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		Prologue

		

		Skylar Channing burst through the front doors of Donaldson’s Health & Fitness Spa. She had jogged the last mile from the supermarket parking lot she had coasted into when her ancient beast of a car had sputtered, coughed, and finally died.

		

		Damn, Mr. Dryer is working with Cal! Skylar realized with dismay, seeing her newest client, the portly Mr. Dryer, puffing his way through some floor exercises under the watchful eye of Cal Connors, one of Marty Donaldson’s senior personal trainers.

		

		Glancing up at the big clock at the back of the plushy-appointed, state-of-the-art gym, she saw that it was five minutes past four o’clock. Mr. Dryer’s appointment with her had been scheduled to start promptly on the hour, so of course Marty had stepped in and assigned Cal to work with him.

		

		Damn it, if he likes Cal’s workout better than mine, I’ll lose him to Cal, Skylar thought with a sinking heart. And I really can’t afford to lose another client!

		

		“Skylar, a word, please,” Marty’s deep baritone voice said from behind her, “in my office…now!”

		

		Eyes downcast, Skylar followed Marty Donaldson into his office. He closed the door for privacy and said, “I’m trying to run a business here, Skylar. I can’t afford employees who are continually late for work.”

		

		“It’s my car again, Marty!” Skylar blurted. “It gave out on me about a mile down the road, or I’d have been here in plenty of time. I rolled it into a store parking lot and ran the rest of the way.”

		

		She sighed, just knowing she was about to be fired. “I’m really sorry. But…but my car’s a piece of junk and it’s really old and…I can’t afford to get another car and…”

		

		On the verge of tears, her voice trailed off. Marty sighed deeply, his handsome ebony face taking on a sad aspect—as though he really hated to fire people.

		

		“Skylar, we’re the most prestigious gym in Los Angeles,” he said. “We have more movie and television stars among our membership than any other facility in the southland. Our trainers are top flight, the best in the business.”

		

		He shook his head dolefully, his big brown eyes catching hers and holding them. Opening a drawer in his desk, he took out the large, black, leather-covered business checkbook and opened it. He picked up a pen and began making out the check at the top of a page of three blank ones.

		

		Is he giving me some kind of severance pay? Skylar wondered incredulously. That’s sort of awesome, considering I’ve only worked here for, like, eight months.

		

		“This is an advance,” Marty said, tearing out the check, which was made out to her, in the amount of fifteen-hundred dollars. “Get your car towed. Have it fixed or trade it off and get a newer, more reliable one. And don’t…I repeat…don’t ever be late to work again, or you’re fired! Do you understand?”

		

		Skylar’s heart pounded into overdrive. She took the check, beaming at her boss.

		

		“I won’t! I swear to God, I’ll be early from now on, Marty! Thank you. Oh, God, thank you so much!”

		

		Marty was a handsome middle-aged, African American man who kept his body as hard and fit as that of an extremely muscular, very buffed twenty-something. He gave her a kindly smile and said, “All of our instructors are in spectacular shape, and none of them are ugly, either.”

		

		Pausing a moment to take in her own long body—which was clothed this afternoon in a black leotard with a pair of tight, pale-yellow spandex shorts and a matching sports bra over it, along with a pair of expensive training shoes—Marty smiled. “You’re the most statuesque, prettiest gal I’ve ever hired, Skylar, and that takes in a lot of young women, over the twenty-three years we’ve been in business, let me tell you.”

		

		He shook his head at the wonder of her lush, tightly-muscled body. Skylar was twenty-one, by less than a week. Her mop of thick brunette hair was cut short, in a cute page-boy style with bangs that reached downward almost to her lively green eyes. Her cheekbones were very pronounced, as sharp as a pair of knife blades, giving her olive-skinned face an aura of fashion model-like perfection. She stood five-ten in her stocking feet and her taut calves and perfect ass halves were firm enough to bounce a quarter off.

		

		Crossing her arms under her gravity-defying forty “D” breasts, Skylar grinned happily at her boss and assured him, “I’ll get my car problems taken care of as soon as my shift ends tonight, Marty, I promise.”

		

		“Do it now,” he told her. “Take the rest of the day off and either have your car fixed or get rid of it and buy something better. I don’t want any more problems with you missing work or being late for client appointments after today, understood?”

		

		“Yes, sir,” she said deferentially, heading for the door. “Oh, and Marty, thanks again!”

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, I’d better see about getting even more hours at work from Marty,” Skylar sighed aloud, staring bleakly at the auto repair estimate she held in her hand. “I may even have to drop a class, so I’ll have time to put in more hours at the gym.”

		

		She sighed even louder. At this rate--being forced to drop back to a much less than a normal coarse-load each semester—she’d be an old lady by the time she finally managed to graduate from college, if she ever did!

		

		“Frigging car,” she muttered angrily, under her breath. “Even after they fix it, there’s no guarantee something else won’t break on that old wreck the very next day. And now I owe Marty for future wages at the gym to boot.”

		

		“Damn it!” she growled in disgust at her financial predicament, tossing the repair estimate onto her computer desk, next to her keyboard.

		

		“What’s got you in such a Debbie Downer mood tonight, Sky?” Pam Lind, one of Skylar’s two roommates asked.

		

		Pam, a short, slightly chunky dishwater-blonde had been passing the open door to Skylar’s bedroom, and had stopped when she heard Skylar muttering to herself. She was, as she almost always seemed to be, eating something as she spoke; a ham and cheese sandwich in this case.

		

		“It’s money, Pam,” Skylar said in an exasperated tone, “it’s always fucking money with me, now isn’t it? I’m not a rich girl like you.”

		

		“Rich…me,” Pam asked? She sounded clearly miffed at that assertion. “My old man owns a pharmacy. He works his ass off, six days a week, filling prescriptions for, like, twelve hours a day. We’re not rich by any means!”

		

		“Yeah, well he’s Warren Buffet, compared to my dear old daddy, who only I see about once a year, if I’m lucky,” Skylar answered back, still frustrated by her current situation. “And when he shows up, it usually turns out that he’s dropped by to see if he can borrow some money from me, remember?”

		

		Pam’s look softened. She grinned ruefully and nodded her agreement, “I gotta’ admit, your dad’s a real flake, babe, as well as being an out-and-out letch. He pinched my ass the last time he crashed for the night here on the couch.”

		

		“And he tried to sweet-talk Bobby into giving him a BJ.” Skylar’s return grin was full of disapproval at her wastrel father’s antics. “After that little episode, she told him he wasn’t welcome to stay here again, and I don’t blame her.

		

		Bobby was the third roommate. She was a lanky girl who had no breasts to speak of but who did have a pretty face and bright, gorgeous golden hair. She had come to openly detest Vincent Channing, Skylar’s ne’er-well-to-do gambler/brawler/pool hustler/barfly father, after meeting him only twice.

		

		“I swear my mom died out of self defense, just to get away from Daddy and all of his bullshit!” Skylar said, shaking her head.

		

		Pam stepped further into the room. She cocked her head, still munching on her large sandwich and mumbled, around a mouthful of ham, “So what’s the problem this time?”

		

		“Same old stuff--too many bills, tuition fees I can barely manage to get student loans to cover, book prices that are through the roof, and an old, piece-of-shit car that keeps breaking down, just when I can least afford it,” Skylar sighed. “There’s just never enough money, Pam, no matter how hard I work.”

		

		“You should try getting a weekend job,” Pam advised, “something that really pays, like dancing nude in a titty bar or something like that. You’ve got the most rockin’ bod on campus, Sky. Put it to work for you!”

		

		Skylar thought to herself, I would never do anything like that!

		

		But she said to Pam, “Maybe I will. I’m going to go online right now and look for something that really pays, just like you said.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		Skylar spent the better part of an hour checking out the net, forcing herself to peruse jobs she normally wouldn’t have ever considered. She found a bunch of stripper jobs, but turned up her cute little nose at the thought of actually doing that sort of thing for a living. She went through the escort service listings and shook her head negatively again, screwing up her face as though she’d just bitten into something that was both sour and disgusting as she read through them. She couldn’t bring herself to even consider doing…that!

		

		Next, she thought about a couple of jobs selling sexy lingerie at parties. An ad--

		

		“Seeking Female Salespeople” to market “novelty sex items” like dildos, vibrators, and light bondage equipment to other women at in-home parties--caught her eye and she briefly thought about answering it.

		

		After mulling it over for long moments, she decided not to. She had a vibrator, and used it sporadically, in the privacy of her own locked bedroom, usually late at night. But she didn’t think she’d be comfortable discussing such products with a bunch of strangers and taking orders for them.

		

		Just when she was about to give up in despair and go offline for the night, she noticed a box ad at the bottom of the page for “Weekends Only Work”. The text stated that this wasn’t an escort job, that it provided infrequent but extremely lucrative employment, and that the successful applicant would be an exceptionally beautiful young woman who was “sexually adventurous and enjoyed exploring the limits of her sensuality”.

		

		Skylar thought about that. She was exceptionally beautiful and curvy; there was no denying that--people kept reminding her that she was a knockout. Just today, both Marty, her boss, and her roomie, Pam, had brought up the way she looked and her extraordinary body.

		

		But I’m not exactly…“sexually adventurous”, now am I? And I haven’t spent a whole lot of time “exploring my limits”, either—not really.

		

		She read the ad again, wondering just how lucrative “extremely lucrative” might be. She glanced over at the car repair estimate and sighed.

		

		“Maybe I could fake it,” she whispered aloud, in the silence of her empty bedroom.

		

		It’s not like I’m a virgin, or anything. I like sex a lot, and I think I give a pretty awesome BJ, when I want to. So it’s not like I really mind doing something slightly naughty, like sucking a guy’s wanger. That represents kind of a...adventurous attitude on my part… doesn’t it?

		

		She squirmed in her chair as she mentally reviewed her sexual history, wondering if it was even vaguely audacious enough to qualify her for this job, whatever it was. She’d first given a boy a handjob—a very halting, amateurish, and clumsy handjob it was true, but still a handjob—when she’d been twelve. Her first blowjob had happened during her second year of junior high, and she’d lost her virginity at fifteen, in the rear bedroom at a house party she’d sneaked out a window at home to attend.

		

		Her “date” that night had been a senior, a football jock, who was gorgeous and very confident and, of course, three years older than she had been. At the time, he’d seemed like everything she’d ever wanted in a boyfriend--until she’d finally let him talk her into going to bed with him. Afterwards, she’d rapidly come to realize that all he’d really wanted from her was the bragging rights to deflowering the best looking girl in high school.

		

		Skylar shook her head at that embarrassing memory. She’d been lucky to get out of that little adventure without becoming pregnant.

		

		Back then, she hadn’t even been on the pill yet, and her strutting, sure-of-himself partner hadn’t wanted to use a condom because he “didn’t like the way sex felt with a rubber on”. She shook her head, remembering how she’d finally caved and let him take her virginity “barebacked”, blithely trusting his assurances that a “girl can’t get pregnant the first time she has sex”.

		

		He had, after all, had so much more experience than her! What could have possibly gone wrong?

		

		Jesus, what a baby I was back then, Skylar chided herself, looking back on her clueless behavior. I was so young, so naïve, so trusting—such a fucking idiot!

		

		Staring at the ad on her computer screen she asked herself aloud, “Am I really that much more sophisticated now? Why am I even thinking about answering this? It’s not like I’m really all that adventurous in the bedroom. Hell, I don’t even have a boyfriend right now!”

		

		Could she even do something like this, whatever it was, she asked herself? It was true that she’d always liked sex, but she’d never thought of herself as promiscuous or particularly daring. She had tried a few different sexual positions over the years, with different boyfriends. And she’d even had anal sex several times, with different guys; so she knew how to do it, although it was far from being a favorite of hers.

		

		Skylar let out another long, frustrated breath. She hated her life right now.

		

		It felt like everything was completely out of control. She was always running, always late.

		

		I’m working, like, a zillion hours a week already, and when I’m not working, I’m either in class or studying or running from my job to school or back here to hit the books some more. I always feel like I’m late, or about to be late. And there’s never enough time or enough money…and I just feel like I’m slipping even further behind, all the time…

		

		“Fuck it!” she suddenly blurted aloud, angrily digging her cell phone out of her purse. “I’ve got to do something to improve my situation or I’ll go crazy. Maybe this is nothing, or maybe it’s not, but I owe it to myself to at least check it out.”

		

		****

		

		“Hello,” a man’s voice answered, after the phone had rung a few times, “are you calling about the ad?”

		

		“Y-yes,” Skylar stammered, suddenly as nervous as she’d ever been in her life. What the fuck am I doing, calling about some sex ad?

		

		“That’s fine,” the man said, his voice deep and reassuring and sounding vaguely familiar, somehow, “can you tell me a little something about yourself? First off, how old are you?”

		

		Should she answer him? Did she want this guy to know anything about her, before she found out what this job was all about?

		

		“I’m twenty-one, just barely,” Skylar finally blurted, still as jumpy as she could be at the idea of having a conversation like this one.

		

		“Wonderful, young and full of energy,” the man responded with a chuckle, “and tell me, are you what might be called…conventionally attractive, my dear? What do you do for a living?”

		

		Skylar hesitated again, and then thought to herself: Oh, hell, what can it hurt? I’m just goofing around…probably. There’s no way I’m going to go through with this--I’m not brave enough!

		

		“I’m in college, majoring in Kinesiology, that’s the scientific study of human movement,” Skylar parroted mechanically after the second long pause, feeling on firmer ground as she spoke about something she felt comfortable discussing. “I want to go into Sports Medicine, eventually. And I’m working as a personal trainer at Marty Donaldson’s gym to help put myself through school.”

		

		“Ah, Donaldson’s Health & Fitness Spa, Hollywood’s favorite work-out spot,” the man said, sounding impressed. “You must be in terrific shape and quite attractive, because Marty doesn’t hire any bow-wows, now does he?”

		

		Skylar fidgeted in her chair, still staring at the ad on the screen. She had to admit, everyone who worked at Donaldson’s was pretty much the epitome of male or female beauty. Marty truly didn’t hire any bow-wows!

		

		“Uh, yeah…I guess I’m what you might call…attractive,” Skylar said at last, “at least that’s what I’ve been told.”

		

		“What’s your name?” the man asked.

		

		“I’m Skylar, Skylar Channing,” she offered, feeling as if she’d just stepped over some sort of invisible line by giving her name to this anonymous, mysterious interviewer.

		

		“That’s an unusual and very lovely name,” he replied smoothly. “Tell me, Skylar, do you have any photographs of yourself available, that you might e-mail me?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, I guess,” she said hesitantly, not sure she wanted this to go much further with this “interview” until she found out something more about this guy and what he really wanted her to do.

		

		He gave her an e-mail address that was maddeningly plain-vanilla, not revealing a thing about its owner or his business or his personality. But she found herself writing it down anyway.

		

		“Nudes would be best, of course, but swimsuit is acceptable,” the man said, keeping his tone very business-like and straightforward. “Do you have any suitable photos that you might forward me, now, as we talk further?”

		

		“Well, there are some shots of me in a bikini from last summer, at the beach, playing volleyball,” Skylar said, thinking about what she had in her “my photos” file. “I don’t do nudes, I’m afraid. I’m not one of those girls who take naked photos of themselves with a cell phone and tweet them all over the place or put ‘em up on Facebook.”

		

		“That’s all right,” the man assured her. “Send the swimwear shots over and, if they’re suitable--meaning if I like the way you look--I’m going to want to meet with you in person, say this Sunday evening, for dinner and a more in-depth conversation about the job requirements.”

		

		Skylar’s didn’t know if she’d ever have the nerve to meet a total stranger somewhere, for dinner, to talk about some sort of sex job, but her fingers flew over the keyboard as she considered it. She found two shots of her running on the beach in a string bikini, her big breasts bouncing nearly out of the flimsy bra as she ran--a huge smile on her face as she stretched upward to slap a volleyball back over the net.

		

		“I’m going to want a lot of questions about this job answered, if and when I agree to meet with you in person,” she warned him as she hit “send” and the e-mail--with the beach pictures attached--left her computer.

		

		“Oh, that won’t be a problem,” the man promised.

		

		She heard a clicking sound come over the phone and guessed that the sound was him opening her e-mail.

		

		“My God, Ms. Channing, you’re incredible--you’re an absolute goddess! How tall are you? These shots make you look really tall and muscular…but at the same time, sweet Jesus, just look at those breasts…those legs!”

		

		“I’m five-ten,” Skylar said, feeling almost smug at the man’s startled reaction to the pictures of her face and body, “and I weigh one-thirty, because I’m, like, mostly muscle. And muscle is heavier than fat.”

		

		There was a short pause and then the man said, “My name is Webster, Skylar, Colton Webster, you may have heard of me.”

		

		Skylar’s breath caught in her throat. She thought she’d recognized this guy’s voice from somewhere, and now she knew where—she’d heard it over the years in dozens of television commercials, touting everything from cameras to cars to retirement plans.

		

		Colt Webster had been the quarterback of all quarterbacks when she’d been a girl growing up. He’d won two Superbowls, been the MVP in one of them, and had been voted the League MVP three times. He’d only been retired for, like, two years or so.

		

		She’d read somewhere on the net that he still made millions of dollars every year in product endorsements, and that he’d parlayed his success on the field and in promoting products into the ownership of three large car dealerships in southern California. Plus, the story she’d read about him had gone on to note that Colt also had real estate investments which included several large shopping malls, theater complexes, and a couple of beachfront residential enclaves that catered to the super-rich and the ultra-famous, such as himself.

		

		“I’d really like to meet you in person, Skylar. I’ll send a car for you at six on Sunday evening, if that’s all right,” the famous ex-athlete said, “if you’ll give me your address, that is.”

		

		Skylar quickly gave it to him. Colt Webster…Colt fucking Webster! A private dinner with one of the true superstars of the sports world—what a rush!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		“You’re really not going to tell us who it is you’re going out with?” Bobby asked--her tone petulant. “What if he turns out to be a creep and you don’t come home?”

		

		“Yeah, what if he’s some kind of perv and he rapes you and cuts your throat and throws your body in a ditch somewhere?” Pam demanded. “We don’t know his name or where you’re going or anything. What would we be able to tell the cops to help ‘em find out who murdered you?”

		

		Skylar glared at Pam for a moment, and then said, “Jesus, Pam, nice talk! Do you think I’m a total idiot?”

		

		She shook her head in exasperation and told her two overprotective roomies, “This is a legitimate dinner meeting. I’ve checked this guy out thoroughly, so the two of you don’t need to worry.”

		

		Her roommates looked more skeptical than ever at that uninformative statement, so she added, “Okay, if it makes you feel better, you can write down the license number of the car when it shows up, all right?”

		

		Pam continued to give Skylar the fish-eye, clearly not liking the idea of clandestine meetings on a Sunday night with anonymous men. She went and got a small notepad and a pen from the kitchen.

		

		“I am gong to write it down,” Pam told Skylar defiantly.

		

		“Seriously, Sky,” Bobby added, “you never held out on us before about guys you were going out with. What’s the big secret about this date?”

		

		The big secret, of course, was what Colt Webster had said when he’d called back on Friday night to confirm tonight’s dinner meeting. He’d made it crystal clear that if a word about him arranging secret rendezvous with young girls in conjunction with a sex ad got out to the various celebrity stalker shows that abounded in Hollywood or to one of the numerous scandal sheets, Skylar could kiss her new, lucrative weekends-only job goodbye; before she even finished interviewing for it.

		

		There was a knock at the apartment door. Skylar was just steps away and she quickly crossed the room to open it.

		

		“Ms. Channing?” the uniformed chauffeur inquired politely. “I’m with Elite Limousine Service. Are you ready to go?”

		

		“Of course,” Skylar replied, pulling on her gauzy black and silver wrap and picking up her black, patent-leather clutch evening bag. She turned to her two friends and said, “See…Elite Limousine Service, and it’s a big, white Mercedes stretch limo. Plenty of clues, in case of my…disappearance, okay?”

		

		Pam ran to the front window and peered out at the car, which looked about a half a block long as it sat, idling, double-parked next to the curb out front. The license plate was simple: EL-1.

		

		****

		

		“Where are we going, or is that classified?” Skylar asked, after she’d successfully fumbled with the switch that raised and lowered the thick panel of privacy glass between the front seat and the incredibly roomy rear compartment in the big car.

		

		“Malibu, Ms. Channing,” the driver answered curtly, and then put the glass back up from his side.

		

		“Cool!” Skylar sighed, settling back into the wonderfully soft black leather seat. She’d never ridden in a limousine before—and it was exhilarating!

		

		She explored the cabin as they drove along, and found that there was a mini-bar right in front of her seat, complete with crystal-cut glassware and ice. It was all she could do not to clap her hands like a little girl on Christmas morning as she reached for one of the heavy tumblers and made herself a Knob Creek on the rocks.

		

		Dinner with Colt Webster, in his Malibu mansion…a limo…complete with a built-in bar—I’m a fucking movie star, that’s what I am! All of this is just too frigging cool for words!

		

		****

		

		“Miss Channing, what a pleasure,” Colt Webster said as he opened the door to the most fabulous house Skylar had ever seen in her life.

		

		It was a beachfront mansion, with an incredible ocean view from the front steps, where she now stood. The house was three stories and the two floors above her both featured recessed decks that also overlooked the Pacific, which was just a hundred yards or so away across the sandy beach. She bet the views from those decks were even more spectacular that the one from the steps.

		

		Skylar took her host’s offered hand and shook it, using the strong, firm, non-girly handshake she’d taught herself to utilize over the years. Men seemed to like it.

		

		“Would you care to join me for a drink before dinner?” he asked, showing her inside and closing the door. “We should be eating in a half hour or so.”

		

		“Sure, that would be great,” she said, smiling up at him.

		

		Even in her heels and with her five-foot, ten-inch height, Colt Webster was taller than her. But she’d been expecting that; she’d looked him up on the net after that first “interview”, and discovered that he was six-five in his stocking feet.

		

		Tonight his attire was casual, but elegant. He wore a black, cashmere blazer with brass buttons, an open-collared white dress shirt with a light charcoal pinstripe, sans necktie, charcoal slacks, and a pair of oxblood loafers with no socks.

		

		He looked just like he always did when she saw him on television; tall, lean and muscular. And he was as handsome as all get-out in person, too, with those world-famous sky-blue eyes, and that boyish shock of brown hair that he wore combed off to one side, like a Kennedy.

		

		What a honey! She thought, smiling up at him as he surreptitiously checked out her cleavage in the low-cut, knee-length black cocktail dress she’d worn tonight. I remember having the biggest crush on him, when I was about eleven.

		

		When he offered her his arm, she took it and he escorted her across the large marble-tiled foyer and into the showplace living room. Skylar kept glancing at him out of the corner of her eye as they crossed the beautifully decorated living space.

		

		She thought, Maybe I still have just a tiny bit of a crush on him…he’s so damned good-looking!

		

		When they reached the other side of the spacious living room, he guided her into an alcove that contained an elevator. She stared, slightly in awe, as he hit the down button. This was a large house; it was true…but an elevator?

		

		“The guy who originally designed and built this place, Paul Dodson, made all of his money in construction,” Colt Webster explained, seeing her reaction to the elevator, and flashing the boyish grin she’d seen on so many commercials over the years, as they stepped inside the car and the door closed behind them.

		

		“Wait until you see the underground garage. Dodson was as big a car nut as I am. There are enough spaces down here to park seven cars, plus a fully equipped shop area with a hydraulic lift, a grease pit, and whole array of both pneumatic and manual tools to work on them with.”

		

		“Is that a hobby of yours, working on cars?” she asked as the elevator door opened.

		

		He laughed. “I barely know one end of a wrench from the other. A couple of guys I’m friendly with--who work as mechanics at one of my car dealerships--come out here on the weekends sometimes. We drink beer and watch football together…shoot a little pool, and they mess with their own cars in the shop, or with one of mine. That’s about the extent of the use the shop gets.”

		

		When she stepped from the elevator with him moments later, Skylar’s jaw dropped open; the room the elevator opened into was very large. A twelve seat, professional-looking bar ran along one wall, and the largest flat screen television she’d ever seen outside a sports arena, occupied another wall, with a semi-circle of lushly upholstered easy chairs pulled up in front of it.

		

		And, in the center of the room, there was a pool table.

		

		It was magnificent. The ivory insets along the rails gleamed like highly polished opals in the low light suspended above it, the wood had been burnished to a mirror finish, and the green felt liner was utterly pristine.

		

		“Damn, that’s the nicest one of these I’ve ever seen!” she whispered, walking over to the showpiece table that was the centerpiece of the large room and running her fingers lightly across the velvet-soft felt surface of the felt.

		

		“Guy I bought it from said it was custom made for some rajah in India, originally, back at the turn of the last century, out of the finest materials available,” Colt said, grinning at her from across its expanse, “but that was probably just shinola, so he could jack up the price.”

		

		He asked her playfully, “Care for a game? Do you know how to play?”

		

		“Nine ball, eight ball, or straight rotation?” Skylar answered, grinning back. “You choose. And I should warn you, my old man is a con artist, a drunk, a brawler, and a pool hustler. I spent a lot of time in pool halls, growing up. So, yeah…I definitely know how to play.”

		

		That answer seemed to delight Colt. He quickly racked the balls and selected a cue from an eight cue rack as Skylar shed her wrap and evening bag, placing them on the top of the nearby bar.

		

		“All right, we’ll try a little straight pool, then. What will you drink?” he asked, coming over and sliding behind the bar while she picked out her cue.

		

		“Knob Creek on the rocks,” she said, finding one she liked the weight and heft of and rolling it across the top of the felt-covered slate of the table’s surface, checking the stick for warps or curvature.

		

		“Ladies get to break,” he told her as he placed two Knob Creeks on the rocks atop a pair of coasters.

		

		“Okay,” Skylar smiled and did just that, purposely not sinking anything as she blasted the triangle of balls apart, wanting to see just how good a player Colt was before making her move.

		

		He picked up his cue and lined up a two-cushion shot on the one ball that required a fair level of skill to make. The two of them had settled on rotation, or straight pool, a game wherein a player attempted to “run the table” and sink all of the balls in numerical order, thereby denying the opponent any shots at all.

		

		Skylar put her hands on the rail at the opposite end of the table and leaned over, ostensively checking out her host’s line on the shot. He glanced up at her as he crouched over the table, ready to attempt the shot.

		

		Her big breasts nearly fell out of her low-cut bodice as she bent low. Colt watched them jiggle to a stop, and then hit a clunker of a shot, due to his lack of concentration. The one ball bounced off the pocket’s corner rubber and caromed off harmlessly down the table.

		

		“You did that on purpose, to distract me,” Colt said accusingly, a huge smile on his face.

		

		“All’s fair in love, war, and pool,” Skylar laughed, lining up an incredibly difficult, three-rail shot on the one ball and casually drilling it into the corner pocket.

		

		As always, her well-practiced stroke was as sure and smooth as a piston going up and down in a car engine. She sank the two, the three, and then the four…

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was…instructive,” Colt said, smiling wryly at her as they rode back up to the main floor in the elevator a half hour later.

		

		He hadn’t gotten another shot after his initial miss. Skylar had run the table, broke at the start of the next game—sinking the one ball on the break, just to emphasize how good she was—and had then proceeded to run the table a second time, never missing. And some of the shots she had made had been very difficult bank shots, using three or more cushions.

		

		A third game had gone exactly as the second one had, with Skylar making a ball on the break and every shot thereafter, and Colt leaning on his pool cue, a bemused expression on his face, sipping his Knob Creek. They would have played a forth game, but, mercifully, the phone had rung and it had been the cook, advising the master of the house that his dinner was ready.

		

		“I guess I wasn’t a very good guest, hogging all the play that way,” Skylar said in a teasing tone, a little smile playing across her face as she said it.

		

		“Nonsense,” he replied, chuckling, “I could watch you shoot pool all night long, leaning over in that dress to line up shots. It was downright thrilling!”

		

		Skylar laughed too. She didn’t mind a bit that he liked ogling her spectacular breasts. After all, she’d been shamelessly showing them off to him all evening thus far, now hadn’t she?

		

		She’d purposely done that because she’d made up her mind earlier, down in the pool room, as the two of them had talked and bantered and joked back and forth while she mopped up the pool table with him. No matter what this job turned out to be about, whether she had any interest in doing it or not, she was definitely going to bed with Colt Webster tonight, if he wanted her.

		

		And she was pretty sure he did. He’d practically been drooling over her sumptuous breasts, and she’d also seen him eying her ass and legs as she leaned over the table to line up shots.

		

		That was all fine with her. She found Colt Webster to be charming and gorgeous and a lot of fun to talk to, and so down-to-earth. Here he was--a multi-millionaire and as famous as he could be--and he’d thought it was funny as hell, the way she’d kicked his butt at pool. He was proving to be a great guy…and so sexy!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Dinner was served in the formal dining room, one wall of which was one made up of floor to ceiling panes of glass. It overlooked the ocean, which was calm and serene tonight. The waves rolled in, one after the other, their foamy surface lit like a movie shot by the half moon that hung low in the sky.

		

		The ocean-view setting, along with the exquisitely appointed dining room, with a lit candle at the center of the table, was the most romantic fucking thing Skylar had ever seen in her life. And sitting there--sipping the best glass of cabernet she’d ever tasted, smiling at Colt Webster, eating an absolutely primo filet mignon that had been finished in a wonderful Béarnaise sauce, and was so tender you could cut it with the edge of your fork—it all felt surreal…other-worldly to her, almost as if she was suddenly living someone else’s life.

		

		Movie stars lived like this. Billionaires had houses like this one, with views like this, and perfect furniture and tableware and linen napkins.

		

		Skylar Channing was way out of her league here, in this perfect ambience, dining with this super-cool, world-famous man. She knew it and she accepted it—but that didn’t mean she wasn’t having the time of her life while it lasted!

		

		“So, I guess you’re probably wondering what this job entails,” Colt said, pouring them each another glass of wine.

		

		“Definitely,” Skylar replied, taking a sip, “but I figure you’ll tell me eventually.”

		

		Colt chuckled. “You’re a cool customer, kid. Nothing much rattles you, does it?”

		

		“I told you a little about my old man, down in the billiard room,” Skylar said with a little shrug. “I pretty much had to learn to do for myself, since he was never around that much--especially after my mom died.”

		

		He considered that for a moment, and then asked, “So you became a pool shark, eh?”

		

		Skylar laughed and drank some more of her wine. She shook her head and replied, “Only one of my many talents; mostly, I indulged my tomboy side, since no one was there to tell me to be more ladylike. I played baseball, basketball, and even football with the guys in my neighborhood. When I got to high school, I was Little Miss Jock—I played softball, ran track, and I was a star on the girl’s basketball squad; all-league, three years running.”

		

		“Are you on a basketball scholarship in school?”

		

		“I wish! I’m a really good basketball player, but I’m not a great basketball player. And that’s what you have to be to get a full-ride college scholarship to a big-time school these days.”

		

		The conversation sort of died out after that. Both of them sipped their wine and studied each other across the table, occasionally glancing out at the spectacular ocean tableau.

		

		“I’m what you might call a hedonist, or a libertine, Skylar,” Colt Webster said at last, his sky-blue eyes staring into hers.

		

		He chuckled and then added, “That sounds so much classier and more refined than ‘horndog’ or ‘pussy-hound’. Don’t you think?”

		

		Skylar snickered and finished her wine before saying, “Yeah, I guess it does at that.”

		

		He grinned and went on to explain, “I had a babysitter, when I was eleven, just a month away from turning twelve. She was sixteen, gorgeous, and very…advanced for her years, when it came to sex.”

		

		Her eyes widened but she said nothing, so he added, “Like all boys that age, I was dying to know about sex. This girl--her name was Kim and her parents lived four doors down from mine—had a great set of breasts, and I was always trying to cadge a look at them whenever she bent over.”

		

		He sighed, remembering, and went on to say, “It amused the hell out of her, how entranced I was with her rack. So, one night when she babysat me--I guess she was feeling a little randy herself that particular evening--she decided to show them to me and give me a little crash-course in how to kiss and suck a girl’s nipples.”

		

		He smiled at her and then finished his own wine. “So that’s my excuse for being the way I am, I guess. I started having sex all the time when I was barely twelve, with an utterly luscious, very horny teenaged girl who showed me all there was to know about pleasing a female with my lips, tongue, fingertips, fist and, of course, with my cock.”

		

		There was a long moment of silence as Skylar--who was clearly intrigued by what Colt Webster had just shared about his early years, but didn’t quite know why he’d chosen to do so—stared at him, an amused look on her face. At last, she smiled and said simply: “Lucky you.”

		

		He shrugged and flashed the boyish grin again. “It really worked out for me. In junior high and high school, I wasn’t your typical, up-tight, fumbling around, trying-desperately-to-get-the-bra-snaps-undone kid. The word quickly got around among the girls that I really knew what I was doing—sex-wise. I got laid like a rug.”

		

		“I can see that happening,” Skylar remarked. “The fact that you were a football star and not exactly ugly didn’t hurt either, I bet.”

		

		Colt threw back his head and roared with laughter, “No, it sure didn’t.”

		

		After they had both stopped laughing, he said, “College was really the big leagues for me, sexually speaking. I lived in a frat house that featured hot and cold running coeds. We had parties nearly every weekend where girls and guys would float from room to room, fucking whoever took their fancy, until the guys couldn’t get it up anymore. It was heaven.”

		

		He took a moment and stared out at the ocean. Finally, he spoke again, looking over at her once more. “I met my wife at one of those parties. I watched her ball a dozen of my friends, and then me. The two of us really seemed to hit it off so, eventually, after I graduated and had started playing pro ball, we got married.”

		

		“It didn’t bother you that she’d slept with a bunch of your friends?” Skylar asked, slightly confused by her host’s ready acceptance of his ex-wife’s promiscuity.

		

		“Not a bit. See, we had gotten into the swinger scene right after college, before we got married, and then we kept it up, very discreetly, of course, after I started playing in the NFL.”

		

		Colt Webster stopped talking, got up, and went over to a nearby wine rack. He selected another vintage bottle of Cabernet, opened it, and refilled their glasses before he sat back down.

		

		“We’d still be married, I guess, if she hadn’t suddenly ‘gotten religion’ on me, so to speak and decided that swinging was going to have to be a thing of the past for two young, happily-married, pillars of the community like the two of us. She suddenly wanted to settle down, you see, and have two or three kids, and take up gardening or something.”

		

		He paused and then burst out laughing again. “Hell, I wouldn’t have minded that kind of life so much, if I had been in my middle-thirties or something, the way I am now.”

		

		After a sip of his wine, he laughed again, a short, sort of bitter laugh, and went on to say, “But I was twenty-four! I was in my absolute prime--I was the first-string quarterback on a playoff team…I’d just broken a bunch of records for passes completed, yards gained by a quarterback in his first two years in the league…I was already raking in over ten million bucks a year on product endorsements!”

		

		After a pause, Colt continued, “I had the world at my feet. Super models were walking up to me and giving me their phone numbers at dance clubs. My wife and I belonged to the coolest, hippest swinger group in LA but she wouldn’t go to the parties with me anymore.”

		

		There was another long silence. Finally, Skylar said, “So, you got divorced.”

		

		“Yeah, I did.”

		

		She just waited a moment and then asked him a question, starting with, “That was about nine years ago; since then, you’ve been in relationships with dozens of girls—I looked you up on Google—and a lot of the women you’ve dated have been really famous, too: movie stars and pop singers and TV actresses. Did they all go to swinger parties with you?”

		

		He smiled. “Some of them did but a lot of them didn’t. I’ve dated numerous women who weren’t into the swinger lifestyle, some of them while I was still attending the occasional swinger party on the side, with other girls.”

		

		Skylar leaned forward. She sipped her excellent cabernet and then asked, “So where do I fit into this exciting little fuckorama of a life you’re leading, Mr. Webster?”

		

		“Have you ever heard the term, ‘ticket’ applied to a woman?”

		

		She shook her head, indicating she hadn’t.

		

		“In swinger circles, one of the basic rules is that all party goers attend as a couple. That way, you don’t end up with two-dozen horny men standing around waiting to get a turn with six women. You’ve got to bring a wife or a date to a party, or you don’t get admitted.”

		

		He paused for a moment, flashed the bad-boy smile again, and said, “Girls who go to a party just to sit around and watch, who act as voyeurs all night but never actually do anything sexually, themselves, are known as ‘tickets’ because their date has used them as a ticket to get into the party. The problem with using a ticket is that people eventually catch on. And pretty soon the guy using tickets to gain admission to hot swinger affairs finds himself blacklisted; he’s no longer on the guest list for the best parties.”

		

		She sat back in her chair, wineglass still in hand. After another sip, she asked, “So is that why you placed that ad online? Is that what you’re looking for a…ticket, to go to parties with you, Colt?”

		

		His face went serious. He said, “Sort of; I’m looking to hire a girl who would be willing to serve as a modified ticket, I guess you’d have to say. The girl I’m seeking would have to be a real stunner, who wouldn’t mind going to a hot party and serving as my ‘date’ for that affair.”

		

		He shifted in his chair and then dropped the bomb on her. “But she couldn’t just sit around and drink and watch the other people screw. She’d have to do some fucking and sucking herself, Skylar. She wouldn’t have to make it with all of the guys at the party by any means, but she’d have to do at least a few, over the course of the evening. Because, you see, I’m not at all interested in getting blacklisted.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Skylar’s heart was pounding. She licked her lips and thought over what Colt had just said. Could she do something like that?

		

		“I’ll be paying you fifteen-hundred a month, as a retainer, on the first of every month, if you get the job,” Colt Webster went on to explain, his voice smooth and matter-of-fact. “And you’ll get an additional twenty-five hundred for every party you attend with me, provided I’m satisfied with your sexual performance at that party.”

		

		He waited a moment, to let those numbers sink in, and then added, “I go to one party a month, on the average, sometimes two.”

		

		She was no dummy; she could add. That was four grand in additional income for the average month; sixty-five hundred on a month when she attended two such parties!

		

		Four to six thousand dollars a month…for one or two nights’ work, she thought? I could cut my hours way back at Marty’s, have a ton more time to study, and still have some kind of an actual life besides just school and work--I wouldn’t be running around like a crazy girl anymore!

		

		“So, what do you say? Are you interested?” Colt asked.

		

		“Uh…maybe,” Skylar mumbled, her mind still working furiously, “I don’t know. I’d be kind of a hooker…but not really…or would I?”

		

		He shook his head. “No, you’d be a gorgeous, healthy, normal young woman who likes to go to fabulous parties and indulge her very natural sexual curiosity. The only difference between you and other gals your age would be that you are getting paid to have fun, instead of just going out and finding fun on your own.”

		

		Shooting her a canny look, he asked, “How many times do you have sex on the average per month now, just recreationally?”

		

		She sighed and said, truthfully, “Not as many as I might, if I didn’t have to work so many hours and hit the books so hard and go to class. My life is so insanely busy right now that I don’t even have a boyfriend at the moment. The last one dumped me a couple of weeks ago. He said he was tired of playing second fiddle to my frantic schedule.”

		

		“Okay, but if you weren’t on such a killer schedule, you’d probably go to a few parties in a month, right?”

		

		She thought about that and then nodded. Clearly encouraged by her positive response, he went on to say, “A girl with your looks and your figure, plus that firecracker personality of yours…I bet you’d end up in bed with some lucky guy at least two or three times a month, don’t you think?”

		

		Skylar felt her face coloring. She was suddenly grateful for the room’s low-lit ambience.

		

		“Maybe,” she finally admitted, “I like sex, and I do love a good party.”

		

		“Well, don’t you see? Partying at swinger events with me would pretty much be the same thing, except that you’d make a lot of money in addition to going to some great parties and having lots of fun sexual hook-ups.”

		

		Mulling that over for a moment, she spotted a flaw in his logic. “At a regular party, if I met a guy I liked and agreed to sleep with him, it would only be with him—I’m not a pull-the-train, gangbang kind of a girl. I’ve never done it with more than one man in one night.”

		

		Colt Webster laughed. He told her, “Skylar, the guys you typically meet at a college party are in their early twenties, right? Looking the way you do, if they can’t get it up at least three or four times a night with you…then you really should do yourself a favor and look for a better class of guys.”

		

		She burst out laughing. She couldn’t help it.

		

		Her thoughts flashed back to some of the young men she had spent a night with in the last year or so. Most of them had managed at least three erections over the course of the evening. And some of them had gotten hard five times, if you counted morning sex, after a sleepover!

		

		Pushing those wanton memories aside, she said, “So, you’re saying that if I did this…if I agreed to be your steady swinger date…that I wouldn’t have to make it with more than two or three guys per party, right?”

		

		He finished his wine and put the glass on the table, standing up. Moving down to her end of the table, he held out his hand to her.

		

		“I’m saying that swinger parties—at least the ones I attend—are incredibly fun, sexy affairs,” he told her as she took his and got to her feet, holding on to his offered hand once she was on her feet.

		

		“You can lay as many or as few guys as you feel like that night, as long as it’s at least a few, at every party. And, like I said, when you think about it, it’s almost the same as what you’d do if left to your own devices and you had a more normal schedule.”

		

		His hand left hers and slid around her waist. Putting his other hand around her waist as well, drawing her in close, he whispered, “So, what do you say? Do you want the job?”

		

		Her heart was pounding again, as she stared up into those gorgeous blue eyes. Up close like this, she could see an underlying current of mischievousness there that she hadn’t noticed before. Or maybe it was just because she now knew what sort of red-hot, overtly sexual man Colt Webster really was, beneath the polished exterior.

		

		Either way, when his lips came down on hers, it only took a second for her to make up her mind and open her mouth to admit his questing tongue…

		

		****

		

		“Can you spend the night?”

		

		She thought about that for a moment. Tomorrow was Monday, and she had a fairly early class.

		

		“If you can arrange to get me back home in the morning early enough to change clothes and still make it to a nine o’clock physiology class, I can,” Skylar told him with a smile, looking up at him, her arms around his neck.

		

		They were in the master bedroom now, on the big house’s third floor, having made out hot and heavy in the dining room until both of them were panting for breath. Colt had broken off the passionate kissing at last and taken her hand, heading for the elevator.

		

		As soon as the door had closed and the car had started upward, they’d been in each others’ arms once more; lips locked together, tongues intertwining. The double doors leading into the bedroom suite were only a few down the hall from the alcove where the elevator stopped. Colt had guided her to those doors, backwards, his arms locked around her, almost as if they were dancing instead of tonguing and caressing each other into a state of white-hot desire.

		

		“Can you drive a stick?” he asked her.

		

		Huh…stick--what was he talking about--a pool stick…a man’s cock…?

		

		“A stick-shift; a car with a manual transmission,” he clarified his meaning, smiling at her obvious confusion.

		

		“Uh, sure…why,” she asked him?

		

		“There are six vehicles down in the parking garage at the moment, but every one of them—with the exception of a vintage, perfectly-restored Packard that I wouldn’t loan to my own mother--is a stick-shift. You can drive one of them back into town tomorrow morning. I’ll send someone over to pick it up later in the day.”

		

		“Okay, that solves the problem of me getting home in the morning,” she said, opening the small clutch purse she had in her left hand and taking out her cell phone.

		

		“My two roomies, Bobby and Pam, are a pair of mother hens,” Skylar explained as she scrolled through to her home number and hit “talk”.

		

		“Hey, Pam, don’t wait up for me. I’ll be home in the morning, in time to make it to my first class, okay?”

		

		She shifted her weight from foot to foot as she listened to her roommate’s reply, a little grin spreading across her lips. “It’s fine, believe me.”

		

		Looking up at Colt, the grin widening, she said, “Oh, he definitely is a perv, all right…just not the kind you’re thinking of. I am no doubt going to get my lights fucked out tonight, but I don’t think I’ll end up dead in a ditch afterward. Bye!”

		

		She snapped the phone closed and tossed it back into her purse. As she withdrew her hand, she brought out several foil-wrapped condoms. She put both the condoms and her purse on the nightstand next to the king bed.

		

		“Do you always use those when you have sex?” Colt asked, eying the packets.

		

		“Always,” Skylar told him, stepping in closer to him. “I’m on the pill, so I don’t worry about getting pregnant. But there are so many things going around these days that an unprotected girl can catch…I don’t take any chances.”

		

		Colt stepped over to the table where she had placed the condoms and opened the top drawer. He took out a white envelop and handed it to her.

		

		“What’s this?” she asked.

		

		“It’s why we won’t need to use any rubbers tonight, since you are on the pill,” Colt said. “Go on, read it.”

		

		Skylar took the single sheet of paper out of the already opened envelop and read it quickly. It was a report from a local lab, dated two days ago; the results from a complete blood panel done on one Colton T. Webster, certifying him to be free of any STD’s—sexually transmitted diseases.

		

		“The swinger group I party with is very exclusive, and very safety-conscious. Weekly blood tests are a must for membership, and we’re all careful who we go to bed with, outside of other, tested, certified-safe members.”

		

		He shrugged and went on to add. “If you hadn’t pulled those condoms out and been so intent on using them, I’d have had to use some of the ones I keep in that drawer, just to ensure I didn’t contract anything from sleeping with you that I might transmit to the group at our next party.”

		

		Stepping in closer, he took the lab report from her and put it back in the envelop, and the envelop back in the drawer. He brought out a big tube of sex lubricant from the drawer and placed it next to the pile of condoms.

		

		“We might need that lube, but we won’t need anything else…which is great, because I much prefer the feel of flesh against flesh instead of latex against flesh, don’t you, beautiful?”

		

		She smiled up at him and put her arms around his neck once more. Just before they kissed, she whispered, “I do at that, handsome…I do at that.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		“Unbelievable,” Colt Webster marveled as he eased her unzipped dress off her shoulders a few moments later and let it drop to the carpet, staring with rapt delight at the bare breasts beneath it for the first time, “those are incredible.”

		

		Skylar had, over the years, grown used to boys’ and men’s reactions to the sight of her tits when they were first revealed. Her boobs were round and very full, with reddish-pink nipples that were small—considering the size of the globes surrounding them—which made the breasts themselves seem even larger. They jutted outward from her chest wall, heavy and ripe, but without a hint of sag on her youthful, religiously in-shape body.

		

		“My nipples aren’t what you’d call big, but they’re very sensitive,” Skylar murmured, stepping into him, her arms going back around his neck as they kissed once again.

		

		As they embraced, she eased the jacket off his shoulders and he dropped his arms away from her body briefly, so that she could remove it and let it slide down onto the carpet next to her dress. She stopped kissing him and moved back a little, her fingers going to work on his shirt buttons.

		

		“Mmmmmm, still in great shape, I see,” she sighed as she checked out his famous physique in the softly-lit bedroom when she pulled his shirt open.

		

		He gave her a half-smile and reached down to skim off her nearly transparent black thong panties while she busily undid his belt and slacks. The wispy garment slid down her long, perfect legs, baring her Brazilian-waxed mons to his gaze. She was now totally naked except for a tiny pair of nude-colored ped socks and her high heels.

		

		“You’re body is a work of art,” Colt told her, his smile widening as he stepped back a half step and took it in.

		

		“That’s because, in addition to doing some personal training sessions with a few clients, my main job at Marty’s gym is leading a killer aerobics class three or four times a week,” she told him with an answering smile as she hooked her thumbs in the elastic waistband of his boxers and slid them downward, her eyes still on his. “It’s called ‘Blood, Sweat, & Tears’ and it is fifty minute’s worth of non-stop, unrelentingly strenuous movement, done to dance music.”

		

		She told him with a proud little smile, “It’s the most grueling workout regimen you can imagine. I’ve had professional athletes who were unable to finish the whole class without resting the first time they tried it. It will definitely keep you in shape.”

		

		With that, she dropped the boxers to the carpet and glanced downward. Colt’s cock did not disappoint.

		

		It was at least nine inches in length and it was as big around as her wrist—a real pussy-stretcher! Even half-hard, the way it was now, it was the biggest one she’d ever seen outside a porn film.

		

		Oh, well, she thought, I get really wet when I’m turned on, and pussies are very elastic by nature--we’ll see how I do with this monster, once it gets hard.

		

		Wordlessly, the two of them kicked out of their shoes, getting completely naked as Skylar leaned down and slipped the ped socks off. He led her over to the bed, sat her down on the edge of it, and then sat next to her.

		

		“You’ve definitely passed the first part of the interview, kid,” he told her, his grin returning. “I truly believe that you have the most stunning body of any girl I’ve ever seen naked, along with the most beautiful face. Nobody’s going to complain if I show up with you as my date at a swinger party!”

		

		She smiled back at him and asked in that low, husky voice she slipped into when she was really aroused, “What’s the next part of the interview?”

		

		He put his arms around her and leaned back, pulling her down onto the bedspread with him, moving both his body and hers back onto the middle of the bed. Just before their lips met again, he whispered, “I have the feeling you’re going to ace that part of it, too, honey. Just lay back and enjoy. I’ll drive from here on out…”

		

		****

		

		Jesus, oh, my sweet Jesus, Skylar thought, her whole body feeling as if it was one giant nerve ending; a nerve ending that was absolutely pulsing with pleasure! I know he told me that he really knew how to please a woman…but my God. This is un-fucking-believable!

		

		She was on her back and Colt was kissing her. He kissed her lips, his tongue driving her to new heights of arousal as it slid against hers. And his fingers were all over her sensitive little nipples at the same time.

		

		Next, he was kissing those petite pink spikes, his tongue dragging across them in the most tantalizing, maddeningly-delicious way she’d ever experienced. And then he was sucking them, lightly, teasingly, exquisitely, as his fingertip—just the pad of his fingertip—found her clit and spread a thick coating of the lubricant that was positively gushing out of her over that tiny pleasure bead.

		

		He was leaning over her, caressing with his free hand, the nipple he wasn’t busily sucking, while slowly driving her completely crazy with that fingertip. He didn’t finger-fuck her, the way most men would have--at least not yet.

		

		Instead, he caressed her so softly that he soon had her thoroughly aroused body arcing up off the bed, her clit seeking more and more contact with the fingertip that was setting her poor pussy on fire! She moaned and jammed her right tit up into his nursing lips.

		

		“Bite it,” she demanded--her whole body ready to boil over into the best orgasm she’d ever had, “bite my hot nipple; suck it hard! Finger me and make me come, you fucking tease!”

		

		Colt brought his head up from its position over her breast and flashed a mischievous smile up at her. “You’re so impatient, Skylar. My God, we’re just getting started. You don’t want to come already, do you? There’s so much left for you to discover about this incredible body of yours.”

		

		With that, he went back to sucking her nipple as he stroked the other one. He did stop to nip lightly at it with his sharp teeth momentarily, sending a jolt of sensation through her that reverberated right down into the clit he was teasing into a frenzy of need.

		

		“Oh, oh, God,” she sighed, putting her hand on the back of his head, forcing it downward onto her ready-to-explode breast, “you’re diving me crazy! You’re…you’re…oh, oh, my sweet fucking God!”

		

		Colt had eased his finger into her sopping-wet opening just slightly as she spoke. He had also changed tits and begun to suck her left nipple just the way he’d done her right one, his other hand moving over to toy with that saliva-slick little spike. He fingered her slowly, still not putting enough pressure on her throbbing pink bud to get her off, keeping her quivering on the brink of the climax she wanted so desperately.

		

		“Come…” she croaked, straining up off the bed, thrusting her pelvis at his maddening finger, “I want to come so bad!”

		

		Colt chuckled softly; releasing is lip-lock on her nipple. He glanced up at her and whispered, “So soon? Well, maybe just a tiny one, to get our evening together started, sweetheart.”

		

		He pulled his finger out of her pussy and Skylar’s eyes shot open wide. She begged him. “No, more…touch it just a little more, please!”

		

		“Oh, I will,” he assured her, capturing both nipples between his fingertips and tweaking them as he slowly kissed his way down her torso, stopping at her bellybutton to tease it briefly with just the tip of his tongue. “I’ll touch it…just not with my fingers, darling.”

		

		Her whole body shivered as his mouth approached her pussy. She couldn’t wait to see what that insanely talented mouth of his would do to her clit!

		

		She was beginning to realize that Colt hadn’t been kidding when he’d told her that he’d learned all about how to please a woman at an early age. And she could definitely see that he’d been practicing, refining his art, for years now!

		

		“What a pretty little pussy you have, Skylar,” he whispered, his breath hot on her swollen clit.

		

		He ran is tongue tip up one side of her wet labia and then paused as he reached the top to lightly trace his way around her clit a few times. She whimpered at how wonderful that felt and pushed her ass up off the bed, twisting her body under his fingertips as they teased her nipples.

		

		“Eat it!” she pleaded, “Oh, God, please eat my pussy, Colt.”

		

		He ignored her, running his tongue down the other side of her slippery gash. He slipped it inside her for a moment, running the rough surface over her clit as it entered her, sending a shockwave of sensation rocketing up her spine. He seemed to feel that, and tugged a bit harder on her nipples.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck…you’re killing me!” she gasped. “Make me come, dammit! I want to come so bad!”

		

		“So soon,” Colt murmured, as his tongue eased back out of her snug little hole, shaking his head in faux disapproval. He was clearly having great fun, teasing the trembling, ready-to-orgasm girl. “You’re in such a hurry, babe. You should learn to relax and enjoy this incredible body of yours. You have no idea of the pleasure it can give you.”

		

		He smiled up at her across the expanse of her flat tummy and then added, “But don’t worry…you will by morning.”

		

		As he finished speaking, he pushed his lips back down over her clit and sucked softly, his tongue tapping at it at the same time. Colt’s fingertips tightened around her puffed-up nipples and he rolled them lightly between them, sending a fireball of pure erotic joy reverberating down into Skylar’s clit.

		

		Her breasts and her clit jerked in unison, and Colt sucked harder, his tongue swirling around and around the pulsing bud. He tightened his grip on her nipples and tugged upward as he nursed harder on her clitty.

		

		“I…oh…oh, fuck!” Skylar screamed.

		

		Her muscular body tightened, her ass coming up off the mattress to press her exploding pussy against her lover’s lips and tongue. She felt her tits spasm in time with the huge throbs of orgasmic fury that suddenly gripped her clit.

		

		“Oh, oh, it’s strong!” she whined, coming harder than she’d ever imagined it was possible to come. “Oh, fuck, and it’s so damned gooooooood!”

		

		Skylar, shivering like a fever victim, fell back onto the bedspread, Colt’s mouth still pressed tight against her clit, his fingers coaxing twinge after twinge of ecstasy out of her breasts.

		

		I’m coming everywhere--the thought flew through her mind--my whole body is coming!

		

		After that, she was too excited, too blown away by what was happening to her to muster another coherent thought. All she knew was that she’d never felt anything like this before in her life.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		“That…that was…” Skylar’s voice trailed off.

		

		Colt was lying next to her, their heads resting on the pillows at the top of the bed, still lying atop the bedspread. His arms were back around her and her breath was slowly returning to normal after what had felt to her like the orgasm of a lifetime.

		

		“That was a good start,” Colt completed her sentence, his eyes locked on hers. “You have incredible potential. Those cute little nipples of yours are so sensitive; and your clit is unreal—so responsive!”

		

		Skylar felt a thrill race down her spine as unbelievably hot man continued to stare so deeply into her eyes and told her that the most unbelievable sex she’d ever imagined was only the start. Was he really that good?

		

		That wasn’t even possible…was it?

		

		After all, she wasn’t exactly a virgin. She’d never bothered to count the guys she’d slept with in the past, stretching all the way back to high school, but it wasn’t a particularly small number. She’d always felt as if she could hold her own, sexually, with almost anybody.

		

		On the other hand, what Colt had just done to her lush young body, using only his tongue, lips, teeth, and fingers, had been truly the most intense sex she’d ever experienced—he hadn’t even fucked her yet!. She pushed that thought from her mind, determined not to let on to him how much what he’d just done to her had amazed her.

		

		“Oh, so there’s more to learn, I take it?” she finally asked with a bit of false bravado.

		

		“Oceans more, babe,” he whispered, his voice a sexy, low growl, as he drew her to him and kissed her.

		

		****

		

		Holy fuck, Skylar marveled, moving her ass back to meet Colt’s steady, hard thrusts, is he going to bang me all night long?

		

		She knew that wasn’t possible—even a super-stud like Colt Webster couldn’t fuck a girl all night long. But deep down inside, she secretly hoped she was wrong about that…because Colt’s huge dick inside her felt like pure magic!

		

		Skylar moaned just then. Colt was squeezing her nipples once more, reaching under her from in back as he knelt behind her, ramming his big cock deep into her more-than-willing pussy as she crouched before him on her hands and knees.

		

		How many times has he made me come so far? She asked herself, realizing that she’d long ago lost count.

		

		Let’s see…there was that sweet, beautiful straight fuck, right after he nearly blew the top of my head off with his mouth and tongue, she remembered.

		

		That had been wild. After he’d gathered her into his big arms again and kissed her, she’d still been so wet from the enormous oral orgasm he’d just given her that he hadn’t spent much time on foreplay.

		

		Practically as soon as she’d felt his long, thick erection pulsing against her stomach as they kissed, he’d simply turned her over onto her back and slid it into her. He’d fucked her slowly and gently, tongue-kissing her as the passion had built to an uncontrollable crescendo and she’d come once more, moaning and sucking furiously at his tongue as he balled her to an exquisite orgasm.

		

		But he hadn’t come. He’d stayed hard as one of those cue sticks down in the billiard room, turning onto his back with her, his cock still berthed deep inside her cunny, and she’d ridden him, cowgirl style, through a second massive climax.

		

		Colt had sucked her big, sensitive tits, alternating from one to the other, as she’d ridden him. When she’d finally gone off so hard that it had again felt as if the top of her head was exploding, he hadn’t hesitated. He’d turned her around and urged her to fuck him in the reverse-cowgirl position. And she had happily done so, until her poor pussy had once again gone crazy around his gliding cock and she’d come so hard she thought she’d pass out from the sheer intensity of it.

		

		And now, without even a moment’s rest, he had her up on her hands and knees, and was hammering into her from behind, driving her insane with that hard, hot cylinder of male muscle of his. She felt her clit throbbing again and knew she was going to experience another all-out, furious release again very soon!

		

		God, this guy can fuck! He never lets up. My clitty has never felt like this before; all pulsing and swollen to fullness and ready to pop…time after time! I never knew I could come this often, or this hard. It seems like every orgasm is even hotter than the last one!

		

		“G-gotta’ come!” she heard Colt gasp just then. “Oh, fuck, Sky, that hot, tight little pussy of yours has me ready to shoot!”

		

		About damned time, Skylar told herself. I thought for a moment there that he was never going to cream me!

		

		The thought of hunky, unbelievably sexy Colt Webster finally coming inside her made her cunny suddenly convulse once more. She dug her fingernails into the bedspread and groaned, “Oh, fuck, I’m beating you to it! I’m coming right now, you fucking stud!”

		

		He gripped her ultra-responsive nipples harder and thrust into her even faster, heightening her climax. Skylar sighed and closed her eyes, coming so hard she was getting flashes of red that affected her vision. She shivered and moaned and drenched his cock in boiling hot girl oil.

		

		“That’s right, come for me again, Sky, you sexy bitch!” he panted. “God, but you’re a hot one!”

		

		Skylar whined and began to orgasm even harder. She loved it when an absolute sex-god like Colt Webster called her a sexy bitch!

		

		As her orgasm peaked and then started to ebb, she had an inspiration. After all of the marvelous climaxes he’d given her tonight, he deserved a treat!

		

		“Huh,” he started as she abruptly slid away from him, going down onto her tummy on the mattress, popping his cock out of her clutching pussy lips, “what are you doing? I’ve gotta’ come, babe, no kidding.”

		

		She spun around on the bed and placed a hand against the surprised man’s chest, pushing him backward. She gave him her naughtiest smile and whispered, “On your back, stud-boy. I’m going to finish you with my mouth!”

		

		His answering grin was massive as he quickly flopped over onto his back and Skylar scrambled between his splayed open legs. She grabbed his gleaming-with-girl-oil cock and slipped her lips over it.

		

		Skylar knew what her own pussy juice tasted like. It wasn’t like she’d never sucked off a guy who’d just fucked her before, so she didn’t hesitate for an instant.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she sighed, tilting her head back as she went down on him, trying to get as much of his towering manhood into her throat as she could without gagging.

		

		“Oh, man, that feels so great!” Colt groaned, her lips nursing at him, her tongue all over his sensitive glans.

		

		She bobbed her head eagerly, wanting to taste his jizz. She didn’t mind semen at all. As a matter of fact, she’d kind of developed a taste for it over the years, since that first tentative blowjob back in junior high.

		

		And after all, Colt being far and away the oldest man she’d ever been with, she was anxious to see how his spunk differed in taste from that of the boys and much younger men she’d blown before. Would it be stronger, more mature tasting, she wondered?

		

		She knew she was going to find out pretty soon. From the way Colt was moaning and had his fingers in her hair, tugging her down further onto his ready-to-explode dick, she knew he was close to shooting.

		

		Skylar ran her fingernails lightly over his tensed up ball sac and sucked even harder on his prick as she slid it in and out of her mouth. She continued to run her tongue around and around his cock head as she sucked.

		

		Colt’s very large nut sac clenched beneath her teasing fingertips and she braced herself for what was coming. His hips jerked up off the bed and he screamed with joy, “Oh, fuck, Skylar, swallow it! Swallow it for me, you little sex kitten!”

		

		Holy moly, what have I gotten myself into here? She thought as the biggest jet of hot come she’d ever imagined spattered all over the roof of her mouth, filling it to capacity almost instantly.

		

		She gulped it down and was glad she had, because a second, even larger one quickly replaced it. Her eyes grew wide as Colt’s cock bucked again and again in her mouth, depositing massive amounts of hot goo with each pulse.

		

		My God, is he ever going to run out? She thought, suddenly on the edge of panic as she downed a fourth and then fifth big mouthful of jism.

		

		Colt sighed and fired off another, much smaller volley of semen. She sighed as well, with relief, and gulped it down for him. She teased his cock head with her tongue, coaxing out another tiny spurt or two and swallowing them as well.

		

		It is kind of yummy, at that, she decided, taking time to savor its essence, now that she didn’t feel she was in imminent danger of drowning in it. It’s not salty, like a lot of guys’ come is, and it doesn’t have that yucky, bleach-like taste either.

		

		“God damn, you sure know how to do that,” he said just then, smiling down at her.

		

		She licked him one last time and let him slip from her mouth. “Thank you, kind sir. We professional swinger girls strive to please.”

		

		His smile grew into a huge grin as he reached for her, taking her arms and pulling her up onto his chest. Her big tits puddled down onto his lightly-furred pectorals and he put his right hand on the back of her dark locks and pushed her downward, so that he could kiss her.

		

		Omigod, my mouth is still so full of come! She realized as his lips touched hers

		

		But Colt didn’t seem to mind a bit. He pushed his tongue up into her mouth and lapped at her tongue.

		

		She felt a rush of excitement ripple through her, as her tits clenched against his chest. This was so hot, somehow--making out with a man right after he’d just unloaded in her mouth!

		

		Most guys would be grossed out, but Colt isn’t. He’s so manly, so hot--so fucking sure of himself, sexually, that he’s not even worried about it!

		

		After another minute or so of the steamy kiss, he pulled back and whispered, “I’ve got to fuck you again, Sky. I can’t seem to get enough of you!”

		

		She laughed, sure that he was just messing with her. They’d already fucked for, like, forever! And Colt, stud that he was, wasn’t seventeen anymore. He couldn’t possibly get that huge wanger of his hard again so soon, could he?

		

		Skylar started, as the massive cock in question throbbed once against her sleek belly and then began to stir to life against her. She glanced down at him, in awe, as he pulled her in for another kiss…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“Ummm, oh, oh, what the fuck are you doing?” Skylar moaned as she felt Colt slide away from her and swing his legs over his side of the bed to get up.

		

		She glanced over at the digital alarm clock on the nightstand and saw that it was barely five. Outside the big windows of Colt’s third story bedroom, dim light was beginning to show.

		

		“I’m going for a two mile run on the beach,” he said, smiling over at her. “I do it every morning, when I’m staying out here at the beach house. Want to come along?”

		

		“I don’t have any running shoes,” she whined, pulling the covers up to her chin, luxuriating in between the warm sheets.

		

		“We’ll run barefoot,” he told her, bouncing up out of bed and heading for the big walk-in closet. “I’ve got some sweats that’ll fit you. They’ll be too big, but it won’t be bad if we roll the legs up a little and you push the sleeves up to your elbows. Come on, get up.”

		

		“Fuck that!” Skylar protested. “I got, like, an hour or two of sleep last night at the most--you nearly balled my brains out, you pervert!”

		

		“Deeeeeper, Colt!” he called to her from inside the closet, imitating her words from last night in a voice that was mocking and higher-pitched than normal. “Oh, God, Colt… harder…deeeeeper—really give it to me with that big cock of yours!”

		

		She grabbed the pillow behind her head and flung it weakly in his direction. “You prick! Don’t you know that it’s not polite to repeat things a girl might have said in the heat of passion?”

		

		He laughed. “Come on, get up, Sky, the run will make you feel better, I promise.”

		

		Sighing, and then laughing along with him, she dragged herself out of bed. A pair of old, faded, sweats sailed out of the closet and landed atop the covers.

		

		Skylar found her skimpy thong panties and slid into them and then pulled on the sweats. She sighed, “My tits are going to bounce all over the place, running with no bra!”

		

		He stepped from the closet, dressed in a stylish jogging outfit, barefoot. He waggled his eyebrows at her and said, leer firmly in place, “I know. I can hardly wait!”

		

		****

		

		“God damn,” Colt panted, “You weren’t kidding about being in shape. You can really run, for a girl!”

		

		They were on the last hundred yards back to his house, having made the turn at one mile and headed back down the beach. The sand was hard-packed and wet from last night’s high tide and gave them a good footing to run on.

		

		“Girl, my ass,” Skylar said, barely breathing hard, jogging easily along beside him, “I’ll show you who’s a…‘girl’, Colt, you big pussy!”

		

		She kicked it into high gear, running flat out, her big breasts bouncing wildly under the baggy sweatshirt. Colt laughed and kept up with her for forty yards or so and then began to flag. Skylar poured it on, pressing right her forearm over her jiggling tits, holding them tight against her chest as she picked up speed, leaving Colt ten yards behind her and still falling back

		

		“Fuck, you’re in phenomenal shape!” Colt said, gasping for air when he finally pulled up behind his house, where she stood waiting for him, smiling, hands on her hips, not nearly as out of breath as he was.

		

		“Blood, Sweat & Tears—baby,” she laughed. “If you can lead that workout almost every night, for months on end, you can do anything!”

		

		He took her hand and led her back inside the mansion. They rode up in the elevator and Colt stopped to phone down to the kitchen to place an order of ham, eggs, and toast for himself, along with sliced fruit and toast for Skylar, before they took a shower together.

		

		One thing soon led to another, and before she knew it, Skylar was once again flat on her back, naked and still slightly damp from the shower, with Colt’s huge dick inside her once more. She moaned and ran her hands up and down his back as he took her.

		

		He stopped fucking her every once in a while and instead just held her tight and made out with her, his cock still driven deep into her warmth. The third time he did that, from out of nowhere, she suddenly felt her pussy boil over and start to come furiously!

		

		“Ummmmmm! Ummmmmm!” she moaned up into his kissing mouth, her cunny rippling all around him, her body twisting up off the bed, her clit mashed hard against his buried prick.

		

		“Oh, Sky, you come so nice for me,” he panted, breaking off the kiss, fucking her hard again, and driving her climax to a whole new level of intensity.

		

		“Jesus, Jesus, how do you do this to me?” she gasped, coming so furiously that she saw stars again.

		

		“I don’t know, babe,” he sighed, rutting down into her, his cock abruptly beginning to blast wads of hot come into her womb. “It’s chemistry, I guess…and I almost flunked chemistry!”

		

		She laughed, grabbing him, holding him close as he filled her and the fiery spasms continued to grip her clit, one right after the other…

		

		****

		

		“Well, of the cars I’ve got out here right now, I think the ‘Stang is your best choice,” Colt told her, taking a set of keys with a Ford emblem on the keychain down from the pegboard in the garage.

		

		Skylar’s eyes were as wide as fifty cent pieces. The lights were on in the big underground garage and the vehicles parked there absolutely sparkled beneath them, all of the paintjobs waxed to a gleaming finish.

		

		There was a bright red Ferrari roadster, a burgundy colored Maserati GranTurisimo convertible, a wicked-looking lime green Kawasaki ZX-1 motorcycle, a badass dune buggy with a reinforced roll bar, oversized tires, and chrome everything, a perfectly-restored grey Packard sedan, dating from the nineteen thirties, and a brand new Shelby GT500 Mustang convertible. The Mustang, which Colt had shortened affectionately to ‘Stang was silver-grey in color, with two black racing stripes running down the center of its paintjob.

		

		“You said you could drive a stick,” Colt said, tossing her the Mustang keys, “it’s a six-speed.”

		

		“I get to drive this back to town?” she asked incredulously, going over to it and running her fingertips over the hood of the sexy GT500, her heart pounding as she eyed the gorgeous sports car…“Seriously?”

		

		“Watch out for cops,” he told her with a grin, handing her a slip of paper, “it’s easy to glide right past the speed limit in this baby, believe me. Oh, and that’s my address in Beverly Hills. Why don’t you join me for dinner there tonight, after you finish up at Marty’s? You can bring my car back, okay?”

		

		She put the paper in her clutch purse. “Okay, but I’ve got to go home right after dinner. I’ve got a test on Friday that I really need to study for.”

		

		He stepped in closer to her, taking her in his arms again. Just before he kissed her, he said, “Bring a change of clothes, why don’t you? I’m dying to sleep with you again tonight, doll.”

		

		Pulling back, resisting his kiss, she insisted, “I can’t. It’s not that I wouldn’t like to, but I’ve got that test. I really do need to study!”

		

		“So bring your book bag. I’ve got a library you can use to study in.”

		

		She shook her head, smiling at him, thinking what a rogue he was, how deliciously sexy, how much she’d like to be in bed with him again tonight. “No way, Romeo; you’ll want me to spend the night in the sack with you instead of studying, and I might not be able to resist you, you sexy dude. And then I’ll end up flunking my test!”

		

		“You can study until eleven,” he whispered, tightening his grip on her, drawing her toward him. “And then I’ll work my manly wiles on you and we’ll fuck each other silly again, okay?”

		

		“Do you promise you’ll actually let me study until eleven?” she asked him, melting into his embrace.

		

		“I promise.”

		

		After a full minute of the kiss, she reluctantly pulled out of his grasp, her heart pounding, her lower lips wet as they could be once more. “If I don’t get going, I’ll be late getting to class. And if you don’t quit kissing me like that, right now, I’ll end up on the hood of this car with that fabulous dick of yours in me again!”

		

		He grinned wolfishly. “That doesn’t sound bad to me.”

		

		She opened the car door and hopped inside, saying, “No, it doesn’t. That’s what scares me about you, Colt. It doesn’t sound bad to me either!”

		

		Giggling, she fired up the Mustang and backed out of the space. She waved to Colt and drove up the ramp leading to ground level.

		

		****

		

		“What a car!” she sighed, motoring down the Pacific Coast Highway, back toward Los Angeles.

		

		It was still very early in the morning, so the commute wasn’t fully under way yet. She had the top down, her hair blew about in the breeze, the ocean waves rolled in steadily, off to her right, and she was thinking about Colt Webster.

		

		Actually--she had to admit—it was more like she was obsessing about Colt Webster!

		

		Was he not the single coolest man on earth? Had she not just participated with him in the most sensational, mind-blowing sex in the history of sex? Did she not have a check in her purse, from Colt Webster Holdings, Inc. for fifteen-hundred dollars, with her name on it?

		

		Remembering the check brought her level of euphoria down a notch or two. Was she really going to be able to go to those kinky parties with him and…and…fuck a couple of complete strangers while watching Colt in bed with other women?

		

		She sighed and scolded herself; I’d better be able to do it. I took the money, now didn’t I?

		

		Looking down a the speedometer, she saw that she was doing a little over eighty miles per hour and quickly reduced her speed. She thought to herself, Colt was right. This little honeywagon really flies. It’s a good thing I’m stuck with my old jalopy or I’d get more tickets than you could count!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		After Blood, Sweat & Tears finished up, just before six that evening, Skylar hit the shower at Marty’s and then changed into an old pair of Levi’s and a tank top, worn with one of her sturdier, completely non-sexy bras underneath it.

		

		She’d purposely chosen this low-key style of dress for tonight. A sheer, sexy bra would have just encouraged Colt’s sexual advances, and Colt Webster was one man who sure as hell didn’t need any encouragement! She just hoped that he would keep his word and leave her alone for at least a few hours tonight, as he’d promised to do, so that she could cram some more for Friday’s test.

		

		“God, this is a fantastic ride!” Skylar sighed aloud as she got into the red-hot Mustang a few minutes later, dropped the roof and fired it up.

		

		In addition to his address, Colt had written directions describing the easiest way to get to his place from Marty’s gym, plus a bunch of phone numbers—the Malibu house, the Beverly Hills house, his cell phone, and his private line at work. She studied his notes for a moment, and then drove over to Melrose Avenue, and followed it until it hit Civic Center Drive. She took that to North Crescent Drive and turned right, heading up into the hills.

		

		“Fucking A,” she whispered in awe as the lots gradually got bigger and bigger, the houses grew enormous, and the elaborateness of the landscaping seemed to take on a life of its own.

		

		She found Colt Webster’s street, turned onto it and stopped in front of the twenty foot high wrought iron gates that fronted his private drive. As per his written instructions, she pushed a button on a remote clipped to the sun visor and the huge gates swung open.

		

		The house was a hundred yards off the tree-lined, very exclusive street. It was two stories, built in the Spanish, early-California style, with white-washed stucco walls and a red-tile roof.

		

		The thing that truly amazed Skylar was that the sprawling hacienda looked to be big enough to hold two mansions the size of Colt’s Malibu beach house!

		

		“Jesus,” Skylar said, pulling up in front, putting the top back up, getting out, and locking the Mustang. She walked up the three broad steps leading up to the heavy wooden double doors that were reinforced with iron plates that reached halfway across each massive door.

		

		A few seconds after she rang the bell, a tall, stately, middle-aged man, dressed impeccably in an expensive-looking blue suit, along with a white dress shirt and red and black striped tie, answered the door. Skylar had never seen a for real, honest-to-God butler before--only in the movies--but she realized immediately that she was looking at one, in the flesh, right now.

		

		“Miss Channing, I presume?” he said in a clipped British accent. “Mr. Webster is in the den. Right this way.”

		

		She stepped inside and he closed the door behind her. Following his lead, she crossed the tiled entryway, made her way through a charming living room that looked out through a set of glass-paneled French doors on to an immaculate garden and patio/swimming pool area. The butler turned into an open doorway on the far side of the room and she saw Colt sitting on a brown leather couch, watching a big screen television that was tuned to a business channel. Numbers and graphs filled the screen and a stock ticker ran across the bottom of the picture.

		

		“Oh, hey, you’re here,” Colt said, snapping off the TV and smiling at Skylar as he sprang up from the couch.

		

		“Thanks, Hurley, I’ll take it from here,” he told the butler, who nodded curtly and disappeared back into the living room.

		

		“Where’s your stuff?” he asked her, seeing that she had nothing in her hands but the keys to the Mustang.

		

		“It’s out in the car,” she replied, looking around the beautifully decorated den, admiring the walnut desk, the computer, the fine chairs and the small fireplace. “I thought I’d bring my knapsack and my book bag in after dinner.”

		

		“Great,” Colt beamed, slipping his arm around her, across her shoulders, “here, I’ll show you where the library is. It’s got everything you need…it’s a quiet spot, with a large desk to lay your books and stuff out on, a really fast computer connection, and a big-screen monitor.”

		

		He led her down a hallway, stopped and opened the first door they came to, adding, “Plus, it’s got tons of books. But I guess you brought your own, now didn’t you?”

		

		She stepped inside and looked around. As Colt had said, there were leather bound books from floor to ceiling in a room that had to be a good thirty feet long and twenty feet across. The desk was huge, as was the computer’s screen, and there was a window behind the desk that looked out onto the immaculately-kept pool area.

		

		“You might find a use for these particular books, though,” Cold said casually, leading her over to a small stack of thick volumes lying on a leather wingchair.

		

		She recognized the top book immediately; it was Dr. Arthur Johnson’s seminal work on Motor Movement. She hadn’t been able to afford to buy it. Instead, she used the copy that was for reference only at the university library, because the beautifully illustrated, weighty tome cost something like six-hundred dollars in the student bookstore!

		

		“W-where did you get that?” she stammered, shocked to see it lying there on the chair.

		

		“I had my secretary look up your major at the U,” Colt replied, obviously pleased with her reaction at seeing the books. “Then she managed to get your class schedule for this semester—she’s a whiz with computers, a born hacker—and she used that to look up the book requirements for each class you’re taking.”

		

		Skylar shook her head at the man’s sheer chutzpah. What a snoop!

		

		“Then I sent my personal assistant over to the campus today and told him to buy a copy of every book on the list that was priced at over three hundred dollars,” Colt went on. “I figured from our conversation last night about your finances that you wouldn’t be able to afford personal copies of those.”

		

		She looked at the books and then back up at Colt, who was still smiling smugly. He shrugged and said, “I told you that if you came over tonight I’d help you study. I can’t help much in the actual study department, since I was a business major in college. I don’t know chemistry of the body or neural bases of movement from my left elbow.”

		

		He grinned at her and added, “But I can buy a book.”

		

		Skylar came over to him and put her arms around his neck and assured him in a low, throaty whisper, “You’re going to get the fucking of your life tonight, mister!”

		

		She gave him a quick peck on the lips and then stepped back, saying, “But that’s for later. Right now, what’s for dinner?”

		

		****

		

		What was for dinner turned out to be fresh sea bass, done in a delicious Marsala wine sauce with onions, mushrooms and butter. It was accompanied by wild rice, some green beans served with almond slivers and a glaze of some sort which Skylar found to be utterly yummy. Colt poured them a wonderful Italian Orvieto white wine to go along with it.

		

		“This meal is fantastic,” she told him as they sat together in the mansion’s exquisitely appointed dining room, “and it’s not that bad for you either. The rice and the beans are quite healthy and, even with the sauce; this fish doesn’t have all that many calories.”

		

		“You sound like my nutritionist,” he laughed.

		

		“You have a nutritionist?”

		

		“Yeah, she works with cook to plan my meals,” Colt replied, taking another sip of the chilled wine. “That nice filet mignon we had last night out at the beach house was the first beef I’ve had in ages.”

		

		He smiled almost shyly at her and added, “I wanted to impress you.”

		

		She grinned back and said, “Mission accomplished—it was sensational. It doesn’t hurt to eat beef once in a while, although that sauce, while it was scrumptious, was a little much, now that I think about it.”

		

		“You’re really into this fitness stuff, aren’t you?”

		

		“I normally eat lots of veggies and pasta,” she told him, really digging into her delectable fish as she spoke. “Those can be super cheap and very nutritious, if you do it right.”

		

		He looked at her from across the table and finished the glass of wine he was drinking. After a thoughtful pause, he said in a quiet voice, “We’ll have to see what we can do about that.”

		

		“About what?” she asked, forking in another mouthful of sea bass.

		

		“I don’t like hearing that someone I’m fond of has to scrimp on food, Sky,” he answered.

		

		She smiled at him, swallowed her fish, and said, “Hey, I didn’t hear any complaints about my being too skinny last night, when we were making love. Don’t worry about me, Colt. I can take care of myself.”

		

		****

		

		Skylar sat in the big chair behind the desk, poring over her notes and occasionally looking something up in one of the expensive textbooks Colt had bought for her. She had the computer on and had used it to look up several things as well.

		

		All in all, this was the most well-equipped study site she’d ever had access to. It was much better than the library at school; so private and quiet.

		

		She suddenly heard a steady, “thump, thump, thump” off in the distance, through the open window behind her. It was a nice early-fall night, so she’d opened it for some fresh air about an hour ago.

		

		Glancing over at the computer monitor, she saw that it was eight-thirty. She’d been at it for almost two solid hours.

		

		The thumping continued. She stood up, deciding a short break wouldn’t hurt, stretched, and went over to the closed library doors, opening one and stepping out into the hallway.

		

		“What’s that thumping?” she asked Hurley, the butler, when she encountered him at the end of the hallway, standing just inside the kitchen.

		

		“Oh, that would be Mr. Webster, bouncing a basketball, I believe,” he answered.

		

		He gestured toward her and she followed him into the kitchen. Once inside, she could see Colt Webster standing out in the driveway, peering up at a basketball backboard that had been mounted at what looked like regulation height, just in the center of his long, six-car garage, as he dribbled a ball.

		

		“What’s he doing?” she asked Hurley.

		

		“I really don’t know, Miss,” he answered, “just shooting a few baskets, I believe.”

		

		Intrigued, she stepped past him and opened the screen door, heading down the back steps and out onto the drive. She smiled at Colt as he turned toward her.

		

		“Whatcha’ doin’, handsome?” she asked.

		

		“Just shooting around,” he replied, smiling back. “Why aren’t you studying?”

		

		“I’m just taking a quick break,” she answered. Looking at the ball he held in his hands she asked, “Are you any good?”

		

		“I’m not bad, for a football player.”

		

		She grinned. “I’m not bad, either, for a girl. Want to play a quick game of half-court one-on-one, first one to reach twenty points wins?”

		

		“You’re on, hot-stuff,” he smiled, bouncing the ball over to her.

		

		“I notice you’ve got a half-court line painted on the driveway, as well a key and out-of-bounds lines and end lines. Do three pointers count in this game?”

		

		“Sure,” he told her.

		

		“Good,” she said, stepping onto the court proper, the heels of the white athletic shoes she wore now just inside the out-of-bounds line, and then suddenly arcing a perfect three pointer toward the rim.

		

		It dropped through—nothing but net—and she was right there to rebound it, take it out past the top of the key and re-set to shoot again. Colt, laughing at her audacity and her obvious shooting ability, went for her fake, jumping up to block her shot.

		

		She put the ball on the ground again, dribbled right by him and laid the ball up, scoring again. She caught the rebound, cleared the ball, and then turned around to shoot.

		

		“Oh, no you don’t” he said, cutting her off.

		

		Grinning hugely, she turned around, dribbled out past the three point line, spun, and executed a perfect over-the-head; two-handed jumper that sailed right into the basket again. He hustled toward the basket for the rebound this time, but she was already running hard, right past him, and gathered the ball in once more.

		

		“That’s eight points already, Colt,” she said, dribbling easily, changing the ball effortlessly from hand to hand, and smiling at him as she did so. “I think you’re fucked!”

		

		“One more quick game!” he pleaded. “Come on, this is embarrassing, getting beaten by a girl!”

		

		She tossed him the ball back to him and headed for the kitchen door. Over her shoulder, she said, “Studying, remember? Maybe we can have a rematch the next time I come over, okay?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“Wow, and I thought the Malibu place was swanky!” Skylar said when she saw Colt’s master bedroom for the first time.

		

		This huge room also featured a king bed, but this bed was canopied and made of old, cross-sawed oak wood that had been polished to a soft, beautiful shine. The rest of the massive furniture in the room matched it. The floor was red tile, with big Persian area rugs under the bed itself and also underneath a sofa and coffee table arrangement at the other end of the spacious room.

		

		“Want to hang up tomorrow’s outfit in the closet?” he offered, crossing the room and pulling back the oak-paneled accordion doors on one side of the huge closet.

		

		A large space had been cleared of Colt’s clothes, leaving that end of the closet bare, except for empty hangers. She laughed and unzipped the knapsack she was using as an overnight bag, taking out the skirt, blouse, and sweater she had brought along to wear to class in the morning.

		

		“I think they’re going to look sort of lonely in here, all by themselves,” she joked as she hung her three paltry garments up on three of the empty hangers, leaving about fifty still vacant.

		

		“Well, next time, bring more clothes.” He smiled at her. “I left you plenty of room, now didn’t I?”

		

		“That you did,” she smiled back, taking out a pair of pink sweats she’d brought along and hanging them next to her other clothes. “I thought you might want to run in the morning, so I came prepared this time.”

		

		“Yeah, I’ve got a real nice two mile course measured out on the residential streets around here, so we can definitely do that, doll.”

		

		“Good,” she said, tossing the nearly empty knapsack into the closet and shutting the door again.

		

		She smiled up at him and put her arms around his neck, “I didn’t bring any nightgowns…was that okay?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, Goddamn, but you’re good, babe!” he groaned in ecstasy.

		

		They were both naked in the middle of the big bed, with Colt’s back resting against the pillows stacked against the massive headboard. Skylar was on her tummy, in between his spread legs, and his cock was all the way in her mouth and down her throat as she sucked him slow and easy, her tongue all over him.

		

		Skylar smiled inwardly, thinking about the boyfriend she’d had during the last part of her senior year in high school. His name had been Mark, and he’d just loved blowjobs.

		

		He’d enjoyed fucking her tall, curvy bod, too, of course, but being sucked off had been his very favorite thing in the world. So Skylar had become very, very good at doing it.

		

		Mark’s cock had been much shorter than Cole’s whopper, and it’d featured a peculiarly-shaped head—long and thin, like a bullet—which had been perfect for what she was doing at the moment. Her old boyfriend had gone crazy when she’d captured his cock head between her saliva-slick lips and moved them up and down repeatedly on just the sensitive flesh of his prick tip while she caressed it with her tongue.

		

		The end of Colt’s massive prick was more conventionally shaped than her ex-boyfriend’s had been, its head being rounder and shorter, and resembled a small plumb. But he didn’t seem to be enjoying her little suck and lick maneuver any less than Mark had.

		

		“Oh, oh, my sweet fucking God, Sky!” Colt gasped at that moment, as if confirming her thoughts. “You’re killing me. That fucking tongue of your is deadly!”

		

		She smiled up at him with her big olive-green eyes and twirled that tongue all around his cock tip again and again, causing him to squirm about on the bed. Wanting to prolong the steamy blowjob for at least a little while longer—to heighten her new lover’s pleasure--she pushed her lips down to the base of his long dick, opened her throat, taking him all the way in once more. Her tongue came out to caress his big, round balls while she was down there, deep-throating him, and she heard him moan again.

		

		“Fuck, oh, fuck, baby, can you ever suck a cock or what?” he gasped, her tongue still going wild on his nut sac as she purposely swallowed, her tightening throat walls massaging his buried hardness while she licked him.

		

		Skylar pulled back, nearly letting him escape her lips, only to slowly gobble him all up again, her tongue circling and circling. He threw back his head and groaned joyfully.

		

		“What a blowjob! Jesus, you’re good, kid!”

		

		She felt his nuts clench and picked up the pace, knowing that she’d teased him for as long as he could stand. He was going to come any second now and she was hungry to taste his spunk again!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she murmured happily, letting him know she wanted his outpouring, her head going faster and faster up and down his dick as the suction increased and her tongue teased him.

		

		Colt bucked up off the bed involuntarily, his whole body tensing as he screamed, “Oh, fuck, Sky, here it is! Oh, God, I’m coming so fucking hard!”

		

		Last night was no fluke; she thought as the first jet of jism filled her mouth, my sweet Colt comes in buckets when he comes! There’s, like, a gallon of it.

		

		She swallowed and then swallowed again, Colt’s cock spewing out wad after wad of hot, thick, gooey spunk for her to deal with. And deal with it she did, eagerly. She gulped it down until there was no more spurting out, and then cleaned his cock head off with her tongue.

		

		“Mmmmmm, your stuff tastes so good!” she sighed, letting him slip from her mouth at last. “I just love doing that for you, sweetie.”

		

		He smiled at her and shook his head, still breathing hard. “God, what find you were, Skylar. You’re the sexiest girl I’ve ever known—come here!”

		

		He reached down and lifted her upward and then wrapped his arms around her waist her as their lips met. His tongue shot into her mouth again and she felt her pussy clench, just like it had last night when he’d tongue-kissed her right after she’d blown him

		

		He was just so fucking sexy! She melted into his arms, her nipples hard as tiny berries up against his chest, her pussy weeping lubricant like crazy.

		

		The only bad thing about blowing him is that he can’t fuck me right now, she thought as she kissed him passionately, even that huge, pussy-hungry dick of his needs a little recovery time!

		

		But Colt didn’t leave her to pine over his limp cock for long. He eased her down onto her back, turning his own body against the pillows so that he could deposit her in the middle of the mattress. He broke off the kiss and slid downward.

		

		“You’ve got the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen,” he sighed, sucking her left nipple in, his tongue all over it as his right hand engulfed her right breast, kneading and tweaking.

		

		“Suck ‘em,” she begged, snuggling into the bedspread. “Oh, God, Colt, suck those pretty tits of mine! Make ‘em feel like you did last night!”

		

		He did. Five minutes went by, and then ten.

		

		Skylar found herself moaning constantly, pushing her big knockers up into Colt’s talented mouth. She was twisting all over the bed beneath him, her breasts feeling simply incredible.

		

		And then he kissed his way downward, both hands coming up to continue teasing her nipples. His mouth found her pussy and she sucked in her breath in anticipation. Lots of guys had licked her cunny before Colt, and she’d been able to come with nearly all of them. But no one, ever, had sucked her pussy off as well as Colt had last night, and she was just dying to feel him lick her again!

		

		She wasn’t disappointed. He took his time once more, working her into a frenzy of excitement, her tits tight and sensitive, her pussy pouring out juice, her clit throbbing like mad.

		

		“Please,” she whimpered after long minutes of being right on the very gates of heaven, hovering near the brink. “Oh, God, Colt, please finish me! Let me come, you sweet teaser!”

		

		Colt chuckled and tapped lightly at her swollen clit with his tongue tip. She gasped and tried to press it harder against his maddening tongue, but he wouldn’t let her.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm, please,” she begged, he body pulsing with the need for release, he pelvis pushing up off the bed, seeking his tongue and lips.

		

		“You’re so magnificent, Skylar,” she heard him pant, out of breath with excitement from eating her. “Your pussy juice tastes like warm honey!”

		

		With that, he pressed his mouth back down tight on it and sucked, his tongue batting at her clit, his fingers tweaking her puffed-up nipples. Skylar wanted to scream but found she couldn’t. Her whole body went into spasm. She was coming so hard she could barely get a breath!

		

		“Ugh! Ah! Ugh!” she finally managed to gasp moments later, still fighting to catch a breath.

		

		Skylar was working her exploding clitty shamelessly against Colt’s mouth and tongue, her fingers entwined in his hair, pulling him in tighter. Stars seemed to be exploding in her head, her vision going slightly red as she came and came.

		

		“Oh, you sexy fucker!” she croaked, still panting for more air. “Lick it! Lick my hot clitty!”

		

		Colt licked it until it finally stopped pumping out its furious pulses of total ecstasy. She sighed and melted back onto the bed, a huge, satisfied-beyond-belief smile on her face.

		

		Getting back up onto his hands and knees, Colt moved forward, beaming down at her. He whispered, “God, but I love the way you go off, Sky. You are definitely the hottest woman I’ve ever known!”

		

		He notched the head of his now fully-recovered hard on into her super-juicy lips and let his weight down on her, spearing it all the way into her depths. Skylar smiled, loving how it felt to be stuffed full of Colt’s wonderful hardness again.

		

		“Mmmmmm, come here and fuck me, darling,” she whispered, pulling him down to cuddle her as he bottomed out in her pussy, her arms going tight around his broad back, “you feel so good inside me that I can barely stand it. You drive me crazy, Colt—you’re so fucking hot!”

		

		“I’m hot?” Colt murmured, really starting to give it to her, staring down into her eyes. “Jesus, Sky, you’re the hottest girl in LA!”

		

		She smiled and worked her ass up off the bed, fucking him back. He leaned closer and their lips met. She sucked his tongue like it was his cock and fucked him for all she was worth.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		The alarm went off at five and Skylar moaned. She dragged the pillow over her head in an effort to shut out the insistent blare.

		

		“Come on, sleepyhead, time for our run,” Colt’s voice sounded maddeningly cheerful from the other side of the bed.

		

		“I can’t,” she protested weakly, pushing the pillow off, watching his taut butt cheeks disappear into the bathroom. “I was going to, but you fucked me senseless again last night, you frigging lecher--I need more sleep!”

		

		She heard his laugh a few moments later, the toilet flushing at the same time. “Come on, you’ll feel great after a nice run, a hot shower, and a good breakfast, Sky, and you know it.”

		

		Re-entering the room, he threw open his closet door and got out another stylish jogging outfit and some athletic shoes. He went over to her sparsely-populated side of the closet and retrieved her sweats, tossing them onto the bed as he started to get dressed.

		

		When she finally got out of bed to rummage her discarded, heavy-duty bra from the pile of clothes she’d been wearing last night, he gave her a soft wolf-whistle. “Those are the finest tits in southern California!”

		

		She grinned at him and pulled on the bra, followed by yesterday’s panties. She had both a clean bra and clean panties in her bag in the closet, but she figured she’d run in these and then put the fresh ones on later, post-shower.

		

		Colt stepped over to her and took her in his arms. “How about a little pre-run exercise, before you get all the way dressed?”

		

		She pushed him away, turning toward the bed and her sweats. Over her shoulder, she said teasingly, “No more fucking for you right now, pussyhound. You wanted to run, so we run.”

		

		Seeing the disappointed look on his handsome face, she pulled the sweatshirt on over her head and then tantalized him with, “If we have time, there may be a little quickie in the offing for you before breakfast gets here.”

		

		“Well, shit, what are we waiting for then?” he asked, his face brightening instantly. “Get dressed, already, and lets run!”

		

		****

		

		They didn’t have sex again before breakfast. They waited until after they’d eaten the delicious repast a maid had brought up from the kitchen for them, and then settled back into the unmade bed and fucked each other breathless.

		

		“God, but you know how to push my buttons!” Skylar said, lying back, smiling over at Colt, who was also struggling to catch his breath after another round of incredible sex.

		

		“Me? You nearly fucked my lights out, kitten!” he panted. “You’re unbelievable.”

		

		A long, easy silence fell over the room as they just lay there, trying to breathe normally. Skylar smiled. She’d never had sex like this before, and she’d never felt so at ease with a guy before, either; so absolutely relaxed and at home with a man.

		

		Seeming to read her mind, Colt asked, “Will you come over again tonight, and study?”

		

		“Study, my ass!” she shot back, giggling. “You just want to fuck me some more, you giant horndog!”

		

		“Guilty as charged,” he laughed, taking her into his arms and holding her for a moment. “Like I told you before, my darling little Sky, I just can’t seem to get enough of you.”

		

		He looked into her eyes and then asked, “So, will you come?”

		

		“You bet I will,” she said after making him wait for a moment. “I can’t seem to get enough of you, either, Colt.”

		

		****

		

		“I gotta’ run or I’m going to be late!” she said, hurrying into her school clothes after her quick shower.

		

		She couldn’t believe she’d let him fuck her yet again, but she had. And he’d done it beautifully, as usual, making her come like a house afire!

		

		“Oh, shit! I just remembered, you were supposed to take me back over to my place this morning and drop me off, so that you could get the Mustang back!”

		

		She looked frantically over at the clock next to the bed. “I don’t know if I’ve got time for that now, after our…uh…little…uh…you know…tryst.”

		

		He shook his head, chuckling. “I own three car dealerships and a classic car collection. I’m not short on transportation, honey. Keep the fucking thing for another day or two.”

		

		Her face lit up. She said, “Really? That’s so cool! Oh, thank you, baby!”

		

		He waved her off and she dashed over to scoop up her book bag. “I’ll be here at about seven, is that okay? I’ve got a personal training session after I finish up with Blood, Sweat & Tears at six.”

		

		“Anytime is fine. I’ll tell cook to fix something that won’t be ruined if we don’t eat right on time.”

		

		****

		

		The meal cock prepared didn’t disappoint. Dinner was pasta and veggies with a few chunks of seasoned chicken breast thrown in, accompanied by some sort of delicious sauce that Colt assured her the nutritionist had recommended. They drank some more white wine along with it, and talked about Skylar’s day, which had been so hectic that Colt’s eyes went wide as she described it.

		

		When she’d finished talking, he said, “Listen, the first party I want to take you to is two weekends from now; not this coming weekend, but the one after that. Is that going to work for you?”

		

		She shrugged. “Sure, I’ll make it work. That gives me plenty of time to adjust my schedule with Marty and get some time off that weekend.”

		

		“Are you okay with this?” he asked her, a sly, inquiring smile on his face. “Can you do it…swing?”

		

		Skylar drank a big gulp of her wine and nodded her head that she could. “I’ve been thinking about it, and I’m sure I can. It’s not like you’re the first and only guy I’ve ever balled, Colt. I can do this.”

		

		She grinned at him, her face coloring only slightly, as she went on to add, “It’s like you said that first night. If left on my own, with a lighter schedule, I’d probably fuck that many guys by the end of the month just for fun…so what’s the big deal?”

		

		“The big deal is that you’re a very sweet kid, Sky,” he told her, his blue eyes boring into hers. “I don’t want to feel like I forced you to do something that’s going to scar your psyche permanently. I don’t want you to do this if you’re going to regret it, or feel like some kind of a hooker.”

		

		She shot him a defiant look and said, “No, I got this, Colt. Trust me. I can do it.”

		

		He grinned at her girlish display of bravado and said, “Well, okay, then—since you’re down with this, how about I give you another twenty-five hundred bucks tonight, as an advance, and you tell Marty tomorrow that you’re cutting back your hours back drastically for the rest of the school year?”

		

		“Why?” she asked, shocked by that suggestion.

		

		“Because I care about you, Skylar,” he told her sincerely. “And it just kills me to see you beating yourself to death trying to get through school, working eighty hours a week, running from pillar to post, with no rest.”

		

		He finished his wine and poured another glass. Leaning forward, he smiled warmly at her and said, “A girl like you deserves a much richer life than the one you’re currently living. You’re young and full of pizzazz, Sky. You should be having a little fun, not working around the clock.”

		

		She laughed and said in response, “Well, it costs just over forty-four grand a year now at my school, Colt, just for tuition, not even counting books. And almost all of it comes from student loans that I’m on the hook for. I managed to get through two years of community college without too much accrued debt, but I’m probably going to end up owing better than a hundred grand by the time I graduate. So if I can earn some money with Marty along the way so that my final tab won’t be quite so steep, I’ve got to do it.”

		

		After a second, she added, “Plus, for a girl who wants a career in Sports Medicine some day, working at the premier gym in southern California as a personal trainer looks great on my resume.”

		

		Colt shook his head at her stubbornness and reached across the table with the wine bottle to refill her glass. When that was done, he replaced the bottle in the sterling silver wine bucket he’d pulled it from and said, “I’m not saying you should quit Marty altogether. I agree with you that your working there is great for future jobs you might apply for. I’m just saying to cut back a bit. Continue to lead your killer aerobics class, if you want, and do a few personal training clients, but dump the rest of that back-breaking schedule of yours.”

		

		She sighed and gave him an apologetic little smile. “I’d like to, Colt. God knows, I’d really love to have a life again. But I can’t. I need the money too much.”

		

		He had finished his dinner. Grabbing up his wineglass, he stood up from the table and began to pace around the dining room.

		

		“God damn it, Skylar, let me help you,” he said after another short silence.

		

		His look softened as he stared at her. At last he said, “You’re about the coolest kid I’ve ever met in my life. I love your feistiness, your drive, the fact that you’re reluctant to trade on the way you look to get ahead in life, or let anybody beat you at anything without putting up an absolute butt-kicker of a fight.”

		

		She felt herself blushing and drank more wine to hide her embarrassment over his praise. He came around the table and touched her cheek lightly.

		

		Looking down at her, he said softly, “I know I’m way too old for you, and you’re way too young for me, so romance is pretty much out of the picture. But I like you better than most people I’ve ever met in my life, Sky, and in my case, that takes in a shitload of people. Please let me help you, okay?”

		

		She didn’t say anything. The lump in her throat was so big that and she couldn’t have talked right at that second if she’d had to.

		

		Colt Webster reached down and helped her out of her chair. He kissed her so softly, so tenderly that she thought for a moment that she’d cry for sure.

		

		When he finally broke off the kiss after what seemed like forever, he whispered, “So…cut back your hours with Marty tomorrow, okay?”

		

		After a long moment of contemplation, she slowly nodded her head in agreement. Colt grinned broadly and reached around behind her and slapped her on the ass with his open palm.

		

		“Good, that’s settled. Now finish your wine and get to studying. I want a rematch on the basketball court at eight-thirty or so, and I’ll warn you right now: I’m definitely kicking this pretty little ass of yours tonight, baby!”

		

		She pushed back from him, smiling. “We’ll see about that. I’ll meet you on the court at eight-thirty, and then we’ll see who kicks whose ass!”

		

		****

		

		Colt won by a basket. He was sweating profusely and grinning as if he’d just won a third Super-bow.

		

		Skylar was glowering at him. She growled, “You cheated, you pussy! When you took the ball away on that last drive, you fouled me, big-time. A fucking blind ref would have made that call!”

		

		Colt dissolved into laughter. He wrapped his arms around her and laughed so hard he might have fallen over if she hadn’t been there to help hold him upright.

		

		At last, he stopped and said with something like awe in his voice, “God, I love you, Sky! You don’t want to lose at anything, do you?”

		

		She smiled up at him and shook her head. “No, I don’t. Do you?”

		

		He wrapped an arm around her shoulders walked her back over to the kitchen entrance, still chuckling. As she stepped up to the screen door, he said, “No, that’s why I understand you so well, kid. I’m exactly the same way—always have been. I’ll see you at eleven.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Skylar studied hard, despite a nagging memory from tonight’s basketball game that kept creeping into her consciousness as she dutifully hit the books. Colt had said, as clear as anything: “God, I love you, Sky.”

		

		Was that, like, the same as saying, “I love you, man!” to a team-mate, after a big game, she kept wondering, despite her attempts to push all thoughts of the stupid game from her mind so that she could concentrate on her study notes, or had he really meant…

		

		She assured herself firmly, No, that’s impossible!

		

		After all, right after he’d used that tantalizing, set-her-heart-to-pounding phrase--“God, I love you, Sky” --he’d also said that he was too old for her and that she was too young for her. And, in addition, at dinner, he’d said that “romance wasn’t an option”, between the two of them, now hadn’t he?

		

		She tried to shake those three little words off and get back to work. It was stupid, really. What would a famous, handsome, rich stud like Colt Webster want with a little nobody like her?

		

		She sighed. They did have incredible chemistry in the sack--that was for sure. And she did love hanging with him more than any guy she’d ever met in her life…

		

		But still, there was nothing really there between them, except for great sex and fun… was there?

		

		She glanced over at the computer screen and saw that it was nearly ten-thirty. She realized that she’d better quit mooning over something that was never going to happen between her and Colt and get to studying again!

		

		As she dug back into her notes, the thought flitted through her busy mind that at least she’d be with him in bed in a half hour. In spite of herself, that brought a smile to her face…

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, precisely at eleven, she heard a gentle rap on the library door, and then it opened and Colt stuck his head through and smiled at her. Her heart turned over in her chest with sheer joy at just seeing him and realizing that he was as anxious to spend the night with her again as she was to spend it in bed with him.

		

		God, you’re such a fool, Skylar, she chided herself mentally as she shut down the computer and got her other study gear back into her book bag, falling for a guy who’s so much older than you, and so out of your league!

		

		She got hurriedly to her feet and then stopped, just looking at him, her heart still pounding--a huge smile on her face. She asked herself, Am I…am I that silly…silly enough to fall head over heels for a man I’ll never have a chance with?

		

		At that moment, he pushed the door all the way open and crossed the room to take her into his big arms. She dropped the book bag onto the desk so that she could wrap both of her own arms around his neck and really kiss him back, her tongue pushing quickly into his mouth.

		

		Of course I am! She thought hopelessly, her already-racing heart threatening to explode in her chest. She pressed her breasts into his rock-hard pecs and sucked at his tongue. I’m so in love with this beautiful man that I can barely see straight, God help me!

		

		****

		

		Much to Skylar’s shock, Colt wasn’t all over her immediately, as soon as the bedroom door closed. Instead of getting naked with her, as he usually did, he sat her on the edge of the bed and said, “Since you’re going to have a little breathing room in your schedule after you talk to Marty tomorrow, I’d like to ask a favor of you.”

		

		She nodded, noncommittally, and said, “What kind of favor?”

		

		“Tomorrow’s Wednesday, and your big test is Friday. Since you’re cutting back your hours with Marty, starting tomorrow, like you promised me you would…”

		

		He let his voice trail off and stayed silent until she grudgingly nodded her head in acquiescence, and then finished with, “Do you think you could squeeze out some time to study for the test during the day tomorrow, so that I can take you on a little excursion tomorrow evening, after you finish up at work?”

		

		A wary look replaced the pouty one that her face had assumed when he’d forced her to reaffirm her promise to cut back her hours at the gym. She asked, “What kind of an excursion?”

		

		He just grinned at her. “You’ll find out tomorrow. Now, can you do it? You’ll have a lot of fun, I promise.”

		

		He looked so excited, like a little boy the day before Christmas. She gave him a tiny smile in return and said, “I suppose so…if it’s that important to you.”

		

		Now he did reach for her, pulling her in for a hot, tongue-filled kiss. In just a few moments, all thoughts of excursions and gyms and work hours had vanished from her mind, replaced with her own hungry longing to feel his naked body next to hers.

		

		Practically before she knew it, she had her wish fulfilled, finding herself entwined with Colt in the middle of the bed, still kissing him, but now running her fingertips all up and down his naked back, from his tight ass cheeks up to his hair as she did so. She rubbed her bare nipples up against his lightly-furred chest--loving the way it felt against her sensitive nubs--and moaned softly. Her pussy lips felt slippery and wet as glided against one another, the two of them rolling around on the bed, making out like a pair of horny teenagers.

		

		We just feel so incredible together, Skylar thought as she caressed him, her nipples as hard a pair of diamonds, so right for each other—even though I know that we are totally not right for each other, not really. But, God, he turns me on, I’ve never met a man who got me as hot as he does!

		

		She gasped with surprise when Colt suddenly stopped making out with her and instead licked his way down her neck, heading for her breasts. An involuntary shiver went through her as he lapped at her like an enthusiastic puppy.

		

		“What are you doing, you nasty boy?” she teased him, his tongue still roaming all over the base of her neck, up both of her collarbones, and down onto her upper chest.

		

		He laughed and stopped licking her for a moment, saying, “Your skin is deliciously salty tonight, Sky. You worked up a little sweat earlier, when I was busy trouncing your cute ass at basketball.”

		

		“Trounced my ass?” she shot back. “You won by one fucking basket, you pussy! And you had to resort to cheating to do it!”

		

		He chuckled at that and ran his tongue all over her right breast and nipple. Skylar sucked in her breath and sighed at how nice that felt.

		

		“You taste particularly yummy tonight, Sky. I’m going to eat you all up.”

		

		Now it was her turn to laugh. And she did, telling him, “Eat away, baby, I’m all yours to gobble up.”

		

		Her fingers found their way into his hair, running through it as he licked both mounds until they were bathed in shiny spittle, their smallish centers standing rigidly upright like a pair of tiny pink spears. He lapped his way down her belly, teasing her bellybutton, and then his tongue was all over her pussy.

		

		“Ummmmmm, that feels so good!” she moaned. “Nobody eats me like you do, Colt, darling. That’s it. Eat me right up!”

		

		But then he surprised her again, his limber tongue not pausing long at her slick lower lips. Instead, he licked his way down one thigh and then the other and then quickly down both shins.

		

		“Such cute little feet, for such a big, strong, girl,” he whispered, sliding downward even further.

		

		He licked across the tops of her toes and Skylar gasped again. Her right big toe disappeared into his mouth and he began to suck it as if it was a tiny cock and he was the queerest man on earth. His tongue circled all around as he sucked and a tremendous jolt of sensual pleasure shot up Skylar’s legs and right into her engorged clit!

		

		“Oh, holy fuck, what are you doing?” she demanded, her body wriggling against the soft bedspread as he moved on to the next toe and sucked it.

		

		Colt didn’t bother to answer; he just kept on licking and sucking until he’d done all ten of them. Skylar moaned, her pussy now pouring out lubricant! Who knew that a guy worshipping your feet with his mouth and tongue could be so utterly…arousing?

		

		“Turn over, baby,” he whispered just then.

		

		“Huh?”

		

		“You heard me, Sky, turn over onto your tummy,” he insisted. “I want to taste those hot calves and thighs of yours.”

		

		Giggling at the ridiculous nature of his request, she reluctantly turned over. Colt licked the bottoms of her feet and a huge shiver ran up her spine. Her pussy clenched wildly and her clit throbbed with pleasure.

		

		“Oh, God, you big perv!” she murmured. “What are you doooooing?”

		

		Again, Colt ignored her, licking his way up her calves slowly, taking his time, his tongue all over her. He came to her ass and she sighed loudly as he covered both of her tight buns with saliva, lapping hungrily at them.

		

		She felt him pry her cheeks apart just slightly with his hands and then that lively tongue of his was deep inside the tight trough of flesh he found there, licking her from the bottom of her waxed-bare pussy slit all the way up to her lower back. He did her several more times and then tapped at her anus with just the tip of that naughty tongue.

		

		“Oh, oh, my sweet Jesus!” she gasped as he penetrated her with the slippery digit.

		

		No one had ever tongued her asshole before….no one! She wriggled under his oral assault, not knowing if she liked it or not.

		

		It felt so sensual, so sexy…so incredibly…nasty! He pushed it in deeper and began to fuck her with it, a pair of fingers sliding into her pussy at the same time.

		

		Colt found her g-spot, about three inches up the inner wall, well below her bellybutton and he caressed it gently as he continued to tongue-fuck her bunghole. It was the most exciting, nastiest, most exquisitely sexy thing anyone had ever done to her!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, God, but you’re a naughty boy, my sweet Colt,” she sighed, giving herself over to the forbidden feelings racing through her super-aroused body. “Do it to me! Do whatever you want…you unbelievably sexy fucker!”

		

		It only took another minute or so of his maddening, electrifying tongue and finger play. A huge tremor of bliss radiated out of Skylar’s g-spot, through her clit, and then all throughout her body.

		

		She dug her fingers into the pillows above her head and squeezed, pressing her sensitive nipples down into the spread and grinding them against the surface. Her toes curled up involuntarily, a red haze tinged her vision, and her entire body tensed as if a taser blast had been unleashed upon it.

		

		“C-Coooooollllllttttttt!” she screamed--her orgasm so intense that she could scarcely believe it.

		

		“Fuck…oh…fuuuuuccckkkkk!” she yelled again, a big jet of girl-come spurting out of her pussy mouth.

		

		I’m squirting, she realized, I’ve heard about girls who squirt when they come really hard—but I’ve certainly never done it before!

		

		Colt made a swallowing sound, pulling his tongue briefly out of her bottom, and then plunging it back in.

		

		Poor baby! I bet I just about drowned him. The thought tumbled through Skylar’s near-delirious brain as she shivered through the most intense orgasm of her life.

		

		Oh, God, it’s so good! My darling Colt is making me come so fucking hard!

		

		He stayed with her, tonguing her ass and teasing her g-spot with his fingertips, until the last tiny spasm died away. She let out a deep, satisfied moan as his tongue finally left her anus and his fingers slid out of her sated pussy.

		

		She felt the bed depress next to her and turned her head. Colt was on his hands and knees, heading for the nightstand on his side of the bed.

		

		“What are you doing now, you pervert?” she asked him languidly, still basking in the afterglow of that perfect climax.

		

		“Fucking you in that unreal ass of yours, cutie, if you’ll let me,” he told her with a big grin, “it’s so incredibly tight and pretty and, well…fuckable, that I can’t resist.”

		

		She smiled up at him as he opened the drawer and got out a tube of sex lube. “Okay, I guess. I’ve done it that way a few times, but I’ve got to warn you…it’s not my favorite, not by a long shot.”

		

		“That’s because you’ve never done it with me before,” he told her, waggling his eyebrows at her before getting back between her open legs and urging her up off her belly and onto her hands and knees.

		

		“This little rosebud of yours is still gaped open a little from my tongue,” he said as he squeezed a big glob of lube into her back entrance, “so this will be easy.”

		

		She started to tell him that she really doubted taking a huge prick the size of his up her rarely-fucked asshole was going to anything like “easy” . But then two of his fingers were in her bottom, spreading the super-slippery lube around, and another finger, from his other hand, was on her clit, teasing it with that special light, wonderful touch of his, and she found she couldn’t say a word.

		

		Skylar just sighed and pushed her ass back onto his exploring fingers, her clit jerking against the pad of his forefinger. God, this guy was amazing! She’d just come so hard she’d actually squirted, and here he was, getting her all hot and bothered again, like, a minute or two later!

		

		“Oh, fuck, Colt,” she murmured after another minute of his thrilling caress, “you play my body like a fucking maestro plays a violin!”

		

		“Here’s the rest of the concerto,” he whispered, his steely-hard cock head replacing his fingers in her anus.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” she cautioned him, “go slow, baby. I haven’t really done this that many times before--and never with a guy with a dick the size of yours!”

		

		“Shhhhhh, don’t you know by now that I wouldn’t hurt you for anything?” he whispered, pushing softly, gently, letting her bottom flutter open and closed a few times up against his huge prick head, and then easing it inside her.

		

		“It’s so fucking big!” she gasped as the round knob of male flesh entered her, followed by an inch or two of hot, hard shaft that stretched her wide back there.

		

		Colt played with her clit for long moments, heating her up and letting her pried-open anus get used to his cock. After a little while, both he and Skylar felt her tight sheath loosen just a bit, and he pushed another few inches down into it.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, I think you’re too long to take up my ass, honey!” she protested weakly as he drilled another inch into her.

		

		“Almost there, Sky,” he murmured, pushing forward slowly but insistently, until she felt his big nut sac come to rest against her pussy lips.

		

		He began to caress the top of those juicy lips a little faster, his fingertips toying with her clit, and then his other hand snaked around underneath her and those fingertips began to tease her nipples in time with his clit-play.

		

		“Ungh!” she gasped, her pussy and her ass sheaths opening and closing in rhythm, gripping at Colt’s buried hardness.

		

		“That’s my girl,” he whispered, drawing slowly back out and then pushing all the way in again, his fingers never stopping their torrid stroking of her erogenous zones.

		

		Slowly, steadily, he began to fuck her in the ass. Skylar moaned and held still. It didn’t really hurt, or anything. But her poor bottom just felt so incredibly…full!

		

		“God, honey, you’re so tight,” he panted, picking up the pace just a little. “You weren’t kidding about not doing this too often, were you?”

		

		Skylar sighed, not answering. His constant up and down penetration was lighting a fire in her butt.

		

		But, as the continued penetration went on, it began to feel not only hot, but sort of sexy and kinky and…nice! Her clit throbbed against his fingertip, her ass clasping open and shut again as he fucked it, her big tits jerking in time against his other fingertips.

		

		“Oh, Colt,” she murmured, “it’s…it’s starting to feel so…good.”

		

		He kept up the pace, his deft fingers teasing her to greater and greater pleasure. She heard the steady smack of his muscular flesh bumping hers as he bottomed out in her tight rear tunnel again and again.

		

		“That’s it, babe, fuck me,” he whispered just then, “that’s my girl. Fuck me back.”

		

		Skylar realized, with a little shock, that she was fucking him back! Her ass was now rotating backward, seemingly of its own accord. She was twisting her body back against his, driving his big dick even deeper into her taut cheeks.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s starting to feel so sweet!” she sighed.

		

		After another minute or so, her whole body seemed to be on fire with need again. Her pussy was weeping lube like crazy, all over his fingertip, and her tits were as pumped full and excited as they had been earlier, when he’d been playing with her g-spot and tonguing her bottom.

		

		“Fuck me!” she heard herself growl. “Oh, God, Colt, fuck me right in the ass! Fuck me hard and make me come again, you hot fucker!”

		

		“That’s my Sky!” Colt said, sounding both aroused and proud at the same time. “That’s my hot girl!”

		

		Skylar moaned and shook her lush ass for him, his cock buried up to his balls inside it, suddenly reveling in what he was doing to her. She was going to come again--there was no doubt about that!

		

		She felt the tremors grip her belly, the way they always did when she was going to have a big orgasm. They rippled down into her clit and then, strangely, on down into her anal sheath.

		

		Could a girl’s bottom come, too? She wondered.

		

		And then, suddenly, she found out!

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Colt,” she gasped. “I’m coming! My ass is coming! Fuck me, fuck really hard, baby!”

		

		“Jesus, Sky!” Colt groaned, her butt muscles clamping down hard of his cock, trapping it deep inside, working all around it as she came.

		

		A huge jet of cock cream splashed into the tight space, feeling like a spurt of lit gasoline in Skylar’s anal passage. Her orgasm deepened and she screamed again, “Oh, oh, that’s it! Cream me! Shoot it up my bottom! Oh, God, Colt, really give it to me!”

		

		Colt held on for dear life and began to power his cock in and out of her again, emptying his big nuts into her hot tightness. He moaned and just kept on shooting as she whimpered and trembled beneath him from the sheer power of her orgasm.

		

		“Sky, oh, Jesus, Sky, you’re incredible!” he sighed, finished at last.

		

		****

		

		“This thing felt so huge up there,” she said, holding his flaccid cock in her left hand and running the bar of soap over it with her right.

		

		The two of them stood under the pounding spray of his shower. She put the soap back in its holder, smiled up at him and went up onto her tiptoes to kiss him as the water cascaded off their heads.

		

		When she broke off the kiss at last, she whispered, “The things you do to me, Colt Webster! You should be ashamed, fucking my poor bottom so hard.”

		

		“I’ll quit doing them if you want me to,” he told her with a straight face.

		

		“You’d better not,” she whispered back, grinning. “I like ‘em too much!”

		

		“So, I should keep doing them?”

		

		“As often as possible, please,” she said, and then kissed him again.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“You’re being a real dick about this, Colt,” Skylar told him, her arms folded under her breasts, making them look even bigger beneath the burnt-orange colored sweater she had on with her old jeans, “you know that, don’t you?”

		

		She had just come into the house from Marty’s, freshly showered, her mop of dark hair still a little damp. Tossing her book bag on the couch she said in an exasperated tone, “Why won’t you tell me where we’re going?”

		

		“Because it’s a surprise, you scamp,” he told with that grin of his that was usually so charming but which she found to be totally infuriating right at this moment.

		

		It was like he was taunting her. The more she insisted he tell her where they were going this evening, the more he smiled and refused to do so.

		

		“Come on,” he said, taking her hand and leading her through the house, down the hall, past her usual study spot, the library, and out into the kitchen.

		

		He took a set of car keys with a Chevy symbol down from the pegboard by the back door and led her across the broad driveway area that doubled as their basketball court, to the middle door of the long garage. He hit a small universal remote that he pulled out of the pocket of the tan sports coat he wore and the door went up, revealing a bright yellow Corvette roadster that gleamed like a polished diamond.

		

		“Think you’ve got enough cars?” she asked, shooting him a sideways glance.

		

		“A guy can never have enough cars, babe,” he told her, opening the passenger door for her.

		

		As he made his way back around to the driver’s side, she took the opportunity to glance around the garage. She noted that in addition to the Vette, he also had a new, burgundy-colored Jag convertible, a gleaming black Bentley roadster, a pearly-white Cadillac CTS-V—the new supercharged scorcher from Cadillac that developed something like five-hundred and fifty horsepower and would do a hundred and eighty-five miles per hour, that she’d read about on the web when it had first been released—and a huge motor home. She was still shaking her head when he got in and hit the control to lower the Corvette’s ragtop.

		

		“What? A man can’t have a few cars?” he asked her, grinning again, at least having the decency to look slightly embarrassed as he asked the question.

		

		“There must be almost million buck’s worth of vehicles s in this garage, and that’s not even counting all of that exotic hardware you keep out at the Malibu house,” she said. “It’s a wonder you have any money left, Colt.”

		

		He laughed and started the car. It had a throaty rumble that Skylar loved, a little deeper than that made by the Mustang she’d now been driving for the better part of a week.

		

		“Why do you think I invested some of the first big money I made into buying car dealerships?” he asked. “I love cars. Some smart guy once said that you should work at what you love and you’d be successful--I think it was John Elway. He’s got a zillion dealerships scattered around Denver; makes a fortune off of them, too.”

		

		He was still laughing merrily as he backed out of the garage, closing the door behind them as he turned around and headed down the drive, along the side of the big house, and out to the street. In minutes, they were cruising through central Beverly Hills, going west on Wilshire Boulevard.

		

		They came to Neiman Marcus and Colt turned into the driveway marked “valet parking”. A uniformed kid came out immediately as the two of them got out of the car.

		

		Colt got the valet receipt from him and they went inside the big store.

		

		“What are we doing here?” Skylar asked.

		

		She’d been inside this store a couple of times before, just goofing around and ogling the other-worldly expensive stuff they carried. It wasn’t that far from Marty’s gym. She came here once in a while, just to daydream about when she finally graduated and got her degree, and finally started to make some real money.

		

		But even after that happened, she doubted she’d ever make enough to splurge on anything at this place! They had pairs of socks that cost more than she currently paid for a pair of jeans.

		

		“I was looking in my closet after you left for school the other morning,” he explained as they walked along the aisles displaying the fabled store’s expensive merchandise. “Your side looks so damned empty, Sky. So I decided that you needed some clothes. Just a few items, you know, to help fill up those forlorn-looking hangers?”

		

		She gave him a dubious smile but he went on talking, blithely ignoring her less-than-enthusiastic reaction. “Plus we need to get you a dress and some shoes. I’m taking you to dinner at a really swanky place Friday night, to celebrate you acing that test.”

		

		“Oh and just how do you know that I’ll ace it?”

		

		He looked at her and the grin came back. “Because you never let anyone show you up, Skylar. You’re the most competitive person I’ve ever met, aside from me.”

		

		She rolled her eyes at him and then asked, “So, where are we going for dinner?”

		

		“Chez Henri,” he answered

		

		They had reached the women’s department. He led her over to the main sales desk. A smiling, beautifully dressed older woman greeted Colt by name and then asked, “Is this young lady the one you mentioned earlier on the phone, Mr. Webster? My, she’s so lovely. Here, let me introduce you two to Emily, she’ll be your personal shopping assistant this evening.”

		

		Another, much younger, very attractive woman approached them. She was about thirty, tall and willowy, built like a fashion model. Her blonde hair was perfectly coifed, and her make up, clothes, and jewelry were as understated and impeccable as her boss’s.

		

		Skylar was instantly on edge. Girls like this Emily chick made her nervous. She always felt inferior around women who knew just the perfect blush for their skin tone, and what eyeliner to use, and all of that other high-fashion nonsense that had never had any place in Sky’s rough and tumble life.

		

		“Let’s just get your measurements and shoe size, shall we, Miss…?” Emily’s cultured, soft voice trailed off.

		

		“Channing,” Colt offered, stepping in, “this is Skylar Channing, Emily. And she needs just about everything.”

		

		Skylar started. She turned to face Colt, her mouth open to protest what he’d just told the sales lady, but by then Emily was already all over her with a tape measure, and then she found herself sitting down, getting her feet measured as well.

		

		****

		

		“Well, I think we made a good start this evening, Mr. Webster,” the head sales lady complemented him as she rang up the last of their purchases. “This represents the foundation for a versatile, sporty, yet practical everyday wardrobe for Skylar. Next time you come in, we’ll concentrate more on evening attire.”

		

		Skylar saw the final tab come up on the register and nearly fainted. Thirty-two thousand, nine-hundred and eight-three dollars and ninety cents?—that couldn’t possibly be right…could it?

		

		Colt calmly handed the lady his American Express card. Emily, the girl who had brought out literally dozens of dresses, sweaters, shorts, blouses, and shoes for Skylar and Colt to consider, said, “It was a real pleasure to serve you, Skylar. You’re such a stunningly pretty girl, and your figure is downright breath-taking!”

		

		She gave Emily a sickly little smile in return and said, “Uh, yeah, thanks…you were great.”

		

		Over thirty grand, Skylar kept thinking, how in the fuck did you let Colt spend over thirty grand on you, idiot? How is that possible?

		

		“And all of this will be delivered to my place by noon tomorrow, right?” Colt asked, after he’d finished signing the credit card receipt.

		

		“Oh, yes, Mr. Webster, of course,” the sales supervisor said with another smile. “I’ll personally see to it.”

		

		“Great doing business with you,” he told her, putting his copy the card receipt in his inside jacket pocket.

		

		He slipped an arm around Skylar and they started back the way they’d come in. He leaned over toward her and whispered in her ear as they walked, “Let’s get something to eat, okay? All of that shopping made me hungry. They’ve got a pretty slick restaurant right here, in the store. Is that all right with you?”

		

		Skylar, who was still in total shock over the realization that she’d just let a man spend that much money on clothes and shoes for her, started. “What did you say just then?—a restaurant, yeah, okay, whatever.”

		

		A few minutes later--once they were seated in the stylishly-modern Mariposa restaurant, located in the lower level of Neiman Marcus--Skylar blurted, “We can take all of that stuff back tomorrow, after it’s delivered, Colt! They’ll credit your card and then we can go to Target and buy me some things, much less expensive things, if you’re so hot on me having more clothes. You don’t have to spend a fortune on me!”

		

		He laughed and opened his menu. “You’d actually show up at Chez Henri in a dress from Target? That would take some balls, Sky!”

		

		She thought about that for a moment. It was common knowledge that Chez Henri was the place to see and be seen in LA. All of the big-time athletes, movie stars, recording artists, politicians, television people, and other local celebrities ate there. Skylar knew where it was; she’d driven past it a number of times over the years, but of course she’d never been inside.

		

		“Well, maybe we could just keep the cocktail dress and one pair of those super-cool shoes,” she suggested haltingly, “and send the rest of it back.”

		

		“And which pair would we keep?” he asked her, smiling, obviously having a good time watching her squirm as she tried to choose between the gorgeous Manolo Blahnik, Jimmy Choo, and Christian Louboutin shoes she’d picked out earlier.

		

		“Oh, I don’t know!” she sighed at last. “They’re all so fucking beautiful…and they fit me so great…and, like every girl, I’ve wanted shoes that nice for, like, forever!”

		

		Colt laughed again. Finally, he reached over and patted her hand and said, “Come on, choose something for dinner, I’m starving. And we’re keeping all of the clothes and the shoes, kid, because I love buying things for you. I haven’t had this much fun shopping in years!”

		

		She shook her head. “I can’t take all of that stuff, Colt. It’s too much money! I could never hope to pay you back.”

		

		“Hey, I make a lot of money,” he told her, pushing her ignored menu over closer to her hand. “Why, just today, my agent negotiated a deal for me to make a series of commercials for a really high-end men’s cologne outfit. Two-million bucks, all for little old me; and all I’ve got to do is smile into the camera and tell America to buy the stuff.”

		

		“Wow, two-million dollars, just like that?” she said, shocked--hardly able to believe it could be that easy to make that much money.

		

		“Just like that,” he assured her. “Now what will you eat tonight?”

		

		She ended up ordering an absolutely delicious Chicken Paillard that featured risotto, orange, watercress, and butternut squash. Colt, the big glutton, had lobster spaghetti. She stared at it longingly until he finally broke down and gave her piece of the lobster to nibble off the end of his fork.

		

		****

		

		By the time they got back to the house, it was nearly nine. There was a two year old Caddy parked in the circular drive at the front of the mansion, right behind the Mustang.

		

		“Who’s that?” she asked.

		

		“Paul Krause, my agent,” Colt said. “I recognize the car.”

		

		It took a few minutes to put the Corvette in the garage and walk back through the big house to the front room. But when they had, there was Paul Krause, pacing impatiently back and forth, a cocktail of some kind in his hand.

		

		“Hey, Colt, I got those contracts back late this afternoon, so I went out and had dinner and then brought ‘em over here for you to sign. I didn’t know were gonna’ be out tonight. I been here almost two hours now.”

		

		He raised his almost empty cocktail glass and added, “Hurley at least made sure I didn’t die of thirst while I was waiting.”

		

		Krause was a short, round man with a bristle-brush mustache made up of silver and black hairs. The mustache didn’t do a thing to enhance the homely little man’s looks, in Skylar’s opinion. It also didn’t help that he was nearly bald and weighed a good eighty pounds more than he should have for his height.

		

		I’d like to get him into the gym, she thought, eying his big gut.

		

		Just then, he seemed to notice her as well. Looking her up and down, he whistled softly and then asked Colt, “Who is this? She’s a model, right? God, what a looker she is!”

		

		Before Colt could say a word by way of a reply, Krause turned to Skylar and said, “Who has your representation, doll? I could get you a lot of more work than they’re getting you, guaranteed. Are those jugs of yours real?”

		

		He was now staring at her chest, which was about even with his eyeballs. She didn’t know what to say. No one had ever asked her if her sumptuous breasts were real before!

		

		“She’s just a friend of mine, Paul,” Colt said curtly, clearly not liking his question about Skylar’s magnificent chest. “She’s a student at USC and a personal trainer at Marty Donaldson’s place, not a model.”

		

		Paul Krause fished a business card out of the inside pocket of his suit jacket and handed it to her with a big smile. “You want some modeling work, call me, gorgeous. Nude, swimsuit, maybe even fashion modeling—you’re tall enough, for sure, but I think you got too much chest and ass for the runway. That haute couture crowd seems to go for skinny broads with no titties and hardly any butt, for some reason.”

		

		Skylar laughed. She couldn’t help it. “Well, that lets me out, Mr. Krause, doesn’t it?”

		

		“Paul,” he told her, still smiling, “you can call me Paul, Miss…?”

		

		His voice trailed off and she realized that Colt hadn’t introduced her. “I’m Skylar Channing, Paul.”

		

		They shook hands and he looked up at her, marveling aloud, “Those cheekbones, that skin, and those green eyes of yours…? Not to mention that incredible body and those hooters. You’re a frigging gold mine on the hoof, Skylar! Call me, I’ll make you rich.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“Well?” Colt asked as soon as she came through the front door at six-fifteen.

		

		“Well, what?”

		

		“Did you ace it?”

		

		Tossing her book bag onto a nearby chair, Skylar grinned. “Yeah, I got an ‘A’. The grades were posted on his office door by two this afternoon and I went by and looked. I got the next to the highest grade out of the whole lecture class of ninety students!”

		

		“Next to the highest…” Colt said, his voice trailing off pointedly. “I bet that chafed your tight little buttocks—now didn’t it, sweetie?”

		

		She made a face and said, “Well, an ‘A’ is an ‘A’, but yeah. I would have liked the top grade better.”

		

		He looked at her and she looked at him and then they both dissolved into helpless laughter. She came into his arms and he hugged her tight as they chuckled over how competitive they both knew she was.

		

		“Hey, I got you something today,” he told her when they finally broke apart.

		

		He reached into the inside pocket of the coat he was wearing. “This is to go with that cocktail dress and the new shoes, and because you did so well on the test, just like I knew you would.”

		

		Handing her a slender black case that said “Tiffany & Co.” on the outside in gold leaf letters, he added, in a tone that was almost bashful, “Also, I wanted you to have it… just because I wanted you to have it!”

		

		She opened the hinged case and her mouth dropped open. It was a diamond pendant necklace. Elegantly simple in design, it featured a one carat, perfect diamond, mounted on an eighteen carat gold-filigreed chain.

		

		As she stared at it in shock, he handed her a second, smaller square box. She looked up at him and he shrugged and said, “Half-carat diamond earrings, to match the necklace. I went over to Rodeo Drive today and picked them out.”

		

		“B-But…why?” her voice was a ragged croak, just on the edge of tears.

		

		Colt shifted his weight nervously from foot to foot, looking for all the world like a junior high kid asking a girl to the prom for the first time. Then he grinned at her and said softly, “Because you aced the test and because you’re the sexiest, most gorgeous girl in L.A. and because you don’t have any jewelry, from what you’ve told me, and you should have.”

		

		He stared into her green eyes and whispered, “A girl like you, Sky, should have everything. And I intend to see that you do.”

		

		She turned and gently placed the two jewelry boxes on the chair next to her book bag and then turned back and hurtled herself into his arms, almost knocking him off his feet. Her arms flew around his neck and heir lips met and then her tongue was in his mouth and her breasts were tight against him and her heart was hammering so hard that it felt as if it might fly right out of her chest.

		

		****

		

		“Remember, we have an eight o’clock dinner reservation,” he reminded her as she wriggled out of the sweater she’d worn to school that day and her jeans.

		

		“I don’t care,” she whispered in an urgent tone, popping her bra loose and tossing next to the sweater on the tile floor. “I’ll get ready quick, in just a little while.”

		

		She eased her panties off and bent down to take off her socks, her shoes already off. When she was completely nude, she came over to his side of the closet, where he had just hung up his sports coat and was peeling out of his dress shirt.

		

		“Right now, I just want to fuck you, Colt,” she told him, her arms going around his neck again, and her bare breasts against his chest fur. “I just want to be in your arms, you beautiful, generous, crazy man! I want you so much I can barely stand it!”

		

		She dropped her arms and had his belt and trousers undone in an instant. His boxers followed the slacks downward, and then she was on her knees in front of him, her lips eagerly finding his cock.

		

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, Sky,” he sighed as she took him all the way in and began to use her tongue on him as she mouth-fucked his rapidly hardening rod. “If I’d have known you were going to react like this, I’d have bought you two of those fucking necklaces!”

		

		She giggled around his sliding prick and sucked a little harder…

		

		****

		

		Chez Henri was all she’d hoped and--she had to admit--all she’d feared that it would be. The place was crawling with celebrities.

		

		The snooty-looking maitre d’greeted Colt like a long-lost brother, showing them immediately to a booth tucked back into the far side of the dining room, which Colt had explained to her on the ride to the restaurant in the Bentley, was the most coveted seating area in the room.

		

		On the way over to their table, it seemed to Skylar that Colt had been stopped by famous people at every other table they passed. Everyone wanted to shake his hand or say hello. So far, she had been introduced to two of the starters on the Los Angeles Lakers, and their elegantly dressed wives, three “A” list actors and actresses, a retired Hall of Fame ex-cornerback for the Oakland Raiders and his girlfriend, two lead actresses in popular television series and their husbands, and an aging rocker who had something like eighteen number one records to his credit, stretching clear back into the seventies.

		

		“God, you must know everyone in Hollywood!” Skylar whispered as the maitre d’ left them and a busboy brought them two glasses of water with thin lemon slices floating in them before they’d even settled into their seats.

		

		“After I got the MVP award in the second Super-bowl we won, I was a hot ticket on all of the talk shows and so forth for a while,” Colt told her. “I met a lot of entertainment types during that period. I already knew a lot of the athletes. I play in that big pro-am golf tournament up at Lake Tahoe every year, and you meet a big cross-section of famous folk at that thing.”

		

		“I can’t believe all of the beautiful women here tonight!” she whispered excitedly as she looked around. “I’m so glad you made me keep this dress and the shoes.”

		

		She looked at him lovingly and then added, “And my fantastic necklace and earrings, of course; they look just right in this place!”

		

		He beamed at her. She was wearing a Herve Leger cocktail dress with a deep “V” neckline that accented her impressive cleavage. Emily, the personal shopper girl at Neiman Marcus had insisted that Colt buy it for her, despite Sky’s protests. The clothes-savvy sales girl had told her and Colt that Skylar would look utterly sensational in the tight-fitting “bandage” dress, with it’s short hemline and revealing bodice—and she did. It had cost over thirteen hundred dollars, and the Jimmy Choo heels she was wearing with it had added another seven hundred dollars to the bill, but even Skylar had to admit, she did look sensational in them.

		

		“You’re the prettiest woman in this place tonight, movie stars and all,” Colt told her. “Your figure makes the rest of these chicks look like a bunch of skinny boys by comparison.”

		

		Skylar blushed, feeling terrific. She knew she did look extraordinary in this outfit, with just the right amount of make up, the perfect shoes, the stunning dress. She felt like a princess in a storybook…and this was the first time in her entire hardscrabble, rough-and-tumble life that she could ever remember feeling like that!

		

		She glanced around the darkly-lit dining room, taking it all in. Being careful not to gawk like some tourist from Montana, she slowly drank in the scene.

		

		The dining room would have been pitch-black, had it not been for the warm, rich glow created by the small candles that burned in the center of every table in the large room, and for the light shining into it from the well-lit bar that lined the far wall. Every table was full and the bar held at least fifty well-dressed would-be diners who were waiting for something to open up.

		

		At the bar, either seated on one of the thirty or so stools, or standing about behind the seated drinkers, Skylar could see even more celebrities. She counted three television actors, a retired basketball player, and a pop singer, complete with what looked like a five-person entourage. The pop singer was making a scene with the maitre d’ over the fact that she and her hangers-on hadn’t been seated immediately, even though they apparently hadn’t bothered with reservations.

		

		Remembering how quickly she and Colt had been shown to the booth they now occupied, she leaned forward and said in a low voice, “You must have a lot of drag around here, babe. We got seated before my eyes even had a chance to adjust to the dark atmosphere in this place.”

		

		“I know the owner pretty well,” Colt answered with a shrug. “He bought a year-old Maserati from me a few years ago and I saw to it that he got a hell of a deal on it. He’s always remembered that. The staff here has standing orders that Colt Webster gets immediate seating…even if there ain’t no immediate seating available!”

		

		They both laughed and then she commented, “Must be nice to have friends with clout.”

		

		He started to say something about that but then the waiter was there, asking about cocktails and handing them menus. Colt ordered them a couple of Knob Creeks on the rocks.

		

		“Holy shit, the prices here aren’t just high—they fucking astronomical!” Skylar muttered under her breath as she studied the menu.

		

		Colt grinned. “It’s the ones with no prices at all you’ve got to watch out for, Sky. There are some hundred and fifty dollar entrees hidden away on this menu.”

		

		Her mouth opened but no sound came out. She shook her head in disbelief that a single dinner could cost that much money, remembering how many times she had been forced to stretch ten bucks into a week’s worth of pasta and veggies.

		

		“Hey, you order whatever looks the tastiest to you,” he told her, still smiling happily as he stared across the table at her. “Like I said, you’re the prettiest girl in the place and we’re celebrating your ‘A’ on that big test.”

		

		Skylar could feel herself blush again. She said in a low voice, not wanting the other nearby diners to overhear, “So far, I think that ‘A’ has cost you about forty grand, Colt—with all of the clothes and the shoes and my beautiful necklace, plus dinner at this incredibly over-priced Palace of the Stars!”

		

		“Best forty grand I ever spent,” he told her, toasting her with his water glass. “I find that I love making you smile, Sky. It’s the most fun I’ve had in literally years, so don’t rob me of that pleasure, okay?”

		

		She could feel her blush deepen and was so happy when their waiter showed up with the two Knob Creeks just then that she could have kissed him. She gratefully accepted the drink and took a big gulp of it.

		

		“Besides,” Colt said, hoisting his own drink and taking a sip, “you needed all of that stuff, so I was happy to get it for you. It’s really not that big a deal.”

		

		She shook her head. “It is a big deal, Colt! I’ve never had two nickels to rub together in my whole life. Target would have been cool with me, like I told you. I don’t need fancy designer clothes from Neiman Marcus, not that they’re not gorgeous, and not that I don’t appreciate them…”

		

		He said softly, “Like I told you before. You deserve the best of everything, Skylar, and I intend to see that you have it. You are a very special person, or at least you are to me.”

		

		Skylar did not want to have tears running down her cheeks in Chez Henri, ruining her carefully applied make up and making her look like some unsophisticated rube who didn’t know how to act among Hollywood royalty. She knew that was exactly what she was, but she didn’t want publicize the fact!

		

		So she pulled herself up straight in her chair, took her linen napkin and dabbed quickly at her eyes, removing the tears that had sprung up when Colt had said she was special to him, and put the napkin back in her lap. She had another big gulp of her drink, for courage, and said in a soft voice that cracked with emotion despite her best efforts to keep it from doing so, “What’s going on here, Colt? What’s happening between the two of us? You said that because of our age difference, there couldn’t be any romance between us…just our…uh…business arrangement, right?”

		

		For the first time since she’d known him, Colt Webster suddenly looked embarrassed. No, that wasn’t quite true, she realized. He had looked pretty damned sheepish when she’d hammered him down in the billiards room that first night, and when she’d beaten him at half-court basketball.

		

		The memory of that made her smile. He’d looked like a teenaged boy who’d just lost a dare when she’d beaten him...

		

		“I, uh…well,” Colt stammered, “I’ve been re-thinking that, Sky, over the past week, to tell you the truth.”

		

		There was a long, awkward silence. He squirmed in his seat and finally blurted, still keeping his voice down, “It’s just that I like you so damned much, Skylar! The two of us…we’re just so…good together, somehow.”

		

		She felt her heart soar like a bird, but didn’t say a thing. She didn’t want to get her hopes up too much.

		

		“It’s a lot of things, really,” Colt went on, looking vastly uncomfortable with the topic of them being more to each other than just a pair of swinger party fuck-buddies. “You’re not only gorgeous, and sexy…you’re cute, too! Plus, I love your smart-ass personality, and the fact that you’re very bright and so damned competitive I can hardly believe it. You’re…spunky, Sky.”

		

		The waiter materialized next to the table at that moment. “Another cocktail, sir, or are you ready to order?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, another round of drinks,” Colt told him dismissively. “We’ll order later.”

		

		When the man had vanished once more, headed for the bar, Colt finished his drink and leaned forward again. “I just have so much fun with you, Sky. I really enjoy your company. And there is the sex part of it. I don’t have to tell you how amazing the chemistry is between us in bed.”

		

		He flashed a tiny smile her way and added, “And I love sleeping with you at night, kid. I won’t lie to you--I’ve never in my whole life felt as relaxed and comfortable as when you’re cuddled up against me at night, just sleeping. It’s better than any sleeping pill I ever took. I snooze like a baby.”

		

		She smiled back at him tentatively. “So what does all of this mean, Colt? Where does this leave the two of us?”

		

		Colt Webster leaned back in his chair and thought that over for a long moment. At last he said, “I think we should expand our original agreement, Skylar, and just see where that takes us. We can always go back to the first deal we made, if we don’t work out as a couple.”

		

		The world seemed to stop for a moment. Colt Webster and her, as a couple, dating, being together romantically…what a trip!

		

		“You’ve got all of your new clothes hanging in the closet,” he said. “From what you’ve told me, you don’t have that much stuff at your apartment. How hard could it be to move it over to my place?”

		

		Skylar started, as she realized what that would mean; her, actually living with Colt!

		

		“Oh, I don’t know if I could do that, babe. I mean, I’d love to live with you at your beautiful house, and to be with you all the time. But if I just move out of my apartment, my two roomies, Bobby and Pam, will be up the creek.”

		

		She paused a moment, realizing she had to explain further, and then said, “the place we’re renting together costs fifteen hundred a month. It’s three bedrooms, so we’ve all got our own rooms, but if I suddenly just moved, it might take them months to line up a new roommate…they might go broke, having to shoulder all of that rent between just the two of them.”

		

		She stopped talking for a moment, thought about it, and then told Colt, “I could never let them down like that. They wouldn’t do something like that to me.”

		

		Colt’s face brightened. “That’s another thing I love about you, Sky. You’re a good person; loyal to your friends. It’s against your nature to leave a friend high and dry.”

		

		Skylar’s face lit up as well as a thought struck her. “Hey, with all of that money I’ll be earning from letting you squire me around to swinger parties, I could still easily pay my part of the rent. Then I could move in with you, but I’d still be paying my fair share to my friends!”

		

		He laughed and nodded his head. “You’d really do that, wouldn’t you? You’d dig into your own pocket, when you’re nearly drowning in debt, just so you wouldn’t feel like you were letting your friends down.”

		

		Lifting his cocktail glass he toasted her. She brought up her own glass and clicked rims with him, beaming, still very happy with her solution, not minding the extra outlay of money, now that she actually had enough cash to afford such a gesture.

		

		Colt had another big sip of his cocktail, put the glass down, and reached across the table to take her free hand. He told her, in his soft, don’t-want-to-be-overheard voice, “I could never let you do that, sweetheart. I’ll cut your friends a check tomorrow, for the rest of the year; along with whatever you figure is fair for your part of the utilities and the rest of it.”

		

		A thought struck Skylar. “What if they get a new roommate right away? Then they could pay you back, okay?”

		

		He laughed. “They can keep it. Call it my small contribution toward their college educations. I’m already helping one girl through school; a little donation to two of her friends isn’t going to kill me. You should see the tab on what the car dealerships and my other various businesses give to charity each year. Believe me, this is barely even a blip on the radar.”

		

		Clearly considering that problem to be solved, he picked up his menu again and said, “The Scottish Salmon here is unbeatable, or there’s always the super-prime rib-eye steak, if you’re feeling the need for beef.”

		

		He glanced up at her from over the top of his menu, dropped the volume of his voice once more and said, “A steak might not be a bad choice for you. Moving in with me…you may need more stamina, more protein to help keep your strength up, kid.”

		

		Skylar giggled happily and whispered back, “Dream on, old man—I could fuck you senseless and still have enough energy left afterward for a brisk run around the neighborhood!”

		

		He grinned at her and said, “Not so fast, babe…I’m thinking about getting some Viagra or something—then we’ll see!”

		

		“You,” the whole idea seemed ludicrous to Skylar, “you’re the horniest man I’ve ever known, Colt. You don’t need any artificial help, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		Picking up his empty cocktail glass he toasted her again and then drank the water from the melted ice cubes, smiling teasingly all the while. “Feelin’ the fear now, aren’t you, kitten? Just wait until I get a prescription for some of that stuff…I’ll slip you the Dick of Death a half-dozen times a night; every night, baby, just see if I don’t!”

		

		She laughed. “I doubt it. I think you’ve got it backwards, Colt. That stuff isn’t for guys who can nail a chick with the Dick of Death…I hear it is intended more for dudes who are stuck with dead dicks!”

		

		The two of them threw back their heads and roared with laughter…

		

		****

		

		“So, you ignorin’ your old friends now, Colt?” a deep, rich baritone voice asked, a voice heavily tinged with an African-American drawl.

		

		Skylar looked up and saw a tall, very handsome black man that she recognized immediately as DeShawn Hastings--an ex-NFL defensive back who was eventually headed for the Hall of Fame, just as Colt Webster was--standing next to their table. Off to his left was one of the most famous movie stars on the planet—Judd Walsh!

		

		“Yeah, Colt, this little gal you’re with is intoxicating, I’ll admit, but you could still spare as a friendly ‘hello’, don’t you think,” Judd said with that world-famous smile of his.

		

		Colt laughed and half stood, shaking hands with both men. He turned toward Skylar and said, “I guess you know who these to clowns are, don’t you, babe?”

		

		Turning back toward his friends, he told them, “This is Skylar Channing…my…”

		

		There was a momentary pause, and then he went on, “…my new girlfriend. Isn’t she something?”

		

		Skylar felt her heart pound. It was really true! She was now Colt Webster’s girl—it somehow seemed more official, after hearing him introduce her to two equally famous celebrities!

		

		“You’re unbelievable, Skylar,” Judd said with a smile, reaching down and taking her hand in his. He brought it up from the table, bowed low, and kissed the back of it lightly. “You’re one of the loveliest women I’ve ever seen…and this town is bulging with them.”

		

		“No lie there,” DeShawn said, eying Skylar happily, “but isn’t she a little young for an old dog like you, Colt?”

		

		“Speak for yourself, dude; I’m in great shape. I can hang with youth; no problem. Not all of us got out of the game too late. My body is still intact, unlike some guys who played too long, like you, Dee.”

		

		DeShawn laughed. “We’ll see about that. Summer is comin’, Colt. When it arrives, we’ll get together for some six-man-on-a-side football on the beach, out at your Malibu place, and then we’ll see. I can still move fast enough to intercept your sorry ass every other time you try to throw it!”

		

		The three men shared a chuckle, all of them clearly eager for that beach football game. Judd waited for the laughter to die away and then asked, “Are you going to be at my party next weekend, Colt?”

		

		“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Colt replied, still smiling hugely. “As a matter of fact, I’m bringing Skylar as my date. You’ll be seeing her again then, boys.”

		

		“Man, I was looking forward to that party before,” DeShawn said, now positively beaming as he stared down at Skylar, “but I’m really looking forward to it now!”

		

		Judd nodded and kissed her hand again, “I’ll keep an eye out for you, dear. The two of us definitely have a date to get better acquainted at that party. Count on it.”

		

		As the two men took their leave a few moments later, Skylar’s head was spinning, and it wasn’t from the two Knob Creeks she’d belted down since they’d been here. She could barely believe it—next weekend, she’d be getting fucked by DeShawn Hastings and Judd Walsh!

		

		She looked across the table and thought, and I’ll be sleeping with my darling Colt every night from now on, too! I’d better pinch myself. This is too cool to be real—this can’t possibly be my life!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		The next week was like a dream; a perfect, beautiful, surreal dream. Bobby and Pam were, of course, astonished to meet Colt Webster, receive a check from him, and find out that Skylar was now going to be living at his mansion in Beverly Hills.

		

		They came to visit two days after she and Colt had picked up the rest of her meager wardrobe and personal effects from their apartment, telling Pam and Bobby that they could either keep her ratty furniture or give it to charity. The girls toured the mansion, slack-jawed, amazed at the wealth and style now surrounding their ex-roommate.

		

		“God, Sky, this is so cool, and Colt seems like such a sweet guy,” Pam said as they sat out by the pool in their swimsuits after the tour was completed.

		

		“You deserve a break like this,” Bobby agreed. “It couldn’t happen to a nicer girl. You’ve worked so frigging hard ever since I’ve known you, and at some really crappy jobs, too, just to scrape together enough cash for one more semester.”

		

		“No kidding,” Pam added, looking around at the immaculate pool and grounds, “you’ve worked you butt off. If anyone deserves a fairytale ending like this, it’s you.”

		

		Before Skylar could reply, Hurley cleared his throat from behind the girls and inquired, “May I bring you and your guests some refreshments, Miss Skylar? Perhaps some lunch?”

		

		“That would be great, Hurley.” She smiled back over her shoulder at him and asked, “Do you think cook would mind making us some of those scrumptious quesadillas of hers, the ones with the fresh salsa and chicken breast and that yummy low-cal cheese?”

		

		“I very much doubt she would mind, Miss Skylar,” he smiled back at her. “Since that is her job, now isn’t it?”

		

		She laughed and then added, “Oh, and we’d like some Mexican beer with those, okay?”

		

		“Very good, Miss Skylar,” he said with a quick nod, “I will bring it all out in a few minutes.”

		

		As Hurley retreated up the steps back into the house, Pam sighed. “I can’t believe you have an actual English butler!”

		

		Bobby grinned over at her friend and asked, “Does the upstairs maid turn down your bed for you at night?”

		

		Skylar giggled, and shook her head. “No, Colt turns it down for me, and then he throws me in it and jumps in and fucks my brains loose!”

		

		The three of them roared with laughter. After it finally died away, Pam said, “Please don’t tell me he has a big cock, too. I don’t think I could stand it, knowing he’s as gorgeous and rich as he is, and finding out that he’s hung like a stallion on top of all that.”

		

		Putting her hands about nine inches apart, Skylar raised her eyebrows and then waggled them suggestively. Pam blurted, “You can’t mean it! Get out of town!”

		

		Skylar emitted an evil sounding little chuckle and whispered, “He’s incredible with it, too—fingers, tongue, lips, teeth, or with that big cock…he’s the absolute best there is in bed, take it from me, girls.”

		

		After another round of raucous laughter, Skylar added, again in a low whisper, “I let his use his fist inside my pussy for the first time the other night? And I came so hard I actually passed out for a minute or so!”

		

		“No shit?” Bobby blurted--her eyes wide.

		

		“True story,” Skylar said, grinning like the cat that ate the canary. “In addition to being absolutely gorgeous, with or without his clothes on, the man is a sex god!”

		

		****

		

		When it was time for them to leave, as she was walking the girls out to their car, they passed the big garage. Skylar took a tiny remote out of her pocket and opened the end door. Her Mustang sat there, all shiny and freshly waxed. She pointed to the back license plate, which now read: SKYONE.

		

		“Is that yours?” Bobby asked incredulously.

		

		“Yeah, Colt gave me the pink slip, along with the custom plates this week. He even paid the insurance up on it for a whole year.”

		

		She glanced over at her friends, her eyes shining with pride, as she added, “I looked it up on the net. With all of the extras this car has on it, I’m guessing it would have cost eighty-grand, retail.”

		

		There was a sharp intake of breath from both girls. Skylar shrugged. “It didn’t cost Colt that much, of course, since he owns a Ford dealership and he bought it wholesale. He ordered himself another one of these to drive last week, too. It’s red. I like mine better.”

		

		“Eighty-grand,” Pam whispered in awe, staring at the sleek muscle car, “It’s a great car, don’t get me wrong. But eighty-grand…you could pay for two years of school with that amount of money.”

		

		Skylar felt herself blush. She said in a voice that was almost a whisper, “I don’t have to worry about that anymore, either, as it turns out. Colt said he’s paying for the rest of my schooling and for graduate school. And medical school, too, if I want…”

		

		The two of them stared at her in shock. At last, Pam said, “You must be one hell of a girlfriend, Sky!”

		

		She smiled proudly and said, “I am one hell of a girlfriend.”

		

		****

		

		Colt came home at four that day and Skylar indulged herself in one of the new little rituals that she and her man had developed during the last two weeks. She met him at the back door at a dead run and leapt up into his arms, her arms going around his neck.

		

		He hauled her in, his arms sliding under her butt to support her, a huge smile on his face, and kissed her. The kiss lasted for about a minute and a half.

		

		When he put her down and took her hand in his, they saw the cook, Mrs. Rogers, grinning happily at them. Hurley was watching them intently as well, just the trace of a smile on his normally impassive face.

		

		“They are so cute together,” Skylar heard cook whisper to the butler as they walked off down the hall together, hand in hand. “I’ve never seen Mr. Webster so happy.”

		

		“Neither have I,” she heard Hurley answer softly, “that young lady is worth her weight in gold.”

		

		“How was your day?” she asked him as they went into the library, where her books and papers were spread out across the big desk.

		

		“It was fine, how was yours?”

		

		“Great, Bobby and Pam came over and I showed them the house, and then we swam for while and had lunch out by the pool,” Skylar told him. “And once they left I studied like mad for a few hours. I’m going to hit the books hard again when I get back from leading BS&T this afternoon, after we have dinner together that is. Cook is making some of that killer chicken cacciatore of hers.”

		

		“Good deal,” he said, and then another thought struck him and he asked, “Do you want drop by that commercial shoot they’re doing with me tomorrow, the one for the cologne ads? You said you wanted to check out one of those, just to see how it’s done.”

		

		“Yeah, that would be great, babe, if it fits with my schedule. I’ve got class at nine, and then a lab from ten until noon, but I’m off until BS&T at five. Then I’ve got a personal training session from six until seven. After that I’ll be home, eating dinner with you, and studying my butt of some more.”

		

		He stepped in front of her, smiling, and took her in his arms again. He whispered, “And after that comes my very favorite part of the day.”

		

		“Oh, yeah, the part where we play that game you like so much--bury the salami in Skylar, right?”

		

		“Right,” he agreed, drawing her in for a kiss, “that’s always the best part of any day, kid. I’m fucking crazy about you!”

		

		She beamed at him and whispered, just before their lips met, “Not as crazy as I am about you, Mr. Webster. I love you so much I can barely stand it!”

		

		****

		

		They made love gently that night, with Colt taking his time, kissing her everywhere, licking and teasing, and then making out with her again until she was panting for him to take her. When he finally did, he kept on kissing her, fucking her deep but very slow and easy, driving her insane with need.

		

		When she eventually came, screaming about how good it felt, he pushed his gliding cock tight against her clit and just held her close, clearly reveling in the way she felt as she went off around his hardness, her inner walls fluttering and grabbing at his prick. Skylar moaned and kissed him again, silently thanking God that the two of them had found each other, and that there was a man as kind and loving and wonderful as Colt Webster for her to find.

		

		“You’re so special, Sky,” he sighed when she finally stopped throbbing around him. “I love you so.”

		

		Tears came unbidden to her eyes as she stared up at him, his cock still hard inside her. No one had ever thought she was special before. She’d had boyfriends in the past who liked to have sex with her, and who had told her that they had feelings for her.

		

		But none of them had come close to Colt’s intensity. She knew he loved her, she could feel it radiating through her as he held her, like heat off a stove.

		

		She kissed him passionately again and then whispered, “What’s it going to take to get that big boy of yours off tonight, darling? Should I suck it for you? Or would you like to put it up my bottom?”

		

		“Not tonight, cutie,” he murmured back, holding her even tighter, still berthed deep inside her warm depths, “tonight, I just want to cuddle you and kiss you and feel you around me. And then, a little later, I’ll come, is that okay?”

		

		“God, yes,” she sighed, “that sounds wonderful, my love. Hold me, snuggle with me, and then shoot that hot stuff of yours deep inside me, all right?”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” he mumbled, his lips finding hers once more, his tongue slipping into her mouth.

		

		She didn’t know how long it took. It seemed like forever, and that was fine with her--just making out with her sweet Colt, rubbing her nipples against his chest, and lightly easing her juicy lips against his buried prick—it all felt utterly sensational.

		

		When he at last gasped, clung to her even tighter, and she felt his big cock buck involuntarily inside her, she smiled and stroked his hair tenderly. “Oh, that’s it, honey, blast it into me! Give me that hot stuff, darling! I want every drop of spunk that’s in those big balls of yours!”

		

		Colt shuddered and came even harder. She moaned as a terrific, unexpected little orgasm came upon her from out of nowhere while she held him tight.

		

		“Oh, my love, sex with you is so beautiful,” she whispered in a soft, almost awed voice, as the two of them orgasmed together.

		

		****

		

		“The party’s next weekend,” Colt said in the darkness, just after she’d turned out the light and nuzzled herself back into his arms to go to sleep. “Are you going to be okay with it?”

		

		“Of course,” she murmured, “it’s something you really enjoy, so I’m going to learn to do it just the way you’d like me to do it. I’m going to become the perfect swinger party date. Just you wait and see if I don’t.”

		

		“You sound as if I’m going to teach you a new game and you’re determined to be great at it.”

		

		“Well, aren’t you?” she asked.

		

		“I hadn’t ever thought about it that way, but yeah, I guess I am at that.”

		

		There was a long silence and then he asked, “Are you excited about fucking DeShawn and Judd?”

		

		This brought even a longer silence. At last, Skylar said, “Help me out here, Colt. If I say that I am, are you going to be jealous? Are you going to say to yourself--‘Hey, I thought this girl said she loved only me? Where does she get off being anxious to ball other guys?”

		

		She paused a moment and then went on to add, “And, if I say I’m not really looking forward to fucking anyone but you, then you’ll feel like you’re forcing me to do something that I’m against doing. There’s no way for me to win here, babe.”

		

		He laughed and said, “Just tell me the truth, kid, that’s all I ask. I won’t think any less of you if you admit you’re excited about balling Judd Walsh, international super-star, okay?”

		

		She snorted with laughter in the darkness and said, “Okay, yeah, I am kind of jazzed about fucking both of them, if you want the unvarnished truth. I mean, it wasn’t as if I absolutely hated fucking guys before I met you, babe. Some the guys I went to bed with were a lot of fun. None of them ever did me anywhere near as good as you do me, but it wasn’t awful by any means.”

		

		After a brief pause, she said, “So, sure, both of those guys are gorgeous men, and very sexy. As long as you’re cool with it and actually want me to fuck them…I’m great with fucking them; case closed.”

		

		He chuckled in the darkness and held her naked body closer. “You are the coolest girl on the planet, Skylar. You’re the only girl in the world for me.”

		

		He kissed her on the back of her head and she snuggled in tighter against him to go to sleep. She smiled in the darkness, secure in his love and knowing that he was the only man in the world for her as well.

		

		****

		

		Skylar got to the tall office building in Century City at just past twelve-thirty the next day. She found a parking place and locked up the Mustang.

		

		She then made her way up to the twentieth floor, to the offices of Stark and Hillyard, the ad agency that was handling the advertising for Velocite, which Colt had explained was French for “velocity”, a new scent for men that a famous French fashion designer had created.

		

		When she came through the double glass doors leading into the lobby of Stark and Hillyard, the pretty receptionist looked up at Skylar and asked, “Are you a model? Which shoot are you here for?”

		

		Skylar laughed and said, “God, no, I’m with Colt Webster. Is he here somewhere? My name is Skylar Channing.”

		

		The girl smiled and picked up the phone. She hit a button and told someone that there was a Ms. Skylar Channing was here to see Colt Webster.

		

		I wonder why she thought I was a model. Skylar asked herself. I bet it’s the clothes. Ever since Colt took me shopping at Neiman Marcus and bought me all of these designer clothes, people have been looking at me differently.

		

		They had made a second shopping excursion to the store, and Emily, the personal shopper, had fitted Skylar out in a bunch of new jeans from designers like Gucci and J Brand, along with tops and sweaters from Vince, Carolina Herrera, and Magaschoni. She now had one sweater outfit that had cost over five-hundred dollars, which was probably more than her entire wardrobe had cost before she’d met Colt.

		

		Today she was wearing a truly rockin’ pair of white Gucci jeans, some six-hundred dollar sandals, and too-cool-for-words hooded, zipper-front cardigan from Minnie Rose, along with a pair of killer sunglasses from Dior that Colt had insisted she just had to have, even though they had cost over six-hundred dollars.

		

		It was crazy, but then, that was Colt! She had to admit, she got tons of stares on campus now from people who had paid her little or no attention back when she was still wearing faded Cherokee jeans from Target to school every day!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		A door opened and a thin man young man in his early thirties, dressed in solid black—shoes, socks, jeans with a stylishly distressed look about them, and a baggy black turtleneck sweater—who sported a small, not well filled in goatee, came over to her.

		

		He smiled tentatively behind the thick black-framed eyeglasses he wore and said, in an affected, reedy-sounding voice that seemed to shout “I’m as gay as I can be!”—“Hello, I’m Jules Jansen, the photographer? Am I to understand that you are with Colt?”

		

		“Yeah, I’m…uh…his girlfriend, actually,” she admitted with a slight stammer as she realized that this was the first time she’d ever introduced herself to a stranger using that description of her relationship with Colt. “My name is Skylar Channing.”

		

		“And an incredibly lovely girlfriend you are, darling,” he congratulated her. “Are you a model? You’ve certainly got the height for it, and your body is incredible, and that face…my God, what cheekbones!”

		

		She laughed, feeling those cheeks begin fill with color at his praise. What was it with people mistaking her for a model today? She guessed it was because she was in an ad agency, where most of the women they saw were models.

		

		“”I’m no model, but Colt said it would be all right if I watched the shoot,” she told.

		

		“Right this way.”

		

		He opened the door for her and they went down a long hallway, past a lot of closed office doors, arriving at last at a large, open space. There were cameras set up everywhere in this room, with sets in front of them. Colt sat on a three legged stool on one of the sets, holding a small brown bottle of cologne. He was looking as handsome as a male model, dressed in one of his nicest bespoke, charcoal-grey business suits, worn with a white dress shirt and a striped rep tie.

		

		“Ummm, I love the make up,” she said as she walked over to the set. “You ought to wear make up all the time, darling.”

		

		Colt laughed and said, “Pipe down, Sky, or I’ll have Jules throw you out.”

		

		She laughed along with him and then looked around the big studio. There was a man handling the lighting, and another one fiddling with the big, very professional-looking camera which sat on a tripod in front of Colt.

		

		“Colt is a dream to work with, Miss Channing,” Jules said, fluttering his thin hands about as he spoke, like a pair of expressive, hovering birds, “so handsome and so much a real pro. We’ll be done in another hour or so. I wish all celebrity endorsers were as easy to work with as your boyfriend is.”

		

		“I bet some of them are real primadonnas, aren’t they?” She smiled at the photographer.

		

		He rolled his expressive brown eyes behind his glasses and said dramatically, “Darling, you can’t even begin to imagine!”

		

		Jules shooed the other man away from the camera and got behind the lens. He told Colt, “All right, sweetie, give me that famous Colt Webster grin and show me that bottle of French stink water. Make me want to buy it!”

		

		Colt grinned and held up the bottle. The camera clicked.

		

		“Hey, I’m really glad you showed up today,” Skylar heard a vaguely familiar sounding male voice say from behind her.

		

		“Oh, hello there, Mr. Krause,” she said, turning her head and seeing Colt’s portly little business agent standing there behind her.

		

		“How about letting Jules snap a few quick shots of you, just for fun, after he finishes up with Colt, okay?”

		

		Skylar shook her head. “I don’t think so. I doubt I’d like being a model. It looks sort of boring to tell you the truth, just sitting around, smiling all day.”

		

		Jules Jansen looked up from his lens and said, “I will tell you one thing, Ms. Channing: the camera would absolutely adore your face and body. You place very highly in my mental top ten of the most photogenic people I’ve ever met.”

		

		Colt looked over at her and said, “You probably ought to listen to Jules, babe. He’s the hottest photographer in L.A.”

		

		That stopped Skylar in her tracks. If Colt thought she should pose for this guy, maybe she should at least consider it.

		

		“What would I have to do?” she asked Paul Krause dubiously, after first letting a resigned little sigh escape her lips.

		

		“It’ll be easy,” Krause assured her, beaming.

		

		He turned to Jules Jansen and asked, “Have you guys got a bikini around here with a bra big enough to hold a rack like Skylar’s?”

		

		Jules Jansen smiled. “I’m sure we can come up with something. This isn’t my normal work studio—I’m strictly a hired gun for the ad agency on this shoot—but most studios have some costumes around. I’ll have Nicole, the girl out front see what she can find.

		

		****

		

		“I just hope my jugs don’t overpower this skimpy top,” Skylar said nervously, a half hour later, dressed in a tiny red bikini that the receptionist had dug out from among some costumes in the back of the studio.

		

		“That would make for some really great pictures,” Colt kidded her, grinning.

		

		“Horndog,” she whispered, a flirty, slightly up-tight grin flashing across her face as she teased him back.

		

		“Over here, darling, just sit on the stool where Colt sat and we’ll snap a few, all right?” Jules Jansen called to her from across the studio.

		

		“Sure, I guess,” she called back.

		

		In moments, she was seated on the stool, the blue background behind her, the lights much brighter than she had imagined they’d be, the camera trained on her. Colt gave her a thumbs-up, and she smiled back at him. The camera clicked.

		

		Jules Jansen took ten or fifteen shots of her sitting, and then had her stand up and place her palms on the stool and lean forward toward the camera, creating a virtual Grand Canyon of cleavage as the tiny bikini bra strained to hold her magnificent breasts in place. He took another dozen pictures of her in this pose, some with her staring straight ahead at the camera, some smiling, some with her attempting a more seductive look.

		

		When he felt he had enough of those, he had her turn her back to the camera, stand next to the stool, and look back over her shoulder at him. She felt completely naked, posing like this: the bikini bottoms were so severely cut in back that they were pretty much a thong. She knew that the camera was seeing almost all that she had to reveal when it came to her butt cheeks, legs, and back.

		

		“Just look at that ass,” she heard Paul Krause whisper to Colt. “Her body is phenomenal!”

		

		Colt just smiled knowingly and nodded his head. A thought clearly struck him as he watched her try a few different facial expressions in this pose as well.

		

		“I’ve got one for you, honey,” Colt called to her playfully. “Give us that smile that you always flash when I suggest it’s time to go upstairs at night play that game you like so much.”

		

		“What game?”

		

		“You know, the one that involves the deli products,” Colt said with a straight face.

		

		Deli products…? Skylar mused, wondering what in the hell he…

		

		And then it hit her—he meant bury the salami in Skylar!

		

		She dissolved into a massive fit of giggles. Jules kept shooting as she roared with laughter.

		

		“You ass!” she snorted in Colt’s direction, cracking up again.

		

		He was laughing, too. A delighted smile played across Jules Jansen’s face as he photographed her giggling unselfconsciously.

		

		“Such a natural,” she heard him murmur under his breath, “anyone who doesn’t want to hire this girl should get the fuck out of the business!”

		

		****

		

		Skylar really hammered it hard during BS&T that evening. She kept telling herself: This body seems to suddenly be my ticket to…well…everything! The way I look is what got my darling Colt interested in meeting me, and now Jules Jansen and that little troll, Paul Krause, swear up and down it’s going to make me rich from modeling. So I guess I’d better do all I can to keep it in shape!

		

		When her session was done, she took a quick shower and got back into one of her impossibly cool new designer jeans and expensive blouse outfits. The Mustang had her home in less than ten minutes, and then she was in the house, looking for Colt.

		

		He didn’t meet me at the kitchen door the way he usually does, she thought disappointedly as she waved to cook and went down the hall in search of him. I wonder what’s up with that.

		

		She bypassed the library, knowing without even looking in that there was nothing in there but her study gear. The television was on in the den and so she opened the door and went inside.

		

		Colt was sitting behind his desk, looking at something on his computer, the TV turned down low, babbling out the daily figures from Wall Street. He looked up as she entered his little man-cave and smiled at her.

		

		“Up, you lazy fucker,” she said in a stern voice. “Where’s my kiss?”

		

		Getting to his feet, he stepped out from behind the desk and set his feet, leaning forward just slightly. Grinning with delight, Skylar ran to him and leaped, turning sideways in the air so that he could catch her in his arms as she wrapped both of her arms around his neck.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she growled, kissing him hard, her tongue shooting into his mouth.

		

		He held her for over a minute, and then gently set her feet back down on the carpet. She stood up, but left her arms around his neck.

		

		“How come you weren’t in the kitchen, waiting for me to get home? Are you getting bored with me already?”

		

		“I’ve been on the phone and on the computer, babe,” he told her. “Here, look at this. Krause has been talking my ear off all afternoon.”

		

		He led her over to the computer and she stared at the e-mail she found there, from Paul Krause, telling Colt that “…these guys are drooling over her. I should have a great deal locked up for Skylar by this time next week!”

		

		“You’re kidding, right?” she said, looking up from the screen, an amazed look on her face.

		

		“No, he got Jules to do a digital version of those snaps he took of you in the bikini, and then he e-mailed ‘em out to a bunch of his contacts he knew were interviewing models for various ad campaigns they’re putting together.”

		

		He shrugged and went on to say, “Turns out, one of the large soft drink manufacturers has a major new shift in their national advertising coming up. The theme is going to be something like: ‘We bring the fun!’.”

		

		Now it was her turn to shrug, and she did, wondering what all of that had to do with her. He said, “Apparently, they’re looking for attractive, young male and female models to pose in places like ski resorts, beaches, sporting evens, all holding a can of their pop in their fists and laughing, like they’re having the time of their lives. From what Paul said, they saw those shots of you cracking up, wearing that hot, red bikini, and said to themselves…’now there’s a girl who looks like she’s having fun!’.”

		

		Skylar laughed now, recalling just how much Colt’s salami inside-joke had cracked her up. He joined her in laughter, but then added, “From what I’m getting from Paul, these guys have a real hard on to sign you up as one of their ‘faces of fun’. He’s already got ‘em up above a half a million for a one year contract, and he’s barely started squeezing them yet.”

		

		She abruptly quit laughing. “A half a million dollars…are you fucking serious?”

		

		Colt, slipping into his very successful businessman hat right before her eyes, grinned broadly, and nodded that he was. He told Skylar, “One thing about Paul Kraus, honey. He may not look like much when you first meet him, but he’s got the negotiating skills of a fucking pit bull. He just digs his teeth in and doesn’t let go—that’s why he’s my agent!”

		

		Skylar sat behind the desk in Colt’s swivel chair. She suddenly like if she didn’t sit down she’d fall down, from shock!

		

		“A half a million dollars, just for standing around in a bikini with my tits hanging out, holding a can of pop?” she whispered aloud. “God, I do that every summer at the beach and no one’s ever paid me a nickel!”

		

		He laughed again and then cautioned her, “Well, Paul is going to get fifteen percent of whatever he gets for you; that’s standard. And Uncle Sam will want a big chunk, too. But you should still wind up with some serious walking-around money left over, babe.”

		

		She looked up at him, well aware that she now had a goofy, I-can’t-believe-this-is-happening look on her face. He shrugged again and then dropped the bomb on her.

		

		“Paul’s pretty sure this outfit wants you so badly that he can really jam them. He’s talking a million or more for a one year contract, with an option for them to renew, if the campaign really takes off, at two million per year for as long as they want you fronting for them.”

		

		Skylar’s mouth dropped open. She suddenly had trouble catching a breath!

		

		****

		

		The rest of that week went by in a blur. Skylar felt as if she had suddenly been plunged back into the frantic pace of the life she had been living before she’d met Colt. The big difference was that this whirlwind of activity--which consisted of more photo shoots, contract signings, meetings to introduce her to the executives of the soft drink company, a stop at a medical lab for a blood screening, so that she could attend next Saturday night’s swinger party, and yet another shopping expedition to Neiman Marcus, where Emily helped her choose an insanely expensive but utterly great gown for the party—was infinitely more exciting and fun than her old schedule had ever been!

		

		The contract Paul Krause had finally managed to wheedle out of the soft drink firm contained numbers with so many zeros that it made Skylar’s head spin. She was, indeed, to be paid a million and a half dollars over the next year to pose prettily in a tiny swimsuit while clutching a can of their product and laughing.

		

		The people at the company, all male and most of them much older than Colt, seemed to fall in love with her at the meeting. They were so nice to her!

		

		Paul Krause had accompanied her to the meeting and had handled all of the business stuff. All she’d had to do was smile and nod and laugh at the fawning men’s jokes. She had come away convinced that however much she was paying Krause, it was money well spent.

		

		The blood test at the very discreet, very low-key lab Colt and his swinger friends all used had turned out to be relatively painless and quick. She had passed with flying colors, of course, and the lab staffer she’d dealt with had promised her that the results would be e-mailed to Judd Walsh, the host of this month’s party—by the end of the day.

		

		Skylar had gotten over her initial uneasiness around the very elegant, perfectly-coordinated Emily at Neiman Marcus; she now considered the older girl to be almost a friend.

		

		Emily’s suggestions on make up, which colors suited Skylar best, styles that were just right for her, and what designers looked the hottest on her tall, spectacular figure were now accepted by her as gospel. The gown she was wearing to the party on Saturday was a total show-stopper, and Skylar knew she looked utterly sensational in it.

		

		Jules Jansen also shot her first round of actual, for-pay pictures that week, in front of what he called a blue screen. He explained that later, on the computer, he would add a beach scene behind her, complete with a coed volleyball game between a group of gorgeous twenty-something’s going on. The company wanted to create the impression that she had been playing in the game, having a lot of fun in the sun with her buffed young playmates, but had taken a quick break to gulp down a refreshing can of their cola.

		

		This shoot wasn’t a quick, over-in-a-blink session the way the first one had been. For one thing, this one was shot at Jules’s own studio, and on this go-round, Skylar wore a beautiful designer bikini that, while still very brief, fit her perfectly and showcased her tall, voluptuous body to a tee.

		

		There was also an hour of hair and make up preparation, with a professional stylist and make up artist, before this shoot began. And she had to admit, these people were artists! By the time she stepped in front of the camera this time, they had her looking incredibly hot, statuesque, and model-like.

		

		Just before the session ended, Jules urged her to try a new expression. He told her, “Remember, Skylar, you’re having a ball with your pals on the beach, enjoying the perfect day, the perfect weather and, of course, a can of our patron’s wonderful, teeth-rotting, calorie-laden beverage. Try whipping your head to the left, and acting surprised, as if one of your friends just shouted something that was hilariously funny and outrageous at you, okay?”

		

		Skylar nodded, thought about how that might look, and then just did it. Jules caught her perfectly, her short, thick mane of brunette hair frozen in mid-bounce as she whipped her head left, her mouth open in a delighted, surprised smile.

		

		“That’s it,” he told her, now smiling broadly himself. “That’s the one that’s going to make you a super-model, kid! The camera fucking worships you, Sky. You’re a natural at this!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		“So, are you nervous?” Colt asked her as he drove them out to Malibu early that Saturday evening.

		

		“I would say that I was so nervous that I was about to pee my pants, but I’m not wearing pants,” Skylar said, staring out the window of the Jaguar at the ocean. Colt had the top up because her hair was perfect and she wanted it to stay that way, at least until the orgy started.

		

		“You’ll be fine, honey,” he told her with a little smile. “I think you’re going to love this, once you get past the being nervous part.”

		

		His face went serious, and he said, “I want you to have fun tonight, babe. Just let go and really get into the spirit of the party. Remember, I won’t be jealous if you’re making it with some guy and he really rings your chimes for you. That’s part of what swinging all about, so don’t worry about that.”

		

		She sighed and looked from the ocean back at him. “I’ll try my very best not to be jealous of seeing you fucking other girls tonight, too. Just promise me that you’re not going to meet some red-hot swinger mama and dump me for her, okay?”

		

		Colt laughed. “There’s not chance of that, kid. I’ve been going to these things for years now and, believe me, there are no swinger mamas out there who are hotter than you are in the sack, Sky. You’re the sexiest girl I’ve ever met…plus, I love you. So I’m not giving you up any time soon.”

		

		She smiled at him and touched his cheek with her fingertips. “I love you too, honey. And I’ve made up my mind that I’m going to be sensational at this, for you; just watch.”

		

		“That’s my girl,” he said, flashing her that grin of his.

		

		They swung off of the Pacific Coast Highway and into Malibu. In a few minutes, they drove past Colt’s beach house. Just down the block four houses, he turned into a driveway that already held over a dozen cars.

		

		“Judd Walsh is practically your next door neighbor?” she asked incredulously.

		

		“Just about,” Colt said, shutting off the engine. “We’re thick as thieves during the summer months, when I spend more time out here--that is, we are if he’s not out of town, making a movie in West Woebegone, or somewhere. DeShawn and Judd are tight, so I see a lot of him during the summer, too. He’s pretty much a fixture at Judd’s house, unless he’s off playing in some pro-am golf tournament or hosting a benefit. He does a lot of charity work.”

		

		Skylar looked at the house. It was even bigger than Colt’s beach mansion, more the size of his Beverly Hills place. The architecture was very modernistic—lots of glass and stainless steel with weathered wood accents.

		

		Colt got out of the car and came around to her side. She couldn’t help but smile at how nice he looked as he helped her out of her seat and locked the car up using the electronic key fob. He was wearing a light-tan cashmere sports jacket; a mocha-colored pullover knit shirt and chocolate-hued slacks and cordovan loafers with no socks.

		

		Skylar knew that she looked great, too. Her new killer gown was a sequined, drop-waist caftan style dress by Naeem Kahn. It was made of silk, in a shimmery white, almost pearlescent shade.

		

		The stunning dress featured half batwing sleeves, deep slits up both sides to show off her long legs, and another slit down the front that came almost down to her navel. She wore it braless tonight, because of the sort of party this was, with just a pair of translucent, peach-colored thong panties on underneath it.

		

		The simple, jewel-bedecked, double-strapped, low-heeled sandals Emily had picked out for her to wear with the dress were by Prada and had cost right at a thousand dollars.

		

		As she made her way up the walk on Colt’s arm, she was still as nervous as could be, but not about the way she looked. She looked like a fucking movie star and she knew it.

		

		Colt had made it clear that he didn’t care how much her clothes cost, as long as they looked incredible on her spectacular body. And she had slowly come to realize somewhere along the way, during the last week or so, that she just loved wearing thousand dollar sandals and seven-thousand dollar gowns—which was what tonight’s party dress had cost.

		

		Besides, she thought, as Colt rang the doorbell, Paul Krause said that after my modeling money comes in and I pay him his percentage and the taxes on the balance; I’m still going to have something like eight-hundred and ninety-thousand dollars left in my bank account. I can now afford to buy clothes like this for myself, even without Colt paying for them!

		

		The door opened and Judd Walsh greeted them with that dazzling, movie-star smile of his. He looked resplendent tonight in a cream colored, crew-necked silk sweater-shirt and a pair of beige slacks.

		

		Skylar’s heart beat faster, looking at the tall, super-handsome actor, and realizing that she was going to let him fuck her tonight! She shook his offered hand and then he bent and kissed the back of it, as he’d done at the restaurant the other evening.

		

		“Come in and meet the rest of the crew,” Judd told her. “I think Colt knows almost everybody here tonight, but you being the new kid on the block, Skylar, have some people to meet.”

		

		The first person he introduced her to was Allison, “Ally”, Walsh, his wife. Judd was in his mid-thirties, but Ally was barely over twenty-five, much nearer to Skylar’s age, so she felt an immediate kinship with the party’s young hostess.

		

		Ally was a true beauty, her neck-length hair was a bright, honey-blonde; and her lively eyes were a bright shade of blue. She was shorter than Skylar, of course.

		

		Because Sky stood five-ten, barefoot; most girls were shorter than her. Tonight, Ally was dressed in a beautiful cocktail dress with a plunging, strapless neckline—that accented her impressive cleavage—and featured a hemline that ended two inches above her knees, thus highlighting her shapely legs.

		

		“Hey, come meet my best friend, Nadia Neal,” Ally said, taking Skylar’s hand from Judd.

		

		She looked up at her husband and said dismissively, in an utterly charming Southern drawl, “Go sweet-talk some lucky little gal out of her panties and give her a nice fucking. I’ll introduce our newest swing club member around, darlin’.”

		

		Judd grinned and then winked at his guest, “Watch yourself with her, Skylar, my wife is a real firecracker. She’ll get you into trouble if you’re not careful.”

		

		Ally just laughed and put an arm around Skylar’s waist, leading her over to a counter that served as the demarcation line between the kitchen/dining room area and the living room. A short, markedly curvy, very pretty young redhead, who was Skylar’s age or perhaps a year or two older, sat on a stool in front of the counter, looking up at and chatting with a handsome older man who wore a luau shirt and a pair of cargo shorts.

		

		“I know her!” Skylar whispered to Ally as they approached the couple. “She’s a singer, and she writes a lot of her own songs. My ex-roommate, Bobby, had her first album, and we used to play it all the time!”

		

		Nadia had obviously heard the last part of Skylar’s statement. She turned her head and smiled at the two women who were approaching her, saying, “I’m glad somebody bought that fucking album. If I could get a few more people to buy it, maybe the tight-assed record label I’m with would pony up the cash to produce a second one! I’ve got a bunch more songs written for it already.”

		

		“Complainer,” Ally said, smiling wryly at her young friend, “last I heard; that album was doing pretty darned good for a first effort. Or at least that’s what Matt Connelly told me at the party last month, just after you and I had double-teamed him and given him that nice blowjob.”

		

		“That was fun,” Nadia said, smiling at the memory. “And sucking off the boss is never a bad idea.”

		

		Her green eyes narrowed and she shot Ally a mock-glare and said, “I’m still wondering what little trick you used on Matt to win our little contest. I still think you cheated.”

		

		Ally laughed and explained to Skylar, “Nadia and I have this little party trick we like to do during swinger get-togethers. We pick some lucky guy—it was Mat Connelly, the head of A&T Productions, Nadia’s record label on that particular night—and get naked with him and take turns sucking his cock. The two of us bet on whose mouth the guy will eventually come in. I won that one.”

		

		Skylar’s heart speeded up at the mental image of that. These two hot-looking friends, naked together, passing a big, hard dick back and forth, seeing who had the steamiest oral skills!

		

		Talk about wild, Skylar thought, that would be crazy wild!

		

		And it would probably be great fun, too, she decided--if you weren’t uptight about looking like a slut. She eyed at the two smiling young women and realized that Ally and Nadia would probably just giggle if someone called either of them a slut! They were rich, sure of themselves, and seemed totally confident about who they were and their sexuality.

		

		“Uh, if you girls want to play that game tonight, I’d definitely be willing to volunteer the, uh…subject of your little contest,” said the handsome older man Nadia had been chatting with.

		

		Skylar did a double-take. She recognized this guy—he was Brady Sellers, the anchor on Channel 12’s late-night newscast. She’d grown up watching him.

		

		Tall and still in shape at around forty, Brady Sellers was very nice-looking, for an older guy. He turned and looked at Skylar as she studied him and broke into that famous, news anchor smile she’d seen on the back of so many park benches and on the side of city buses, not to mention onscreen.

		

		“Who are you, gorgeous? Would you like to participate in Ally and Nadia’s little contest, too?” He chuckled and then added, “I should live to be that lucky!”

		

		She realized with a start that this handsome, famous local celebrity was asking her if she’d like to suck his dick later tonight! After a second’s thought, amid curious looks from the other two women, she shrugged and said, trying to sound as casual and sure or herself as her two new friends were, “Sure, just let me know when the contest starts and I’ll give it a try.”

		

		Seeing the positive reaction that answer drew from the three of them, Skylar thought, what the hell…it is that kind of party, now isn’t it?--and added, “I just love sucking cock, actually.”

		

		He laughed with obvious delight at that candid admission and asked her, “Who are you here with, beautiful?”

		

		“I’m Colt Webster’s girlfriend,” she replied, smiling back at him. “This is my first swinger party, ever!”

		

		“Well, with your looks, that incredible body, and that great attitude, you’ll fit right in with our lascivious little group, I’m sure. May I get you a drink?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, Knob Creek on the rocks, if they’ve got it,” she said, “and, Mr. Sellers, could you make it a big one?”

		

		Just before he went to fetch the drink for her, he extended his hand and she shook it as he added, “Oh, and I’m Brady from now on, darling, not ‘Mr. Sellers’, okay? If you’re going to suck my dick later, I think makes us close enough friends to dispense with the Mister--don’t you?”

		

		Skylar giggled and nodded eagerly that she did. “By the way, my name is Skylar Channing, Brady. It’s so nice to meet you. I love watching you on TV.”

		

		As he moved off into the front room, toward the bar, she turned to Ally and Nadia and said, “I hope you guys didn’t mind me cutting in like that?”

		

		“No, that was great!” Ally beamed. “You’re a fucking knockout, sugar. I can’t wait to see you naked and sucking some cock!”

		

		She could feel the blush spreading over her cheeks but, at the same time, she felt herself relaxing a bit. Ally and Nadia seemed like really cool people, and Brady Sellers was so friendly, so down-to-earth, for a big local celebrity! Skylar glanced into the living room and saw Colt and Judd talking to two beautifully-dressed, elegantly-coiffed women. She started when she realized that the redhead Colt was chatting with was Suzie Curtis, one of the leads in a very popular sitcom on network TV.

		

		Colt looked up for a moment and saw her eying him and smiled. She smiled back at him, taking the drink that Brady had just brought her and toasting Colt briefly with it before taking a big sip.

		

		I think I’m going to be all right with this, she thought, very relieved. Everyone seems so normal. So far, it’s just like any other cocktail party, except that practically everyone here is rich, famous, and totally gorgeous!

		

		She turned back to chat with Brady and thank him for getting her the drink. She’d already downed half of it when Ally leaned in a moment later and whispered in her ear, “Oh, my, darlin’, I think the real party is about to start.”

		

		Skylar turned back to see what she was talking about and saw Colt and DeShawn Hastings ambling over to join their little group.

		

		The big black ex-defensive back smiled down at her and said, “Would you care to join Colt and me in one of the bedrooms, beautiful? He wants to give Ally a thank-you-for-hosting-this-party-fuck, and I’m just dying to slip my big old cock into you for the first time, sweetheart.”

		

		Skylar’s heart did a little flip in her chest. She glanced over at Colt, who simply smiled at her and then gave her a tiny wink.

		

		“I’d love to,” she told handsome, super-studly DeShawn. She finished her drink, sat it on the counter, and took his offered hand.

		

		****

		

		Ally and Colt led the way, also hand in hand. In less than a minute the four of them stood in a guest bedroom, the door left open, and DeShawn had her in his big, brawny arms, his lips pressed against hers. Skylar’s body was tense as it could be, but she kissed him back, stealing a peek over at Colt as she did so, and saw that he was avidly making out with Ally two feet away from her.

		

		“This is some dress, and you look fantastic in it, babe,” the big man said as he broke off the kiss and unzipped the back of Skylar’s gown, “but I’m willing to bet you gonna’ look even nicer without it!”

		

		As he opened it all the way down to the small of her back, she smiled up at him and stepped out of it. He tossed the dress up onto a nearby dresser and shucked her panties off, leaving her completely naked, except for the pricey sandals on her feet. He grinned broadly and shook his head as he stared at her naked body.

		

		“Ally be an incredibly beautiful woman, kid,” he murmured, pulling off the knit shirt he wore and loosening his belt and pants, “But you are downright unbelievable!”

		

		He grinned over at Colt, who by now had Ally’s dress off and had just removed her panties—her last article of clothing—and said, “You dawg, Colt…I can’t believe you sleeping with this little honey every night!”

		

		“Well, you’d better believe it!” Colt laughed, sounding proud and happy to be sharing a bed with Skylar. “You get a little taste tonight, bud, but just remember: Sky is mine and I ain’t giving her up any time soon!”

		

		Skylar looked over at him and smiled from ear to ear. This was kind of neat, at that. She loved what Colt had just said and how adamant he’d been about it: DeShawn could fuck her as much as he wanted tonight, but she was still Colt’s girl!

		

		DeShawn got out of the rest of his clothes quickly, saying to his friend, “Well, I guess I’d better enjoy her while I can, then.”

		

		It was all Skylar could do to keep from gasping aloud as DeShawn’s boxers hit the carpet. His cock wasn’t just big…it was fucking enormous!

		

		It was far and away the biggest dick she’d ever seen, even in a porn film. It was a good two inches longer than Colt’s, and Colt’s was the biggest one she’d ever had inside her.

		

		Once he was naked, DeShawn put his arms around Skylar and got her onto the queen bed with him, pulling her over onto the far right side of it. Colt and Ally got on right next to them and started making out again.

		

		It felt very weird but undeniably hot to be tongue-kissing sexy DeShawn, running her fingers all over his muscular naked body as she did so, while watching Colt tease Allison Walsh’s nice nipples to full hardness as he kissed her. In no time, Skylar’s own nipples were as swollen with passion as they could be, pressed tightly against DeShawn’s steel-like pectoral muscles, and her pussy was absolutely gushing out lube!

		

		“Damn, she a hot one all right, Colt,” DeShawn sighed, finally breaking off the torrid kiss, “she a keeper; and that’s for damned sure!”

		

		He rolled over onto his back and Skylar went with him, ending up lying on his chest, kissing him and sucking at his wriggly tongue. She felt his prick—as rigid as an iron bar—up against her naked belly, and her pussy lips clasped together involuntarily.

		

		She had to admit it, she wanted to fuck DeShawn! But she was still a little reluctant to do so in front of Colt. She was waiting for her boyfriend to make the first move.

		

		It turned out that Colt was more than happy to do just that. Ally got him over onto his back, too, with barely six inches of open mattress separating the two couples, and slowly kissed her way down his torso, until she was on her stomach in between Colt’s legs, her mouth squarely over his up-thrust prick.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Ally sighed as she inhaled it all the way down to Colt’s balls and then began to bob her head.

		

		A huge tremor of lust shot through Skylar as she watched out of the corner of her eye while the man she loved got his cock sucked by another woman! She sighed as well, very excited by what she was seeing, and raised up off of DeShawn a little, reached down and grabbed his huge fistful of hard dick and then pushed the head of it up into her super-juicy pussy folds.

		

		“Oh, man, your girl is tight and wet, Colt,” DeShawn sighed as she let more of her weight down on him, taking over half of his nearly twelve-inch prick up into her cunny. “And is her little pussy ever hot around my big dick? This is some primo fuckin’ you got yourself here, dude!”

		

		Skylar looked over at Colt, smiled at him, and let the rest of her weight down, spearing every last centimeter of DeShawn’s thick black pussy-stretcher of a cock up into her. He grinned back at her and watched--obviously very turned on and pleased by her eagerness to fuck DeShawn--while he fucked Ally. Sky started to ride her new lover hard, her big, solid tits bouncing on her chest as her movements picked up speed.

		

		“Jesus, what a set you got, gal,” DeShawn muttered, staring up at her jiggling forty “D’s”.

		

		Clearly captivated by her large tits, he reached up, took a nipple in each hand, and squeezed them lightly, drawing a sigh of pleasure from her. Skylar threw her head back and really got into it, fucking DeShawn with unbridled gusto, loving the way this felt!

		

		I’m doing it, she thought excitedly, I’m being a wild, hot, swinger-girl for my sweet Colt and he’s just eating it up!

		

		And she wasn’t minding it a bit, either. After a few more passes up and down on DeShawn’s huge prick, her pussy seemed to adjust to its size. It was the biggest thing she’d ever had inside her, but it was feeling better all the time!

		

		“That’s the way to ride him,” Ally said just then, easing her mouth off Colt’s swollen, spittle-gleaming hard on and lining it up with her own pussy mouth. “Fuck him good, Skylar, while I take a little ride on Colt!”

		

		Skylar grinned happily over at the pair of rutting lovers next to her and fucked DeShawn even more enthusiastically. This was so great! Colt wasn’t a bit jealous or put off by seeing what he was seeing—that was obvious—and she surprised herself utterly by enjoying the hell out of fucking DeShawn right in front of him as she watched Ally ride her boyfriend’s big cock.

		

		This was so cool! She could do this swinger stuff. This was incredible fun—she could definitely get used to this!

		

		“Damn, you look hot riding that big black cock,” Colt whispered to her at that moment.

		

		“I gotta’ agree with your assessment there, partner,” Judd Walsh’s voice said at that moment, from behind the bed. “Your new girlfriend is a world-class hottie…that’s for damned sure!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Skylar looked back over her shoulder and saw Judd step into the room. He was smiling broadly at the steamy tableau spread out in front of him on the bed and was already stripped to the waist

		

		He tossed his discarded sweater onto the dresser, on top of her dress, and quickly got out of his shoes and slacks. His boxers came off and she smiled when she saw that his cock was already half-hard and that it was nearly the twin of Colt’s big, meaty prick; it had the same general length and diameter.

		

		“Bring that thing over here and let me suck it for you, darlin’,” Ally said in her dulcet Georgia drawl. “Then, when it’s good and hard, you can fuck me in the ass with it while Colt does my pussy.”

		

		Skylar’s cunny clasped hard at DeShawn’s gliding dick when she heard Ally say she wanted to be doubled. She’d seen lots of double penetrations—DP’s—in porn flicks, but she’d never witnessed one in person. How cool!

		

		Ally leaned over to the side of the bed where Judd was now standing, still riding Colt slow and easy, and began to suck her husband’s long, fat dick as she did so. Judd sighed with pleasure and smiled over at Skylar.

		

		“You’re absolutely gorgeous,” he told her, watching with obvious enjoyment as she humped up and down on DeShawn’s massive dick, her big knockers shimmying and shaking. “That body of yours is incredible!”

		

		“Thank you,” she replied, returning his smile with a shy little grin as she ogled his world-famous body. “You look to be in super shape yourself, Judd.”

		

		“I pretty much have to be. When I take my shirt off in the movies, I want women to lick their lips, not run out of the theater in disgust.”

		

		“I don’t think there’s much danger of that,” Skylar said, her smile growing warmer as she checked out his nice pecs, slender waist, and cute ass.

		

		His butt is as tight as Colt’s, she thought approvingly, and he’s so fucking handsome! Yum, yum…I’m going to enjoy fucking him a lot! Just think of that—Skylar Channing: star-fucker! How utterly neat is that?

		

		Judd pulled his now rock-hard prick out of Ally’s mouth. He reached down and opened the nightstand drawer, finding a big tube of sex lube.

		

		In moments, he was on the bed, behind his wife, kneeling between Colt’s widespread legs, running his finger in and out of Allison’s tight little butt, greasing it up. He set the head of his thick cock against her shiny-with-lube anus and pushed gently.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, that’s it, baby,” Ally moaned, “do it, fuck me in the ass!”

		

		The beautiful honey-blonde had her eyes closed in sheer bliss as she rode both of the lengthy shafts. Skylar could see that her smallish pink nipples were jutting out from her pretty white mounds, as aroused as they could be. Allison Walsh was obviously reveling in getting double-fucked by these two gorgeous men!

		

		Could I do that? Skylar asked herself, imagining Judd or Colt fucking her in the butt while she rode DeShawn’s massive cock.

		

		A huge shiver ran through her as she visualized herself being thus penetrated, and she realized with a start that she wouldn’t mind trying that at all! She pressed down harder on DeShawn’s dick as she daydreamed about taking on two men at once, loving the way her black lover’s hot meat stretched her open so wide.

		

		Pried open to its maximum, her pussy slit was as tight as could be around his gliding manhood, and her clit had been pulled down snugly against his slick flesh. Her sensitive little pleasure bud was being sensually caressed by his velvety cock-skin every time he penetrated her or withdrew.

		

		“Ungh! Oh, oh, fuck yes, that’s the way to give it to me!” Ally groaned just then. “Fuck me hard, you sweet fuckers! Really nail me…fuck me hard, fuck both of my hot holes!”

		

		Ally shuddered, tossed between the two impaling cocks, her tits jiggling. She dug her nails into Colt’s chest and moaned.

		

		God, but that looks hot! Skylar thought excitedly, her pussy clenching around DeShawn’s monster dick again. Look at her getting it…those two hotties are balling the shit out of her!

		

		“I’m coming!” Ally suddenly wailed. “Oh, God, I’m coming already!”

		

		Colt sighed and his body tensed under her. Skylar saw a big wad of pearly jism suddenly appear around Ally’s pussy mouth and she knew Colt was going off inside the other woman!

		

		“Oh, oh, that looks so fucking hot, watching Colt come in you!” Skylar gasped, her own clit throbbing hard, sending her right over the edge herself. “Oh, fuck me, Dee, I’m coming, too!”

		

		DeShawn bucked his long dick up into her so deep that Skylar could scarcely believe it. She mashed her exploding clit against his buried hardness and sighed, “Yes, yes, yes, oh God, yes…fuck me…fuck me deep with that huge cock!”

		

		Through the red-tinged blur of her orgasm, Skylar suddenly realized that Judd wasn’t behind Ally anymore. Then she felt a finger up against her anus, followed by a big wad of gooey lube being pushed inside her by that finger.

		

		Gasping for breath, still trembling through the last little flutters of her orgasm, she turned her head, looked back over her shoulder, and saw Judd Walsh’s smiling, handsome face behind her. He leaned forward and kissed her and slipped his tongue into her mouth, causing her pussy to grip hard once again around DeShawn’s still very hard prick.

		

		Pulling his lips away from hers at last, Judd set the head of his rigid cock against Skylar’s ass opening and nudged it playfully. He asked her, “Do you want it? Do you want my big cock up your cute little ass, Sky?”

		

		She turned back around and saw Colt staring at her, his cock still wedged up into Ally’s sated pussy. He grinned encouragingly and Skylar closed her eyes and whispered, in a voice that was raspy with need, “Yes, God, yes, fuck me in the ass while Dee fucks my pussy! I want it…I want to try doing both of you at once!”

		

		The big cock head eased inside her and Skylar moaned. Two at once, so much dick, so much hot, hard cock meat inside me—it feels so incredible!

		

		“Damn, your little ass is tight!” Judd sighed into her ear from behind as he bottomed out in her anal sheath. “Hold on, Sky, here it comes.”

		

		He began to fuck her. DeShawn was squeezing her nipples between his big fingers once again and he began to pump his prick in and out of her from underneath as well, timing his thrusts with Judd’s from in back.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Skylar groaned, loving how it felt; it felt so incredibly…nasty to get fucked like this, with her darling Colt watching!

		

		She opened her eyes and saw Colt beaming at her. Ally had gotten off of him and was now laying spooned back against Colt, on her side, watching Skylar get doubled. Colt had an arm draped loosely around her, cuddling her, watching intently along with her.

		

		For long moments, there was no sound in the room except for the steady slap of Judd’s loins against her butt cheeks as he banged in and out of her ass. Skylar let out big breath, feeling her pussy start to tense again around DeShawn’s driving dick meat.

		

		I’m going to come again! She realized. These two big-cocked studs are fucking me so good…I’m going to come for them…and it’s going to be a huge one!

		

		“She’s close, Dee,” Judd said just then, clearly sensing what was happening inside Skylar’s taut body. “Are you ready?”

		

		“You bet,” DeShawn answered with a big grin.

		

		Ready to wha…Skylar didn’t even get to finish her thought!

		

		The two men began to power-fuck her--hard and deep--and as fast as they could drive their dicks in and out of her. Skylar gasped. She was a big, strong girl, but the two men tossed her about between them like a leaf in a gale.

		

		“Ummm, ugh, oh, ummm, ooooh!” she burbled, the two cocks hammering into her in between them.

		

		They’re doing me just like Colt and Judd did Ally, she realized as s furious spasm of pre-come joy shot from her clit, up to her well-squeezed tits, and then down to her cock-stuffed anus, they’re fuckin’ the holy hell out of me!

		

		Another hot tremor ran through her, and then another. Her vision assumed that red cast again and her pussy grabbed hard at DeShawn’s impaling cock, her ass clamping down simultaneously on Judd’s prick.

		

		“That’s my girl!” Colt whispered, excited as he could be. “Come for us, Sky! Get that hot pussy of yours off, babe. Just let go—come hard, honey!”

		

		Skylar screamed. She felt like every nerved ending in her lush body was on fire with release; her ass, her pussy, and her tits were jerking and spasming through an enormous orgasm—all at once!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” she wailed, “Oh, fuck, am I ever coming?”

		

		Judd moaned in her ear just then and she felt a huge jet of white-hot liquid splash deep into her ass cavity. At almost the same instant, DeShawn bellowed like an enraged bull beneath her and began to unload gush after gush of hot spunk up into her womb!

		

		The torrent of fiery jism up both her holes seemed to intensify Skylar’s orgasm. She pushed her palms hard against DeShawn’s big chest, screwing her lower body down onto the two ejaculating cocks, moaning, “Yessssssssssssssss, oh, God, yesssssssss! Cream me! Let me have that hot stuff, you sweet fuckers! Pull on my nipples!”

		

		The two men kept pumping their hips, sliding their semen-slick cocks into her tightness until they both finally went limp inside her. Judd pulled out first, whispering, “God, that was truly amazing. You’re incredible, Sky!”

		

		“That be for sure,” De Shawn sighed in agreement, as his soft cock slid out of her jizz-drenched pussy mouth. “You one hell of a fuck, kid, and that ain’t no lie!”

		

		Panting for breath, Skylar smiled down at him and managed to gasp, “You’re not bad yourself, Dee. And the two of you guys together were sensational.”

		

		She looked over at Colt and panted, “Did you like it? Did I do it okay--will I make a good swinger date for you, babe?”

		

		He just laughed delightedly. “Do you ever fail at anything you set your mind to, honey? You were fantastic, just like I knew you’d be.”

		

		She beamed at him, tremendously proud of herself. She’d done it! She’d been wild and depraved with two other men for him, and he’d loved it!

		

		And I didn’t exactly mind it myself, she thought smugly. That was one of the greatest fucks I’ve ever had, and Colt watching me get it made it so much hotter!

		

		The sound of a man clearing his throat startled her back into the moment. She turned her head just as Judd was easing off the bed behind her and that saw a small crowd of naked people had gathered in the room’s open doorway, peering inside. Obviously, they’d all witnessed her very first DP, and from the stiffness of the men’s cocks, it looked as if they’d gotten very turned on by what they’d seen.

		

		A very handsome guy with dark hair and cute little mustache inquired, “Is this a closed party or can anyone play?”

		

		Colt got up off the bed and DeShawn gently rolled Skylar off to one side of him and got up, too. He smiled at the assembled swingers in the doorway and said, “Either one of these little hotties can give you the fuckin’ of your life, if she wants to; so ask away, dude.”

		

		The nice looking man with the mustache grinned and stepped into the room. He came over to the bed and said, “Hey, Ally, remember me? I’m Rudy Tyler; we fucked out by the hot tub at one of Ted and Rick’s pool parties last year.”

		

		“Mmmmmm, I do remember you, Rudy.” She smiled up at him, “I remember you very fondly.”

		

		She turned to Skylar and said, “Rudy’s a great fuck, Sky. You should let him do you.”

		

		Skylar’s heart beat faster, realizing that a good ten people’s eyes were on her naked body, and that they were all wondering if she was going to let this cute young guy ball her. She looked him over critically and liked what she saw. He wasn’t a particularly big guy—all muscles and hard, fit flesh, like DeShawn or Colt—but he was really nice-looking and his cock was as pretty as the rest of him!

		

		She lay over on her back and opened her arms, smiling up at him, and whispered, “Sure, baby, come fuck me.”

		

		He scrambled eagerly onto the bed and got between her legs. Glancing down at her pussy, he said, “Well, I see you’ve got a big load of come in you already, so lubrication shouldn’t be a problem.”

		

		He set the head of his impressive dick up against her jism-slick lips and pushed gently as he leaned down over her. As his cock filled her, Skylar watched his lips engulf her right nipple and begin to suck.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” she sighed, working her hips up off the mattress, driving his long prick all the way into her juicy depths, “that feels so nice. Suck my big titties while you slip me that pretty cock, baby!”

		

		Two more men approached the bed, their dicks as stiff as could be, too, and wordlessly mounted up on Ally. She moaned as they took her, ass and pussy at the same time, and then smiled over at Skylar, who was fucking her new friend Rudy slow and easy.

		

		Skylar saw Colt staring down at her as well; a huge smile on his face as he watched her prove to him yet again that she could swing with the best of them! She grinned back up at him proudly and pushed her tit further into her new lover’s hot mouth.

		

		This is so neat; she thought to herself, it feels so kinky and great—enjoying another terrific fuck while my sweet Colt watches me being such a bad girl for him!

		

		Rudy picked up the pace a little, moving his hips faster. She sighed again, loving the feel of his mouth on her tits as he switched from the right one to the left one, not to mention the constant stimulation of his big cock gliding in and out of her, right across her swollen clit!

		

		Oh, man, are all of these swinger guys so well-hung and great in bed? She asked herself, feeling her tummy tighten in that telltale way, yet another orgasm building in her well-fucked pussy. This guy is terrific with that nice cock of his and he sucks my tits so fine!

		

		“H-Harder,” she gasped, feeling the first twinge throb through her clit, “oh, God, fuck me harder, Rudy! Really give it to me—I’m gonna’ come soon.”

		

		Rudy bit down lightly on her tender nipple and rammed her pussy with this big dick. Skylar whimpered with lust and ground her clit against his ravaging prick, loving the way this hot, impromptu fuck felt.

		

		She especially loved the way Colt was staring down at her, smiling, watching intently. She saw his lips move and read them. He was saying: “Come for me, Sky, get that hot little pussy of yours off again!”

		

		That did it. Skylar groaned and whispered to Rudy, “I’m coming. That big, fat dick of yours is getting me off so great! Fuck it into me, Rudy, come in my hot pussy!”

		

		A jolt of electricity seemed to flow through Rudy’s rutting body. He drove his prick deep into Skylar’s spasming pink folds and unloaded; crying out as he spunked her, “Take it! Take my come, you fuckin’ hottie!”

		

		Another huge jet of semen spattered down into Skylar’s already jizz-laden womb. She gasped, wondering if all swinger men shot mega-loads when they came. Colt certainly did, and DeShawn had, too.

		

		Judd really filled my ass when he went off inside it. And this guy feels like he’s got a gallon for me, too!

		

		“Oh, man, oh, fuck, what a pussy you’ve got, babe!” Rudy panted enthusiastically, still creaming her. “Talk about a super-fuck!”

		

		Skylar moaned with bliss and wrapped her arms around him, working her cunny up and down until she felt him quit spewing out come and begin to go soft inside her. She kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “That was incredible. Thank you, Rudy, you were fantastic.”

		

		She lay back, catching her breath as Rudy got off the bed. Looking over at Colt, and found that he had now wandered off, over to the little group of seven or eight swingers who had drifted into the room while Skylar and Rudy were fucking. She saw that he was again chatting with the spectacular little redheaded television star she’d seen him with in the living room earlier, Suzie Curtis.

		

		The only difference was that this time the red-haired girl now had not a stitch of clothing on and she also had Colt’s hard dick in her right hand, stroking it lightly, while they talked. Skylar felt her heart start to race. She wondered if Colt and Suzie would join her on the bed and she would get to watch them fuck!

		

		“Hi, I’m Jim,” she heard a male voice say.

		

		Tearing her eyes away from Colt and the other girl for a moment, she turned her head and saw a very tall, skinny man with--a hard cock that looked as if it should have belonged to someone who was much heavier and more muscular than he was--standing next to the bed, smiling shyly down at her. He said, somewhat bashfully, “I’m a friend of Rudy’s. I watched you and him together just now and I asked him if fucking you was as hot as it looked, and he said it was even hotter.”

		

		He shifted his weight to his other foot and added, “He said you were the best fuck he’s ever had at a swinger party.”

		

		Skylar smiled. She couldn’t help it. She really liked that…she loved being the best at whatever she did, whether it was basketball, or making the top grade in a class, or fucking!

		

		“Anyway, I was wondering…could I be next with you?” Jim asked. “I can’t wait to see for myself what Rudy was talking about. Plus, you’re just about the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen in my whole life.”

		

		He’s kind of tall and gawky-looking, but his dick is almost as big as DeShawn’s, she thought, looking up at him. Besides, how am I going to turn down a guy who just said I’m about the prettiest girl he’s ever seen?

		

		“Sure,” she agreed at last, “but I’ve got to warn you, I’ve already got a ton of spunk in me. But if you don’t mind sloppy thirds…”

		

		He just grinned happily and scrambled onto the bed with her, his huge cock waggling around out in front of him like an eleven-inch flagpole, minus the flag. She smiled at his obvious eagerness to be with her and asked, “How do you want me?”

		

		“On top of me, if you don’t mind,” Jim answered, flipping over onto his back and scooting right up next to her on the far side of the bed. “I’ve got a really big dick and some girls can’t take it all the way up inside them. This way you can be the one who decides how much of it goes into you.”

		

		What a considerate guy, Skylar thought, quite favorably impressed by that, but knowing full well that she was going to stuff every last inch of Jim’s marvelous log of a cock up into her. She remembered how hard she’d gone off with Dee’s huge dick jammed up inside of her pussy earlier!

		

		“Ooooh, it is big!” she sighed, settling down onto it easily, her pussy walls so well-greased with her own lubricant and two big loads of slippery male semen that she had no trouble taking all of Jim’s pussy-stretcher. “I just love to take a ride on a really big one.”

		

		She began to corkscrew her ass up and down atop his thick salami of a cock, reveling in how its hard surface caressed her clit as she rode it slow and easy. Her tight ass cheeks made a steady slapping sound against his loins as she bounced up and down, and her big tits jiggled and flounced around all over her chest.

		

		“Mmmmmm, I like it,” she whispered, her eyes bright with excitement. “I like your big cock, baby!”

		

		Jim just stared up at her, a deliriously happy grin on his face, looking as if he couldn’t believe he had his long prick buried in a male sex fantasy come to life like Skylar Channing. She glanced over to see if Colt was watching her and was somewhat surprised to see that he had come over to stand right next to the bed, hand in hand with Suzie Curtis.

		

		“Sky, this is Susie,” he said, helping the short, spectacularly-endowed redhead onto the bed right next to Skylar and Jim. “She’s an old friend of mine. She’s also one of the only women I know who has even bigger tits than you.”

		

		“Pleased to meet you,” Suzie Curtis said with a smile, “Colt has been telling me all about you, Skylar. The boy is crazy about you!”

		

		Skylar’s pussy clutched wildly at Jim’s huge shaft. It felt totally weird to be riding a complete stranger’s prick while hearing another woman talking about how much Colt cared for her; especially when that other woman was about to get her baby’s pussy-pleaser of a cock shoved up her twat!

		

		And that was just what happened. Colt looked over at Skylar, watched his girlfriend work her pussy up and down on another guy’s dick for a long moment, and then shoved his own prick deep into the television star’s little pink hole.

		

		“Fuck my Colt good, Suzie,” Skylar panted, as she vigorously rode Jim. “My sweetie just loves a good, hard fuck from a hot-looking babe like you. Oh, and by the way, I adore your show. I watch it all the time.”

		

		“Well thank you, darling. Aren’t you sweet?” Suzie said, taking Colt’s prick deep and starting to move her hips under him. “Mmmmmm, you’re a lucky girl, Skylar. Your Colt has such a great dick and, oh, baby, can he ever fuck?”

		

		The two women smiled at each other in silence for a time, just enjoying getting fucked together and watching each other screw. At last, Skylar sighed and whispered earnestly to Suzie, “If you get a chance later tonight, you should try Jim, here. His prick is incredible and he’s really good with it!”

		

		Suzie glanced down at the lanky man sprawled on his back, his cock disappearing up into Skylar’s pussy. She nodded her approval of what she saw and said, “Maybe I will. I just love a guy with a monster cock, and it looks like Jim fills the bill nicely.”

		

		Jim’s thin face broke into a big smile, clearly as excited as could be about the idea of balling a super-hottie like Skylar and a glamorous small-screen star like Suzie Curtis…all in the same night!

		

		“I know you dig anal, baby,” a man’s voice suddenly growled from behind Skylar at that moment, “because I watched you take it up the ass from Judd earlier, while DeShawn was inside your pussy, just like this dude is now.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Talk about deja vu, she thought, remembering how Judd had slipped into the room to join the foursome on the bed just after she’d started balling DeShawn, cowgirl style, just the way she was doing Jim now.

		

		Turning her head and looking back over her shoulder, she saw a young man with an absolutely god-like physique crawling onto the bed behind her. He was as naked as she was and she recognized him instantly. Like millions of other people around the world, she had been staring raptly at the television screen several years ago when he’d won America a gold medal in the Olympics for his show-stopping routine on the rings.

		

		Rex Tanner…Omigod, what a honey, she thought, eying the incredible body, the long, sexy, shoulder-length, brown mane of hair and--running her gaze all the way down to his crotch—discovering that his cock was just as impressively perfect as the rest of him!

		

		The tube of lubricant Judd had used when he’d fucked his wife--and then Skylar-- in the ass not long ago was still lying on the bedspread. Rex Tanner scooped it up and moved up right behind her. He leaned his handsome face forward and whispered in her ear as she continued her ride on Jim’s long cock, “Are you going to let me fuck you in this fantastic ass of yours now, beautiful, while this dude balls your pussy? Are you?”

		

		He touched her, running his fingertips along her shoulders and then down her back as she continued to undulate her hips up and down. A shiver of pure excitement went through Skylar and she felt her pussy grab at Jim’s hardness.

		

		Do I want to get doubled again? She asked herself that, staring into Rex Tanner’s beautiful brown eyes, remembering what a crush she’d had on him back then, when he’d thrilled the world with his winning performance.

		

		He leaned forward a little more and ran his tongue over her bare shoulders and neck, sending another sharp tremor down her spine and making her pussy jerk open and closed around Jim’s gliding dick. Then he brought his head back up even with hers, leaned in and kissed her, that roaming tongue of his now sliding right into her willing mouth.

		

		Oh, God, but I want him! She realized at that instant. I love Colt with all my heart, but he said that if I met someone I wanted to fuck and he really rang my chimes…that it was okay to let him do it to me.

		

		A tiny moan escaped her lips as she sucked at the sexy gymnast’s exploring tongue. Jim gasped from beneath her as her cunny tightened yet again around his prick.

		

		I am going to do him! Skylar decided, shivering again at the thought of how delicious that sounded—her actually getting fucked by sexy Rex Tanner. I just know that my Colt won’t mind, and I want him…and so I’m definitely doing him!

		

		He slipped his tongue free and, staring into her eyes, whispered, “So, how about it, gorgeous? Do you want it?”

		

		“Yes,” she whispered back decisively, “I do want it. I want your big dick right up my ass, baby!”

		

		“That’s excellent,” he said, grinning, the top coming off the tube of lubricant, a big glob of it oozing out onto his finger. “Because your ass is one of the most perfect things I’ve ever seen!”

		

		He pushed his finger into her and she turned back to face Jim, her eyes slowly closing in mounting bliss. Seconds later, she felt the knob of Rex Tanner’s big cock shove past her tight sphincter muscle and ease its way into her butt.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck!” Skylar sighed as another few inches disappeared up her tight rear sheath. “Oh, go slow, you’ve got a lot of cock there, babe!”

		

		But Rex Tanner paid no attention to her plea. Instead, he totally surprised her by leaning forward, gripping her hair in both of his strong hands and yanking her body back onto his half-sheathed dick, burying the rest of it in her ass in one hard lunge.

		

		He murmured, “Now you’ve got all of it up that sweet ass of yours, you fucking hottie! And you’re going to get the butt-fucking of your life—you look as strong as a fucking Amazon, so I know you can take it…and I know you want it!”

		

		Skylar trembled, the big cock beginning to slide in and out of her faster and faster, the muscular athlete’s thighs making a steady smacking sound as he took her up the ass. He jerked at her hair again and a hot pulse of pleasure shot through her.

		

		No one had ever pulled her hair while he’d ass-fucked her before! She felt totally in his power, unable to resist what he was doing to her.

		

		I should hate this, but I don’t! She realized with a shock. It’s an incredible turn on, somehow, having him manhandle me this way and just…drill me!

		

		She looked over at Colt, who was still fucking Suzie hard, but his eyes had gone wide with concern as he focused on what was happening to Skylar. His girlfriend gave him a reassuring little wink and eagerly worked her lower torso back against the two cocks that were ravaging it.

		

		Colt gasped as he realized that she liked what was being done to her! Another massive pre-come jolt of pleasure shot through Skylar when she imagined Colt fucking her like this once in a while from now on.

		

		Her darling man was always so gentle when he made love to her, teasing her into a frenzied state of arousal and then doing her so sweetly and so passionately that she came like a crazy girl. And that was beautiful. But this style of fucking was very intense, too!

		

		Skylar imagined Colt hammering his big prick into her ass like this, yanking at her hair, pretending to force her to take his hot fucking, and her pussy gripped hard at Jim’s dick again. Her asshole clamped shut in time with that little muscle spasm as well, and she knew that Rex Tanner had to have felt that, too.

		

		Sure enough, he let go of his grip on her hair with his right hand, leaving the left one still tugging insistently on her pageboy-cut locks as he continued to nail her wriggling ass. He brought his open right hand down on her right butt cheek, hard, just as Skylar was thinking: God, that’s going to be so hot, when I tell Colt I want him to take me like this once in a while, just for variety’s sake…just for fun. I can just see him now, banging my poor ass like a wild man…and that’s going to feel so great!

		

		“You are one sexy, red-hot, bitch!” Rex growled into her ear, spanking Skylar hard again and ramming his dick in and out of her ass, practically tearing her hair out by the roots as he did so. “Take it, you gorgeous bitch—take the hot ass-fucking you wanted so bad!”

		

		His cock was now flying up and down in her tight butt channel, his thighs slapping loudly against hers. She moaned and closed her eyes, her pussy and ass going wild around the two dicks.

		

		“I do want it!” Skylar screamed--her orgasm hurtling towards her like a runaway freight train. “I want it just like you said…fuck me! Fuck me up the butt hard and make me come!”

		

		Rex Tanner grunted with effort and proceeded to light a real bonfire in her ass. He powered his thick, lengthy dick into her as fast as he could move his muscular hips, and his vise-like grip on her hair had her head pulled all the way back, so that she was staring up at the ceiling as he reamed out her asshole.

		

		Jim groaned and murmured excitedly, “Oh, yeah, here it comes. Take my spunk you beauty—take all of it!”

		

		Skylar felt the big, hot fountain of cock cream erupt up into her pussy. There was so much of it that it immediately back-washed out of her, around Jim’s hammering cock, bathing her clit in its fiery outpouring.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, I’m coming!” she wailed joyously, her ass clamping down tight on Rex Tanner’s big boner.

		

		“Yeahhhhhhhhh!” he thundered, flooding her ass with semen as well, its slippery presence freeing his entrapped cock so that he could once more pound it in and out of her again as he spanked her bright-red ass cheek and yanked on her hair.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she gasped, coming furiously, her pussy and ass sucking at the gliding hunks of male muscle, coaxing even more jism out of both.

		

		Skylar almost sobbed, it felt so wonderful! She pushed down with her palms against Jim’s bony chest and shivered, coming and coming for what seemed like forever.

		

		When the two men at last ran out of spunk, Skylar felt her own climax slowly begin to ebb away. After both men went soft inside her, she disengaged from them, feeling a torrent of male spend oozing out of both recently vacated holes.

		

		Bathroom, she thought, I need to go in and clean up a little. I’ve got, like, a gallon of come in me now, both front and back!

		

		Rex Tanner put a big hand on her shoulder as she tried to edge past him and off the bed. He stared into her eyes, his face as handsome as it could be, but up close like this, right in her face, the gymnast’s eyes had a mocking, slightly-cruel cast to them that she hadn’t noticed before.

		

		“Who are you here with?” he asked, his voice dripping with self-confidence to the point of arrogance.

		

		“Colt Webster,” she told him proudly.

		

		“You’re too hot for that washed-up old has-been,” Rex Tanner told her with a sneer. “Come home with me after the party breaks up and I’ll show you how to really get down and kinky—you’re way too much woman for a broken down old car dealer like Colt.”

		

		Skylar put both hands flat on his chest, as she might have if she were going to lean in and kiss him, and then surprised him by suddenly pushing outward as hard as she could, employing all of her considerable upper-body strength, sending him flying off the end of the bed and tumbling down onto the carpet. She glared down at him angrily as she got off the bed.

		

		“Fuck you!” she hissed at the sprawled-out athlete. “You’re so good-looking that you’re almost pretty, and you’ve got a terrific dick. But Colt’s twice the man you’ll ever be, you arrogant asshole! It’s too bad that winning a medal can turn some guys into such ego-tripping losers.”

		

		She marched defiantly past him and down the hall, headed for the bathroom. Just as she was about to step inside, a big hand grabbed her roughly from behind and spun her around.

		

		“Not so fast, bitch!” Rex Tanner growled, his right fist cocking backward, ready to be launched. “No cunt gets away with talking to me like that!”

		

		Quick as a snake striking, Skylar reached down with her left hand, grabbed the Olympian’s scrotum, and squeezed—hard. Rex gasped and went up onto his tiptoes, both hands clawing at her gripping fist

		

		“Let go,” he begged in a tone at least an octave higher than his normal speaking voice, “let go of my balls, you bitch!”

		

		“Fuck you, asshole,” she growled back, yanking him toward her by his nuts.

		

		When he stumbled in closer to her, she whipped her right elbow forward and smashed his nose all over his face with it, releasing her grip on his balls at the same time. He ricocheted off the wall and bounced back into her, his eyes radiating pure, slightly-insane rage.

		

		“I’ll kill you for that,” he hissed, “you ball-busting snatch!”

		

		He drew his fist back again and started to punch her in the face, when a large black hand came out of nowhere and grabbed his clenched fist, engulfing it like a hardball in a baseball mitt. DeShawn Hastings leaned in and crushed Rex Tanner’s fist in his steely grip, drawing a wail of pain.

		

		He said, over Rex Tanner’s scream, “You’re done here, asshole. Sky be a good friend of mine, and I’ve always hated your skinny white ass to start with, so away you go.”

		

		Tanner started to protest, but DeShawn’s balled up fist whipped forward, smacked into his chin, lifted him up off his feet, and propelled him three feet through the air and head-first into the wall at the end of the hallway. The Olympian’s skull bounced off the drywall and he sprawled down onto the carpet, out like the proverbial light.

		

		Skylar turned and looked up at DeShawn. She smiled, very relieved to have been bailed out the way she just had been, but still defiant.

		

		“I still think I could have taken that dick-bite by myself, but thanks for your help,” she told him.

		

		DeShawn laughed and said, “I ain’t sure you couldn’t have, kid. But Colt never would have forgiven me if I’d let anything happen to you.”

		

		Judd Walsh, still naked as he could be, sprinted into the hallway just then from the living room. He looked down at the unconscious ex-Olympic athlete and asked, “What the fuck happened here?”

		

		“Dip-shit, there, tried to punch Skylar in the face,” DeShawn explained, “so I decked his ass.”

		

		Judd turned toward Skylar, concern in his eyes. “Are you okay, honey?”

		

		“Sure,” she told him, “Rex seemed to think he was so charming that I’d ditch Colt in favor of him. When I told him that was never going to happen and suggested that he go fuck himself, he got really nasty and tried to hit me, so I crushed his nuts in my hand and then broke his nose with my elbow. That was when he went totally berserk and tried to cold-cock me, and Dee was nice enough to step in.”

		

		Judd grinned, looking slightly amazed by her calmness and by the matter-of-factness her reply, and glanced back over at DeShawn. The big man laughed and told Judd, “True story, my man; this little girl is tough as nails underneath all of that beautiful she’s got goin’ on. I don’t know if she’s bad enough to play linebacker, like I did, but I definitely think cornerback be well within her capabilities!”

		

		The three of them were still laughing at that assessment when Colt, Suzie Curtis, and Ally came up to them. Judd filled them in on what had happened and Ally scowled, saying, “Find this gentleman’s clothes and pitch him and them out the door front and lock it, Judd. I will not endure bad manners at a party of ours! And I’m going to see that he’s promptly eighty-sixed from our swinger club, too.”

		

		She turned to Skylar and said, “Come with me, dear, let’s us girls go into the bathroom and clean up a little, all right? The boys take will care of sleeping beauty there.”

		

		****

		

		“You were magnificent out there, sweetie,” Ally said, turning on the shower, “defending yourself from that idiot, Rex; you’re so very brave!”

		

		Skylar smiled wryly and responded, “I grew up in a really awful neighborhood, Ally. And I started growing breasts when I was about eleven. So this wasn’t the first time I’ve had to smack a guy in the face to keep his hands off me, believe me.”

		

		Ally shook her head in wonder at Skylar’s feistiness and motioned for her to join her. She stepped into the shower, adjusting the head downward, and said, “This way we can wash the spunk out of our pussies—and assholes—but still keep our hair dry.”

		

		Skylar got into the shower with her and closed the glass door behind them. Ally soaped up her hands and ran them over Skylar’s ass cheeks.

		

		“Here, baby, let me help you and then you can help me get clean, okay?”

		

		Stepping in front of the powerful spray, blocking it with her lower body, Ally pushed a finger from her left hand into a very shocked Skylar’s anus while shoving two fingers from her right hand up into her pussy.

		

		“Oh, my goodness,” Sky gasped, “I don’t know if you should be doing that!”

		

		Ally gazed up into her eyes as her fingers sluiced out cock cream and, in the process, sensuously caressed the bigger girl’s anal opening and clit. She whispered, in her soft Southern voice, “Its okay, sweetheart. Ally will take care of you just fine. I know all about how a girl needs to be touched.”

		

		Before Skylar could say another word, the pretty blonde’s lips were kissing her left nipple, her tongue easing out to lap all around the erect little bud just before those lips were engulfing it and Ally began to suck gently on the sensitive knob.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, what are you doing?” Skylar sighed, her breasts suddenly alive with excitement, her pussy and ass clenching around Ally’s deft fingers.

		

		“No reason we can’t share a little fun together while we’re cleaning up,” Ally whispered, a mischievous grin on her face as she changed tits, sucking Skylar’s right nipple now.

		

		“B-But I’m not…” Skylar’s voice trailed off as a huge jolt of pleasure rippled through her whole body.

		

		“Shhhhhh, I’m not a lesbian either…I’m bisexual,” Ally smiled up at her and then licked her nipple so sensually that Skylar shuddered and had to momentarily close her eyes, it felt so good.

		

		“And so, I suspect--from the way your little pussy is getting so slick around my fingers, and these incredible tits of yours are firming up, and their nipples are getting hard as can be—that you are, too, honey. In swinger terminology, we call girls like you, ‘bi-curious’”.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Skylar sighed. Because of her spectacular build and her good looks, she’d been hit on by lezzies literally dozens of times in the past, in junior high, high school, and in college. But she’d never succumbed to any of their advances. Sex with other girls just didn’t interest her.

		

		Or at least it hadn’t before now!

		

		But Ally was different; she was so sexy, so provocative. And she definitely wasn’t a pure lesbian—Skylar remembered how hard the little blonde had come earlier in the evening, with Colt up her pussy and Judd up her bottom!

		

		She realized in that instant that she regarded Ally and her hot, carefree friend, Nadia Neal, to be swinger-girl role models. And if Ally could fuck men like a wild woman and still do…this sort of thing with women…and enjoy it—what did that say to Skylar?

		

		Sky moaned. Her pussy was weeping lube like a tiny waterfall. Ally’s fingers felt like heaven on her clit. And the blonde girl sucked titties as well as any man Skylar had ever met!

		

		What Colt had said about just relaxing and “just going with it” at this party came back to her and she decided that he’d been right. She’d never imagined herself letting a woman make love to her before. But this felt so good--strange and exotic to be sure, but also very exciting and funky and…fun—that she told herself to do what Colt had advised; just relax and go with it!

		

		“Do…do you and Nadia…?” Skylar asked, letting her voice trail off suggestively.

		

		“All the time; we just love to suck each other’s pussies, baby girl,” Ally whispered hotly, changing tits again, her finger up Skylar’s ass and the ones up her cunny driving her slowly over the edge.

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, you’re,” Skylar gasped, her twin holes grabbing simultaneously at her new friend’s gliding fingers, “you’re so fucking good with your mouth and your fingers!”

		

		Ally pulled back from her momentarily and quickly washed the jism out of her own pussy and anus. She then turned off the shower and went down on her knees in front of Skylar, who was standing with a slightly dazed expression on her face, and her upper shoulders pressed back against the tiles at the rear of the shower.

		

		“What a beautiful little puss you have darling,” Ally cooed, gazing longingly up at the younger woman. She ran her tongue from the bottom of the small pink gash to the top.

		

		“Ooooooooh,” Skylar moaned, “Oh, what a feeling!”

		

		The kneeling girl gently pushed two fingers into Skylar’s asshole again and began to finger-fuck it, as her tongue circled around and around on the girl’s engorged pink clit at the same time. When Skylar shivered and a big dollop of pussy lube ran out, right onto Ally’s teasing tongue; she stopped licking the swollen bead of nerve endings for a moment and, instead, sucked it into her lips and swallowed it.

		

		“Uhhhhhhhh,” Skylar gasped her tall body quivering against the tiles, the fingers up her bottom suddenly trapped as the slippery sheath closed around them in concert with her pussy snapping shut.

		

		“Such a sensitive, cute little clitty, darlin’,” Ally murmured in her charming Georgia drawl as she kissed Skylar’s clit again and again, gently batting at with her tongue tip in between kisses.

		

		Skylar brought her hands down onto Ally’s gorgeous blonde locks and used them to tug her inward, tighter onto the throbbing bead of flesh. She whispered, “Suck it! Suck my clitty…you’re gonna’ make me come so good, you sweet little pussy-licker, you!”

		

		Ally was only too happy to oblige. She drilled her fingers in and out of her new friend’s anus and sucked, licked and kissed Skylar’s juicy lower lips until the bigger girl was moaning and tugging hard on her hair.

		

		“That’s it. Eat it, please—eat my hot pussy!”

		

		The fingers up her butt slid faster and faster, and Ally’s tongue seemed to be all over Skylar’s cunny at once. In no time, Sky was groaning and working her lower torso eagerly against that maddening tongue, those sucking lips, and those busy fingers.

		

		“Now,” she gasped suddenly, “Oh, fuck, now…I’m coming right now, you hot cunt-licker!”

		

		Ally mashed her pretty face hard against the shivering girl and sucked--her tongue racing around Skylar’s clit. Sky whimpered as she went over the edge, her untouched tits jerking in unison on her chest, her ass grabbing frantically at Ally’s fingers, and her pussy pouring girl-come out onto her new lover’s lips, cheeks, and chin.

		

		“Jesus, oh, Jesus, can you ever eat a pussy?” Skylar wailed, coming furiously, her lanky, muscular frame shaking and shivering against the tiles.

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Ally murmured, gulping down every last drop of Skylar’s outpouring, keeping her mouth fastened onto the orgasming girl’s pinkness until the last tiny twinge of pleasure had drained away.

		

		“Here, let me dry you off a little, sweetie,” Ally panted when Skylar was finally done coming, as she quickly got to her feet and opened the shower door.

		

		She got a big, soft towel and dried most of the droplets of water off Skylar’s statuesque body. Smiling at her newest conquest, Ally perfunctorily dried her own body off and then laid the large towel out on the bathroom’s cream-colored, wall to wall carpet’s surface.

		

		“Down here, beautiful,” Ally urged Sky, going down onto her knees on the towel, tugging at the bigger girl’s hand, urging her to do the same.

		

		Skylar sank down onto her knees like a zombie, her head still spinning from that huge, incredible orgasm…delivered by another woman! She couldn’t believe what had just happened, but before she could give it any further thought, she found herself on her back on the towel and Ally was turning around.

		

		A sleek white thigh came up over Skylar’s face and then Ally’s tiny, gleaming-with-lube and cute-as-it-could be pink pussy was descending, right down onto Skylar’s mouth! At that same instant, she felt Ally’s lips once again kissing her own cunny.

		

		Sweet…God, but her twat is sweet, Skylar thought as some of the other woman’s pussy oil flowed down into her slightly open mouth. I know my cunny juice is sweet as it can be—Colt and other guys have kissed me enough times after eating me—but Ally’s is easily as yummy as mine!

		

		Ally’s magic tongue and lips soon had Skylar moaning with excitement again. Her arms came up around the smaller blonde girl’s nice ass, embracing it, hugging her downward, and pressing her succulent lower lips tighter onto Sky’s mouth. She pushed her tongue up into Ally as far as it would go and smiled to herself at the gasp of bliss that brought from her blonde lover.

		

		Whoever thought I’d love eating pussy? It was Skylar’s last coherent thought before the next round of blistering, all-consuming orgasms pushed all thoughts from her mind…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, quit hogging the bathroom!” a woman’s impatient voice came through the closed bathroom door. “Did you ever think that somebody else might need to use it?”

		

		Skylar and Ally, who were sitting in the middle of the bathroom floor on the towel, French-kissing like a pair of rapturous lesbians, split apart and turned their pussy juice-smeared faces toward the door. Then they looked at each other sheepishly and began to giggle

		

		“I guess we have been in here for a while at that,” Ally whispered, getting to her feet.

		

		She picked up the towel as Skylar stepped off of it, and wiped the shiny cunny lube from her mouth, cheeks, and chin. Handing the towel to her newly-initiated cohort in pussy gobbling, she leaned forward and checked her hair and make up in the bathroom mirror.

		

		“I guess we look okay, for two girls who’ve been eating each other’s pussies for the last half hour,” Skylar commented wryly, a big, naughty grin spreading across her pretty face.

		

		“Yeah, we’ll do, I think,” Ally agreed, smiling back at her in the mirror. “Besides, by this time, the lights will be very low all throughout the house and people will be naked and fucking and sucking in nearly every room. No one will be paying much attention to what the two of us look like anyway.”

		

		Skylar’s clit tingled at the thought of stepping back out of the bathroom into what, from Ally’s description, sound like a modern-day…orgy.

		

		People fucking and sucking everywhere—what will that be like, I wonder?

		

		The two women unlocked the bathroom door and stepped out into the hallway. The three naked women who were lined up to use the room glared at them, until they saw that the house’s owner, Allison Walsh, was part of the offending duo. Their scowls abruptly turned into polite little smiles.

		

		One of the women, a short, curvy, brown-haired girl with huge silicon-enhanced tits, leered at the pair and asked, “Well, did you two have a nice time in there?”

		

		Ally slipped her arm around Skylar’s trim waist and answered cattily, “Her pussy tastes like honey, Jane. Don’t you wish it had been you in there with her?”

		

		Jane, the short brunette looked Skylar up and down, grinned, and nodded slowly. “You bet your sweet little ass I do, Ally.”

		

		Jane smiled at Skylar and whispered, “Save some of that hot-looking pussy for me later, okay, tall girl?”

		

		Skylar felt a hot thrill shoot down her spine, right into her clitty. She smiled back at the cute young woman, whom she now recognized as Jane Marshall, a rising young comedy star, and said, “I’d love that. I really like your comedy. I saw that HBO special you did last year and it was terrific.”

		

		Jane Marshall licked her lips suggestively and said, “Catch up with me later and I’ll tell you some jokes…right after I suck these great tits of yours and eat that cute little cunt for you!”

		

		Skylar laughed and Jane stepped past her into the vacated bathroom. Ally guided her down the hall, her arm still around her waist.

		

		“She’s a great gal,” she said. “She’s a lot more into girls than she is guys, but Judd assures me that she can suck a cock real fine when she puts her mind to it.”

		

		God, this is just so cool, meeting all of these famous people and learning all of these wild, intimate secrets about the way they really are! Skylar thought. Plus, the sex is downright fantastic--Colt was so right about these parties being a kick in the ass!

		

		“Ooooh, look,” Ally said as they entered the darkened living room, “there’s Brady. Let’s see if we can find Nadia and we’ll do that celebrity suck-off thing, okay?”

		

		“Sure,” Skylar said, “that sounds like fun.”

		

		She looked down at Ally and said, with a tiny smile, “I think it’s so amazing, how you can switch from girls to guys in a heartbeat. It’s very cool.”

		

		“It’s not hard to do at all,” Ally assured her, “when you like pussy and cock as much as I do, sugar. Oh, look, there’s Nadia!”

		

		Ally glanced up excitedly at Skylar and said, “Go tell Brady we’ll be right with him, as soon as I fetch Nadia, all right? Oh, and Sky, why don’t you make out with him a little bit and get him hard for us…but don’t start suckin’ him until we get there, okay?”

		

		“Gotcha’,” Skylar smiled back, heading for Brady Sellers, the handsome newscaster, who was seated at the counter, his stool swiveled around so that he could peer out into the darkened living room, at the orgy going on there.

		

		“Well, hello again,” he said as she sidled up to him, his eyes moving up and down her naked body, “so nice to see you again, my dear. And believe me, I really mean that. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a build more spectacular than yours in my entire life, young Skylar!”

		

		“Why, thank you,” she said, taking a seat on the stool next to his. “I’ve worked really hard to get my body this way. I’m going to USC full-time and working as an instructor and personal trainer at Marty Donaldson’s gym, to help put myself through school.”

		

		“That explains the kind of shape you’re in,” Brady said, nodding sagely, “I’ve known Marty for years. He’s the guy who keeps me fit.”

		

		Skylar started. “I’ve never seen you at the gym.”

		

		“Oh, I have a complete workout center in the basement of my house in Beverly Hills. Marty comes over to my place a few times a week to put me through my paces.”

		

		An off-site personal training client, Skylar thought, those are the ones you really make the money on!

		

		She didn’t have any off-site clients yet, but she hoped to attract some eventually. That was where the real money was in the personal training business.

		

		“So, are you ready to take part in our little contest?” Skylar asked, her eyes drifting downward, to Brady’s crotch.

		

		As Ally had predicted, Brady Sellers was now as naked as she was as he sat sprawled on his stool, his back up against the counter behind him, a drink in his right hand. His cock looked large, but not huge, as it lay flaccid atop his big nut sac.

		

		“Like what you see, beautiful?” he asked slyly, noticing where her eyes had trialed off to.

		

		“Very much so,” she answered, flirting shamelessly with him, smiling.

		

		“Would you like a little taste?” he asked.

		

		“I’d love one, but Ally made it clear I wasn’t to suck you, even a little bit, before she and Nadia get here,” she told him, sliding closer to him on her stool. “But she did say that I could do some of this!”

		

		With that, she leaned toward him, her bare nipples coming to rest against his hairy chest, and kissed him. The newsman moaned and opened his mouth for her immediately, and her tongue slid in to find his.

		

		This is so wild…naked and making out with Brady Sellers like some brassy slut-girl!

		

		She reached down and took his limp cock in her left hand and toyed with it as they kissed. In no time, it began to firm up in her grip. She noticed it was slightly sticky, and realized that, since she had last seen the fully-clothed Brady, he had fucked some lucky girl with his nice cock of his!

		

		Pulling her lips from his, she whispered, “That’s the boy. Get this big thing hard for me. I’m just dying to suck it for you when the other girls get here.”

		

		“Uh, Colt, buddy, good to see you again,” Brady said, his eyes looking past her.

		

		“I see you’ve met my girlfriend, Brady,” Colt’s amused-sounding voice said from somewhere behind her.

		

		Skylar turned her head and looked back over her shoulder and saw Colt, who had his arm around a willowy blonde girl with pretty little cupcake-sized tits, standing a few feet away. Both Colt and the girl were just as naked as Sky and Brady were.

		

		“Hi, baby, who’s your friend?” Skylar asked, pointedly not releasing her grip on Brady’s now very hard cock as she stared at Colt and the other girl.

		

		“This is Poppy Monroe, Sky. She does the weather on Channel Nine.”

		

		“Oh, sure, I recognize you now,” Skylar said, smiling at the slender girl. “I didn’t, at first because…”

		

		She looked down at her own nakedness and then over at Poppy’s, who laughed and said, “Yeah, we all look a little different with our clothes off, don’t we?”

		

		As they both chuckled at that observation, Poppy glanced over at Brady and nodded. “Hey, Brady, what’s up? How are things over at twelve?”

		

		“Same old shit, year in and year out, kid. You know, murder, mayhem, Santa Ana winds, resulting in a huge firestorm.”

		

		Poppy smiled back, still nodding. “Yeah, every fall, regular as clock-work, although we’ve been lucky so far this year; the winds haven’t been as severe.”

		

		She looked down at the hard cock in Skylar’s hand and then back up at Brady. “So, what’s Colt’s girl going to do with that big boy of yours, Brady? Is she going to fuck you?”

		

		“I wish,” Brady answered with a grin. “We’re waiting for Ally and Nadia. They’re going to do that alternating blowjob thing they like to do at parties, to see which one of them can get a guy to come in her mouth? I’ve volunteered to be the guy.”

		

		“And I’m going to join them tonight,” Skylar boldly told Colt, working the skin on Brady’s fat dick up and down as he watched, fascinated, “if they ever get over here.”

		

		Colt smiled from ear to ear at that news. “Damn, that’s great, honey. I’ve gotta’ see that. But I’ll warn you, Nadia and Ally are both world-class when it comes to giving a BJ. Those two will give you’re a run for your money.”

		

		Skylar shot him a confident look and said, “I’m no slouch when it comes to sucking a guy off, either, Mr. Webster, as you well know. I’m not worried.”

		

		All three of them chuckled at her brash reply. Colt shook his head and said, “Trust you to think she can beat anybody at anything, babe. And, by the way, Nadia’s already warming up in the living room. She’s sucking off Jim, that tall, skinny dude with the huge dick, who fucked you earlier? And she’s really got her work cut out for her, since Jim balled Suzie Curtis just a little while ago. That poor guy may not have much come left to suck out of him by now.”

		

		At that moment, there was a loud roar from a male voice in the living room. Peering into the darkness, Skylar could just make out Nadia’s round little white ass. She was on her knees in front of the couch, her head going up and down and Ally was standing off to one side, watching her girlfriend work.

		

		“Looks like she was successful,” Skylar commented, “I can just make out a pair of long, skinny, white legs on either side of Nadia, so I gather that that’s Jim she’s sucking on.”

		

		As they watched, Nadia got to her feet, put an arm around Ally and the two of them walked toward the counter. When they got nearer, Skylar could see a big glob of pearlescent goo clinging to Nadia’s chin.

		

		“Been busy practicing, I see,” she told Nadia with a grin, leaning forward on her stool and scraping the small puddle of semen off of the girl’s chin with her finger.

		

		Nadia stepped closer and sucked Skylar’s finger into her mouth and licked off the cock cream, swallowing it. She grinned at Sky and said, “I don’t need no practice, babe. I’m already the queen of the cocksuckers; so let’s get this show on the road.”

		

		“Bold talk from a gal who’s never seen me in action,” Skylar shot back immediately.

		

		She loved trash-talking before and during a game almost as much as she loved competing in the actual game itself. Her psych-out skills went all the way back to the weedy, neglected baseball diamond in her old neighborhood where she’d played hardball with the local juvenile delinquents and beaten them, when she’d been nine.

		

		“Rock, paper, scissors to decide who goes first,” Ally said.

		

		Nadia won. She took Brady’s hard cock from Skylar’s gently-stroking fist and licked all around it, leaning over his lap as he laid back on his barstool, his back resting against the counter. The redheaded pop singer’s big tits drug up and down his thighs as she slid him into her mouth and began to suck. A small crowd of naked swingers gathered around the counter to watch the contest.

		

		“Each of us gets two minutes,” Ally explained to Sky. “We keep going, rotating in and out on his dick until one of us gets the creamy prize in her mouth.”

		

		“Cool,” Skylar said absently, watching intently as Nadia’s pretty face went up and down on Brady’s impressive boner.

		

		She can really use that tongue of hers, Skylar thought. And she keeps her lips loose around it, but she moves her mouth up and down fast. I bet that feels real nice around a man’s cock.

		

		Skylar had to go last, but she thought that could work to her advantage, depending on how sensitive Brady’s dick was to blowjobs and how good the other two girls were at giving one. If they got him all stoked up and excited, maybe she could reap the benefits of their efforts when she finally got him between her lips.

		

		“And that’s time,” Rudy, the handsome young guy with the cute mustache who Sky had fucked earlier, said just then.

		

		He had been one of the first ones to come over to the counter when word of the contest got around in the living room, and they had immediately dragooned him into serving as the official time-keeper. There was a big, round clock on the wall in the kitchen that had a second hand on it and Rudy was using it to mark out the two minute cock-sucking intervals.

		

		“Mmmmmm, get out of the way and let a girl who really knows what she’s doin’ show y’all a trick or two, darlin’” Ally told Nadia cattily, shouldering her friend out of the way and bending over Brady’s shiny-with-saliva tool.

		

		Ally took the man’s whole nine inches in with one quick head thrust downward. She snaked her tongue out and licked his balls while she deep-throated him and Brady groaned with pleasure at that, his ass moving around on the black leather seat.

		

		This gal knows a thing or two about sucking cock, too, Skylar thought as she watched Ally lave Brady’s big nut sac with her busy tongue. But I’m still going to win.

		

		She had stopped swallowing a minute ago, letting the saliva build up in her mouth while she watched Ally working over Brady’s dick. So she had a pretty good mouthful built up by the time Rudy said, “Time.”

		

		Skylar couldn’t make any trash-talking comments as she moved over in front of Brady. Her mouth was too full of spit for her to say a word without it spilling out over her lips.

		

		Instead, she leaned over and let a little of the stored up spittle ooze out of her mouth and down onto the up-raised cock in front of her. Then she leaned over further and took it in her hand and placed it between her massive tits.

		

		Using her palms to push her knockers inward on both sides, she slid Brady’s slippery cock up and down in the tight, warm, trough of flesh this created, titty-fucking him and thumbing her erect nipples as she did so. He gasped and whispered, “God, what a set of tits! And Jesus, do they ever feel nice around my prick!”

		

		“Hey, that’s no fair!” Ally protested.

		

		“Yeah, you’re supposed to use your mouth, you cute little ho!” Nadia told her.

		

		Skylar laughed, coming up off of Brady’s cock and then plunging back down, opening her lips and sucking him in, using her tongue to baste his dick with her small lake of stored up, warm spit. He moaned and twisted beneath him on the stool.

		

		“Oh, man, your mouth is so hot…and so fucking slick!” he gasped as she proceeded to give him the slurpiest, sloppiest blowjob he’d ever had, spit running down his shaft and onto his balls as her head flew up and down.

		

		“Hey, that’s not fair, either, I don’t think,” Ally carped, looking over at Nadia.

		

		“Sky’s a clever little cocksucker, I’ll give her that,” Nadia said, looking dismayed.

		

		Brady had the final word on the subject. And it was: “Fuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk!”

		

		He screamed it joyously about a minute later, as Skylar’s pretty face went up and down furiously on his dick, her tongue all over him--her hot spit drenching him, her slippery lips sucking for all they were worth as her big knockers jiggled wildly against his naked thighs.

		

		A big streamer of come splashed into Sky’s mouth and she gulped it down triumphantly. The crowd oooohed and ahhhhed as they watched her throat work and realized that she had won the contest, Brady moaning, sighing, and finally saying, “God, what a blowjob--this kid is sensational!”

		

		When he was done coming at last, she straightened up, opened her mouth and turned to face the crowd, showing them the pearly liquid proof that she’d won the contest, and then swallowed it. She then stuck her tongue out to show them it was all gone; right down into her tummy, and a round of applause broke out.

		

		“You little devil, I knew you’d find a way to win,” Colt whispered in her ear, beaming with pride. “You’re so hot you’re on fire, Sky.”

		

		“You’d better believe it,” she whispered back, grinning. “I told you I could do this swinger stuff; that I was going to learn to be terrific at it, just for you, babe!”

		

		“Well, you’re certainly turning out to be as good as you’re word,” he told her. “Now, why don’t we go into the living room? Your little blowjob contest has got this crowd revved up and ready to party some more. You won’t believe what’s going to happen in a few minutes. Just wait and see.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Her heart beating fast, wondering just what it was that Colt was talking about, she allowed him to guide her into the near pitch-black living room. He was walking in between her and Poppy, the television weather girl, an arm draped over both their shoulders.

		

		As they neared the couch, Skylar’s eyes had adjusted to the very low light just enough so that she could see what was going on. There were a bunch of people on the couch, all naked, their bodies intertwined.

		

		She could see one guy’s dick up a girl’s ass, and she in turn was bent over, sucking another man’s long, thick cock as she got butt-fucked. Another girl was performing a DP while making out with Suzie Curtis, who was getting a prick driven deep into her pussy from a guy kneeling behind her.

		

		Skylar heard a low moan from right in front of her and looked down at the floor. There were at least a dozen other naked swingers writhing around in front of the couch, all balling and sucking and licking each other.

		

		Whoa…can you say orgy? She thought, her pussy clenching at what she was witnessing. Can you say major-league fuckorama?

		

		Poppy the weather girl got right into the spirit of the thing, stepping around in front of Colt. She went down onto her knees and slid his half hard prick all the way into her mouth and began to suck it.

		

		He turned Skylar toward him and kissed her, ignoring the thin film of Brady’s come still coating the inside of her mouth. That, and the fact that she knew Poppy was blowing him while he kissed her, made Skylar’s nipples instantly hard. This just felt so wild; being here in the dark, making out with Colt, all of these people were screwing a few feet away from her, while another television celebrity was sucking her baby’s big wanger!

		

		A pair of hands came around from in back and pried Skylar’s tits away from her boyfriend’s chest and began to knead them. A shiver went through her. And then she felt a finger go up her now very wet pussy and she glanced down to find that the weather girl was now fingering her cunny while she continued to suck Colt’s dick.

		

		“W-What’s happening, what’s she doing?” she whispered uncertainly to Colt as she pulled her lips off his.

		

		“Everyone at this party wants you, Sky,” he said softly. “Just enjoy…just let yourself go and don’t worry about a thing…go with the flow. I’ll be right here in this room with you if you need me.”

		

		The hands squeezing her tits so sensually pulled her backward a step. She turned and saw that it was Nadia Neal who was kneading her titties, and smiled as Nadia urged her forward, their lips meeting.

		

		In moments, they were down of the soft carpet, kissing and fondling each other. Someone lay down in back of Skylar and pushed her legs apart slightly, a big cock easing into her wet lips from in back as she made out with Nadia.

		

		“Ummmmmm, she sighed, not minding that nice-sized cock sliding into her pussy at all, her tongue all over Nadia’s.

		

		She opened her eyes from the sensual kiss and watched Rudy slip down onto his side behind Nadia. He winked at Sky as he shoved his dick into Nadia from in back. Skylar felt her new girlfriend shiver in her embrace as her cunny, too, got filled with hard dick.

		

		“Feel good?” Skylar asked, breaking off the kiss for a moment. “I’ve got a guy fucking me too.”

		

		Nadia squinted into the darkness behind Skylar and said, “Hi, Larry, is Sky’s pussy as hot and tight as everyone says it is?”

		

		“You bet,” a male voice answered. Lips kissed Skylar on the back of her neck and then the owner of those lips murmured, “Hi, Skylar, I’m Larry, and you’re pussy is fucking sensational!”

		

		“Pleased to meet you, Larry,” she sighed contentedly, working her ass back to meet his steady, deep thrusts into her cunny. “Just keep doing what you’re doing. It feels great.”

		

		She pulled Nadia into her embrace again, rubbing their big sets of tit together, kissing her new friend as the two men gave it to them from hard and deep from behind. Nadia purred like a kitten and pushed her very erect nubbies against Sky’s as she sucked at her tongue.

		

		This is so hot, Skylar thought excitedly, loving what was happening to her. Larry’s dick felt so fine, fucking her, and Nadia was wonderful to kiss and rub knockers with!

		

		Curious about what her boyfriend was doing, she glanced over to her right and saw him a few yards away, his big dick now balls-deep in his little weather girl pal, who had Judd’s cock in her mouth as Colt fucked her pussy. Skylar smiled, not a bit jealous and happy to see that Colt, too, was having a good time.

		

		She heard a guy moan that he was coming, somewhere off in the darkness, and then she heard the sounds of a girl swallowing. That made Sky’s pussy clench around Larry’s cock, knowing that some lucky gal was gulping down some lucky guy’s big load for him.

		

		Larry sighed and really began to give it to her hard. He whispered, “God, but you’re an incredible fuck! I’ve never had my dick in a girl who was a real traffic-stopper like you, Skylar. You’re so fucking pretty!”

		

		She felt Nadia tremble and her body tense and knew that her friend was coming on Rudy’s big dick. That, plus the wonderful pussy-reaming she was getting from Larry—and what he’d just said about how sensational she was to fuck—had Sky teetering on the edge of an orgasm, too.

		

		“Ooooooooh, Colt, it’s so big up my ass!” she heard the weather girl croon just then.

		

		She glanced over and saw that Colt was, indeed all the way up Poppy’s backdoor while Judd had taken over fucking her pussy. Skylar smiled and let just go, her own cunny starting to flutter around Larry’s dick.

		

		“Oh, yeah!” he gasped, starting to flood her with come. “Oh, yeah, here it is, baby!”

		

		Skylar moaned and came hard. She pulled her tongue out of Nadia’s mouth and whined, “It’s so good! It’s so fucking good to come like this!”

		

		Larry kept his dick in her for as long as he could, but he finally became too soft to stay inside her. He kissed her on the cheek and said, “Thanks for that, doll. It was unbelievable.”

		

		“Thank you,” she said, smiling over her shoulder at him as he got up.

		

		“Ally told me that you suck pussy really well, for a newbie,” she heard Nadia whisper just then.

		

		Turning back around, she saw that Nadia had disengaged from Rudy and was now kneeling right next to her head. She didn’t resist as the smaller girl urged Sky onto her back and then proceeded to straddle her head, her jizz-leaking pussy coming to rest right over Skylar’s mouth. Nadia let her self down, sitting lightly atop Sky’s lips, and began to squeeze her own spectacular tits as that wriggly little tongue beneath her came out to explore her pussy.

		

		Spunk ran down into Skylar’s mouth and she swallowed it. Rudy had pretty nice tasting jizz, she decided, sucking the rest of it out of Nadia’s pussy mouth and gulping it down. And Ally had definitely been right about this girl’s cunny juice—it was as sweet and yummy as could be!

		

		“Jesus, Judd, would you look at my little Sky eat pussy,” Colt’s amazed voice suddenly gasped; “I had no idea that she liked girls, too!”

		

		Skylar smiled, loving that Colt was watching her being such a naughty slut for him. She lapped eagerly at Nadia’s clit, drawing a shiver and a moan from the redhead.

		

		“Eat it,” Nadia sighed, “oh, God, Skylar, eat me right up, you hot baby!”

		

		Sky reached up and dug her fingers into Nadia’s cute little ass cheeks and drew her down tighter onto her mouth, licking like crazy. A moment later, she felt something very familiar—round and hard and hot—being pressed up against her own pussy mouth.

		

		A cock head, she told herself, I’m about to get fucked again! I wonder who the owner of that big dick is.

		

		It slid down into her easily, her own lube and Larry’s big load of semen acting as perfect lubrication. She moaned, loving the way it felt and the fact that she had no idea who was now balling her!

		

		This is insanely hot—I’m getting fucked by a huge cock, and I don’t know whose it is. And I’m eating Nadia’s sweet little cunny while my darling Colt watches!

		

		Whoever the guy inside her was, he was giving her pussy a hard, fast, very excellent fucking! She worked her ass up off the carpet and screwed him back, sucking hungrily at Nadia’s slick, sweet folds as she did so.

		

		“Damn, look at that new girl, Skylar, go!” she heard a male voice rasp.

		

		“Yeah, that Colt is one lucky bastard,” another man sighed. “I know--let’s DP her together after Kyle gets his nuts off in her! I know she digs that; I saw her do both DeShawn and Judd, and then big-dicked Jim and that shit-weasel Rex that way earlier.”

		

		Skylar felt her clit throb hard. She loved hearing herself being talked about like that! She was happy that these sophisticated swinger guys were going so nuts over her.

		

		Plus, she now had a good idea that it was Kyle Bennett who was balling her so well at the moment. She had seen him drinking a cocktail at the bar earlier. He was an up and coming movie star, about Skylar’s age…and he was almost as handsome as Judd!

		

		It also turned her on to know that Colt had probably heard the two men’s lewd but very complimentary comments about her. And the idea of getting doubled right after hunky Kyle Bennett shot his wad into her pussy sounded fantastic to Skylar.

		

		The only thing she didn’t like was the reminder about her getting butt-fucked by that asshole, Rex Tanner, earlier. But she guessed that couldn’t be helped. After all, she had fucked him and it seemed like half the people at the party had seen her do it.

		

		Kyle Bennett’s dick sped up. He was really power-fucking her, fast and deep, and she sensed that he was getting close. That set her pussy to throbbing. Two major movie stars going off inside her in one night—how utterly debauched was that? And yet—how utterly cool that was at the same time!

		

		Nadia made a little mewling sound and Skylar looked up to see her yank hard on her nipples, her red hair thrown back over her shoulders, her eyes closed in ecstasy. She sighed, “I’m coming, Sky! Oh, your sweet mouth is getting me off so great, you sexy fucking bitch!”

		

		Goodness, she’s like me—she really comes when she come! Skylar thought, suddenly drowning in girl juice.

		

		She swallowed quickly, savoring the thick syrup that was pouring out of Nadia’s cunny and into her mouth. Nadia shimmied atop her lips, moaning and making little nonsense sounds of pure joy as her pussy went off.

		

		“Oh, oh, what a cunt you’ve got, honey!” Kyle Bennett’s famous voice moaned just then, his cock spurting a fat jet of semen deep inside her.

		

		It was followed by a second and third blast and all of that boiling-hot jism sent Skylar tumbling over the cliff as well. She dug her nails into Nadia’s cute butt cheeks and wailed up into the girl’s spasming cunny, “Coming, too, oh, fuck, I’m coming like crazy!”

		

		As soon as Kyle Bennett had pulled his sated dick out of Skylar’s flooded cunny a minute or so later, two other men knelt down next to her. Nadia swung her leg off, sat back on her haunches facing the men, and smiled at the two newcomers, saying, “Hey, Sky, meet my boss, Matt Connelly, head of A&T Productions, my record label. And his pal here probably doesn’t need much of an introduction if you’ve ever watched an all-star pro basketball game. Skylar, this is Willie Hays. Boys, this is Skylar Channing, Colt Webster’s new girlfriend and just about the hottest piece of ass at this party, except for me and Ally, that is.”

		

		Matt Connelly was white, about forty, in tip-top shape, very nicely hung, and totally gorgeous, for an older man. Willie Hays was as black as DeShawn Hastings, long and lean and muscular, without an ounce of fat showing anywhere on his tall ebony body. Skylar had been a fan of his for as long as she could remember and thought he was a thoroughly beautiful man.

		

		“Damn, I think you the nicest lookin’ woman I ever seen in my life, Skylar,” Willie said in his deep, rumbly, African-American baritone.

		

		“Thank you, I’m a huge fan, by the way,” she answered him almost shyly.

		

		Willie Hays…I can’t believe I’m going to fuck Willie Hays!

		

		“You a sports fan, huh?”

		

		“Big-time; my old man is a useless asshole but he loves to bet on sporting events, so we always had every game going on TV when I was growing up. I loved watching sports, but not because I had money on the games, like Daddy. I loved the poetry of it, the athleticism--the competition. Colt says I’m the most competitive person he’s ever met, outside of him, that is.”

		

		Willie Hays beamed at her, obviously liking what he’d just heard. He said, “Well, looks like my old pal Colt really landed himself a winner this time, Matt. This here is a woman after my own heart.”

		

		Matt Connelly leaned in closer to Skylar and said, “She is at that, and she’s stunning, too. How about it, gorgeous…we’d like to DP you, are you up for that?”

		

		“You bet,” Skylar smiled up at the two handsome studs, “that sounds great. Bring those two big cocks over here and let’s get ‘em hard, okay?”

		

		The men moved over toward her, one kneeling on one side of her head as she lay back on the rug, the other kneeling across from him. Skylar reached out and took a big, soft prick in each hand and licked all around the first one and then turned her head and sucked the other one momentarily.

		

		In no time, her lips moving from one to the other, they both grew long and stiff as they jutted out of her gently gliding fists. Nadia plopped down next to her again and showed her a big tube of lubricant she’d gone and gotten.

		

		“Let me grease up that little backdoor of yours, honey, and then one of these lucky boys can slide his dick up into it, okay?”

		

		“Thanks,” Skylar said, sucking in her breath as her new friend pushed a big wad of goo up her anus and spread it around inside with her finger.

		

		She looked from one hard cock to the other, still lightly stroking them. Willie’s was just like the rest of him—thin but very long. It had to have been ten inches in length, now that it was fully hard. Matt’s prick was much thicker but was at least two inches shorter.

		

		Matt up my butt and Willie up my pussy, I think, Skylar thought, eying them. I don’t know that I could handle ten inches up my bottom, but Matt’s is a little shorter than Judd’s or that dickhead, Rex’s, were, so I know I can do him that way.

		

		“How would you like to fuck me up the ass?” she whispered up at Matt, having reached her decision on who got which hole, her voice sounding low and sultry in the darkened room.

		

		Matt didn’t bother to answer. His huge grin said it all.

		

		Willie pulled his prick from her grasp and lay on his back. She let go of Matt’s dick as well and got up onto her knees, throwing a leg over the reclining ex-basketball star.

		

		“Oh, man, what a pussy!” Willie sighed as she eased herself down onto his up-thrust cock until she was sitting right down on his loins, his lengthy hunk of male flesh all the way up inside her.

		

		Matt scrambled into position behind her and set the head of his prick against her well-lubed anus and shoved. She moaned as he filled her bottom with hard, hot cock.

		

		“Oh, God, that feels nice!” she murmured contentedly. “I just love getting it from two big pricks at once!”

		

		She looked over at Colt and saw that he was watching her get double-fucked again, smiling. He was still rutting into the mewling, whimpering weather girl’s bottom as Judd fucked her pussy.

		

		They grinned at each other for another moment, and then Skylar got down to business with her two current lovers. She whipped her ass back onto them, her taut cheeks jiggling slightly around the fat prick buried in between them, and Matt groaned appreciatively, “God, what a butt! That’s it, Skylar, fuck me, you hot young bitch!”

		

		Skylar did. She was soon rocking up and back vigorously, spearing both pricks as deep inside her as they would go. Her big tits bounced wildly, and her short mop of dark hair flew about her head as she really got into it, making her ass shimmy back onto the men, her pussy and anus fluttering around their shafts, sucking at their penetrating cock meat.

		

		“Jesus, what a fuck this little gal is!” Willie gasped, ramming himself up into her in time with her sensual hip-thrusts.

		

		“I guess,” Matt moaned in agreement. “Her ass is so fine! And, Jesus, can she ever shake it for you!”

		

		“Am I a hot fuck?” Skylar panted, going crazy atop their hard pricks. “Does my little pussy and ass feel nice around those big, hard dicks of yours, boys?”

		

		Both men could only groan by way of an answer, Skylar’s twin passages suddenly grabbing at their impaling manhood. She closed her eyes and shivered in ecstasy.

		

		“I’m gonna’ come,” she whispered hotly. “You big-dicked bad boys are fucking me so great! I’m gonna’ come so hard on your long, hard cocks. Oh, give it to me…fuck me hard and make me come!”

		

		Willie reached up and captured a jiggling tit in each hand. He squeezed Skylar’s plumped-out nipples hard, arched his back, driving all ten inches of his stiffness up into her, and began to shoot.

		

		“Oh, oh, I’m coming in this tight little pussy!” he wailed with joy. “Goddamn, but this girl can fuck!”

		

		Skylar gasped and came hard on Willie’s spurting prick. She moaned and pushed down hard on his chest, riding both dicks for all she was worth.

		

		Matt lasted another two strokes and then leaned forward, his cock buried up her ass and sighed, “Take it, you fucking wild girl. Take my come, right up that sweet little bottom of yours!”

		

		She did take it. She took all six of the huge jets of hot cream he rammed into her clasping anal sheath, mewling and cooing all the while about how good it felt to get it up the ass!

		

		When the two men finally stopped shooting off in her, they eased their satisfied cock out slowly. She was going to tell them how wonderfully she’d come, thanks to them, but there were already two more men stepping in to take their places.

		

		Almost before she knew it, there was a fresh, very hard cock easing down into her asshole and another guy was scooting into place underneath her, drilling his rigid prick up into her pussy. Skylar closed her eyes and rode them, not caring who the new guys were. She suddenly realized that it no longer made a difference to her—at this crazy, sensual, hedonistic party, if they had hard dicks and they wanted her, then she wanted them, too!

		

		“Over here, baby, open wide for me,” she heard a man urging her.

		

		Skylar opened her eyes and saw a really nice-looking guy about her age standing off to her left. He had his big cock in his right hand, and was jerking it off furiously.

		

		She looked around and saw two more men standing near her, watching her get double-fucked, their cocks in their hands also. Both men were masturbating like mad, enthralled by her torrid performance atop her two new lovers.

		

		“Open, honey,” the first man begged her, “I want to come in your mouth!”

		

		His free hand reached out and found the back of her head, guiding her lips toward his prick as he jacked it off. He bent his knees so that his dick was level with her mouth and pushed himself inside her lips just in time.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, eat my come, you hot bitch!” he sighed, the first big streamer of warm semen rocketing out of the end of his cock and into her mouth.

		

		Skylar swallowed. The man’s come tasted delicious to her, for some reason. Her tits jerked in unison and her ass and pussy clasped hard around the pricks of the men fucking her.

		

		A fierce orgasm tore through her once more as she gulped down another mouthful of jism. She shivered atop the cocks inside her and both of her holes closed down tight on them, trapping them in place.

		

		Both men started to go off inside her. Skylar gasped and swallowed again, coming hard as all three men unloaded inside her simultaneously.

		

		“God, would you look at that?” a man’s incredulous voice asked. “All three of that babe’s hot holes are getting filled at once!”

		

		“She’s the hottest bitch I’ve ever seen in my life,” another man marveled. “And I’ve been coming to swinger parties for ten years!”

		

		Skylar heard that and a second, even larger orgasm tore through her! She felt the man’s cock being pulled from her lips, only to be replaced almost instantly by a new one.

		

		“Swallow it for me, babe!” the cock’s owner pleaded, as the first mouth-filling blast of jism spurted into Skylar’s throat.

		

		Salty, Skylar thought, swallowing automatically, this guy’s spunk is a lot saltier than the first guy’s was.

		

		She drained him, slowly coming down off the magnificent orgasm that doing three men at once had inspired within her. As the last small splash of come hit her tongue, she felt the man pull free.

		

		The third guy who had been jacking off while watching her performance with her DP partners stepped up. He looked down at her pleadingly, his cock head hovering near her jism-smeared lips. She sighed and opened her mouth for him.

		

		What’s one more? She thought, sucking and licking at him.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, what a hot little slut you are!” the man gasped, starting to ejaculate into her mouth.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		As she gulped down the last mouthful of spunk from her third suck off partner, Skylar looked around and realized that half of the forty or so swingers in the living room had now gathered around her. They had all watched her do three men at once, and then top off her little show by blowing the last two on lookers.

		

		Wordlessly, a man stepped out of the crowd. He extended his hand and she took it. He helped her off of the two men who had come inside her pussy and ass, and laid her down a few feet away on the soft carpet, on her back.

		

		“I saw you earlier, when you won the suck-off contest,” the man whispered.

		

		He was about thirty, massively built; a weight lifter, for sure. She looked down and saw that he had an unusual dick. It was hard as a chunk of granite, and it was extremely big around but not all that long

		

		“I loved it when you titty-fucked old Brady before you blew him,” the man said. “Can I do that? Will you let me fuck those incredible tits of yours, Skylar?”

		

		She shrugged. She’d let guys do that a few times in the past, just as a preamble to making love. It was a turn on for some men, she knew, sliding their dicks between her huge knockers…and she didn’t really mind it at all.

		

		It was kind of fun, as a matter of fact. Often, she’d squeeze her own nipples between her fingertips as a guy was doing that to her. It seemed to get them really excited as they pumped their pricks in between her spit-slick titties.

		

		“I’m Ron,” the bodybuilder told her said as he swung a massive thigh over her tummy and leaned down to suck her tits.

		

		She sighed as his lips sucked at one nipple and then the other. He used his thick, strong fingers to tug at whichever reddish-pink bud he wasn’t nursing on at the time, and he soon had her wriggling around on the carpet, thrusting her titties up into his mouth and his tweaking fingers.

		

		Ron moved his mouth over between Skylar’s aroused jugs and let a big wad of spittle out. He then used his tongue to lap at the valley between her big breasts and to spread his hot spit all over both of her firmed up tits.

		

		“Damn but you’re a gorgeous girl,” he said as he straightened up and set his wondrously thick cock between her slick knockers.

		

		Skylar just smiled up at him and pressed her tits together for him with her palms, giving him a right, warm tunnel of solid breast meat to fuck. He began to saw his impressive dick back and forth and she sighed and, still pushing her tits together for him, managed to grasp a jutting nipple in each hand and start to squeeze them gently as he titty-fucked her.

		

		In the dimly lit living room, she could see an even bigger crowd of swingers had gathered around her to watch. Nadia and Ally took up positions on their knees, one on each side of her breasts and the two women leaned down close to them to watch. She saw Judd, DeShawn, and Colt standing just behind the kneeling girls, taking in the lewd show as well.

		

		A tremor of excitement shot through her and Sky felt her pussy start to get really wet again. She twisted her body around under Ron and mashed her tits against his sliding cock excitedly. His nut sac drug across her upper belly and she could feel the size and heft of what was truly a massive set of balls.

		

		“Fuck, but that looks hot,” she heard Judd murmur.

		

		Ally looked up at her husband and grinned. She whispered, “Well, don’t just stand there with a hard on, honey, fuck Sky’s sweet little pussy for her while Ron’s don’ her titties!”

		

		“Yeah,” Nadia chimed in, smiling over at Judd, “Ally and I are going to suck her tits and help her titty-fuck Ron. Don’t you be shy, now, Judd, darling!”

		

		With that, the two women reached over and gently moved Sky’s own hands off of her nipples and replaced them with their mouths. They sucked tenderly on her sensitive nubs as they used their hands to press the tits they were nursing on against Ron’s gliding prick.

		

		“Shit, that looks so frigging hot!” Judd sighed, eying his wife and Nadia sucking tit. “I don’t mind if I do.”

		

		He moved around behind Ron and got down on his knees between Skylar’s splayed open legs. Seconds later, she felt his long, thick cock ease down into her juicy twat.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” she moaned, pushing her hips up off the floor, “fuck me, Judd, darling—fuck me while he fucks my titties!”

		

		She looked up and saw Colt grinning at her naughty antics and a huge thrill shot through her. It felt so incredible, with all of these naked people watching her lying here in the darkness, doing such fantastically nasty, kinky things, and Judd’s big dick in her pussy made it even better!

		

		“Damn, Sky,” Judd panted, rutting hard and fast into her slippery quim, “your pussy is sensational. It’s almost as tight as your butt was, when I fucked it earlier!”

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Skylar murmured, her tits jerking in time beneath her girlfriends’ talented lips, her pussy clasping open and closed along with them as Judd drilled it. “Do it! Suck me…fuck my hot pussy…fuck my titties, you hot fuckers!”

		

		DeShawn knelt down next to her head. His monster cock was as hard as a ball bat and he was stroking it furiously.

		

		“I got a little something for you, babe, if you want it,” he whispered, running the head of his long dick all over her right cheek.

		

		“Ulllmmmm, you know I do!” she panted, turning her head and slipping her lips over the head, her tongue going crazy around it.

		

		DeShawn sighed with pleasure and fucked another four or five inches of cock into her mouth as she began to suck and lick at it. Sky mewled excitedly and craned her neck forward, taking even more prick into her mouth and throat as he continued to fuck it in and out of her wet lips.

		

		“Damn, Sky, take it easy,” he sighed. “I was jackin’ it pretty good, watchin’ you get your titties sucked by the girls while Ron fucked ‘em. That got me really turned on. If you keep suckin’ me like that, I’m just liable to come in that cute little mouth of yours.”

		

		Skylar mewled happily around his prick at that news and sucked even harder. She whipped her mouth in and out on his lip-stretcher of a cock and ran her tongue all over it.

		

		DeShawn looked up at Colt and grinned. He said, “Your little girl sucks cock something fierce, my man. You are one lucky fucker. I think maybe I might even be willing to trade you Nadia for her!”

		

		Colt laughed. “No deal, man. As fond as I am of Nadia and that hot little body of hers, I happen to be head-over-heels in love with Sky, so I’m definitely keeping her for myself!”

		

		Skylar felt herself propelled right onto the edge of a massive orgasm by that statement by her honey. She knew that Colt and DeShawn were just kidding around, trash-talking; but still, hearing her man proudly proclaim his love for her in front of all of these famous people, right out loud, sent an indescribable thrill through her whole body.

		

		Her lips went into overdrive on DeShawn’s dick, and her pussy flew up off the carpet, driving Judd’s cock in even deeper than before. He grunted and fucked her faster, moaning, “Jesus, Sky, you’re an incredibly great fuck. Do you know that?”

		

		Gonna come, she thought frantically, tossing her hips up eagerly to meet Judd’s torrid thrusts, DeShawn’s gonna come in my mouth any second now, and Judd’s gonna cream my pussy, big-time, and Ron’s gonna do God knows what when that fireplug of a dick of his finally goes off, and Nadia and Ally are driving my poor titties insane with their hot, sucking mouths!

		

		DeShawn groaned as if he was in severe pain and his huge dick bucked once in between her sucking lips. Skylar licked all around his cock head and was rewarded with an even deeper moan and a torrent of come.

		

		She gulped it down as the first twinge of pre-come pleasure shot through her clit. Grinding the throbbing bud up against Judd’s rapidly rutting cock, she gurgled happily and greedily swallowed another big load of DeShawn’s thick, hot man-pudding.

		

		His spunk is so heavy and gooey and utterly yummy! She thought, deliriously happy to have it in her mouth, to be swallowing it, as a couple of dozen people watched her gulping it down, ooohing and aaaahing as she did so.

		

		“Jesus, Sky, Jesus,” DeShawn moaned in total bliss, “You suckin’ me dry, girl! Fuck, what a hot little cocksucker you got yourself here, Colt!”

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Skylar murmured happily, so turned on that she knew she couldn’t last another moment!

		

		Sure enough, as the last of DeShawn’s copious load spilled into her mouth and down her throat, she felt her pussy clasp hard around Judd’s driving dick and her breasts jerk under Nadia and Ally’s sucking mouths. She wailed around DeShawn’s softening cock meat, “Uhhhhhhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!”

		

		“Just look at my Sky come!” she heard Colt say proudly, through the pounding thrill of her own orgasm, as the blood coursed through her super-aroused body, causing a roaring in her ears. “Does she come hard, or what?”

		

		“Me too,” Judd suddenly gasped, “I’m coming in her tight little pussy. And, oh, man is it great!”

		

		Skylar felt the movie star’s come blasting down into her, accelerating her orgasm. DeShawn pulled his spent dick from her come-gripping lips and she gasped for breath, and then moaned, “Oh, give it to me, Judd--spunk my hot pussy!”

		

		All of this proved to be more than Ron could take. His body stiffened atop her mid-torso and he bellowed, “Here it is, baby! All over that pretty face of yours; take it, take my hot come!”

		

		Sky felt the big ball sac resting on her tummy jerk hard and then a mammoth gush of semen spattered against her the bottom of her chin and splashed upward, all over her cheeks, her chin, and her mouth, in addition to back-splashing all over her tits. Ally and Nadia rapidly pulled their lips away from her titties, their faces already liberally spattered with jism.

		

		Another big streamer hit in the same spot, with the same result. There was now so much of the pearly goo atop her chest that it flowed back between her tits, around Ron’s sliding cock, nearly inundating it in its own hot spend.

		

		“Fuck, Sky, look how much of this there is!” Nadia marveled, reaching down and smearing the hot goop all over Skylar’s right tit mound.

		

		She circled Sky’s tit with her palm, rubbing the incredibly warm, slippery spunk all over, sending shockwaves of pleasure down into Skylar’s spasming clit as her hand glided over the stiff nipple again and again. Ally, seeing how much her young friend liked that, quickly did the same with her left breast, and Skylar saw stars, she was coming so hard!

		

		“God, what hot little bitch you are!” Ron wheezed, unloading two more, smaller steamers of jism onto Skylar’s face and tits.

		

		Sky shivered and came even harder. Ally and Nadia tweaked her semen-drenched nipples and beamed down at her, loving how deeply she was climaxing.

		

		“That’s the girl, baby,” Ally whispered in her soft drawl, “get that naughty little pussy of yours off for us. You look so hot, coming like that!”

		

		Skylar whimpered at the intensity of it, her eyes flitting from Ally, to Ron, to Colt and then around the room at the enraptured faces of her fellow swingers as they smiled down at her. This was the best…just the fucking best!

		

		As the searing tremors of pleasure slowly ebbed away, Ron got up off of her, his balls and cock trailing big strings of semen down onto her. Nadia and Ally smiled at each other, shrugged, and then bent over her, and began licking and lapping at the pool of spunk.

		

		“Here, we’re not greedy,” Nadia whispered, her mouth full, moving her face over Skylar’s and then bending to kiss her, “we’ll be glad to share.”

		

		A large wad of Ron’s slippery cock cream ran down into Skylar’s mouth, pushed there by Nadia’s devilish little tongue. Sky sighed and swallowed it, kissing Nadia back, again drawing a fresh wave of oooohs and aaaaahs from the crowd.

		

		Judd’s cock slipped out of Skylar’s pussy as Ally’s mouth replaced Nadia’s on Sky’s lips and another glob of come came flowing in. The two girls took turns until most of the shiny man-goo had been licked up and swallowed between the three of them.

		

		Colt knelt down next to her, shaking his head. “That was some show, Sky.”

		

		She smiled up at him and said, “You remember the other day, when you told me that I was…spunky?

		

		She paused a minute and then added, glancing down at her jism-slick body and semen-puddled face. “Well, it sure looks like you were right, darling!”

		

		****

		

		After a quick trip to the guest bathroom and another shower, this one turning out to be more thorough than the last one, with Ally had been, because--after looking in the bathroom mirror--Skylar quickly discovered that Ron’s cock cream had spattered clear up into her hair, above her bangs. Finishing the shower, she dried off and put her beautiful gown back on, slipped into her shoes, and left the bathroom. She found Colt, also fully dressed again, waiting for her in the hallway.

		

		He put an arm around her and they headed for the front door, where Ally and Judd stood waiting for them. Judd and Skylar, and Ally and Colt traded kisses on the cheek.

		

		“Thank so much for coming to our party,” Ally told Sky. “You were the hit of the evening, you little scamp! I enjoyed meeting you and…uh…getting to know you, so much, Skylar!”

		

		“That’s for sure,” Judd said, beaming at her. “We’d walk you out to your car, but the neighbors might not appreciate our nudity.”

		

		“Next time, invite ‘em to join us,” Colt suggested, “then they can’t complain.”

		

		“Cyrus McNally, my neighbor, is something like seventy-six years old and is as wrinkled as a sack full of prunes,” Judd replied. “I don’t dare invite him, because he’d probably show up…and I don’t want to see him naked, do you?”

		

		“Jesus, no,” Colt laughed, “bad idea, forget I suggested it!”

		

		The three of them joined in with his laughter. When it finally faded away, Ally said, “Some of this crew will probably crash in the guest rooms and on the couch and wherever else they can find to sleep tonight. So we’ll be serving a buffet breakfast for our departing guests in the morning. Please come by and eat a little something with us, all right?”

		

		Skylar looked at Colt and he nodded, so she said, “That sounds wonderful, Ally. We’ll be sure to drop by, and thanks again for a sensational evening!

		

		****

		

		“So, why are we leaving the party early?” Skylar asked as they settled into their car for the half a block drive back to Colt’s beach place.

		

		“Because I’m totally fucked out-thank you very much,” Colt said, grinning at her.

		

		His face went serious then and he added, “And I saw enough at that party to convince me that I was right about something I’ve been thinking about lately.”

		

		He didn’t smile at all as he went on to add, “The two of us need to talk, Skylar.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		She suddenly felt the icy grip of fear. Had she been too wild at the party? Had she gone too far? Did Colt now think that she was an awful slut? Did he want to dump her as his girlfriend?

		

		He looked straight ahead and drove them quickly down the block, pulling into the underground garage and shutting the overhead door behind them with the remote as the Jag glided into the open seventh parking spot, next to the vintage Packard.

		

		“W-What do you want to talk to me about?” she stammered uneasily, fearing the worst.

		

		He didn’t answer. He just got out and came around to her side to help her out of the car.

		

		“We can talk upstairs, after I grab a shower,” he told her, his voice displaying no emotion at all--not anger, nor disappointment with her, not…anything.

		

		He did take her hand when they rode up to the third floor together in the elevator. That was something, she guessed. But she still found that her heart was beating way faster than it normally would have.

		

		Once in the bedroom, Colt got out of his clothes in a hurry and disappeared into the bathroom. Skylar sat on the edge of the bed and stared out at the ocean through the sliding glass door that led out onto the deck.

		

		She didn’t know whether to leave her clothes on or to get naked and get in bed to wait for him, as she normally would have done. Instead of doing either, she got up and began to pace nervously about the bedroom.

		

		The bathroom door opened a few minutes later and Colt, his hair still slightly damp from the shower and naked as he could be, came out. He stopped in his tracks, clearly surprised to see her at the far end of the room, still dressed and nervously pacing about.

		

		“Sky, honey, what’s wrong?” he asked, a furrow of concern creasing his brow. “Why aren’t you in bed? You already had a shower at Ally and Judd’s.”

		

		She ran up to him, vastly relieved that he seemed to be acting normally toward her again. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she kissed him and then said, “You had me scared, shitless, Colt Webster.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		“Why—‘we need to talk’? That’s the most popular break up line in the history of the world! I thought for sure you were about to dump me.”

		

		She gave him an exasperated look and continued, “And then you didn’t say a word as you drove us home and parked the car; no idle chit-chat about the party, no nothing! What the fuck was I supposed to think?”

		

		Colt laughed. He reached behind her and undid her dress, pulling it off her shoulders, after he got it unsnapped and unzipped. She stepped out of it and he tossed it down onto the tile floor.

		

		“Hey, that’s a seven-thousand dollar gown--show a little respect!”

		

		She disengaged from him and ran over to pick up the discarded dress. Carefully, she dusted it off, smoothed it out, and then hung it up on her side of the closet.

		

		“That’s better,” she said in a scolding tone as she stepped out of her sandals and shed her sheer panties.

		

		Colt turned down the bedcovers, lowered the lights, and got in, reaching out and taking her hand and pulling her into bed with him. He wrapped his arms around her naked body and drew her in close.

		

		“Jesus, Sky, so much fuss about a fucking dress, when we’ve got really important things to discuss.”

		

		Skylar’s heart began to pound once more. Maybe he was dumping her after all!

		

		“What…what…kind of things?” she managed to say at last.

		

		“First of all, you were magnificent at the party tonight,” he whispered, a smile spreading across his handsome face. “I had every confidence that you’d do fine, but, oh, honey…you were so much more than fine!”

		

		A relieved smile came to her lips. She let out a breath and attempted to start breathing normally again.

		

		So Colt wasn’t pissed about her over-the-top behavior at the swinger party! He seemed to be really pleased, actually.

		

		“That’s terrific news,” she said, “I’m so relieved that you didn’t mind that I was so, uh…you know…?”

		

		“Hot?” He grinned at her. “You were scorching! I haven’t had that good a time at a swinger party in ten years, babe.”

		

		She melted into his arms a little more, relief flowing through her tense body. Snuggling into him she said, “That party was the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced. I liked what we did in the bedroom to start off with, when you fucked Ally and DeShawn fucked me--that was thrilling!”

		

		He smiled at her enthusiasm, and that encouraged her to go on and admit, “And then, when Ally took me in the bathroom…that was the wildest fucking thing! I never did anything with another woman before in my life, but it was so much fun. I never knew how soft and cuddly and exciting a pair of tits could be; not to mention how terrific it is to lick pussy with another girl.”

		

		After a moment, she said, staring into his wonderful blue eyes, “But it was that orgy in the living room that did it. That was when I finally understood your continuing fascination with swinging.”

		

		“Yeah,” he agreed.

		

		“Lying there in the dark, with all of those hands and lips and tongues all over me, girls kissing me, guys fucking me…sometimes guys I couldn’t even see their faces, as they just gave it to me, over and over again!”

		

		Skylar trembled in his arms, remembering how that had felt, how mind-blowing that had been. She said, “It was so unbelievable! I met a brand new Skylar tonight, in that room; a girl I never even dreamed even existed.

		

		“I felt so totally free to explore my sexuality! I could be the raunchiest slut on the planet, and nobody cared—as a matter of fact, they encouraged me to go even further. And I truly felt I could do anything, with anybody; and it would still be just fine with you. It was positively exhilarating!”

		

		He beamed at her for long moments and then finally said, “That’s part of what I needed to talk to you about, Sky. You get it. I could tell, watching you in the orgy room tonight, that you really get it—that you understand what I love about swinging so much. It’s the pure, unadulterated freedom of it.”

		

		She nodded her enthusiastic agreement, and he went on to say, “I’ve been thinking about this for a few days now, but I wanted to see how you’d react to the party before I made up my mind. That’s why I wanted us to leave a little earlier tonight than I might have otherwise. After seeing you in action at the party, I knew I just had to talk to you right away.”

		

		Skylar felt her stomach tense again. She could tell Colt was about to reveal something important, but she couldn’t guess what that might be.

		

		“I’ve fallen so in love with you, kid. I want you with me all the time, sharing my life. When I saw how you cut loose tonight, I knew: there really is only one girl in the whole world for me…and you’re her.”

		

		Skylar grinned with relief. Whatever was coming…at least it wasn’t bad news!

		

		She said, “So, I’m still your girlfriend, right?”

		

		He shook his head negatively and she felt her heart drop like a rock down a well. Those strong, icy fingers of panic gripped her again momentarily, until a huge smile suddenly broke over his face.

		

		“I don’t want you to be my girlfriend anymore. I swore I’d never say these words again—after the first time ended up so badly—but here goes: would you do me the incredible honor of marrying me, Skylar?”

		

		Her heart stopped beating. All the air went out of her and she couldn’t seem to get a breath!

		

		My God, my God, my sweet God! She thought, her mind refusing to function beyond that.

		

		“Honey, are you okay?” Colt asked, suddenly looking very concerned by her silence. “You can take your time and think it over. You don’t have to give me an answer right this minute.”

		

		“I…I…oh, oh, fuck,” Skylar stammered, tears starting to leak from both eyes, “oh, Colt, my sweet, wonderful Colt!”

		

		He grabbed her and clutched her to his chest, his hand coming up to caress her hair, “Don’t do that. Please, don’t cry. You know how I hate to see you cry, babe.”

		

		She sucked in a breath and pushed away from him, tears now pouring down both cheeks. Gasping, she half laughed, half sobbed, “You ask me a question like that, and then you expect me not to cry? Do you think I’m made out of steel, Colt? I’m crying because I’m the happiest girl alive! Don’t you get that, you big lunkhead?”

		

		“Does that mean yes?” he asked, his own eyes now shiny with tears. “Will you, Sky? Will you marry me?”

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss, oh, God, yes!” she wailed, crying hard, a huge smile on her face.

		

		****

		

		“You one seriously bent man, Colt Webster,” she said, looking over at him minutes later, her eyes still red from crying but finally dry.

		

		They were lying against the pillows at the head of the bed, cuddled next to each other. He was touching her hair, her breasts, and her skin absently as he held her, just staring lovingly into her eyes.

		

		“How so?” he asked.

		

		“Well, let’s see,” she said, favoring him with a wry little smile, “what else would we call a man who asks a girl to marry him based on her ability to fuck twenty or so other men and lick the pussies of a number of other women, right in front of him? If that’s not bent, I’d like to know what it is?”

		

		Colt chuckled. “I can sort of see your point there, I guess.”

		

		He turned to face her. “But, see, that was the last piece of the puzzle. I’d come to realize over the past weeks that we were perfect together, that you were absolutely the only girl for me. So I was desperately hoping that you’d enjoy swinging, because that would really seal the deal for me.”

		

		Smiling hugely, he went on to say, “But at that party, in the orgy room, when I saw that you didn’t just like swinging, that you were far and away the best swinger party partner I’d ever seen in my life, I knew. And I didn’t want to wait a minute longer to ask you.”

		

		He beamed at her and added, “”I want to buy you the biggest ring in Beverly Hills this week, so that everyone will know that we’re together, permanently. I can’t wait to marry you, Sky! You really are my perfect soul-mate.”

		

		She reached up and wiped a fresh round of tears from her eyes and said, “I know. I feel the same way about you, darling. But I never dreamed you’d want to marry me. I know how much you hate what happened with your first wife.”

		

		Colt told her, “You’re not her. You’re the most exciting woman I’ve ever known, even if you are just barely out of your teens.”

		

		A stricken look suddenly crept over Skylar’s face as Colt mentioned “teens”. It caused her to recall her earlier years, growing up, and that made her spirits suddenly plummet.

		

		She thought for long moments about what she was about to do, and then, summoning up all of her courage, she said, “There are some things about me you need know, before we get any further into all of this marriage talk.”

		

		“What things?”

		

		Taking a deep breath, Skylar said, “I feel I owe it to you to tell you what I’m about to tell you. If you don’t want to marry me when I’m done, I’ll understand.”

		

		He gave her a look that said that would never happen. So she started in:

		

		“I’ve told you that I come from a different world than you do. I think you deserve to know more about my life, before you hitch your life to mine.”

		

		She lowered her eyes and said, “First of all, I have a criminal record. It’s all juvie stuff, from back before I turned eighteen, but it’s there.”

		

		Staring back up into Colt’s shocked eyes, she said, “I’ve told you that my daddy is a worthless low-life. Well, let me tell you how that translated into what my life was like growing up. We lived in one of the very worst slums in LA. My mama died when I was eight, and that left just Daddy and me.”

		

		“Grandparents, aunts and uncles,” Colt asked, “there weren’t any of those around to help raise you?”

		

		She shook her head. “Mama was an orphan, so if she had any relatives, she never knew them. My dad was an only child, but his folks were still alive when I was little. We visited them once, up in Northern California. And I never wanted to go back.”

		

		He raised his eyebrows, and she said simply, “When we were alone together, my grandpa kept eying me like he was just dying to throw me on the kitchen table and fuck me in the ass. That’s when I was barely ten. Living with Grandma and Grandpa never seemed like a great option to me after that.”

		

		She paused a moment and said wryly. “My dad is an asshole, but thankfully, he isn’t that kind of asshole. At least he never looked at me like he wanted a blowjob.”

		

		Skylar plunged ahead. “Another thing he didn’t do was look after me. He’d be gone for, like, a week at a time, off on some coke-snorting, drunken bender with some slut he’d picked up in a pool hall or in a bar. It was like he’d forget that he even had a little girl at home in that rat hole of an apartment we shared.”

		

		Colt started to hold her tighter, but she held up a hand to stop him. “No, let me get this out. Daddy won fifteen grand once in Vegas, when I was about eleven. He sat in one of those sports books over there all weekend, snorting coke in the bathroom, to help him stay awake and placing bets on everything—horses, ball games, you name it—and he kept on winning more than he lost and then betting his new wad on more games. When he finally straggled back home on Monday, he had fifteen grand, cash, in his pocket.”

		

		She looked at Colt and shrugged. “He peeled off a thousand in hundreds and gave ‘em to me, like he was fucking Diamond Jim Brady all of a sudden. He told me to stash it somewhere and to use it for food, school stuff, and clothes, whatever.”

		

		Rolling her eyes, she said, “I did just that. I put it in an empty coffee can and left it out on a shelf over the stove in the kitchen. I made it last for just over a year.

		

		“But eventually, it ran out. When it did, Dad was out on another toot and there wasn’t a thing left to eat in the house, so I started teaching myself to shoplift.”

		

		Skylar looked at Colt and added, “I’m not proud of that, but it was either that or start sucking cocks for a living. And I didn’t want to become a thirteen year old hooker. There were plenty of those in our neighborhood already, believe me.”

		

		She took a deep breath and rushed on, saying, “I got to be pretty good at stealing stuff, but I got caught a couple of times, lifting lunch meat or packages of cheese…things like that. Sometimes the stores would call the cops; but mostly they’d just bounce my ass out the door and tell me never to come back.”

		

		Colt was looking at her as if someone had just kicked him squarely in the balls. He whispered, “Honey, you don’t have to tell me this stuff. It’s tearing my heart out, thinking of you, reduced to living like that!”

		

		She shook her head. “It gets worse. When I was sixteen, I got asked to the junior prom by a really sweet guy. He was way different than the boys I usually dated—they were mostly jocks, like me. I really, really wanted to go to that dance, Colt!”

		

		After a small pause, she said, “I found some great heels at a second hand store for only six bucks and bought them. And then I found a terrific dress, which actually fit me, at another, more high-end thrift store. It must have cost five-hundred bucks, when it was new, and it still looked new, so they wanted fifty for it. And I didn’t have fifty bucks.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		There was silence for a moment, and then Colt asked, “What did you do?”

		

		“The day before the dance, I rode the bus over to another part of town where no one knew me and I shot pool for hours on end; two bucks a game, five bucks a game, like that, until I had won twenty bucks. But by then it was nearly eleven at night and I was still thirty dollars short.”

		

		She looked down at the pillow, her cheeks slowly turning red. In a tiny voice she went on, “There was guy there I knew from around the neighborhood, shooting pool. He recognized me right off but he didn’t say anything. Then, when it was getting really late, he offered me a ride home.”

		

		Skylar paused. She finally said, “We talked for a few minutes and I somehow let it slip, about me trying to win enough to buy that dress. He offered to shoot one game of pool with me, for fifty bucks. I told him I couldn’t, since I only had the twenty.”

		

		She turned her head away. “I didn’t really want to play him, because I knew that he was at least as good as I was at that time. I could beat him ten games out of ten now, but back then, I had a suspicion that he was a little better player than I was.”

		

		There was a long silence once again and Colt finally asked, sounding as if he didn’t really want to know the answer, “What happened?”

		

		Closing her eyes in shame, Sky told him, “He said he’d put up fifty, cash, and play me, one game, and I could bet the twenty. If I won, he’d give me a ride home and the fifty; if he won, he got the twenty and he also got to spend the rest of the night in bed with me.”

		

		Colt sucked in his breath. He started to say something but Skylar cut him off with a wry smile.

		

		“Of course, I lost. And a bet was a bet, so I took him back to my place, praying that Daddy would actually be home for a change, but he wasn’t.”

		

		Tears came to her eyes again, but they weren’t tears of joy this time. She whispered, “I blew him once, and he fucked me twice before morning got there, and then, right before he left, he put it up my ass. He was the first one to ever do that to me, and I didn’t want to, but I knew I owed him, so I let him.”

		

		She sobbed for a second and then finished with, “I made him wear rubbers, except for the blowjob. He used lube when he butt-fucked me, but not enough. He hurt me, Colt. I think that’s why I never really enjoyed anal sex until I met you, getting it that way from that dickhead for the first time.”

		

		Colt looked completely stunned by what she’d said, like someone had just shot his favorite dog right in front of his eyes. She added, “He wasn’t a total prick; he did one nice thing for me, but the way he did it was cruel. He left both the twenty and a fifty on my dresser before he left, just like he was a customer in a whorehouse. It felt like he’d stuck a knife right through my heart, seeing that money lying there, the message it sent.”

		

		A tear rolled down Colt’s cheek. He took her into his arms and just held her as she cried, too.

		

		At last, she said, “It wouldn’t have been so bad, except that he was exactly the kind of punk from the neighborhood that I normally wouldn’t have touched with a ten-foot pole. He was about twenty-five or so, and he had fucking gang tattoos everywhere, and piercings, not one but two earrings, and he absolutely stank of that cheap body wash that all of bad boys were wearing that year. He was everything I hated about that neighborhood, and yet I’d let him do all of that to me. I could have just died!”

		

		She looked up at him and her face went defiant. She said, “He told everyone about it, of course. Gangbangers I didn’t even know started calling me Skylar-ho, and offering me fifty for an all nighter.”

		

		A sharp little laugh escaped her lips, containing no humor at all. She told Colt, “My dad heard on the street about what I’d done and he went ballistic. He went after that guy with a pool cue; really fucked him up. He still walks with a limp to this day. Daddy got six months in the county lock up for it, but he didn’t care. It was just about the only cool thing my old man ever did for me.”

		

		Drawing in a deep breath, she said, “I bought that dress and went to the dance. It was a disaster, of course, because all of the kids from my side of the tracks had heard about what I did to earn the dress by then, and they spread it all around the prom. The guy who’d asked me was so embarrassed I thought he’d shrivel up and die before the evening was over.”

		

		She straightened her shoulders and said, “But I went. And I danced and pretended to have a good time. It wasn’t worth it, by any means, but I did what I started out to do.”

		

		Skylar looked at Colt and said, “So, that’s the kind of life I’ve lived. I moved out of my Dad’s place the day I turned eighteen. I’d been working three part time jobs since I was seventeen and I’d saved my money up, so that I could buy that pile-of-shit car I still owned when I first met you, and so I could move as far away as possible from my old neighborhood. I got into community college on the strength of my athletic abilities and my grades, and I’ve never looked back.”

		

		Colt was silent for a moment and then he gathered her back into his arms and kissed her so hard that Skylar could barely catch a breath. After what seemed like an eternity, he broke off the kiss and whispered, “So, I’m asking you again, will you marry me? You’re the toughest, strongest, most amazing girl I’ve ever met in my life and I definitely want you by my side!”

		

		Skylar began to cry so hard she felt as is she was choking. Colt held her tight and whispered, “Oh, Sky, I would give anything if it could reach back across time and make all of that shit disappear from your life. It kills me to know you had to go through that. But all I can do is make sure you’re life is as perfect as I can make it from here on out—and I will. I promise!”

		

		****

		

		It was two-thirty in the morning when Skylar, clutched tightly in Colt’s arms, just the way she wanted to be, finally fell asleep. When she awoke, the sun was streaming in and the Pacific was shimmering, blue and gorgeous, right outside her window.

		

		“Finally awake?” he asked her, still cuddling her naked body close to his.

		

		“Yeah, I really slept,” she murmured, snuggling back into him contentedly. “It must be true that confession is good for the soul; I don’t think I moved all night. What time is it?”

		

		“Just past eleven; we’ll get up here in a minute and get into our jogging gear and go for our morning run. We can stop on the way and grab a bite to eat with Judd and Ally, if you’d like.”

		

		“Mmmmmm, that sounds great.”

		

		She hesitated, and then whispered excitedly to Colt, “Can I tell them about us getting married? Is that okay?”

		

		He chuckled, “Of course it is. Tell everybody. I want the whole world to know how much I love you, you brat!”

		

		Skylar turned around and put her arms around his neck and said, “Maybe Ally will help me plan the wedding. I don’t know shit about girly stuff like that. I’ve never really thought much about getting married before. I’ve never had the time, or any reason to think about it; none of my boyfriends have ever been husband material before.”

		

		“And you think I am?” he teased her.

		

		“I know you are,” she whispered back, not kidding at all. “Do you know how I know that?”

		

		He shook his head. She said, “When I was growing up--after Mom died, when I was eight--right up until I met you, I used to wake up every morning, worried. I was scared all of the time. I never would have admitted that to a soul, but it was true.”

		

		She smiled almost shyly at him and whispered, “And now, it’s not true anymore. Since I started sleeping in your arms every night, I’m always happy when I wake up in the morning. I never worry about a thing, because I know you’re there, to take care of me.”

		

		He laughed, “Yeah, the most independent girl I ever met, wanting to be taken care of--that’s a good one, Sky.”

		

		Bringing her lips forward until they almost, but not quite, met his, she whispered, “You know all of that ‘I don’t need anyone, I can take care of myself. stuff?’”

		

		He nodded and then she said softly, “Well it gets old after a while. To tell the truth, I love the way you pamper me and watch out for me and just…love me! So go ahead and spoil me, Colt, my darling. I’ve thought it over…and I think I deserve it, don’t you?”

		

		Laughing softly, he drew her in for a kiss, saying, “I sure do.”

		

		****

		

		“It’s pretty late in the morning,” Sky said as they approached Judd’s house from the beach side. “Maybe everybody went back to the city already.”

		

		“Nah, they’re here,” Colt said running easily along beside her. “Judd and Ally told me at the party that they intended to lounge around today, after everyone left, and clean up the house and then go back into town in the morning and spend a few days at DeShawn and Nadia’s place in Beverly Hills. So they’re here.”

		

		The two of them ran onto the back patio from the beach and Colt tried the back slider. It was locked.

		

		“That’s odd,” he said, frowning, “it’s usually open by this time of the morning when they’re home. I’m a little surprised there isn’t some hung-over swinger sitting out here, drinking coffee or popping aspirin and sucking down orange juice.”

		

		Skylar couldn’t see a thing through the drawn blinds. There didn’t seem to be any cracks between them. She moved over to the end of the patio, where there was a long, thin, vertical accent panel of a window that the architect had thrown in, just to break up the wall space. It was six inches wide and was the same height as the slider.

		

		“Oh, my fucking God!” she hissed under her breath at what she saw when she peered into the living room through it.

		

		Catching the pure terror in her voice, Colt sprinted over and looked in as well, resting his chin on top of his crouched over fiancé’s head. The two of them were staring at a scene right out of a mad slasher movie!

		

		Judd was still naked, his body lashed to a kitchen chair with duct tape. Strips of the silver tape ran over his pectoral muscles and a second band encircled his belly, just above his pubic hair. He was slumped over, unconscious, his head bathed in blood from several open wounds on his face and up in his scalp.

		

		The irrational thought that he was lucky to be unconscious, so he didn’t have to witness what was happening to poor Ally flashed through Skylar’s mind as she gazed in horror at the scene before her. On the carpeted floor right in front of Judd, Rex Tanner was pounding his long, hard dick into Allison Walsh’s ass, a pistol in his right hand, the barrel right up against her temple. Rex’s formidable cock was blood red as it reamed her tight little butt.

		

		“He’s fucking her in the ass with no lube,” Colt murmured angrily. “The motherfucker is using her own blood for lubricant. He’s literally tearing her a new asshole!”

		

		He straightened up and ran over to the far end of the patio, where a set of free weights sat atop a weight bench. The barbell was loaded up with about two-hundred pounds worth of plates, ready for Judd to do some bench presses with it.

		

		“Stand back,” Colt growled as he grabbed the barbell and yanked it off the stand.

		

		“Colt, be careful,” Skylar said, “That fucker’s got a gun!”

		

		“I don’t give a damn!” he grunted, hefting the bar and turning back toward the glass slider, “I’m not letting that prick kill my friends!”

		

		Without another word, he charged the slider, using the end of the barbell as a battering ram. The iron bar punched through the glass easily, collapsing the door into hundreds of jagged chunks, leaving just the empty aluminum frame behind.

		

		Colt dropped the barbell and was through the blinds in an instant. Skylar sucked in a big breath and charged into the room right behind her boyfriend, her heart pounding.

		

		She glanced around quickly and saw an ornate, brass-finished set of fireplace tools standing on the hearth, next to the fireplace. Taking a second to grab up the fireplace poker, she ran after Colt, who had launched himself at Rex Tanner. He tackled the naked gymnast from in back, driving him off of the squirming, screaming Ally, who Skylar now saw, had her hands cinched together behind her body, at the small of her back. Some sort of clear plastic restraints had been pulled tight around her wrists.

		

		The gun went off and Skylar froze for an instant in sheer terror. Colt jerked upward, clutching the right side of his chest. Rex sneered, and then kicked out at Colt, catching him in the gut and driving him over onto his back.

		

		Rex got to his feet and aimed the gun at the center of Colt’s chest, saying, “You shouldn’t have stuck your nose in my business, football star. That can be a fatal mistake.”

		

		He cocked the pistol.

		

		“Hey, asshole,” Skylar screamed at him.

		

		Rex looked up and she hit him in the side of the head with the poker, smashing him into the living room wall. He brought the gun up and fired.

		

		She felt something tug at her left arm, looked down, and saw a crease in the brand new, nine-hundred dollar Bottega Veneta track suit Emily had recommended to her only last week. The crease rapidly filled with blood.

		

		“You fucker!” she screamed at Rex and hit him again with the poker, using all of her considerable strength, bringing it down on the top of his head this time, the hook side down, driving the iron spike deep into his skull.

		

		Rex pulled the trigger as he fell but the shot went wide, hitting a vase on the mantel across the room and blowing it to pieces. He tried to bring the gun up for another shot but Skylar, who had tugged the poker free as he fell, stepped closer to him and hit him again with the hook side of the poker, driving it right into the hole she’d initially made. It impacted his skull with a heavy thud and cracked his skull right down the middle, some of his brain matter oozing out onto the carpet.

		

		“Die, you fucking prick!” She screamed at him and started to hit him yet again.

		

		“Sky,” Colt’s voice was a weak croak behind her.

		

		She dropped the poker and threw herself down on the carpet next to him, cradling him in her arms. Tears stood in her eyes but she didn’t let herself cry. Blood was pouring out of the hole in his chest, so she set him gently back onto the carpet and ripped off her jacket and used it as a compress to help staunch the bleeding.

		

		“Cut me loose, so I can call the cops,” Ally moaned, her head cranked to the side so she could see what was going on.

		

		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		“No cops,” Skylar said, pressing the jacket material down tightly into Colt’s wound, “not until we get our stories straight.”

		

		She looked up at a clearly startled Ally and said calmly, “There was a party here last night, and some people may have slipped off into a bedroom and fucked each other. That happens all the time at parties…that’s how I lost my cherry when I was fifteen.”

		Ally stared at her in shock, obviously wondering what that had to do with anything. Skylar went on to explain, “As far as the cops and the reporters and all of that stuff goes, that’s what happened. If anyone pokes around and does manage to find out there was some fucking going on here last night, that’s what we’ll tell everyone. But it wasn’t a swinger party, okay? No one mentions a word about that.”

		

		She paused for a moment and then finished with, “Colt can’t afford that kind of shitty publicity. Judd can’t afford it, and I can’t either, see? We have to be careful that none of the swinger stuff gets out, or we’re all fucked, understand?”

		

		Skylar got up and went into the kitchen and found a pair of kitchen scissors. She cut Ally loose, picked up the phone to dial 911, and then went to do a quick check on Judd, who was now moaning softly, so at least she knew he was still alive.

		

		She cut a pair of plastic restraints from Judd’s wrists, which had been bound behind him much like his wife’s. Ally came over with a wet dish towel and gently began to wash some of the blood off so that they could see how bad Judd’s wounds were. Skylar noticed that Ally had slipped into long raincoat she’d probably found in the coat closet next to the front door.

		

		“That asshole, Rex, forced his way in here this morning with the gun, after the last of the guests had left. He must have gone home and gotten that pistol and come back and waited until Judd and I were alone. DeShawn and Nadia should be back any minute now; they just went to the grocery store to pick up some food and more coffee.”

		

		“He doesn’t look too bad, now that the blood is mostly gone,” Skylar said, “scalp wounds tend to bleed a lot. But he may very well have a concussion.”

		

		She ran back over to Colt and looked under the bloody jacket. He was still bleeding but not as heavily. The wound had coagulated blood around the bullet hole, partially slowing the flow.

		

		“I can’t afford to wait any longer with a chest wound like this,” she said to Ally. “I’m calling 911, and that will mean both EMT’s—which we desperately need for both Colt and Judd—but also the cops, so remember: no swinger party. We don’t know anything about any swinger parties, okay?”

		

		“What about Rex Tanner? Do you think he’s going to live until the EMT’s get here?”

		

		A grim little smile played across Skylar’s face as she said, “No, he’s already dead. That’s why I hit him the second time, to make sure of that.”

		

		Ally looked totally shocked by that. Sky shrugged. “I realized that we couldn’t afford a rape and attempted murder trial that would be splashed all over every media outlet on earth, with good old Rex telling everyone all about swingers and sex parties and all of that shit. So I made sure he wasn’t telling anybody about anything…ever again.”

		

		There was dead silence for long moments and then Colt said, gazing up in something like awe at his future wife, “I’m sure glad you’re on my side, Sky. But that was quick thinking on your part. None of us could really afford a scandal.”

		

		She smiled down at him wryly. “You weren’t supposed to hear that. When did you wake up?”

		

		“Just a minute ago, when you were helping Ally with Judd,” he said, his voice sounding very weak.

		

		“Like I told you, honey, the place where I grew up--people died all the time. Sometimes they killed themselves with drugs and booze; sometimes they got blown away in drive-bys, and sometimes they got their brains beaten in with a tire iron, just like poor old Rex over there. I saw a friend of mine get knifed to death when we were seventeen over a ten dollar bill.”

		

		She bent down and kissed Colt lightly on the forehead, and then straightened back up and dialed 911. As it rang, she told both Colt and Ally matter-of-factly, “I’ve never killed anyone before, but I never for a moment doubted that I could if I had to.”

		

		****

		

		Skylar found out something about what it meant to be wealthy and famous and universally admired that day. The cops, who were members of the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department, working out of the Malibu/Lost Hills station, were extremely deferential to Judd, to Allison, to Colt, and even to her, since she was now Colt Webster’s fiancé.

		

		They questioned her, since she had been the one who had actually killed Rex Tanner. But once they found out about Rex’s brutal ass-rape of Ally, examined his handiwork in regard to Judd’s pistol-whipped head, and looked at Colt and Skylar’s gunshot wounds, they seemed to lose interest in delving any deeper into the reasons surrounding Rex’s motives for the attack.

		

		It was simple: thrown out of a swanky Malibu party for being a drunken jerk, Rex had come back armed, with revenge in mind. Neighbors Colt and Skylar had stumbled onto the scene in mid-rape and had heroically rushed in to try and save their friends.

		

		Skylar was amazed at how easy it was. She knew from witnessing a bunch of police investigations in her old neighborhood that cops usually never took anything a victim told them at face value. The cops she’d grown up with had always seemed to be as suspicious of the survivors of a crime, and their accounts concerning what happened, as they had been of the potential perpetrators of the crime.

		

		These cops were polite, accepting, and professional. They seemed satisfied with the survivors’ version of what transpired.

		

		The press was a different story. Within twenty minutes of the cops’ arrival, there was a virtual sea of reporters standing out front—legitimate press, scandal sheet crime beat reporters, television news people, and a whole host of television “reporters”, like Joan Jensen, the senior gossip maven for a cheesy celeb show called Hollywood Insider—all of them clamoring for interviews, pictures, or a word with anyone who had access to the crime scene inside.

		

		Colt, Judd, and Ally were lucky, in a way. The cops set up a moving skirmish line of detectives and street cops, and shoved the throng back out of the way as the gurneys were moved out to the waiting ambulances, once the initial round of questions were over.

		

		Skylar, since her wound was superficial, didn’t rate a gurney. The cops led her out through the pushy crowd of news people to a waiting car, for her trip down to the Malibu police station. And so she had to endure the legion of microphones shoved into her face and the barrage of questions:

		

		“Why did you kill him?”

		

		“Was it a love triangle?”

		

		“How does it feel to have killed a world-famous sports hero?”

		

		“Is it true that you’re a model?”

		

		“Is your real name Skylar?”

		

		“Are you going to be in Playboy?”

		

		“Would you like to be in Playboy?”

		

		“What about it, are you going to be in Judd Walsh’s next movie?”

		

		The car door closed and Skylar took a deep breath. The cop sitting next to her in the back seat, Lester Willis, a detective sergeant and the lead investigator, shook his head. “I wouldn’t be you for the next week for all the gold in Fort Knox. Those people will hound you day and night, Ms. Channing. They won’t give you a minute’s rest until you’ve done fifty interviews, a couple of press conferences, and God knows what else.”

		

		She sighed. “I guess so. This is a royal mess, for sure.”

		

		The uniformed cop at the wheel guided the unmarked car slowly through the dense crowd of press and on lookers. After he reached the end of the street, he turned onto a larger street and the crowd began to thin out. Ten minutes later, they were pulling into the Sheriff’s sub-station for Malibu/Lost Hills.

		

		When they entered the building, a tall, dignified-looking older man with carefully-barbered silver hair, who was attired in a golfing outfit, approached them and handed the sergeant a business card.

		

		“Ah, the legendary Abraham Craft, defense attorney to the stars,” he said, glancing up from the card.

		

		“Ms. Channing?” the tall man said, ignoring the cop’s sarcasm--his voice deep and well-modulated, and as smooth as silk. “I’m your attorney.”

		

		“Uh, I don’t have an attorney,” she murmured, feeling very confused.

		

		“Actually, I’m Colt Webster’s attorney, and so now I’m yours as well. Congratulations on your up-coming nuptials, by the way.”

		

		She stared at him, shocked, wondering how he had possibly gotten here so quickly and how on earth he knew that she and Colt were now engaged. He smiled and explained.

		

		“Colt called Paul Krause on the way to the hospital. He apparently borrowed one of the EMT’s cell phone, and Paul contacted me immediately about representing you in these unfortunate...circumstances.”

		

		He looked down at the expensive pullover knit shirt and plaid golfing slacks he had on and said apologetically, “I’m afraid I was on the sixth hole at the local golf course when I received Paul’s phone call. I own a small weekend place here, you see, as does Colt.”

		

		Skylar began to relax a little. She didn’t know much about lawyers, but even she had heard of Abraham Craft.

		

		Trust Colt to hire the best, and God bless Paul Krause for always having his cell phone glued to his ear, Sunday or not!

		

		“I think we’ll be leaving now,” Abraham Craft said to the sergeant, smiling.

		

		“Uh, well, we did have a few follow up questions to ask Ms. Channing,” he said.

		

		“No, you don’t,” the famous attorney assured the sergeant, not unkindly but quite firmly. “I’m sure that Ms. Channing is anxious to get over to the hospital and see how her friends are doing. I’ll drive her there.”

		

		Detective Willis gave the lawyer his best hard-guy, cop-stare for a moment, but the seasoned defense attorney wasn’t buying any. After a few more seconds, Sergeant Willis gave up, shrugged his shoulders, and turned to Skylar.

		

		“You can go. We may have some further questions for you in a day or two, after we interview a few more witnesses who were at the party, and process more of the evidence from the crime scene.”

		

		He walked her to the front door and ,dropping his voice so that only she could hear what he had to say, told her, “I gotta’ tell you, Ms. Channing, most of us who rolled on this one admire the hell out of you and your future husband. Taking on a guy with a revolver, armed with nothing but a fireplace tool and, in Colt’s case, his bare-hands? A lot of us think you two are nuts, but nobody doubts your heroism. Take care.”

		

		****

		

		Skylar was breathing much easier as she slid into the front seat of her distinguished attorney’s gleaming black Porsche Cayenne. She seemed to be home free. The cops were clearly on her side.

		

		“You’ll be glad to know that Paul Krause employs an extremely competent legal firm to handle his contract work,” he said conversationally as they pulled out of the lot and headed for the hospital.

		

		He glanced over at her and smiled. “I understand from talking to him briefly this morning as I drove over to the police station that you recently signed a contract to appear in a series of ads for one of the largest soft drink manufacturers in the country. I can see now why they agreed to pay someone who is new to modeling such a large sum of money.”

		

		She just smiled back at him but kept silent, liking the compliment but not knowing exactly what to say in reply. His smile grew even larger as he went on to tell her, “And it also explains why Colt, whom I’ve known socially for years but have never had occasion to represent before—my practice being restricted to criminal law—has suddenly changed his mind about the institution of marriage.”

		

		Skylar beamed. Apparently she wasn’t the only one her sweetie had favored with one of his small rants about his first wife and how bitter their divorce had been.

		

		As they neared the hospital, Abraham Craft said, “And finally, I’d just like to say that after seeing you in person, I’ve been mentally kicking myself for missing Judd’s party last night. The other three fellows in my golf round this morning all attended and they could do nothing but rave about Colt’s stunning new girlfriend and how incredibly sexy and…hot she was.”

		

		Her head came around quickly, as if it was on a swivel. She asked him incredulously, “You’re a…swinger?”

		

		He grinned. “A club member in good standing for better than fifteen years now, Ms. Channing; I still love a good party, but I was detained in town and didn’t get out to Malibu until nearly eleven last night. So, regrettably, I wasn’t able to make your acquaintance last night, under more pleasant circumstances.”

		

		Skylar gave him her absolute sexiest smile and assured him, “Call me Skylar from now on, and be sure you come to the next party. I’ll give you a blowjob that will curl you toes, Abe, I promise.”

		

		They were at the hospital. He pulled up in front and she got out. Leaning back inside, she whispered, “And I’ll fuck you so good you’ll be bragging about it for years to come. Thanks for spiriting me away from the cops just now. At the next party; I’ll be sure to show you exactly how much I appreciate it, okay?”

		

		He laughed and nodded. “My God, what firecracker you are! I can see now why the boys were so excited about you. I’ll be at the next swingers club get together for sure, and tell Colt hello for me!”

		

		She closed the door and Abraham Craft’s Porsche disappeared back down the road, headed for the golf course. Skylar opened the front door to the hospital and the two dozen people who had been milling around in the packed-full lobby turned, recognized her, and rushed toward her in a shouting, screaming mob.

		

		“Ms. Channing, do you have a statement for us?” an intense young man in a sports coat and slacks, his hair perfect, his teeth a sparkling, bright-white demanded.

		

		“Are you going to be charged with murder?” an equally attractive girl, hardly older than Skylar asked, shoving a microphone forward.

		

		“How did you meet Colt Webster?” another man yelled, a notepad in his hand.

		

		“Is it true that you’re his mistress?”

		

		“He’s not married,” Skylar muttered disgustedly, “how can he have a mistress? I’m his fiancé, you idiot!”

		

		Using the word “fiancé” turned out to be a huge mistake on her part. A fresh barrage of question engulfed her. When did they get engaged? Where was the wedding going to be? How long had they been dating? Who introduced them? Wasn’t Colt a little old for her?

		

		And on and on, the questions flew.

		

		Then, all at once, two very large, very military-looking men in their early thirties, dressed in business suits with white shirts, ties ,and wearing sunglasses, pushed their way through the crowd and took up positions on either side of Skylar. They then proceeded to brush the annoyed reporters aside and to carve a path back through the microphones and television cameras and the people who were attempting to thrust them into Skylar’s face.

		

		The three of them emerged from the back of the crowd and the men hustled her down a corridor leading to an elevator. One of the men peeled off and stood with his back to the elevator doors, fending off the reporters, while the other one escorted her into the car.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

		“Who are you guys,” she asked the big man, “cops?”

		

		“Private patrol,” he answered politely, “we’ve been retained by Mr. Krause, on behalf of Mr. Webster, to keep the press away from him, and from you, Ms. Channing.”

		

		Skylar let out a sigh of relief. Her first impression of Paul Krause had been that was a troll, but she was getting to like him better and better, the longer she knew him. The unattractive, brash little man clearly knew how to step in and seize control of a situation and make it come out the way he wanted it to—that was for sure!

		

		“Ah, there you are,” Paul Krause said as the doors to the elevator opened. “Abe had called from his car and said you were downstairs. When you didn’t come right up, I got a little concerned and sent Gordon and James, here, down to check on you.”

		

		“Thanks for that, Paul,” she said, flashing him a grateful smile. “If you hadn’t done that, I don’t know how I would have made it through that throng of reporters in the lobby. How is Colt?”

		

		“He’s good,” Paul Krause, said, reaching up and draping an arm around Skylar, leading her down a hallway lined with hospital rooms, “he needed some blood, because he lost a bit. But not as much as he might have, were it not for your quick work in staunching the bleeding.”

		

		They came to a doorway at the end of the hall and Krause led her inside. “The bullet passed right through and it didn’t hit anything vital, so he’s going to be fine after a few weeks of bed rest. And then he’ll need some physical therapy, to regain full use of his arm.”

		

		“I can help with that,” Skylar assured him. “I’ve had a lot of training in that area.”

		

		“Good,” Colt called to her from the bed, “that’ll save us some money, plus we can play Naughty Nurse together.”

		

		Skylar beamed at him. He was sitting up in bed, propped against some pillows, an IV in the back of one hand. She noted an empty plasma bag hanging nearby.

		

		“No Naughty Nurse for you for a little while, Bub,” she told him, sitting on the edge of the bed and leaning in to kiss him. “We have to get your strength up first.”

		

		Colt grinned at her when she finally broke off the kiss after a few more moments. He looked at her the way he always did—like a mischievous, very handsome, seven year old boy.

		

		“Hey, Doc,” he said, looking past Skylar, “when can I get out of here and back home?”

		

		Skylar turned around and saw that a tall, thin doctor in a white coat, with a stethoscope hanging around his neck had come up behind her as she was busy kissing Colt. He stared at the EMT’s bandage on her arm and said, “Perhaps we should take a look at that. I understand that it wasn’t a deep wound, but gunshots can be tricky sometimes.”

		

		“If you think you should--then I sure don’t mind,” Skylar told him, a frown on her face. “I’m just starting a career as a model, so I guess I’m going to have to get some plastic surgery on this, to keep the scarring to a minimum.”

		

		“Don’t you dare,” Paul Krause said, hurrying up to the bed. “That little ridge of scar tissue across your left arm is your ticket to super-model status, Sky!”

		

		“Huh?”

		

		The small man beamed at her. “It’s already all over the news: ‘Plucky young model saves the lives of fiancé Colt Webster and movie super-star Judd Walsh!’.” When those print, web, and billboard ads featuring you hit next week and everyone gets a look at you in that bikini… coupled with all of this publicity? You’re going to be the biggest thing on the planet, Skylar. You’re gonna’ be more famous than Colt!”

		

		Skylar looked up at him, bemused. She said, “Dream on, Paul. That will never happen.”

		

		“Are you kidding?” he shot back. “Listen, kid, every time you do a shoot from now on and people see that little scar, they’re going to think, ‘not only is she an incredible beauty, she’s brave as a lioness, too!’. You’re going to be a sensation, kid! You’ll make thirty million bucks this year alone, easy, maybe more.”

		

		She laughed, thinking to herself how crazy that sounded. Still, maybe he was right about the scar.

		

		At first, she’d been worried that killing a big Olympic hero like Rex Tanner would be the absolute end of her modeling career before it ever got off the ground. But now that the story was getting around about how Rex Tanner had been assaulting Judd Walsh’s beautiful wife…

		

		Maybe she would leave the scar in place, as a reminder to everyone that she had been justified in killing Rex Tanner. Paul could have a point there.

		

		****

		

		“Hey, babe--how’s the noggin?” she whispered to Judd Walsh when his eyes finally came open.

		

		Skylar was sitting next to Judd’s hospital bed, along with Ally. The two of them had been talking quietly while he slept.

		

		He was three rooms down from Colt and there were two more big guys in suits and sunglasses stationed out in the hallway to keep unwanted visitors away. They had summoned Ally from within the room when Skylar had showed up and the blonde girl had tugged Sky inside and closed the door again.

		

		“I’ll live, I think,” Judd said, grinning at Skylar, “my head’s as hard as a billiard ball; nothing much inside it to hurt.”

		

		“I was just telling Skylar how that asshole, Rex Tanner came to the door this morning, pretending to be all apologetic, wanting to personally tell us how sorry he was for acting like such a dick last night, at the party,” Allison told her husband.

		

		“Yeah, and then when Ally opened the door, he shoved that gun in her face and forced his way into the house,” Judd said bitterly.

		

		“He threatened to shoot me, so Judd was helpless. Then he made Judd put his hands behind his back and he zipped that plastic restraint thing onto them and cinched it up tight.”

		

		“It was easy from there,” Judd muttered angrily. “He tied my naked ass into a chair with that duct tape and then proceeded to force Ally to suck his dick while I watched. She refused, so he popped me a couple of good ones with his gun until she got down on her knees and stared to blow him.”

		

		Ally shuddered in the chair, next to Skylar, remembering. “When I got him good and hard, he held me down and started to fuck me in the ass, with only my spit on his cock for lube. I was screaming, it hurt so badly, and Judd was bellowing like a bull, calling Rex every nasty name he could think of, so he pulled out of me and stood up and beat Judd unconscious with the gun barrel.”

		

		She had started crying again as she spoke. After a moment, she gathered herself and went on. “He’d tied my hands behind my back, too, so I couldn’t get up and run off while he was hitting poor Judd with that gun. Then he got back down behind me and rammed himself into my bleeding asshole again and really started to give it to me. He held the gun up to my head while he raped me and told me he’d blow my brains out if I screamed again.”

		

		“And then, from Ally tells me, the cavalry showed up,” Judd said, grinning over at Skylar again. “You and Colt sure saved our asses, in more ways than one, Sky. Rex was loopy but he wasn’t nuts. He knew he’d go to jail until just this side of forever if he left us alive. He was going to kill us before he left our house, to make sure we couldn’t tell the cops anything. I’m sure of that.”

		

		There was silence for a moment, and then Ally said, “I was shocked at first when you told us you’d killed him on purpose, to ensure there wasn’t going to be an O.J.-style circus trial. Now that I’ve had time to consider what that trial might have been like, I’ve come to realize what quick thinking it was on your part, Sky, taking him out like that…permanently.”

		

		She smiled at Skylar and said, “People love to buy cars from a dealership owned by handsome-as-can-be, charming ex-football stars. They don’t much want to buy them from a guy who attends drunken sex orgies. And everyone knows Judd used to have a reputation as being a bit of a bad boy, image-wise, before he married me. But no one wants to know that his idea of fun is balling all night at a party, going from girl to girl, while a bunch of other guys fuck his wife with him watching.”

		

		Skylar nodded ruefully. “Paul Krause tells me I’m about to be the ‘next big thing’ in modeling. But I think my popularity would evaporate pretty quickly if the public came to see me instead as just some bimbo that Colt Webster passed around to his friends as a ticket, so that he could fuck their wives and girlfriends.”

		

		She shrugged. “All of that flashed through my head in an instant this morning, after I hit him the first time, and I knew immediately what I had to do. So thanks for understanding.”

		

		“The world’s not going to miss Rex Tanner,” Judd said. “He got worse and worse as the years went by. He was an arrogant, self-centered prick after he won the medal, but there toward the end, he’d morphed way past that, into a megalomaniacal lunatic who pretty much thought he could get away with anything.”

		

		The three of them sat in silence for a moment. Then Skylar asked, “So, the three of us are good, right?”

		

		Ally leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “We’re sensational, thanks to you, honey. We still have our lives intact.”

		

		****

		

		There was never a trial. There was an inquest, at which Skylar was very ably represented by Abraham Craft, and it was a closed inquest, by order of the court when the sordid details of Ally’s anal rape were revealed to the judge. He opted to spare Judd and his wife the embarrassment of testifying about that in an open court room.

		

		Some of the particulars of what had happened that morning in Malibu did filter out eventually to the press, of course; just enough to make Colt and Skylar into the new heroes/darlings-of –the-media. Skylar’s soft drink ads came out and she was suddenly in demand for every talk show and celebrity gabfest in existence.

		

		Heeding Paul Krause’s advise, she chose carefully and appeared on just a few of the most prestigious of the shows, keeping her answers friendly, warm, and well-rehearsed. In two months, she and Colt were back to jogging together again every morning, planning for a June wedding, and trying to resume a normal life.

		

		Sales at his car dealerships soared. Skylar Channing was America’s new ‘it’ girl, her face beaming outward from the cover of every top magazine there was. And Paul Krause had soon negotiated several lucrative new contracts for her to represent a few more top-flight companies as a spokes-model. Colt got almost as many endorsements as she did and their joint incomes skyrocketed.

		

		****

		

		Skylar discovered things about herself that she’d never even suspected. She found out, for example, that she really didn’t mind being famous, and that she utterly adored being rich.

		

		She was amazed to find that several professors who had barely known she’d existed before she’d met Colt were now very willing, even anxious, to cut her a huge amount of slack about attending class, and about allowing special make-up exams for her, due to the sudden demands of her modeling schedule and the travel it sometimes required.

		

		Her grades held steady at straight ‘A’s’ and she also found that the now world-famous Skylar Channing had no trouble meeting and getting to know some of the key faculty at the USC medical school personally. Captivated by her, they soon assured Sky that with her transcripts, grades, and the positive media buzz surrounding the soon-to-be Mrs. Colt Webster, she enjoyed just about a one-hundred percent chance of being accepted into Med School once she’d completed her senior year.

		

		Marty Donaldson was amazed but delighted with the way Skylar continued to lead BS&T four nights a week, whenever she could manage it. He knew she certainly didn’t need the money.

		

		“It’s about not the money, or having Marty Donaldson’s on my resume anymore, Marty, she told him on night after she’d wrapped up the class. “It’s still the single best workout routine I’ve ever discovered. I do it when I’m on the road, at a shoot somewhere. Some of my new super-model girlfriends tried it with me one night in my hotel room in Tahiti, and not one of ‘em could get all the way through it without stopping to rest—and those girls are in pretty good shape, let me tell you.”

		

		She glanced down at her spectacular build and then beamed at her part-time boss. “This body has gotten me everything I have, Marty. Got to keep it in shape, you know?”

		

		****

		

		One evening, as she sat out by the pool, just staring into the clear blue water and marveling at how her life had turned out, Skylar looked up to see Hurley hovering about discreetly, a few feet away. He cocked his head in her direction.

		

		“May I bring you anything, Miss Skylar?”

		

		She grinned. She had a new game she loved to play with stuffy, staid old Hurley. She had asked Mrs. Rogers, the cook, what the super-conservative butler’s first name was, and found out that it was John. So now she teased him with it unmercifully.

		

		“Could you bring me a Knob Creek on the rocks…Johnny?”

		

		Hurley cringed. “Please, I’ve told you dozens of times, Miss Skylar, you simply must call me ‘Hurley’, not by my given name. It just isn’t done!”

		

		“Okay,” she said, smiling innocently up at him from her lounger, “have you heard from Colt? When is he going to be home tonight?”

		

		“Directly, Ma’am,” he assured her. “He phone a few minutes ago and asked me to find you and tell you that he was on his way.”

		

		“Would you please tell him I’m out here by the pool when he arrives, and see if he’ll join me?”

		

		“Of, course I will, Miss Skylar.”

		

		“Good, and don’t forget my Knob Creek…John-John.”

		

		Hurley winced at the impropriety of it all and scurried away, amid Skylar’s laughter. She just loved teasing Hurley.

		

		“What’s funny, kitten?” Colt asked just then, as he stepped out onto the patio from the living room.

		

		“Just messing with Hurley’s mind a little,” she smiled up at him and got up out of her lounger.

		

		He leaned forward expectantly, his arms out, waiting. She hesitated.

		

		“Are you sure you’re okay doing this? How’s your arm feeling?”

		

		“I had this real ball-buster of a physical therapist girl working with me to get all my strength and range of motion back,” he told her with a grin. “She’s a wickedly demanding little thing, but she’s so pretty and she’s got such great tits that I couldn’t help doing what she told me to. I’m fine, trust me.”

		

		Giggling at that glib assessment of her rehab skills, Skylar took off running, launching herself into the air and turning sideways so that Colt could catch her in his arms. He did, and she threw both of her arms around his neck and kissed him.

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		“Okay, let’s show Dee how well my arm has recovered,” Colt told Skylar. “Go long this time. And Nadia, you go short and cross right in front of old slow-foot Judd, okay?”

		

		“This ain’t fuckin’ fair,” DeShawn told Colt.

		

		“What isn’t fair?” Colt asked, as his team lined up in the sand.

		

		“You got Sky on your side.”

		

		“What’s unfair about that? You and Judd have got three girls on your side, and we’ve got three girls on ours.”

		

		“Sky shouldn’t count as a girl,” DeShawn carped. “She faster than anyone else here, except me, and she blocks like a fucking man.”

		

		Colt laughed and said, “Whiner.”

		

		He went through the snap cadence, and Rudy Tyler, from the swingers club, hiked him the ball. He stepped back two steps, avoided a half-hearted rush from Ally and launched the football in a perfect, arcing spiral toward the point where Skylar had just thrown a shoulder block into DeShawn’s chest as she made her cut, knocking him flat on his ass in the soft sand. She hauled in her husband’s perfect throw, cradled the pass into her impressive, bikini-clad breasts, and sprinted across the line drawn in the sand twenty yards further down the beach which represented the goal line.

		

		“Whooooo!” she screamed, spiking the ball and doing a little victory dance. “Am I bringing the fucking fun or what?”

		

		She picked up the ball and trotted back down the beach. When she got to DeShawn, she stuck her tongue out at him.

		

		“You don’t play like no girl I ever played with before, Sky,” he groused.

		

		She grinned at him and lifted the bra cups off her tits and shook them at him, saying, “I think these prove beyond the shadow of a doubt, Dee, that I’m definitely a girl!”

		

		He laughed and shook his head as she refitted the swimsuit’s tiny bra back over her nipples and tossed the ball to Colt. He was smiling at her antics as he put his right tennis shoe on for a moment so that he could kick off to DeShawn’s team. They were playing barefoot, but no one had quite figured out how to effectively kick a football barefoot, without being in danger of breaking a toe, so wearing one shoe, if you were kicking off, was allowed on this play only.

		

		“My money is on ‘Colt’s Crew’ Abraham Craft called from the sidelines, where his swimsuit clad body was sprawled out in a chaise lounge, a cold Modelo Negro in his hand. “It seems to me that ‘DeShawn’s Demons’ are outmatched today.”

		

		“Fuck you, Abe,” DeShawn called back, a huge grin on his face. “You ain’t seen me return kickoffs yet.”

		

		He turned to Colt and said, “Let her rip. Here I come, babe, you can’t stop me.”

		

		****

		

		“Well, Mrs. Webster, what’s on the agenda now?” Colt asked his bride of two months, later that evening, as they stepped out of the shower, where they had just washed the sand they’d attracted in the recently concluded football game off each other.

		

		“Well, I plan to go downstairs and fuck the ever-living daylights out of all of our guests,” Mr. Webster,” Skylar told him with a naughty little grin.

		

		“Good plan,” he beamed back at her. “I thoroughly approve and will watch you do it with unbridled interest.”

		

		“You always do, you beast,” she said, wrapping her arms around his neck and then kissing him.

		

		When they finally broke apart, Colt was hard. She looked down at his rigid cock and smiled. “The ladies downstairs will love that, darling. Let’s go down while it’s good and stiff.”

		

		“I think I’m going to fuck Abe’s wife first,” he said, taking her hand for the ride down in the elevator. “She’s not the brightest girl, but she sure can ride a man’s dick nicely.”

		

		“Yeah, that one’s a trophy wife, for sure,” Sky agreed. “She’s a sweet person, but not a lot of real intellect there. Is she wife number two, or three?”

		

		“Three, I think,” Colt said. “She’s not a hell of a lot older than you are, and Abe is what…fifty-five?”

		

		“He’s got a wonderful cock, though, and it still gets really hard when I suck it a little for him,” Skylar said with a smile.

		

		“The wonders of Viagra, babe, plus that luscious body and gorgeous face of yours for inspiration, of course, that’s what gets our friend Abe good and stiff.” He smiled at her.

		

		The elevator door opened and they stepped into the living room, where the aforementioned defense attorney was enthusiastically fucking Nadia Neal on the sofa and Ally Walsh was making out frantically with Jeannie Craft, Abe’s slightly ditsy wife, right next to the rutting couple. DeShawn was standing at the bar, buck naked, chatting with Rudy Tyler and Poppy Monroe, the weather girl, who was also nude.

		

		“Well, it looks as if the evening is off to a good start,” Sky said, watching Judd Walsh hammer his prick into Emily Dyson, her fashion advisor from Neiman Marcus, from behind, doggie style.

		

		This was Emily’s first swinger party. She and Skylar had become good friends in the last few months and, as they’d gotten to know each other better, Emily had confided that she wasn’t nearly as prim and proper outside of work as she was while on the job. One confidence had soon led to another and now here was Emily and her handsome husband, Dan, naked and having fun with Skylar and her swinger friends.

		

		“Em really seems to like fucking a big movie star,” Skylar commented, “look at her go!”

		

		Colt smiled. “Yeah, I want to try a little of that before the end of the evening. She looks great in those stylish outfits at work, but she looks even better like that—naked, with a big dick in her.”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she does at that,” Skylar said, licking her lips, “I wonder if she’s into girls?”

		

		“I’m sure you’ll find out tonight,” Colt laughed. “You always do.”

		

		They were right next to Judd and Emily now. The stunning blonde looked up at the Websters and smiled, happily pushing her lush little ass back onto Judd’s gliding cock.

		

		Colt went down onto his knees in front of her and held his stiff cock out to her. Emily just opened her mouth for him and let him slide it right in, sucking him as she continued to fuck Judd.

		

		“Have fun, baby,” Skylar said to her husband and headed over to the bar.

		

		“Are you still sulking because we kicked your cute black ass today?” she asked DeShawn teasingly.

		

		“What if I am?” He grinned back at her.

		

		Sky reached down and took his soft prick in her hand and slowly began to stroke it, staring into his chocolate-brown eyes. “Then I think I should do whatever I can to raise your spirits, sweetie. How about the best blowjob you ever had in your whole life? Would that make you feel better?”

		

		“The best?” he asked her, raising an eyebrow.

		

		“Absolutely,” she whispered, his dick going harder in her fist. “I’ve been practicing on Colt. It’s a burden for him—all that practicing--but you know my husband. He’s a real trooper. He never complains.”

		

		“I’ll just bet he don’t,” DeShawn laughed, throwing a big arm across Skylar’s naked shoulders. “Let’s get us a seat over on that settee and you can show me what you talkin’ about, Sky--my girl.”

		

		Poppy Monroe sidled up to Skylar and asked, “Can I lick your pussy while you blow Dee?

		

		Skylar leaned forward and gave Poppy a quick kiss on the lips, her tongue briefly teasing the pretty weather girl’s. “Sure, I’d love that, and then I’ll return the favor when I’m done sucking off Dee, okay?”

		

		“Great!” Poppy said excitedly, “That sound terrific.”

		

		“How about me, guys?” Rudy asked as they all started over toward the settee together.

		

		“You grab some lube out of that drawer over there, honey,” Skylar told him with a smile. “You can fuck me in the ass while Poppy licks my clit off and I gobble Dee’s big bone for him, all right?”

		

		“You know it,” Rudy said happily, heading for the drawer.

		

		****

		

		“You’re unbelievable,” Colt said, staring down at his wife.

		

		Skylar glanced up at him and saw that his cock was now soft and that it had a coating of what looked to her experienced eye like pussy juice on it, so she knew that he had probably just fucked Emily for the first time. The thought of that intrigued her and she was sorry she’d missed it; she’d have to remember to ask Colt later tonight, in bed, how Emily was as a lover.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, Sky, you weren’t kiddin’ about this blowjob,” Dee sighed at that moment. “You the only girl I know who can deep throat my whole dick!”

		

		She had sucked DeShawn’s massive prick so often in the last eight months or so that she had finally learned to take every inch of him into her throat without gagging. Right now, she was slurping her way noisily up and down his incredible length, her tongue going wild on him, big gouts of spit running down onto his huge nut sac as she sucked him off.

		

		“Oh, man, Colt,” Rudy sighed. “Your wife’s ass is sensational, so tight and hot around my dick!”

		

		Colt watched as Rudy fucked into it, a smile on his face. He glanced down below the spot where Rudy’s fat cock was sliding into Skylar’s rear entrance and winked at Poppy, who was lapping hungrily at his wife’s pink folds.

		

		Sky watched him take in the show and smiled up at him as best she could around DeShawn’s slick cock meat. He grinned back at her and shook his head.

		

		My baby loves this stuff so much…just like I do; Skylar thought as she worked her butt back onto Rudy’s prick and Poppy’s lively little tongue.

		

		She sucked harder on DeShawn’s cock and was rewarded with a low, baritone moan of pure male enjoyment. She ran her tongue around and around his fat plumb of a prick tip and Dee sighed, “Gonna’ come, Sky, gonna’ come right in that hot little mouth of yours. You so fuckin’ great at this; it just may be the best blowjob I ever had!”

		

		Skylar purred around his cock and got ready to swallow. She moaned, her clit throbbing hard as Poppy’s tongue danced all over it.

		

		She looked up and saw that Colt was getting hard, just watching her. That made her shiver with excitement, knowing how much he liked the little show she was putting on for her man!

		

		Colt got down on his knees next to Poppy and took one of Skylar’s dangling tits in each hand. He began to squeeze them with that soft, deft, just-right touch of his.

		

		“Come for me, Sky,” he whispered urgently in her ear as she continued to suck DeShawn’s dick. “Swallow his jizz and come hard for me, you naughty girl.”

		

		Skylar mewled with pleasure. This was wonderful! This was what she lived for…just her and Colt and all of their hot swinger friends, enjoying each other, coming together!

		

		“Ugggggggghhhh!”DeShawn groaned and fired a mammoth wad of semen up into her mouth.

		

		Skylar swallowed it eagerly, her tits jerking in Colt’s hands, her pussy snapping shut around Poppy’s tongue. Rudy gasped and blew a big jet of come up her ass just then and Skylar shivered and began to orgasm.

		

		Oh, yeah, she thought, in love with her life, in love her man, in love with being a swinger, oh, fuck, yeah!

		

		The End
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