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		Chapter One

		

		Tina Chapel heard the television in the front room come on and smiled, shaking her sun-streaked mane of dark brown hair. Was there a guy anywhere who was more regular in his habits than her Dave?

		

		She glanced at the clock and saw that it was six. That fit. Every night, promptly at six, her new husband turned on the television and watched the nightly network news.

		

		He wasn’t religious about it. If he had a sales call that ran long and he wasn’t home by six, it didn’t seem to really bother him.

		

		Or, if they had an evening out planned and he missed the news, he just shrugged it off. But, if he was home and it was six o’clock, he’d be in the living room, his attention focused on the screen. And then, after the news was over, he’d emerge from the living room in search of his dinner.

		

		A tiny, slightly smug smile flashed across her lips at that thought, because she had dinner handled. Right before she’d left for her job this morning at the neighborhood junior high school, where she worked as executive assistant to the school principal, she’d put one of her favorite recipes on “low” in the crock pot. All she had left to do tonight was to slice up some sourdough bread, pour a little vino, toss together some salad ingredients, and dinner would be served.

		

		Tina started for the kitchen, and then noticed Dave’s laptop sitting open on the desk in their second bedroom, the one they used as a kind of guest room/den/office. She could see the screen and realized immediately that it was opened to Dave’s e-mail page.

		

		Curious, she went into the room. Tina was a snoop by nature.

		

		Nevertheless, she quickly sat down in the office chair in front of the desk. Dave would be in the front room for another half an hour. And she was still learning about her new husband.

		

		After all, they’d been married only three weeks, and had known each other for less than four months total. She glanced down the list of e-mails, knowing that she shouldn’t intrude on his privacy like this but thinking, at the same time, “what can it hurt?”

		

		The first subject line that caught her eye read “me, Candygirl”.

		

		Who the heck was “Candygirl”? She wondered.

		

		Once she’d furtively clicked on it, she saw that it was one of those back-and-forth mails that had been going on for a couple of weeks between this “Candygirl” person, whoever she might be, and Dave. It was the kind of just-type-a-quick-reply-and-send-it-back e-mail that Tina and her roommate in college had always referred to as “yo-yo’s”.

		

		Big-dicked Dave,

		

		Randy and I are so bummed that you are going to pass on Stevie’s big fuck-bash. Are you sure you can’t get the new missus to unwind a little and let her hair down? She sounds pretty hot, from what you’ve said about her. Maybe a little strange dick would be right up her alley…or rather, her pussy! Why not ask her and see?

		

		Let us know. We’d sure like to party with you again, stud-boy. My hot cunt is just aching for that long, fat dick of yours, and Randy would love to watch you fuck me again, especially if his own monster cock was buried deep in my ass at the same time!

		

		Sending hot vibes your way…Candy and Stud Cat Daddy Randy

		

		Tina’s jaw had dropped open as she read the obscene piece of mail. She was having trouble catching her breath, and she continued to stare at the screen in utter shock.

		

		Fingers quaking, she opened the subsequent letter, a reply from her husband to this incredible slut, Candy. She scanned what was there quickly, her eyes glancing up nervously in the general direction of the living room several times as she read.

		

		Candy and Randy

		

		No can do, I’m afraid. Tina is a really hot piece of ass, but she was so inexperienced and naïve when I first met her that I’m afraid it’s going to be a long time, if ever, before she’s ready to take up swinging as a hobby.

		

		And, if she never seems ready to take that plunge, I’ll still be okay with it. I had a lot of good years and a lot of incredible sucking and fucking as a swinger, before I met Tina and fell for her. I knew full well when I married her that she might never be willing to try the swinger lifestyle. If she isn’t, that’s okay, because I truly do love her and, like I said, she is one hot piece of tail all by herself.

		

		I won’t kid you that I’ll never miss the excitement of a big swinger party. And the idea of seeing my sweet, innocent little Tina getting wild and crazy with a bunch of other dudes’ big cocks--while I get to watch her do it, of course--still gives me a huge hard on every time I daydream about it. But if that isn’t to be, then I’ll just have to live with it. As I said, I married her because I’m crazy about her.

		

		Love to party with you guys again…but…

		

		Dave

		

		Her fingers shaking so much by now that just operating the cursor was proving to be a challenge, she clicked open the next mail. She saw that this Candy person had also written to her Dave a week earlier:

		

		Big-dicked Dave,

		

		You’ve had that invitation to the big swinger blowout at Stevie’s crib for over a week now. Any luck in convincing your new wife to drop her knickers and grab some dickers? You said she’s hot. Why not broach the idea to the puss about her showing you just how hot she really can be?

		

		Come on, Davey! Let’s swing again. We all miss you…and that big cock of yours!

		

		Sweet Candy and randy as can be Randy

		

		There were several more mails, stretching back over the week previous to this one. But Tina didn’t want to risk getting caught reading them by her new husband, so she clicked off the letter and closed it out, leaving the computer just as she’d found it. She got unsteadily to her feet—shaken to her core by the lurid e-mails--and literally ran into the kitchen to put her bread and salad together for tonight’s dinner. And to pour some red wine for dinner, and for her!

		

		Swingers…big-dicked-Dave…fucking and sucking en masse…sweet Candy…one hard penis up her…her… pussy and another up her… bottom at the same time! And, worst of all, the idea of me doing that sort of thing with other men—while he watches me…do it with them!—the lewd phrases and the resulting mental images from those nasty e-mail’s kept flashing through Tina’s mind over and over again as she hurriedly finished putting dinner together.

		

		She gulped down some wine. She couldn’t believe that Dave, her wonderful, kind, gentle, oh, so loving Dave, was on the receiving end of such filth! Or that he had written back to this disgusting slut, Candy, whoever she was, using much the same language and tone.

		

		It was plain to her that there was a lot about her seemingly mild-mannered husband--who presented such a straight-arrow public face to the world--that she didn’t know about and had never suspected. She clearly had a great deal to think about. She finished her wine in two big gulps and poured another, suddenly and uncharacteristically—for her--craving the alcohol.

		

		She needed something to get her through this steamy revelation. Tina had been aware that she and Dave didn’t really know each other all that well yet, but she’d never suspected that there was anything like this lurking beneath the surface in his background!

		

		****

		

		Tina didn’t handle alcohol well, so she rarely drank more than a glass of wine or two at a sitting, or perhaps one highball, if she was at a party. Tonight, she had consumed a couple of large glasses of wine in the kitchen before dinner and two more as she and her husband enjoyed the rich beef stew that she had simmered to perfection in the slow cooker all day.

		

		She had also eaten two big slices of the sourdough bread as well, hoping that the bread would help mop up the alcohol somewhat, but that didn’t seemed to be working. Now that dinner was finished, she sat across from Dave; more than a little drunk, glassy-eyed and swaying slightly in her chair.

		

		“Honey, are you okay?” he asked her, eying her closely.

		

		“I’m a little tipsy, I’m afraid,” she admitted, her tongue feeling one size too large for her mouth. It was hard for her to speak clearly.

		

		Another problem with drinking alcohol was that it tended to make Tina sort of goofy. She had been thinking throughout dinner about those shocking e-mails and now, suddenly, from out of nowhere, she blurted, “Who is Candygirl and how come she’s writing to you, Big-Dicked Dave?”

		

		There was a shocked silence and then Tina dissolved into a fit of giggles, embarrassed as she could be by her own question, and for letting the cat out of the bag, as far as her snooping in his e-mails went. Plus, her drunken tongue had thoroughly screwed up “Big-Dicked Dave”, making it sound more like “Bid Gicked Ave”.

		

		For his part, her husband had sat up in his chair as if she had thrown a switch and sent a charge of electricity up his spine. He asked her, his voice sounding very apprehensive, “Were you reading my e-mails?”

		

		“Yep,” she said, finishing the last of her wine, her heart pounding, “that’s why I drank so much of this stuff. I was ashamed of myself for reading your private mail. And, I couldn’t believe how nasty that Candygirl person is. How is it that you came to know such a slutty girl? And what the heck is a ‘swinger’?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Dave Chapel’s mind was racing. He sat staring for long seconds at his pretty young wife.

		

		I knew I should have deleted those fucking e-mails, he thought. It was dumb as hell of me to leave them on my laptop for Tina to find.

		

		Still, as far as he knew, Tina wasn’t particularly inquisitive or snoopy; at least from what he’d observed during their whirlwind courtship and marriage. So her looking through his mail came as quite a shock to him.

		

		Should have closed out my e-mail page before I went in to watch the news, he thought regretfully. That would have saved me from landing in this mess; Tina doesn’t know the password to my e-mail site, so I would have been perfectly safe, even if I had left my computer on. Now, I’m fucked!

		

		He stood up and grabbed his plate and the bread plate, starting to clear the table. When Tina just sat there, looking up at him quizzically with those huge, doe-like brown eyes of hers—now looking even bigger than usual, after all of the wine she’d apparently drunk after seeing those offensive e-mails—he said, “Let’s clear the table and put the leftovers away, honey. Then we can talk about all of this, okay?”

		

		Tina nodded numbly and got up to help. In minutes, the kitchen was ship-shape again and Dave had consumed another quick glass of wine himself before he’d put what was left in the big jug of bulk red away.

		

		He’d felt he needed the alcohol. Tina would be expecting some answers, and he was still agonizing over what to tell her; just how much to tell her.

		

		Did he want to go ahead and come clean with her; to lay his whole sordid, lecherous past out for her and hope that she could deal with it? Or was that too dangerous, too much to ask of such a naïve girl?

		

		If only she were a little more sophisticated about things like this, I might have a better shot at making her understand my past lifestyle.

		

		He thought about that for a moment and decided it was bullshit. That was one of the big attractions he’d felt toward Tina when they’d first met; the very fact that she was so young and incredibly innocent in the ways of the world.

		

		A grin flickered across his face as the reviewed the other reasons he’d been so taken with her—those fabulous knockers, that gorgeous, angelic face, those huge brown eyes, plus those short but perfect little legs of hers. And that ass…Tina’s ass should be declared a national treasure, as far as Dave was concerned!

		

		“So, where do you want to talk?” she asked, leaning against the counter to steady herself as she stared up at him.

		

		Still feeling pretty tipsy, Dave thought, watching her.

		

		He grinned. She was so damned cute! He loved it when she got a little buzz on, like at the reception after their small wedding, when she’d had four or five glasses of celebratory champagne and acted so charmingly blitzed that he’d been afraid that she’d end up unconscious in a corner before the night was over.

		

		She’d flitted around the room, gaily talking to the wedding guests, acting as silly as a high school girl out on her first forbidden bender. Dave had fallen in love with her all over again, just watching her, so excited on her wedding day, slightly drunk and endearingly giddy.

		

		“Let’s talk in the bedroom, honey,” he finally said. “I want to hold you and cuddle together while I…explain some things to you, all right?”

		

		Tina came into his arms immediately, nuzzling her face into his chest. That was another thing he loved about his wife, she was so affectionate, always eager to snuggle with him, to let him hold her close.

		

		In moments, they were in the bedroom of their small rental house, and he was kissing her and slowly taking her clothes off. Tina was such a loving girl, he marveled, as he stripped her blouse and bra off and undid the skirt to the smart business suit she’d worn to work that day. How lucky he’d been to end up with a sweetie like this as his wife, after the debauched, hedonistic life he’d lead before he’d met her…

		

		Dave Chapel was twenty-seven. He was tall and naturally thin, with a lot of long, ropy muscles and a set of broad shoulders. His sandy-blond hair was neatly trimmed, and his lively gray eyes seemed sparkle with the infectious playfulness of a six-year old hellion of a boy.

		

		Women adored him on sight. And he adored women right back.

		

		He had been to bed with, literally, more than two-hundred women in his life. He’d started early, his handsome features and outgoing personality proving to be like catnip to a feline when it came to the girls in the middleclass neighborhood he’d grown up in.

		

		His young next door neighbor, Julie, had been a year and a half older than him. And Julie had proved to be just as curious about sex, and had been equipped with just as powerful a sex drive, as young Dave had. Together, after school was out, twelve year old Dave and thirteen and a half year old Julie had discovered the joys of masturbation—with the help of the net, and easily accessible web-porn—and had then quickly moved on to fellatio, cunnilingus, nipple play and, finally to the sex act itself, with all of its different positions and variations.

		

		When cute little blonde-haired, blue-eyed Julie had turned fourteen, she’d finally relented and let him try fucking her in her tiny, tight ass, the results delighting both of them. Dave had mowed lawns like a demon, when he hadn’t been busy balling Julie, to raise enough money to keep the pair of juvenile sex aficionados in condoms.

		

		And young Dave had discovered something else about girls through his precocious, lovely young friend, Julie: girls liked to gossip among themselves! She had eventually introduced him to her best friend, Rhoda who, at fourteen, had been built like the proverbial brick shit-house, with a lush, shapely ass to go along with those big, pillowy tits of hers.

		

		In no time, Dave and Rhoda and Julie had enjoyed each other’s company, sexually, in every way possible. They’d avidly watched porn together, and had then imitated what they’d seen. Julie and Rhoda had proved to be quite the eager young pussy-lickers and lucky Dave had discovered how unbelievably cool it was to be in bed with two girls who loved to suck cock and suck clitties with each other while he’d watched!

		

		The fun had abruptly ended when Rhoda had turned fifteen and had found a steady boyfriend, a sixteen year old guy who’d had his own car. And that same year, Julie’s dad had accepted a better job in another city and had moved his family there.

		

		But Dave had quickly learned that a boy who knew as much as he knew about pleasing girls with his mouth, tongue, fingers and, of course, with his steadily-growing cock—and who could keep his mouth shut about it and not go bragging about every sexual encounter he had to his friends—would not long lack for female companionship. Dave had bedded girls who were already in high school when he’d been in junior high. And they, in turn, had introduced him, discreetly, to their friends.

		

		By the time he’d graduated from high school Dave, who used to keep count of such things back then, had notched his bedpost, figuratively speaking, almost twenty times with different girls!

		

		He’d had a steady girlfriend the last semester of his senior year, or the count would have been even higher.

		

		When he’d gotten to college, Dave’s sex life had really exploded. Surrounded by young, vivacious, usually experienced, non-virgin college coeds on campus—and with Dave being thoroughly knowledgeable by then about how to pick up girls and talk them into goig to bed with him—his bedpost would have been carved down to a nub by the time he had graduated, had he really been notching it for each girl he’d seduced and slept with while at school.

		

		After graduation, he’d quickly found work as a salesman for a local liquor distribution firm. For handsome, glib-tongued Dave, the job had been like stealing candy from a baby.

		

		He’d spent his days and nights calling on bars and restaurants, writing up their hard liquor and wine orders, meeting women, sleeping with them, making great money for very little actual work. One of the girls he’d met, who called herself Candy, but whose real name, he eventually discovered, was Candace Hartnell Brown, had introduced him to the swinger lifestyle.

		

		After he’d fucked her senseless a few times, Candy told him about her favorite hobby, which was going to big swinger parties, where everyone fucked everyone, and trading partners all throughout parties, which sometimes ran from an early afternoon, all through the night, and into the next day. She’d asked Dave to be her date for the next one, and he had agreed immediately.

		

		A whole new universe had opened up for him after that first swinger party. He’d joined the club, had eventually met half a dozen single women who needed dates for parties, and had happily squired them to the sexual soirees, separating as soon as they got in the door and not hooking up again until it was time for him to drive them home.

		

		For over five fun-filled, carefree, exciting years, Dave had swung, and swung hard. He’d bedded every sort of woman imaginable, tall, short, hefty, slender, black, white, brown, Asian, Native American; blondes, brunettes, redheads, and every other hair color combination in the spectrum. He’d balled married women, single women, and bisexual women.

		

		Over the years, he had expanded his sexual knowledge and repertoire in every way possible. He’d tried S&M, bondage and discipline, whips and chains, hot and cold stimulation techniques, water sports—finding that for him, being pissed on or pissing on someone else, while interesting to try, wasn’t particularly fun or sexy—and, of course, fisting.

		

		If it was sexual, Dave had tried it. And, if he’d enjoyed the sex act, he had worked like a demon to make himself a master practitioner of it. He liked to think that he could eat pussy like a lesbian and fuck like a latter-day Don Juan.

		

		He’d even slept with other men on two drunken occasions, just to see what that was like. As with his experimentation with water sports, he’d found it interesting, but not really his cup of tea.

		

		And then, by pure chance, he’d met Tina. They’d been shopping in the produce section of a local supermarket, noticed each other as they’d been examining the table grapes and then Dave, liking what he saw very much, had introduced himself, asking if the grapes looked ripe to her.

		

		It had probably been the worst pick-up line that the super-sophisticated, worldly Dave Chapel had used since he’d been thirteen, but it had worked. His intended conquest, Tina Gustman, had, after all, turned out to be the most innocent, inexperienced girl he’d ever met in his life, so he hadn’t needed a brilliant introductory line.

		

		Dave had gone slowly with her, sensing that he had to or he might scare her away. It had taken him six dates to finally get her into bed with him for the first time, and she’d been as scared as the proverbial rabbit when he had.

		

		Again, he’d gone very slowly with her, and had been rewarded by the discovery of a rich, totally untapped vein of fiery sexual passion that lay deeply buried within the shy, easily-embarrassed Tina. She had been totally unaware of it before meeting Dave.

		

		But he’d taken care to unlock it gradually, overcoming--as he went along--her late father’s lifelong, brainwashing tirades about sex being evil and those who participated in it being ticketed for the express train straight to Hell.

		

		And, after four months of sharing a bed with him, Tina was coming around. She was coming around beautifully.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		“Swingers are liberated, sensual people who enjoy sex a great deal,” Dave explained to Tina once they were snuggled together in bed, holding her close, her big naked breasts against his bare chest as they lay together, his arms around her, facing each other.

		

		“Sex is like a favorite hobby for these people, something they like doing so much that they want to experience exciting new ways of doing it. So they trade off among themselves, and experiment with other partners at parties, but the married couples always go home with each other at the end of the evening’s fun.”

		

		Tina’s eyes grew wide as he finished his explanation and she whispered, “But that’s so very wrong--my daddy always said that having sex for any reason other than procreation was a deadly sin!”

		

		Dave smiled at her reassuringly, saying patiently, “Yes, I’m sure he did. But you and I have sex all the time, and you’re on the pill, so we won’t be procreating until we’re ready to do that, right?”

		

		She blushed and nodded that he was right. She said softly, “I know. I’m a modern girl about some things, like not getting pregnant right away if I don’t want to. But, somehow, the things we do together don’t seem all that sinful to me. I mean, we are married, and married people do have sex.”

		

		Now it was Dave’s turn to nod agreement, and he did. He then added, carefully guiding this conversation down the path he wanted it to take, “Yes, that’s certainly true. And some of the little…extra things we do together in this bed, that we both enjoy so much, aren’t ever going to lead to procreation, now are they? And yet, they are terrific fun.”

		

		Tina was blushing full out now. Lowering her eyes, she said, “You mean like when I…when I use my…mouth to get you hard?”

		

		He laughed and nodded again that he did. “And when I use my tongue on you; remember how you told me the first time I did that, that it was evil and we shouldn’t ever do it again? But now it’s one of your favorite things, isn’t it?”

		

		Dave would have bet that his young wife couldn’t get any redder than she had been, but he would have lost that bet. She now turned a stunning shade of crimson and then slowly bobbed her head up and down; indicating that having her cute little pussy licked was, indeed, one of her newly-discovered sexual joys in life.

		

		“I still think it’s incredibly naughty, but you do it so nicely that I can’t seem to resist when you want to do that to me, you bad boy!”

		

		She giggled like a guilty schoolgirl and Dave’s dick twitched. She was so unbelievably innocent for a twenty-two year old woman in today’s world. And that made teaching to do things she considered totally sinful and risqué an incredible turn on to a recently reformed libertine such as himself.

		

		“I am a bad boy,” he whispered, bringing both hands up to touch her nipples.

		

		Tina sucked in her breath, her big tits jerking beneath his lightly tweaking fingertips. She lowered her eyes once more, still a little ashamed, even after all the times they’d made love, at just how much she enjoyed having her boobies played with.

		

		He pressed his advantage. “I learned a lot of those deliciously naughty things I’ve taught you since we’ve been together from ladies I met at swinger parties, darling.”

		

		She looked up at him, suddenly too curious, as well as still being fairly inebriated, to hold back. She asked, “Were there a lot of them…those women, I mean?”

		

		Dave decided to take a chance. He could see that besides being shocked by his past behavior, Tina was also aroused by it. Her nipples were already spiking to complete fullness between his fingertips, and he’d barely begun to toy with them. She would never have admitted it in a thousand years but, he realized excitedly, his shy little wife was very excited by this talk of him swinging with other women!

		

		“Dozens,” he told her quietly, watching her eyes, “I slept with dozens of other women at those parties, honey. And every one of them taught me a little something new about how to please a woman, or what she, individually, found to be a turn on, see?”

		

		Sure enough, Tina suddenly trembled from head to toe, her tits jerking in unison as she saw him in her mind’s eye in bed with dozens of other women! She moaned lightly, and Dave knew that her clit had throbbed hard along with her nipples when she’d had that thought.

		

		“W-what did they do with you?” Tina stammered nervously, her eyes bright with a telltale gleam that meant she was very excited. “I mean, when you were in bed with them?”

		

		“Well, most of them fucked me, of course,” Dave said nonchalantly, knowing that the word ‘fuck’ still jarred Tina to her very soul, but that she secretly loved it when he said it in bed as they made love. “And a lot of them sucked me. Many women just love swallowing a guy’s come for him, Tina. Almost all swinger girls do.”

		

		Tina shivered again, her tits jerking hard in between his teasing fingers. He had patiently showed her how to suck cock, how to use her tongue to please him. But she had thus far refused to even consider letting him come in her mouth. She said that such things were an abomination, and that she just couldn’t bring herself to do them, even for him.

		

		But Dave knew that she was getting to like sucking his big cock more and more as each week of their marriage went by. Some nights, she’d have him in her mouth as soon as he was naked, sucking away frantically, licking and licking, and eagerly swallowing his pre-come as it leaked out of his swollen dick.

		

		He knew it was just a matter of time before she gave him a complete, willing blowjob. She wanted to; he could tell, but she was still afraid to do it because of how nasty she thought such wanton behavior to be.

		

		She was still dragging around all of that baggage she had to deal with from her deceased father, about sex being for procreation only. It was as if the old man had wanted to make sure his only daughter would grow up to hate sex as much as he apparently had.

		

		“What…what else did those other women do?” she whispered in a tiny, very inquisitive voice.

		

		“Well, some of them wanted me to fuck them in the bottom, baby girl,” he whispered back, watching with well hidden amusement as his relatively innocent little wife’s eyes nearly popped out of her head, as she considered that!

		

		“They…they actually liked that?” She gasped incredulously. “They really wanted it you to do it to them back…there?”

		

		For weeks now, Dave had been toying lightly with Tina’s tiny ass pucker as they’d made out. He’d also teased her forbidden hole as he’d eaten her pussy to a series of scalding-hot climaxes, which seemed to just get hotter and hotter the more often he’d eaten her. And he’d also engaged in light ass-play as she’d sucked his cock, or when he was fucking her doggie style, from in back—another sexual position that Tina had totally resisted at first but which now delighted her.

		

		Again, he knew that it was only a matter of time before he claimed her anal cherry. She had told him at first to stop that--that touching her back there was too nasty. But he could tell that she was very curious about it, and that his teasing caress of her forbidden back entrance really got her going sometimes—though she’d never admit it. And, he’d noticed that about a week ago, she’d quit telling him to “stop it” when he toyed with her forbidden hole.

		

		He let go of her right nipple and instead slid his left hand down in between her legs to gently tease her clit. He was delighted but not surprised to find that she was positively juicy down there!

		

		“Oh, Dave,” she sighed, closing her eyes in rising ecstasy as he touched her titties and her clit at the same time, “oh, my sweet Dave, how can you ever be satisfied with just me, after being with all of those other worldly, sexy women?”

		

		“Because I love you, darling,” he whispered truthfully. “And you’re sexier than any of them, when you let yourself be.”

		

		Tina shivered and pushed her hips forward, seeking firmer contact with his finger against her pulsing clit. He kissed her, slipping his tongue inside her sweet mouth and she gasped and threw her arms around his neck, her lips sucking at his tongue as though it were a tiny pink cock.

		

		He kissed her for the better part of a minute, feeling her tits clench twice in time with her overflowing pussy opening and closing. When he sensed that she couldn’t wait another second for him to take her, he did, rolling her gently onto her back and setting the head of his cock against her super-wet lower lips.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” Tina babbled as he pulled his lips from hers, “oh, goodness, Dave, do it to me, just like you did it to those hot, sexy swinger women!”

		

		“Do what, kitten?” he teased her, running his rigid cock head all over her slippery entrance, tapping her clit lightly with it. “Just what is it you want?”

		

		Tina gasped as a huge surge of pre-orgasmic excitement pulsed through her. She closed her eyes and whispered urgently, “Fuck me! Fuck me with that wonderful cock of yours, darling!”

		

		Dave chuckled, feeling triumphant as he eased his prick into her and pushed. It was the first time he’d ever heard her break down and actually say the work “fuck” or “cock” for that matter, out loud. Her hungry little body ate his dick up, her hips pushing upward until every last inch of his fat, eight inch prick was inside her.

		

		“Oh, yesssssssss,” she hissed, her eyes still closed tight in realized bliss, “that’s what I want! That’s what I need!”

		

		There was to be no sweet, tender love tonight. This was as turned on as Dave had ever seen his normally sedate, shy little wife.

		

		Tonight, she was like a swinger girl--hot, horny, and in need of hard cock and lots of it! So he pulled nearly out of her juicy, sucking tunnel of slick flesh and then rammed himself all the way back in, hard.

		

		Tina squealed with delight and moaned, “Oh, God, yes, fuck me, fuck me good, darling!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Tina found her mind drifting off all day long at work the next day. She somehow managed to still get her work done, but she kept staring out the window in her small office, a dreamy smile on her lips, as she thought about last night.

		

		My goodness, I didn’t know that sex could be that hot! She kept telling herself. Dave and I have had some wonderful nights in bed together since we first met and fell in love, but my God; last night was a revelation!

		

		She hadn’t come just once and gone to sleep, as she usually did when they made love. Last night, she’d come so hard she’d practically lost consciousness, but Dave had managed to stay hard inside her, eventually pulling that magnificent…

		

		She forced herself to use the word mentally…cock! He’d stayed hard and had pulled that beautiful cock of his out of her and turned her over onto her stomach. And then he’d eased her up onto her hands and knees.

		

		Then he’d…he’d…there was really no other fitting way to describe what he’d done to her last night…he’d fucked her again! He’d reached around and toyed with her big, downward-hanging breasts, squeezing one excited nipple and then the other as he’d reamed her out from behind.

		

		She shivered, remembering. And then he’d eased a finger into her bottom and gently…again…he’d…fucked it with his finger as he’d fucked her…her…pussy with that wonderful cock of his!

		

		When she’d come that time, and he’d shot what had felt like a bucketful of that hot, gooey stuff of his inside her, she’d screamed as if her throat was being cut. She’d never known before that a woman could come as hard as that--it had been the most exciting, naughty, fantastic sex she’d ever imagined!

		

		“My goodness, Tina, did you get too much sun yesterday or something?” Madeline Harker, the school principal asked her just then, stepping into her small office, a bunch of reports in hand. “Your face is all red.”

		

		“Make sure these get filed today, all right, dear?” she then said to Tina, placing the stack of paper on her desk in her “in” basket and turning on her heel to go back to her own office

		

		Tina smiled wryly.

		

		Too much sun, my foot! She thought. Just thinking about what my darling, sexy, red-hot husband and I did last night is enough to make me blush!

		

		But, she was shocked to find--as she considered that naughty fact—that it didn’t discourage her from wanting to do something very much like it tonight as well!

		

		****

		

		Tina again had a few more glasses of wine than was usual for her at dinner. It was a white wine this time, to go with the grilled fish Dave had prepared out on their small patio while Tina had put the rest of the dinner together.

		

		After the meal, they watched a television program they both liked and then, as if by mutual consent, went to bed early. She didn’t bother with her pajamas, hopping into bed naked, as did Dave.

		

		“I want to know more about this whole swinger business,” she told him in a shy but insistent little voice as they cuddled together.

		

		“What would you like to know?” he asked.

		

		“How many people go to these parties?”

		

		“That varies; some parties are really tiny, just two couples having dinner together at one or the other’s house, and then one man spending the night with the other guy’s wife while the other man spends the night with the other wife--or with his date, if one of the couples isn’t married.”

		

		“How could somebody do that…have sex with someone else right in front of your partner? What about ‘forsaking all others’, as it says in most wedding vows? And, don’t these people get jealous, seeing someone else doing things with their husband or wife that only they should have the right to do?”

		

		Dave explained, patiently, hoping not to blow this opportunity to make Tina see swinging in a more positive light, “Well, I’ve never been married before, so I can’t speak from experience. But some of my married swinger friends have assured me that, if you’re really confident in your commitment to one another, watching your partner getting all nasty and hot with someone else, while you’re doing the same and he or she is also watching you, can be unbelievably exciting and sexy.”

		

		When Tina’s eyes went wide, but she didn’t reply, he hastened to add, “They say that your watching your wife suck another guy’s cock while that guy’s wife is sucking yours at the same time is kinky and thrilling as all get out.”

		

		Tina mind spun furiously. She tried to envision her doing that with someone else, while watching some other woman’s head bobbing up and down on her beloved Dave’s erection at the same time.

		

		A tiny spasm of pure sexual excitement rippled through her…pussy, and she sighed. It was kind of exciting to imagine such a thing, she had to admit. It was so forbidden, so taboo that it did make her sort of…hot…just thinking about it.

		

		Not that she would ever seriously consider actually doing such a thing, of course. It had taken Dave a month to talk her into just kissing the tip of his…his cock, let alone sucking it. The two other men she’d been to bed with before she’d met Dave had tried to get her to suck theirs, too, but she hadn’t cared about them the way she’d cared for Dave, so they’d both been unsuccessful.

		

		Could I ever do that with another man…I mean if we were…swinging, and Dave wanted to see me do it?

		

		Just the thought of such nasty behavior sent another furious pulse of rising lust through her body. And Dave had clearly seen it, because he leaned down and kissed her left nipple just then.

		

		She sighed with delight and he moved over to her right one, adding a bit of tongue play as he kissed it. He looked up at her and said, “You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever been in bed with, Tina. If we ever did go to a swinger party together, every guy there that night would want to fuck you.”

		

		The spasm of arousal that shot through Tina in that next second, after her husband had said that, was so intense that she had to shift her weight around on the mattress. She pressed her rigid nipple into his nursing lips and whispered, “How would a girl ever…you know…have sex with that many men?”

		

		He released her tiny bud from his sucking lips for a moment and said, as he looked up at her flushed face, “First rule of swinging is that you don’t have to have sex with anyone who doesn’t appeal to you. After you politely decline, the guy just goes off and finds someone else who’ll say yes.”

		

		“Oh,” Tina whispered, thinking to herself what a sensible rule that was.

		

		Her husband flashed an evil little grin up at her and continued, “You’d have your pick of all the really handsome studs at a party because, like I said, because they’d all want to fuck you, babe.”

		

		Tina shivered as he began to suck her tender nipple again. She closed her eyes and imagined a whole group of hot, hunky men--all wanting her!

		

		“Oh, oh, Dave,” she sighed, imagining that, and her slit suddenly gushing out lubricant, “I…I need you, now.”

		

		When she opened her eyes they were absolutely aglow with a pure lust that Dave had never seen there before. She whispered, “Do it just like last night…I need you to fuck me, darling!”

		

		Oh, dear God, it’s even better than last night! Tina thought to herself, amazed, as Dave rammed his hard cock into her from in back.

		

		Tonight, he’d slipped a tube of some sort of sexual lubricant out from under his pillow when he’d started to fuck her doggie style. After quickly lubing up her anus, he’d slipped his finger into her back there just as he’d eased his hard cock into her pussy. His other hand was moving from breast to breast, squeezing them lightly as he lit a fire in both her anal passage and her vagina!

		

		Oh, my Lord but it feels good! She marveled. Who knew my bottom was so sensitive to stimulation? Who knew that his stroking me back there would feel so fantastic!

		

		“Just relax, honey,” he whispered at that moment, sliding his cock out of her as he removed his finger from her anus. “You should know by now that I love you more than anything, and that I’d never hurt you.”

		

		With that, he nudged his cock head against her slightly-gaped open rear entrance. Tina gasped but didn’t try to twist away—as she would have insisted that she would, had you tried to tell her that she would ever consent to participating in this lewd, obscene act.

		

		But she didn’t move away. She just moaned and accepted it as her beloved Dave’s fat cock slipped past her rubbery opening and pushed inside.

		

		“Oh, oh, it feels so big back there!” Tina whined as inch after inch of hard, hot cock filled her formerly virgin anus.

		

		“Damn, honey, are you ever tight?” the sighed, bottoming out at last in her stuffed open anal sheath. “Now, just relax and let me make this feel wonderful for you, darling.”

		

		His fingertips found her enlarged clitoris and strummed across it lightly. She sighed as his other hand went to her breasts once again and began to tweak her aroused nipples and then cup her big tits and squeeze them just the way she loved having it done.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she moaned--both of her sleeves of flesh opening and closing as one, caressing his buried manhood. “Oh, oh, how odd that feels!”

		

		Her darling Dave began to fuck her gently, his wide cock gliding up and down in her forbidden hole easily, floating on the slick sheen of lubricant. He teased her clitty mercilessly as he did her, and soon tiny pulses of pleasure were emanating from her petite love bead, right into her clutching ass tunnel.

		

		“Oh, oh, it feels so hot back there!” she sighed as his cock picked up speed and the twinges of joy became stronger and stronger.

		

		Almost before she knew it, Dave was fucking her hard and steady, really lighting a fire in her rear hole, a fire that quickly spread across her abdomen, right into her empty pussy! She was pushing back against his thrusts, spearing her ass onto his cock, fucking him back.

		

		“Do you like it, baby girl?” he panted stroking into her as far as he could drive his stiff prick. “Do you like having a big cock up that pretty butt of yours?”

		

		Do I? Tina asked herself. Do I like being such a nasty girl for my sweet Dave?

		

		A fierce ripple of pure bliss rolled through her lower body just then, reverberating up into her tits. She threw back her head and moaned.

		

		I don’t just like it—I love it! She realized in that instant. Oh, dear God, why does it feel so wonderful why my Dave does such awful, forbidden things to me?

		

		“Yes,” she managed to croak after another minute of his hot, taboo anal fucking. “Oh, God, yes—it’s fantastic! Do it, darling. Fuck me right in the ass!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Tina knew she was in trouble the next day, at school. She was having a great deal of difficulty concentrating on her work.

		

		She kept thinking about last night, about anal sex, and how thrilling it had turned out to be. When she recalled how hard she had come when Dave had gone off in her bottom for the first time, she couldn’t concentrate on anything but that!

		

		I didn’t really believe him when he told me that some women like anal as well or even better than normal sex, she thought wryly, as she struggled to organize some papers that Madeline, her boss, needed to sign.

		

		I don’t know if I like it better…but it sure was intense! Maybe it was because it was the first time I ever experienced it—and because it’s so incredibly nasty and fun.

		

		She grinned broadly as she told herself that she’d just have to try it a few more times, to see whether she loved it as much as she had last night when she did it a second and third time. Her fingers trembled around the papers she was putting into order when she thought about that.

		

		The other thing that had Tina worried was that--when she wasn’t thinking about their recent anal sex session, and Dave, and his big cock, and how much she loved both of them--she was also thinking about swinger parties. Specifically, she was thinking about the one coming up in a week or so, the one that Candygirl ho had written Dave the e-mails about.

		

		Next, she found herself daydreaming about this Randy that had been mentioned in those e-mails, Candygirl’s “friend”. That, and just how big a…monster cock might be, proved to be another question that kept popping into her mind.

		

		If she went to that party with her husband, she realized, she’d find out. Dave had said everyone there would want to…fuck her! Why would this monster cock-packing Randy guy be any different?

		

		Tina shivered in her office chair. She couldn’t possibly go to such a party…could she?

		

		At that moment, Tina caught a whiff of something familiar and realized what it was. It was the unmistakable smell of female arousal!

		

		She shifted around in her chair and discovered that all of these illicit thoughts had made her poor pussy so wet that it was simply overflowing with lubricant! Getting quickly to her feet, she practically sprinted down the hallway to the lady’s room and went into a stall, locking it behind her.

		

		Sure enough, her small pink lips were absolutely afloat in clear, slick fluid. She grabbed a handful of tissue and wiped herself dry, knowing that her face was no doubt bright red with embarrassment over the sorry pass to which she had come.

		

		I’m going to talk to Dave about this swinger nonsense tonight and put my foot down once and for all, Tina told herself sternly. We are definitely not going to something as lewd and debauched and totally sinful as a swinger party, and that’s final!

		

		****

		

		Tina took off from work an hour early that day, wanting to get home and marshal her thoughts before Dave came home that night. She poured herself a glass of red wine as soon as she walked into the kitchen from the garage. Taking a seat at the kitchen table, she though about the best way, exactly, to tell Dave that she just couldn’t ever become a “swinger”.

		

		Talking about swinging and what happened at those filthy, debauched parties really got her hot and bothered—there was no denying that. But she had to disabuse him of the notion, right now, and forever, that she would ever actually consent to try such a radical approach to sexuality. The success of her marriage probably depended on it!

		

		Tina’s good intentions were derailed partially by her own fear of creating an unpleasant “scene” with her new husband. She hated confrontations and so she drank just a bit too much of the calming wine as she sat in the kitchen, stewing over the best way to tell him what she wanted to tell him.

		

		By the time he rolled in at five-thirty, she was more than half tipsy again. He swept into the kitchen, a big grin on his face, his briefcase in one hand and a paper bag in the other.

		

		“Whas that?” she asked him, slurring her words just slightly, her eyes indicating the small brown paper sack in his hand.

		

		“Just a little something I stopped and bought for my favorite girl in the entire world,” he replied, teasingly.

		

		“Ooooh--let me see!” Tina said, suddenly as excited as a four year old at Christmas.

		

		“Not here,” he said, holding the bag just out of her reach as she leaned toward him in her kitchen chair, her hand snaking out to grab at the sack.

		

		She lurched up out of the chair, all thoughts of important talks and just what she’d wanted to say to him vanished. He took her out-stretched hand and pulled her with him, out of the kitchen, through the living room, and then down the hall and into their bedroom.

		

		“Come on, Dave, what is it?” Tina said--her eyes wide.

		

		The big brown orbs were slightly disoriented from all the wine she’d poured for herself while waiting for him to get home. But at the same time, they were aglow with excitement over the surprise gift.

		

		Tina had received few gifts of any kind in her life, her father firmly believing that Christmas was a time for prayer and contemplation, not pagan trees and jolly fat men in red suits. And his small gifts in honor of his only child’s birthday had always been practical and unexciting—like a package of new underwear or a new paper tablet for making notes as he’d home-schooled her.

		

		“Here, let’s do this right,” Dave said.

		

		He tossed his briefcase on a chair in their bedroom and the bag containing the gift along with it. His fingers went immediately to her blouse and began to unbutton it.

		

		“Why…why are you taking my clothes off?” she stammered, completely thrown by his actions.

		

		“That’s the kind of gift it is,” Dave told her, smiling mysteriously and removing her blouse. “You need to be naked to get the full benefit of it, darling.”

		

		Tina shivered, trying her best to imagine what sort of gift was best appreciated in the nude? In moments, Dave had her skirt undone, and had sat her on the bed so that he could remove her shoes, pantyhose, and the rest of her underwear.

		

		Once done, he quickly got out of his own clothes and joined her on the bed, paper bag in hand. Grinning slyly, he slipped his hand into the sack and said, “Ta-dah!”

		

		“Oh, my,” Tina gasped, “is that what I think it is?”

		

		She sat with her back up against the pillows at the head of their bed, staring curiously at the long, fat replica of a fully aroused male penis that Dave held aloft for her inspection. It was at least an inch, perhaps two inches longer than his own large cock, and it was very realistic-looking, with a bullet-shaped head and a thick shaft that had all of the appropriate skin tones, right down to a pair of light-blue colored veins that ran just below the surface of the latex…or rubber…or whatever it was made of…skin!

		

		He flicked a switch at the bottom of the huge fake cock and Tina jumped as the thing began to vibrate loudly. She looked from the thrumming phony cock to Dave and then back again, not knowing what to think of his…gift!

		

		“Have you ever used one of these before?” he asked her, scooting in closer to her naked body.

		

		“N-no,” she stammered, vividly recalling her college roommate, Stephanie, from her senior year in school and the much smaller, much less realistic little white plastic, bullet-shaped device she had kept in the drawer next to her twin bed in the dorm room.

		

		She had showed it Tina once and told her how it worked, much to Tina’s shock, and told her that she could borrow it if she…needed to! Of course the goody-goody Tina of those days never had taken her up on her offer.

		

		But she had heard Stephanie use the little buzzer a few times that year; usually late at night, when she’d been sure Tina was asleep. Muffled gasps of pleasure had escaped Steph’s lips as she’d run the tiny device over her body, sending chills through Tina as she tried to imagine just what, exactly, her mousy little roomie was doing with the thing!

		

		“Here, let me show you how it works, okay, darling?” Dave whispered, moving the buzzing toy closer to her. “Just relax, I certainly won’t hurt you, and I think you’re going to love this.”

		

		With that, Dave brought the head of the vibrating fake cock down onto Tina’ right nipple, touching it just lightly, and she sucked in a ragged breath, shocked at how the thing felt pulsing against her sensitive little nub. He pressed harder, causing her whole breast to shake and jiggle wildly and her nipple to convulse with a sharp jolt of pure excitement.

		

		“Oh, oh, my goodness,” she sighed.

		

		He moved the cock head over to her left nipple and repeated the process. She gasped at how wonderful it felt, and reached out to run her fingers through his hair as he continued to tease her breasts with the naughty toy.

		

		Dave smiled, clearly pleased by her reaction and pressed the vibrator across both tits at once. It was long enough to reach both nipples simultaneously and Tina whined with pleasure at the sensation that caused within her sensitive pink buds!

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, that thing is jiggling them around so much,” she moaned, half closing her eyes in rising bliss.

		

		Dave leaned in and kissed her, keeping the buzzing cock right up against her tits. Tina groaned into his mouth, and pushed her chest forward, her nipples jerking furiously in synch. His tongue slipped into his mouth and he sucked furiously at it, her clit throbbing right along with her breasts.

		

		After she had begun to involuntarily move her ass around on the bedspread, Dave went on kissing her but moved the vibrator down across her tummy. Tina whimpered with anticipation as the throbbing device neared her pussy mouth.

		

		Dave ran it up and down her tiny slit, gliding it over her aroused clitoris. Tina shivered and pulled her mouth from his, gasping, “Oh, holy God, that thing feels incredible against my…you know….against my…clitty!”

		

		Real progress, thought Dave smugly, she’s never said ‘clitty’ out loud before, and I’ve never seen her get so excited so quickly!

		

		He ran the vibrating tool up and down her pussy several times, stopping at the top to give her clit and extra little dose of the oscillating fake cock head. Tina’s eyes shot open and her fingers gripped his hair.

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, but that thing feels good down there!” She murmured--her eyes glassy with ecstasy.

		

		“Try a little of this, sweetie,” he whispered, lining the fat cock up with her juicy lips and pressing the head against them.

		

		Tina whined again and tossed her head from side to side as Dave penetrated her with the head of the fake cock. He pushed two inches into her and she screamed, “Oh, God, my sweet fucking God, what are you doing to meeeeeeeeeee?”

		

		He leaned in again and tongue-kissed her as he began to fuck her pussy with the long, fat, throbbing sex toy. Tina mewled and moaned and cooed, working her hips against the vibrating invader.

		

		“You’re so hot, Tina!” he panted, breaking off the kiss as she really began to get off on being fucked with the big plastic dick. “Get it! Get that tight little pussy of yours off for me, darling! Let me see you come!”

		

		Tina closed her eyes and lay back on the pillow and hunched her ass shamelessly up onto the stroking fake penis. She let go of Dave’s hair and reached for her own tits, taking a startlingly erect nipple in each hand and tweaking them as she fucked the vibrator.

		

		“Oh, it’s so good,” she murmured, “it just feels so fucking good, darling!”

		

		Dave continued to drill her, watching in stunned fascination as his normally uptight, shy wife really let go. She worked her pussy hard against his thrusts, and yanked at her nipples. And, when he eased a finger from his free hand into her asshole, while continuing to penetrate her with the vibrator, Tina shrieked and began to tremble.

		

		“Oh, I’m coming! I’m coming like crazy, darling! Oh, Jesus, fuck me with that thing, finger my bottom and fuck me with that thing!”

		

		She came as hard as Dave had ever seen her come. He stared raptly at her shivering body, the hot juice spilling out her pussy, her tits jerking wildly as she tugged at her nipples—it was incredible!

		

		I’m married to the hottest woman I’ve ever met! He realized in that instant. All I’ve got to do is bring her along slowly, and she’ll be the piece of ass every man dreams about!

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck!” Tina gasped at that moment, slowly coming down from the unbelievable climax.

		

		Dave eased the vibrator out of her. He slipped his finger out of her ass.

		

		“You’re magnificent,” he whispered, staring down at her with a huge smile of approval on his face. “I’ve never seen a woman come as beautifully as you do, babe.”

		

		Tina removed her hands from her nipples. She looked away shyly, now that the furious climax was over.

		

		She murmured, “That was naughty of me. God, I don’t know what got into me. I’m not like that.”

		

		He slid down closer to her, tossing the vibrator behind him. His arms went around her and he said softly, staring into her ashamed eyes, “You are exactly like that, honey. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever been to bed with! And, from now on, I want you to just let go and be crazy with me…be as wild as you want to be, Tina. You’re a fantastic lover and a super-hot piece of ass!”

		

		Tina giggled. She felt so strange! That orgasm had been the wildest thing she’d ever experienced; and hearing her beloved husband’s breathy praise about her being a ‘super-hot piece of ass’ made her tremble with excitement.

		

		She loved being super-hot! She loved this forbidden, kinky, red-hot sex the two of them were suddenly discovering together more than anything she’d ever done in her entire life!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Do you really think I could go to one of those swinger parties?” Tina asked.

		

		They were lying in the dark, cuddled together under the covers. They donned robes and eaten a quick dinner made up of leftovers from the fridge after the incredible sex had finally been over for the night, and now they were ready for sleep.

		

		“You sure could if you wanted to, honey,” he told her.

		

		“I’m not sure I know enough about sex to feel comfortable doing that,” she murmured, her eyes getting heavy. “I wouldn’t want to embarrass you, if someone wanted me to do something with him, and I didn’t even know what he was talking about.”

		

		“Tomorrow night,” he promised sleepily, “tomorrow night, after dinner, I’ll teach you a few more little tricks, and I’ll show you a site on the net where you can look up things without me even being there. Then you can decide. It’s still a while before the big blowout at my old friend, Steve’s, place; so there’s no rush to make up your mind about whether or not you’d like to try swinging, darling.”

		

		Could swinging be for me? She asked herself in the darkness. Could I ever do that?

		

		She looked over at her husband, who was almost asleep. She loved him so much, and she knew from listening to him describe swinger parties he’d attended before they’d met how much they had excited him; how much he’d enjoyed going to them.

		

		Tina sighed, as confused, excited, fearful, and curious as she’d ever been in her life. A week ago she hadn’t even known that there was such a thing as being a swinger.

		

		If you had explained what the so-called “swinger-lifestyle” was all about to her back then and asked if she would ever consider trying that, she would have either laughed in your face or run screaming from the room.

		

		Now…she wasn’t so sure.

		

		The mind-boggling, utterly thrilling sex she was having with Dave now was entirely new, and it was all because of her wanting to know more about sex in general, and about swinger sex in particular. Just wanting to find out what it was all about had spiced up her sex life, like, tenfold or something akin to that already!

		

		What would it be like to actually …swing? I know my Dave would just love it, if I could bring myself to at least try it once. Could I ever do that? Am I that brave?

		

		****

		

		Tina was excited. She couldn’t deny it.

		

		It was the night after Dave had introduced her to the vibrator. Dinner was over, and they’d watched a little television together, but now that was over and they were in their bedroom once again, getting ready for bed.

		

		She remembered Dave’s promise to “show her a few more little tricks” tonight. A shudder of pure sexual arousal ran through her as she slid out of her panties, wondering just what those…tricks might entail. The things he’d already showed her had amped up their physical relationship immeasurably

		

		How much more is there, that I don’t even have a clue about? She wondered. Will tonight be as hot as what he’s showed me thus far?

		

		She popped off her bra and got into bed, wondering how that was even possible. Just how much more was there for her to experience, to learn?

		

		Dave came into the bedroom, dressed in a robe. He opened the robe and tossed it onto a chair.

		

		“Okay, take a look at this, honey,” he said, climbing onto the bed with her naked, the laptop he had gone to retrieve from the spare bedroom-office in his hand.

		

		He opened the screen up and then proceeded to bring up a porn site. Tina’s eyes went wide. She knew that there was lots of pornography on the web, but she had never looked at any of it, knowing that with her staid upbringing, she would have been too embarrassed to watch such depraved behavior!

		

		But, she realized abruptly, that was the old Tina. The new, sexually inquisitive, much hotter and more daring Tina that she was starting to become was not nearly so reluctant to look at new things…to try new things.

		

		“Here, these are some of the things you might see at a typical large swinger get together,” Dave said, clicking on a picture.

		

		The screen filled with a picture of a naked, nice-looking man with lots of muscles riding an equally-naked, busty young woman from behind, doggie style. It was a bit shocking, for someone like Tina who normally wouldn’t be looking at such smut, but not so shocking that she felt compelled to turn her head away.

		

		Dave hit the next picture in the series and Tina’s mouth dropped open. The man had a penis that was about the same size as the gigantic vibrator Tina’d had such fun with the night before.

		

		That was staggering enough. But the thing that really sent her mind reeling was the close up of where the monster cock was berthed—right up the girl’s bottom, not her pussy!

		

		“Let’s watch, okay?” Dave said, starting the film from that point.

		

		Tina’s mouth stayed open as she watched the big stud on camera ram his massive cock in and out of the porn actress’s anus. She realized that she had done this with Dave herself, not two nights ago, but seeing someone else do it and doing it yourself were, she soon discovered, two different things.

		

		It looks so impossibly hot and sexy, getting it up the butt that way! Tina marveled. Look at the way those big boobies of hers bounce and jiggle, look at her butt cheeks ripple when he nails that giant thing into her bottom! Did I look that way when Dave did that to me? Was I that hot to watch?

		

		No wonder men always wanted to fuck girls in the ass, Tina realized. It’s very kinky and taboo-looking. Part of the thrill is visual, as well as sensual; girls look unbelievably slutty and hot getting it up the butt!

		

		“Now, this is a little more advanced. Not every woman will do this, not even swinger women. But most swinger girls will, given the right circumstances, if they’re really turned on and they like both of the guys involved,” Dave said, as he clicked on yet another series of stills from the film sequence.

		

		The girl with the big boobs still had the muscleman’s penis up her bottom, but now a third person had joined them, another young muscle guy with a cock that was easily as big as the first man’s. The two of them maneuvered the girl around into position, and the second man began to fuck her in the pussy while his friend continued to fuck her in the ass!

		

		“Oh, my GOD,” Tina yipped, her breath catching in her throat as she stared, mesmerized at the screen, “what are they doing to that poor girl?”

		

		“It’s called a DP, short for double-penetration, honey,” Dave explained causally, as if DP’s were the most common thing in the world and every girl was doing them. “And it doesn’t look or sound like the porn girl is turned off by what’s happening to her, now does it?”

		

		He turned up the volume and Tina heard the actress moaning, “Oh, yeah, just like that! Fuck both of my holes, you studs, shoot that hot spunk into me and make me come!”

		

		Tina was so engrossed by the torrid triple-fuck that she barely noticed when Dave eased the vibrator and a tube of sex lube out from under his pillow. He flicked the sex toy on and gently began to run it up and down her rapidly moistening pussy slit while she watched the three porn stars ball each other.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes, what a good idea; do that to me, Dave, darling, please!” Tina sighed, lying back against the pillows, her eyes never leaving the screen.

		

		The two men were really blasting in and out of the moaning, mewling girl by now. Her big tits bounced all over the place as the two actors gave it to her hard and deep in both entrances.

		

		Tina moaned herself as she watched the fiery fucking, and her fingers stole up to her own breasts. She pinched her nipples and worked her hips against the vibrator as Dave teased her with it, watching intently as the girl onscreen eagerly took the hot double-pounding she was getting.

		

		She couldn’t help but imagine herself as the girl in the video, as she watched. Tina thought about the upcoming swinger party and wondered if the men at that party would want to use her curvy little body in just the way the two hunks onscreen were using the actress’s, should Tina consent to go to that party.

		

		She bet that they would! Tina fantasized about taking a cock up her butt and one up her pussy at the same time, with her darling Dave watching her do it.

		

		“Oh, oh, I’m coming!” she suddenly shouted, the mental image of that sordid coupling sending her right over the top in record time.

		

		Dave slid the fake cock inside her as she began to come and sawed it in and out of her pussy, right over her clit. Tina gasped, her orgasm ramping up a notch as he did that, and tugged hard at her nipples, all the while thinking about herself doing just what the actors on the small screen were doing, at a hot swinger party!

		

		“Oh, fuck, I’m coming!” the guy in the actress’s ass yelled.

		

		“Me, too,” his partner moaned, shooting a big wad into the girl’s pussy.

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” the porn girl wailed, obviously making the mutual orgasm a three-way affair.

		

		Omigod, Omigod, Omigod, Tina thought mindlessly, as she came and came, this is so nasty…so lewd…so totally great!

		

		Dave slid the vibrator out of his wife’s overflowing pussy when she finally stopped orgasming. She was rubber-legged and limp in his hands--as he put the vibrator aside and guided her up onto her hands and knees—her movements resembling those of someone who has stayed too long in the hot tub.

		

		“I need to fuck that hot little ass of yours again, darling,” he whispered in her ear as he lubed up her anus.

		

		“Mmmmmm, what, my ass?” the dreamy-voiced, disoriented woman murmured, smiling languidly at him. “Oh, yes, do that again, darling. That was wonderful, when you did it the last time!”

		

		Dave picked up the vibrator and touched her nipples lightly with it as he mounted up on his wife’s greased-up rear hole. Tina sighed, opening her butt for him as best she could, reveling in how that buzzing sex toy felt against her nipples—which were still super-sensitive from her recent orgasm—and how great Dave’ cock felt entering her asshole for just the second time.

		

		“This is what a DP feels like, darling,” he whispered as he started to ease his cock up and down in her tight rear sheath and brought the big vibrator down to tease her clit with it.

		

		Tina moaned and began to rock her hips up and back. She was just thinking about how ass-fucking was just as great as she’d thought it was the first time she’d tried it, when Dave surprised her by slipping the buzzing fake cock into her juicy lips and starting to fuck her with it in time with his gentle thrusts into her bottom!

		

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck,” she burbled, not knowing if she liked being suddenly stuffed so full of cock—both real and phony!

		

		Dave did her slow and easy in both holes for another minute. The fuck-loop began to run again on the laptop and Tina glanced at it, realizing that she was getting exactly what the porn girl on the screen was getting.

		

		Oh, God, I can do this! She thought--excited beyond belief by the sudden awareness that she could take two cocks at once, too. I could be a swinger girl if I wanted to…I’m just as hot as Dave said I was!

		

		“Oh, fuck me,” she panted, screwing her lush ass back onto the two driving cylinders of male meat and firm latex that were penetrating her, “fuck me in both holes!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		I could swing…I really could! Tina thought as she watched yet another lewd video on Dave’s laptop, the vibrator pressed up against her clit, her other hand flitting from nipple to nipple, twisting and tugging at them as she watched an actor ram his cock in and out of a pretty young girl’s mouth while a fellow actor ravaged the porn girl’s pussy with his big own big cock.

		

		It was the next afternoon. The day after the blistering orgasm she’d enjoyed when Dave had fucked her in the ass while he’d done her pussy with the vibrator.

		

		I could suck a guy like that…I do Dave all the time! And I can certainly fuck at least as well as that porn girl does!

		

		Tina stopped short, thinking about that. The fact was; she could do everything she was seeing on this nasty site Dave had found for her to study.

		

		The question was--would she actually be able to do it, at a real, live swinger party? Having the capability to do something and really being able to do it, and to do it well--when the chips were down--were two different things, she suddenly realized.

		

		Could I really fuck another man, besides my sweet Dave? Or would I freeze up and just lie there like a stone statue?

		

		She thought back over her life. Her father was, of course, responsible for her austere upbringing, responsible for her growing up being barely aware of sex and having virtually no experience with it—other than continually hearing that it was evil and should be totally avoided upon pain of Hell.

		

		Calling her father “repressive” when it came to sex was like calling Adolph Hitler’s persecution of the Jews during the Second World War “overzealous”…

		

		One of three brothers, third generation Americans whose grandfather had originally emigrated from Germany, Tina’s father, Emile Gustman, had eschewed following his brothers into the family business, The Gustman Steel Company.

		

		Young Emile had always been interested in religion, and had instead gone to college to become a minister. He had been a taciturn, mirthless man, with an unbending set of moral principles.

		

		None of the Christian sects he’d carefully examined had been quite rigid or stern enough in their interpretations of the Bible to suit him, so he’d started his own church once he had graduated from college. Gustman Steel hadn’t been U.S. Steel, but his third of his late father’s estate, plus the yearly profits as a shareholder in the family-owned enterprise, had been more than sufficient to fund his efforts to establish a second Eden for true believers here on earth.

		

		Though his brothers, Karl and Ernst, had thought him not only eccentric, but out-and-out mad, they hadn’t been able to stop him from using his inheritance and his portion of the company earnings to establish his “church”. He’d used part of his millions to buy thousands of acres of land in Texas, far from Pittsburgh and the family business, where all three boys had been raised. And he’d used it to build, in addition, a three-hundred seat church, a residential compound suitable for dozens of families, and a farming operation, including cattle feeding, which brought in enough revenue to almost pay the yearly operating expenses for Emile Gustman’s vast experiment in creating the perfect Christian utopia.

		

		The three-hundred seats in the church had never been completely filled, not even once. Families had come and gone over the years, most of them eventually pulling up stakes and leaving the church when they discovered that no matter how hide-bound and extreme-Christian conservative their views were, they were nothing but a bunch of commie/pinko/liberal stooges, compared to ideological firebrand who led them.

		

		Tina had been born on the farm. Her mother, the extremely pretty daughter of a parishioner of the Reverend Gustman, had at first been honored to be chosen as his wife. Later, after Tina had been born, she’d apparently seen the error in that line of thinking and had slipped away from the compound one night and just disappeared.

		

		And so Emile Gustman had raised his daughter alone. He had home schooled her all the way through high school, and then had, reluctantly, sent her off to a Christian college for pious young ladies in St. Louis, Missouri, a school to which he donated hundreds of thousands of dollars a year. He took some cold comfort in the fact that the college was almost as stern in its teachings and its rigid outlook on the world as he was.

		

		And then, just before the start of Tina’s senior year, her father had abruptly been stricken with a heart attack and died. Barely eighteen and suddenly on her own, she had met with her uncles after the funeral, decided with them that--since she had absolutely no interest in keeping her childhood home or running the farm-- it should be sold, the money to go to her.

		

		Freed from the tyrannical grip of her father at last, she had enrolled for her senior year in a liberal arts college in Dallas, electing to stay in a dorm, so that she could experience at least one year of “normal” college life.

		

		It had been a revelation. She’d discovered alcohol, modern culture, drugs, the web, cell phones, and boys.

		

		She had rapidly determined that alcohol should be consumed in moderation, in her case, and that drugs, while forbidden and therefore providing a sort of guilty fun, were dangerous. They might, she had decided, prove to be too much fun, and ruin her life. So she had given them up almost as soon as she’d tried them.

		

		Modern culture was all around her, now that she wasn’t isolated by her father or by the prison-like girls’ college he’d sent her to. She embraced it avidly, using the net to learn about things that everyone else in the world seemed to know all about, but which were brand new to her.

		

		In the world of music, for example, she had started with Chuck Berry and eagerly worked her way through the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, Nirvana, and right up to contemporary artists. She’d also listened to classical music, read about the hippies, Vietnam, Afghanistan, Iraq, George W. Bush—an early favorite of her father, who had bitterly disappointed him in the end—and the current, black president.

		

		Boys had presented a whole new dimension for her to explore. She wanted desperately to understand the whole world’s continuing fascination with and pursuit of Sex. She wanted to date; she wanted to fall in love!

		

		Consequently, she’d gone too far, too fast, and had lived to regret it.

		

		Her second boyfriend had deflowered her on just their third date. That was too quick for Tina. She could practically hear her father’s castigating voice thundering in her ear after she had let the boy have his way with her, berating her for falling so far from ‘grace’ so fast.

		

		She had beaten herself up mentally for giving in to her boyfriend’s pressure to have sex with him, eventually dumping that guy and finding a less sexually demanding one to replace him.

		

		That had been better, but not much. This boy, too, had known far more about sex than she did—which was, at that time, almost nothing. Everyone on earth, it had seemed to Tina, knew more about sex than she did.

		

		Her new boyfriend wanted blowjobs, too, just like the one who had seduced her had. He wanted anal.

		

		Tina had fended him off until graduation by engaging in plain old conventional sex with him, always performed with condoms, and then she had abruptly ditched him and moved to California. She had found a job as an executive assistant to a junior high school principal and had eagerly accepted it.

		

		She had also vowed to avoid men all together for a time, until she got her bearings in this big, modern new world that her father had kept from her. But then she’d gone grocery shopping one day and had inadvertently run into sexy, funny, and oh, so much fun Dave Chapel…

		

		Big-dicked Dave, she thought happily, still running the vibrator over her wet slit.

		

		And now my sweet big-dicked Dave wants me to swing with him. Can I do that?

		

		After her up-bringing, could she be like the leopard, change her spots, and become a red-hot swinger girl for her Dave, just like that? Or would she run screaming from the first party she attended, babbling about being a good girl, her daddy’s girl, and go find a church in which to sit and pray for forgiveness?

		

		She wondered for a moment, as she looked back over her mostly joyless, fucked up life, if her father had gotten some sort of twisted sexual pleasure from disciplining her? He had certainly spanked her often enough and he had seemed, to her at least, to get more joy out of wailing away on her tiny butt with a big leather belt than he ever had when she’d done whatever task he had assigned her correctly, and he’d been forced instead to pat her on the head instead and praise her as his “good little girl”!

		

		Tina shivered. Her father secretly getting off on spanking ass her was too awful to think about!

		

		Let Daddy rest in peace, she decided.

		

		He had messed up her life and her psyche enough when he’d been alive. She didn’t want to give his spirit the satisfaction of screwing her mind up still further, now that he was gone.

		

		She wondered, briefly, if her rejection of her father’s teachings would damn her irretrievably to Hell. She thought about that for a moment and decided that it wouldn’t, necessarily.

		

		Her knowledge of the Bible was encyclopedic. She thought about Jesus, and what He’d said. She’d always adored Jesus. He seemed so down to earth and forgiving; always cautioning people against “casting the first stone” of condemnation.

		

		Tina loved Him and His part of the Bible. She hadn’t liked many of the stiff-necked, unforgiving people in the Old Testament much. They had always seemed more like her father; always taking great delight in their God of Wrath leveling an entire city, killing everyone in it, just to make a point; thousands of lived snuffed out in an instant--as an object lesson. Unforgiving bullies, really, those Old Testament guys, who never forgave anyone for anything, showing no compassion at all, just like her daddy!

		

		She stared defiantly at the nasty things the porn people were doing to one another on screen, thinking: Daddy would have had a hemorrhage if he had ever caught me watching this stuff.

		

		Smiling, she pressed the vibrator more firmly against her pussy, imagining him watching her now, his mouth hanging agape, and lightning bolts of pure fury radiating from those dark eyes of his. Her thought was: fuck you, Daddy--I really enjoy being a naughty girl, as it turns out!

		

		****

		

		She had two super orgasms watching the various nasty videos and imagining that it was she, herself, doing what the porn girls in them did, only at a hot swinger party instead of on some porn movie set. By the time Dave got home, the laptop was back on his desk, the vibrator had been washed clean and tucked back under the pillow, and she was freshly showered and wearing casual clothes.

		

		“Hey, how’s my sweet wife this evening?” Dave asked, stowing his briefcase in a corner of the kitchen.

		

		Tina, who had just finished putting a huge salad full of lettuce, chicken breast chunks, grated cheddar cheese, tomatoes, and avocados in the refrigerator, got herself a glass of red wine and poured one for Dave. She pointed at the kitchen table and said, “Sit, I have something I need to talk to you about.”

		

		Obediently, a look of uncertainty in his eyes, Dave sat. He sipped the wine and studied her. She looked great, her face a little flushed perhaps but, other than that, alert and excited about something.

		

		“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking about swinging,” she said, sitting across from him.

		

		He started to say something but she held up her hand, silencing him before he got a word out. “I know you’ll tell me that you didn’t mind giving up the swinger lifestyle to marry me, and that I make you totally happy.”

		

		She smiled wryly and went on to add, “But we both know that, deep-down, that’s a bunch of horse-feathers. I saw those e-mails to that Candygirl person, Dave. I know you miss swinging a lot and have always secretly hoped that someday I’d be sure enough of myself, sexually, to give it a try.”

		

		Again, he opened his mouth to protest what she was saying, but she shook her head and said, “Don’t even bother to deny it. We both know it’s true.”

		

		He closed his mouth, not daring to say anything to that. After a moment of continued silence, she blurted, “Well…I am willing to try it, I think. But I’m scared! What if I go to that big party with you later this month at this Steve person’s house and I just freeze up and get so nervous that I start to cry or something? You’d be mortified to have that happen in front of a bunch of your old swinger friends and so would I!”

		

		Dave thought long and hard about that. He had to admit, he would love to take Tina to that party and have her knock everyone’s socks off with her beauty and her sensuality.

		

		But what if she really couldn’t handle it? What if asking her to swing, after her highly restrictive upbringing, proved to be asking too much of her, too soon?

		

		He had to further admit, he would be highly embarrassed if she froze up and couldn’t do anything with anybody, or if she went off the deep end when she saw him fucking another girl for the first time.

		

		What if she wasn’t turned on by the whole, libertine, sex-just-for-fun, sex just for sex’s sake atmosphere at a big swinger bash. What if she snapped and started babbling things from the Bible, like her crazy old super-religious father had taught her? What then?

		

		She stared at him fearfully. He stared back, thinking.

		

		At last, he said, “Hey, I’ve got an idea. Today is Thursday, what if we arranged a little pre-party swing for this Saturday night? I’m thinking just one other couple and us, you know, small, intimate—that’s about as non-threatening a way to start swinging as there is--a two-couple swap?”

		

		Tina thought about that. It sure would be less threatening than going to the big party right off the bat. This way, if she froze up and couldn’t get into the spirit of swinging, no one would ever have to know about it except the other couple. If she went to the big party, on the other hand, and flopped…

		

		“I think that might be a great idea, honey,” she whispered excitedly. “Do you know anyone we could try it with?”

		

		“Candy and Randy, of course,” Dave said smugly, “they’re always hot to party. And I’m sure they’re both dying to meet you and see just who it was that I married. I’ll call them right now and set it up.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		It was Friday night, the night before Tina’s very first swinger experience. She was in bed with Dave, the lights turned very low.

		

		Both of them were naked. They were kissing and fondling each other, and talking about tomorrow night.

		

		“Will he…will he want me to…suck him?” Tina whispered--her eyes huge in the darkened bedroom.

		

		“I have no doubt he will,” Dave murmured, stroking her hair, running his hand down her back, setting her bare skin on fire with his light touch.

		

		“Will…will you be watching while I do that?” her voice was tight with excitement.

		

		“You know I will be,” Dave whispered excitedly. “I can’t wait to see my hot little Tina’s lips around Randy’s big dick!”

		

		Tina shivered with fear and, she had to admit--were she being entirely honest with herself--with anticipation! She could barely believe that by this time tomorrow night she’d be sucking another man’s cock, with Dave watching her do it. Just the thought of that made her so wet that she knew she was leaving a trail of pussy lubricant on the sheets as she moved around excitedly, making out with her husband and talking about tomorrow.

		

		“Is he really…you know…huge, like that Candy woman said?” she whispered softly, taking Dave’s own large cock in her fist, licking his earlobe as she spoke, stroking him to even greater hardness.

		

		Dave chuckled in the darkness. “Yeah, he’s got quite the dick on him, honey. Randy’s been in a dozen or so porn films. He’s not a regular, but he knows a lot of people in that industry. There a couple of porn actresses he really likes to fuck, so, once in a while, he’ll accept a part in a film where he gets to ball one of them onscreen.”

		

		Tina’s breath froze in her lungs. She was going to be asked to fuck a porn star…tomorrow evening?

		

		“Won’t he be disappointed in me?” she asked, slightly panicked. “I mean…God knows--I’m no porn star!”

		

		“You’re hotter than most porn stars,” Dave assured her. “You’re young and innocent and a stone-cold knockout when you take your clothes off, darling. Most men want to fuck a hot looking, fresh-faced honey like you; not some used up porn slut of a girl who’s had a thousand different dicks up her pussy by the time she’s twenty!”

		

		Tina shivered with excitement, wondering if that were true. Would this Randy, the porn guy, find her desirable, with all of his experience? And…could she really handle his…monster cock?

		

		“How about a little practice, honey,” Dave asked her just then, “how about you sucking my prick for me for a little while?”

		

		Tina smiled and slid down onto her tummy. She still had his rigid manhood in her fist, so she brought the head over to her lips and stuck out her tongue, just the way he’d taught her.

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” Dave sighed as his gorgeous little wife licked all around his cock head until it gleamed with a heavy coating of her slick spittle, “now suck it. Suck it for me, Tina, you little beauty, just the way you know I like it!”

		

		She started to bob her head slowly, licking all around him, sucking lightly. She loved the way his hard shaft felt gliding between her wet, slippery lips, the way his cock head’s surface felt so slick against her teasing tongue.

		

		She’d loved sucking Dave’s cock for him from the very first time he’d finally convinced her to try it. The act itself was so unbelievably obscene and nasty that it thrilled her clear to the bone, every time she did it!

		

		On every pass tonight, she got a little more of his hardness into her mouth and throat. He had taught her how to loosen her throat and fight off her gag reflex, so that she could get more of him inside.

		

		I’m really getting good at this! She thought proudly, moving her head a little faster, sucking just a bit harder. It feels so sexy and naughty to do this, and he just loves it! I can tell by the way he moans and groans when I’m sucking him; the way his butt moves around on the bed sheets as I lick it.

		

		“Oh, oh, you pretty baby,” Dave sighed just then, looking down at her with equal portions of love and lust in his eyes, “that fucking Randy is a lucky man, getting to experience my sweet wife sucking his fat cock for him.”

		

		Tina’s pussy boiled over as he said that! She moaned herself now, and moved her tongue even more quickly around his sliding cock meat.

		

		That heavy, thick fluid that she liked so much was absolutely pouring out of his the slit in the middle of his cock tip by now and she gulped it down eagerly. It was his pre-come, he had told her when she’d asked him what it was, and it had a slightly sweet after-taste that was so manly, somehow, and sexy that she just couldn’t seem to get enough of it!

		

		“Oh, baby, are you ever getting good at this,” Dave gasped, staring down at her in awe. “What hot cocksucker you are, sweetie.”

		

		When Tina heard him call her a “hot cocksucker” her pussy clamped shut and a huge surge of oil leaked out. Her clit and nipples throbbed like crazy. She loved being her darling man’s…cocksucker!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured, sucking hard and going down on his thick cock until she reached the bottom.

		

		My goodness, I didn’t think I’d ever be able to do this, she thought, every inch of Dave’s long cock now buried in her mouth and throat!

		

		“Jesus, Tina,” he groaned with surprised delight, “what a hot little deep-throat girl you’re turning out to be!”

		

		Tina mewled with joy and worked her lips back up his hard shaft, and then she ate every bit of it again. Her tongue was swirling around like mad and her tits and pussy were throbbing in unison.

		

		She was so turned on—she just loved sucking cock!

		

		“Here, let me play with this a bit while you suck me,” Dave mumbled, picking up the vibrator and turning it on.

		

		He rubbed it against her nipples as she nursed hungrily on his engorged manhood and then slid it down onto her clit. She had moved onto her side from her original position on her tummy, and curled up a little, so he could now reach both her tits and her clitty easily with the long sex toy.

		

		Tina whimpered with pure lust as he held the pulsing fake cock against her enlarged clit. She slurped and sucked and licked for all she was worth, gobbling up his outpouring of pre-come and reveling in the hot feelings that sucking cock, while she got her clitty played with, gave her.

		

		“Baby, oh, baby,” Dave gasped. “I don’t know if I can hold back. You’re turning me on something fierce with your sweet little mouth and that wild tongue of yours!”

		

		She gurgled with pleasure and worked her pussy harder against the vibrator, lapping at his hot meat. In the back of her mind, she knew that he had just warned her that he was going to come soon.

		

		But she found she didn’t care! Wives sucked their husbands off all the time; she knew that. It was a debauched, disgusting, thoroughly, depraved act, but she suddenly wanted to do it for her sweet Dave. She wanted to taste his come!

		Seconds later, she got her wish. Dave threw back his head and groaned, “Oh, Tina, honey…here it is! Oh, I can’t hold back. Drink it for me. Suck my come out and swallow it, you hot little puss!”

		

		A huge jet of warm, gooey fluid spattered against the roof of her mouth and then flowed down into it. Tina gulped it down and was glad she had, as a second, even larger one arrived seconds later.

		

		Oh, it’s hot and thick and heavy, like warm pudding! She thought as the second mouthful slid down her gullet.

		

		It didn’t taste like pudding. It was bland, actually, and a bit salty, but other than that, it didn’t really have much taste at all.

		

		Tina decided that she could do this. Glancing up at Dave and seeing the look of pure ecstasy on his face as she gulped down his big load, she knew that she wanted to do this for him from now on.

		

		She loved him desperately and he clearly loved that she was swallowing his come. A big wave of sensation shot through her pussy, the vibrator suddenly getting her off hard as she realized that she was now a confirmed blowjob girl—she wanted to do this for her man whenever he wanted it from here on out!

		

		As the last of his warm spend oozed into her mouth, she licked it off the head of his cock and swallowed it for him as he watched. When she was sure that he was done coming, she let his cleaned up, still hard, prick slip from her semen-smeared lips.

		

		“Did I do that okay?” she whispered shyly up at him.

		

		“You fucking little hottie,” he panted excitedly, dropping the buzzing vibrator on the bedspread and seizing her under her armpits, dragging her up onto his lap so that he could tongue-kiss his wife.

		

		Tina’s tits jerked excitedly against his chest. She had never suspected that her Dave would be willing to shove his tongue into her mouth when it still had a thick coating of his slippery semen inside it.

		

		That struck her as being an incredibly hot thing to do! She ground her big, firm breasts against him and ran her fingers through his hair, wishing that he could fuck her right this second, instead of waiting for his recently-spent cock to get hard again.

		

		Dave surprised her once again, lifting her off his lap and laying her on her back on the mattress. He got on top of her and stuffed his still very firm cock into her juicy lower lips and started to give it to her just the way she’d just been daydreaming about getting it just now—hard and deep!

		

		“Oh, oh, darling, how come you’re still so hard?” she panted as he banged her in just the way she had been fantasizing about.

		

		“It’s you, you fucking hottie!” he rasped, really nailing her. “You turn me on so much I can’t believe it, Tina, now that you’ve lost all of your inhibitions. You take it up the ass like a little angel, and you fuck like sex goddess, and that blowjob, for your first-ever full suck off and swallow cock-sucking? That was spectacular!”

		

		Tina’s pussy clenched hard around his drilling cock meat. She loved what he’d just said so much!

		

		Other than seriously doubting--after she’d been forced to read the Bible twenty-six times from front to back, and make notes on it by her father—that angels would ever do anything so earthly and naughty as take it up their asses, Tina was ecstatic about how her husband now saw her! She wasn’t a shy little church mouse anymore who knew next to nothing about sex—she was now a hottie who could ball with the best of them!

		

		And tomorrow night, she was going to prove that to both her sweet Dave and to herself. She was determined to fuck this Randy guy’s ass off!

		

		She clasped Dave close to him and rolled her hips in time with his savage attack on her willing pussy. She loved this new life of hers…she just loved it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“Wow, this is some house,” Tina exclaimed as they came to a stop at the end of the long private driveway. “What did you say this Randy guy does for a living?”

		

		“Not a lot,” Dave said with a small grin, getting out of the car and coming around to open the door for his wife, “Randy’s dad is almost as rich as Bill Gates, so Randy just sort of parties and lazes around. He does what he feels like, mostly.”

		

		Tina was mesmerized by the view of the nearby ocean and the opulence of the large house and grounds. They were in Rancho Palos Verdes, a beachside community that was only forty-five minutes or so from their small rental house just on the edge of Sherman Oaks, a bustling bedroom community that was an easy commute in to Los Angeles, or Hollywood.

		

		Though it wasn’t that far from Tina and Dave’s house to here, in terms of physical distance, the large, two-story, Spanish-Early California style house standing off by itself at the crest of the hill, overlooking the Pacific Ocean, was a world away in terms of ambience, spectacular views, and the sense of privilege and entitlement it invoked. Randy’s sprawling estate was picture-perfect, painstakingly landscaped and maintained, and its view of the Southern California coastline was breathtaking.

		

		Dave rang the bell and a few moments later, the big, heavy oak door opened and a very tall, startlingly handsome man stood in the doorway to greet them. He smiled at them and Tina felt her heart actually flutter!

		

		“Hey, Dave, so this must be the little woman?” Randy Rasmussen said, shaking hands with Dave and then focusing all of his attention on Tina. “Man, you weren’t kidding about her being a real looker, were you, dude?”

		

		Tina felt herself flush. Randy stood at least six-foot five, and was broad-chested, gorgeous--the way movie stars were gorgeous--and as sexy as he could possibly be!

		

		He had long brown hair, parted in the middle and swept back onto his wide shoulders, and he wore a full, closely-trimmed beard which was the same color as his hair. As he smiled at them, his teeth were white and perfect, his lips pouty and sensual.

		

		God, he’s beautiful! Tina thought, feeling herself start to moisten, down…there, just looking at him. Maybe it’s because I know that he has a huge cock, and that he’s a real libertine…a swinger, and that he plans to…fuck me with that big dick of his today, but man, I find him so hot—he’s like some kind of sex god or something!

		

		“Come on in, you two,” Randy said, still beaming at them. “Candy’s in the rec room, having a cocktail. Let’s join her.”

		

		Tina and Dave followed their tall host into the house, shutting the front door behind them. The place was very light and airy. There were large windows everywhere, overlooking the ocean, and the furnishings were mostly done in pastel shades and light colored fabrics. The coffee tables and end tables in the living room were made from some sort of dull-finished white wood, and the couch cushions were light blue and aqua patterned.

		

		The rec room was very large, with an open-beamed ceiling and a ten seat bar that also had a view of the sea. The wall behind the bar was mostly glass, and the ocean was clearly visible between the liquor bottles sitting atop the heavy glass shelves.

		

		“Hey, hey, there’s my old pal, Dave!” a large woman, who was seated at the bar, her barstool facing into the room, said as they entered.

		

		She stood up and opened her arms and Dave gave her a hug. Tina was a bit surprised by Candy’s appearance. She was a very tall, standing at least five nine barefoot, but she wasn’t barefoot. She had on a pair of three inch wedge-heeled sandals and that made her every bit as tall as Dave as the two embraced.

		

		And those boobies of hers are enormous! Tina thought, studying the big strawberry-blonde woman carefully.

		

		Actually, everything about Candy was oversized, larger than life, she decided. She was very pretty, but she wasn’t exactly svelte. Her hips were generous, and her ass, while not fat, wasn’t small, either.

		

		Candy, she rapidly realized, was a big, voluptuary of a woman, with freckles all over her face, blazingly pretty emerald eyes, sensual, full lips, and long, shapely legs, from what Tina could see of them from the short sundress the other woman was wearing this afternoon. She was still staring at the two of them when Dave at last broke off the hug and turned to present his new wife to their hostess.

		

		“Candy, this is Tina,” Dave said proudly.

		

		Candy swept past him and got right up into Tina’s face. She was smiling hugely; her green eyes seeming to give off sparks as she stared down at Tina.

		

		An uncomfortable feeling flashed through Tina momentarily. She suddenly felt as if she was a mouse and Candy was a particularly hungry kitty who had just spotted lunch.

		

		“I’m Candy,” she said after another moment, her voice low and breathy and, somehow, very sexy. “So you’re the girl who bowled our Dave over and got him to leave the ranks of the unmarried?”

		

		She looked Tina up and down approvingly, and then turned to Dave. “You weren’t kidding when you said she was beautiful and had a smokin’ hot body.”

		

		Dave grinned somewhat sheepishly and Candy swiveled her head back around toward Tina. She smiled and said to Dave, not bothering to look over at him again, “She’s got world class tits and that little butt of hers is just incredible. What fucking hottie, Dave--way to go; you can sure pick ‘em!”

		

		Tina felt her face flush. She wished in that instant that she’d worn a longer dress today, or one that was not so low cut in the bodice. She felt as if the other woman was undressing her with her eyes and liking very much what she was seeing!

		

		“Well, let’s get this party started,” Candy said, abruptly turning and walking back over to the bar.

		

		She picked her half-finished drink up off the coaster it sat on, tipped it back, and drained it in two big swallows. Putting it back on the coaster, she went around behind the bar and asked, “Now, what’s everyone drinking?”

		

		****

		

		Tina laughed gaily at something Candy had just said. They were sitting down at one end of the bar, chatting, getting to know each other a little, while Dave and Randy sat at the other end, talking about the last Super Bowl and about the abysmal prospects for the Oakland Raiders this fall—a team they both rooted for because of its brief residency in Los Angeles back in the eighties.

		

		It turned out that Candy was a clothes buyer for a large retail chain. She traveled all over the country, and sometimes abroad, seeing new women’s clothing lines and making decisions on their suitability for her employer’s stores.

		

		Tina thought that would be a fascinating job, and said as much. Candy allowed that it was and then countered with, “You seem like a pretty sharp gal, Tina. Too sharp to slog away for long in a low-level administrative job like the one you’re currently doing at that school.”

		

		“Well, it was fine when I first got to Southern California,” Tina said somewhat defensively. “I just wanted something to pay the bills and that wouldn’t be a huge commitment in terms of time or effort. It’s pretty much eight to four, Monday through Friday, with lots of days off for holidays.”

		

		She took another sip of the excellent red wine Candy had poured for her, impressed with the big woman’s keen sense of perception. She had picked up right away on the fact that Tina was smart…too smart to remain a glorified clerk for the rest of her life.

		

		“I’m thinking about making a change in another year or so,” she admitted. “I want at least two years on my resume and a good recommendation from the school when I eventually do leave for better things.”

		

		Candy nodded and poured Tina’s glass full again. “Good thinking; nobody wants to hire a job-hopper.”

		

		Just then, Randy and Dave slipped off of their barstools and came down to join the girls. Randy smiled down at Tina and said, “It’s a lovely spring afternoon. Why don’t we take our drinks outside and enjoy the hot tub for a little while?”

		

		Tina started. She smiled up at him apologetically and said, “That sounds like a great idea, but I’m afraid I didn’t bring a swim suit with me today.”

		

		Candy finished her cocktail and stood up. Reaching behind her, she casually unzipped her sundress and then stepped out of it. She wasn’t wearing a bra, just a pair of thong panties.

		

		“That’s okay, honey,” she said, whisking off the panties as well and stepping out of her sandals. “We rarely use suits in our pool area. We’re up on the top of the hill and the nearest house is quite a ways away; so nude is the way we always go.”

		

		Tina sat rock-still on her barstool, staring at Candy’s bountiful breasts and waxed-bare pussy lips. The woman was really something with her clothes off. She was like some sort of imposing, overblown earth-mother/sex goddess statue come to life.

		

		A movement on the other side of her caught Tina’s eye and she turned her head away from the spectacularly naked Candy just in time to see Randy doff his pullover knit shirt and undo his cargo shorts. They slid down to his sandaled feet and Tina was shocked to discover that Randy eschewed underwear as well as socks.

		

		God, that thing looks like a miniature python! Tina thought nervously as she stared at Randy’s long, incredibly thick penis as it lay draped over his huge nut sac.

		

		She looked over at her husband, but there was no help for her from that quarter, either. Dave already had his shirt unbuttoned and was undoing his pants!

		

		Wordlessly, with a tiny sigh of resignation, Tina reached for her large glass of wine and downed it in three big gulps. Dave was nude by now, and the three of them were staring at her expectantly.

		

		God, oh God, oh my sweet God! She thought helplessly as she reluctantly got to her feet and reached behind her for the zipper to her dress, her fingers shaking from nervousness…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		This isn’t nearly as scary as I thought it would be, Tina told herself ten minutes later, lounging back against the padded headrest. In fact, it’s very relaxing, once you get past the part about all of us being stark naked.

		

		The temperature in the outdoor tub had seemed boiling hot to her at first, when Randy had taken her hand and gallantly helped her down the steps, into the steamy water. Now that her nude body had become acclimated, it seemed just right.

		

		She took another big sip of her delicious wine and looked around. The view from this secluded patio area was magnificent. A few hundred feet below them, waves from the Pacific crashed onto the rocky shore. Seabirds circled overhead, and the gently bubbling water in the tub seemed to caress Tina’s bare flesh as deftly was a skilled masseuse might have.

		

		It was a bit disconcerting when she glanced down and saw her big breasts breaking through the surface, floating and rolling on the tiny waves like a pair of white, pink-nippled buoys. Looking across the tub, she could see Candy’s even larger ones floating and bouncing in just the same way.

		

		She smiled wryly as she noticed Randy and Dave checking out both sets of tits from time to time as they chatted. They were doing their best not to be overt about their interest in two such attractive pairs of bare female breasts, but she could see the twinkle in their eyes as they glanced over at them furtively from time to time.

		

		Horndogs, Tina thought, using a word she’d picked up on campus from a pair of seventh grade boys she’d overheard talking one day. I guess my daddy was right in some ways…all men are horny all the time!

		

		She drank some more wine, feeling just right. She was keyed up, beneath the surface calm she was now displaying, knowing that this party could go from laid back and relaxed to hot and sexy at any given second, knowing that it would eventually do just that. After all, sex what they were here for!

		

		But Tina was feeling more and more confident about today as the afternoon turned to early evening. Randy seemed very nice, and she was really getting to like Candy. For all her voluptuousness and brassy bluster, the older woman was funny and bright, too.

		

		This isn’t bad at all, she decided, taking another sip of wine. It’s kind of cool, actually. I like it.

		

		“Whoa, it looks like someone needs some more vino,” Randy said a few minutes later, noting Tina’s empty glass.

		

		He reached for the bottle and found it empty as well. “I’ll run in the house and fetch you another one, babe. Anyone else need a drink refill?”

		

		Tina smiled languidly and shook her head. Amazingly, it seemed that she’d just drunk a whole fifth of red wine by herself! “No more for me, Randy. I’ll just pass out and drown if I have any more booze.”

		

		He laughed, showing those perfect white teeth of his again and said, “Well, we can’t have that, now can we? Come on, let’s dry off and go back inside.”

		Standing up, he reached down and lifted Tina’s naked body up into a standing position, too. He guided her up the steps and onto the cement patio that ran between the sunken tub and the nearby swimming pool, and grabbed a big towel.

		

		“Here, let’s get you dry,” he whispered, running the soft terrycloth over her bare flesh.

		

		Tina shivered, and not from the cool breeze that was suddenly wafting over her naked body from the ocean. The feel of a strange man’s hands all over her was exhilarating, terrifying, and yet…incredibly exciting!

		

		Dave and Candy were staring up at her from the tub, watching as Randy dried her big breasts, one at a time, and then moved the towel lower, drying her neatly-trimmed pubic fur. He slid the towel around behind her and dried her ass cheeks before doing her legs, all the way down to her feet.

		

		“Why don’t you do me, too, princess?” he asked her casually, handing her a fresh towel as he finished up her shoulders and back.

		

		Her hands trembling, Tina hesitantly dried his back and then his tight, shapely-as-it-could-be butt and then moved on down, onto his long, muscular legs. He turned to face her, grinning and she dried his lightly-furred pectoral muscles and then his tummy.

		

		“Oh, my,” she whispered aloud as she went lower and discovered that his magnificent penis was already half hard, and standing out from his groin.

		

		Gingerly, she dried it and his huge nut sac, her eyes on his, not brave enough to stare down at his enormous manhood as she ran the towel over it. She went down onto her knees quickly and dried his thighs and shins and then stood back up, her whole body as tight as a spring, her pussy wet and getting wetter by the second.

		

		Dave and Candy got out of the tub together and Tina and Randy turned to watch the ritual of them drying each other as well. A pang of jealously clutched at Tina as she watched sexy Candy carefully dry her husband’s nearly hard cock, and then tease his balls with her long, manicured red nails as she ran the towel over them.

		

		He’s fucked her a dozen times before, she told herself, be calm. This doesn’t mean anything. It’s just sex. Sex for fun; sex for sex’s sake!

		

		“Come on, babe,” Randy said just then, casually draping an arm around her bare shoulders. “It’s getting cool out here. Let’s get that spectacular little ass of yours back in the house before you freeze it off.”

		

		The four of them didn’t go back in the door they’d come out of originally. Instead, Randy opened another slider and they found themselves in a large, beautifully furnished master bedroom. Candy closed the slider, and the drapes, and then turned toward Dave and wrapped her arms around his neck.

		

		It was the most curious feeling, watching her husband kiss another woman, Tina found. All at the same time--she found herself experiencing jealousy, outrage, hurt, excitement, and slight upset; and thorough arousal!

		

		God, look at her tongue making a bulge in my Dave’s cheek--she’s got it in his mouth! And now she’s…she’s…sucking on his tongue.

		

		“Looks hot, doesn’t it, watching them make out?” Randy whispered in her ear just then.

		

		She felt his big hands on her shoulders and then he turned her gently toward him. His mouth was inches from hers as he leaned down and took her in his strong arms for the first time.

		

		Tina shuddered as his lips found hers. She’d never kissed a man with a beard before. It was thrilling, as was Randy’s huge chest against her bare tits, his tongue tapping insistently at her closed lips.

		

		With a tiny sigh of surrender, she opened her mouth for him and let his tongue slide inside. Her breasts jerked against his chest as his tongue found hers and caressed it.

		

		Oh, this is so wrong! She thought, near panicking. I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s too…it’s…

		

		Her thought trailed off as a huge rush of sexual desire roared through her quivering body. She glanced over at her husband out of the corner of her eye and saw him slip his finger into Candy’s juicy lower lips as they made out. Her right hand was around his rigid cock as they kissed, stroking it lightly.

		

		Oh, oh, fuck, this is so hot! Tina thought, grinding her tits against Randy’s chest, sucking at his tongue, lapping at it with hers.

		

		His cock was like a club against her tummy. It was as hard as it could be now and she moved away from him slightly, her lips still on his, and reached down for it.

		

		Sweet Jesus, this thing is huge! She thought, working the skin up and down a few times. I think it’s too big to fit inside me!

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Dave and Candy begin to move. Still kissing, they worked their way over to the king bed and Candy sat down at the foot of the mattress.

		

		“Ummmmmm, how I’ve missed this sweet boy!” she purred as she took Dave’ cock in her hand once more and aimed the head toward her open mouth.

		

		Tina’s eyes went large as she watched the titan-haired woman suck every last inch of Dave’s big dick into her mouth and begin to swirl her tongue all around it. Candy’s head began to bob and Dave threw his head back, closed his eyes and moaned softly.

		

		Two can play that game, Mister! She thought, moving backward herself, her arms around Randy.

		

		She got to the bed and sat down, a foot or so away from Candy. Recapturing Randy’s massive dick in her fist, she lowered the knob-like head down even with her lips and stuck her tongue out.

		

		“Oh, yeah, suck it, hot girl!” Randy sighed, watching her tongue slide around and around on his swollen cock head.

		

		Tina looked up defiantly at her husband as she popped just the tip of Randy’s huge cock into her mouth and began to nurse on it. Dave grinned down at her and her heart skipped a beat.

		

		He wasn’t at all mad at her for sucking another man’s prick. On the contrary, he seemed delighted!

		

		She felt her pussy clasp. This thing about swinging together was hot as it could be, just as Dave had said it would be!

		

		Randy gasped as she swallowed more of him, her tongue never stopping its slick caress of his sensitive glans. She began to bob her head in and out, sucking a little harder, tonguing him constantly.

		

		“Oh, man, this little wife of yours is really good with that cute mouth of hers, Dave!” Randy moaned, and Tina thought she might have an orgasm right then and there. Handsome, oh, so experienced Randy thought she was a good cocksucker!

		

		“Candy hasn’t lost her touch, either,” Dave sighed, feeding his dick in and out of the bigger girl’s hungry mouth, fucking it like a second pussy.

		

		Fuck, oh, fuck, I can’t believe we’re doing this! Tina thought, her throbbing clit boiling over with pure lust. I can’t believe I’m sucking another man’s cock and Dave is watching me do it!

		

		She forced another two inches of Randy’s throat-stretcher of a dick into her lips on her next pass inward, almost gagging. He released a huge glob of pre-come as she pulled her mouth back upward and Tina eagerly let it roll over her tongue, tasting it, comparing it to Dave’s.

		

		God, his is yummy, too! I love the taste of that stuff. I wonder what his come tastes like--is it as nice to swallow as my Dave’s?

		

		She shivered with the supreme naughtiness of her last thought. Am I going to blow him tonight? Am I really going to let him come in my mouth and swallow it for him, like I do for my sweet Dave?

		

		If she was, it clearly wasn’t going to be right now because, seconds later, Randy pulled his cock out of her mouth and whispered, “I’ve got to fuck you, cutie! You’re too damned hot-looking not to ball!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Almost before she knew it, Tina was lying on her back on the bed a few feet further up the mattress, her legs open and Randy kneeling between them. He teased her clit something awful with that huge cock head of his, running it all over her juicy lips, batting lightly at her very aroused clit with it, and then pushing the fat knob almost all the way into her stretchy little entrance and drawing it back out at the last moment.

		

		Tina was going crazy. Dave was watching her delicious torment at the end of Randy’s cock with a big smile on his face.

		

		She wanted to fuck Randy, and she wanted Dave to see her fuck him—there was no doubt about that. Tina couldn’t believe how aroused she was, how much it thrilled her to be such a bad girl in front of her husband!

		

		“Fuck me,” she panted, looking up at Randy and then over at Dave, who was still getting a tremendous blowjob from Candy. “Put that huge cock in me. I want it!”

		

		Randy grinned and pushed inside her again. Tina gasped at how huge he felt but didn’t try to pull away as he slowly filled her pussy with more cock than it had ever held before.

		

		She looked over at her husband triumphantly as the enormous dick bottomed out inside her and she felt Randy’s nut sac come to rest against her ass cheeks. Tina grinned up at Dave, as if to say, See, I can do this! I can be a wild swinger girl for you, just like you wanted me to be, darling!

		

		Randy pulled his cock nearly back out and then slowly fed it into her again. Tina moaned. His dick was so big around that her clit was pulled down tight against his slick, hot skin, so that every time he slid it in or out, he stimulated her sensitive little nub with his hard flesh.

		

		“Oh, man, are you sure you’ve been fucking this pussy, Dave?” Randy breathed heavily as he drilled her again and again, his penetrations gradually picking up speed. “This little cunt of hers feels so tight around my cock that I’d swear this gorgeous little girl was a still virgin, if I didn’t know better!”

		

		Tina giggled with delight at Randy’s teasing comment about how tight she was and worked her hips up off the bed, catching onto his rhythm and matching it. She felt less nervous, and more into this forbidden partner-swapping, with each hot stroke.

		

		I really like this! Tina thought as she balled Randy back even more enthusiastically. Dave was right. I love getting fucked like this, by this sexy guy’s massive dick while my husband watches. This is great!

		

		“I want some of what your cute little wife is getting,” Candy growled a moment later, easing Dave’s cock out of her mouth and moving back onto the bed right next Tina. “Slip my hot pussy some of this big wanger of yours, Big-Dicked Dave!”

		

		Tina’s husband gladly obliged. In seconds, he was on the bed, lining his cock up with Candy’s gleaming-wet hole and sliding inside.

		

		He smiled down at her and then over at his wife. Tina smiled back up at him encouragingly.

		

		She loved this--she just fucking loved it! Her pussy contracted sharply around Randy’s thick cock and she tore her gaze away from her husband and looked up at her current lover.

		

		He was a truly beautiful man. She smiled coyly up at him and whispered loudly enough to make sure Dave heard her, “That’s right, Randy, darling. Fuck me. Really give it to me. I just love your big dick inside of me!”

		

		Randy grinned down at her and leaned into his work, really starting to bang her. Tina gulped in air, her tits shaking wildly all over her chest as Randy’s pile driver of a cock hammered down into her.

		

		Oh, my God, but this guy can fuck! She thought, hanging on for dear life as he balled her brains loose. Oh, man is he ever giving it to me? What an incredible screwing I’m getting--Dave was so right, this swinging is terrific fun!

		

		****

		

		“I don’t know about this,” Tina whispered, looking doubtfully back over her shoulder at Randy. “I think you’re too big.”

		

		Randy, who had two goo-drenched fingers up her asshole and his whopper of a cock deep in her semen-filled pussy just smiled. He worked the fingers around and then found her dangling tits with his free hand and began to tease her nipples.

		

		It had been only a few minutes ago that Randy had come in her cunny while she had orgasmed like a crazy woman right along with him. It had taken only a little bit of soul-kissing and rubbing her big tits against his chest until he’d become hard again, gotten her up onto her hands and knees, and then had entered her again from behind.

		

		“Oh, oh, God that feels so nice!” Tina gasped, her tits jerking in time with her pussy and her anus as he fucked her slow and easy as he toyed with her butt.

		

		“Go ahead and let him, baby,” Candy advised her, “he just loves to bang tight little asses like yours, and he’s soooooo good at it!”

		

		Tina wavered. Candy had Dave’s fat cock up her asshole at the moment and he was really giving it to her.

		

		And that did look as hot as hell, Tina had to admit. The muscles in her own stretched-open bottom suddenly contracted around Randy’s teasing fingers as she thought about letting him fuck her back there. She sighed and looked nervously back over her shoulder at Randy again.

		

		“Oh, all right, put it in me,” she finally gave up and whispered softly. “Go ahead and fuck me in the ass, you big stud.”

		

		Grinning, Randy slid his cock out of her pussy and his fingers out of her anus. He set the head into her gaped-open hole and shoved it in.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck what a big one!” Tina groaned as he went deep in her asshole in one long, hard thrust.

		

		“You can take it, Tina,” Randy murmured, starting to fuck her, one set of fingers on her clit, the other on her tits. “You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever come across. This incredible little body of yours was made for this kind of thing!”

		

		Tina shivered, unable to help herself. She looked over at her husband and smiled. It felt so good to hear a sex god like Randy call her one of the hottest women he knew that she almost came right then!

		

		“She is a fucking hottie, that’s for sure,” Candy agreed, working her big, solid butt back onto Dave’s gliding cock. “You’ve got yourself a little jewel there, Davy, honey.”

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Tina purred, her clit and ass jerking in time with Randy’s tweaking fingers on her nipple. “Fuck me, Randy, fuck my tight asshole hard, and come in me again!”

		

		He proceeded to do just that. Tina relaxed and went with the heavenly sensation of getting it up the ass from a true cocksman like Randy while her husband watched her getting it! He balled her for long minutes, his fingers ever busy on her clit and breasts.

		

		It felt so dammed fine! She rocked her hips back to meet his lunges and he diddled her clit so perfectly that she was ready to come again in no time.

		

		“Oh, baby, that feels so sweet,” she moaned, her eyes closed in ecstasy. “Do it. Fuck my ass—shoot it in me!”

		

		Randy groaned loudly, his cock now reaming her out furiously. Tina whined and started to come.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, here it is!” Randy bellowed, erupting in her tight back confines.

		

		Oh, my God, it’s like a come enema! She thought--shivering through one of the hottest climaxes she’d ever had. Oh, man, is he ever flooding me with that hot stuff? And I just love it!

		

		****

		

		Candy moved over right next to Tina. It was late at night or early in the morning, depending on how you wanted to look at it. They had all taken a shower together after the pair of anal fucks, and then one thing had led to another and Tina had sucked off Randy and swallowed his load and Candy had done the same for Dave.

		

		Now the two men were dozing peacefully up at the head of the bed. Candy had motioned for Tina to join her down at the foot of the big mattress.

		

		Thinking that the older woman probably wanted a whispered conference of some kind, Tina came over to her. Candy moved in even closer, her big tits just an inch away from Tina’s large set.

		

		“The boys are temporarily too pooped to pop,” Candy whispered. “But luckily for you, pretty girl, I’m not!”

		

		With that, the brassy strawberry-blonde woman leaned in and kissed Tina on the lips, the tips of their breasts nudging together as their mouths met. Tina froze.

		

		She didn’t know what to do. She hadn’t seen this coming at all!

		

		Her mind flashed back to all of the porn she’d watched this week, in preparation for tonight’s little swing and swap party. There had been quite a few girl-on-girl scenes mixed in with the others.

		

		And she had to admit, she’d watched them intently, idly wondering what it might feel like to make love to another woman, but knowing that she’d never have the nerve to actually do so in real life. She had told herself that something like that would never happen to her.

		

		But now Candy’s lush lips were against hers, and the other girl’s tongue was pressed up against Tina’s closed mouth, demanding entrance. With a tiny sigh, she opened her lips.

		

		Oh, my sweet Lord, Tina thought as an enormous jolt of pre-orgasmic pleasure shot through her whole body when Candy’s hot tongue first touched hers!

		

		Tina’s tits spasmed against Candy’s, her nipples pulsing like crazy, and Candy put her hand behind Tina’s head to keep her from pulling back. But Tina wasn’t pulling her lips back at all. Indeed, she was shocked to find herself leaning forward slightly, running her tongue all over Candy’s exciting, slithery digit, her pussy suddenly starting to seethe with arousal again!

		

		Before she could fathom what was happening, Candy was arranging Tina’s body on the bed so that her finger was gliding in and out of Tina’s juicy lower lips as they continued to soul-kiss each other passionately. Tina moaned and ground her clit against the delving finger, loving how Candy knew just what felt perfect to her.

		

		God, oh, God, this is so hot! Tina realized. Making out with a beautiful woman like this is so sexy, so fucking wild!

		

		Just when Tina was ready to come on Candy’s finger, the older girl eased it out of her. Panting with lust, Tina looked at her, wide-eyed, wanting more of both the thrilling kisses and Candy’s deft, just-right fingering.

		

		“Just relax, baby, and let Candy take you home, okay?” the big redhead whispered, sliding down between Tina’s legs on her stomach.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” Tina whined as Candy kissed her gushing pussy lips for the first time, “do that, do that, please, Candy! Eat my hot pussy!”

		

		She did. And in seconds, the red-haired girl had more than proved her credentials as a cunny-lapper extraordinaire.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, you do that so well,” Tina wheezed excitedly a minute later. “Your tongue is like magic!”

		

		Tina lay back and worked her pussy against the other woman’s mouth. Her fingers crept upward to grab an aroused nipple in each hand and twist them as Candy licked and sucked and swallowed Tina’s thick-flowing girl juice.

		

		“I’m going to come!” she squeaked a minute later, her breasts jerking hard under her teasing fingers, her pussy clasping right along with them.

		

		“Do it,” Candy hissed up at her, a beatific grin on her gorgeous, pussy oil-smeared face. “Come right in my mouth, you hot baby!”

		

		She casually slid a finger up Tina’s asshole and went back to licking. Tina came so hard she thought she’d pass out!

		

		****

		

		“Like this?” Tina whispered, eagerly running her tongue up Candy’s sweet pussy lips and then pausing to slide it all around the older woman’s very erect clit.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, yes,” Candy moaned in ecstasy, her lush hips coming up off the bed to mash her wet lips against her lover’s mouth, “lick it good for me, darling, you hot little cunt-sucker, you!”

		

		Tina whimpered with excitement when Candy called her a “hot little cunt-sucker”, and began to suck cunt for all she was worth! Candy gasped and rocked her hips harder as Tina ate her.

		

		If Daddy saw me doing this, he’d really go ballistic, Tina thought smugly as she gobbled up Candy’s delicious pussy.

		

		The thought that her father would have had a second fatal heart attack had he ever witnessed her eating another woman’s pussy like this somehow made it even better!

		

		“Would you look at the two of them going at it?” Randy’s amazed voice said ten minutes later, as Tina and Candy were frantically sixty-ning each other, with Candy on top.

		

		“I never would have believed it,” was Dave’s awed comment. “What happened to that shy little church mouse I married? Where did this red-hot swinger babe come from?”

		

		Tina looked up at her husband and Randy and grinned happily. The two men were kneeling on the bed nearby, their cocks as rigid as could be. Then she went back to sucking pussy with her new best friend, Candy.

		

		“I’m going to fuck your girlfriend in the ass again, while my wife eats her pussy,” Dave told Randy.

		

		“Great idea, dude,” Randy whispered back. “And then I’m going to fuck your wife in the ass again, too, as soon as you’re done!”

		

		Tina shivered with delight at that notion, and sucked cunt like a wild girl.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		The Chapels didn’t get home to their little house until nearly two the next afternoon. Once everyone had showered and napped last night, after the second round of butt-fucking, there had been some wake-up sex fun with their hosts this morning.

		

		Next, everyone had wanted breakfast, so Tina and Candy fixed it in Randy and Candy’s big, fancy kitchen. And then they had all dined in the nude, outside, the four of them sitting around a shaded patio table beside the pool.

		

		After breakfast was finished, there had been some impromptu, good-bye blowjobs. Tina could still taste Randy’s yummy spunk in her mouth as she got out of the car in the garage and went inside her house

		

		She was so happy that she felt like her feet weren’t even touching the ground. She smiled at Dave and said, “Okay, I’m going to just come right out and admit it: that was the most fun I’ve ever had in my entire life. You were totally right, swinging is fabulous, darling, and those two are huge fun to party with!”

		

		He swept her into his arms and kissed her joyously. His tongue tapped for entry, but she drew back, warning him, “Some of Randy’s come is till on my tongue and inside my mouth. So if you don’t want to taste another guy’s spunk…”

		

		He stopped her from talking by kissing her again. Dave slipped his tongue fearlessly into her mouth and she shivered with delight.

		

		Her Dave was so hot! Nothing was too funky or forbidden for him. He even went so far as to scrape some of Randy’s slippery goo from the top of her palate with his tongue and push it down her throat for her to swallow. Tina’s pussy went crazy when he did that!

		

		“You naughty, naughty boy,” she panted, pulling her mouth away from his, “isn’t anything too nasty for you to do?”

		

		“Luckily, I haven’t encountered much yet that was,” Dave assured her, grinning like a juvenile delinquent, unzipping her sundress.

		

		Tina shivered with delight as he quickly stripped her naked in the kitchen. She started eagerly for the bedroom, but Dave grabbed her by her nude shoulders and stopped her in mid-step.

		

		“I can’t wait that long to claim this hot little cunt of yours, Tina,” he hissed, his eye blazing with lust for her.

		

		“Why…why not?” she murmured, her pussy on fire already as he manhandled her up onto the kitchen table on her back, her hips just on the edge of the table.

		

		He reached down and set both of her now bare feet--her sandals having fallen completely off—on either side of her torso, her knees bent, feet flat on the table’s surface, and her juicy quim right in front of his cock as he undid his pants and let them fall. Pressing his hard knob into her slick lips, he whispered, “You know why, you sexy little slut girl--you were nothing short of magnificent last night and this morning!”

		

		He rammed his dick all the way into her and Tina gasped at how violent and amazingly right it felt for him to take her so savagely like this, right on top of their kitchen table! Dave leaned down over her and said, “Taking it up the ass from Randy, with that huge dick of his; sucking him off and swallowing his come like some kind of nasty little tramp; what a hottie I’m married to!”

		

		Tina whimpered, and her pussy sleeve fluttering wildly around his buried cock. It was true; she had acted like a totally depraved slut for him at Randy’s house!

		

		“Did you like it, naughty girl?” he asked, fucking her hard, making her big tits shimmy and shake with each thrust. “What did his come taste like, did you like swallowing it for him, like a little whore would have?”

		

		Tina moaned loudly, loving this new, nasty side of her normally sweet, loving Dave. She hoped he balled her senseless, just like big-cocked Randy had so many times last night while Dave had watched!

		

		She was thrashing her head from side to side on the table, her blonde-streaked mane flying about, thrusting her hips up to meet his fierce lunges into her pussy. Her cunny was scorching hot already as her husband pretended to be shocked by how nasty she’d been.

		

		“It was great!” she finally managed to pant. “His come was wonderful to swallow, and there was a gallon of it!”

		

		Dave moaned and fucked her even harder. Tina saw stars.

		

		She murmured breathlessly, “And his huge dick was terrific up my ass, darling! It made me come so hard…and I know you loved it, too. I saw you watching us!”

		

		Her frantically rutting husband made a little strangling sound and leaned down onto her chest, his mouth just over hers. “You’re the hottest, sexiest little bitch on earth, Tina! And I can’t fuck you long enough, or hard enough, or often enough…so I’m just going to have to get all of my swinger friends to help me keep you satisfied, now aren’t I?”

		

		Tina screamed and came like a crazy woman. The thought of all of those hot swinger men giving it to her, just like Randy had last night, just as her husband was right now, sent her right over the top!

		

		“Oh, oh, God help me…I want them!” she admitted in a low, moaning sigh, still creaming his dick like mad. “I want them all to fuck me, Dave. And I want you to watch them do it!”

		

		Now it was Dave’s turn to scream. He wailed with joy shot as he shot a massive wad of come into his wife! Tina went off even harder around his gliding, come-spewing cock and held on tight.

		

		****

		

		“We may have to buy a new kitchen set, darling,” she told him as they emerged from the shower ten minutes later and took turns drying each other off.

		

		She shot him a wry smile and said, “I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to eat dinner at our old one again, without thinking of you fucking my brains out on top of it just now.”

		

		Dave laughed and put his arms around her. He whispered, “I love you with all my heart, Tina. But I meant every word I said earlier. You are the hottest, sexiest girl on earth!”

		

		Tina blushed and held him tight. She didn’t really think for a minute that statement was true, but she was glad her Dave thought it was.

		

		“You know, I never thought you’d be as wild as you were with Candy,” her husband told her that night, when they were snuggled up against one another in bed, the lights out, ready for sleep.

		

		They had eaten a nice dinner, in the dining room out of deference to Tina’s continuing reluctance to revisit the kitchen table right away. And then they’d watched a movie on television, from pay-per-view.

		

		When they’d gone into the bedroom after that and gotten into bed naked, Dave had asked her again about how she’d liked getting fucked by Randy’s huge cock and she’d bashfully told him how great it had been. He’d gotten enormously turned on once more by her admissions concerning Randy and his big dick--as had she, truthfully--and he’d fucked her senseless for the better part of an hour, using six different positions and making her clit go off four times before he’d finally blown his load up her ass.

		

		After yet another shower, here they were, together in bed once more. It was near eleven and Tina was as tired as she could remember being in a long time. Two full days of steady, relentless, spectacular sex sure tired a girl out!

		

		“Did that really surprise you?” Tina asked, in answer to Dave’s statement about her and Candy. “Because it surprised the heck out of me, too; I’d never really thought much about having sex with another girl before, but when Candy came on to me…”

		

		Her voice trailed off. Dave shifted impatiently and whispered, “And, when she did?”

		

		Tina giggled naughtily and then confessed, “Kissing her was hot! And those huge tits of hers up against mine felt so incredible and…well…one thing led to another, darling!”

		

		“Did you like licking her pussy?” Dave asked, his voice dripping with lust once more.

		

		After a moment, Tina reached over and found his cock under the sheet. It was as hard as a fucking boulder!

		

		“You big horndog, you just love hearing this stuff, don’t you?” she teased him.

		

		“God, yes,”he admitted to her, “seeing my sweet, innocent wife sucking pussy gave me a hard on you could cut glass with, honey—I couldn’t wait to fuck Candy again, and you!”

		

		Tina gave him a throaty laugh. “Well, you sure did, darling. I thought my brains were going to shake loose out on the kitchen table, you gave it to me so hard!”

		

		There was a companionable silence for long moments. Tina stroked Dave’s prick slowly, loving how it felt in her fist, how hard it was.

		

		“Do you want me to suck you off, dear, before we go to sleep?” she asked after another moment.

		

		“I hate to admit it, but, yeah, I sure do,” Dave whispered. “And when I come in your mouth, darling, I’m going to be thinking about how you sucked off Randy!”

		

		Tina shivered at how naughty the thought that he was going to be reliving her blowjob with Randy when she sucked him off in the next few minutes was. She whispered, “This swinger stuff is going to prove to be a real shot in the arm for our sex life in between parties, isn’t it?”

		

		Dave laughed and said, “Yeah, that’s one of the bonuses. Not only are the parties hot, and watching you with other men…and women, and me with other girls is always going to spice things up like crazy for us while we’re actually doing it.”

		

		He reached over and caressed her nipples while she jacked him up and down, and then added, “But talking about it later, re-living it with you--that’s going to make us both as horny as hell in between parties. I just know it will.”

		

		Another big tremor of excitement raced through Tina’s body. She knew it too!

		

		She leaned over and ran her tongue all around Dave’s cock head, thinking of Randy, and about doing the same thing with him earlier today, while Dave had watched.

		

		God, it’s incredibly sex and fun, being a swinger! She thought as she started to suck cock in earnest. I can’t wait for that big party at this Steve guy’s house next weekend. Candy said it was going to be a super-steamy fuckfest…and I sure hope she’s right!

		

		“Oh, babe, you’re the best,” Dave murmured with delight as she took every inch of him in.

		

		I don’t know about that, she thought, eagerly bobbing her head up and down on her husband’s dick, but I’m going to be, I can promise you that, darling. I’ve got your big, hard cock to practice on, plus all of those other swinger pricks at these parties!

		

		She twirled her tongue around him and sucked, thinking about all of those cocks she hadn’t seen yet, and how their owners’ come was going to taste when she swallowed it with Dave watching--her pussy began to pulse at the very thought, and she reached down and fingered herself to a sweet climax as she eagerly sucked him off!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		The week went by quickly. Tina and Dave had crazy-good sex every night, and then on Wednesday, he abruptly cut her off, saying she’d have to use the vibrator if she wanted to get her pussy off from there until Saturday.

		

		He had then explained that he wanted to be as horny as possible, come Saturday evening, for the party. She could see his point, when she thought that over, but she still couldn’t resist putting on a little show for him on Thursday and Friday nights.

		

		She lay on the bed, nude, and teased her titties and her clit with the vibrator, staring up into his eyes, daring him to resist fucking her. Somehow, he had been able to do so, although he had pounced on her and eaten her pussy until she’d come on Friday night, while he’d busily fucked her asshole with the vibrator.

		

		He’d been a rock of resistance when she’d offered to suck him off after he’d eaten her to a bliss-filled orgasm, managing to say no, even though his dick had been as hard as a fencepost. She had to admire his will-power, she supposed.

		

		Another thing that had propelled the week along quickly was Tina talking to Candy on the phone and finding out what would be considered proper swinger-girl attire for this coming Saturday’s party. Candy suggested that they meet and go shopping together after work on Thursday evening, and they had.

		

		Tina had splurged a little and bought herself a sheer red blouse and a new short white skirt to go with it. She intended to wear it to the party, with no bra underneath, and no hose or panties on under the skirt.

		

		That had been Candy’s suggestion. She had explained how a lot of swinger women preferred that look at a party—it made fucking quick and easy if you were really in a hurry to get naked!

		

		Tina liked that idea a lot. She found herself looking forward to this party the way she’d never looked forward to anything in her life. She couldn’t wait to get there and get naked and nasty for her Dave, and to see him slip some of the other swinger girls his big dick while she entertained him with her slutty behavior with other men!

		

		She made another change during the week as well. The night she’d met Candy for shopping, she’d quizzed the older, more experienced girl in depth about bare pussies.

		

		Tina had really liked the way Candy’s smooth, hairless slit had looked last weekend, so she had researched it on the net and discovered that some girls shaved their pubic hair off and some used a professional waxing session in a salon to accomplish the same task. Candy told her that she got a full Brazilian wax treatment every month and a half or so, and that included removal of all hair from both her pussy and her ass.

		

		But she cautioned Tina against doing that before this weekend’s big blowout at Steve’s house, saying, “Waxing is definitely the way to go, normally. But today is Thursday and the party is Saturday, kid. I prefer wax because the end result is usually perfect, as opposed to that unsightly razor burn and ugly ingrown stubble you sometimes get with a safety razor.”

		

		Candy had rolled her eyes at that point in the conversation and then went on to add, “But waxing can also leave your pussy area slightly red and sensitive to touching or licking for up to five days afterward—so it’s not exactly an ideal treatment to get this close to the party, dear.”

		

		And so it was, that on Friday morning, before going in to work, Tina lathered up her short pubic patch thoroughly—after getting it good and wet and softened up in the hot shower—and carefully shaved off every last hair. She was very cautious, taking her time and being careful not to nick herself.

		

		“Wow, I look like I’m seven years old again!” she said, staring at the results of her close shave in the mirror afterward.

		

		Do I like this look as well on me as it did on Candy? She asked herself.

		

		It was sort of neat, she decided. And, she had to admit, her pussy slit was very tiny and pink and as cute as it could be!

		

		I bet my fellow swingers will eat this right up—literally, I hope, she giggled aloud at her own risqué thought and went into the bedroom, where Dave was pulling on his shirt as he got ready for work.

		

		“What’s the male opinion?” she asked, flaunting her bare pussy in his direction.

		

		Ten minutes later, when she had finally stopped coming on his delving tongue and sucking lips, Tina sighed contentedly and lay back on the pillow. Dave had answered her query by throwing her on the bed and eating her cunny to within an in inch of her life!

		

		“I take it that was a ‘yes’ vote on the bare look?” she asked him teasingly.

		

		He grinned at her, his face awash in fresh pussy juice and said, “I’m going to be late for my first sales call this morning, but I don’t care. Your little twat is delicious, as always, and it tastes even sweeter, somehow, all shaved and smooth like that!”

		

		Tina smiled back. “I’m probably going to be late for school, too. But who cares? A pussy licking like that is worth being a little tardy over!”

		

		****

		

		Saturday evening came at last. Dave and Tina left for the party hand in hand, with her wearing a longer coat than the lovely spring evening called for. She had her gossamer-thin new blouse on underneath it, worn with no bra, and so she felt the need to cover up a bit on the way to the party.

		

		“Is my hair and make up okay?” She asked as Dave piloted the car across Sherman Oaks, up onto the Ventura Freeway, and then took the Topanga Canyon turn off.

		

		“It’s fantastic,” he told her when they crossed Mullholland Drive, headed south; “you’ll be the prettiest, hottest girl there tonight, for sure.”

		

		“I think you’re biased, dear,” she said, smiling over at him.

		

		“That may be, but I’m still right,” he told her confidently.

		

		The road got very twisty after they crossed Mullholland and he had to concentrate more on his driving. Their year-old Ford Fusion was a decent car, but it didn’t exactly have sports car suspension, so he had to pay close attention on the sharp, switchback curves.

		

		“Here it is,” he said, taking a left turn into a housing development with a dozen empty lots in between the few nice homes that had been built there.

		

		“I haven’t been up here in a couple of years now,” Dave said, going slowly. “But I remember Steve and Jerri’s house. That’s it up ahead, right at the end of the block. You won’t believe the view of the city lights they have at night.”

		

		He swung the car over to the curb a few yards ahead. There were already over a dozen cars parked along the street and in the driveway of the one-story, ranch-style home.

		

		A new Jaguar sedan sat gleaming in the driveway. It was forest green, with a rich-looking brown leather interior.

		

		“I see Randy and Candy are here already,” he commented, running his fingertips enviously down the long hood of the expensive machine, “this is Randy’s Jag.”

		

		He rang the doorbell when they reached the porch. The front door opened a moment later and Tina saw at tall, very nice-looking man, who was slightly older than they were, about Randy’s age, peering out at them. He was slender, with longish, dirty-blond hair that came down to his shoulders, a Roman nose, and mischievous hazel eyes.

		

		“Hey, Dave, buddy-boy, I’m so glad you made it tonight!” the man said, grinning and stepping out onto the porch to grab Dave up in a bear hug.

		

		He lifted Tina’s husband clear off the concrete step and then sat him back down. Turning her way, his smile grew even broader. “You must be Tina--God, it’s so good to meet you at last! I’m Steve Moran; Randy has been bending my ear about you for a half hour. He thinks you’re dynamite, kid. And so does Candy, for that matter.”

		

		Steve stepped back and ushered them inside. He slipped an arm over Tina’s shoulder and started to escort her further into the house before noticing her long coat.

		

		“Here, let’s hang that in the coat closet, okay?”

		

		He slipped the overcoat off and a huge smile broke onto his face as he stared down at Tina’s big, bountiful, bare tits showing plainly under the thin red blouse. Quickly hanging the coat up, he looked over at Dave and said, “Candy said she had a great set of hooters for a small girl, and she was dead right. Congratulations, Dave. Way to go!”

		

		Tina felt herself blush slightly but it didn’t faze her. She knew by now that she had great tits and she actually felt encouraged and complimented by the fact that her handsome host thought so, too.

		

		“Let’s get you two a drink to start out, okay?” Steve said, guiding her into the living room from the entryway and over to the bar that ran along the back wall.

		

		“There they are,” Candy said, holding her arms open wide as they approached the bar.

		

		Tina slipped out of Steve’s loose hold on her shoulders and ran to Candy. The two of them embraced, and then she threw her arms around Randy’s neck and hugged him as well, his broad chest feeling great against her nearly bare breasts as he kissed her on the mouth in greeting.

		

		When she finally stepped back away from her lover from last weekend, Candy handed her a full glass of red wine. She toasted her tall red-haired girlfriend with it and said, “Hey, thanks, you remembered my drink.”

		

		“Pretty easy, when it’s red wine we’re talking about, cutie,” Candy said with a smirk.

		

		She looked Tina up and down and said, “I really like that outfit. It showcases those hot knockers of yours nicely.”

		

		Tina, who was in the middle of swallowing a big mouthful of wine, did so and then laughed. “What you’re wearing doesn’t exactly keep how big your boobs are a secret, either!”

		

		Candy laughed, too. She had on a pale green blouse which was made of material even more sheer than the top Tina wore, and a pair of tight white short-shorts, worn with tall white heels which made Candy well over six feet tall. You could see her huge tits easily through the barely-there top.

		

		“You must be thirsty tonight,” Candy commented as Tina took another big sip of wine.

		

		“Remember, I drank a whole bottle by myself last weekend, and look how well that turned out,” Tina said, smiling seductively up at the taller girl, recalling how sweet her pussy slit had tasted the last time they’d partied together and had spent half the night licking each other’s twats. “I want to be totally wild again tonight, Candy, like I was at your house!”

		

		“Good plan,” Candy smiled back at her, reached over, took the open wine bottle off the bar, and refilled Tina’s glass right up to the top, “drink up, honey.”

		

		Tina did. The wine tasted delicious to her tonight, and the atmosphere of the darkened room seemed to crackle with the taboo energy of a sexy crowd who had gathered to do sensual, forbidden things with each other.

		

		She looked back up at Candy and said, “Tell me about some of these people. Who are they?”

		

		Candy put her back up against the bar, rested her elbows on it, and looked out over the room. She said, “See that tall, gray-haired dude talking the other older guy?”

		

		Tina nodded and Candy went on to say, “Well, the one on the left is some kind of big shot executive, in insurance, I think. And the other guy he’s talking to is an entertainment mogul of some sort; I think he owns a string of radio stations and a recording outfit.”

		

		Her eyes swept the room further and she nodded toward a black man of medium height, with short-cropped hair and broad shoulders; he was wearing a vibrantly colored dashiki-style African shirt and a pair of bright-white, baggy gauze-thin harem pants. Candy said, “That’s Claude Pascal, he’s from Haiti originally. Be sure to fuck him tonight, if you get the chance. He’d hung like a bull and, oh, baby, is he good with that big dong of his?”

		

		Tina giggled and finished her wine. Candy got the bottle and poured her another big glassful.

		

		I just might do that! Tina thought excitedly, I’ve never done it with a black guy before.

		

		Candy next pointed out two cute younger guys, barely older than Tina’s own twenty-two, and a towering man in baggy shorts and a colorful Hawaiian-style luau shirt that Candy told her was a professional football player.

		

		Just then, a tall, gorgeous blonde woman hurried up to them and said to Candy, “Okay, slight problem. Irina just called and she can’t make it tonight after all. She’s puking her guts out and has a temperature of a hundred and two.”

		

		“Uh-oh, sounds like the stomach flu to me, Jerri,” Candy said. “So, I guess we won’t have an opening-dance number to kick the evening off, eh? That’s too bad; I was looking forward to it.”

		

		The tall, pretty woman looked down at Tina and said, “Hi, I’m Jerri Moran, Steve’s wife. You must be Tina?”

		

		Smiling up at her hostess for the evening, Tina nodded that she was. Jerri asked her, “Can you dance, Tina?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		The level of light in the living room suddenly dimmed, as the main switch was flipped off. There was a bit of light coming from some neon beer signs that had been hung decoratively behind the bar, and a dull LED light--from the front of an old-fashioned stereo tuner nestled amid a half a wall full of vinyl record albums shelved around the electronics gear—provided a tiny green glow. There was also a shaft of light shining into the darkened living room from the still brightly-lit entryway.

		

		Other than that, the big room was as black as the interior of a mine shaft.

		

		Tina gulped down another glass of wine, her head already spinning from drinking so much alcohol so quickly. She couldn’t help it. She was nervous, now that the lights had been turned off, because she knew that the little dance sequence that Candy and Jerri had talked her into being a part of was about to start.

		

		They had explained to her that, unlike most large swinger parties--where there was either a designated orgy room set aside for group swinging, or a “group grope” in the main room at the end of the night—Jerri and her husband had decided to start the party off with what they hoped would be a titillating dance/striptease number, with the all of the party guests watching. For the female dancers, they had picked Jerri, the tall, sexy, knockout blonde, and Candy, an equally tall, statuesque strawberry-blonde, and a girl named Irina, who was, apparently, tall, lithe, dark, and brunette.

		

		The girls were to be joined by Steve, Jerri’s husband, who was a professional choreographer by trade, Claude Pascal, the beautiful black Haitian man, and Randy, who Candy assured them, was a great dancer. The plan was for the six of them to gyrate to the music, slowly stripping off each other’s clothing until everyone was nude. Then the dancers would fuck each other!

		

		Jerri was sure that such a sexy dance number would jump-start the party, just the way she wanted. But Irina was too ill to come tonight, so they had talked Tina, who wasn’t tall but who was a brunette and was spectacularly built, into taking her spot.

		

		Tina slugged down the last of her wine. She was very excited but nervous as well.

		

		She smiled as she realized how far she’d come in just a couple of weeks. Because Tina was bit surprised to find that she wasn’t worried about participating in the up-coming the public sex display, or baring her body in front of forty or so strangers…she was more worried about her dancing ability!

		

		Dancing had been almost non-existent at her father’s religious compound, of course. And the straight-laced, girls-only Christian college she’d attended in St. Louis hadn’t allowed formal dancing, either.

		

		But at least you had been able to listen to the radio in the dorms there, and to watch television. Tina had taught herself to dance from that, and from watching the other girls dance to tunes on the radio in the dorms. She had expanded her horizons greatly when her father had died and she’d finished college at the liberal arts school back in Texas.

		

		In Dallas, and several times since she’d moved to Southern California, Tina had gone out and danced her ass off in clubs and bars! She and Dave had gone out drinking and dancing a number of times when they’d been dating, and since their marriage.

		

		But still, dancing for fun with her sexy husband in clubs and performing as some sort of a red-hot stripper girl for a roomful of leering, horny swingers were two different things!

		

		The music started, courtesy of Steve, who had just cued up a special CD he’d created just for this party. The sound was low and sensual. Tina didn’t recognize the song, but it was a driving instrumental with whispering guitars, conga drums, and the same sort of tinkling instrumentation that had been used on the Carlos Santana version of Black Magic Woman.

		

		Steve rejoined the five of them and they began to sway together to the insistent beat. Tina danced first with Steve, who she quickly discovered could really swivel his hips and shake his trim ass, and then with Claude, who moved with a flowing, syncopated rhythm that she knew must have come from the islands, and his Haitian roots. She then twirled and strutted across the middle of the big living room and ended up in front of Randy, who turned her around and held her swaying ass up against his crotch, where she could feel his huge dick already getting hard.

		

		I should give that big boy of his some room, Tina thought mischievously, half drunk and extremely excited to be prancing about this way in front of the group, boldly showing off her naked tits under her sheer top!

		

		She reached behind her and unzipped his fly as they swayed together. He laughed and reached around her undulating body and undid all of the buttons down the front of her sheer blouse in retaliation.

		

		He held onto the tail of one side of the blouse as she spun away from him, and that had the effect of neatly peeling it right off of her twirling body. Tina smiled—grateful for the alcohol coursing through her veins like liquid courage--and shook her now naked titties at him as she moved back toward him, and then leaned in and undid the belt and the button that were holding his jeans up.

		

		Shaking her ass from side to side, she hooked her thumbs in between his jockey shorts and his skin. She slowly wriggled her way down onto her knees in front of him, taking his jeans and shorts along with her, stripping him bare from the waist down.

		

		Tina helped him step out of his discarded clothes and shoes and slowly got back up onto her feet. She then slipped her fingers under his knit pullover shirt, raised her arms, and skinned it up off his torso and onto his up-raised arms. He threw it down onto the carpet with the rest of his clothing, leaving himself completely naked.

		

		Laughing gaily, Tina danced away from the nude Randy as Jerri danced over in front of him to take her place. Randy quickly removed Jerri’s blouse as well, baring her big, bouncy tits, and she took his rigid prick in her fist as she worked her ass back against him.

		

		Tina was now in front of Claude, and she ran her fingers up under this flowing dashiki, touching his ebony skin, noting how hard his abs were as she came closer to him, her hands moving up above his nipples and his furry chest hair. He grinned at her, his teeth white and perfect in the darkness, against the background of his dusky skin.

		

		“You are a hot one, aren’t you, pretty girl?” he whispered, his voice deep and melodic.

		

		Tina felt her heart begin to pound even harder as he leaned in and kissed her, his tongue sliding right into her mouth. She felt her pussy gush lube.

		

		This is so incredibly hot, she told herself, to be half naked and tongue-kissing with this super-sexy black guy in front of Dave and all of these other swingers!

		

		She moved in closer; he ground his groin against her, and she felt his big hard on moving around under the baggy harem pants he wore. It felt loose and free, as if red-hot Claude Pascal didn’t bother with underwear.

		

		Let’s find out! She thought, moving her hands downward from beneath his flowing shirt and onto the elastic of his waistband.

		

		She tugged and the baggy garment dropped away. Tina felt a hot, hard, pipe-like appendage spring upward and slap against her bare belly.

		

		Claude must be hung like Randy, she realized, pulling her lips from his so that she could skim the dashiki upward, as she had done with Randy’s shirt.

		

		Claude apparently believed in tit for tat, reaching down and undoing her white skirt as soon as he was naked. He unzipped the skirt, opened the waist, and the garment slid down Tina’s legs and onto her dancing feet.

		

		She was naked now, too, except for her sandals, having worn no panties to this party. He threw his arms around her again and pressed her nude flesh to his, kissing her passionately once more as the music throbbed on in the background.

		

		Oh, man, he’s a really hot guy, and he’s got a huge dick!

		

		Quickly glancing over at Steve, the party’s host, she saw that Candy had been busy, too. She had Steve completely stripped and was kissing him, grinding her big, nude tits into his chest as she made out with him and fisted his very large cock while they swayed to the music.

		

		What’s going to happen now? She wondered. We’re all naked. Aren’t we supposed to pair off and fuck, so that the crowd gets all turned on, watching us ball, and then jumps in, too?

		

		She must have gotten that part of the loosely organized plan right, she realized a second later, when Steve broke off his torrid kiss with Candy and came over to Tina and Claude, hand in hand with Candy.

		

		“I claim host’s privilege, honey,” he whispered to Tina, “Candy says you suck pussy like a lesbian. I want you two to eat each other out while I fuck you in that unbelievably cute little ass of yours, all right?”

		

		He held up a tube of sex lube and waggled it at her. Tina smiled, glad that Dave had turned her on to anal and taught her to enjoy it so much. She whispered back boldly, “Sure, Steve that sounds like fun.”

		

		In moments, she was down on the carpet in a sixty-nine with Candy underneath her, and they were eating pussy like they just couldn’t get enough of it. She felt her host’s big finger enter her anus seconds later, laden with a huge glob of sex grease.

		

		Tina’ pussy jerked shut and fluttered open. This was so cool, getting her butt fingered and her cunny licked in front of all of the other swingers at this party, while Steve got ready to ass-fuck her while they all watched!

		

		She glanced over at Dave and saw that he was seated in an easy chair, with a short, nicely-built young brunette woman kneeling in front of him. They were both naked and she could see that the dark-haired gal was moving her head up and down on Dave’s big dick as he squeezed her tits in his palms.

		

		He winked at his wife as she ran her tongue up and down Candy’s hot, sweet slit and Tina trembled with excitement. This was just as cool as Dave had said it would be, doing such naughty things in front of each other while a crowd of horny swingers watched them. It was super-thrilling and fun!

		

		Steve’s finger left her ass just then and was quickly replaced by the head of his big cock. Tina loosened her butt muscles as best she could and sucked in a breath as he penetrated her and the long shaft began to push deep into her ass sheath.

		

		Tina moaned down into Candy’s pussy and held on tight, digging her fingernails into the living room carpet as she got it up the ass. Steve bottomed out in her and she realized that he was at least an inch longer than either Dave, or her vibrator was.

		

		God, what a big one, she thought as he drew himself nearly back out of her and then gave it to her again, harder and faster this time.

		

		Steve began to fuck her steadily, his thighs making a steady slapping sound as he banged his fat dick in and out of her asshole. It might have been a little uncomfortable, if Tina hadn’t been so wildly turned on by playing her part in this kinky sex tableau, and if Candy hadn’t been licking her clit furiously while Steve butt-fucked her.

		

		As it was, she was extremely aroused by what was happening to her. She pushed her hips back onto his spearing cock, gobbling the other girl’s sweet pussy nectar eagerly, and loving Candy’s tongue against her tender clit.

		

		“Here, pretty girl, have some cock to go along with all of that pussy,” a sexy baritone voice with a lilting island accent said just then, and someone grabbed and handful of Tina’s hair and jerked her head upward, away from Candy’s overflowing slit.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		She looked up and saw that it was sexy Claude who had her by the hair, his massive black cock head inches from her lips. Grinning at her in the dim light, he fed it down into Candy’s gleaming pussy hole and shoved forward until his huge nut sac was flush against the bigger girl’s ass.

		

		“Would you like a little taste?” he asked Tina, drawing his cock all the way back out and pressing the gleaming head of it against her lips.

		

		Tina obediently opened her mouth and Claude fed inch after inch of his lip-stretching prick into her mouth and down into her throat. She licked at it as it penetrated her tight lips, tasting Candy’s sweet cunny juice all over the slippery surface of his skin.

		

		Mmmmmmmmm, she thought, how delicious—hot black cock and sweet pussy lube, all at once!

		

		She sucked him eagerly and he fucked her mouth for a few more strokes, and then he slid his cock out and pushed back it into Candy again. The big girl moaned up into Tina’s pussy, never missing a lick, as Steve continued to hammer Tina’s asshole.

		

		Geez, but this is fantastic, Tina thought happily, getting fucked in the ass and sucking cock and eating pussy--all at the same time--while two dozen people watch me do it!

		

		Tina had seen Candy getting it in the ass last weekend from Dave while Tina had been licking her puss, but this very up-close view of Candy’s cunny getting reamed out by Claude’s black whopper proved to be even more exciting. Every twenty hard strokes or so, he’d pull it out and feed it into Tina’s mouth, letting her lick it for him and swallow another mouthful of Candy’s hot juice.

		

		Her eager participation in the lewd four-way sex exhibition was having the desired effect, too. Out of the corners of her eyes, she could see couples hitting the carpet all around her. Dicks were being shoved into pussies everywhere she looked; cocks were being sucked, and cunnies were being eaten!

		

		The darkened living room was now one large sea of sucking, licking, rutting bodies. And being a part of it, knowing that her own hot dancing and sexual antics had helped to kick-start the orgy, was turning her on almost as much as Candy’s wriggly tongue and Steve’s big cock driving relentlessly into her ass was.

		

		Claude really pounded into Candy’s pussy, right below Tina’s nose. He nailed her hard for over a minute and Tina felt Candy’s big body stiffen beneath her.

		

		There was a muffled, yowling sound as Candy came; her ass lifting up off the carpet, her pussy just below Tina’s lips as Claude drilled it furiously. Candy’s mouth sucked Tina’s clit in at just that moment and she felt her clitty being batted over and over again by the orgasming woman’s tongue, as Steve rammed his cock all the way into Tina’s ass and began to shoot his load into her bowels.

		

		Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming, too! Tina thought--lapping at Candy’s clit with her tongue tip as Claude power-fucked Candy’s clasping pink hole. Steve’s really creaming me and Candy’s sucking and licking me like a crazy girl!

		

		Just as Tina’s fierce orgasm peaked, she felt Claude’s hand grasp her hair roughly again. He jerked her mouth upward; bringing it even with the dripping cock he had just slid clear of Candy’s sated cunt, and pushed the head between her lips.

		

		“Suck it and swallow my come, you hot young bitch!” he gasped, his cock jerking in between her nursing lips, a huge spray of ball juice spattering all over the inside of Tina’s mouth.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Tina moaned, eagerly swallowing the huge glob of hot spunk, just as the big dick went off again.

		

		So much, she marveled, still orgasming, so much hot come for me to swallow!

		

		The four of them stayed melded together until Claude’s big nuts finally ran out of semen and Steve’s cock lost its firmness and eased out of her bottom. As Candy and Tina broke apart, Tina immediately felt a pair of hands on her shoulders, urging her over to her left.

		

		The nice-looking gray-haired man she had seen chatting with the recording mogul earlier was pulling her towards him. He was naked now and he quickly turned her over onto her back and slipped his big hard on deep into her pussy without as much as a “hello”.

		

		“You’re incredibly beautiful and so sexy,” he whispered as he began to fuck her. “That dance of yours was enough to give corpse a boner, and this little body is fantastic!”

		

		Tina purred and reached up to stroke his perfectly-barbered gray hair, moving her hips beneath him in an easy, rolling rhythm, matching his fuck-strokes down into her. He was really old—easily twice her age--but he was still very good-looking, and his cock felt great inside her wet pussy, after the torrid ass-fucking Steve had just given her.

		

		She looked over at Dave and found that he was watching her getting fucked. His cock was now deep in the ass of the brunette girl who had been sucking it earlier.

		

		Her handsome Dave smiled at her and she smiled back, still balling this perfect stranger effortlessly, as if she’d been casually screwing men she’d never seen before her whole life. She shivered at how naughty and odd and perfectly wonderful it felt to do that; she was a confirmed swinger girl now, for sure!

		

		Tina’s gray-haired partner made her come as he went off inside her. She held him close and pumped her hips in perfect time with his frantic lunges, milking his balls dry with her tight, clasping pussy.

		

		“Mmmmmm, thank you, that was great!” she whispered as he pulled his now limp cock out of her.

		

		“You were great,” he beamed down at her, “you’re a really hot fuck! What did you say your name was?”

		

		“I’m Tina,” she told him proudly.

		

		“Well, I’ll be looking for you again at the party next month at Ziggy Norton’s place, you can bet on that. You are coming to it, I hope?”

		

		“Of course I am,” she told him, not knowing Ziggy Norton from the Man in the Moon.

		

		But she bet Dave knew him. And she bet that they would get invited to that party!

		

		She smiled up at her recent lover and said, “And I’ll be looking for you, too. I’d love to suck that beautiful cock of yours a little next time, before you fuck me with it again, okay?”

		

		The older man nodded eagerly and got up, beaming happily. He headed for the bar.

		

		“Is this spot taken?” she heard a familiar voice ask, as fingertips touched her cream-filled pussy lips lightly.

		

		She glanced over to her right and saw Randy kneeling next to her, tickling her jizz-slick her clit with his forefinger. Grinning up at him, noticing that his fabulous cock was as hard as it could be, she whispered, “Not if you don’t mind seconds, it isn’t.”

		

		“Seconds, thirds, tenths…it wouldn’t make a difference to me, Tina,” he told her, getting in between her spread-open legs on his knees and centering his rigid cock in her juicy slit, “not as long as I got to fuck this sweet little pussy of yours again!”

		

		“Flatterer,” she sighed as the huge knob eased into her and the big, steely rod began to fill her pussy to its limits.

		

		“God, but you’re a little honey,” he whispered as he leaned down to hold her small body in his big arms, starting to fuck her gently.

		

		“Oh, Randy, it feels so great to have that big thing in me again,” she sighed, moving her hips in time with his slow, easy, but oh, so deep penetrations of her pussy.

		

		Randy held her close and just fucked her. His cock had her mashed open all the way, her clit drawn downward to rest against his slickened skin as he did her a little faster.

		

		“Ummmmmm, oh, baby, do you ever know how to give it to me?” Tina moaned, locking her calves together across his driving butt.

		

		Tina let out a big breath and looked around, loving the feeling of being totally immersed in pure…sex! Randy was giving her a sweet, hot fucking, and she could see Candy a few feet from where she lay. The big girl was up on her hands and knees, getting a fat cock up her pussy from behind while a second large dick slid back and forth between her sucking lips.

		

		This is so cool! Tina thought, watching her girlfriend being just as naughty as she was being with Randy, working her pussy up to meet his thrusts. Everyone in this room, everyone I can see, is fucking or sucking or taking it up the ass!

		

		She looked around for Dave and saw him sprawled back against a chair, with two beautiful women she hadn’t met yet taking turns sucking his cock. He caught her eye and grinned at her and she smiled back.

		

		A woman moaned from somewhere off to her left and she craned her head around just in time to see Jerri, Steve, the party host’s lovely wife, whipping her blonde hair from side to side as a gray-haired man with an enormous dick, the recording company mogul, pounded her right over the top and into orgasm with it. Jerri’s long, dancer’s legs were pointed straight up at the ceiling as the older man filled her pussy with his come.

		

		“This is a great party!” Tina whispered excitedly as she looked back up at Randy, who was still rutting away inside her.

		

		“It is,” he confirmed, smiling down at her, “made much better by the fact that you’re here, cutie. You’re the hottest fuck at this party!”

		

		Tina sighed and wrapped her arms around him, fucking him hard. She was reveling in all of it—the atmosphere, Randy’s wonderful cock balling her right up to heaven and, most of all, a super-experienced stud like him calling her “the hottest fuck at this party”!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		“…and who was next?” Dave asked breathlessly. “After Randy spunked that hot little pussy of yours, who did you fuck next?”

		

		He was in bed with Tina, the lights low in their bedroom. It was the Monday evening following the big swinger bash at Steve and Jerri’s, and they were titillating each other with “blow by blow” descriptions of what they had done at the party Saturday night.

		

		“You remember that big, hulking pro football player guy in the Hawaiian shirt?” Tina said, smiling coyly at her hard-cocked hubby.

		

		He nodded that he did, and she went on to tell him, as she slowly stroked his big, stiff dick, in order to keep it that way, “Well, he didn’t have that shirt on any more when he came over after Randy had unloaded in me. As a matter of fact, Dave, darling, he didn’t have any clothes on at all.”

		

		“And what did he want?” Dave whispered urgently, his cock jerking in Tina’s fist.

		

		She giggled, “What do you think?”

		

		Dave reached over and kissed her, hard, his cock alive in her lightly stroking hand. He broke off the savage, excited kiss and demanded, “Tell me, you hot little tease, what did he want you to do?”

		

		“He was a very naughty man, sweetie,” Tina whispered back, mightily enjoying teasing her husband into a frenzy of pure lust with her lewd revelations about her slutty behavior. “He had this huge cock…it was about the size of Randy’s. And he wanted to fuck your little Tina in her tiny ass with it! Can you imagine?”

		

		Dave moaned and kissed her again, his tongue going wild inside her mouth. He finally came up for air a full minute or so later.

		

		“Did…did you let him?” Dave gasped eagerly.

		

		Tina giggled again, “Of course. I let him flip me over onto my tummy and get me up on my knees and shove that huge thing right in!”

		

		She paused for a moment and then added, “My bottom was already really juicy and slick, because Steve had blown a big load up there a little earlier, while I sucked that cute black guy’s cock off and swallowed his come for him, darling.”

		

		Dave made a sound like a hungry mongrel dog might make when you tossed it a meaty bone. He grabbed his wife and pushed her onto her back and pulled his cock out of her gripping fist.

		

		“You hot little slut!” he whispered, filling her super-wet pussy with it in one hard lunge down into her, “Did you like it? Did you like taking that guy’s giant cock up that tight little butt of yours?”

		

		Tina smiled coquettishly, working her pussy up to meet Dave’s frantic thrusts. She murmured, “I liked it all right…but I liked it a lot better after another guy pushed his fat cock into my mouth while that football player was banging my ass, darling. He made me suck it for him while the big guy fucked my little butt like a pile driver!”

		

		Dave gasped again and fucked her even harder. He panted, “You’re the hottest, baby! You’re the hottest little swinger-ho a man could ever latch onto!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, and don’t you forget it, mister!” she sighed, loving what he was doing to her slick, needy cunny with his fantastic cock.

		

		After another moment of the frenzied fuck, she whispered, “But, of course, it turned out that what those two guys did to me was nothing…when you compare it to what happened next, I mean!

		

		“Oh, oh, you hot little slut-girl!” Dave cried out, hammering her pussy as if there were no tomorrow.

		

		“Yesssssssss,” Tina whispered blissfully, fucking him right back, “I am. I’m your little slut-girl, darling!”

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Ah, oh, take it, you sweet teaser!” he murmured as he rammed her repeatedly. “Take my hot fucking, you little tramp!”

		

		Tina smiled and wrapped both her legs and her arms around her mumbling, rutting man. This was one of her favorite parts about swinging, enjoying the fruits of just how hot Dave became when she told him about what she’d done with other men…and women!

		

		She was going to come any second now. Her Dave was giving the fucking of her life. And he hadn’t even heard about the three guys who had done her next, or about how Candy and Jerri had sucked the big wads of come out of her and eaten it, when the next three guys were finally done with her!

		

		****

		

		“Was she good?” Tina asked, pushing her hips onto Dave’s exploring tongue. “Did she do it as good as I do, baby?”

		

		Dave looked up from between Tina’s spread legs and stopped kissing and licking at her overflowing pussy lips for a second. He flashed an evil little grin her way and said, “She had herself some moves, honey. That little tongue of hers really knew some tricks, let me tell you!”

		

		Tina whined and pinched her nipples harder. She whispered, “Will you teach me? Will you teach me what she did to you, so that I can do it, too?”

		

		Dave ran his tongue tip around her aroused little pink clit and she shivered from head to toe, yanking at her nipples, wriggling her hips excitedly. He teased her unmercifully, saying slyly, “Maybe…I don’t know. Why should I? You’d just use it on other men, now wouldn’t you, you little sex kitten?”

		

		Tina didn’t answer; too busy quivering on the edge of a huge orgasm. Dave tapped at her clit with the bottom of his tongue but didn’t finish her. He kept her hanging, suspended between anticipation and ecstasy, for long moments…waiting.

		

		She knew what he wanted and, at last, she relented and gave it to him. She screamed, “God, yes, you know I will! You know I’ll use it to get other men off in my mouth and swallow all of their hot, delicious spunk for them, darling!”

		

		Dave smiled, as if she was a good little Catholic girl who had just recited her Catechism perfectly. He pushed his mouth over her clit, sucking, and ran his tongue all around it.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Tina shrieked, coming hard, mashing her cunny against her husband’s lips and tongue.

		

		And I will do it! She thought defiantly. I’ll learn that other girl’s nasty blowjob tricks and use them on Randy and Claude and every other guy I suck off at the next party!

		

		She glanced down at Dave as she twisted and ground her cunt against his mouth while he continued to eat her all the way through her climax, like the master pussy-licker he was. She thought, and you’ll just love watching me do it, won’t you, darling? You’ll eat it up when I do it, and then go crazy when I tell you about after the party is over, just like tonight!

		

		****

		

		“You were going to tell me what happened after the football player and his friend? Dave whispered that Tuesday night.

		

		“Yes, and you were going to show me that girl’s suck-off tricks, too,” Tina smiled at him as he held her naked body to his in bed.

		

		“It’ll make my dick as hard as a spear, hearing what you did after the football player and his pal did whatever they did with you, baby, and you know it.”

		

		She thought about that for a moment and then said, “Okay, I’ll tell you about that-- and the three guys who followed them--and get that pretty cock of yours super-hard, my sweet Big-Dicked Dave,” she whispered, touching said cock lightly with just her fingertips.

		

		“And then you can show me how she sucked it for you.”

		

		“Deal,” Dave whispered back, “now, was the football guy a good fuck?”

		

		Tina grinned at him and murmured, “They’re all good fucks, darling; some are better than others but, so far, I’ve found all of those strange cocks you’ve introduced into my life through swinging to be good fucks. The magic is that they’re brand new to me, and I want them! I want to suck them…to fuck them…I want to take them up my ass!”

		

		She hissed out the word “ass” in tantalizing, breathy way and Dave’s dick jumped in her fist. And, while she was teasing him, purposely getting him excited by what she was saying, she wasn’t really lying.

		

		All of those cocks had been wonderful to experience. She now just loved sex, in all of the many forms she had encountered so far, and she was no longer intimidated by it or afraid of it. Frankly, she now wanted all the cocks she could get!

		

		Sensing Dave was ready for more mental stimulation, she whispered, “the football guy had a really big, really long one—it might be even longer and bigger around than Randy’s!”

		

		Dave sighed. She went on to say, “And he really wanted my cute little ass, darling. He wanted to power fuck it. I was lucky that Steve had pumped that huge load of slippery come in me back there right before that, or he might have hurt me, the way he reamed my little butt out like a wild man.”

		

		She felt her husband shiver as he imagined how hard she had gotten butt-banged that night from the pro ball player. Loving that reaction, she went on to add, “And his friend, who fucked me in the mouth while his pal drilled my bottom? He was hung pretty well, too, my darling Dave. He really had a tonsil teaser of a cock on him, and he shoved it into my mouth like he wanted to tickle my tummy with it!”

		

		“H-how did that f-feel?” Dave’s voice was low and breathy, too, and Tina knew that he was picturing her getting it like that, from both ends at once, by two guys who just wanted to shoot their wads into her lovely young body.

		

		“It was hot,” she admitted, her big brown eyes staring up at him as she began to stroke his hard-as-it-could-get cock. “I actually loved it. I loved being hammered like that. It was just what I wanted, right then, and man-oh-man did those two give it to me!”

		

		Dave sucked in a ragged breath and gasped, “You sexy little slut, Tina! You’re incredible!”

		

		She slid down a little and turned onto her tummy. Still staring up at him innocently, she whispered, “Both of them had, like, a gallon of come apiece, darling. And they made me take every drop of it when they came. I nearly drown, swallowing that much hot, gooey spunk; and the guy in my bottom filled me completely in about three big spurts…but he wasn’t done. He just kept coming and coming in your little Tina’s poor tiny asshole!”

		

		Dave whined with pure arousal, his cock jumping in her grasp, as he begged her, “Oh, suck it for me!”

		

		Tina ran her tongue all around it. She whispered, “Show me what that girl did that you liked so much, darling.”

		

		“Your tongue,” Dave groaned, “run your lips all the way down on it, deep-throat me all the way, baby girl, and then stick your tongue out and lick my balls while you’re down there!”

		

		What an unbelievably nasty, fun idea! Tina thought with grudging admiration for the other woman’s naughty mind, to think of such a perverted, sexy little trick.

		

		She ate every last inch of Dave’s long cock easily—all of that practice, plus sucking off men who were much longer than Dave, had really paid off when it came to her ability to deep-throat a prick—and, once she was down there, she slipped her tongue out and ran it all around both of her husband’s hairy nuts. Dave whimpered and moaned and grabbed her tits and squeezed.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Tina, you do it even better than she did!”

		

		Damned right I do! Tina thought--beginning to bob her head on him, but pausing momentarily on every fourth or fifth downward stroke to practice her new tongue trick on his balls.

		

		When he eventually came, he did nearly drown her. But Tina didn’t mind a bit; she just swallowed and swallowed and sucked for more!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Tina embarrassed herself by jumping around the kitchen like a besotted teenager when the invitation to Zachariah, “Ziggy” Norton’s upscale swinger bash arrived via e-mail on Dave’s laptop. The party was to be held the following Saturday afternoon and evening at his estate in Bel Air, right up the hill from Beverly Hills. Ziggy, Dave explained to her, was a wealthy, mostly washed-up musician from the late eighties.

		

		“He had a lot of hits,” Dave explained. “They called him the ‘Elton John of the Eighties’, because he played piano and sang, and co-wrote a lot of his songs.”

		

		Dave shrugged and went on to add, “Some of his stuff wasn’t bad; you still hear it on oldies stations today, and that earns him a lot of money in royalties every year. Plus, he appears over in Vegas for weeks at a time, several times a year, and usually sells out his shows there. So Ziggy still has some serious money to throw around.”

		

		“Why is he called “Ziggy”, if his name is Zachariah?” Tina asked.

		

		“The story I heard was that Ziggy hated Zachariah from the time he was five, so he picked another name he liked better that also started with a ‘Z’,” Dave informed her. “I know you probably never heard of David Bowie, but back in the day, he was a big rock star who created this character in the early seventies--when Ziggy was young and impressionable--called Ziggy Stardust. I think that’s where our Ziggy pinched the name from originally.”

		

		“And he likes to swing, I take it?” Tina asked.

		

		“You have to realize, kitten,” Dave replied, “he was once this famous guy who had panties and room keys tossed up on stage by girls in the audience at every show. He got more pussy than you can ever imagine—he had his pick of all the young hotties back then. Hosting the occasional big, fancy swinger party nowadays is the only way he’s ever going to experience anything even vaguely like that again.”

		

		She looked at him questioningly and he explained, “Ziggy’s only in his late forties or maybe his early fifties now, but he lived pretty hard when he was at the top and on the slide downward; lots of booze and drugs. So he looks more like he’s in his late fifties or early sixties now. The girls aren’t exactly throwing their panties anymore and the days when he was mobbed by young, hot-looking groupies who wanted to fuck him just because he was Ziggy Norton are long gone.”

		

		“Oh,” Tina said, resolving to look “Ziggy” up on the net and on Youtube between now and Saturday so that she could become familiar with his work, in case she met him at the party and he mentioned one of his songs.

		

		She thought it would be awkward if she had to admit she’d never heard of him or his music. He might think she’d been raised in a cave somewhere which, thanks to her father, was closer to the truth than she liked to admit.

		

		****

		

		“Wow, what a house!” Tina whispered, staring at the huge, English country estate-like setting spread out just ahead of her.

		

		It was Saturday afternoon, and they were headed up the long private driveway leading to Ziggy Norton’s fabulous mansion. The tall wrought iron gates at the head of the drive stood open for the party, but there had been an armed guard standing in between the gates, checking ID’s off against names on the guest list.

		

		They came around the corner of an artfully planted and maintained screen of trees and thick foliage, and there sat the mansion. It was a magnificent English manor house that would have fit right in amid the English countryside, in Derbyshire or Suffolk. There were clipped hedges and a rose garden, along with an English tea garden and acres of carefully tended lawn.

		

		But here it stood, less than ten miles away from Hollywood and Vine. There was already a continuous row of parked cars around the circular drive out in front of the house, which had a fountain shooting up into the air at its center.

		

		“There must be eighty people here already,” Tina commented as Dave found a place to park their Ford.

		

		“Yeah, I thought we’d be a little early, but it doesn’t look like we are, does it.”

		

		“How many people will show up for this?” Tina asked, her whole body feeling alive and tingly at the thought of this huge house filled with swingers; literally dozens of men for her to chose from, plus their wives and dates, too, of course!

		

		It made her pussy start to moisten just thinking about it.

		

		“Randy said that this would be among the best parties of the year, so a ton of people will turn out,” Dave said, getting out of the car. “He thought there might be as many as a hundred and fifty or so, total.”

		

		“Wow,” Tina said, getting out on her side.

		

		She unbuttoned the long coat she’d worn and tossed it into the front seat, taking only her small clutch bag with her. On second thought, she tossed it into the car, too. Dave came around and took her arm as she closed the door and locked it.

		

		“How do I look?” she asked him, smiling, because she already knew that the answer to that question was “sensational”.

		

		“Naked, and yet clothed, that’s how you look, sweetheart,” he told her, grinning.

		

		It was perfectly true. Tina had on a new caftan-style, gauzy-white dress from Victoria’s Secret that was as sheer as it could be. You could have seen what color her panties were through it, had she been wearing any. And, of course, she was braless as well.

		

		“I’m actually glad that this is such a huge party in more ways than one,” Tina admitted to her husband as he escorted her up the drive and onto the four raised steps leading up to the front porch.

		

		He looked at her quizzically and she gave him a small, wry smile and whispered, “In a crowd this big, maybe our host, Ziggy, won’t notice me and demand host’s privilege with me.”

		

		“You don’t want to fuck a rock star?” Dave asked with a grin.

		

		“Not this one,” Tina said, turning up her cute little nose slightly. “I looked him up on the net. If this was nineteen-eighty-five or something, I’d probably be one of those girls throwing my panties at him, along with the room key to my hotel suite.”

		

		She leaned forward and rang the bell. Looking back at Dave, she said, “But they also had some recent photos of our host posted as well. ‘Eeewwwww,’ is about all I can say--talk about letting yourself go! The guy is icky-looking now; all pot-bellied and gray haired, where he isn’t bald.”

		

		Dave laughed and she added, “I’d much rather fuck Randy again. Now there’s a guy who looks like a rock star, with that long, gorgeous hair and that cute beard!”

		

		“Hey, I’m starting to get jealous,” Dave teased her.

		

		Tina grinned and said, “I just want to fuck him, baby, not trade him for you. I want to suck and fuck all of the good-looking guys I can handle today and tonight—but you’re still the one I want to go home with!”

		

		The door opened just then and the man himself, Ziggy Norton, stood before them in the entryway. He smiled and said, “You must be the Chapels, Randy and Candy’s friends. Come in, come in, I’ve heard so much about you!”

		

		So much for him not knowing I’m alive, Tina thought with a sinking heart as she eyed Ziggy in person for the first time.

		

		He was even ickier than she’d thought he’d be. He was not much taller than she was, and was as round as a barrel, with a bulging pot gut. His once-handsome face had sagged in on itself in every way possible—he had puffed up spots above each cheekbone from ill-advised cheek implants meant to tighten up his features, and not two, but three chins from being so grossly overweight. There were broken veins all over his nose and running onto his swollen cheeks from years of alcohol abuse.

		

		“You’re quite the little hottie, aren’t you?” He said, grinning at her as he stared at her naked boobs and her shaved-bare pussy slit through the transparent dress.

		

		“Uh, thank you,” she stammered, hoping to God that she didn’t have to fuck this ugly dude today!

		

		“This is the great room,” he said, leading them into the main part of the house.

		

		The room was indeed great. It must have been eighty feet across and the ceiling was open all the way up to the second story, soaring a good sixty feet above the carpeted floor. There was a gleaming-black grand piano sitting in the exact middle of the room, with a deep circle of easy chairs surrounding it, and a fireplace on the far wall that was so huge a tall man could walk right into it without ducking his head. At the rear of the room was a glass wall looking out onto the manicured-looking grounds and the swimming pool/patio area.

		

		There were probably forty people in the room already, milling around, drinking cocktails and chatting; and even more out on the patio, visible through the glass. Tina noticed that many of the women were as exposed in their dress as she was. Sheer tops worn without bras appeared to be the fashion choice of the day.

		

		A tall, good-looking man of about forty came over to them and Ziggy introduced him as Hal Weinberg, his business manager and old friend. He said, “Why don’t you man the front door for a while, Hal and greet our arriving guests? I’m going to rock this place a little and get this party started. But we still have maybe thirty people coming who haven’t arrived yet.”

		

		Hal nodded that he would and took off toward the foyer. Ziggy turned to the Chapels and said, “Here, let’s get you two a drink and then I want Tina to lean right on the piano there and watch me while I play a few songs. I think a hot little babe like her will inspire the hell out of me.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Tina smiled woodenly and joined Dave as they followed their host over to a long, elaborate teakwood cart that had been converted into a roll-around bar. The cart held a big tub of cracked ice, for mixing highballs, twenty or more bottles of booze, and cocktail glassware, along with a long row of empty wineglasses. A selection of wine bottles lay on their sides in a metal wine-rack below the bar surface. And there was another matching tub of ice on the carpet beside the cart; this one full of a large selection of imported beer bottles.

		

		Ziggy made himself a very tall scotch and soda with a bottle of Chivas Regal, and then fixed a short gin and tonic for Dave. Tina noticed that there wasn’t much room for the soda in Ziggy’s drink; it was mostly ice and scotch.

		

		“And for the little lady,” Ziggy asked with a smarmy leer as he stared pointedly at Tina’s exposed tits again, “what will you have?”

		

		“Just a glass of red wine, if you please,” Tina said, trying not to fix her gaze on Ziggy’s ruined face.

		

		Her host pulled a bottle of Robert Mondavi Cabernet Sauvignon Reserve, from 2009, out of the wine rack and opened it. Dave’s eyes lit up, he turned to Tina and whispered, “Enjoy, kitten, that stuff is about a hundred and forty bucks a bottle.”

		

		Whoa, he may be ugly, but at least he’s not a penny-pincher! Tina thought as she accepted a full glass of the expensive red wine.

		

		“Oh, this is just delicious!” She gushed after the first little sip. “Thank you so much, Mr. Norton.”

		

		He grinned and said, “Have as much of the rest of the bottle as you’d like while I play, babe. Oh, and no more ‘Mr. Norton’, okay? From here on, it’s strictly ‘Ziggy and Tina’, all right?”

		

		“Sure,” Tina smiled back, “I’d like that…Ziggy!”

		

		He beamed at her and put the opened bottle atop the portable bar for her. Turning back to face the room, his arm loosely draped over her shoulders, he suddenly shouted, “Cats and kittens, dudes and dudettes, boys and girls, ladies and gentlemen! This party is about to officially kick off and kick ass!”

		

		Everyone stopped conversing among themselves and turned to look at the party’s host as he held his glass of scotch and soda high, toasting the room. He moved, with Tina beside him, toward the piano at the big room’s center, shouting, “The bedrooms are on the second and third floors. For those of you who haven’t partied here before, any bedroom is okay to fuck in. There are locks on all the doors, for those of you timid souls who prefer closed swinging. If you like to share or put on a little show, just leave the door open and see what develops.”

		

		When they reached the piano, he sat down and Tina moved a few feet away, leaning on the side of the big Steinway and watching him, as he’d asked her to. He flipped on a microphone that was snaked out over the keys and said, through the room’s built in amplifier and speaker system, “The orgy room is up on the third floor. You can’t miss it. It’s big and the floor is covered in mattresses, and it has candles on the wall for you to light, so that you can see who’s sucking your dick. Oh, and the walls and ceiling are mirrored, for your added visual pleasure.”

		

		Ziggy ran his pudgy fingers up and down the keyboard once, leaned into the mike and shouted, “Let’s rock it, kiddies!”

		

		He launched into “Bump”, his biggest hit. It was a hard rocker with an infectious beat that reminded Tina of “Crocodile Rock” by Elton John

		

		Tina smiled in spite herself and sipped her wine. Ziggy Norton could still rock and roll!

		

		His voice with pitch-perfect, just as it had been on the original recording made over twenty-five years ago. And this live version, with just Ziggy and his thundering piano, minus the backing vocals and the drums and other instruments, was still electric, vibrant, and very exciting to watch—especially from three feet away!

		

		“Whooooo!” Ziggy shouted into the mike as he wound up the song minutes later and tickled the keys lightly, “Let’s slow it down just a little, but still keep it rockin’.”

		

		He began to play another of his big hits, “Blue Moon Going Down”. It didn’t have the frantic beat of the previous song but it was still catchy and danceable.

		

		Tina noticed that the easy chairs were all now full and that another forty people or so were standing around the room, drinking cocktails and watching Ziggy perform. She looked over at him and saw that he was in some kind of zone now, totally into what he was doing.

		

		I bet this is another reason why he loves hosting parties like this, she thought, not only does he get his choice of prime pussy again, but he’s the center of attention for a little while. He’s a star again.

		

		She finished her wine and went over and poured herself a fresh glass, immediately returning to lean on the piano as Ziggy launched into another familiar oldie that had sold a million plus copies. There were several other women leaning on the piano now as well, smiling at their host as they drank their cocktails and listened to him perform.

		

		Well, maybe I won’t have to fuck him after all, she thought, sipping at her utterly delicious wine, it looks like there are plenty of other women here who still find Ziggy as fuckable as can be, despite his dilapidated exterior.

		

		He finished that song, reached over and grabbed his scotch and soda off a coaster and took a big swig of it. Replacing the drink, he hit the keys hard and began to belt out “Goodness Gracious Great Balls of Fire”, an old Jerry Lee Lewis rocker from the nineteen-fifties that Ziggy had done a cover of in the eighties and had enjoyed a huge hit with.

		

		Tina watched the older, fat man hammer the keys and growl out the lyrics into the mike. She had to admit, her pussy was getting wet. This guy was great! He may have been old and ugly, but his talent was enormous and undeniable.

		

		****

		

		By the time Ziggy stopped performing, after nearly an hour straight of hit after hit, the great room was packed full of party guests. They were all talking and laughing and drinking, now that the show was over.

		

		Ziggy does know how to get a party rocking, I’ll say that for him,” Tina thought as she looked around and saw the big crowd’s reaction to the mini-concert. These people all seem excited, energized, and ready to fuck!

		

		She glanced outside, through the glass wall at the back of the room, and saw that people already were fucking, out by the pool. In the gathering dusk of the late afternoon, she saw a trim little brunette woman naked and up on her hands and knees on a chaise lounge with a big, hulking muscle guy behind her, nude, really banging her pussy, while a slimmer, very handsome man, also naked, was standing in front of her, feeding his long cock into her mouth.

		

		“That looks like fun, doesn’t it?” Ziggy’s voice asked her from just behind her left shoulder.

		

		She turned and he filled her empty wineglass with what was left of the expensive cabernet she’d been drinking, finishing the bottle. Tina smiled at him and said, “Yeah, it kind of does at that.”

		

		After a big drink of her wine, she said, “You were great, Ziggy. You’re an incredibly gifted musician and singer.”

		

		“Those are only some of my talents, Tina,” he whispered. “The rest of them lie in the bedroom.”

		

		She giggled. “I’ll take your word for that, Ziggy.”

		

		“You don’t have to,” he assured her, stepping a little closer. “Let me show you around upstairs, won’t you? You won’t regret it, I promise.”

		

		Tina agonized for a moment. He was the host. It was considered very bad manners to diss the host by refusing to have sex with him if he asked. She knew that.

		

		On the other hand, as charming and talented as he was, Ziggy Norton was still butt-ugly! She didn’t really know if she could bring herself to ball him or not.

		

		She glanced over at Dave and saw that he was deep in conversation with a pretty redhead with nice tits. She thought to herself, No help there; Dave is too wrapped up in seducing that hot-looking babe to worry about what I’m doing.

		

		“Sure, Ziggy,” she said at last, resigning herself to her fate. “Let’s take that tour.”

		

		They climbed the stairs together and Ziggy showed her to his master bedroom at the end of one wing of the large house. Once inside, he locked the door, explaining, “I love to do open swings as much as the next guy, but I want a little time alone with you first, Tina. My friend, Randy, tells me you’re a very special young lady, and I want to find out for myself just how true that is.”

		

		Tina smiled noncommittally. She was more nervous than she would have thought she’d be—after all, she’d fucked a number of strangers at the last swinger party she’d attended, at Steve and Jerri’s house.

		

		But Ziggy had her heart beating fast. Maybe it was because he was so famous, maybe because she was still reluctant, in some ways, to fuck him, or perhaps because he was leering at her so lasciviously—in any case, she was nervous, that was for sure.

		

		“Let’s get this off so that I can see those magnificent tits of yours better, shall we?” he asked as he raised her dress up over her head.

		

		The caftan-styled garment had a deep “vee” neckline, and was cut very loosely, so that it could be just dropped down into place over a girl’s body. And it came back off just as easily. Once it was gone, Tina was naked except for her sandals, which she kicked out of.

		

		Ziggy arranged her on her back in the middle of the king bed and then hastened out of his own clothes. Tina looked around the room as he did so, not particularly anxious to see Ziggy Norton in the nude.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“Oh, man, this little pussy is so incredibly pink and pretty,” he sighed, going down onto his sizeable belly between her legs, “let’s eat, I say!”

		

		Tina moaned as his tongue came out and lashed at her small slit from top to bottom. He grabbed a tight little ass cheek in each hand and lifted her butt up off the bed so that his mouth could really go to town on her juicing pussy lips.

		

		God, he’s got a tongue like an aardvark, I’ll say that for him! Tina thought as he enthusiastically gobbled her up. This guy eats cunny like he’s never had any before and he’s always wanted some!

		

		In moments, Ziggy had her writhing around under his savage oral attack. He slid his long, active tongue deep into her pink folds and began to tongue-fuck her pussy as he rubbed his upper lip against her swollen clit.

		

		“Oh, oh, my goodness,” Tina groaned, working her hips against his magical mouth and tongue.

		

		“You fucking hottie,” Ziggy gasped, taking a moment’s break to catch a breath, “your pussy is delicious…it’s as sweet as honey!”

		

		And then he was all over it again. Tina moaned and dug her fingernails into the bedspread, her small opening pouring out lube like mad.

		

		I’m gonna’ come, Tina realized, this fat, ugly man’s hot cunny-licking is going to get me off in record time!

		

		“Oh, Ziggy,” she sighed as her tummy tightened up in preparation for her imminent orgasm, “you’re eating me so great! Lick it…lick my hot pussy!”

		

		Ziggy kissed her clit lightly and then got up onto his knees between her legs, shuffling his knees forward. She stared up at him with lust in her eyes, wanting that deft tongue of hers back down on her needy clit.

		

		His gut was humongous. It looked as if he had a large beach ball hidden beneath the taut skin of his jutting stomach.

		

		Oh, look at that! Tina thought, looking lower, below Ziggy’s massive beer gut.

		

		His cock was humongous, too! It was shaped in a downward curving bow, the head as big as a ripe plum, the shaft easily as big around as Randy’s thick hunk of male muscle.

		

		He tapped the head against her clit and Tina sucked in a breath. He whispered, “Do you want it, pretty lady?”

		

		“God, yes,” she hissed up at him eagerly, “stuff that huge thing in me and ride my pussy, Ziggy!”

		

		He grinned down at her and lifted a leg in each hand, setting them atop his shoulders as he knelt between them. The tops of his shoulders hit Tina’s upraised legs right about mid-calf.

		

		Ziggy gripped his hard bow of cock flesh in the middle and ground his thick knob of hard meat against Tina’s pussy entrance, pushing down lightly. Her cute little pink lips opened for him and he shoved the fat knob inside them, followed by six or seven inches of hard shaft.

		

		“Oh, God, oh, what a horsecock you’ve got, baby!” Tina moaned as the huge rod forced her pussy sheath open wide.

		

		He rocked it back and forth in her tight, slippery hole and then pushed it all the way in when it was good and wet with her hot juices. Tina trembled, stuffed absolutely full of hard dick.

		

		“Oh, pretty baby,” Ziggy murmured, easing his huge cock in and out slowly, “what hot, tight little pussy you have! God, but you’re a joy to fuck, my little Tina!”

		

		She gasped and gripped the bedspread in her fists, levering herself up onto his driving prick as best she could. She worked her hips against him, reveling in the feeling of being completely filled with male meat.

		

		“Oh, fuck me,” she whispered, “fuck me hard with that huge thing, Ziggy!”

		

		Ziggy did just that, screwing his manhood down into her all the way up to his big nuts with each lunge. Tina moaned and mewled and cooed with joy, loving his hot, deep penetration.

		

		What a big one! Oh, God, it feels so good to get it from a huge dick like this one!

		

		She closed her eyes and pretended that it was Dave, or Randy, or Steve, from the last party, who was giving it to her so sensationally. She liked Ziggy as a person, but he was ugly and, even though his cock felt so wonderful in her that she could barely stand it, that didn’t make it any easier to watch him fuck her.

		

		“Baby, that little pussy of yours is sucking at my prick so fine,” he sighed just then, “you’re a really hot fuck, girl.”

		

		Tina loved that. She loved being called a really hot fuck. And he was right; her pussy was gobbling his sliding cock right up. She could feel it fluttering all around him as her pussy tensed up to come.

		

		“Fuck me hard, Ziggy,” Tina wailed, feeling the spasms getting closer together, “I’m going to come. That huge dick of yours is making me climax, you stud, you!”

		

		The old recording artist moaned and really poured the meat to her. He was puffing and panting now, his cock riding up and down in her grasping pussy sheath like a piston in a racing engine.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” he suddenly bellowed, “I’m coming, too, you hot young bitch!”

		

		Tina felt a deluge of cock cream spatter into her depths and that sent her clit into full orgasm mode. She screamed with joy and grabbed her own nipples, twisting them hard between her fingertips as she came and came on Ziggy’s spurting prick.

		

		He continued to fuck down into her until his big balls finally quit pumping out semen. Tina shivered and moaned and throbbed around his buried dick, loving how nicely she’d come on his huge cock.

		

		“Ooooh, Ziggy, that was awesome,” she sighed at last, as he pulled his now soft dick out of her very satisfied pussy.

		

		“You’re an incredible piece of ass, little Tina,” he said smiling down at her as the two of them disengaged. “That body of yours is fantastic, and you really know how to use it.”

		

		“Thank you, that really means something coming from a man who’s slept with as many women as you have, Ziggy,” she complimented him. “My husband, Dave, told me about all of those young women and girls who used to throw their underwear and room keys up on the stage at your concerts.”

		

		He sighed and smiled wistfully, “Those were the days. Yeah, it’s true; I did get a ton of pussy back in the day.”

		

		Just then, there was a knock on the door. A man’s voice said, “Hey, Zig, don’t hog the really prime snatch, okay? Is Tina in there with you, dude?”

		

		It’s Randy, Tina thought, recognizing her friend’s familiar deep voice even through the heavy door.

		

		Ziggy waddled his way off the bed and went over to unlock the door. Randy Rasmussen strode into the room, naked, and clapped Ziggy on the shoulder.

		

		He looked over at Tina, who was still lying on the bed, naked, with a steady stream of come leaking out of her bare pussy slit. Randy grinned at her and then asked Ziggy, “So, how was she? Was she as hot as I said she was or what, dude?”

		

		“Even hotter,” Ziggy grinned up at the towering Randy, “thanks for the tip. She was unbelievable. What a pussy!”

		

		“You should try her ass sometime,” Randy said breezily, stepping past his host, over to the bed.

		

		“Hey, beautiful,” he said to Tina, staring down at her.

		

		He grabbed his rapidly hardening prick and waggled it in her face. He asked her, “Care for a little of this, honey?”

		

		Tina answered that question by scooting over to Randy’s side of the bed and sitting up on the edge of the mattress, bringing her face even with Randy’s huge cock head. She licked her lips suggestively and whispered, “I don’t mind if I do, sweetie.”

		

		“Damn, look at that little honey suck,” Ziggy sighed, coming over to stand right beside Randy, so that he could watch as Tina gobbled his dick right up.

		

		“Hey, this door is open now,” Tina heard a vaguely familiar sounding male voice call from the doorway as she sucked Randy’s pretty cock to full hardness.

		

		“It is at that, mon,” she heard another familiar voice chime in.

		

		Steve, the tall, lanky professional choreographer who had hosted last week’s swinger bash came into the bedroom and stood beside the bed. He was as naked as Randy and Ziggy.

		

		Claude Pascal, the sexy black guy from Haiti stepped into view. His long, limp cock was also in evidence, since he, too, was nude, like the other men.

		

		“Tina, we have sought you out,” Claude said in that lilting island accent of his. “You were the hit of last week’s little get together, and we all wanted to sample your bountiful charms again.”

		

		Tina’s pussy fluttered open and closed. This was so cool; three gorgeous guys who all wanted to fuck her again!

		

		“Is this a closed party, or can latecomers take a turn with this cute little gal?” a man’s voice suddenly asked from the doorway.

		

		Tina peered around Randy’s big body curiously, recognizing this new voice, too, but totally unable to place it. Her heart skipped a beat as she saw who it was who had spoken.

		

		It was Kyle Bennett, the movie star! No wonder she’d recognized his voice. Kyle Bennett was young, handsome, oh, so sexy, and red-hot at the box office these days!

		

		“Sure, Kyle,” Randy said, still working his hips in and out as Tina sucked him, “this is Tina, she’s good pal of mine, and man, is she a hot one in the sack!”

		

		Kyle Bennett grinned and then turned toward the doorway and yelled, “Hey, Lance, get your ass in here. We’re in luck. That hot chick we heard about downstairs is in here giving blowjobs!”

		

		Tina’s eyes about popped out of her head as she moved he lips in and out on Randy’s now very hard shaft. Lance Talbot, another fast-rising movie star who was about Kyle Bennett’s age—early to mid-twenties—stepped into the room and eagerly began to doff his clothes.

		

		Omigod, two famous movie stars and all of these other hunky guys, and they all want to fuck me! Tina thought--her head spinning with excitement. And it looks like Ziggy is going to want another turn with me, too. His cock is starting to get stiff again already!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		“Goddamn I’m glad I decided to come to this party at the last minute,” Kyle Bennett told his friend, Lance Talbot. “This little bitch is hotter than hell. I can’t wait to fuck her!”

		

		Tina mewled happily, riding cock like a crazy girl. She had Randy up her ass and Steve in her pussy and Ziggy was standing on the bed, knees bent, so that his long, curved prick was even with her mouth as she rode the other two men. She was sucking it like she couldn’t get enough of it, more than three quarters of its awesome bulk disappearing into her mouth and throat with each bob of her head.

		

		“Look at those great, natural tits of hers bounce around,” Lance Talbot sighed, his nine inch dick clasped in his lightly-stroking fist as he watched Tina perform, “and that cute little ass! I can’t believe a tiny girl with that tight a butt can take Randy’s entire prick, man!”

		

		“I can barely believe it either,” Kyle said, stroking his own sizeable cock to fullness as he watched the torrid three-way Tina was in the middle of. “That little girl is a real hottie!”

		

		Tina was going to come any second now. She just loved this!

		

		Being the center of attention in the middle of all of these hunky men, hearing them call her a “hottie” and marvel over how tight and pretty her ass was sent huge tremors of ecstasy through her impaled body. Randy’s whopper of a dick felt wonderful up her butt, as it always did, and Steve was giving her tight pussy a terrific ride at the same time.

		

		Even sucking ugly old Ziggy’s big prick is fun, Tina thought, the thing is so huge, and he’s so turned on by watching me blow him while I ball two other guys at the same time!

		

		Tina was extremely turned on by that, too. She’d never done three men at once before, she’d only seen it done in porn clips, but actually doing it was hot!

		

		She felt like a sleazy, down-and-dirty swinger slut…and that felt so neat to her that she could barely stand it. Dave was going to ball her senseless this week when she told him in detail about all of…this!

		

		“Oh, shit, man, you can’t last in this little ass!” Randy suddenly moaned. “It’s just too fucking tight and slick!”

		

		He moaned deeply again and Tina felt an enormous spume of come splash deep into her bowels. She shuddered, her clit throbbing hard, and then Steve gasped, “Her pussy’s tight as hell, too. It’s fluttering all around my dick, man, suckin’ the come right out of my nuts!”

		

		Tina felt the first big jet of Steve’s jizz shoot clear up into her womb. It purled back out of her tight sheath and ran down onto her clit.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she screamed as best she could around Ziggy’s thick cock meat, coming furiously as the two men spunked her in unison in both holes at once!

		

		“Fuck, oh fuck what a hot cocksucker this kid is, and just look at her take that come up her ass and pussy!” Ziggy wailed at that moment.

		

		His prick exploded inside her mouth and Tina was suddenly swallowing come by the mouthful. It poured into her mouth and throat from Ziggy’s fat cock and she gamely glugged down as if she were chugging a drink!

		

		“Look at her swallowing that stuff!” Lance Talbot sighed, his dick as hard as a fireplace poker in his fist as he watched Tina in action.

		

		“Yeah and look at how hard she’s coming, from getting creamed in the ass and the pussy at the same time, while she swallows it!” Kyle Bennett marveled. “I don’t know about you, pal, but I can’t wait to get me some that!”

		

		Tina heard the men’s lewd comments about her above the roar of her own blood pounding through her body as she came and came. This was exquisite! This was really fucking--only swingers got to experience this sort of total, mind-boggling sex!

		

		The men standing around the bed, watching, waited until Randy and Steve had finally gone soft and pulled out. Ziggy eased his spent dick out of her lips and shook his head, “You’re incredible, Tina. You’re pure Sex!”

		

		Tina eased over onto her back, panting for breath, feeling both thoroughly sated and thoroughly aroused at the same time. She’d come like mad on the three wonderful cocks just now, but the sight of Kyle Bennett, Lance Talbot, and sensual, sexy Claude, with his long, thick black rod thrilled her to new heights of lust.

		

		“Are you too tired to do the three of us now, kitten?” Claude asked.

		

		“Tired?” Tina whispered defiantly, her voice low and breathy, her eyes shining with arousal. “What will you have, Claude, darling, ass or pussy?”

		

		He laughed and reached down for her. In moments, he had her up on her knees and he was on the bed with her, centering his fat cock head against her gaped-open, semen dripping asshole.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, yeah,” Tina sighed as he took her, “that’s it, Claude, honey, push it all the way in!”

		

		He did so, and then wrapped his arms around her and rolled onto his back against the pillows at the head of the big bed, keeping this cock drilled all the way into her back entrance. Lyle Bennett scrambled onto the bed and eagerly knelt between Tina and Claude’s spread legs.

		

		“Oh, what a nice one,” Tina whispered as he put his nine inch prick all the way up into her pussy. “I’m Tina, by the way, and I love your movies.”

		

		He grinned and started to fuck her, saying, “I’m Kyle and I love your body, Tina, its perfect!”

		

		Lance Talbot got onto the bed and stood up, his rigid eight inch cock just inches from Tina’s mouth as she turned her head to face him. She smiled invitingly and said, “I love your pictures, too; how about a blowjob, handsome?”

		

		Her lips opened and he slid right in. Tina ran her tongue all over his pretty cock and began to suck.

		

		She took him deep easily and did the new little trick she’d learned from Dave, licking around Lance’s balls once he was buried all the way into her mouth and throat. He gasped in surprise, “Fuck, what a hot little puss this girl is. Look at her use that tongue of her on my nuts while she’s deep-throating me!”

		

		There was movement over in the open doorway. Tina just caught it out of the corner of her eye as she moved her head in and out on Lance Talbot’s nice cock.

		

		“Dudes, check this out!” a man’s voice said. “There’s this hot young girl in here doing a fucking triple. I’m not kidding; she’s got one up her butt, Kyle Bennett in her pussy, and she’s suckin’ off Lance fucking Talbot to boot, all at the same time!”

		

		The man who had shouted back into the hall stepped into the room. He was in his mid-twenties, and a real cutie.

		

		As he hurried over to the bed, his clothes coming off as he crossed the big bedroom, Tina saw another small knot of men, roughly in the same age group as their friend, all enter the room and head toward the bed as well. They, too, were busily stripping off their clothes as they approached.

		

		What a bunch of honeys! Tina thought as she rode the two cocks and sucked dick. Not an ugly guy in the group.

		

		She realized, as the men finished getting naked--and she saw that all their cocks, which ran from nice-sized to huge, and were already hard—that she wouldn’t be leaving this bedroom anytime soon. They all wanted to fuck her--that was clear.

		

		And her heart began to race even faster as she decided that she was going to let all of them do just that!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, man, what a hot pussy you’ve got, baby!” the cute young man who had led the charge into the room whispered in Tina’s ear as he fucked it hard.

		

		She mewled out her appreciation of his nice, but somewhat lewd compliment, riding his dick in a slow, rolling motion as one of his hunky friends gave it to her up the butt at the same time. She couldn’t speak because yet another one of the naked young men had his nine inch dick in her mouth.

		

		This was the second full triple Tina had done since Lance and Kyle and Claude had made her come furiously nearly a half an hour ago. The other threesomes had made her come, too, and this set of guys weren’t doing badly in that department either!

		

		Tina’s nipples felt enormous as her big tits jiggled around constantly from the hard fucking she was getting in both holes, and her clit was starting to throb in concert with her clutching asshole. The man sliding his cock in and out of that slippery, lube-and- semen-filled sheath moaned just then and whispered to his colleague in Tina’s pussy, “This butt of hers is unbelievable, man. I’ve never fucked such a perfect little ass before, and—Jesus--is it ever tight?”

		

		“Her pussy is terrific, too, dude,” the other man panted, still balling Tina deep and steady. “I’m gonna’ shoot a mega load in it before long!”

		

		Tina moaned, and closed her eyes in rising ecstasy. A mega load sounded wonderful to her. All of the guys who had spunked her so far, in every opening she had, had really unloaded in her. Her pussy was inundated with come, as was her ass cavity, and her tummy literally sloshed from all of the jizz she’d swallowed thus far!

		

		I love it, she thought, daydreaming about getting creamed again, I just love getting that stuff shot into me when I’m coming like crazy…it makes my orgasms even hotter!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		“There’s our Tina!” she heard a female voice say. “There’s our hot little party girl!”

		

		Tina’s eyes shot open and she saw a very naked Candy standing next to the bed with Jerri, Steve’s wife, and another couple of pretty young girls she didn’t know. They were watching intently as Tina did three men at a time.

		

		“God, babe, you really get into it, don’t you?” her large friend asked, smiling and shaking her red-blonde hair in amazement. “Three guys at once? What a slut you are, babe!”

		

		Tina giggled as best she could around the thick cock she was sucking. There was no reproach at all in Candy’s voice when she called Tina a “slut”. If anything, she sounded a little jealous that she wasn’t doing three guys at the same time.

		

		“Look at her do all of those big dicks with that hot little body of hers!” Jerri said admiringly. “I’ve blown guys and got fucked in the ass at the same time, or in the pussy. But I’ve never done that!”

		

		“Me neither,” a pretty, red-haired girl sighed, staring down at Tina, “that looks so hot. I’m going to have to try that before the night is over.”

		

		Tina abruptly recognized the redhead. It was the same attractive girl she’d seen downstairs talking with Dave, when Ziggy had invited her upstairs. She wondered if Dave had fucked her.”

		

		“Oh, man, oh, man,” the guy in Tina’s pussy moaned, rutting faster than ever, clearly not minding performing in front of the on-looking naked women who had just arrived on the scene. “I’m gonna’ come! Oh, shit, am I ever gonna’ come in this little hottie!”

		

		Oh, yeah, she thought, give it to me, baby! Come right in my hot pussy!

		

		The cute guy lanced his thick cock into her as deep as he could shove it and cut loose. Tina gasped as wave after wave of warm spunk splashed deep inside her. It hit her clit as it oozed out around the guy’s buried cock shaft and that sent a huge tremor of pre-come pleasure throbbing through her. She bucked back onto the dick in her ass, her back hole grabbing hard, in time with her clasping pussy sheath.

		

		“Jesus, her butt’s suckin’ me off!” the man in her ass howled, driving in all the way, past her gripping anal muscles. “Take it! Take right up that pretty little ass of yours, baby!”

		

		Big jets of steaming-hot semen gushed into Tina’s bottom and she cried out as best she could around the third man’s cock, as she started to orgasm.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!”

		

		“Fuck, oh, fuck, man, her throat is vibratin’ my dick something fierce!” the third man screamed.

		

		His cock jerked in Tina’s mouth and began to spew ball juice into her throat. She gulped it down, shivered atop the two spurting pricks, still coming like mad once again.

		

		“Jesus, look at her get off!” a female voice murmured admiringly.

		

		“No, shit, this hot bitch comes like a crazy girl when she comes!” another girl sighed enviously.

		

		“Yeah, my friend Tina is super-hot,” Candy said proudly, watching the smaller girl climax furiously as the three cocks filled her with jism.

		

		Tina shivered sharply, her climax at its zenith. She loved coming in front of all the men, and the gathered women. She loved that they thought her hot…that they even seemed envious of what an out-and-out slut she could be when she put her mind to it!

		

		When the searing pulses of her orgasm had at last ebbed down to a few tiny twinges of pleasure, Tina let the now soft cock in her mouth slip out. She swallowed the last of the man’s semen and leaned forward, the guy who had come in her ass slowly pulling free of her flooded pucker. Seconds later, she dismounted from the now-limp dick in her pussy and lay down on her back, just catching her breath.

		

		“God, look at all of that jizz!” one of the women said, pointing down at Tina’s lower body.

		

		“Someone should bring me a towel and a wet washcloth from that bathroom,” Candy said to her friends as she sat down on the bed next to Tina.

		

		In moments, Candy was gently swabbing out her friend’s overflowing pussy lips and dabbing at her stretched-open anus with the washcloth. When she had cleaned up the gooey mess as best she could, she dried Tina’s body with the towel and leaned over to kiss her on the forehead.

		

		“How many guys have you fucked so far tonight, baby?” Candy whispered.

		

		Tina flashed the big girl a naughty, slightly-embarrassed grin and said, “I don’t know…quite a few. That was, like, my fourth or fifth triple-fuck in a row. And I fucked Ziggy, one-on-one, to start out with.”

		

		She giggled and whispered up at Candy, “I don’t know how many I did all together, but it was a bunch!”

		

		“Are you okay, honey, are you sore?”

		

		Tina shook her head that she wasn’t. “I had so much of that slick, gooey stuff up both my ass and my pussy that I’m not a bit sore, so far.”

		

		Candy lay down next to her on the bed and wrapped her arms around her. She ran her fingers through Tina’s dark, sun-streaked hair and whispered, “You’re such a hot baby, when you get going, my darling little Tina. But you have to learn to pace yourself. Everyone in the place is going to want to fuck this sweet young body of yours. You need to be a little bit discriminating in your choices.”

		

		Tina snuggled into Candy’s big, full breasts, feeling her nipples throb against the other girl’s. She whispered, “What about you? Don’t you want to play with me, too?”

		

		Candy smiled at her and said, “You know I do. And so does Jerri; and I bet the rest of these hot bitches would love to lick this little cunny of yours, too!”

		

		Tina trembled in the other girl’s arms. That sounded so nice, after all of the cock she’d just had!

		

		Sliding a little lower, so that their mouths were even as she held Tina, Candy whispered, “The last of the guys who were here have cleared out, kitten. So, let’s play a little—just us girls--and then we’ll all go up to the orgy room upstairs and fuck until we pass out, okay?”

		

		A large shiver of excitement rippled through Tina’s body. The party last week, in Jerri’s living room, had been a sort of free-for-all, catch-as-catch-can orgy.

		

		And Tina had just loved that! The thought of accompanying Candy and her sexy female friends up to a for-real, no-hold-barred orgy room—complete with wall to wall mattresses, and mirrors on the ceiling and on all the walls, the better to watch herself being an all-out slut—made Tina’s clitty pulse wildly!

		

		Candy’s mouth found hers just then, and Tina mewled happily and eagerly pushed her tongue inside of the bigger girl’s lips. Their tongues met and Tina slipped her arms around Candy’s lush body and ground her nipples against her friend’s as they kissed.

		

		****

		

		Men are wonderfully hot and sexy in bed, Tina thought, wriggling her hips, mashing her super-wet sex against the mouth of the girl who was currently eating her. But there’s a lot to be said for women, too!

		

		Right now, for example, she was soul-kissing beautiful, blonde-haired, long-legged, red-hot Jerri, while the pretty red-haired slut who had probably fucked Tina’s husband, Dave, earlier tonight was gobbling up Tina’s pussy. And Candy was nursing ever so gently--her tongue doing marvelous things as she sucked--on Tina’s left nipple. Another gorgeous, tit-hungry brunette was matching Candy lick for lick and suck for suck on Tina’s right nipple at the same time.

		

		God, I’m going to come again! Tina realized abruptly, that old, familiar, fantastic feeling suddenly gripping her tummy muscles and quickly fluttering over into her well-licked clitty. These hot bitches have made me come twice already, and now they’re going to do it again!

		

		Tina reached out and put a hand at the back of the head of both girls who were sucking her titties so perfectly. She moaned, “Bite my nipples a little, suck hard on them, you hot pusses…I’m coming again!”

		

		Both Candy and the brunette did as she asked, just as a tidal wave of come sensation rolled through her lower body and up into her jerking breasts. Tina whined at the intensity of it and ground her pussy lips against the little redhead’s mouth.

		

		“Ullllppph!” she heard the girl swallow as hot juice gushed out of Tina’s slit and into her mouth.

		

		That’s right, suck it! Tina thought, coming hard, suck that pussy jizz down, just the way you sucked my Dave’s big dick earlier, you hot cunt!

		

		“Oh, oh, baby, you lick me so great!” Candy wailed, riding Tina’ mouth, her green eyes closed in ecstasy, her knees planted on either side of Tina’s head.

		

		Tina knew exactly what Candy was saying…exactly what Candy was experiencing. Because as Candy knelt over her, so that she could lick the bigger girl’s clit and pussy for her, Tina was lying flat on her back again, with Jerri between her widespread legs, licking like mad.

		

		Jerri was a very experienced pussy-lover. Her mouth was all over Tina’s slippery little lips, kissing, sucking, licking, and she had Tina rocking right on the edge of yet another massive orgasm.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm,” Tina groaned as her clit gave that telltale pulse.

		

		She dug her nails into Candy’s ass cheeks and pulled the girl down tighter onto her mouth, her tongue swabbing all around her strawberry-blonde friend’s clit.

		

		Damn, but her pussy juice is sweet! Tina thought, her last coherent thought before Candy screamed that she was coming and unleashed a torrent of hot, succulent cunny oil down into Tina’s eager mouth.

		

		The two women moaned and twisted against one another, with Jerri never ceasing her unrelenting oral caress of Tina’s exploding pussy. Their shared orgasm roared on for at least another minute.

		

		When it was over, they separated and, both of them panting for breath, turned toward Jerri. Tina grinned and whispered, “Your turn, hot girl. Candy and I are going to eat you alive!”

		

		Jerri giggled and flipped over onto her back, opening her long dancer’s legs invitingly for them…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		The orgy room didn’t disappoint. Tina stood in the doorway, hand in hand with Candy and Jerri, peering into the darkness.

		

		All three of them were naked. Candy had explained to Tina that nude was the best way to go, as far as the orgy room went. When she ventured into this particular room, Candy told her, what a girl wanted to do was to give potential partners easy access to her naked body!

		

		And now she was here. Tina was trembling with excitement, with the electric thrill of wondering what would happen when she ventured into this forbidden den of sex and depravity, and the heady knowledge that she was going to venture into it…willingly, eagerly!

		

		Last week, at Jerri and Steve’s, in the front room; that was great. But this is so much better! There must be a hundred naked people in there, Tina thought, her body ablaze with renewed sexual tension as her eyes adjusted to the dim light and she could make out more details of the writhing, squirming mass of humanity inside the big room.

		

		Everywhere inside, it seemed, nude bodies were intertwined in the darkness. People were moaning and sighing and crying out with pure pleasure.

		

		She saw big, pretty blonde woman on her knees, a semi-circle of men around her, their cocks all hard, and the woman was fisting two of them as she sucked a third, with two more men patiently waiting for their turns in the rotation. She went from one cock to the next, sucking noisily, cooing and slurping, sounding as if she just couldn’t get enough hard, hot dick in her mouth!

		

		Tina shivered as she watched, wishing she could trade places with the blonde girl. She suddenly wanted cock again…lots and lots of cock.

		

		“I’m ready,” she whispered to Candy and Jerri. “Let’s go in there and get fucked!”

		

		Candy laughed. “You are such a little sleaze when you get going, Tina, I swear!”

		

		The big girl leaned over and popped Tina on the ass with the flat of her palm. “Go. Go on in there and see what happens, kid.”

		

		Tina giggled excitedly and pranced naked into the big room. She got ten or twelve feet inside, swaying gently from side to side as she tried to get the hang of walking on mattress tops, when a hand snaked out and grabbed her by the ankle.

		

		The hand jerked and Tina went down, still giggling. Hands were all over her body as soon as she stopped bouncing from her tumble.

		

		She looked around in the dimness and saw a whole group of young males and females—and not a familiar face in the bunch—surrounding her, touching, caressing, one particularly pretty blonde girl who was about Tina’s age leaning down, staring right into her smiling face.

		

		“Pretty,” the other girl whispered, peering intently into Tina’s eyes, “what a pretty one you are. Let’s party, baby!”

		

		The girl’s lips were on hers in an instant. Two other sets of lips found Tina’s nipples. What felt like a man’s mouth engulfed her pussy lips and began to enthusiastically suck and lick.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, giving herself over to the sensual joy-ride of being sucked and licked and touched by a half a dozen strangers as the pretty blonde girl tongue-kissed her.

		

		I don’t know who this hot young swinger mama is, but she’s some kisser! Tina thought, warming to the experience more and more with each passing second.

		

		The guy eating her pussy wasn’t anywhere near the best at that she’d ever had, but he was good enough! Accompanied by the lascivious pleasure of having her whole body toyed with--both by tongues and lips, but also by teasing, fondling fingertips, the girl’s mouth on hers and the man’s on her puss--soon had Tina moaning and mewling helplessly beneath the erotic onslaught of her new “friends”.

		

		She came, and the guy sucking pussy gobbled down her hot juice. Tina whined at how wonderful that felt and caressed the hair of the girl she was so frantically French-kissing as their tongues dueled together.

		

		“This little bitch is scorchin’ hot—just look at her come!” a man’s voice said, “Here, shift her over this way a little and let me get my dick in that wet little box of hers!”

		

		Moments later, as her orgasm ebbed, Tina felt her body being scooted over a foot to her right. The man’s lips left her still pleasantly-throbbing pussy, only to be replaced by a fat, hard cock head.

		

		“Ulllmpphhhhhh!” she moaned up into the mouth of the girl who was sucking at her tongue, as the long, thick hunk of male meat filled her.

		

		She somehow didn’t think it was Randy, but it felt like Randy! The guy was definitely well-hung and hard as he could be.

		

		He fucked her furiously and Tina just laid back and took it. The girl kissing her was hot as a cheap pistol and the two women, or possibly men, who were nursing at her nipples felt fabulous. She just worked her hips up off the mattress and enjoyed the skillful, deep, beautiful fucking her pussy was getting.

		

		God, this is so great, she thought, this chick is super-hot, and her mouth is sweet and oh, so nice to kiss. And whoever’s sucking my tits is really good at it. And this guy’s cock is terrific…and I don’t even know who it belongs to!

		

		“Jesus, this little cunt has a tight, juicy pussy!” the guy balling her sighed just then, still rutting hard down into it. “She might be even a better fuck than you, Jessie!”

		

		The blonde girl kissing Tina suddenly pulled her mouth away and whispered, “In your dreams, Bobby! If she’s so hot, then keep fucking her, by all means.”

		

		She turned back to Tina and smiled down at her, adding, “She’s super to kiss; I’ll tell you that. I’m not surprised that she’s a good fuck. She’s got my pussy boiling over, just making out with her!”

		

		And then the pretty blonde girl, whose name was apparently Jessie, had her lips back on Tina’s and was kissing her even more hotly than before. Tina moaned and kissed her back.

		

		This is wonderful, she thought, her head spinning with the ecstasy of having her body worshipped by so many lips, so many fingers, by the huge cock splitting her cunny open! This little crew was sensational, and she was glad they had grabbed her.

		

		“Fuck, fuck, fuck, but this little cunt can screw!” the man gasped, hammering her ass down onto the mattress with his massive cock. “I’m creamin’ her! Oh, fuck, is she ever getting a pussy full!”

		

		Tina whimpered with pure lust as he began to come in her. His spurting dick slid up and down inside her tight confines, spewing hot semen, coating her with it.

		

		A furious orgasm raced through her and she wailed with delight up into this Jessie girl’s mouth as she came and came once more. Jessie kissed her hard, as if she was trying to suck Tina’s soul right up out of her body as she climaxed.

		

		Jesus, what a come! Tina thought, reveling in the delicious depravity of it. What a hot, nasty, sweet come!

		

		As she floated back down to earth, the people holding her onto the mattress with their tongues and fingers released her. Jessie stopped kissing her and let her sit up.

		

		“You are one hot little cunt, aren’t you, baby?” blue-eyed, blonde-haired Jessie hissed, her very pretty face right in front of Tina’s.

		

		“I am at that,” Tina whispered back boldly, liking the way Jessie looked a lot, now that she could see her better. “I bet you are, too, aren’t you?”

		

		“Wanna’ find out?” Jessie dared her.

		

		“You bet!” Tina said, wrapping her slender arms around the other girl and drawing her in for another soulful kiss.

		

		The two of them rolled back onto the mattress, their hands all over each other as they sucked tongues again. Tina broke off the kiss and slid downward, her mouth finding one of Jessie’s big, long reddish-pink nipples.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, suck it,” Jessie moaned, her fingers in Tina’s hair, “suck my hot tits, you fucking little cutie!”

		

		The other people scooted back, giving the pair some room. Tina really went to town on Jessie’s big nipples. They were long and stiff and oh, so luscious to suck on!

		

		“Oh, babe, you’ve got sweet nippies!” Tina gushed, changing from the right one to the left one, her hand stealing up to squeeze the nipple she’d just stopped sucking as she did the new one.

		

		“Eat ‘em up, you hot bitch!” Jessie gasped, shivering in Tina’s embrace. “Oh, baby, can you ever suck a titty?”

		

		The fire was back in Tina’s belly almost immediately. It was almost as if the hot orgasms she’d experienced at the hands of Jessie’s little group so far had merely whetted her appetite to play some more. She couldn’t seem to get enough of this girl’s hot tits and succulent, fat nipples!

		

		Changing tits yet again, she slipped her middle finger into Jessie’s pussy and began to gently fuck it as she sucked. The blonde girl whined and pulled her lips tighter onto her swollen nipple.

		

		“Oh, for fuck’s sake, what a hottie you are!” Jessie gasped. “Do me! Do me good, you sweet little cunt!”

		

		Tina pushed Jessie down onto the mattress and kissed her way down the panting girl’s sleek belly. She pulled her finger out of Jessie’s waxed-bare slit and replaced it with her tongue.

		

		“Aggghhhhhhhh! Eat it, oh, fuck, eat it for me!” Jessie begged, her taut ass coming up off the surface of the bedding in search of more of Tina’s kissing lips and lapping tongue.

		“This bitch is dynamite!” Jessie whimpered as Tina sucked the girl’s fat little bead of a clit in and began to tease it with her tongue. “Oh, Jesus, can she eat a pussy or what?”

		

		Jessie whipped her long, spectacular golden locks around and moaned, “Someone stick a cock in this hot little cutie while she eats me. Somebody fuck her while she gets me off!”

		

		Almost immediately, Tina felt hands lift her off her belly and onto her knees, a hard knob of cock touching her semen-dripping pussy lips. The man who owned the cock shoved hard and Tina was suddenly getting fucked again as she gobbled up Jessie’s sweet cunny.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Tina murmured happily, working her ass back to meet anonymous but very welcome man’s lunges into her juicy cunt, never missing a lick at Jessie’s hot, slippery folds.

		

		I don’t know who this guy is either, Tina thought, and his cock isn’t quite as big as the last guy’s was—but it still feels great, fucking me!

		

		Jessie had a big nipple in each hand and was squeezing them frantically as Tina ate her. The blonde girl’s eyes were closed and she was cooing and tossing her ass up to meet Tina’s hungry mouth.

		

		“Oh, oh, shit, what a pussy-lapper!” Jessie sighed. “You’re gonna’ make me come, girlie! That hot mouth of yours feels sensational on my clitty, you sexy bitch!”

		

		Tina loved being a sexy bitch. She loved getting fucked in the dark by hot guys she couldn’t even see. She loved swinging. She loved every single thing about it!

		

		****

		

		“So, I’m Jessie Holliday,” the pretty blonde said. “Where have you been keeping yourself, hottie-girl? Why don’t I already know somebody as wild and sexy as you are?”

		

		Tina giggled delightedly and said, “I’m Tina Chapel. I’m married to Dave Chapel. Dave was in the local swinger scene for years, but then he married me and…uh….kind of, I don’t know…retired for a little while.”

		

		Seeing the look on her new friend’s face, Tina hastened to add, “But then he told me about swinging, and how much fun it is, and convinced me to try it, so here I am. This is only my second real party, and my first really big one like this.”

		

		The two of them were sitting against one mirrored wall, resting after their torrid coupling out in the center of the room. Jessie nodded as if that explained everything.

		

		“Yeah, I know Dave, I think. He’s kind of tall and cute, with broad shoulders and no hips to speak of? He’s maybe, twenty-six or twenty-seven, right?”

		

		Tina grinned. “That’s my Dave. Candy, a great friend of mine, calls him ‘Big-Dicked Dave’.”

		

		Jessie laughed. “Yeah, I know the Candy-girl, for sure; her and that super-stud boyfriend of hers, Randy. Dave’s got a nice dick, all right, but Randy…now there’s a dude that pretty much defines the word ‘hung’.”

		

		Tina laughed and nodded her agreement. “I’ve fucked him and sucked him enough times to be a total believer in that description of him. What a stud!”

		

		Jessie smiled and nodded. After a moment of companionable silence, she asked, “So, have you fucked Ziggy yet?”

		

		Tina rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, I didn’t really want to at first but…you know, ‘host’s privilege’ and all of that, so I did him.”

		

		She sighed and then added, “And you know what? I really liked it. Ziggy’s as ugly as sin and his body is disgusting; but that cock of his is magnificent and he really knows what to do with that big thing, once you get going with him.”

		

		Jessie nodded sagely, so Tina went on to say, “And I like Ziggy. I mean, as a person; I really like him, so I wouldn’t mind fucking him or blowing him again, not really.”

		

		“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Jessie agreed. “This is, like, the third party I’ve been to at his estate, and they’re all like this—wild, crazy, and so much fun! He really goes all out to make sure all of his guests have a great time. I’ve gotten to where I don’t mind screwing him either; it’s kind of like a mercy-fuck, you know what I mean?”

		

		The two girls laughed guiltily together. Tina really liked Jessie. She was beautiful and sexy and very knowledgeable when it came to the swinger scene. Plus, she was a red-hot lover!

		

		They started talking about all of the guys they’d fucked thus far tonight, sort of comparing notes. Tina told her about her triple-play chain up in Ziggy’s bedroom and Jessie was very impressed. When she heard that two of the participants had been famous movie stars—Kyle Bennett and Lance Talbot—she said, “Get the fuck out of town! You did both of those hotties at one time! God, you are a smokin’ hot mama, aren’t you? No wonder Dave married you!”

		

		After the two of them finished giggling over that, Jessie asked, “You and Dave are coming to the big blowout next month at Terri Russell’s place up in Santa Barbara, right?”

		

		Tina shrugged. “This is the first I’ve heard about it. You’re talking about Terri Russell, the television star, right?”

		

		“You bet,” Jessie said, “she’s super-looking very hot—Terri loves cock but sucks a mean pussy when she gets started, too. You’ve got to be there!”

		

		After a moment’s pause, Jessie said, “Listen, there’s no way to write anything down with both of us sitting here naked as a pair of jaybirds, but call Candy this week. She’s got my number. Get it from her and call me and I’ll try to set it up so that you get on the guest list, okay?”

		

		“That’s so nice of you!” Tina whispered, leaning closer to the blonde-haired cutie that was Jessie Holliday.

		

		“Anything for a friend,” Jessie whispered back, putting her arms around Tina. “And I’ve got a feeling that we’re going to be very close friends, if you know what I mean?”

		

		“Definitely,” Tina sighed, her lips inches from Jessie’s.

		

		They had just come on each other’s tongues again when a pair of male feet stopped right beside Tina’s head. She pulled her mouth out of Jessie’s slick pussy and looked up.

		

		“Hey, hi!” she said, smiling up at the older guy who had fucked her so nicely last week, at Steve and Jerri’s party.

		

		It was the insurance executive type who was in his forties and had said he’d look for her this week at Ziggy’s. And now, here he was.

		

		“Tina, who is your cute little friend, there?” the man asked.

		

		“This is Jessie,” Tina said, getting up onto her knees, as Jessie did the same. “She’s a hot as I am. You should get to know her.”

		

		The older man beamed. He turned and motioned with his hand and three more guys who were roughly in his age bracket came over and joined him. Tina recognized one of them as the recording company mogul who had balled Jerri so great last week during the orgy in the front room.

		

		All of them were gray-haired, both on top and throughout their chests and down into the pubic hair, but all of them had nice to very nice dicks. And all of their dicks were as hard as they could be as the four men stared down at Tina and Jessie.

		

		“How would you girls like to be doubled?” the record company guy asked, holding up a tube of sex lube.

		

		Tina looked at Jessie and Jessie grinned back at her. The golden-haired girl said, “I’m not prejudiced against older dudes, are you?”

		

		“Not a bit,” Tina said. “Let’s do it!”

		

		“Oh, oh, baby, these old guys really know how to fuck!” Jessie whispered happily minutes later, a cock up her ass and another up her pussy.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Tina smiled back, riding easy, similarly impaled on two old, but very stiff cocks. “I love doing this kind of stuff, especially with you!”

		

		Jessie grinned back at her and leaned over to the side so that the two of them could share a hot tongue-kiss as they got double-fucked…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		Tina lay back on the lounger, nude, sipping red wine. Candy was on the chaise next to her, drinking a vodka Collins on the rocks. Two hundred feet below them, the Pacific Ocean crashed against the rocks. Randy and Dave, a few yards away, also naked and sipping cocktails, were busily grilling up some steaks for dinner.

		

		“I wish Dave and I could afford a place like this,” Tina sighed, looking around at the fabulous deck, with the pool and hot tub, the ocean view. “I always feel so relaxed when we come out here to visit you guys.”

		

		Randy laughed and said, “I thought it was getting drilled by my big cock that relaxed you so much, babe.”

		

		She grinned up at him and toasted his flaccid hard on with her wineglass before saying, “That helps, too, Randy dear, don’t think it doesn’t. But this lovely ambience is super-nice, too.”

		

		It was the Saturday after Ziggy’s blow-out party. There wasn’t another big swinger bash until the “A” list get-together in Santa Barbara three weeks hence, so Dave and Tina had gratefully accepted Randy’s invitation to come out to Rancho Palos Verdes and spend the night with him and Candy.

		

		Tina was glad that her friends had wanted to party with them today. She’d found it hard this week to get her mind off the super-party at Ziggy’s and all of the incredible fun she’d had that night.

		

		Of course, spending every night since that lavish affair in bed with her horny husband, titillating him with all of the sordid details about the many nasty things she’d done at that party—so he’d get hard and fuck her brains out—hadn’t exactly helped her put it out of her mind. She had to face it: she now just loved swinging.

		

		She didn’t think she could live without it. Or at least she didn’t want to.

		

		So Randy’s invitation for a night of companionship, drinks and a nice dinner, not to mention some sexy fun between the four of them in the bedroom later, had really saved the day for Tina. She could hardly wait for the Santa Barbara party to get here. But at least she had her friends, Randy and Candy to help keep her entertained until then.

		

		“Have you ever partied at this Terri Russell woman’s place up the coast before?” she asked Randy.

		

		“No, but I’ve fucked Terri a couple of times at other swinger affairs over the years,” Randy answered, concentrating on turning the four steaks sizzling on the grill over as he spoke. “She’s a pretty hot piece of ass, and she loves to suck cock…and pussy, so you should like her a lot, Tina.”

		

		As Tina laughed at Randy’s sly tease about her blossoming bisexuality, Candy said, “You know, we’re all lucky to get invitations to that party, babe. If you hadn’t hit it off so well with Jessie Holliday, none of us would be going to that gig.”

		

		Tina glanced over at her friend, a bemused look on her face. “Yeah, I don’t get that. We all went to Ziggy’s party. Why wouldn’t we get to go to this one, too?”

		

		Steaks turned, Randy closed the grill cover and picked up his drink. After a big sip, he said, “The Southern California swingers clubs are mostly all affiliated with the regional club, but it’s a really loose confederation. The clubs that Candy and I, and Dave, for that matter, have usually partied with are all connected to the Hollywood/Beverly Hills club, but they’re not real closely connected.”

		

		Seeing that his explanation had clearly not solved a thing for Tina, he went on to say, “Take Ziggy, for example; once upon a time, he was a super-“A” list star. So he only swung with all of the really top-notch “A” list members. Now, he’s kind of an “A-“, or maybe a “B+” list guy at best. He gets some “A” list people at his bashes, like Jessie Holliday, and Lance Talbot, and Kyle Bennett, but not all of them come to his parties, by any means.”

		

		He shrugged, “Let’s face it; those three were kind of slumming when they showed up at Ziggy’s last week. They probably just didn’t have anything else to do that night, and thought they’d drop by and see what was going on.”

		

		Tina’s eye narrowed. “How is Jessie an “A” list person and you and Candy aren’t? She’s about my age, and you and Candy have been swinging for years longer than her, unless she started when she was, like, twelve or something!”

		

		“Jessie Holliday is an up and coming young singer,” Candy explained. “She sings back-up for Nadia Neal. She’s been on all three of Nadia’s platinum albums, and she tours with her. There’s a lot of buzz in the industry about Jessie getting her own album soon. Plus, she’s a great pal of Nadia’s, besides being one of her backing singers. The word is that Nadia may write or co-write some of the songs for Jessie’s album, and you know what that means.”

		

		Tina did know what that meant. Nadia Neal was one of the most popular singer/songwriters in the country. She was red-hot. If she wrote songs for your album, the odds were, it was going to be a hit.

		

		“Yeah,” Randy agreed, finishing his cocktail, “I’m rich and sexy and well hung. So I’ve come to know a lot of the “A” people over the years, but I’m still not exactly on their regular invite list. Nadia and Jessie are rich and sexy and famous…so they are.”

		

		Wow, swinger hierarchies, swinger politics—who knew such things even existed before this? Tina thought to herself

		

		Still, she could see it, now that she thought about it. Lance Talbot and Kyle Bennett had fucked her readily enough, but they hadn’t exactly taken her under their wing afterward and said, “Hey, you’re great, Miss Tina Nobody; let’s do lunch together sometime soon!”

		

		She was strictly a one-shot fuck at a swinger party, as far as the two famous movie stars had been concerned. Jessie, on the other hand, had called Tina twice since the party, having gotten her number from Candy. And she did want to get together for lunch!

		

		Tina looked at Randy and then at his girlfriend. She really liked them both. They were great friends.

		

		But the fact still remained that Tina was only twenty-two, while Randy and Candy were in their early thirties. Candy, at times, treated Tina like a little sis type that she was particularly fond of playing mother hen to.

		

		And that was all right. Tina liked being Candy’s protégé/little sis figure just fine. She admired the older girl and, in many ways, wanted to be more like her.

		

		She thought Candy’s apparel buyer job was ultra-cool, and envied her friend her many trips around the country and the world to attend fashion shows. And she often wished she had Candy’s confidence and years of experience, when it came to choosing just the right cosmetics, jewelry, colors to wear, and styles.

		

		Jessie, her new friend, on the other hand, was twenty-three or twenty-four, tops. That was much closer to Tina’s age, so Tina naturally felt a little more at ease around Jessie than she did with Candy.

		

		Even though she had learned just now that Jessie was on the cusp of becoming famous, a real Somebody, she still seemed more down-to-earth and approachable, somehow, than Candy did—with her fabulous house in Rancho Palos Verdes, her vast wardrobe, her hugely-expensive two-seater Mercedes convertible, and her encyclopedic knowledge of fashion and styles. She loved and admired Candy, but she felt just a bit more comfortable around the younger Jessie.

		

		“These steaks are gonna’ be primo,” Randy said, opening the grill to look at them. “We should be eating in ten minutes or so.”

		

		Candy got up out of the lounger. “Come on, babe, let’s go into the kitchen and check on the baked potatoes. You can finish up the salad while I turn them over one more time in the oven.”

		

		****

		

		Dinner proved to be excellent. They ate, nude, at the patio table, under the big umbrella.

		

		During dinner, Tina finished the bottle of expensive red wine she’d been drinking ever since she and Dave had arrived at the house a couple of hours ago and she’d had a glass of the wine Randy had served with the meal as well. As a result, when they got up to carry the dirty dishes and left-over food into the house, Tina was a little rocky on her feet.

		

		Randy put a big arm around her shoulder to help steady her. He also dropped his hand down onto her left breast and gave it a friendly squeeze as they entered the kitchen.

		

		“Want some cock for dessert?” he asked her with a sly little grin.

		

		She smiled up at him, putting the plates she had been carrying on the counter. Her hands now free, she reached down and wrapped a fist around his limp, but stirring dick.

		

		“When do I not?” she asked him with a naughty giggle, stroking it softly.

		

		He bent and kissed her. Tina sighed and opened her mouth for him.

		

		She loved fucking Randy. Just like she loved being in bed with Candy. She was very glad she and Dave had come out here today. It was just what she needed to take her mind off of how many weeks were left before the Santa Barbara party.

		

		“Hey, look at that,” Candy’s voice said just then. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think that little tramp you’re married to was trying to seduce my boyfriend again.”

		

		Tina opened her eyes, still kissing Randy, and saw Dave and Candy watching them. Candy’s hand was around Dave’s half hard cock and they were both grinning.

		

		“That’s shocking,” Dave said, turning to take Candy in his arms. “I may have to write a strong letter to the Times about this. It’s an outrage, is what it is!”

		

		Dave then kissed Candy and she rubbed her big tits against his bare chest and stroked his cock a bit faster. Tina closed her eyes again and turned her full attention back to kissing Randy, feeling his dick getting harder in her fist.

		

		After another minute or so, she heard Dave moan softly and opened her eyes once more. Candy was now on her knees in front of Tina’s husband, her lips forming a sexy “O” around his hard on, moving in and out.

		

		That looks like fun, Tina thought, pulling her lips from Randy’s and her tongue out of his mouth.

		

		“I wonder if I can swallow all of it?” she whispered up at him as she got down on her knees in front of him and ran her tongue all around the head of his rapidly-stiffening prick. “Let’s see, shall we?”

		

		Randy sighed with pleasure as she tilted her head back and pushed her lips forward, lancing all but about two inches of his massive dick into her mouth and throat. She stuck her tongue out and licked at the remaining inches of cock meat and then, fighting back her gag reflex as she’d learned to do, Tina forced the last of him inside and began to lick his heavy nut sac.

		

		“Jesus, but this little girl of yours can do some tricks, Dave,” Randy sighed, staring down at the spectacle of every last inch of his huge dong stuffed into Tina’s mouth, her tongue laving his balls.

		

		“Sex has become my baby girl’s favorite hobby,” Dave said with a big smile, watching with pure delight as his wife did her sword-swallowing act. “She is constantly working to improve her skills. It’s good that she has you to practice on, dude. You’re longer than me. She can deep-throat my puny eight-incher in her sleep.”

		

		Candy quit sucking Dave’s cock just long enough to say, “I don’t think it’s puny at all, baby. As a matter of fact, I think it’s gonna’ feel really great up my pussy in just a little while.”

		

		Tina would have smiled if her mouth hadn’t been stuffed to capacity with hard dick. She worked her lips back up Randy’s thick manhood, licking as she went, and then swallowed it again. She began to blow him, moving her head faster and faster as she sucked and licked.

		

		“Oh, fuck, but you’re getting good at that, Tina!” Randy gasped.

		

		I sure am, Tina thought proudly, and I intend to get even better!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

		“Well, that was a super-fun way to spend a weekend,” Tina commented as they entered their tiny rental house through the garage.

		

		It was Sunday afternoon, late. And they had just gotten home from their latest adventure with Candy and Randy.

		

		Dave put their overnight bag on a kitchen chair and took his wife in his arms. He smiled down at her and said, “You never get tired of fucking and sucking Randy’s big cock, do you, babe?”

		

		Tina thought about that for a moment and smiled up at her husband and admitted, “No. And you never get tired of seeing me do it, do you, handsome?”

		

		Dave laughed and shook his head that he didn’t. “No, I don’t. And you love watching me ball Candy, too, don’t you?”

		

		She moved her head up and down, the smile never leaving her face. “And both of you bozos can never seem to get enough of watching the big girl and I suck pussy together, either, can you?”

		

		Dave gave her a sheepish grin and a shrug. “What can I say? The two of you together in bed never fail to give Randy and me boners hard enough to pound nails with, kid.”

		

		“God, you and I are such a pair of perverts!” Tina laughed, nestling into Dave’s arms, her head against his chest.

		

		“Yeah, it’s a good thing we found each other, isn’t it?” he whispered.

		

		“It’s the best thing in the whole world,” she murmured, looking up at him raptly. “I love our life, Dave. We have such nasty, sexy fun together!”

		

		“Like that?” Dave whispered, knifing his cock deep into his wife’s steamy slit.

		

		She was on her side, with one trim leg held high in the air. Dave, on his side behind her, was fucking her hard from behind, ramming her full of prick.

		

		“God, yes, just exactly like that!” Tina moaned. “Fuck me hard, baby. Really give it to me. Do it like you did last night, when Randy was up my ass and you were really balling my pussy like a wild man!”

		

		Tina closed her eyes, reveling in the great fuck she was getting, and also remembering the insanely hot banging she’d gotten last night, when the two men had doubled her. God, but that had been such a good one!

		

		Randy had fucked her like a mad man, right up the butt. And Dave had nailed her pussy furiously at the same time. The orgasm she’d experienced had been so intense she’d nearly lost consciousness.

		

		And then Candy had licked the hot come out of both of her holes and fed it to Tina with her tongue tip as the boys had watched. In no time, they’d gotten hard again and had fucked Candy, two-at-a-time, just as fiercely as they’d just fucked Tina; much to the big girl’s delight!

		

		Man, we have fun together! Tina thought, getting hotter and hotter as she remembered all of the crazy, hot sex she and Dave and their friends had shared this weekend.

		

		“Oh, Dave, honey,” she whispered, feeling her clit throb hard and her tummy tighten. “I’m gonna’ come. That big dick of yours has me right on the edge…you hot fucker, you!”

		

		Dave moaned and increased his pace. Tina sighed; that felt so wonderful. Her Big-Dicked Dave was going to get her off—just like he always did. Her sweet Dave never failed her!’

		

		“Oh, baby, you fuck me so great,” she wailed as her pussy exploded. “Squeeze my big tits and fuck that hot stuff right into me, darling!”

		

		Dave reached around and grabbed a bobbling breast in each palm and squeezed, just as his flying cock began to spurt into Tina’s contracting pussy. They clung together, moaning in ecstasy as they both came and came.

		

		“God, Tina, you’re the hottest fuck on the planet!” Dave whispered as the torrid spasms finally began to fade. “What a piece of ass you’ve become, baby girl!”

		

		Tina slid over onto her back, practically purring. She was very proud of herself. A hot piece of ass was exactly what she’d set out to become, weeks ago, when she’s first summoned up all of her courage and tried swinging.

		

		And now she’d done it. She was a hottie, and she knew it!

		

		“I have come a long way, haven’t I, darling?” she asked Dave.

		

		“You sure have,” he said, up on one elbow, staring down lovingly at his hot, sexy young wife. “You’re like a whole different person. You’re so much more confident now, not just about sex, but about everything. You’re not that mousy little scared girl I first met anymore.”

		

		He winked at her and continued, “Deep down inside, you’re still that sweet, charming kid I fell in love with. That part of you is still there. But you’re so much more now; so sure-of-yourself, so hot, so sexy and fun to be around.”

		

		Tina thought about that for a moment and decided that it was not only flattering and wonderful to hear, but true as well. She paused, just considering that.

		

		She was very pleased with who she had become. She liked the new, bold, sexy, hot Tina a lot, and would never have gone back to being that afraid little fish-out-of-water, know-nothing girl she had been months ago.

		

		The wild, long-shot, audacious idea she had been mulling around for a little while now suddenly popped to the forefront in her head again. She sat up in bed.

		

		Leaning over, she grabbed the phone off the nightstand, smiled over at her husband, and said, “You know how I’m always going on and on about Randy and Candy’s place and how cool it would be to live the way they do?”

		

		Dave smiled back and shrugged. “Who wouldn’t want to live like that if they could?”

		

		“Well, that scared-of-her-own-shadow girl I used to be wouldn’t ever have the brass to try what I’m about to try,” Tina said, turning the phone on. “But I’m not her anymore.”

		

		She hit nine on the automatic dial list and the phone at her Uncle Ernst’s house in Pittsburgh began to ring. It was just five o’clock here, in California, so it had to be eight back in Pennsylvania; the perfect time to catch her uncle at home—eight on a Sunday night.

		

		Sure enough, on the third ring, the phone was picked up and she heard her uncle’s deep voice answer. She took a deep breath and said, “Hi, Uncle Ernst? This is Tina. How are you tonight?”

		

		She listened for a moment, and then said, “That’s good to hear. Dave and I are fine, too. Listen, Uncle Ernst, I’ve been thinking about my inheritance and how my father’s will tied it up in an unbreakable trust fund until I reach my fortieth birthday.”

		

		Tina listened to his reply. Then she said, “Yeah, well, I’ve decided that I don’t want to accept that. So I’ve got a proposition for you. I want to find an attorney or some group of attorneys who can break that part of the will. Will you advance me the money to pay for that?”

		

		She paused for a long while, listening to what her uncle said. At last, she said, “As I said, it’s a proposition, a business proposition; when our attorneys break the will and the court releases my inheritance to me, I’ll give you back double what you spent on legal fees.”

		

		There was another long silence as she listened to her uncle’s reply. She glanced over at Dave and saw that he was watching her intently, an interested but slightly puzzled look on his face as he witnessed their back-and-forth on the phone.

		

		“Okay, I hadn’t thought of that, but that’s a good point, Uncle Ernst. “I’ll check into that right away and let you know what I find out. All right, good, I’ll call you.”

		

		She hung up. Dave asked her, “What the heck was that all about?”

		

		“Daddy was afraid that I might turn out to be some sort of spendthrift if I got my inheritance from his estate at an early age, before I had time to learn the ways of the world—since he’d seen to it that I had such a sheltered upbringing. So he put a provision in his will that I couldn’t inherit the main part of his estate until I turned forty.”

		

		He rolled his eyes in exasperation with her father’s distrust of her, and she grinned at him. “Yeah, that’s what I think about that, too, darling. I’ve realized over the last few weeks that I want that money now, not eighteen years from now.”

		

		She moved closer to him, smiling, her breasts dangling down, jiggling as she moved. “I want to have fun with my sweet Dave and my new swinger friends. Who wants to wait until they’re forty to be rich?”

		

		“Rich?” Dave said, his eyebrows shooting up.

		

		Tina smiled slyly at him and leaned in for a kiss. Just before their lips meant, she whispered, “Not Bill Gates rich, like Randy’s daddy, but richer than we are right now, that’s for sure.”

		

		She kissed him for the better part of a minute and then pulled away. She said softly, “There’s thirty-three million dollars in that account--and I want it.”

		

		“Holy jumping fuck!” said her shocked-to-his-very-soul husband.

		

		****

		

		Tina and Dave talked it over and realized that the only one they knew very well who had any money, besides Tina’s two uncles, was Randy. So they called him.

		

		They had decided that they’d like to both hear what was said, so they got Tina’s cell phone and put it on the speaker mode before dialing up Randy. Once they had him on the phone, Dave explained what their situation was, with Tina chiming in frequently to better explain a few points.

		

		In the end, Randy said, “Well, I do know a really sharp lawyer. His name is Abe Craft, and he’s an “A” list swinger that I’ve partied with a few times over the years. He’s also the most famous, best criminal attorney in Southern California. Abe’s a real social kind of guy, so I bet he knows who the best attorney in SoCal for this kind of legal work is, too. I’ll call him for you and ask, if you’d like.”

		

		“Oh, Randy, that would be so great!” Tina said.

		

		“Okay, I’ve got his home number around here somewhere. Let me dig it out, and I’ll get back to you.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Five

		

		“So, what did he say?”

		

		It was Wednesday night of the following week and Tina had taken the morning off from work so that she could go to her appointment with Larry Trask, the attorney at Kleinfelder, Lenz, Trask, and Burnham that Abe Craft had recommended to her. Dave had just come through the kitchen door that evening, finding Tina sitting at the kitchen table, sipping a red wine.

		

		“He took the case,” she said, smiling hugely. “He’s got a firm down in Houston that he’s done a lot of business with over the years, and they’re going to look into some provisions in the Texas legal code that may be very helpful in getting the forty-years-old-before-I-can-inherit provision in the will set aside.”

		

		“What did it cost your uncle?” Dave asked, pouring a glass of wine for him.

		

		“It was a fifty grand retainer, but Uncle Ernst approved it over the phone and that was fine with Mr. Trask. He’d already done a background financial check on my family in Pittsburgh and discovered that they’re worth hundreds of millions of dollars.”

		

		“Hundred of millions of dollars--they’re worth that much?” Dave said, slugging down his wine in disbelief.

		

		“Both my uncles made a whole lot more with their shares of the family fortune than my poor, demented daddy ever did,” Tina explained. “It turns out that there’s a good deal more money to be had in making shrewd investments and playing the stock market successfully than there is in buying broken-down cow ranches in Texas and trying to turn them into religious utopias.”

		

		Tina took a sip of wine. She shook her head at her father’s failed obsession and went on to say, “Mr. Trask is optimistic that we can win this thing, and in a reasonable amount of time, too. He read my copy of the will through several times and I could tell from his facial expression that he didn’t think much of my father’s lawyer.”

		

		She grinned at her husband and said, “Trust Daddy to try and save a few bucks by hiring a hack attorney to draft the thing.”

		

		****

		

		It went even faster than she had hoped. The Texas attorney’s office found not only some statutes that proved very helpful, but also a judge who was sympathetic to Tina’s plight. The Texas legal firm did some digging and discovered that the judge had grown up in a very restrictive, ultra-religious home environment himself, and had rejected that sort of lifestyle totally as soon as he’d become old enough to do so.

		

		Sure enough, after agreeing to hear the case, the judge identified some vague language in the will’s provisions that he rejected out of hand.

		

		Within two week after filing a formal objection to the will, Tina had her verdict. A week after that, she was the proud possessor of a local bank account with just shy of thirty-three million dollars in it.

		

		Her attorney, Mr. Trask, suggested a very competent local accounting firm to handle her tax liabilities. Tina wrote out a very nice letter of resignation to her boss and turned it in.

		

		Since it was right at the end of the school year; that worked out fine. Mrs. Harker, Tina’s boss, accepted the letter reluctantly and wrote her a glowing letter of recommendation for her files.

		

		Tina graciously accepted it, finished out her two weeks at the school, and cleaned out her desk. She filed the recommendation letter away. She didn’t think she’d ever need it, now that she was a multi-millionaire, but you never knew.

		

		After that, she started spending days on end house hunting, usually accompanied by Candy or Jessie. She didn’t tell Dave about her real estate browsing. She wanted to surprise him.

		

		And she did.

		

		One day, she called him on his cell and asked him if he could break free from work a little early that afternoon. He said he could, and she met him in the kitchen, not with her usual glass of wine for the two of them, but with car keys in hand.

		

		“Come on, I’ve got something to show you,” she told him, beaming happily.

		

		He wanted to know what it was, of course, but just as he’d kept the contents of his little “gift” bag secret that time he’d bought her the vibrator, Tina wouldn’t tell him. She just drove toward the coast, as if she were on her way to Randy’s place.

		

		When they got to the exclusive neighborhood where Candy and her long-time beau lived, however, Tina took a different street. It wound up the hill, finally topping out in the long, sweeping, private driveway of a mini-estate that overlooked the ocean. There was a real estate sign on the perfectly landscaped front lawn that read: “For Sale”, with a big red “Sold” sign attached across it diagonally.

		

		Tina parked in the drive and got out. With a puzzled look on his face, Dave got out, too, and came around the car.

		

		“Who lives here?” he asked.

		

		“We do,” Tina said simply, still beaming.

		

		She took a small remote out of her purse and hit a button and the end door on the four-car garage slid upward to reveal a brand new Mercedes CLS 550 four door coupe with a Palladium Silver Metallic paint job. She took the keys to it out of her purse and handed them to Dave.

		

		“I got tired of watching you drool over Randy’s Jag. Enjoy.”

		

		“Honest to God, that car is ours?” Dave said, shocked to the core.

		

		“It’s yours, actually, darling,” Tina told him. “I’m going to buy some sort of roadster for myself; you know--a convertible of some kind? I’ve always wanted one, and now we can afford it.”

		

		He put his arm around her and walked her over to the sparkling new car, peering inside at the rich-looking black leather interior with its distinctive walnut burled accents. He whistled, “This thing must have cost a fortune.”

		

		“Like I said, we can afford it, dear. We’re rich, remember?”

		

		Dave grinned, clearly stunned, in a pleasant way, by that thought. “I guess we are, aren’t we…or at least you are.”

		

		She put her arms around him and whispered, “‘for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health’, remember? I loved you when I didn’t have much money, and I love you even more, now that I do.”

		

		Stepping back away from him, she said, “Come on; let’s look at the house together. I already gave notice with our landlord, and told him that we’d be moving out soon. I paid him an additional two month’s rent and told him he could keep all of the deposits, to make up for the short notice.”

		

		She had Dave by the hand now, dragging him toward the big double doors leading into the showplace home. Unlike Randy’s house, which was built in the Spanish style, the house Tina had picked featured more contemporary architecture.

		

		It was built on three levels and had stunning views of the ocean from all of them. She unlocked the front door and gave him the grand tour, showing him all five bedrooms, the seven bathrooms, the majestic views from their new living room, the dining room, and the family room. They finished up in the wine cellar, a small, climate-controlled, dimly lit area off the kitchen that featured fifteen hundred slots made especially for holding wine bottles.

		

		“We both like wine a lot, so I figured we might as well have a wine cellar,” she said, smiling. “What do you think?”

		

		“I think it’s the most beautiful house I’ve ever seen,” he said, smiling back.

		

		Then he blanched momentarily and asked, “What are the payments going to be like on this place like?”

		

		She kept smiling. “We can afford them. I was going to just write them a check for the total amount of the house, but my accountant stopped me. He said we need the write-off that the interest on the home loan will give us.”

		

		Tina shrugged. “What do I know about finances? Mr. Trask, my attorney, assures me that this guy is one of the best accountants in L.A., so I’m letting him handle financial things for us. Is that okay?”

		

		“I’m a liquor salesman, babe,” Dave admitted, “I don’t know anything about being rich. So letting a professional handle our money sounds like the best idea to me, too.”

		

		She wrapped her arms around him and whispered, “I don’t know anything about being rich, either, but I think learning about it…with you, is going be great fun. Don’t you, darling?”

		

		He thought about that for a moment and then smiled back at her. “I do at that, gorgeous.”

		

		They kissed for a long time. When they finally came up for air, Tina pulled her lips from Dave’s and murmured softly, “How would you like to make love to your very rich wife in our new master bedroom?’ There’s no bed yet, but take it from me, the carpeting is oh, so soft.”

		

		He took her hand and led her back through the kitchen, through the large dining room, and out into the massive living room. They went down the hall to the master bedroom, where they paused in front of the slider that led out onto their private deck, with its panoramic view of the Pacific.

		

		Tina slid down onto her knees on the soft carpet and unzipped Dave’s slacks. She got his cock out and licked all around it as he stared out at the incomparable view.

		

		“God, I can’t believe we’re going to live here!” Dave whispered in awe.

		

		He glanced down at her as she began to move her lips in and out on his rapidly hardening prick. He smiled and said, “And I can’t believe that I’m actually married to the prettiest, sexiest woman in Southern California, who is giving me a killer blowjob while we enjoy our new ocean view.”

		

		Tina stopped sucking long enough to undo Dave’s belt and slacks all the way and drop them down onto his shoe tops. Then she locked her arms around his ass cheeks and whispered, just before she shoved his big dick all the way back into her mouth, “Well, you’d better believe it, baby!”

		

		He sighed with contentment as she sucked him. She slowed to a stop briefly every four or five head thrusts to lick his balls before she went back to deep-throating him…

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		“Ooooh, this place is gorgeous!” Terri Russell gushed as she stepped inside the foyer and air-kissed Tina on both cheeks, “Thank you so much for inviting us!”

		

		Tom Russell, Terri’s very nice looking husband stepped in after her and kissed Tina full on the mouth; no air kiss for him!

		

		She let him. After all, he’d fucked her twice last month at the Russell’s fabulous party in Santa Barbara, when they’d all first met.

		

		“I’m so glad you could come this afternoon,” Tina said when Tom’s lips finally left hers. “It’s our first party ever. It feels so nice to have a place large enough to host a large party like this one!”

		

		“Well, I’m certainly impressed,” Terri said, looking around at the beautifully decorated living room, where fifty guest were sipping cocktails and chatting.

		

		You ought to be, considering how much money this new furniture cost Dave and me, Tina thought, the final tab having topped a quarter of a million dollars, but it was worth it. Now we have an “A” list house where we can host an “A” list party.

		

		She showed Terri and Tom into the family room, and to the bar, where she got them drinks and poured a large glass of vintage Cabernet for herself. Glancing around the room, Tina was pleased to see not only Kyle Bennett and Lance Talbot, the movie actors, but also Jessie and her date, Al—who was so handsome, and had the longest, sweetest cock, Tina knew from experience—and Nadia Neal Hastings, the pop star, Jessie’s friend and sometimes employer, along with her husband, DeShawn Hastings, who had recently retired from the N.F.L. after fifteen seasons of all-star level play.

		

		Talk about a honey, Tina thought, remembering how beautifully the tall, buffed, sexy, and black-as-the-ace-of-spades DeShawn had fucked her at Terri’s party. That guy’s got a dick like an elephant and, oh, baby, does he know how to use it!

		

		Tina was also proud to see another gal she’d met at Terri’s party here tonight. Redheaded Suzie Curtis, wearing a stunning gown with a see-through top—which proudly displayed her huge tits for all to see—was a television star who had a sitcom which regularly placed amongst the top ten shows every week in the ratings. Her date was a guy named Jim something-or-other, that Tina had also met at the other party. He was tall and gawky-looking but his big white dick was almost the same size as DeShawn Hastings’s immense cock, and he’d fucked Tina senseless with it at the Santa Barbara bash.

		

		“Tina, how nice of you to invite us,” Abe Craft said at that moment, “it’s good that I’ve finally put a face with a name…and what a face it is! You’re so beautiful. I wish all of my clients looked like you.”

		

		Tina smiled up at the fabled defense attorney who had recommended Mr. Trask to her and gotten the ball rolling, as far as recovering her fortune went. Abe was very tall and quite old, easily in his mid-sixties, but his wife, who was standing next to him, was barely older than Tina.

		

		“Thank you both for coming this afternoon, Abe,” Tina said, putting a hand lightly on his beautiful sport coat’s sleeve. “I intend to thank you, personally, later this evening, for introducing me to Mr. Trask, and my new accountant.”

		

		Abe grinned and said, “I’ll certainly be looking forward to that, Tina. I missed that big soiree last month up in Santa Barbara, but I heard that you were the hit of the party.”

		

		Tina blushed, but only slightly. It was true that she’d set some sort of new personal-best record for fucking and sucking that night, but such naughty behavior on her part didn’t phase her anymore. If anything, she was now proud of just how sleazy she could be when the spirit moved her!

		

		“I’ll look forward to it, too,” she whispered, patting his arm meaningfully again. “I hear such nice things about you from Nadia and Jessie. I can’t wait to fuck you!”

		

		The old man beamed and nodded to her, and then headed off toward the bar for a refill on his cocktail, arm and arm with his decades-younger wife. Tina smiled after him. She had heard some nice things about Abe from her friends; apparently, for such an elderly horndog, Abe could still give a girl a very pleasant evening in bed!

		

		I think I really will enjoy fucking him tonight, she decided, he seems so nice, and he really did help out when I needed him. A nice blowjob or a little fuck is the least I can do.

		

		Looking around at her sumptuous, beautiful mansion by the sea, she thought, the absolute least.

		

		****

		

		By the time evening fell, everyone one was tipsy, horny, and ready for fun. There were already a bunch of naked swingers out by the pool and hot tub, and Tina saw Suzie Curtis sitting on the edge of a chaise lounge, nude, sucking on a big, fat cock belonging to a handsome local news anchor by the name of Brady Sellers.

		

		And so, we begin, Tina thought excitedly, finishing the wine she’d been nursing for the last half hour. She set the glass on the bar and went to find Randy. She always liked to start a party out with Randy if she could—he was like her good-luck charm at swinger parties; fucking him first seemed to both get her started out strong and calm her down at the same time.

		

		She found him in the kitchen, talking with DeShawn Hastings and Tom Russell, Terri Russell’s handsome hubby. She went up to Randy and hooked an arm through his.

		

		“Can I show you the master bedroom, babe?” She asked him, smiling coquettishly at not only him but at studly DeShawn and cute Tom Russell as well.

		

		“I believe I might like to check that bedroom out, too, cutie,” DeShawn said in his low, sexy ghetto-black voice. “That sort of tour be right up my alley.”

		

		“I’m quite the home-tour enthusiast myself,” Tom chimed in, grinning, “when the tour guide is as beautiful and sexy as Tina.”

		

		“Well, then, boys, follow me, won’t you?”

		

		She led them out into the dining room, across the living room, and down the hall. In seconds, they were in the big master suite, the door purposely left open behind them so that anyone in the hallway could watch the hot action inside and join in if they wished.

		

		“I just love three at a time,” Tina whispered, getting out of her pretty new gown in seconds, completely naked under it.

		

		“Damn, you’re my kind of hostess,” Tom said, still smiling, hurrying out of his own clothes.

		

		“You got that right, bro,” DeShawn said, shucking out of his sports coat, shirt, and slacks in record time.

		

		Tina sat down on the edge of the bed. Tom approached her first, and she popped his half-hard nine-incher into her mouth and began to suck.

		

		A very naked DeShawn took up a position next to Tom, his unbelievable rod starting to stiffen as he watched Tina deep-throat the other man and lick his balls at the same time. She reached out and began to stroke DeShawn’s huge black stovepipe of a cock as she sucked Tom.

		

		Randy came over and stood on the other side of DeShawn. Now that she saw them naked and nearly hard, Tina had to admit, DeShawn Hastings had the biggest dick she’d seen thus far. It was even bigger around than Randy’s familiar whopper and a good two inches longer!

		

		Jesus, what cock! She thought happily. That thing felt wonderful inside me up in Santa Barbara…I can’t wait to ride it again and see if it feels as good tonight!

		

		Just at that moment, Dave came into the bedroom, one arm thrown over Nadia Neal’s shoulders, the other over Jessie Holliday’s. He stopped short when he saw what Tina was up to with the other three men, and then grinned approvingly.

		

		“That’s my wife—the life of the party!” he said, starting to get out of his clothes as Nadia and Jessie quickly shed theirs.

		

		****

		

		Oh, God, this is heaven! Tina thought, riding DeShawn and Tom hard. This huge black horsecock feels just as marvelous up my pussy as I remembered it feeling—Nadia is a lucky girl—and Tom’s big boy up my ass at the same time is fantastic, too!

		

		Her tongue was all over Randy’s lengthy prick as she rode, her head turned so that she could blow him while she got doubled. He was moaning in that telltale way, and she knew that he was about to give her a real bellyful of his hot come any second now.

		

		I’m going to orgasm when he does, Tina knew. I’m so close that the first one of these three honeys who goes off inside me is going to trigger a huge climax!

		

		She glanced over at Dave and winked at him. He was very busy, but he winked back.

		

		Nadia Neal was sitting on his face, pushing her pussy down onto his licking tongue as Jessie Holliday rode up and down on his cock a few feet behind Nadia.

		

		Lance Talbot, Kyle Bennett, Suzie Curtis, Candy, and Terri Russell all wandered into the bedroom just then, stopping to watch the show. They all began eagerly taking their clothes off.

		

		Tina suddenly knew that she wasn’t leaving this bedroom for quite a while, and that was fine with her!

		

		So many hot, beautiful, famous, sexy people...and they all want a turn with me! She thought as she started to come, Randy blowing a huge load into her mouth.

		

		God, is there anything greater than swinging? Is there anything better than my life with my sweet Big-Dicked Dave?

		

		She couldn’t think of anything. Not one thing!

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

		

		If you want to learn more about the fabled Hollywood/Beverly Hills swingers club and its famous members, such as DeShawn Hastings, Nadia Neal, Lance Talbot, Kyle Bennett, and Suzie Curtis, please see my previous Swingers releases in this series featuring those characters, specifically Paid Partner—The Ticket, and Learning To Swing.

		

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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