second leading role,” Judd continued. “That seemed like a ton of money at the time, and I wasn’t really hauling in the big paychecks yet, but I thought it might make a good investment, so I went ahead and bought it anyway.”

		

		He took a sip of his dessert wine and went on to add, “It definitely did pan out as an investment. The place is worth thirty, maybe thirty-five million now. I’m usually only there a couple of times a year for the odd week or two. I shot a feature, set in New York City, a couple of years ago and Ally and I stayed in the penthouse for about a month and a half, while we shot the exteriors.”

		

		Looking intently at Damon he said, “The rest of the time it just sits there, empty. I’m keeping it as an investment, and just to have a nice place to stay when I’m in town for something. I paid if off years ago, so it doesn’t really cost me that much to own it.”

		

		Damon was leaning forward, his own wine forgotten, listening. Judd said, “I don’t see any reason for you to spend a bundle to rent a place when ours is just sitting there. Why don’t you stay there while you’re doing the play, and save up some money toward a down payment on that house in Malibu?”

		

		“Whoa, man, what can I say?” Damon grinned happily. “That sounds incredible!”

		

		Judd looked over at Kathy, who was grinning from ear to ear as well, and said in a kidding tone, “Well, you do let me play with Kathy whenever I want. That sounds like a more than fair trade to me.”

		

		The whole table exploded into laughter, even Kathy, as she turned a bright red. When the group settled down again, Day replied, deadpan, cracking everyone up once again, “That’s me, pimp-daddy Damon. Fuck my girl, I don’t mind!”

		

		****

		

		Kathy whistled happily as she scrubbed cars the next morning. Sex with her friends last night had been as hot and sultry and rewarding as it had been the last time they’d spent the night together—the time she’d gotten up in the middle of the night and read the play Damon was to appear in. And having her beloved Day as part of the mix this time had made it even better!

		

		She grinned as she remembered Colt really giving it to her from behind last night as she’d sucked DeShawn’s huge hunk of meat at the same time. Day had caught her eye, Nadia busily ridding his big cock a few feet away, while Ally and Sky ate each other’s pussies like a couple of crazy lesbian girls.

		

		Talk about hot! She told herself as she relived in her mind that special look that had passed between her and Damon at that instant.

		

		She had been acting like a total slut-girl for him and he had eaten it up. And she in turn had been getting off like mad, watching her girlfriends eat each other while Day balled cute little Nadia’s brains out!

		

		God, swinger sex is just the best, she said to herself as she finished up that car and went to get the hose to rinse it off. Being a nasty girl while Day’s watching me while being a bad boy himself is just too cool!

		

		“You seem to be in a righteously good mood today, babe,” Brenda commented.

		

		“Yeah, what happened to that broken-hearted, down-in-the-dumps chick that looked ready to slit her wrists in despair last week?” Gigi kidded her.

		

		“It’s like Sky always says: never give up,” Kathy shot back at the teasing pair with a grin, “She says that if you can just tough it out and hang in there long enough, you can still find a way to win.”

		

		The two of them sighed theatrically and Brenda said, “The ‘world according to Skylar Channing’; give me a break, Kath. I don’t think your tits are ever going to be as big or you legs as long as hers.”

		

		“And your ass is nice, cutie, but it’s not as nice as Skylar’s,” Gigi remarked cattily, staring at Kathy’s firm little butt in the tiny bikini.

		

		Kathy was still smiling. She said, “I may never be her, but I can learn to think like her. And that might make all the difference in life. That woman never backs off and just refuses to lose at anything.”

		

		The other two gave her a pair of eye-rolls but Kathy just continued to smile and finished with, “I live with her and Colt now, remember? So I know what I’m talking about.”

		

		A car went by just then and honked and Kathy turned and waved gaily, as did Gigi and Brenda. Another car came around the corner and honked as well and they kept on waving.

		

		Kathy felt on top of the world again. She had her guy back, she was living with two of the coolest people alive, for free!—and school started next week. What could be better than her life?

		

		****

		

		Colt and Skylar answered that seemingly unanswerable question for her later that week. Damon had left for New York which—despite Kathy’s best efforts to keep focused on the good things in her life—had been a real downer for her. But then after, dinner that Wednesday evening, the day after he had left, the Websters had escorted Kathy from the dining room, through the big house, down the long hallway past the library, out into the kitchen, and into the driveway.

		

		Skylar’s tricked-out Mustang was parked in the middle of the drive, all shiny and freshly washed and waxed. Kathy looked at the beautiful muscle car and then at the two of them questioningly.

		

		“Check out the license plate, kitten,” Skylar told her.

		

		Kathy did. Instead of the familiar SKYONE, it now said KATHKR.

		

		Wordlessly, Skylar fished the keys for the Mustang out of her jeans and handed them to Kathy, whose heart seemed to have stopped momentarily. She just stood there, her mouth agape, staring from the keys to the car and then back to Colt and Sky.

		

		“School starts next week, and you’re always so paranoid about having to take the bus that we thought we’d better fix your lack of wheels problem for you, permanently,” Colt said, smiling slyly.

		

		“Yeah, you have to take the Lexus back to your aunt’s tomorrow so it’ll be there when she gets home,” Sky said. “We thought you needed something else to drive; something that was all yours.”

		

		“B-but what will you drive, Sky?” Kathy stammered.

		

		Skylar took her remote out of her pocket. The door at the near end of the six car garage opened and Kathy saw a brand new Mercedes Benz M6 convertible. It was gleaming, metallic black with butter-yellow leather interior and a set of wicked-looking twenty-inch alloy rims with wide, low-riding racing tires. The license read: SKYONE.

		

		“Ooooooooh, when did you get that?” Kathy cooed—her eyes wide as she studied the sleek, low-slung four-seater convertible.

		

		“Just today,” Sky told her. “Colt picked it out for me. We bought a Mercedes dealership last week and he wants me to be seen around town in a Mercedes from now on and, since you needed a car anyway, we decided to give my old ‘Stang’ to you.”

		

		“Fuck, too, just look at that thing!” Kathy sighed staring at Skylar’s new ride.

		

		She turned happily toward them and said, “But I kind of like my new Ford. Oh, thank you, you guys! Thanks a million!”

		

		Kathy was now hopping around the driveway like an excited puppy whose master had just come home. Sky pulled her to a stop and kissed her on the cheek lightly, saying, “The pink slip is in the glove box, so you need to go down to DMV and change the registration over this week. Colt got you the best insurance policy you can buy on that car, all paid up for a year. And the tank is full of gas.”

		

		Kathy started dancing around again jubilantly. She was singing, “I got a car! I got a car! I’ve got my very own car!”

		

		“Kids,” Colt said, shaking his head.

		

		“Be careful with that thing,” Skylar cautioned her, smiling broadly. “It goes like hell, believe me. And please take good care of it—I really loved that car!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		God, but I’m nervous, Kathy thought as six o’clock came. Daddy’s such a freak about being on time. I know he won’t be late.

		

		Sure enough, she heard the front gate intercom just then and Hurley answering it, just as he had the first day she’d driven up in her aunt’s Lexus, with all of her worldly belonging stowed in the back. God—that seemed like such a long time ago!

		

		“Your parents are on their way, Miss Barrett,” Hurley said moments later, as he passed her in the living room, on his way to the front door.

		

		“Jesus, Hurley, why can’t you call me Kathy, like everyone else does?” Kathy blurted, her nerves really starting to get to her.

		

		Hurley raised an eyebrow and said, with just the tiniest hint of a smirk, “It just isn’t done, Miss Barrett.”

		

		Then, in the lowest whisper imaginable, he murmured, “Buck up…Kathy; you’re going to do fine tonight.”

		

		She broke into a huge, conspiratorial smile as her very formal friend, Hurley, turned on his heel and headed for the door, where the bell had just sounded. Kathy followed him, a few paces back.

		

		When Hurley opened the door and ushered Kathy’s mother and father into the big foyer, she ran past him and threw herself into her father’s arms. She kissed his cheek, fighting to keep from crying at seeing her parents again.

		

		“Oh, Daddy, Mom, it’s so nice to see you!”

		

		Kathy’s mother, who was a small, trim woman just approaching her forties, but who had managed to maintain her youthful good-looks, smiled at her daughter. She opened her arms after Kathy had hugged her father for long moments, and then embraced her.

		

		“This is some place!” Tom Barrett said, looking around, somewhat wide-eyed, like a first-time visitor to Disneyland.

		

		“Mr. and Mrs. Webster are awaiting you in the lounge, Mr. Barrett,” Hurley said, his hand sweeping toward the living room. “If you would just follow me, I’ll show you the way.”

		

		Kathy spoke up, saying, “I’ll take it from here, Hurley, thank you so much.”

		

		Her parents filed past her into the living room and Kathy winked at the butler. With the slyest look Kathy had ever seen on his normally impassive face, he winked back and turned toward the kitchen.

		

		“It’s right through here and down this hall, first door on our right,” Kathy said, putting an arm around the waist of each parent, guiding them across the massive living room.

		

		“My God,” Ruth Barrett said as she looked over and saw the magnificent pool and patio area through the glass of the French doors, “this place is incredible! Tell me again, how on earth did you end up here?”

		

		Kathy quickened her pace just slightly, wanting desperately to get her parents into the lounge, where she’d have Colt and Sky to help run interference for her. She said lightly, “Well, as I told you on the phone a few weeks back, I got this job washing cars every morning at Colt Webster’s Ford lot over on Santa Monica Boulevard. So I met Colt, and then Skylar, and we sort of hit it off and became friendly with each other. And then, when Aunt Lydia wrote me that she’d be coming home early and I was going to have to either move back home or find someplace else to move to for the school year, Sky said, ‘Why not stay with us?’ So I did.”

		

		They had arrived at the lounge and Kathy quickly opened the door. Her mother was staring at her, clearly not believing Kathy’s glib description of how she had come to live here.

		

		“This place has twelve bedrooms and fourteen bathrooms, Mom,” she said with a shrug. “And Colt and Sky are the kindest people in the world. You’ll see; come and meet them!”

		

		She led them into the room, relieved to have reinforcements. Colt was sitting on a barstool, facing into the room. He wore casual clothes, for him; a blue blazer with brass buttons, gray slacks and a pullover, mock-turtleneck sweater that was a few shades lighter gray than the slacks.

		

		Skylar was standing over by the fireplace, sipping a Knob Creek on the rocks. Tonight she was wearing a pair of four inch high heels from Jimmy Choo, making her six foot two in height; taller than Kathy’s father by a good three inches and towering over her slightly built mother by nearly a foot. She had on the diamond pendant and earring set that Kathy knew to be the first jewelry that Colt had ever given her, and a lightweight print dress from Dior’s fall collection that had a scooped bodice—showcasing her incredible breasts in all their glory—and which featured a knee-length hem.

		

		All in all, she looked like Skylar Channing Webster, the super-model multi-millionaire. Kathy heard her daddy suck in his breath. She smiled. She couldn’t help it; Sky had that affect on men.

		

		“Colt, Sky, these are my parents, Tom and Ruth Barrett,” she said, sounding proud to be presenting them to the Websters. “And, mom and dad, I guess I don’t really have to introduce my friends, Colt and Sky, do I, since everyone in America knows who they are.”

		

		Colt set his cocktail on the bar, grinned like Colt Webster, and got off his stool to shake hands with the couple. He clapped Tom Barrett on the back and gave Ruth the full power, thousand-watt dazzler of a smile that had sold countless millions of dollars worth of merchandise to the country over the years.

		

		Kathy’s daddy, a huge football fan, was grinning like he’d died and gone to heaven. Kathy’s mom looked slightly embarrassed but utterly charmed to meet such a handsome, famous man.

		

		Skylar put her drink on the mantle and came over. She said simply, “Hi, I’m Skylar, Kathy’s friend?”

		

		And then she hugged Tom Barrett and followed up by hugging Ruth, whispering, “Your daughter is just the coolest kid! You must be so proud, to have raised such a great girl—she’s so outgoing and smart and helpful. We just love having her in the house!”

		

		Kathy breathed a sigh of relief. Her mom and dad looked stunned but extremely happy. Hurley had been right—this was going to go just fine!

		

		****

		

		They gave the Barrett’s a small tour before going in to dinner, including the library, which now had a desk identical to Skylar’s original study desk set up right next to it, with an identical computer hook up. The Barrett’s craned their necks, looking up at all of the books surrounding them, and then commented on what a lovely room it was to study in.

		

		“I need the quiet,” Skylar told them. “I’m starting the pre-med program at USC in a few days. Kathy and I are going to be burning the midnight oil in here, believe me. I had a straight ‘A’ average for my undergraduate degree, and I’m expecting Kathy to do the same. She’s smart enough; all she had to do is work hard and she’ll get there.”

		

		“You’re going to be a doctor?” Ruth asked in an astonished tone.

		

		“A surgeon, actually,” Skylar said, as if that were no big deal. “I’m going into Sports Medicine. I should do great, since between Colt and I, we already know most of the big league athletes in Southern California socially.”

		

		“But what about your modeling career?” Ruth insisted as Colt led them to the dining room.

		

		“Oh, I’m going to continue to do selected, big-money, prestige shoots,” Sky assured them, “and I’m going to keep doing those lucrative commercial endorsements, too. I need the money for my foundation; the one Colt and I started last year to help impoverished kids.”

		

		They went into the dining room and sat down, cook bringing out the first course almost immediately. The Barretts seemed a little stunned at first, by the opulence of the dining room, by the fact that they were eating dinner with two of the most famous people in the country, and by Skylar’s drive and ambition.

		

		“I hope you don’t mind us wanting to meet you,” Tom said at last. “It just seemed so odd, our Kathy living in a mansion like this, in Beverly Hills, with a pair of huge celebrities such as yourselves.”

		

		“The celebrity thing is way overblown, Tom,” Sky told him. “Usually all it means is that you can’t go anywhere without taking along a pair of big, muscular guys from a private patrol outfit we employ to keep the paparazzi pushed back far enough so that you can get out of your car. It’s a pain the butt, actually.”

		

		“That must be awful, having cameras shoved in your face all the time,” Ruth said.

		

		“Oh, you get used to it after a while, I guess,” Colt said, looking over at his wife. “No one bothers me anymore, unless I’m with Sky and we’re going to a premiere or something. But she seems to handle it all right, doesn’t she, Kathy?”

		

		Kathy flashed back to a particularly dreadful encounter that had happened a week ago, when she and Sky had met Nadia and Ally for lunch and then had all gone shopping together at Neiman-Marcus. They had arrived at the valet lane and gotten out just after an up-and-coming pop star had arrived with her entourage. The photographers had seen Skylar and Nadia and had run over to take their pictures instead of the pop star, shoving Kathy and Ally out of the way in their frenzy to snap the two famous women.

		

		“It can be a problem,” she told her folks at last, “but Sky’s pretty good at losing them, or slipping out without anyone noticing. Plus, a lot of the stuff she does everyday is too boring for the paparazzi to care about—going to visit the dealerships and chat with the employees, checking in at the foundation, working out at the gym, taking me shopping for school clothes; who cares about that?”

		

		“Skylar buys you clothes?” Ruth asked suspiciously.

		

		Kathy smiled, “Yeah, Mom, she’s incorrigible. Skylar’s one big flaw is that she’s a shopoholic. She loves to shop and when I’m with her, she’s always buying me stuff. She can’t seem to stop…she needs an intervention!”

		

		They all laughed and Skylar shook her head. “She’s just so cute! When I see a great pair of jeans or shoes that Kathy would look terrific in, I buy ‘em for her. Where’s the harm in that? It’s not like Colt and I can’t afford it.”

		

		“You’ll spoil her if you’re not careful,” Tom said, smiling as if that wasn’t really a bad thing, as far as he was concerned.

		

		“Too late,” Kathy said, beaming happily.

		

		She scooted back from the table and raised her foot high enough so that her parents could see the black athletic shoes she was wearing. She said, “These cost eight-hundred dollars. Colt bought ‘em for me because Sky thought I simply had to have them for this fall, when I start at UCLA. I tried to talk them out if it, but they don’t listen.”

		

		Ruth’s jaw dropped open at the notion of her daughter wearing eight-hundred dollar sneakers. Kathy knew her mom. She could read her like a newspaper.

		

		Tonight, her mother had on her very best dress, which she’d bought last year at Macy’s, on sale for half price at the end of the fall season. It had cost her two-hundred and fifty dollars, but it had originally sold for five-hundred.

		

		Ma can’t get over the fact that my shoes were eight-hundred bucks and the best dress she owns cost just over a quarter of that, Kathy thought.

		

		“Speaking of UCLA,” Colt said just then. “I understand from Kathy that sending her there is proving to be quite a burden, especially with your other daughter, Audrey, just a few years behind her and headed for college, too.”

		

		Colt chuckled and then added, “I know what Sky pays for a year at USC. Big-time colleges and universities aren’t cheap these days. I was lucky; I had a football scholarship, so my folks got off easy.”

		

		He looked across the table at Tom Barrett and said, “So I was wondering…we have an employee educational assistance program at all of my dealerships, to help people get ahead if they want to further their education. Kathy is eligible. I’m pretty sure that she’d qualify for assistance with her yearly tuition and books.”

		

		Tom looked startled, and very pleasantly surprised. “Uh, that would be most welcome, let me tell you. How…just how much…assistance are we talking about here, Colt?”

		

		“Ninety percent of her books and tuition, I would think,” Colt answered casually.

		

		Tom Barrett nearly choked on the wine he had just taken a sip of; he sputtered, “Ninety percent, how on earth do you afford that? Tuition at UCLA costs an arm and a leg nowadays.”

		

		“We’ve found over the years that higher education improves employee performance significantly,” Colt answered. “It’s a good investment in the future.’

		

		“But Kathy just washes cars for you, for God’s sake!” Tom insisted.

		

		“Right now she does,” Colt answered with a smile. “But she’s smart as a whip. Who knows what she’ll be doing for us two or three years from now.”

		

		Tom stopped to consider that. After a moment, Colt said, “Another thing I wanted to discuss with you, Tom. Kathy tells me that you own a small commercial printing operation downtown. I just bought a Mercedes dealership, and we’re just starting to convert it into a Colt Webster Super-Store. You know, new logo, new brochures, new branding throughout the operation. So I was wondering if your company would be interested in bidding on…”

		

		Kathy tuned the conversation out. From the gleam in her father’s eyes, she could tell that Colt had now completely won the day. Kathy’s dad was now his best pal and newest vendor.

		

		She would hear no more about her living here with the Websters, either from her dad or her mom. She glanced over and saw Skylar in a deep discussion about children’s issues and the campaign to aid underprivileged kids around the world.

		

		Her mom’s eyes were glowing with admiration for Skylar’s work. She was just as hooked as Daddy!

		

		****

		

		“And so anytime you’re in the area, please feel free to drop over and see us,” Sky told Ruth Barrett as they stood in the doorway two hours later. “I know Kathy would love that and so would we. It’s great to finally get to meet you, Ruth.”

		

		“I’m so glad to meet you, Skylar! I feel so good about Kathy staying with you. And that room she has…my God, I’m tempted to move here, too!”

		

		“You’d be as welcome as your lovely daughter, Ruth,” Colt smiled at her and gave her a little squeeze around the waist, clearly charming the star-struck woman’s socks off. “It’s been so great to meet you both.”

		

		“I’ll be sure to get with your manager at the Mercedes dealership tomorrow,” Tom said. “And thanks so much for the opportunity to work with you, Colt.”

		

		“Think nothing of it,” Colt replied, shaking hands a final time, “always glad to spread my business around a bit. I find good friends are the best business associates. They go the extra mile for you.”

		

		“Isn’t that the truth?” Tom replied, grinning.

		

		He hugged Kathy and said, “You be a good girl and do what the Websters tell you, darling. Keep your eyes and ears open and you’ll learn how to be a huge success in life, just like they are!”

		

		“What are the Websters telling me to do tonight?” Kathy smirked at them after the door was closed and her parents were driving out toward the street.

		

		“Oh, I think tonight you should come upstairs with us and take off all your clothes and play,” Sky said, grinning.

		

		“A sound plan,” Colt said, slipping one arm around Kathy’s waist and one around his wife’s. “I’ll show you how to get ahead.”

		

		“You sure you don’t mean how to give head?” Kathy teased.

		

		“That, too,” Colt said, smiling at her. “Although, last time I checked, you don’t need anyone to show you how to do that, kid. You’re pretty damned terrific at it already!”

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Kathy sighed, fucking hard.

		

		Colt was balls-deep in her, really doing her beautifully. Sky lay on her back right next to the rutting couple. She was kissing Kathy as she played with her own pussy, and then alternating by kissing her husband while he banged down into the turned on teen.

		

		“You do me better than anyone!” Kathy moaned, humping her hips upward, loving the way Colt’s practiced stroke slid right over her clit every time. “Oh, God, Colt, nobody fucks me as good as you do!”

		

		Sky laughed and kissed Kathy on the earlobe. “Damon will be sad to hear that.”

		

		Kathy laughed too and turned her head to look right into Skylar’s pretty green eyes. “You know exactly what I mean, you puss! I love Damon, so fucking him is incredible. But even Day isn’t in Colt’s league as a pure cocksman. Your guy is the very best…and you know it, you lucky girl!”

		

		Sky grinned and nodded that she did. She kissed Kathy long and hard, their tongues intertwining, and that raised Kathy’s already-excited pussy to new heights of lust.

		

		“I love both of you guys, too, you know,” she panted when Sky finally broke off the kiss so that she could rise up on her elbows and French her husband for a while as he fucked Kathy. “Not like I love Day, but I do love you both passionately!”

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Skylar sighed, acknowledging that she did know.

		

		Colt increased his pace and Kathy felt her tummy tighten. He was going to get her off, hard, and soon.

		

		God, he can fuck! Kathy thought admiringly. He’s so handsome and so manly, and the nicest guy I’ve ever met. Sky is so lucky!

		

		“Jesus, you’re a hot piece of ass, Kath!” Colt sighed just then, tearing his lips away from Skylar’s. “You’re almost as good a fuck as Sky, and that’s really saying something!”

		

		That did it—hearing her darling Colt say that she was in Sky’s league as a hot lay sent her right over the top. She groaned, “Oh, I’m coming, Colt. Fuck me, fuck deep, you stud. Really bang me!”

		

		Colt drilled her. His loins smacked down into Kathy’s so firmly that she wondered if she might be bruised tomorrow morning.

		

		She didn’t care! It felt so good right at this moment that she just didn’t care!

		

		“That’s it,” she murmured, “oh, God, Colt, nail me!”

		

		She lasted another twenty seconds or so, and then Sky was kissing her again, her tongue all over the inside of Kathy’s mouth, and Kathy was coming like crazy!

		

		Colt hammered her right through the searing orgasm. He fucked her just exactly the way she craved it while Sky sucked at her tongue and drove her even wilder. It was a glorious, explosive climax that seemed to go on and on!

		

		The thing that made it even hotter was the way that Colt stayed with her until the last little twinge of orgasmic bless, and then slipped his still-hard dick out of her, moved over to Sky and began to fuck her just as furiously as he just had Kathy. After a few seconds to catch her breath, Kathy flipped over onto her stomach and leaned down to kiss Skylar while her husband balled her brains loose.

		

		God, this is hot! She thought. I love Day like mad, but even living with him isn’t as hot as living here, with my best friends, Colt and Sky!

		

		“Why did you tell my dad ninety percent instead of a hundred percent?” Kathy asked later that night, the lights out, lying back on the pillows, Colt’s big arm around her shoulders, his other arm around Skylar’s.

		

		“He wouldn’t have swallowed a hundred percent,” Colt said. “He barely believed ninety. Besides, it’s good to let him pay some of it, to save his pride.”

		

		“You two are actually paying it, aren’t you?” Kathy asked. “I know there is an employee assistance fund, but it doesn’t pay anywhere near ninety percent. And I don’t think I’m eligible for it anyway.”

		

		“This is the Colt and Skylar We’re Paying It Because We Love You Fund, kitten,” Sky whispered. “Now go to sleep, tomorrow’s a busy day. You’ve got to register for classes.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		“Jesus Christ this is hard!” Kathy muttered, putting down her book.

		

		She looked over at Skylar, who was in that trance-like; totally mesmerized state she slipped into when she studied. After a moment, Kathy said, “I don’t know if I can do this, Sky. This shit is like trying to read Greek, when you don’t read Greek!”

		

		It took a half a minute or so for Skylar to come back from wherever she had gone and acknowledge that Kathy had spoken to her. At last, she turned and said, “What did you say…about it being hard?”

		

		Kathy sighed. “This physical anthropology stuff is amazingly hard to understand, Sky. I don’t know if I can do this.”

		

		“Let me see it,” her friend said, getting up from her desk and coming over to Kathy’s.

		

		Skylar read the page Kathy had been struggling with. She read very fast.

		

		“It’s just bones,” she said at last, “mostly, they’re just talking about bones. See, it’s just like what I’m studying, except the bones this text is concerned with are older by a few million years.”

		

		Kathy got up and went over to Skylar’s desk and read a few paragraphs in her medical book. She shook her head.

		

		“Holy jumping fuck—this makes what I’m reading sound like a first grade assignment! How in the hell do you do this?”

		

		“It’s all relative,” Skylar said with a shrug. “Here, let me help you with this. See, what they’re talking about here is just osteoclast, that’s alkaline phosphates, located on the surface of the bone. They’re speculating about that being significant in terms of the specimen’s exposure to heavy concentrations of alkali, possibly in the water supply.”

		

		Kathy shook her head. She said sarcastically, “Oh, it’s easy when you say it like that!”

		

		Sky laughed. “Buckle down, kitten. We’re flying out to see Damon’s play this weekend. We need to get ahead in our studies, so that we can afford the time off from study, not get behind.”

		

		“You’re, like, a hundred times worse than my mom ever was, do you know that? You make me study my ass off!”

		

		Skylar beamed. “I know. Now, get back to work!”

		

		****

		

		Kathy settled nervously into her seat. Judd was seated just next to her, on her left, with Sky on her right. It was Saturday night, the premier performance of the new production of Death of a Salesman, and they had primo seats in the VIP section, courtesy of Damon Draper.

		

		The flight out from California had been super. Colt and Sky had chartered a Gulfstream 650 that cruised along at forty-five thousand feet, at nearly seven-hundred miles per hour; taking just a little over four hours to reach New York City—although they had actually landed at a private airport in Teterboro, New Jersey, across the river. Kathy had never been on an airplane before, let alone a private jet that had featured plush leather seats and couches and a smiling flight attendant who had waited on them hand and foot.

		

		A big stretch limousine had been there for them at the airport and had whisked them through a strip of New Jersey, over the river, and into Manhattan, right to the front door of the fancy, multi-floor condo where Judd and Ally owned the penthouse suite. Damon had been waiting for them, nervous as a cat but really happy to see them.

		

		He and Kathy had kissed passionately for what seemed like forever when she first saw him and he scooped her into his arms. She kept trying to run her fingers through his long blond locks but couldn’t, as they had been trimmed to a close-cropped, nineteen forties-style shortness for the play.

		

		He looked so different. But he was still as handsome as he could be. And he was still her sweet, loving Damon!

		

		Judd’s condo was as lush as Colt and Sky’s Beverly Hills place. It had shiny black, marble-like tile throughout, with fleecy white area rugs strewn about, creating a very dramatic effect. The lights of the city shone through the floor-to-ceiling windows that made up one wall of the living room, the revealed tableau taking Kathy’s breath away.

		

		When all of their gear for the weekend trip had been stored in their respective bedrooms, and they had changed into their evening finery, they had gone down to the limo and been chauffeured to the front door of Sardi’s restaurant, which Kathy had never heard of but which Judd assured her was a ninety year old landmark in New York’s theater district.

		

		“It’s considered by some actors to be good luck to eat at Sardi’s before opening night,” he’d confided.

		

		Dinner had been wonderful. Kathy had tried the Jumbo Crab Cakes, which had been great, and had tasted Damon’s juicy sirloin steak, which had been cooked to perfection but which Damon had just picked at, much to Kathy’s shock. He was normally an avid eater, but tonight he had been too edgy to take much notice of the food.

		

		Kathy had taken a tour of the unique old restaurant with Judd, who had pointed out some of the famous actors who had their caricature-drawn images spread around on the walls. Some of them she recognized but many of them she didn’t and so she was glad to have Judd there to tell her about the people—showbiz legends—that they represented.

		

		And now it was show time. The lights dimmed and Kathy settled nervously into her seat, her heart starting to beat faster as the curtain went up.

		

		Her right hand crept over to find Sky’s and her left one did the same with Judd’s. Kathy squeezed her two friends’ hands tight and prayed that Damon would do great tonight!

		

		****

		

		He did. It wouldn’t be formal until the papers came out the next day, but everyone was buzzing about the play after it was over, and Damon’s name was the one Kathy heard mentioned the most often.

		

		Even during the intermission, people had been talking about “that handsome young man playing Biff”. Judd whispered knowingly to Kathy, “This is it. This is the first night of his career really starting to happen. Be glad you’re here to see it, babe.”

		

		She was glad! She was delighted to be here to watch her man’s first big success. And she was glad that Colt, Sky, Judd, and her other close friends were here with her.

		

		They adjourned back to Sardi’s, where Judd bought bottles of very expensive champagne to celebrate Damon and the play’s triumphant night. Alex Longwell and his unlikely-named girlfriend, Circe, stopped by, told Damon that he was wonderful, and had some champagne with them. And the play’s director, a flamboyantly gay young man with a very pretty boyfriend in tow, stopped just long enough to confide in Damon that he was “wonderful” and that he had a bright future in front of him.

		

		At one o’clock in the morning, all eight of them piled back into the limo and headed back to Judd’s penthouse. Kathy was cuddled with Damon, her head on his shoulder.

		

		When they got upstairs, Kathy whispered, “It can be just you and me tonight, Day, if you want. Or we can all party together. It’s your choice. You’re the man of the hour, darling. And I’m so proud of you.”

		

		Damon smiled and said, “It’ll be just you and me for the rest of our lives if I have my way about it, kid. But right now, I’m just dying to see you get doubled a couple of times and suck pussies with Sky and Nadia and Ally, okay?”

		

		Kathy giggled. “You’ve got it, sweetie. That sounds wonderful to me!”

		

		****

		

		I had as sneaking hunch he wanted to fuck Sky again, Kathy thought as she watched Damon pour the meat to Skylar, who was on her back underneath him, giving him the pussy ride of his life, her big, solid tits jiggling wildly as he balled her.

		

		What man wouldn’t? Kathy went on to ask herself, smiling as she watched her guy and her best friend having fun together.

		

		Kathy didn’t mind. She was on her back as well, and Judd Walsh was giving her a sweet, gentle screwing that half the women on the planet would have sold their souls to be receiving from the handsome movie idol.

		

		I’m so lucky, Kathy thought moving her hips effortlessly, fucking Judd smoothly and sensually. I get to have Judd all the time, and Dee, with that huge super-cock of his. And Colt, of course, my sweet, studly Colt—I get him at least a couple of times a week, and he’s so fucking great!

		

		“Can I lick your pussy clean after Judd comes in you, babe?” Nadia whispered.

		

		Nadia had just broken off a hot tongue-kissing session with Ally. Both of them were on their knees, facing each other, a few feet away from where Judd was fucking Kathy and Damon was banging Skylar’s tight little pussy as if he were drilling for oil.

		

		Ally had DeShawn ramming his huge dick into her pussy from behind, while Nadia was taking a real ass reaming from Colt. Kathy smiled up at her friend and nodded that she would, indeed, like to lick pussies together with Nadia after she got done fucking Judd.

		

		I wonder if Nadia will sing at our wedding, when Day and I eventually get married, she thought just as Judd changed positions just a little, so that his beautiful cock rode higher, now moving right across Kathy’s clit on each down stroke and withdrawal. She sang at Colt and Sky’s.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s the way to ride me, cowboy,” Kathy whispered up at Judd with a smile. “God, but you fuck me nice, sweetie.”

		

		“Happy to oblige, darling girl,” he grinned down at her, fucking her even faster, getting ready to come in her.

		

		“Let me have it, honey,” she sighed, feeling her pussy contract around his gliding flesh. “Spunk me, you hot fucker—flood me with it, Judd!”

		

		The most famous movie star in the world did just that, moaning with pure enjoyment as he filled her teenaged pussy with come. Kathy went over the top with him, climaxing around his spurting dick, clinging to him.

		

		“You were very naughty, filling this poor little high school kid’s cunny with so much of this gooey stuff!” Nadia looked up from licking Kathy’s pussy a little while later and mock-lectured Judd, who was getting his cock sucked back to firmness by Skylar.

		

		“Hey, a little respect here,” Kathy said, easing DeShawn’s big wanger out of her lips for a moment. “I started UCLA a couple of weeks ago. I’m a college girl now, not just some high school kid!”

		

		All of them laughed and went back to what they were doing, including Damon, who was now fucking Nadia in the ass as she licked Kathy, and Colt, who was giving Ally the full benefit of his big cock. Kathy smiled and started sucking Dee again, wanting to get him good and hard so that he could ass-bang her. She just loved that!

		

		****

		

		“Kath, you really put on a show tonight,” Damon said, holding her close.

		

		It was nearly dawn, and the two of them were in the master bedroom, alone now, just the two of them, on the king bed. Everyone else had paired off, not necessarily with their own husband or wife or girlfriend, and was sleeping in the other bedrooms.

		

		“That’s what you wanted, right?” she asked Day.

		

		“Oh, yeah, sure,” he hastened to tell her. “I loved it. I was just commenting on how hot you were, babe. I really got off on it, watching you being such little fireball in the sack with everyone, honey.”

		

		A moment of contented silence rolled by and Damon said, “I should tell you something, Kath.”

		

		A tight knot of fear suddenly gripped he stomach. Was this it? Had he met someone back here? Was he bored with her? Was she now too slutty for him?

		

		“W-what?” she finally managed to stutter.

		

		“My real name, it’s not Damon Draper. I had it legally changed when I started my acting career. I just thought you should know.”

		

		So relieved she practically melted back into the pillow she asked, “What is your name, then, darling—you’re real name, I mean?”

		

		“Dan,” he admitted sheepishly. My real name is Daniel Allen Drudge. I was Dan Drudge, and that’s no name for an actor.”

		

		Holy fuck, he really is Handsome Dan! Kathy said, as she started to laugh uncontrollably.

		

		When he stared down at her, clearly wondering what was so funny, she finally managed to say, “That’s okay, honey. I don’t care what your name is, as long as you’re mine!”

		

		“That’s for damned sure, babe,” he said, grinning, just before he kissed her. “You’re my everything!”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Kathy and Damon weren’t married until she’d finished UCLA, four years later. The wedding was on the beach, out behind Colt and Skylar’s Malibu house. They held it there for good luck, it being the spot where the Websters had married, and where Nadia and Dee had finally tied the knot two years before Damon and Kathy did.

		

		All of them were still very happily together. Dr. Skylar Channing Webster—who by then had a burgeoning practice in Southern California as a Sports Medicine specialist and was still in great demand as a super-model spokesperson—was the matron of honor. Nadia Neal Hastings sang, and Colton Webster Junior was the ring bearer, looking tall for a two year old, and just as gorgeous as his two proud, photogenic parents.

		

		That was also the year that Damon Draper received his first nomination from the Academy as Best Actor in a Motion Picture. His chief competition was his best man, Judd Walsh.

		

		Kathy never became a famous anthropologist. She had changed majors by the end of her second year to Business Administration because she had begun to work with Colt on his investment portfolio, as he had painstakingly schooled her in the art of becoming ridiculously rich.

		

		She proved an apt pupil. She and Day eventually bought a house in between the one the Websters and the Walshes owned in Malibu.

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		If you enjoyed reading about Judd and Ally, DeShawn and Nadia, and Colt and Skylar, please see my previous book, Swingers: Paid Partner; The Ticket, wherein Sky first meets Colt, who is single and needs to hire a good, dependable steady date for swinger functions. Skylar answers his on-line add and the rest, as they say, is history.
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