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		Chapter One

		

		Regan James stood naked before the mirror in her bathroom. She had just finished carefully drying and styling her slightly longer than shoulder length hair, admiring the results of her high priced--but worth every penny--hair stylist’s latest coloring session as she did so.

		

		At Regan’s age, there were more than a few silver hairs present on her head, but they were now hidden by the rich auburn, sable and cinnamon hue provided by her stylist just yesterday. And, she had to admit, her beautiful mane of hair positively shone under the bright bathroom lights, as full and lustrous as that of a much younger woman might have.

		

		Leaning closer to her mirror, she examined her un-made up face, fresh from the shower. There were lines, of course, lots of them; at the corners of her eyes, at the corners of her mouth.

		

		But they weren’t deep and they weren’t awful, the way they were on so many other older women. A light coat of the sinfully expensive make up that she favored, some eye shadow, a little mascara, and…voila! She would be gorgeous again.

		

		“I really am lucky,” she whispered to her mirror image, for what seemed like the thousandth time in her life--lucky, indeed, because Regan James had just turned fifty a few days ago.

		

		She looked at herself and smiled. Under the right lighting conditions, she could pass for late thirties and, even in the brightest, most unforgiving sunlight, people often guessed her age at “no more than” her early-forties.

		

		Part of it was diet and part of it was her strenuous exercise program, but most of it, she knew, was simply genes. She was lucky! Her mother had been a beauty well into her sixties, and had still looked like a gracefully-aging movie star, lying in state in her casket, when they’d buried her at seventy-nine last year.

		

		She reached for her make up, noticing that her hands were trembling--not from age but from nerves.

		

		So much depended on tonight; so much could change for the better in her life if this evening went well. But she was also painfully aware that this could just as easily become a night of total humiliation for her.

		

		For tonight marked Regan’s very first swinger party.

		

		She had agonized for months about whether she should risk attending one of these lascivious, taboo-sounding affairs and had finally made up her mind, at long last, to give swinging a try.

		

		Even now, as she readied herself for the party, she still fretted over whether or not she had made the right decision. What if she went to this ‘dance’--and no one asked her to…dance?

		

		What if her assessment of her own physical charms turned out to have been much too forgiving? What if the swingers at the party this evening merely smiled politely at the older lady sitting at the bar and passed her by, choosing instead to “swing” with the younger, hotter women who would no doubt be in abundant supply at a gathering such as this one?

		

		I’ve got to try, dammit, she told herself firmly as she applied the make up, that last disastrous…date a week ago, with that idiot I met online, convinced me!

		

		Since her husband of twenty-six years—her sweet, loving, funny, and oh, so sexy Ralph--had died in a car accident three years ago, Regan had been to bed with exactly four other men.

		

		She had waited a year before even attempting to find a new partner, out of respect to Ralph’s memory, contenting herself—just barely—with racy movies on cable television and a vibrator she had purchased online, to save herself the embarrassment of an in-person trip to an adult novelties store.

		

		Regan wondered if other women her age still enjoyed the intense desire for sexual fulfillment that she did—was it possible that her abiding beauty went hand in hand with having such a lively libido?

		

		She didn’t know. All she knew was that she and Ralph had enjoyed a wonderful, very intimate and satisfying sex life together from the time they had met, just out of college, until the very week of his death.

		

		Her Ralph had been a man of vast appetites. To be crude about it; he’d always wanted a piece of ass, and she—so ladylike and refined on the surface—had always been more than eager to provide it for him!

		

		She grinned into the mirror, remembering the first time she’d fellated him fully, swallowing his semen when he’d come, back when they were dating; she recalled the first time she’d let him talk her into trying anal sex, and the first time she had bashfully masturbated herself to a climax in front of her young husband, while he’d stroked off that magnificent penis of his all over her orgasming body as she got herself off for his voyeuristic pleasure!

		

		“We had such naughty bedroom fun together, for so many years,” she whispered aloud, remembering the joy of it all.

		

		The memory of those happy times was so sweet that she felt tears forming in her eyes as she recalled them. Using all of her will power, she drew herself up and said aloud, in a stern voice, rigid with self-control, “No, God damn it, no crying! I’m not doing this make up over again. Get a grip, girl!”

		

		She hurried to finish up and get out of the bathroom and into her bedroom, to dress for the party. As she worked on the last touches of her make up, she surreptitiously checked out her naked breasts in the mirror.

		

		Regan had to smile proudly at what she saw. Earlier in life, she’d been disappointed that her breasts had not grown larger. She’d even considered getting implants once; sure that Ralph would have just loved a pair of big, round, bouncy super-tits to play with in bed!

		

		Now she was glad she hadn’t succumbed to that temptation. Her conical-shaped breasts still hovered right on the line between a “B” and a “C” cup; big enough to attract the eye of most men, but not so large that age and gravity had ravaged them.

		

		She had seen enough huge, saggy dugs during her better than twenty years of thrice-weekly visits to the gym to eventually realize that, after a girl turned forty, she usually paid a big price—in the attractiveness department—for having big breasts.

		

		Finished with her make up, Regan turned and examined her backside in the mirror, once again pleased with what she saw. Her butt didn’t look twenty-five anymore, by any stretch of the imagination, but it was superb for her age.

		

		It was her rigorous gym routine that had kept her middle-aged bottom relatively shapely and tight, of course; no droop there to speak of and, while the backs of her thighs did show just the lightest traces of cellulite, it wasn’t pronounced. Also, thank God, she had somehow managed to avoid developing those ugly varicose veins that seemed to plague so many of her older friends at the gym.

		

		The phone rang and Regan dashed out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom to pick it up. The caller ID showed that it was Liz Henry.

		

		“Hey, Liz, I’m just finishing getting ready,” she said as she picked up the phone and took it back into the bathroom for one last check in the mirror.

		

		“Good, we’ll be there in about fifteen minutes to pick you up,” Liz’s bright, cheerful voice announced. “Are you excited about tonight?”

		

		“Excited…terrified would be closer to the mark,” Regan admitted to her young friend. “I hope to hell that you and Wyatt have time to come up and have at least one courage-fortifying drink with me before we go.”

		

		“Sure,” Liz told her, “but there’s really nothing for you to worry about, Regan. You’re going to have a blast tonight; just wait and see.”

		

		****

		

		The doorman buzzed at seven, announcing that a Mr. and Mrs. Wyatt Henry were downstairs. She told him to send them up and finished the scotch and water she was drinking.

		

		Before the doorbell rang about ninety seconds later, she’d had time to make herself another moderately strong version of the same drink. She crossed the living room of her stylish, professionally-decorated tenth floor apartment and opened the door for her young visitors.

		

		“Regan, you look wonderful,” Wyatt Henry, a tall, strapping, very handsome young man in his early thirties, who had light brown hair and a winning smile, told her, as he stepped into the lavish apartment and gave her light kiss on the cheek. “That dress is gorgeous, and it shows off that terrific figure of yours to a tee.”

		

		Liz Henry came in right behind her husband, beaming at Regan. She quickly bestowed an air kiss on her friend’s cheek and then stepped back to take in the low-cut black evening dress, the new, very stylish, very chic Jimmy Choo strappy platform sandals in a dazzling champagne glitter fabric, with a matching clutch purse which lay on the bar across the room. She nodded her approval.

		

		But, as her eyes swept back down Regan’s five foot, five body, her expression gradually changed to a frown. Liz leaned forward and peeked down into Regan’s decollage--and her frown deepened.

		

		“Come with me,” she said, extending her hand to her friend, “we’ll get that drink in a minute, but first I have to give you some swinger-party dress tips in the bedroom.”

		

		She glanced up at her husband and said, “Why don’t you be a dear and pour me a Crown Royal on the rocks, with just a splash of water, and yourself whatever it is you’re drinking tonight, darling, while we’re gone? We won’t be a minute, and you know where the bar is.”

		

		Leaving Wyatt to his bartending duties, she led Regan across the living room, down a short hallway, and into the master bedroom, closing the door behind them. Once inside, she turned the older woman around and immediately raised the bottom hem of her dress clear up to her waist, hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her pantyhose and then tugging them downward.

		

		“Pantyhose are always a bad idea at a swinger affair,” she said by way of an explanation, going down onto her knees as she eased the pantyhose down around Regan’s ankles.

		

		She helped the older woman out of her stylish sandals and took the offending hose completely off, telling her as she did so, “Your legs are still plenty tan from this summer, so you don’t really need these, dear. Plus, you’ll want to be able to get out of this dress and naked in a hurry tonight, if the situation calls for it. And pantyhose just slow you down.”

		

		As she helped Regan back into her shoes, she whispered, “And, in addition to that, there is no sexy way to remove a pair of pantyhose when you’re trying to strip your clothes off seductively in front of a man, trust me!”

		

		She stood in shock as the younger woman got back up on her feet and tossed the discarded hosiery onto the nearby bed. Regan was now dressed in only her newly purchased dress and a pair of French-cut, sheer panties, along with her frilly black bra.

		

		Liz then proceeded to shock her even further by unzipping the back of the dress, and pushing it off her friend’s shoulders, letting it slide down onto the carpet.

		

		“No bra, darling,” she whispered as she unsnapped and removed the frilly garment. “You have great tits, so you don’t need it. See, now, you can just let that special someone you’re going to meet at the party tonight unzip your dress, drop your panties, and you’ll be ready for him to just go ahead and nail you, okay?”

		

		Regan giggled like a schoolgirl at the crude concept of being “nailed”. She laughed so hard she feared her eyes would tear and she’d end up having to re-do her make up after all.

		

		When she had finally gotten control of herself again, she asked Liz, who was now zipping her gown back into place, “And just how do you know that an old lady like me is going to meet a ‘special someone’ who will want to ‘nail’ me tonight, as you so charmingly put it, Liz?”

		

		Clothing back in place and now meeting with her approval, Liz smiled and answered her friend confidently, “Because you’re a total babe, Regan. I don’t know how you manage it at your age, but I’ve seen that great body of yours naked enough times over the years at the gym to appreciate how hot it is. Believe me, your problem tonight won’t be finding willing partners--it will be choosing exactly which ones you want to fuck!”

		

		Regan tittered with laughter again at that bold statement by her young friend, and was still chuckling when the two of them emerged seconds later from the bedroom, headed for the bar. Wyatt handed his wife her drink and asked, “What’s so funny? Did I miss something?”

		

		“Regan thinks she might have trouble finding a partner tonight,” Liz told him, shaking her head after taking a sip of her Canadian whiskey, “if you can believe that.”

		

		Now Wyatt laughed, not as hard as Regan had, but he did get a good chuckle out of what his wife had just said. He looked over at his hostess, took a sip of the martini he’d made for himself and said, “That is funny, Regan, since I’m planning on taking a turn in bed with you tonight myself, if you’ll have me. I’ve always thought you were sexy as hell, ever since my wife first introduced us years ago.”

		

		Regan almost choked on her drink. Wyatt Henry, like his wife, was around thirty years old. He was tall, lean, and very athletic-looking, and had gorgeous brown eyes and a full head of nicely-barbered, silky brown hair. In short, he was a totally hunky young man, and he also had to be at least twenty years her junior!

		

		“You can’t be serious,” she told him, smiling despite herself. “Why would you want an old lady like me?”

		

		He stepped closer to her and gave her a very warm, flirty smile that she’d never seen before from him. After a moment, he whispered, “Because Regan, you’re very beautiful, extremely desirable, and you’ve got a body that just won’t quit. I’m dying to make love to you.”

		

		This is unbelievable, Regan thought, suddenly feeling right on the edge of panic.

		

		She glanced over at Liz, to see how she was reacting to this bold and blatant seduction attempt by her husband. Liz merely smiled back at her and raised her glass in a toast.

		

		“See, you’ve got one good-looking, sexy dude lined up already, Regan. My Wyatt is an excellent fuck, and he eats pussy like a lesbian. So you’ve already got a very sexy, fun evening ahead of you, and we haven’t even gotten to the party yet, darling; enjoy.”

		

		Regan took a big gulp of her scotch and water. She realized in that instant that Swinger Liz was a whole different animal than the perky, cute, relatively sedate Liz that she had known socially for years.

		

		It shocked her to the core that her young friend didn’t seem to be putting her on a bit with the candid, somewhat flip answer she’d just given her. Indeed, Wyatt’s wife didn’t seem to be upset in the least by his bold, unabashed sexual advances!

		

		“That’s the kind of party this is, remember?” Liz chided her gently after a small lag in the conversation. “I intend to fuck a goodly number of men tonight; and not one of them is going to be Wyatt—at least not until we get home, after the party’s over.”

		

		****

		

		At Regan’s insistence, they had a second round of drinks. She was still having trouble dealing with the fact that, if she chose to allow it, she was going to have sex with charming, gorgeous, sexy, young Wyatt Henry later tonight.

		

		He was a very successful young architect, already a partner in his firm, and Liz, of course, was one of her best friends. Liz had her own rapidly-expanding interior decorating business, and had re-decorated this very apartment for Regan, four years ago.

		

		This is so weird! She thought. They’ve been to dinner here a dozen times. They knew Ralph, and liked him. He and Ralph used to golf together at least twice a month. And all the time, Wyatt was…checking me out as a potential sex partner!

		

		“We really should be going,” he told her now. “We don’t want to be too late.”

		

		“Yeah, a lot of people are very excited about meeting you,” Liz added, finishing her own second drink.

		

		“Me…why on earth would a bunch of your swinger friends be excited about meeting me,” Regan asked.

		

		“Because you, my dear, are the rarest of animals,” Wyatt said, his grin returning. “You are what as known, in swinger parlance, as a unicorn.”

		

		Regan started and gave him a blank look. He shrugged and then explained, “One of the basic tenets of any swinger get-together is a strict ‘couples only’ policy for admission. That keeps parties from being over-populated with horny single men, or with guys who are married but whose wives refuse to swing with them and stay at home.”

		

		He finished his drink and placed it on the bar. Putting one arm around Regan and the other around his wife, he started them toward the front door.

		

		“The only exception to the ‘couples-only’ rule is unescorted women. They are always welcome, the theory being that you can never have enough, hot, available women at a swinger party.”

		

		As he removed his arms from their shoulders and opened the door for them, he finished with, “That being said, even though they’re always as welcome as can be, the incidence of unescorted women actually showing up at a swinger affair is so unusual that members refer to them as ‘unicorns’—animals so rare that you never really see one!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		They took a cab from Regan’s Nob Hill apartment to the stately townhouse over on Russian Hill where tonight’s party was being held. It was only a matter of a dozen blocks or so, but Wyatt Henry was too smart to take a chance on drinking and driving, in view of California’s stringent laws concerning DUI’s, and they certainly weren’t going to walk that far on the hilly streets with Regan and Liz in their high heels.

		

		“The Bay is beautiful tonight,” Regan commented, looking out of the cab window at the not too distant waters of San Francisco Bay.

		

		“It is, but not nearly as beautiful as the two stunners I’m sharing this cab with,” Wyatt commented gallantly, staring first at his wife and then at Regan.

		

		“Your husband is a shameless flatterer,” Regan said, smiling nevertheless at the nice compliment.

		

		“Why do you think I married him?” Liz asked. “He always makes me feel good, even when I’ve had a lousy day and the kids are being real pills. He’s a sliver-tongued devil, this one.”

		

		The cab pulled up in front of a three-story townhouse surrounded by black wrought-iron fencing with an elaborately filigreed gate at the center of it. Wyatt paid the cabbie and then held the unlocked gate open for them.

		

		They climbed the steps leading up to the front door, passing some perfectly-manicured landscaping on both sides of them as they made their way up the stairs. The stained-glass accented front door opened in less than thirty seconds after Wyatt rang the bell and a tall, very handsome man in his early-forties answered it.

		

		“Regan, this is my friend, Will Leland, our host for the evening,” Wyatt turned and told her with a smile.

		

		She smiled back and shook Will Leland’s offered hand, and then he turned her hand over and kissed the back of it, saying, “Charmed; you’re even lovelier than Liz told me you were, Regan. What a pleasure it is to meet you at last. Come in and let me introduce you to our merry little crew, won’t you?”

		

		For the next ten minutes or so, Regan met her fellow guests. There must have been thirty or forty people scattered about the magnificent townhouse’s bottom floor, all drinking and laughing and chatting gaily with one another.

		

		If she hadn’t known what sort of a party this was, Regan could have easily imagined herself a guest at any typical upscale cocktail gathering in San Francisco on a Saturday night--except for the casual semi-nudity, of course. Several of the women, including Will Leland’s lovely wife, Carolyn, had on sheer blouses worn with no bras underneath them, showcasing their breasts.

		

		At a normal cocktail party, dressing in such a manner would have been seen as an instance of shockingly bad taste. But here, at this assembly of hedonistic sex-aficionados, Regan supposed it was perfectly fine. No one seemed to take notice of it, actually, except for her, and she was careful not to let herself stare at all of the brazenly displayed female flesh.

		

		The men were all dressed in attire that was both casual and appropriate for a party such as this one. Sports coats worn over snug-fitting knit shirts, and slacks, and designer jeans were everywhere in evidence.

		

		Overall, the people gathered in the three large rooms--dining room, living room, and spacious kitchen--were a very attractive lot. Their ages ranged from a number of young men and women in their early twenties to one heavyset, jowly, not at all attractive man who was in his sixties. Regan had known him casually for years, having first been introduced to Reinhold Resler something like fifteen years ago, at a Mayor’s luncheon of some sort, as she recalled.

		

		He was quite a famous local celebrity, a newspaper columnist whose work was nationally syndicated and had been published additionally, in hardbound and soft cover editions, as collections of his most amusing columns.

		

		All of them had become international best-sellers. She had never for a moment, until now however, imagined that he might be a secret swinger!

		

		“Ah, the lovely Regan James,” Resler said, kissing her hand after shaking it, as her host for the evening had done earlier; the difference being that Resler was practically drooling over it, his blue eyes bright with obvious, lascivious interest in her, “I had never dared hope that a creature as lovely and enchanting as you would deign to enter our satyrical fold, and yet, here you stand, in all your womanly glory!”

		

		Regan laughed gaily and took her hand back from him. She said, “I assume you are using the adjective form of ‘satyr’ there, Riney, not the adjective for derisive humor, satire.”

		“You are quite correct,” answered Reinhold Resler, whom all of his friends and acquaintances called “Riney”. “And how very erudite and astute you are to have recognized it, Regan--we who are gathered here tonight are, indeed, a troupe of goat-footed, hairy-legged creatures who continually lust after gorgeous young nymphs such as yourself and chase them, in our minds, through the forest, in hopes of catching and ravishing them.”

		

		He grinned at her and then asked, “May I have the honor of chasing you through the woods later this evening, Regan? You’ll not be disappointed, I promise, when I finally corner you and violate that stunning body of yours with my long goat cock!”

		

		Regan giggled, imagining fat, grey-haired, full-bearded Reinhold Resler as a real satyr, complete with hairy goat legs and cloven hoofs—and, of course, a monstrously long goat penis, fully erect and ready to ravish her—chasing her around a bedroom. It was too funny!

		

		Just as she was about to answer him, she suddenly recalled some of what Liz had explained to her about swinger etiquette months ago, when they’d first begun to discuss the possibility of Regan joining Wyatt and her at a party like this one. According to Liz, one thing you didn’t ever have to do at one of these affairs was have sex with someone who didn’t appeal to you. Instead, you merely told him, “No, not right now, thanks,” and the undesired person would simply go away and try someone else.

		

		She started to tell the amusing, witty, painfully unattractive old newspaper columnist to do just that when she stopped herself. Riney was harmless and just looking for sex, like everyone else at this party…like Regan herself, when you thought about it…so why be mean to him?

		

		“Well, maybe,” she finally answered him in a teasing tone, “If I can fit you in, Riney. My dance card is filling up rapidly and I’m nowhere near as young as some of the beauties in attendance this evening. A girl my age has to pace herself. So we’ll see, all right?”

		

		“Excellent,” he told her, beaming at even the possibility of sharing a bed with her later, “I shall look forward to it.”

		

		“Well, that was very diplomatic of you,” her host, Will Leland, said as he led her away to introduce her to more of his guests. “Although I don’t think it was entirely honest on your part. Aside from Wyatt Henry and myself, I don’t recall anyone else being on your so-called ‘dance card’ as of yet.”

		

		Regan’s heart skipped a beat as she realized what her charming young host had just said, and what it meant! She turned to face him and asked, “You mean that you want to…?”

		

		“Of course,” he told her with big smile, “you’re gorgeous, sexy, smart, and totally captivating. Why wouldn’t I want to fuck you?”

		

		‘Fuck me’, my God--that sounds so…blunt, Regan thought, realizing that the unvarnished vocabulary employed in the swinger world would definitely take some getting used to.

		

		However, after considering his offer for another moment, she did flash Will Leland a tiny, slightly embarrassed smile in return and then nodded her head. It was just a quick little up and down nod, to let him know that she was accepting his lewd invitation, her heart racing at the risqué thought of being in bed with him later tonight.

		

		Wyatt and this charming, handsome Will fellow want to make love to me, both in one night! This party is going to be something to remember, even if no one else pays me any mind at all!

		

		Will introduced her to several more guests, and then escorted her over to the small bar in the corner of the spacious, high ceilinged living room and sat her on a stool. He smiled again and asked what her pleasure was.

		

		“Scotch and water,” she told him.

		

		“I have to attend to my hosting duties for another ten minutes or so, and then I think the two of us should take a tour of the upstairs bedrooms, don’t you, so that we can become better…acquainted?”

		

		Regan felt a little flutter of excitement at Will’s emphasis of the word “acquainted”. The flutter started in her clitoris and crackled right up her spine, into her nipples, which suddenly felt fully erect. Glancing downward, she noted that she had been right about that—they were now standing out visibly against the front of her gown, with no bra present to help conceal their suddenly aroused state.

		

		Will Leland had clearly noticed, too. He smiled--more of an ogling leer than a smile this time--made a scotch on the rocks to take along with him on his hosting rounds, plus one for her, and then took his leave.

		

		God, this is all moving so fast! Regan thought, sipping nervously at her drink. In ten minutes or so, I’m going to be upstairs, with a complete stranger, who is easily ten years younger than me…fucking him, as these swinger types so indelicately put it!

		

		She thought about that. It was exactly what she’d come here for tonight, now wasn’t it? What was going to happen in ten minutes was why she had finally given in and agreed to come to this party, after months of telling Liz ‘no’.

		

		It was just that now, it suddenly felt so real. Sitting in her kitchen, chatting with Liz over coffee, or whispering back and forth about the possibility of her trying out the swinger lifestyle as the two of them had been seated for lunch in a restaurant somewhere—that had been fun, exciting, and titillating to mull over.

		

		But it hadn’t been real to her. Now, abruptly, it was extremely real.

		

		Her mind drifted back to the first time they’d spoken about it.

		

		****

		

		Liz had been a close friend of hers for over seven years. That was how long it had been since the short, vivacious young brunette had joined the gym at which Regan had been a member for over twenty years, and had been assigned a locker just across the wooden bench that separated the two rows of lockers. They had thus ended up undressing and dressing in front of each other hundreds of times over the years, chatting casually and slowly getting to know one another. A friendship had gradually blossomed between the two of them.

		

		She had discovered that Liz did interior design and, since she’d been threatening, for five years at that point, to re-do her and Ralph’s whole condo, from top to bottom, she’d invited Liz over to take a look and give her an bid on the project.

		

		Regan had loved Liz’s ideas and had promptly signed the contract to have her re-do the place. She’d been delighted with the results, so much so, that she had invited Liz and her husband, Wyatt; to attend her first dinner party after the remodel had been completed.

		

		Wyatt and Ralph had hit it off immediately, quickly bonding over a mutual love for golf, and had promptly made at date to play the very next Sunday morning. And so started the friendship that had eventually landed Regan on the stool where she now sat, waiting for a stranger to come and take her upstairs and…fuck her!

		

		She sighed, and fixed herself another strong scotch and water, remembering how shocked she had been when she had first learned about Liz and Wyatt’s active participation in the swinger sex scene.

		

		They were such a cute, dynamic, fun young couple. They had two lovely kids, Wyatt junior, and Katrina, who were five and three, respectively. And their home in the San Francisco Marina District was a showplace—the two of them seemingly had it all.

		

		And yet their marriage had, according to Liz, gone slightly stale, after eight years, the two kids, and their two demanding professional careers. Their love life had gradually tapered off to virtual non-existence, from what Liz had shared with her.

		

		Mutually desperate to find something that would spice up their relationship, Liz had stumbled across an article about the recent resurgence of the “swinger lifestyle”. Intrigued, she’d researched it, and shared her findings with Wyatt, who was at first very skeptical about the whole idea, but who had gradually come around to her point of view and agreed to try it.

		

		That had been two years ago. Now, they were regular attendees at lavish parties such as this one, thrown by the members of their exclusive little swingers group.

		

		Liz had told Regan that the club’s total membership was right at sixty people, or thirty couples, but that only twenty or thirty people usually showed up at a party. There were generally two parties a month, so not everyone came to every get together.

		

		Regan looked around and realized that this was an unusually well attended event. There were at least forty people here tonight, from what she’d seen during her introductory tour with her host.

		

		Maybe they all came to see that rarest of beasts…the unicorn, she thought somewhat tipsily, finishing her scotch and pouring yet another one.

		

		She was nervous, now that the big moment was at hand, and the booze would—she hoped—help to calm her nerves. Regan sipped the new drink and reflected upon her own journey toward this night.

		

		After Ralph had suddenly been taken from her, she hadn’t dated at all for that first year. But then she’d finally managed to pluck up her courage, and had ventured out to meet men, first trying a singles club which, unfortunately, had turned out to have been populated by the biggest assortment of nut cases and losers she had ever imagined. Next, she had signed up for an online dating service.

		

		She had slept with four of the men she had carefully culled from all of the prospective leads and the boring, I-hate-this-guy dates she’d gone out on through the service. None of the men she’d slept with had excited her the way Ralph had, but she had been almost desperate for some loving by then—vibrators were over-rated as a substitute for men, as far as she was concerned—she craved a real, live man to hold her close after the sex was over, to cuddle her, to…make love to her, the way Ralph had.

		

		Barring that, she at least wanted a guy who could excite her and give her--to use the blunt swinger terminology for it—a proper fucking! None of the men she’d been with so far since Ralph had even managed to do that part effectively.

		

		Oh, they had fucked her, all right; just not very well. All four of the men she’d slept with since becoming a widow had left her feeling used and, at the same time, still hungering for more and better sex.

		

		The most recent one, last week, had been the straw that had truly broken the camel’s back. He had been not bad looking, forty-eight, reasonably trim and in shape.

		

		But his poor little penis had only been about five inches in length when it finally got semi-stiff. And that was after Regan had sucked it for twenty minutes straight--using every trick she knew, gleaned from twenty-six years of a very successful marriage, plus everything she’d learned while dating, before she’d met Ralph. And then, when her date for the evening had finally gotten hard enough to penetrate her, he had, disappointingly, gone off inside her after only about ten jack rabbit-quick strokes!

		

		She had even let him spend the night, in hopes of a more successful round two. But he had never managed to get hard again, despite her best attempts to help him do so once more, even in the morning when, from her experience, most men awoke with an erection.

		

		That had done it. She’d called Liz that very day and the two of them had really gotten serious in their discussions about Regan trying the swinger route to sexual pleasure.

		

		So now, here she sat, still wondering if she’d made the right decision.

		

		“Well, are you ready for the grand tour?” Will Leland asked at that moment, returning to the bar.

		

		He made himself another drink, and one for her, and put his arm on her shoulder. “Let me show you around upstairs, what do you say, beautiful lady?”

		

		Regan gathered herself, fought down her rising panic, stood up, and took his offered arm. She smiled up at him, her smile feeling wooden and stiff with apprehension, but still in place, and said simply, “All right.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		“This is a lovely townhouse,” she said as they climbed the stairs together.

		

		“It is.” Will agreed. “I must admit that I didn’t have much to do with choosing it, though. I grew up here. It belonged to my parents, until they died some years back in a plane crash, so now it’s mine.”

		

		“When was it built?”

		

		“In nineteen-nineteen, a little over a decade after the Great Earthquake that leveled most of the city,” Will replied. “Of course, it’s been remodeled and up-dated at least three times since then, the last time being five years ago, when my wife hired Liz to re-do it.”

		

		“Money well spent,” Regan commented, looking around at the beautifully refinished wood banister and the just-right combination of wallpaper, paint, and carpeting, “she did an excellent job.”

		

		“We like it,” he replied as they reached the top of the staircase. “This floor is all bedrooms and guest bathrooms. The master bedroom is just here. May I show it to you, Regan?”

		

		She felt her heart start to hammer even harder inside her chest but, summoning all of her courage, she answered softly, “Of course, I’d love to see it.”

		

		The room was large. A king bed with a canopy over it stood as the centerpiece. It was oak, with matching nightstands, each containing a lamp, and both of them were turned down to their lowest settings, giving the high-ceilinged room a soft, inviting ambience.

		

		Wordlessly, he tossed down the last of his scotch and then took her half-empty glass from her as well. He went over and placed them on a pair of coasters atop a nearby dressing table and then returned to where she stood, watching him.

		

		Will Leland gathered Regan into his arms and kissed her. She shivered against him, nervous as hell, wanting this so badly—this contact, this sweet pressing of his manly flesh against hers—but apprehensive about it at the same time.

		

		Her host seemed to have no such hesitation. His tongue tapped insistently at her lips and, with a soft little moan, she opened them for him.

		

		An electric thrill shot through her as their tongues met and dueled inside her mouth. Will’s tasted so sweet, and it felt so very sensual and exciting, caressing hers, that she felt herself begin to get wet…down there…almost immediately.

		

		Regan’s nipples came erect just as quickly and she guessed that Will must have felt that, even through the thin knit shirt he wore and her dress front, because he pulled his mouth from hers and whispered, “Let’s take this off, shall we?”

		

		Before she could answer, he was unzipping her dress and unsnapping the top of it, lowering it off her shoulders so that she could step out of it. Regan recalled her earlier trip into the bedroom at home, with Liz, and having her pantyhose and bra removed.

		

		She had to admit, it did speed things up considerably. As she stepped clear of her dress and Will tossed it onto a wing chair near the bed, she was now found herself dressed only in her stylish Jimmy Choo’s and her sheer panties!

		

		“So lovely,” he whispered, staring unabashedly at her nearly naked form. “God, but you’re a beauty, Regan.”

		

		He kissed her again, whisking the panties off as he did so. Their tongues met once more and Regan sighed, her breasts jerking in unison against his chest, her vagina leaking lubricant furiously.

		

		Will let one hand trail down her naked back; stopped to caress each butt cheek for a moment, then slowly brought his roving hand around to the front of her body and slipped a finger into her very wet opening. Regan moaned as he began to toy with her fully erect clit while they kissed.

		

		She worked her hips against the invading, very welcome finger, telling herself that she was behaving like a shameless slut, but seemingly unable to control her own body. It just felt so good…to be held like this…kissed like this…caressed as gently and as adeptly as Will was caressing her right now!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” she murmured, loving every second of it, her need rising with every heartbeat.

		

		Will kissed her for another full minute and then stepped back, panting for breath, his green eyes blazing with desire for her. He yanked his shirt free of his waistband and whisked it up over his head.

		

		As the discarded shirt joined Regan’s dress on the chair, she eyed his strong, muscular chest and ran her fingers though the thick mat of curly black hair she found there. He opened his slacks and dropped them to the carpet.

		

		She stared down at his boxers, smiling as she saw the big bulge behind them. She caught herself actually licking her lips in anticipation.

		

		There’s a lot more than five inches there, she thought to herself excitedly. Will Leland looks to be what we girls used to call…well-hung…back in high school!

		

		He tugged the shorts downward, revealing his half hard, eight inch penis, much to Regan’s delight. Will took her by the hand and walked her around to the side of the bed, sitting down next to her on it, so that he could wrestle his shoes and socks off after kicking out of his slacks and boxer shorts. While he was at it, he undid her sandals, leaving her as naked as he was.

		

		“You’re a vision of loveliness with your clothes off, Regan,” he whispered as he moved back into the middle of the bed, taking her with him. “I can’t wait to fuck that beautiful little pussy of yours!”

		

		He moved in between her legs, bent and kissed her belly. Looking up at her, a mischievous gleam in his eyes, he added, “But first I want to taste it.”

		

		Regan sucked in a breath. Ralph had regularly licked her clit for her, but her other four miserable excuses for lovers since him hadn’t taken the time for such niceties in foreplay—one of the reasons that they had failed so miserably to please her in bed. But sexy, sure-of-himself Will Leland wasn’t at all like them, as she was rapidly discovering.

		

		Her handsome host kissed his way down her tummy, past the tiny hedgerow of close-cropped auburn pubic fur than ran across the top of her mons—the rest of her lush bush long since vanished in favor of the latest fashion among the younger women at her gym, the Brazilian bikini wax—and then proceeded to run just the tip of his tongue from the bottom of her waxed-bare slit to the top.

		

		“Mmmmmm, such a pretty little pussy, darling,” he complimented her, just before he unleashed that tongue on it.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” she whispered eagerly as he plunged his wriggly tongue into her juicy depths, right across her erect clit, “oh, yes, just like that! Use that naughty tongue on me, darling!”

		

		Will Leland took his time. He kissed and licked and caressed her until Regan was moaning constantly, tossing her long sable and cinnamon-colored mane from side to side as she thrashed about in rising ecstasy.

		

		She hadn’t felt anything nearly this wonderful since Ralph had died! Will was a master with his tongue and lips, and he seemed to sense just what she craved as he reached up and toyed with her distended nipples with his fingertips as he continued to lick her.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, Will, you’re driving me crazy!” she sighed as she neared her first orgasm of the night.

		

		Slowly, leaving her hanging just at the cusp of a furious climax, he backed off of his oral and manual attentions. She gasped and opened her eyes, which had gradually closed as she had approached sexual Nirvana.

		

		He had risen up onto his knees between her splayed open legs, his long, thick cock now fully erect.

		

		“Do you want it?” he asked her, moving forward on his knees until the tip of his hard on was right at her flooded gates.

		

		He tapped her super-sensitive clit with the fat, plum-shaped head of his penis, sending a shockwave of pre-orgasmic pleasure shooting through her. She gasped and nodded her head vigorously.

		

		“God, yes, you know I want it!” she hissed excitedly.

		

		“What do you want, Regan, you little beauty? What exactly is it you want?”

		

		Regan sucked in a breath, so anxious for his penetration that she could barely speak. She knew what he wanted to hear from her, and she gave it to him, gladly.

		

		“Fuck me!” she whispered urgently, “Oh, God, fuck my hot pussy with that huge cock of yours, you big teaser!”

		

		Will Leland smiled and slipped the head of his magnificent, engorged manhood into her. Regan groaned and pushed her hips up off the bed, spearing another three inches of the warm, solid flesh into her slick opening.

		

		“Give me all of it,” she begged him shamelessly, “fuck me! Fuck me hard and make me come!”

		

		He did just as she asked. In seconds he was lying on top of her, just the way she wanted him, his long cock filling her needy pussy all the way up, his hips drilling it in and out of her as she moaned and wrapped her arms around his back.

		

		“Oh, yes,” she sighed, working her hips under him, timing her upward thrusts with his downward ones, “that’s perfect, do it just like that, darling, I want it just like that--Fuckmefuckmefuckme!”

		

		She chanted the obscene phrase over and over again in his ear, like some sort of lewd mantra, as he gave it to her hard and deep, just the way she’d hungered for it. Regan was in heaven. This was an incredible fuck; just what she’d been pining for ever since Ralph had been taken from her!

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, it’s so great,” she wheezed, back once more on the edge the massive climax she was seeking. “Oh, do it to me. Fuck me hard, you gorgeous man!”

		

		Will rammed her again and again, breathing heavily with the effort it took to ream out her snug sheath, just the way she’d hoped he would. He panted in her ear, “God, you’re a hell of a fuck, Regan! Your pussy is terrific, and you sure know how to move that sweet little ass of yours!”

		

		Regan purred. She loved this!

		

		This hot, wild, carefree swinger sex was wonderful. Will was an incredible lover and his beautifully obscene, heartfelt compliments about what a hot…piece of ass she was absolutely thrilled her in a way nothing else ever had!

		

		“Oh, oh, damn,” he suddenly rasped, sounding a bit surprised, “gonna’ come. I’m gonna’ come right in that tight little pussy of yours, baby!”

		

		Regan’s clit went off like a bomb exploding as soon as she heard that. She whimpered with fulfilled lust and jammed her hips upward, sheathing him as deeply inside her as she could get him as she started to shiver through the best orgasm she’d had in years!

		

		“Shoot it,” she pleaded, “oh, God, come in me! Give me that hot stuff, darling!”

		

		Will Leland threw back his head and roared out his intense pleasure as he bathed her insides with six massive jets of come. Regan held on, her inner walls grabbing at him as he unloaded in her, her clit still going off furiously as they both climaxed together.

		

		“God, that was wonderful,” she sighed contentedly when he finally became too soft to stay inside her and pulled out. “I won’t lie to you. That was the best sex I’ve had in years. Thank you, Will.”

		

		He smiled at her and shook his head. “Thank you. You were magnificent, Regan, though I fear I was barely even adequate.”

		

		She started at that and he went on to add sheepishly, “I came so quickly. Normally, I’d have ridden a true beauty like you to at least a second orgasm; possibly even to a third, if you’re multi-orgasmic, the way so many sexy women such as yourself tend to be.”

		

		His smile turned wry as he admitted, “You were so hot, so exciting to fuck that I lost control, I’m afraid. I’ll watch that the next time we share a bed together. Give me another chance, at the next party we attend together, and I’ll fuck your lights out for you, gorgeous, I promise!”

		

		He then eased himself off the bed and went into the bathroom, leaving Regan lying on the bedspread, his semen leaking out of her very satisfied…pussy, her head spinning.

		

		He’ll fuck me even better next time, as if that wasn’t marvelous enough? She thought happily, somewhat awed by that possibility!

		

		****

		

		A half an hour later, Regan found herself sitting on her favorite barstool again, sipping at a scotch and soda, a goofy, very pleased-with-herself smile on her face, ruminating about the swinger lifestyle and thinking about how alluring she suddenly found it to be. She added more scotch to her drink and sighed, remembering what a nice cock Will Leland had and how wonderful it had felt inside her.

		

		“Well, swallowed any good canaries lately, kitten?” she heard Wyatt Henry’s familiar voice whisper in her ear. “That’s quite a smile you’re wearing on that pretty face of yours.

		

		She turned and looked at him, still smiling. “Wouldn’t you like to know, handsome?

		

		“I already know.” He winked at her. “I just had a most interesting chat with our host and he told me that you are a true scorcher in bed, darling. Shall we?”

		

		He offered her his arm. She slugged down the rest of her scotch, took his extended arm, and stood up to accompany him upstairs.

		

		“I’m kicking myself for spending too much time gabbing with everyone and missing out on being first man in bed with you tonight, Regan,” he confided as he escorted her up the stairs for the second time that evening.

		

		When they reached the second floor landing, he guided her down the hall, past the master bedroom, to one of the numerous guest rooms. Once inside, he started to close the door and then asked her, “Open or closed, are you shy about people seeing you naked?”

		

		Regan’s eyes shot open at that. She wondered, whatever does he mean?

		

		“Oh, I keep forgetting, you’re new to all of this,” he apologized.

		

		Taking off his sport coat and tossing it on top of the dresser, he explained, “At most swinger parties, there is what’s called closed and open swinging. If a couple or couples just want to get it on together, with no one else watching, they close the door and lock it. That’s closed swinging.

		

		He crossed the small room and turned the bedside lamp down low, just like the ones in the master bedroom had been when she and Will had made love there. Then he went back over to the dresser and removed his pullover sweater-shirt, baring his muscular, nearly hairless chest.

		

		She couldn’t help comparing Wyatt’s yummy-looking physique to Will Leland’s, and deciding that both of them were sexy as they could be. Regan’s eyes grew wide again as his hands went down to his belt buckle and undid it.

		

		“That door is still open,” he said, nodding toward it as he unzipped his slacks. “If we leave it that way, passing swingers will feel free to watch us have sex. And, if they like what they see going on in here, they might ask permission to come in and join us.”

		

		“Join us?” Regan’s voice was a shocked squeak.

		

		“Sure,” Wyatt said, kicking off his loafers, “you know; say the two of us were doing it doggie style on the bed and a hot looking guy and his gorgeous wife asked if they could play, too. If we like their looks, we’d say ‘sure, come on in’, and then he’d be fucking you instead of me, and I’d start fucking his wife.”

		

		“R-Right here…in the same room?” she managed to stammer.

		

		“Right on the same bed, next to each other,” Wyatt said, grinning. “Liz and I love doing that. I really get off on watching her getting fucked by some other guy, especially if he’s got an enormous dick or something, while I’m right there next to her doing the guy’s date or wife or whoever.”

		

		A searing flash of taboo excitement rocketed up Regan’s spine, direct from her suddenly throbbing clitoris, as she imagined her young friend, Liz, getting fucked with her handsome husband looking on, while he was doing it to some other girl at the same time.

		

		What bold, convention-defying hedonists these swingers are! Don’t they ever get jealous?

		

		“So,” Wyatt asked her, dropping his pants to the floor and then pointing at the door, “what do you say, honey, open or closed?”

		

		Regan thought furiously for long moments. She had never considered herself to be, even vaguely, any sort of an exhibitionist.

		

		But then again, she wasn’t particularly shy about undressing in front of a bunch of women—some of whom she scarcely knew--at the gym. Could she do this? Could she get naked and…fuck Wyatt; knowing other people might watch her do it?

		

		Some of this wild, swinger party atmosphere must be rubbing off on me, she thought, for me to even consider leaving that door open. What I’m about to do, fucking another woman’s husband--and her a dear friend of mine at that--is crazy enough behavior, all by itself, without doing it in front of other people!

		

		“What’s your preference?” she suddenly asked Wyatt, turning the tables on him, taking pride in thinking up this momentary diversion to keep her from being the one forced to make the decision.

		

		“Oh, open, of course,” he said, grinning back at her, “I’m not shy at all about getting it on in front of other people. For example, I just love the orgy room, didn’t Liz tell you that?”

		

		“W-What’s the…orgy room?” Regan asked, suddenly feeling as if the ground was shifting under her feet again.

		

		“At some swinger parties,” he patiently explained, “especially big ones like this, there’s a special room, designated as the orgy room. It’s usually nearly dark inside, and there are mattresses on the floor and, in some cases, mirrors on the walls, and even on the ceiling sometimes, so you can watch yourself being utterly debauched with all of the other swingers in the room.”

		

		He waggled his eyebrows at her and then added, “Everyone fucks and sucks everyone in the orgy room. Nothing is really off limits in there; except maybe male-on-male sex. That’s generally frowned upon, but girl-girl sex is not only all right…it’s encouraged!”

		

		Regan’s head began to spin again. She imagined herself in a darkened room like the one he had just described, surrounded by naked, horny men, and female-loving women! She saw, in her mind’s eye, all of them caressing her skin, licking it, slipping tongues into her…and impossibly long, hard cocks as well, surrounding her, taking her…fucking her…over and over again…

		

		“So, open or closed?” Wyatt asked again.

		

		“Open, I guess,” she heard herself whisper nervously.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Excellent choice,” Wyatt told her, dropping his boxers to the carpet.

		

		Regan felt her jaw drop open. Realizing that this was a far from ladylike pose, she quickly closed her mouth once more, but her eyes were still frozen on Wyatt’s remarkable manhood.

		

		That thing’s got to be at least nine inches long! She marveled. And it’s as big around as my wrist--I doubt I can even get that monster inside me! How come Liz never mentioned that she was married to a man who had a cock like a porn star?

		

		“Like it?” he asked, reaching down and taking it between his forefinger and thumb and playfully waggling it at her. “As you can no doubt see, it likes you a lot. I’m already hard as a rock, just thinking about fucking you, Regan. And you’ve still got all of your clothes on.”

		

		In two big strides, he had stepped out of his pants and shorts and was standing right in front of her, clad only in his socks. He reached around behind her and undid the hook at the top of her gown and then unzipped it.

		

		“But we can fix that ‘still got all your clothes on’ situation easily enough, just watch,” he whispered, pulling her dress free from her shoulders and dropping it down around her ankles.

		

		“Goddamn, I’ve wanted to see this hot body of yours naked since the first day I met you,” he sighed, staring blissfully at her nearly nude form. “And it sure doesn’t disappoint. You’re gorgeous, Regan. Will Leland was right when he told me that this body of yours is a work of art.”

		

		Regan stood rooted to the carpet, not knowing exactly what to say in reply to that lascivious…compliment. This was such a difficult situation—much weirder than her first liaison of the evening, with sexy Will Leland had been, she realized now—largely because her first swinger sex partner had been a virtual stranger. She’d known Wyatt; and his wife of course, for years and had come to regard them as close friends.

		

		“You’re sure Liz is going to be okay with this?” she asked as he stepped closer and removed her panties, leaving her totally naked except for her sandals.

		

		“The last time I saw Liz, she was heading upstairs with two really nice-looking young fellows, Bob Carlisle and Tracy Lang, who are hung like a pair of stallions,” Wyatt assured her. “By now, she’s got a huge dick up her ass and the other one up her pussy, riding them like a cowgirl, trust me. I’ve seen her do it often enough.”

		

		Regan’s jaw dropped open again. She couldn’t help it, imagining petite, perky little Liz with two huge penises shoved into her small body at once, doing…that!

		

		“She…she really does it that way?” she asked Wyatt.

		

		“All the time at these parties,” he grinned back at her, easing her down onto the bed so that he could remove her shoes, “she loves it, too. It’s called a DP, that’s short for double penetration. Liz loves anal to start with, so one more prick, up her pussy, at the same time is just a double treat for a hottie like my Lizzy.”

		

		The shoes came off, along with Wyatt’s socks, and then he reached over and took her hand and placed it around his stiff cock and then swept her into his arms and kissed her. Regan’s grip automatically tightened around the big cylinder of male flesh and her mouth came open immediately this time, with no urging from Wyatt.

		

		She lapped at his tongue, quavering in his warm embrace, his cock feeling utterly wonderful in her hand. Her nipples went stiff against his muscular chest right away and she began to absently stroke the loose skin on his hard on up and down as the searing kiss went on and on.

		

		God, but I’ve missed this so much, she told herself, adoring how it felt to be held by a strong man, to feel the proof of his desire for her, hard and hot in her fist, to revel in the feel of his lips on hers, his tongue making sweet love to the inside of her mouth!

		

		She tried to forget that this was the husband of one of her dearest friends. She tried to push from her thoughts the fact that what they were doing together right now would be considered perverse and twisted and just utterly…wrong by almost everyone she knew.

		

		Instead, she tried to focus on how good it felt, how sweet his tongue was in her mouth, how swollen her nipples were, and how wet her…pussy was getting!

		

		There, I’ve let myself use the word again! She thought defiantly. This hot, juicy slit between my legs isn’t my vagina anymore; from now on it’s my pussy or my twat or even, God help me, my cunt!

		

		She thought, here I am, about to fuck one of my best friend’s husband, so I guess I’m officially a swinger now. I might as well start thinking and talking like one!

		

		Wyatt broke off the kiss and manhandled her back onto the queen bed with him. He whispered, “Jesus, but you’re a hot-blooded little thing, Regan. I’m going to fuck you like a jackhammer breaking up pavement here in a minute. But I’d like a little head first. Would you do that for me, do you want to suck that big cock you’ve got in your hand a little before I fuck you with it?”

		

		Regan stared down at the huge fistful of prick she still held clenched in her fist and felt her clit throb hard as she imagined licking it…sucking it for this sexy, horny, beautiful young man.

		

		“God, yes!” she sighed, immediately turning over onto her stomach and working her way down on the bed until her head was even with it.

		

		He had already rolled onto his back and she slid in between his legs, her mouth right over his pulsing manhood. It was so beautiful. The skin was light-hued but the head was a soft, pinkish-red and was a big around as a small tangerine.

		

		She brought it downward an inch or so with her fingertips, lining it up just right, and then stuck her tongue out and licked slowly all around it, savoring the smoothness of his skin against her tongue, the slick consistency of it as her saliva coated it, the unique maleness of its taste.

		

		With a little mewl of pure lust, she slipped it into her mouth and began to suck, moving her lips forward, taking another few inches inside.

		

		“Fuck, you’re a beautiful woman, Regan,” he sighed contentedly. “That’s it, suck it, suck my big cock and then I’ll bang the bejeezus out of you with it.”

		

		“Ummmmmm,” murmured happily and ate another inch or two of it on her next downward pass, her tongue going crazy around its swollen girth.

		

		Regan loved doing this. Sucking cock had always struck her as being so deliciously nasty and completely out of character from her usual, prim and proper persona that she had simply adored it from the very first time she had reluctantly let an old high school boyfriend talk her into trying it. That had been some thirty-five years ago. She’d been fifteen and almost completely innocent at the time, but she’d fallen in love with committing this forbidden, totally lewd act, right from the very start.

		

		Slurping happily away on the biggest one of these she’d ever had her lips around before, Regan recalled with glee the first time she’d sucked Ralph off completely and swallowed his semen for him. He’d been so delightfully shocked to find that his good girl knew a few naughty tricks of her own that she’d made it a point do it frequently for him over the years, ever since that first magical blowjob, right up until the time he’d been so abruptly taken from her three years ago.

		

		God, but I’ve missed this, too, she thought, really getting into sucking Wyatt’s gorgeous cock, this is such fun! I wonder how much of him I can swallow before I choke?

		

		Regan was under no illusion that she could take all of him. She remembered fondly the day, right after they’d first been married; when she and Ralph had been fooling around together in the little office/sewing room/guest bedroom of their first two bedroom apartment, and one thing had led to another, as it so often did with newlyweds.

		

		She’d been naked on the double bed with him and just before he’d mounted up on her, she’d grabbed a tape measure she’d been using for a sewing project she’d had under way and had playfully measured his hard on with it. Seven and a half inches, he’d been, not a centimeter longer.

		

		The dick she had between her lips at the moment was at least nine inches, perhaps a bit longer. She had managed to deep throat Ralph a number of times, after years of practice, but he had still managed to make her choke occasionally. So there was no way all of Wyatt’s mighty cock was going all the way down her throat this evening.

		

		“Damn, babe, you’re a terrific little cocksucker!” Wyatt sighed just then. “You really get into it, don’t you?”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Regan murmured, licking and sucking and moving her head up and down on his marvelous hunk of male flesh even faster.

		

		He grinned up at her, watching her antics, flat on his back as she blew him. After another minute or so, he reluctantly halted her frantic head movements.

		

		“I’d love to get a complete blowjob from you sometime, honey,” he said softly, easing her lips back up and off his granite-hard erection, “but I really want to sample that beautiful little pussy of yours. And if I let you keep sucking me as good as you just were, I’d be going off in that talented mouth of yours very soon.”

		

		Regan stared at him across the flat expanse of his six-pack abs and taut tummy. She smiled and whispered, “Was it really that good? I’m so out of practice, with Ralph being gone. I was afraid I’d forgotten how to do the way a man really likes it.”

		

		He laughed and did a half a sit up, reaching for her, pulling her up onto his chest, telling her, “You were sensational. If I didn’t want to fuck you so badly, I’d have been ecstatic to let you finish me off that way.”

		

		His eyes still holding hers, he reached down and set the head of his cock against her extremely wet, excited pussy lips and pushed upward. Regan sucked in a breath as she felt his incredibly thick knob of flesh ease her juicy labia apart.

		

		Two more inches fed up into her as she let a little more of her weight down, and then two more. It felt so unbelievably good to have a cock inside her again, a real man’s cock. If Will’s had felt great, Wyatt’s even bigger one felt absolutely sensational!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, Liz is such a lucky girl,” she breathed as she took the last of him, her pussy lips stuffed with him, as they came to rest against his bristly pubic fur. “What a huge cock you’ve got, Wyatt, darling.”

		

		“The better to fuck you with,” he laughed staring up at her, a gleeful smile on his handsome face, “to modify a phrase from the Big Bad Wolf.”

		

		His grin grew even wider as he stirred his hips around beneath her, mashing his fat cock against her very erect clit, drawing a tiny gasp of unexpected pleasure from her.

		

		He said, “You don’t know how often I’ve dreamed about doing this with you. I think Liz is convinced I have a real crush on you, Regan.”

		

		She moaned as he increased the pressure just slightly on her clit and reached up to claim an erect nipple in each hand. He used them to tug her downward with and, as she leaned down closer to him, she whispered, “Well…do you? Do you have a crush on me, you bad boy?”

		

		He released her breasts and wrapped his strong arms around her back and kissed her, his tongue shooting up into her mouth. She moaned more loudly this time and started to ride him, working her hips up and down on the magnificent cock buried up inside her.

		

		“Mmmmmm, mmmmmmmmm!” she murmured as her hips picked up speed.

		

		It just felt so unbelievably good, getting fucked this way! She mentally blessed Liz for talking her into coming to this party. She loved sex so much—she hadn’t realized how much she had truly missed it until tonight. Will and Wyatt had forced her to remember just how much she did love this!

		

		There was no sound for long moments, except for the smack of her pelvis against his as she tossed her hips up and down atop his wonderfully long, thick hardness. She was loving every second of this—it felt utterly magical!

		

		“Oh, God, dear God it feels good,” she sighed, finally breaking off the kiss at last. “Thank you, Wyatt. Thank you so much for not taking no for an answer when it came to having sex with me. I love your big cock up inside of me—I just love it!”

		

		He grinned at her and abruptly turned his hips, hard, rolling her over onto her back, with him still buried deep inside her. He whispered, “I’ve got to fuck you now, Regan. I’ve got to really give it to you. You’re so fucking pretty and I’ve wanted you for so long!”

		

		She gasped as he yanked his huge cock nearly free of her tightness and then hammered it down into her all the way again. He did it again, and then again, his hips moving faster and faster.

		

		Regan sighed and wrapped her arms and legs around him, driving him in even deeper. He felt enormous inside her. She’d never been fucked like this before in her entire life, and it was marvelous!

		

		“Oh, God, yes, give it to me,” she panted in his ear as he ravaged her pussy. “Oh, fuck me just like that, Wyatt, you sweet man. Really bang it into me—I need it so badly!”

		

		Wyatt fucked her like a machine, his cock reaming her out, her walls so slick with lube that he slid in and out like a well-oiled piston in a racing engine. Regan felt her clit throb twice, and then felt her tummy clench the way it always did when she was going to orgasm really hard.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, I’m coming!” she wailed as her clit went off.

		

		She clung to him, climaxing like crazy, her sheath sucking at his gliding cock, her breasts jerking against his muscular pectorals as he continued to fuck her. Regan shut her eyes and whimpered at how beautiful it felt to come like this, to orgasm so completely, to get fucked this hard and this deeply!

		

		At last, as the glorious spasms faded, he rose up on his elbows, still buried in her and asked, “So, how was that?”

		

		She smiled up at him, fighting to regain her breath and wheezed happily, “It was sensational, darling, thank you so much.”

		

		“Good. Let’s try some doggie now, all right?”

		

		“N-Now?” she gasped.

		

		And then she noticed that his cock was still as hard as a brick inside her. She’d come like mad, but he clearly hadn’t!

		

		“Sure, let’s get you up onto your hands and knees, sweetheart,” he whispered, pulling out of her for a moment and sliding her body out from underneath him, getting her turned around on the bed so that her head faced the open doorway as he moved in behind her and pushed his wet cock back into her juicy folds all the way up to his balls.

		

		Regan’s breath caught in her throat. There were six naked people, standing in the doorway and just inside the room, watching her pussy receive Wyatt’s impressive cock.

		

		She recognized them as some of the party guests she’d been introduced to downstairs, earlier. She didn’t recall their names right off, but one of them was a partner in Wyatt’s architecture firm, and another was an up and coming young entrepreneur she’d read about frequently in the financial section of the newspaper, and she couldn’t remember what the other young man did for a living.

		

		They and their wives stood, smiling at her, watching intently as Wyatt began to fuck her again from in back. He reached around under her and grabbed a dangling nipple in each hand and squeezed the lightly on them as he banged his big prick into her from behind with all of these people looking on.

		

		Regan would have sworn she’d die of shame if something like this had ever happened to her. But now, strangely, she was already starting to get over the initial shock and mortification at finding that she and Wyatt’s illicit liaison had an audience.

		

		For one thing, all three of the men’s cocks were as hard as could be as they watched. And the woman all looked genuinely excited by what they were seeing as well. Glancing from chest to chest, Regan saw that the women’s nipples were very erect.

		

		“She’s a real beauty, Wyatt,” his partner offered. “Are you strictly single-play, or can we join in?”

		

		“Regan is one of the hottest women I’ve ever had my cock inside of, Johnny,” Wyatt told his friend. “Why don’t you guys come on in and join us?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Regan’s heart pounded anew as the six naked swingers eagerly entered the bedroom. Johnny, Wyatt’s partner came right over to the bed, his hard on waggling and bouncing around in front of him as he approached the rutting couple.

		

		“I’m Johnny Terhune, we met downstairs, remember?” he asked her. “I was just wondering--do you enjoy giving head while you fuck, Regan?”

		

		She started at that question, delivered from out of the blue, from a naked young man who was almost a total stranger to her. Glancing down at the cock that was throbbing slowly right in front of her face, she told herself, that is a nice one. It’s just a little longer than my Ralph’s was…maybe eight inches?

		

		“Go on, suck it for him a little for him while I fuck you, babe,” Wyatt urged her, hammering her pussy even harder, “Liz does two guys at once all the time. I’ve even seen her do three at once a few times; you know, a DP and then another guy fucking her mouth while the other two men double her?”

		

		A shiver of pure, unadulterated lust shot through Regan’s body, and her pussy clamped down tight on Wyatt’s big dick as she imagined sweet little Liz, upstanding young businesswoman, and the mother of two darling children doing…that! The image struck her as being lascivious, lewd, nasty…and incredibly…hot!

		

		Apparently taking her silence as a ‘yes’, Johnny Terhune climbed onto the bed right in front of her, getting up onto his knees. His cock head was now just inches from her lips.

		

		“Go ahead, honey, and give it a try,” Johnny’s cute young wife—Regan couldn’t remember her name, Margo or Margie or something like that—urged her. “I do it all the time at these parties. It’s fun!”

		

		Regan thought once again about sweet little Liz taking on three men at once and made her decision: she had come here to party with these wild people, now hadn’t she? So what the hell? She leaned forward a little and licked all around Johnny Terhune’s nice-sized cock head and was instantly rewarded with a loud sigh of appreciation from its owner.

		

		“God, but you’re an elegant-looking, gorgeous woman,” he murmured, pushing his cock forward.

		

		Regan opened her lips a little and it slid right in. She moaned with the electric thrill that shot through her, as she imagined how she must look to these young swingers, naked, on her elbows and knees, Wyatt’s huge cock slamming into her steadily from in back, a total stranger’s erection stuffed into her willing mouth!

		

		“Damn, nice tongue-work, honey,” Johnny gasped as her tongue began to twirl all around his cock and he started to fuck her mouth like a second pussy.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Regan moaned, another jolt of excitement shooting through her as she sucked on the man’s meaty hard on and teased it with her tongue; Wyatt’s fat cock was still gliding in and out of her pussy, right over the top of her swollen clit.

		

		This is incredible! She thought, reveling in the thoroughly nasty, slutty show she was putting on for these almost total strangers.

		

		The thrill of participating in such a lewd, forbidden act was nearly overpowering! Regan’s pussy was by now absolutely awash in lubricant, and it was fluttering all around Wyatt’s heavenly-feeling prick as he continued to feed into her so beautifully.

		

		“Look at those pretty tits of hers shake from Wyatt’s hot fucking!” one of the wives commented just then.

		

		“Those nipples of hers do look positively luscious, don’t they, darling?” Margo, or Margie or whatever her name was, murmured, as if mesmerized by Regan’s shimmying breasts as they dangled downward, jiggling and bouncing around with each forceful penetration of her pussy.

		

		Wordlessly, Johnny’s pretty young wife and one of her girlfriend’s reached down, and each took one of Regan’s sensitive nipples between her fingertips and began to tease and tug gently at them.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Regan protested weakly at the other women’s forbidden touch, her mouth full of cock, her whole body trembling with excitement.

		

		“Shhhhhh, just let us help make you feel even better, honey,” Johnny’s wife whispered, leaning down, pulling Regan’s jiggling tit flesh toward her and turning her head so that her mouth was right next to it, replacing fingertips with her lips and starting to suck softly on her nipple.

		

		“Yeah, baby, your tits are so nice,” the other woman, a very attractive brunette girl in her early thirties murmured as she got onto the mattress next to Regan’s tit, “so shapely and cute and…suckable!”

		

		The two women’s mouths on her sensitive nubs created an instant flash of pre-orgasmic bliss that rocketed down Regan’s spine, right into her well-fucked pussy. She whimpered at the intensity of the fiery spasm and mashed her clit back onto Wyatt’s cock even harder, gurgling out her pleasure around Johnny’s big mouthful of male meat.

		

		“Damn, your throat vibrating my prick feels sensational, babe,” he gasped, “not to mention all of that hot sucking you’re giving me, and that lively little tongue of yours!”

		

		Regan didn’t know if she’d ever been quite this aroused before in her entire life. She’s had participated in a few small lesbian “experiments” with her old college dorm-mate, thirty or more years ago, and she’d enjoyed them so much that she’d purposely stayed away from other women, sexually, since then, the bi-sexual lifestyle having been much less accepted among her social set back then than it was now.

		

		But these two obviously very experienced swinger women did have absolutely marvelous mouths, she had to admit! The seemed to know just what would feel sensational to another woman.

		

		And just knowing that it was two gorgeous young women nursing at her nipples so perfectly—coupled with Wyatt’s terrific-feeling cock deep in her pussy and the thrill of sucking another man’s big dick at the same time, while yet another couple of naked swingers watched her take part in this lurid scene—was enough to send Regan toppling over the cliff.

		

		This is so fucking exciting, she thought, feeling her pussy clasp shut around Wyatt’s perfect cock, I’m coming like crazy! Oh, God, what a big one this is going to be!

		

		As her pussy walls suddenly went into fluttering spasms around his prick, Wyatt gasped, grabbed her ass cheeks in both of his big hands, and crammed his cock as deep into her as it would go. He moaned, “I’m coming in you, Regan! And oh, God am I ever coming hard?”

		

		She felt his first huge jet of semen spatter all over inside her, just as her clit went off spectacularly. Regan tried to scream, but Johnny’s cock wouldn’t let her.

		

		The two girls, sensing the fury of her orgasm, further fed it by biting down lightly, in unison, with their sharp front teeth on her jerking tits. Regan squealed out her rapturous enjoyment as best she could, which caused her throat to vibrate unmercifully around Johnny’s cock.

		

		“Oh, shit, baby, here it is!” he bellowed and then flooded her mouth and throat with a torrent of hot, gooey come.

		

		Ummmmmm, so good! Regan thought, swallowing greedily.

		

		She hadn’t had a man come in her mouth since Ralph had been alive, and she’d missed the experience greatly. She gulped down a second and third mouthful of the young man’s semen, marveling at how thick it was, and how much of it he was spurting into her mouth.

		

		God, these young guys really shoot it, when they come, don’t they? She asked herself, swallowing yet another, smaller mouthful.

		

		“Jesus, what a red-hot mama this gal is!” Johnny moaned, still fucking in and out of Regan’s sucking lips, watching her throat work to swallow everything he gave her. “Man, what a super blowjob!”

		

		“You should try her pussy next time,” Wyatt chortled happily, pulling his spent cock out of her from behind. “This lady is one of the finest fucks I’ve ever had.”

		

		Regan practically purred around Johnny’s deflating dick as she heard Wyatt singing her praises to his fellow swingers. That had been another stellar orgasm she’d just experienced, and she had to admit, the two women’s mouths on her nipples and Johnny’s gushing cock between her lips had made it even better!

		

		“Well, I don’t mind if I do,” the third young man in their group said, stepping up to the bed, his prick looking hard as an iron bar after witnessing the spectacular three-way sex between his two pals and Regan.

		

		“How about it, beautiful, are you game for some more cock?” he asked her as Johnny eased his spent rod out of her lips.

		

		She looked at the handsome young man’s throbbing eight inches of hardness and felt her pussy jerk closed involuntarily as she imagined him slipping it into her, on top of the big load of ball juice that Wyatt had just deposited. It only took a second for her to admit to herself that it did sound like a sinfully debauched and, therefore—wonderful—idea to her, and to say, “Sounds great to me, darling, go right ahead and fuck me, by all means.”

		

		And then the man was on the bed behind her, sliding is cock into her, taking Wyatt’s place.

		

		“Ooooh, you’re really a hot one, aren’t you?” Johnny’s wife murmured in a husky, aroused-sounding voice, moving around in front of Regan.

		

		“You’ve got come all over those luscious lips of yours, pretty lady,” she whispered, bending down toward her, “let me help with that.”

		

		Before Regan could utter a word, the girl’s lips were on hers and her tongue was lapping the remnants of the semen from inside her mouth and from her lips, and swallowing it. A fireball of sexual excitement crackled down into Regan’s well-fucked pussy as the beautiful young woman made out with her in such blatantly risqué fashion.

		

		Jesus, I haven’t tongue-kissed another woman since college, Regan thought, and it sure hasn’t gotten any less thrilling over the years!

		

		“Man, what a sweet fuck,” the man behind her sighed, really giving it to her now with his big, thick cock. “You were so right, Wyatt. This gal is sensational! Just look at her sucking face with Margie, and this sloppy-seconds little pussy of hers feels sensational around my dick…what a hottie she is!”

		

		Regan shivered with joy as the man, twenty years her junior, called her a hottie. She ground her ass back onto his rutting manhood, loving every second of this torrid, forbidden sexual coupling.

		

		Swinging was sensational. She glanced upward, over Margie’s head, toward the ceiling and Heaven and thought, I’m sorry if this sordid behavior by your wife shocks you, Ralph, but this has to rank as the best night of my entire life, sexually—this is fantastic!

		

		The other woman who had been sucking her tit went back to doing that. Her friend, the third woman in the group, who had watched last time when Margie and this gal had nursed at Regan’s dangling breasts now stepped up and took her turn.

		

		Regan moaned loudly as the two women sucked her nipples perfectly and the man behind her really started to hammer her while Margie kissed her. God, this was incredible…this was just the best!

		

		I don’t think Ralph will really mind this a bit—now that I think about it--if he really is up there watching me. The only thing he’d be disappointed about would be that he wasn’t here with me, fucking one of these hot-looking younger girls while she sucked my titties!

		

		“Damn, this is a sweet scene,” a man’s voice called from the open doorway just then. “Is this a closed party, or can anyone play?”

		

		Regan opened her eyes and saw two more naked couples standing in the doorway. The women were just as pretty as the two who were nursing so wonderfully at her breasts, and their male companions were young, handsome, and their impressive cocks looked as hard as they could be.

		

		“That babe is pure dynamite,” Johnny advised the foursome as he shouldered past them out of the room and into the hallway. “I can tell you that she gives a blowjob that will melt your spine, and according to Wyatt, her pussy has to be experienced to be believed, as far as fucking goes. So, yeah, if I were you, I’d get right on in there and get a turn with her.”

		

		Regan’s pussy fluttered around her new lover’s prick. Her mind darted back to what Liz had told her in the bedroom earlier that evening, after she’d removed her pantyhose and bra and had assured Regan that getting men to fuck her tonight wouldn’t be a problem; that deciding exactly which of them she wanted to fuck her would be her delicious dilemma.

		

		She smiled, realizing that Liz had been dead right. Eying the two hunky-looking newcomers—and their nice cocks—as they approached the bed she further realized that choosing might just prove to be a problem, because so far…she wanted them all!

		

		****

		

		When Regan sat down on her barstool forty minutes later, her head was spinning as she thought about how many virile, handsome, flat out…studly young men she’d let fuck her so far tonight! She counted them up in her mind as she poured another scotch and soda.

		

		There was Will Leland, of course, my first, and next came dear Wyatt, and then his partner, Johnny—but he didn’t actually fuck me, he just came in my mouth and I swallowed all of that yummy come for him; does that count?

		

		She took a sip of her drink, smiling contentedly as she remembered that sultry blowjob, and decided that, as far as she was concerned, it did count. So that made three, plus that nice-looking entrepreneur fellow from the Silicon Valley who had done her from behind while his wife and that other cute girl had sucked her titties.

		

		So, four, plus the two men who had come in afterward with their dates for the evening; she’d eagerly fucked both of them, too, so that was six, total. She shook her head in wonder.

		

		What a night this has been—I’m definitely coming to every one of these swinger parties I can get into from now on! Fuck online dating services…swinging is fantastic…Wyatt and Liz were so right!

		

		“Hey, I hear you really cut a rug upstairs earlier,” she heard Liz say just then, as her young friend plopped down onto the stool next to her, smiling and reached for the scotch bottle. “No worries about filling your dance card, huh, girl?”

		

		Regan giggled like a teenager. She gushed, “My God, no! This has been pure heaven tonight, Liz. You were so right; I’ve never had this much fun before in my whole life!”

		

		She took an excited gulp of her drink and then asked Liz, “So, how has your evening been so far?”

		

		Liz grinned. “Super, that’s how it’s been. First, I went upstairs with Bob Carlisle and Tracy Lang—they’re so handsome that they make your heart pound and your pussy wet just looking at them and, since they’re both barely out of their teens, twenty-one or twenty-two, tops, there’s always plenty of lead in their pencils, if you know what I mean. And those cocks of theirs…!”

		

		She winked at Regan and confided, “Both of them are even longer and bigger around than my Wyatt’s dick is and, dear God, can those sweet boys ever use them? I tell you, Regan; those two hot hunks nearly balled my brains loose tonight!”

		

		The two of them dissolved into fits of girlish tittering at the thought of that! Regan put her arm around Liz and hugged her, thinking yet again that this was definitely the most fun party she’d ever imagined, let alone attended.

		

		Liz drank more of her scotch and then went on with her story. “I suppose I should have told you this sooner, but I was afraid if I did it might scare you away from trying swinging--I just adore sex with other girls, Regan. And a whole lot of the other women in the club are bisexual, too.”

		

		She offered her friend an apologetic little shrug and went on to say, “I’ve been that way all my life. I made it with a close girlfriend of mine for the first time when we were both thirteen and really curious about sex…any kind of sex.”

		

		Smiling wryly, she added, “Then I discovered cocks at fourteen, and found that I really dug them, too, but I never really lost my taste for pussy, I’m afraid. I mean, I must fuck Wyatt at least three times a week on the average, sometimes more, but I have girlfriends I play with too, sort of on the side.”

		

		At Regan’s somewhat shocked reaction to that statement, she added impishly, “Wyatt knows all about it. A couple of those girls--Wyatt and I play with them together, all three of us in the same bed. Now, that’s really fun!”

		

		Regan felt her lower lips start to moisten at the thought of Wyatt and Liz sharing a girl. She remembered the nice ladies upstairs who had sucked her breasts to perfection as their husbands or dates were fucking her pussy straight up the heaven. That made Liz’s little revelation even more exciting, somehow.

		

		“So, anyway, after Tracy and Bob had fucked me senseless, I hooked up with a couple of lady friends of mine from the club and we went into a bedroom, locked the door, and made out and sucked pussies together for an hour or so. It was terrific!”

		

		Regan laughed, thinking to herself that it did sound like great fun. She wondered if she would have the courage to explore that side of her own sexuality again soon, now that she was officially a newly-minted swinger.

		

		“I did a little of that sort of thing, too, you know, way back when, in college,” she suddenly confided to Liz. “I liked it so much that I haven’t indulged my penchant for it since then. I think I was secretly afraid I might get to liking it a little too much.”

		

		Liz leaned in closer and grinned at her. “I suspected something along those lines, you sly fox. I talked to Margie Terhune upstairs briefly just now and she told me that you put on quite a show, while Wyatt was fucking you, with her and Millie Flornoy, Dean Flornoy’s wife?”

		

		“Oh, right, that’s his name,” Regan agreed. “I couldn’t remember it before. He’s famous for all of those Silicon Valley investments he made that paid off in billions, right?”

		

		“The very same,” Liz agreed, “and you should see their house! There’s a party there next month, and it’s going to be the swinger soiree of the season. This party tonight is great, don’t get me wrong, but Dean and Millie’s will be even more sensational.”

		

		She flashed Regan a canny look and asked, “You are coming to it with Wyatt and me, right?”

		

		“Good lord, yes!” Regan smiled back at her. “After tonight, I wouldn’t miss it for the world, darling!”

		

		They both laughed and then finished their drinks. As Regan poured them another round, she asked, “So, how long are you two kids going to stay at the party? Are you going upstairs again before you leave to…you know…fuck some more guys?”

		

		“Oooh, you bet!” Liz smiled conspiratorially at her. “At the very least, I’ve got to hit the orgy room for a little while before we leave.”

		

		Her eyes lit up at that thought and she said, “You should come with me! I was leery, earlier, about taking you up there at your first party. But since I now know that you like girls, too…why not?”

		

		“Like girls,” Regan asked in a questioning tone, “what difference would that make?”

		

		“Because everything goes in the orgy room, silly--I didn’t want to take a chance on taking you up there and having some swinger puss latch onto you and shove her tongue up that pretty little pussy of yours. That might have freaked you out entirely if you didn’t enjoy swinging that way. Now that I know you can deal with it…I don’t see any reason why the two of us shouldn’t party together up there all we want, do you?”

		

		Regan felt her heart begin to beat faster as she remembered Wyatt’s lurid description of the orgy room—dark, mirrors everywhere, men and women engaged in every sort of sexual liaison imaginable…all of those hands, male and female, caressing her naked body…those exploring tongues…all of those big, hard cocks!

		

		She downed her drink and put the empty glass back on the bar. “Let’s go--I can hardly wait!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		It turned out that the orgy room was on the third floor. It was a much larger than average room, which had been creating by knocking the walls out between two smaller bedrooms.

		

		The resulting space had been filled with mattresses and, just as Wyatt had described it to her, there were mirrors everywhere, even on the ceiling. Scented candles had been placed in holders around the room, so the light within was soft and full of flickering shadows.

		

		“The best parties are always at houses like this one, or at a place like Millie and Dean’s,” Liz explained as they stood peering into the darkened room, removing their clothes and shoes as they did so.

		

		“Just like Carolyn and Will, the Flornoys don’t have any children, so it’s easy to maintain a room like this one, set aside just for swinging, up on the third floor and no one knows the difference. No curious little ones asking, ‘why does this room have so many mirrors, Mommy’? And, ‘why is the floor in here like a big bed, Daddy?’.”

		She turned and smiled wryly at Regan as they piled their dresses and shoes in an empty corner of the room, and went on to say, “We hosted a party once at our place, but it just wasn’t as good a venue as a place like this.

		

		“We sent the kids out to stay with friends that night, of course, so that they’d be out of the way, but our house is too…square, I guess you’d have to say, to be a really good spot to hold a party like this one. It’s awkward, trying to get it on hot and heavy with a guy in a room that’s got posters featuring Sesame Street characters up on the walls!”

		

		Regan laughed, imagining that. She’s seen Katrina, Liz’s three year old daughter’s room, and she remembered that large, poster-size images of the Cookie Monster and Bert and Ernie graced the walls.

		

		Definitely not the ideal place to suck a guy’s cock, Regan thought.

		

		Liz took her hand and the two of them stepped deeper inside the orgy room together. As they approached the far side of the big room, Regan’s eyes had adjusted to the low light enough for her to make out what was going on. They neared a scrum of people, all moaning and pushing against and fondling each other, their naked limbs intertwined.

		

		“Regan,” Liz’s voice was a soft, urgent whisper in her ear, “can I tell you a secret?”

		

		“Sure,” Regan said as Liz turned her naked body toward her.

		

		“I’ve wanted to do this ever since I the first time I saw you taking your clothes off at the gym.”

		

		Liz’s lips were on hers in an instant, her arms coming up around Regan’s back, drawing her into the steamy embrace, their breasts mashing together, Liz’s pointy little nipples hard as twin glass beads against Regan’s larger, softer ones. Liz tapped her tongue tip against her friend’s lips and, with a tiny sigh of surrender; Regan opened her mouth and let the slippery little eel of a tongue inside.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Liz murmured, her tongue all over Regan’s, her petite tits jerking against her chest as they made out feverishly.

		

		This is so wrong, Regan kept telling herself over and over again.

		

		But, somehow, her hands refused to leave Liz’s short, brunette locks. Her fingers had crept up to caress the younger woman’s hair as the searing kiss had started, seemingly all on their own.

		

		And Liz’s mouth and tongue were so incredibly sweet! Regan moaned and clutched the other woman’s small body even tighter, her senses overwhelmed by how wonderful Liz felt in her arms, how heady the thrill of trading hot, tongue-filled kisses with her was.

		

		“I’ve got to eat you, Regan,” Liz gasped as she broke off the kiss at last, her eyes blazing with need. “I want to suck these beautiful tits and lick that cute pussy of yours so bad that I can barely stand it!”

		

		And then her mouth was on Regan’s right nipple and a series of exquisitely sharp, sensual pulses of erotic excitement were coursing from her breasts right down to her swollen-to-fullness clit. Liz captured her other nipple in between her fingertips and tweaked it so beautifully that Regan shuddered in her grasp and mewled, “Oh, damn, you’re turning me on so much, Liz! God, but I want you, you sexy little girl!”

		

		Liz trembled with lust and ran her tongue all over Regan’s aroused nubbin of flesh as she sucked at it. Her fingers quickly teased her friend’s other nipple to a state of sensitivity that threatened to send that rarest of all orgasms—one that was entirely induced solely by breast-play—roaring through her.

		

		But just then, Liz pulled her mouth from Regan’s jerking tit and whispered, “Do you want to sixty-nine with me, so that we can lick each other’s pussies off at the same time?”

		

		Do I want to try that? She asked herself.

		

		Regan’s previous lesbian experimentation with her roomie, Gwen, back in the dorm at college, had never made it to the pussy-licking stage. They had tongue-kissed together a number of times, and sucked each other’s nipples on more than one occasion. But they’d always used their fingers on each other’s pussies to reach orgasm. Neither of them had been brave enough to go all the way and suck the other girl’s clit for her!

		

		She looked at Liz, pretty, cute, vivacious, sexy little Liz, and made her decision. Her blood felt as if it was about to boil over, and it was, after all, the orgy room…where anything goes….

		

		“God, yes, I’d love to,” she whispered at last. “But I have to warn you, darling, I’ve never eaten another girl before, so if I’m not terribly good at it, you’ll have to forgive me.”

		

		Liz laughed, going down onto the mattress surface with Regan still in her arms, and then turning her body around and arranging Regan flat on her back on the soft bedding, “You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever made out with, babe. I think I’ll risk it.”

		

		And so it was that, seconds later, Regan found herself with her mouth pressed tight against Liz’s very wet, very slippery pussy lips, as her girlfriend’s tongue came out to explore Regan’s labia and clit. Tentatively, Regan ran her tongue tip up and down the petite pink opening.

		

		Her stuff is so sweet! She soon discovered. God, Liz’s pussy lube is as sweet as honey!

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Regan murmured, experimentally stabbing her tongue in deeper.

		

		Jesus, it’s so hot and slick and tasty, Regan marveled, swallowing more of the thick, heavy oil, savoring its consistency and tangy sweetness. Who knew that licking a pussy would be such a treat? No wonder Ralph loved doing this to me so much!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, yes,” Liz raised her head for a moment and sighed blissfully, “just like that, darling. Run your tongue in and out of my hot pussy, right over my clitty, exactly like that!”

		

		Emboldened by how good Liz tasted and how excited she seemed to be by Regan’s first-ever attempts at eating pussy, she ran her tongue experimentally all around inside of the moaning, writhing girl, swabbing her cute little clit with it as she did so. Liz shivered and her own tongue seemed to go crazy on Regan’s pussy—much to her delight.

		

		This is fun! Regan realized, really getting into licking Liz’s delicious little pussy.

		

		Just think of all the great times I’ve missed out on over the years. I shouldn’t have been such a scaredy cat back in college. If I’d have just gone ahead and eaten Gwen out, I’ll bet I’d have had dozens of female lovers along the way by now. And I imagine Ralph would have loved that, being in bed with me and some hot little thing like Liz!

		

		Well, there was no use crying over spilt milk or missed opportunities, she decided, attacking Liz’s slippery folds with gusto. All she could do was make up for past mistakes by doing the best job she possibly could on this pussy!

		

		Liz seemed to enthusiastically agree. The more Regan lapped and sucked and kissed her tender pink flesh, the more Liz wriggled atop her, and pushed her hot folds down onto Regan’s tongue and lips.

		

		This is incredible, Regan thought, licking for all she was worth, I’m going to come. Liz’s lively little tongue is going to get me off any second now…and I don’t think she’s far away, either!

		

		Sure enough, a moment later, Liz squealed down into Regan’s slit, shaking uncontrollably as she started to orgasm. Regan lapped hungrily at the sweet girl-juice raining down into her mouth, pushing her hips up off the mattress and returning the favor, coming hard against her friend’s gasping mouth.

		

		The two of them clung together, their bodies shivering through their mutual, shared orgasms, still licking and kissed each other’s pussies frantically. Regan marveled at how wonderful her climax was, how beautiful it felt to come so hard, with her good friend!

		

		When the last tiny surges of satisfaction had finally ebbed away, the two of them slowly broke apart, both grinning hugely. Liz spun around and, as Regan sat up, the younger girl engulfed her in her arms once more, kissing her, smearing their pussy juice all over between their pressed-together faces.

		

		What terrific fun this is, making love to Liz, she thought, licking her own clear, sweet-tasting lubricant off her lover’s face as Liz’s tongue accomplished the same task on hers. When they were reasonably cleaned up once more, Regan pulled back a bit, her arms still loosely around Liz, and beamed at her.

		

		“That was great,” she whispered, her voice still husky with sated lust.

		

		“For a lady who’d never done that before, you suck a mean pussy, Regan,” Liz whispered back with a wink.

		

		Regan felt her face color a bit at Liz’s praise for her pussy eating skills. But she quickly realized Liz couldn’t see her getting red anyway—it was too dark inside the orgy room for that.

		

		After a moment, she leaned in closer and said softly, “Do you think that we’ll do that again, darling, now that we’ve…tasted each other?”

		

		Liz laughed and nodded enthusiastically, “Oh, yeah, you just try to keep my lips off of that pretty little twat of yours from now on, Regan. You’re delicious!”

		

		Regan felt her self blush even deeper, but told her new lover, “So are you, my sweet friend. And I’m so glad that you want to do together it some more, because so do I.”

		

		She hesitated a moment, and then rushed to add, “I just adored making love with you, Liz. I wish we’d have done that sooner, years ago!”

		

		“Me, too,” Liz assured her.

		

		The two of them sat in the darkness, just staring lovingly into each other’s eyes for long moments, as if cementing their exciting, new relationships as not only good friends, but lovers. After another sensual, tongue-filled kiss, Liz took Regan’s hand and got up off the mattress.

		

		She helped her girlfriend to her feel as well and whispered, “Now that we’ve scratched that itch, let’s see who else is doing what here in the orgy palace, shall we?”

		

		The two of them ventured, still hand in hand, a few steps further into the cavern-like darkness. As they got closer to the candle burning in the far corner of the orgy room, Liz suddenly stopped and stared.

		

		“Oh, God, it’s Riney!” she whispered excitedly. “He’s holding court right over there, just behind that clump of people, do you see him? He’s on his back and some lucky girls are taking turns on him.”

		

		She turned her head toward Regan and said, “Let’s the two of us get in on that, for sure. Riney’s such a treat!”

		

		A treat…Riney, how can that be? She wondered, bewildered at the concept of heavyset, old, bearded, unattractive Reinhold Resler being any girl’s definition of “a treat”, especially a beautiful young woman like Liz’s.

		

		But she nevertheless let herself be dragged around the group of ten or so swingers who were actively fucking and sucking each other in a big pile of flesh right in front of her, so that she and Liz could approach the corner where Riney was. As they got closer, Regan saw him clearly, laying on his back on the mattress, surrounded by three much younger women, two of them who looked to be in their mid-thirties, and a third one who was probably in her early twenties.

		

		Strangely enough, all of the women were very attractive. Their naked bodies looked uniformly gorgeous in the flickering candlelight, trim, rounded, all of them with nice breasts and tight, well-defined butts.

		

		And Reinhold Resler looked exactly as she had feared he would! He was hairy as a bear, all over. His big chest, large gut, crotch, and legs all bristled with long, silky-looking body hair, some of it black but most of it either grey or silvery white.

		

		“Holy Jesus, look at the cock on that old lecher!” Regan couldn’t help bursting out as she stared in amazement at the extremely thick, towering hunk of manhood that stretched upward from the big patch of blackish-grey pubic fur and the largest set of balls she had ever seen on a human male—in Regan’s limited experience, only donkeys and horses had larger male equipment than Riney was sporting!

		

		Liz turned back toward her shocked friend and said with a girlish giggle, “Of course he has a huge cock, that’s what makes Riney so special!”

		

		The three women surrounding him all seemed to think that the reclining, beached whale of a columnist was special as well. Regan watched in amazement as the three of them took turns bending forward over Reinhold Resler, sucking his enormous penis into their respective mouths, and then seeing how low they could go down on it—how much of its stupendous girth and length they could get up into their mouths and throats—before they gagged, choked, and had to relinquish it to the next girl in the semi-circle.

		

		“Look who I brought for you to play with, Riney,” Liz announced proudly as she stepped forward, dragging Regan by the hand along with her. “Regan James wants to suck your big boy. And I do, too, of course.”

		

		Reinhold Resler beamed up at the two new arrivals. He looked Regan’s nude body over from head to toe and sighed, “You are perfection, my dear. And I’m so pleased to have you join us. Here, kneel down and suck me a little before I fuck you, all right?”

		

		Regan felt herself turning red. Her breath grew short. She realized that both Riney and his little troop of concubines were all staring at her, as was Liz.

		

		She asked herself, do I really want to do this? Do I want to suck that incredible, mammoth cock? And, do I want ugly, gross, Riney Resler to fuck me with it?

		

		She agonized for another long moment. Liz seemed so excited at the prospect. What on earth could she possibly see in a hairy, overweight, sex fiend like Riney?

		

		“You have to realize,” Liz whispered, leaning over next to Regan’s ear, seeming to know exactly what Regan was thinking, “Riney’s sixty-two years old, and he’s had that beautiful man-canon of his for his whole life. So he’s fucked literally a thousand women with it over the years. He’s the cocksman’s cocksman, Regan. He’ll give you a ride with that monster of his that you’ll remember until you die!”

		

		Regan trembled. Did she want such a ride, from…him?

		

		She suddenly remembered the rule about nobody having to have sex with someone they didn’t want to have sex with, and was about to invoke it, when Liz gave her arm and impatient tug, going down onto her knees in front of Riney. She drug Regan down right along with her.

		

		“Ooooh, come to mama,” Liz murmured, taking Riney’s impossibly huge dick in her fist, down near his obscenely large ball sac, and tilting it toward her.

		

		Regan watched in fascinated horror as pretty little Liz forced her lips open far enough to engulf the massive head with her mouth. With a little sigh of satisfaction, Liz proceeded to eat nearly half of his cock shaft, her tongue circling frantically around it, making bulges in her cheeks as it swirled around and around while she sucked him.

		

		“Ah, my sweet little Lizzy,” Riney muttered approvingly as he watched her begin to blow him. “Take more, my dove. You know you can. Wyatt is nine inches if he’s an inch, and I know you deep-throat him regularly, so you can do much better than that.”

		

		On her next downward, pass Liz took another two inches, at least. On the one after that, she remarkably got nearly Riney’s entire entire whopper into her mouth and throat.

		

		Trying to take it all on her next head bob, Liz’s throat suddenly convulsed around him, and she choked loudly, pulling her head entirely off of his shaft, coughing and gasping for breath. The other three girls all laughed, and the nearest one patted her consolingly on the back.

		

		“So close,” Riney beamed at her, “a valiant try, Liz, and done so very nicely, too. You can really suck a cock, darling.”

		

		He turned his head and studied Regan for a moment. “How about you, the lovely and delectable Mrs. James, can you do as well?”

		

		Regan trembled, staring the saliva-gleaming tower of male flesh. She sucked up her courage, flashed Riney a defiant little smile and said, “I don’t know. That’s a lot of cock you’ve got there, Riney. Let’s see, shall we?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		If you had told me that I’d ever have my lips anywhere near this man’s penis, I’d have said you were insane, Regan thought as she took her first, tentative swipe at Riney’s cock head with just the tip of her tongue.

		

		It tasted much like any other cock she’d ever sucked, and that was sort of a relief. After another four or five twirls around the slippery knob, she pushed it slowly into her mouth, her tongue never ceasing its teasing caress.

		

		“Very good, Regan,” Riney sighed contentedly, “it’s nice to meet a sophisticated, upper-class society maven, such as yourself, who also has some excellent bedroom chops!”

		

		Regan pushed over half of him into her lips on her next downward pass, still licking at him. His was far and away the widest cock she’d ever had in her mouth, but that really didn’t bother her.

		

		I can do this, she realized, maybe not the whole thing—there’s just too much of it for that. But I’ll bet I can swallow as much of it as Liz did before she choked out. After all, I do love sucking cock, and when you get right down to it, this is just another cock. The only difference is-- there’s a lot more of it than usual!

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” Riney let out his breath as she swallowed about three quarters of him, her tongue, along with her now eagerly sucking lips, clearly driving him crazy, “you have marvelous technique, Regan. Ralph was a lucky man!”

		

		Regan smiled inwardly. She liked that comment a lot. Ralph had been a lucky man, and she’d been a lucky woman, to have had him in her life.

		

		She pushed downward even farther on her next pass, taking over three quarters of him into her sucking lips. There looked to be only about two inches of his throat-stuffing cock shaft left to swallow!

		

		Maybe I can get it all, she thought excitedly, rising to the challenge, wouldn’t that be something?

		

		Only about an inch remained outside her lips on her next try but, just when she thought she could press the last of his swollen prick staff into her lips, her gag reflex abruptly kicked in and she found herself coughing and choking around Riney’s hard hunk of muscle, just as Liz had. Gasping, tears leaking down her cheeks, Regan pulled her mouth off and frantically gulped in air.

		

		“Jeez, you’re awesome,” the twenty-something girl told Regan, her brown eyes wide with wonder. “That’s the closest I’ve ever seen anyone get to deep throating Riney’s entire monster dick at one of these parties--you were incredible, lady!

		

		Regan smiled at the girl and wiped the moisture from her eyes with the heels of her hands. The other women were all grinning at her and she suddenly felt very much an accepted part of the group, as if her effort with the enormous cock had somehow validated her position as a new swinger’s club member in good standing.

		

		“Come, girls, time to get those sweet little pussies off,” Riney said.

		

		The woman on the other end of the semi-circle from Regan moved over in front of the reclining newspaperman immediately, nudging Regan and the others out of her way. She was a tall, lanky blonde with a very pretty face, sky-blue eyes and small but perfect breasts.

		

		“Here I come, baby, ready or not!” she whispered excitedly to Riney as she threw a slender leg over him and lowered herself down onto his up-thrust cock.

		

		“Ummmmmm,” the woman moaned as every last inch of the man’s super-sized organ pierced her willing body.

		

		She closed her eyes and began to ride him furiously, her sleek ass flying up and down atop him. After a few passes, she started to move her hips in a circular motion as well while she rode him. Her hands came up to grip her own nipples and squeeze them as she bounced happily up and down.

		

		“Come, Donna, don’t you want that cute little pussy of yours sucked?” Riney asked the youngest girl, the one who had just declared Regan to be “awesome”.

		

		Donna quickly scrambled around the thin blonde girl who was riding Riney’s dick and threw her leg over his mouth, sitting down on his face, while the other woman behind her continuing to fuck down onto his groin. Riney reached up and took a firm little tit in each hand and squeezed them delicately as his tongue went up into the girl’s juicy pussy lips.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, God, that’s so good!” Donna moaned--pushing her hips down tighter against the man’s gobbling mouth.

		

		Regan watched in amazement as the old newspaper columnist proceeded to get both women off spectacularly, at the same time. In what seemed like no time at all—just a few minutes--the woman gliding up and down on his cock was trembling and tossing her long blonde hair around, squeezing her own tits hard as she shivered through an enormous climax. Simultaneously, Donna wailed out her pleasure atop Riney’s frantically licking, kissing, and sucking mouth!

		

		Looking over at Liz, Regan raised her eyebrows. Liz grinned back. “I told you. He may not look like much, but the man is a master when it comes to sex. That tongue of his could belong to a fucking aardvark, and his cock is pure magic, just you wait and see.”

		

		Am I going to see? She asked herself. Am I really going to let ugly old Riney fuck me with that horsecock of his?

		

		The more she considered it, the more she thought she probably would. After all, she had already had most of it down her throat. What harm would fucking it do?

		

		Besides, it’s a swinger party, she happily reminded herself, and people do wild, crazy, kinky things here in the orgy room, now don’t they?

		

		The women got slowly off Riney’s supine body. Regan noticed that both of them had huge, satisfied smiles on their pretty faces, and that the two women looked a bit shaken at the same time, as if they’d just come so hard that they were slightly weak in the knees!

		

		“My turn,” Liz murmured, eagerly replacing the other woman atop Riney’s towering cock.

		

		“And I get to have that incredible tongue of yours up my pussy,” the last of the original three women said, positioning herself over Riney’s wet-with-girl-come beard and mustache. “Lick away, you old perv, make me come like crazy, just like you did Donna!”

		

		Riney had no comment; he was too busy wriggling that eel-like tongue of his all around the woman’s pronounced clit, and then jamming it up into her wet folds, sucking at her pussy lips as he did so. The woman sighed and rocked her hips against the older man’s magical mouth as his hands came up to expertly toy with her nipples while he ate her.

		

		Regan watched Liz begin to move her pert little ass around on top of Riney’s prick. She had to admit, her young friend had some serious fuck-moves!

		

		Liz whipped her trim butt up and down, her loins smacking against her older lover’s in a steady tattoo of lust. The pert woman’s eyes were closed in rising ecstasy and she had a nipple in each hand, teasing them as she rode.

		

		“Here, baby, let me help,” Regan whispered, moving in behind Liz and sliding the girl’s hands away from her nipples so that she could claim the small beads of sensual delight for herself. She began to roll them gently between her fingertips.

		

		Remembering how Margie Terhune and her friend had increased her own pleasure earlier in the evening, as Wyatt had fucked her so beautifully; Regan stroked and teased the tiny nipples as she began to kiss the back of Liz’s neck while she rode Riney’s magnificent cock.

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, Regan,” Liz whined delightedly, “play with my titties! Squeeze ‘em, kiss me, lick me, you hot puss. Help make me come again!”

		

		Regan pressed in closer, her hands still manipulating Liz’s nubs, her own tits now against Liz’s naked back. She rubbed her aroused nipples against Liz’s sleek flesh and ran her tongue across the girl’s shoulders while Liz continued to fuck Riney like a crazy woman.

		

		“Oh, I’m gonna’ come,” Liz whimpered after another minute or two of the torrid ride. “You two are making me so hot! Oh, oh, yeah, just like that…make me come!”

		

		Regan leaned her head forward, over Liz’s shoulder and the girl whipped her head around to face her. The two of them shared an exquisitely sweet, thrilling tongue-kiss as Regan tugged lightly on Liz’s nipples and Riney powered his fat cock up into her like some sort of massive fuck-machine.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” Liz’s growl was low and guttural as she sucked hard on Regan’s tongue and came like mad around the older man’s hammering shaft.

		

		Regan clung to her friend, marveling at how thoroughly, how beautifully Riney was making Liz go off. The orgasm lasted a full minute, at least and, just as it was ending, the woman sitting atop Riney’s face suddenly shrieked out her own pleasure and began to climax just as hard as Liz had!

		

		Jesus, this broken-down old relic of a man is unbelievable, Regan thought as Liz slowly went limp in her arms. What lover this reprobate is turning out to be!

		

		“Your turn, sweetie,” Liz murmured as they broke off their long kiss. “Enjoy. He’s fantastic, believe me.”

		

		Regan watched--her heart beating very fast, as Liz disengaged herself from Riney’s still hard-as-granite cock and the other woman slid off his mouth. He looked up at her, his beard and mustache now thoroughly soaked in female-come, and grinned at her, looking totally depraved and satyr-like, lying there in the candle-flickering darkness.

		

		“Ah, Regan, my little jewel,” he whispered happily, holding out his arms, “it’s your turn. And since you’re brand new to our bacchanals, let me eat that delicious looking pussy of yours a bit first, and then I’ll fuck you.”

		

		Regan shivered at the thought of that, but she found herself moving forward on her knees, until she was squatting right over his not very attractive face, a knee on each side of his shaggy head. He caressed her for the first time, his hands moving lightly up and down her ass cheeks and then up her back, his very touch causing a peculiar, electric, wildly sensual pulse to shoot through her.

		

		His tongue snaked upward and tapped her clit and Regan quaked, her breasts jiggling against her chest wall. He moved his hands around in front of her body and captured them, his thumbs dragging across her swollen nipples, sending a second, even more furious jolt of pleasure through her, right down to her clit. He slipped his soft lips over it and began to suck gently on her small pleasure pearl.

		

		“Oh, oh, my sweet God,” Regan sighed, her whole body suddenly on fire with arousal.

		

		This man’s touch is fucking amazing! She realized, her eyes closing, her hips moving involuntarily down onto his magical lips and tongue, her breasts jerking in unison as he teased her nipples so lightly and yet so sensually that she could barely hold still.

		

		She shivered again, her pussy opening and closing, her clit throbbing like crazy as his tongue caressed it so tenderly. Regan moaned and tried to press her nipples against his maddening fingertips more firmly, but he wouldn’t let her. He just kept toying with them, touching them with ghostly softness, driving her insane with building desire.

		

		“Eat me,” she begged, now almost breathless with excitement, “oh, God, Riney, you nasty old bugger, eat my pussy right up!”

		

		Riney chuckled at her insult and did just as she’d asked. His long, limber tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, tickling her clit so softly, so delightfully, slipping deeply up into her slick tunnel, fucking it like a mini-cock, and then running from the bottom of her juicy opening up to the top, to tease her clitty once more. He even ran it across her anus a few times, sending a huge jolt of bliss through both her ass and her pussy, as they clenched in tandem beneath that devilish tongue of his.

		

		At the same time, Riney’s fingertips were sending steady pulses of joy echoing through both of Regan’s erect nipples as he teased and toyed with them. He didn’t squeeze them, the way most heavy-handed male lovers would have—instead, he caressed the twin points of sensitivity, stroked them, and loved them with his talented fingers, only infrequently tugging at them lightly for a moment before going back to his maddeningly adept massage. Each time he did press them between his fingertips; a huge flurry of exquisite sensations tore through them, and reverberated right down to her clit!

		

		I have to admit, Regan thought as her ugly old bear of a lover ate her and played with her breasts, this old beast has got me so turned on that I can barely believe it! My God, what a sexual master he is—who would have ever thought?

		

		He gave her swollen clit a few tiny, nursing sucks with his soft lips just then, and ran his slick tongue all around it as he did so. Regan whimpered at how furiously good that felt--and Riney responded by tugging gently on her nipples once more, rolling them between his fingertips.

		

		“Oh, sweet Jesus, I’m there,” she suddenly gasped, shaking from head to toe atop his sucking mouth. “Oh, fuck, Riney, I’m coming…I’m coming like crazy!”

		

		She looked down and watched him swallow as her pussy gushed out female ejaculate, her butt wriggling hard against his mouth, her vision tinged with that peculiar red haze she sometimes experienced when she came really hard. Regan pushed her exploding nipples against his fingertips and moaned out her ecstasy, “Oh, oh, fuck, I’m, I’m…it’s…oh, damn…it’s incredible!”

		

		Regan trembled and groaned and whined through the powerful release gripping her body for what seemed like an eternity as Riney’s tongue, lips, and fingertips milked her orgasm for all it was worth. She couldn’t ever remember coming this long or this hard in her life before. She felt as if someone had punched her “orgasm” button and it had gotten stuck on the “climax…hard” setting!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, holy fuck,” she sighed at last, and her body oozed downward, onto his face and the soft mattress behind his head, like one of those obscene, inflated “love dolls” offered for sale in porn shops that someone had let the air out of.

		

		Reinhold Resler scooted out from under her pelvis and scrambled up onto his knees behind her. He pulled her limp body back upward, off the mattress, until Regan was on her hands and knees in front of him.

		

		He muttered, “This is the perfect position for our first round of actual fucking, darling. Doggie is a fine place to start.”

		

		Regan felt his massive knob of flesh against her overflowing-with-come-and-lubricant pussy mouth. He held her ass in place with one hand as he gently pushed forward, breaching her from behind, and feeding inch after inch of his monumental prick into her as she crouched in front of him.

		

		“God, my God, what a lot of cock,” she moaned as he filled her.

		

		She’d thought Wyatt was huge, earlier in the evening. Now, as Riney bottomed out in her stretched-to-capacity pussy tunnel, she felt that she now knew what “huge” really meant!

		

		“I always knew you’d feel like this around my prick, Regan,” he whispered excitedly from behind her.

		

		And just how is that? She wondered, her super-wet sheath fluttering and pulsing around the mammoth shaft, attempting to get used to being stuffed with so much steely male meat.

		

		“Perfect,” he murmured, starting to fuck her, “that’s how you feel, my darling Regan; just perfect!”

		

		She never in a million years would have believed it, but Riney’s monster dick felt just about perfect in her pussy, too. He had the sweetest fuck-stroke she’d ever imagined, twisting his meaty pussy-stretcher just slightly as he pushed it in and out of her slowly, and right across her clit!

		

		This may be the best fuck I’ve ever had! She realized immediately. Nobody’s ever eaten my pussy as well as this old goat just did, and I don’t think anyone’s ever fucked me as well either. Who would have guessed?

		

		Riney’s fingers stole down her trembling body, capturing a dangling breast in each hand. He cupped them; squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh as he gradually increased the pace of his penetration of her now very willing pussy.

		

		Sweet Jesus, Regan marveled, what did Liz call him…the cocksman’s cocksman? That description fits this old reprobate as nicely as his huge dick fits my pussy!

		

		“Ummmmmm,” she moaned aloud after another minute of the heady, thrilling fuck.

		

		Regan’s pussy was clasping and sucking at Riney’s gliding cock continually now. Her clit--which had come so gloriously not five minutes before against his mouth and tongue—was positively throbbing once more; he was going to make her climax again, and very soon. There wasn’t a doubt in the world about that!

		

		“Oh, Riney, it’s starting to feel so good,” Regan moaned, working her trim ass back onto him eagerly. “Fuck me. Fuck me with that horsecock of yours and make me come!”

		

		Riney didn’t answer. He just powered his prick into her faster and faster, and squeezed her pumped-full titties in perfect time with his now furious penetration of her slippery pussy walls.

		

		Regan felt her belly muscles contract sharply. She dug her nails into the mattress and fucked him back, her hip motion fierce and needy. She felt as if she suddenly craved his big cock more that anything she’d ever yearned for in her whole life!

		

		“Fuck me, Riney,” she begged, her voice ragged with arousal, “fuck me hard, you big old bear of a man—really give it to me!”

		

		Riney complied; he banged his dick into so hard that it made her see stars. Regan whinnied like a well-fucked mare, a sound she had never before made, as near as she could remember, and pushed her ass back onto the invading cock as though she was seeking to drive it right through her womb.

		

		“C-Coming,” she gasped, as her breasts jerked sharply in his grasp and her pussy closed down hard on his prick. “Oh, God, Riney, I’m coming again!”

		

		He gave her a delighted, devilish-sounding chuckle and fucked her even harder. Regan screamed and shook violently beneath his constant pounding, orgasming so fully that she thought she’d pass out.

		

		Again, the super-orgasm seemed to roar on and on. She couldn’t believe how powerful it was, or how long it lasted!’

		

		“Oh, God, it’s so fucking great,” she shrieked, shivering like a fever victim.

		

		When the thrilling spasms finally died away a full minute later, a panting, gasping-for-air Regan felt Riney’s still very stiff cock slide out of her; she experienced a sharp, sudden feeling of loss and nearly reached back in an attempt to stuff it back inside her.

		

		“Here, darling, get on top now,” he whispered, gently pulling her upward by her shoulders, so that she was kneeling instead of being on all fours, “we have other people who want to play, too, isn’t that wonderful?”

		

		Other people...who want to play with us…? Regan’s orgasm-confused mind struggled to understand.

		

		Riney guided her over him as he laid down on his back, his cock jutting straight up into the air. She raised her right leg over him and he fitted his gleaming-with-female-come cock head up against her pussy mouth.

		

		With a sigh of pure pleasure, she let all over weight down on him, feeling his incredible mass squeeze its way up into her again. As she started to ride him, she felt something slightly cool against her anus, and turned to look back over her shoulder.

		

		A very handsome young man—who couldn’t have been a day over twenty-one-- smiled at her as he gently pushed a finger filled with sex lube past her sphincter and into her anal sheath. She glanced down and saw that he had a very nice-looking cock that was brick-hard and poised to follow his finger.

		

		He was so cute, so young, so impossibly hunky! And then he leaned forward and kissed her, and his finger came out and his hard cock head eased inside…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		“Oh, Omigod,” Regan murmured, breaking off the kiss as the beautiful young boy began to fuck her in the ass while Riney fucked her up the pussy.

		

		DP, she thought, remembering what Wyatt had told her earlier, about Liz just loving this sort of thing, they’re doing a DP on me!

		

		The young man kissed her again, his hands coming around her to tease her nipples as she got double-fucked for the first time in her life. Regan sighed.

		

		It didn’t hurt, she was shocked to find. She did feel stuffed to her absolute limit with cock, but it wasn’t enormously uncomfortable…it just felt very…different!

		

		Riney’s talented fingers found her clit and he began to tease it as the boy played with her nipples and both of them slid their cocks in and out of her. Regan closed her eyes and simply gave herself over to what was happening--enjoying the illicit, taboo sensations coursing through her doubly-impaled body.

		

		The boy’s lips were soft against hers and his tongue was sweet inside her mouth. Her nipples had swollen as full as they could be again, and her pussy was pouring out lubricant once more around Riney’s gliding prick. All in all, she had to admit, it felt naughtily delicious, getting fucked this way!

		

		She sucked at the boy’s tongue and Riney tickled her clitty so cunningly at just that moment that she trembled in between both of their thrusting bodies and moaned into his mouth. They seemed to sense that she was more than all right with what was happening to her, and reacted accordingly.

		

		Riney began to buck his hips up off the mattress, fucking her more forcefully as the boy increased the tempo of his steady penetration of her ass opening. Both of them picked up the pace of their deft fingers teasing her nipples and clit, and Regan gurgled with pleasure and wriggled her butt downward to meet their thrusts.

		

		The torrid double-fuck felt better and better as the moments ticked by. Regan began really working her lower torso downward, picking up the rhythm required by double penetration, starting to love the way it felt, being stretched open to her fullest, being bulled by the big cocks so delightfully.

		

		“Ummmmmm,”she breathed hard, still kissing the boy, her pussy spasming around Riney’s cock, her anal passage fluttering around the other penis as well.

		

		Her breasts jerked in her rear lover’s palms, and he ground his cock up into her and squeezed them harder. Regan sighed, and pulled her lips off of his, whispering, “Fuck me, both of you. Push those big cocks up into me and get me off again, you sweet fuckers!”

		

		“I think you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever fucked at one of these parties,” the boy panted, staring raptly into Regan’s blue eyes with his olive green ones. “Your ass is sensational! I’m Ralph, by the way.”

		

		Regna smiled at the irony of him having that particular name and replied, “Of course you are, and I’m Regan, pleased to meet you, young Ralph. Now fuck me hard with that gorgeous cock of yours, darling, and make me come again!”

		

		This new, very much younger Ralph, who had so suddenly appeared in her life, did just that. He grinned at her and really started to hunch his hips against her, ramming his fat cock into her well-greased opening as Riney speared his deep into her pussy.

		

		Looking over Ralph’s shoulder, she saw Liz and Wyatt approaching her candlelit corner from out of the darkness. They were hand in hand, naked, and smiling at each other.

		

		So cute together, Regan thought, and they look like they’re having a wonderful time tonight.

		

		She thought about it and decided, and so am I! This is the most fun I’ve ever had in my entire life!

		

		Liz got right next to the threesome, beaming down at Regan as she rode the two thick cocks. Her young friend said admiringly, “You are getting into the spirit of the party, darling—I never expected you to go for a DP at your very first party! What a bold, adventurous girl you are, Regan, especially doing this with Riney!”

		

		“She’s sensational, too, my sweet young Lizzy,” Riney told her, smiling up from underneath Regan. “Her pussy is divine, and I’ll wager that sumptuous ass of hers is just as wonderful to fuck, eh, my young friend?”

		

		Ralph, the young friend in question, nodded and then gasped, “Oh, it’s too fucking good! I’m coming! I’m coming right up this sweet ass!”

		

		Regan felt the boys thrusts turn frenzied, and then he was spurting big jets of hot come into her back passage. She sighed. She wasn’t coming yet, but having the boy go off in her back there did feel quite nice!

		

		“That’s it, baby,” she whispered encouragingly, looking back over her shoulder at him as he came in her, “pump it right into me. It feels wonderful!”

		

		Ralph moaned and came even harder. Regan could tell it felt great to him to come inside her tight backdoor, but she could also see that he was also a little embarrassed at having gone off so soon. She hadn’t orgasmed yet and neither had Riney, who was still banging away underneath her.

		

		Wyatt dropped down onto his knees next to his wife and smiled at Regan as the boy pulled out of her. He whispered, “May I have the next turn up that gorgeous bottom of yours, darling? I’m just dying to see if it’s as sweet a fuck as that fabulous pussy Riney is enjoying so much.”

		

		Regan shivered at the thought of that. It was tempting, in a way, but Wyatt’s cock was both longer and thicker than young Ralph’s had been. And with Riney still sunk deep in her pussy…

		

		“Oh, go on,” Liz told her, grinning. “You know you want to. I can see it in your eyes, you slut!”

		

		Regan laughed, as did Liz. At last she said, “Okay, but go slow, Wyatt. That’s a ton of cock for me to take all at once.”

		

		In and instant, Wyatt was behind her, taking the boy’s place, and his hard dick head was easing into her jism-smeared opening. Regan sighed and tried to loosen her butt for him, hoping he didn’t hurt her with his magnificent prick.

		

		“That looks so fucking hot!” Liz said, staring down at her husband’s cock slowly disappearing into her friend’s anus

		

		She dropped down onto her knees, right next to Regan and whispered, “But it doesn’t surprise me. Because you’re one hot lady, aren’t you, Regan, my love?”

		

		Liz leaned in and kissed her as the two men began to fuck her in both holes at once, coordinating their strokes into her body. Regan moaned and let Liz’s tongue into her mouth as they kissed.

		

		This is incredible, she thought, her breasts jerking in Liz’s fingers as she reached around and found both of Regan’s very erect nipples and twisted them while they kissed. Making out with my sweet Liz while her hubby fucks my bottom so nicely, and ugly, sexy, funny old Riney bangs my pussy straight up to heaven again! What a beautiful experience!

		

		****

		

		Riney was indefatigable. He fucked Regan through yet another searing orgasm while she made out with Liz and got another huge load of come fired up into her ass from Wyatt. And then a third man, someone Regan hadn’t met before, a fellow who introduced himself as Fletcher Davis, slipped his very large cock into her gaped-open ass and took over where Wyatt had left off!

		

		Regan sighed with renewed pleasure and worked her butt eagerly back onto her third anal lover’s buried penis. She’d was getting to be very good at this DP thing and had discovered that she just loved getting doubled. She now knew why Liz enjoyed this kind of sex so much!

		

		Staring down at her incredible old satyr, Reinhold Resler, she smiled and whispered, “Doesn’t that beautiful goat cock of yours ever go off in some lucky wood nymph, Riney, darling?”

		

		“Very soon,” he smiled up at her, “and you are the wood nymph who will enjoy my bounty tonight, my sweet Regan, never fear. Even I can’t last much longer inside a goddess like you, my hot-blooded young friend!”

		

		He thinks of me as young? Regan marveled; and then realized that Riney was twelve years older than she.

		

		Maybe I should fuck older men more often. I just adore getting great sex like this from a man who thinks of me as young!

		

		She stared down at him, hovering on the brink of yet another blistering orgasm. She thought--he’s so damned ugly he’s beautiful, and my God, can he ever fuck!

		

		“Jesus, you’ve got a great ass, honey” Fletcher Davis, who was about thirty-five, short and stocky but still very nice-looking, whispered in her ear just then, banging it hard.

		

		Regan’s bottom did, after all, already have two huge loads of slippery, slick semen inside it, so Fletcher was able to power his thick cock in and out of her with squishy, over-lubricated ease. She sighed, loving the way that felt as he did so, the way the welcome friction complemented Riney’s exquisite fucking of her ready-to-explode-into-orgasm pussy.

		

		“I’m going to come again, you naughty boys,” Regan sighed, feeling her tummy muscles contract in that tell-tale manner she loved so much. “Those big cocks of yours feel so good in me. Come with me, you sweeties. Shoot it into me while I climax for you!”

		

		Fletcher Davis fucked her like a demon, his loins slapping noisily into her ass cheeks, his cock going all the way into her with each frenzied thrust. He lasted another thirty seconds or so and then moaned in her ear, “Oh, here it is, baby--right up that tight little asshole of yours!”

		

		Riney’s eyes suddenly rolled back into his head and he bucked up off the floor underneath her, burying his enormous prick all the way up inside her as he shivered and groaned, “Oh, my sweet Regan. Here it is at last!”

		

		A veritable geyser of semen erupted up into Regan’s womb. There was so much of it that it instantly purled back out of her, around Riney’s impaling cock, spilled out onto her clit, and ran down in waves onto his jerking nut sac. A second, third, fourth, and fifth gusher of come spattered into her, with the same result, before a much smaller sixth one followed.

		

		Regan twisted and moaned atop the spewing prick, her clit jerking and jerking, huge spasms of come-ecstasy gripping her body as one man filled her ass and the other pumped his hot spend up into her pussy! She felt Riney squeeze her nipples just perfectly and another, fresh flurry of orgasmic spasms swept through her.

		

		Oh, Jesus, what a climax, she thought, holding on for dear life and coming like a mad woman. Liz was so right—this old bastard doesn’t look like much, but he’s far and away the best fuck I’ve ever had!

		

		****

		

		“I have a proposition for you, my incomparable Regan,” Riney whispered fifteen minutes later.

		

		They had left the orgy room after that last, mutual, spectacular orgasm, and found a bathroom on the second floor where both of them could clean up a bit before getting back into their clothes. Now they walked down the staircase, arm in arm, fully dressed once again, and Riney went on to add, “I am extremely taken with you, Regan. I have been for years, actually. I always thought Ralph the luckiest man alive, to be married to you.”

		

		She grinned at him and asked, “Why is that, you old flatterer?”

		

		“Because you are quick, clever, extremely intelligent, and have absolutely no flaws when it comes to being a beautiful woman, Regan,” he told her. “And I always sensed that--beneath that sophisticated, urbane exterior you present to the world-- you would be incredible in bed.”

		

		He now grinned at her and reached over and patted her fondly on her ass through the black gown. “And of course, tonight has proved that I was completely right about that, now hasn’t it?”

		

		Regan blushed, but what he had said had hit home with her. She now regarded Riney much differently than she always had before tonight.

		

		As she looked at him now, he was still unattractive, hairy, disheveled, as well as being the ever-witty, ribald wag about town. But he was also the most sexually adept man she’d ever met, and that counted for something, surely?

		

		When they reached the bottom of the stairs, She stopped and looked into Riney’s lively, mischievous blue eyes and asked, “So, what’ your proposition, you old devil? I’m sure that it’s an illicit one, even before I hear it.”

		

		He laughed and replied, “Of course it is, my dear, I do have a reputation to maintain, now don’t I?”

		

		Stepping in closer to her, he said, “Even though I suspect that you have had more and better sex at this party tonight than ever before, you are still hungry for more. I can see it clearly in those provocative eyes of yours.”

		

		Regan started to protest, but then she asked herself, what was the point? Because Reinhold Resler, the old roué, was dead right of course; she did want even more. Her skin felt electric, in the charged atmosphere of this party, where anything might happen, and probably would—if all of the sensational orgasms she had experienced thus far were any indication.

		

		“My proposal is this,” he whispered, reaching down and taking both of her hands in his, “come home with me tonight, Regan, and I will fuck you as many times as you wish, in any style you wish. I will make you come until you eventually pass out in sated exhaustion. I promise to make you climax in so many different ways it will amaze you.”

		

		He smiled his satyr’s smile at her and added, “Why settle for very, very good sex with some of these handsome young fellows gathered here, when you could spend the night with me and have the best sex on the planet?”

		

		Regan’s heart began to hammer. As crazy as that sounded, as much as she might have laughed right in his grizzled, unlovely old face before tonight, had he suggested such a thing, she sensed that he was telling her the truth. A night in bed with Reinhold Resler, the master of love-making, might just turn out to yield the best sex as girl ever had in her entire life.

		

		She cast caution to the wind and made a snap decision.

		

		“I have to find Liz and Wyatt and tell them they won’t need to see me home, all right?” she heard herself whisper after a long pause, her heart racing into overdrive.

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this?” Liz asked worriedly.

		

		She stood in the hallway of the second floor, just outside a guest room. The door had been open, so Regan had just witnessed one of Liz Henry’s justly-renowned triples.

		

		As Regan had peered into the room, she’d seen three young, very handsome men, Liz riding hard atop two of them as they came inside her, front and rear, while she had been swallowing what had looked to be an enormous load of semen from the third man.

		

		Regan flashed her friend a tiny, almost envious smile, and whispered, “Where are you off to now?”

		

		Liz glanced down at her still-naked body—she had her dress and shoes in her fist and was dripping male come from both her anus and her vagina—and said, “To the bathroom, to clean up a bit.”

		

		“Why don’t you think I should spend what’s left of the night with Riney? Is he dangerous or something?”

		

		Reaching the door of the nearby bathroom, Liz turned and grinned up at the taller Regan. “Just to your sanity, darling; my only concern is that he might fuck your brains right out of your head by morning. His stamina is legendary, and I’ve seen him fuck literally woman after woman for hours on end at these swinger parties, making each one of them come like crazy. So, I don’t know that I could handle a whole night of him all by myself, one-on-one. You’re a braver girl than I am, Regan James.”

		

		“Well, he came about a bucketful in me earlier, so perhaps that will slow him down just a bit,” she offered.

		

		“You forget about those oh, so talented hands, lips, and teeth of his, dear. That old devil knows so many sexual tricks…just be careful, Regan. I don’t want to feel partially responsible for getting one of my dearest friends fucked to death, okay?”

		

		Regan threw back her head and laughed. At last, she chortled, “Oh, I think I can hold my own with Riney, dear. My Ralph was no slouch at making a girl come more than once. I’ll call you tomorrow and let you know how it went.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		After finding Will Leland, and thanking him for hosting such a fabulous party and bidding him a very fond farewell, Riney escorted Regan down the steps to the waiting cab he had summoned via his cell phone. It was well past midnight, a starry night with no fog to speak of, but it was still San Francisco, so the air was chilly.

		

		Like most cab rides in the city proper, this one was short. Riney lived in a very upscale neighborhood between the Marina district, where Liz and Wyatt made their home, and the Presidio district, the beautifully preserved, lushly treed and thickly-populated with dense shrubbery ex-military base.

		

		“When did you buy this place?” Regan asked, barely able to keep the envy out of her voice when they pulled up in front of the two-story home that overlooked not only some of the heavily forested Presidio grounds, but San Francisco Bay.

		

		“Years ago, when my first book took off and made the best seller lists,” he told her, helping her out of the cab and paying the cabby’s exorbitant fee for the short ride of fourteen or fifteen blocks from the Russian Hill party.

		

		“I only paid a million, three for it way back then. I would guess it would bring many times that now, if I were willing to sell, which I’m definitely not.”

		

		The place had a two-car garage on the street level, and the two stories above the garage each contained a very nice bay window that looked out onto the city and the Bay beyond. They climbed the steps up to the front door and he took out his key and opened it.

		

		“I have never married, so the place is a bit…eclectic in its décor,” he warned Regan as he ushered her into the house.

		

		It was a beautiful home, roughly the same vintage as Will and Carolyn Leland’s townhouse. Riney’s place had the same high ceilings, with crown molding accents, hardwood floors that had been polished to a dull glow, and had been further highlighted with an assortment of what appeared to be very expensive Persian area rugs and hall runners.

		

		The sofa, settee, and wing chairs were all done in rich chocolate-brown leather, with brass studs around their frames, and the various coffee tables and end tables had all been crafted from mahogany. There was a large, tasteful nude over the fireplace, and an ornate brass-and iron screen which matched the fireplace tools.

		

		All in all, thought Regan, a very impressive room. It was very clearly a man’s room—there were no feminine touches evident anywhere—but a tasteful man’s room. Quite a surprise, really, when you considered that it belonged to ill-kempt, scruffy, tweed-sports jacketed old Riney.

		

		“Liz re-decorated it for me, a few years back, in case you were wondering,” he grinned at her. “And I have a housekeeper who keeps it picked up and dusted and so forth. “I’m a bit of a slob, I’m afraid, when left to my own devices.”

		

		He led her further into the large house, stopping at a set of twin doors which stood open, revealing a large, antique oak desk, complete with a big-screen monitor, a computer tower and keyboard, and a printer. The room had a large window in back of the office chair which sat behind the desk; the window revealed a terrific view of San Francisco Bay.

		

		“This is where the magic happens,” he told her, gesturing around the room, which featured floor to ceiling bookshelves, each of them bulging with mix and match, hardbound and soft cover books that looked as if they had actually been read—not just acquired in leather-bound sets to impress visitors.

		

		“I thought you said the magic happened upstairs, in the bedroom,” Regan chided him teasingly, as she checked out the wall opposite the desk, which was lined with autographed pictures of Reinhold Resler with every important political figure California had produced since the seventies. There was even a picture of him with her namesake President, Reagan.

		

		“Isn’t Ronnie a little too far to the right for you, dear?” she asked.

		

		“God, yes,” Riney smiled at her, “I despised his politics, for the most part, but I found him to be an absolutely lovely man. I got on wonderfully with him, when we weren’t arguing policy, that is.”

		

		She eyed the five bestsellers he’d written, sitting together on one of the shelves. Regan was quite a wealthy woman; Ralph had proved to be a genius at making money in the stock market and in his various business holdings.

		

		But she bet Riney had almost as much money as she did. His books had sold very well when they’d been released, and some of them, she had read somewhere recently, still sold almost a half a million copies a year in paperback annually.

		

		“The kitchen is back that way, along with my formal dining room,” he told her as he took her arm once more and pointed down the hallway, “but the rooms you’re most interested in, I’m sure, my dear, are up there.”

		

		He indicated the nearby stairway, and then escorted her up the steps. They came to the second floor landing, and he crossed the hall with her, to the first bedroom door they came to.

		

		“Oooh, I love what Liz did with this room!” Regan said, eying the beautiful antique oak and marble furniture, the canopied king bed that had been constructed of the same vintage oak, to match the rest of the room’s rich décor.

		

		“Liz, that playful little devil, knows my tastes,” he said, leading her over to the bed and pointing upward, under the canopy, which was covered in an elegant burgundy and gold cloth that matched the heavy brocade, gold and burgundy spread and pillowcase set.

		

		Regan’s eyes went wide as she peered up under the canopy where he was pointing and saw the full-length mirror that had been mounted there, so that Riney and his overnight guests could watch themselves being oh, so naughty together in the huge bed if they so desired. She was intrigued and repelled by that idea at the same time.

		

		I really enjoyed the orgy room, watching everyone fuck in the mirrors, including myself. But I’m not dead sure I want to spend a lot of time watching myself suck Riney’s huge dick or riding up and down on it. It’s bad enough, giving yourself over to a beast like him without having to watch yourself do it!

		

		“This place reminds me of a nineteenth century, upscale San Francisco bordello,” she told him with a wry smile.

		

		“Exactly the look I was going for,” he assured her, grinning hugely, “and you, my sweet Regan, would have been the queen of the Barbary Coast, had you lived in those raucous times and chosen to practice that particular profession.”

		

		“You naughty old bugger, Riney,” she whispered, coming closer to him, keeping the sly little smile in place, “you say the most wicked things to me. Imagine, comparing me to a madam, with at stable of working girls under my roof.”

		

		“Men would have come from all over the state for just the chance of spending an hour in your bed, Regan, my sultry little sophisticate, and happily paid any price you had asked them to for the privilege.”

		

		“Really, am I that enticing?” she whispered, enjoying playing the coquette to Riney’s horny satyr.

		

		“You know you are,” he whispered back, taking her into his arms.

		

		Regan closed her eyes as their lips met--her heart pounding. She knew that he was going to be fucking her with that huge horsecock of his very soon, and she found that she wanted it. She wanted it so badly that it scared her a little!

		

		Kissing Reinhold Resler was a surprisingly pleasant experience. He was a very good kisser, and his tongue proved to be just as magical and exciting--touching and caressing hers--as it had been sliding all over her pussy earlier in the evening.

		

		In no time, her breath grew short and her nipples were fully distended inside her braless bodice, pressed up tight against his big chest. And her pussy was suddenly very wet again as she unexpectedly enjoyed the soulful kiss and fantasized about his massive cock entering her again!

		

		“What shall we do first, my darling Regan?” he panted, also breathing hard as he finally broke off the kiss and stepped back from her, his deft fingers already undoing her gown and easing her zipper all the way down her back. “I told you that you could choose your orgasmic pleasure if you agreed to accompany home this evening.”

		

		He gave her that devilish grin of his and whispered, “What do you want first; more oral sex, or possibly a good, hard, bone-rattling fuck? One that will make you climax so hard that you’ll see stars?”

		

		She shivered as he helped her out of the dress and then began clawing at the buttons of his shirt after he had removed his jacket and tossed it to the floor. He pulled the shirt off and went on to say, “And, there’s always anal, of course. Or I could fuck that sweet little pussy of yours slowly and gently, and so beautifully that you’d melt into my arms as your orgasm set fire to your very soul with its intensity.”

		

		He kicked impatiently kicked off his shoes and dropped his slacks and boxers down onto his stocking feet. She stared at that incredible cock of his and said, in a voice so soft it that might have belonged to a shy little girl, “Yes, please.”

		

		Whisking her panties off, he sat on the bed and pulled her down next to him, quickly dealing with her sandals and his socks, leaving them both naked. As he maneuvered her back onto the bed with him he asked quizzically, “Which one, my sweet little Regan? I offered you a number of options and of course there are many more that we could explore together. Which one do you want?”

		

		“All of them,” she giggled, reaching over and taking his stiffening monster of a cock in her fist as she lay beside him in bed, “I want this huge thing everywhere, Riney, you old devil, every way you can give it to me…just as you promised!”

		

		Reinhold Resler laughed and drew her in for another kiss, her hand moving slowly up and down his ever-hardening manhood. Just before their lips met, he whispered, “I have always known that you were the perfect match for me, Regan James, I can always tell when a woman is extraordinarily hot and sensual by nature. And you are quite possibly the only woman I’ve ever met whose libido is on a par with mine!”

		

		Regan felt her breath catch in her throat when he said that. She kissed him and her heart fluttered wildly in her chest as his cock jerked in her stroking hand and her breasts did the same against his hairy pectorals.

		

		Her mind shot back to the bathroom, earlier tonight, when she’d been readying herself for the swinger party and had wondered about whether any other women her age had her incredible sex drive. Apparently, most women of any age didn’t, from what Riney had just said!

		

		She trembled in his strong embrace. This was exactly what she had been missing; not just the sex, but the closeness, the intimacy of being held, of being kissed, of being desired!

		

		He may be ugly, and overweight, but he’s all man! She thought as another spasm of need shot through her whole, keyed up body as he gently turned her over onto her back, his cock slipping out of her grasp.

		

		The thrilling kiss finally ended and Riney instead began to kiss his way down her chin, her neck, and her collarbones and then down onto her upper chest, which was heaving with excitement by then. He looked up at her, his lasciviously-leering, impish face poised above her fiercely erect right nipple and whispered, “We have all night, my darling Regan, and I intend to take my time. Please feel free to come as often and as thoroughly as you wish to. I’m going to sensitize these exquisite little nipples of yours and your clit, until just the tiniest bit of stimulation will send you thrashing into yet another sensational orgasm.”

		When her eyes shot wide open at that bold promise, he chuckled and added, “A truly orgasmic woman such as you, my dear, can come all night long, over and over again. So enjoy.”

		

		The tip of his tongue on her right nipple and just the pads of the fingers on his right hand touching her left nipple, sent an electric shock through both breasts and down into her clit. Regan moaned and her right hand moved up to caress his thinning hair as he toyed with her breasts.

		

		Oh, sweet Jesus, but his touch is amazing--so soft, so subtle and sure, she thought as the passion built second by second as he teased her.

		

		My titties are already on fire with need, and my…my pussy is quickly turning into a lake!

		

		She lost track of time. There was nothing but his lips and his fingertips. He brought her right to the brink a dozen times, not even touching her clit yet.

		

		Regan felt as if she were floating in a fiery sea of sensation, of pure bliss. He wouldn’t let her orgasm, but he kept her just heartbeat away from release for what seemed like an hour!

		

		“Oh, Riney, make me come, please!” she begged him over and over again, her throat dry from minutes and minutes of unrivaled pleasure…so close to what felt as if it would be the most shattering orgasm she’d yet experienced…and yet not quite there.

		

		When she was sure she couldn’t stand this Nirvana-like state of heightened arousal for another second, he released her breasts and began kissing his way south on her tightly-coiled body, dragging that maddening tongue of his over the sensitive skin of her belly, down across her mons. She moaned again and hissed, “Oh, my God, yes—eat it, you awful tease! Eat my pussy!”

		

		Of course he did. But not right away.

		

		First, he kissed her juicy lips lightly, and then turned the palm of his right hand upward on her tummy. He brought that hand down between her legs and eased his two middle digits into her gushing slit, pushing his invading fingers in about two inches, until he found her g-spot.

		

		“This will be so much fun, darling,” he whispered, looking up at her across the taut plain of her stomach and through the “vee” created by her breasts. “Let’s see if we can get you so aroused and make you come so hard that you’ll squirt, shall we?”

		

		Regan sucked in her breath. She knew all about g-spot orgasms; their power and their incredible sensuality. Ralph had made her come that way with his fingers dozens of times over the years, and occasionally with his fat cock head, when he fucked her doggie style and managed to hit her g-spot just right.

		

		Riney caressed the small bundle of female nerve endings with his usual skill and virtuosity. In just a few minutes, he had her gasping for breath. Her nipples didn’t seem to have gone down at all after his torrid session with them. They were still throbbing like two points of live fire atop her breasts, their searing pulses of joy coinciding with the heat building in her expertly manipulated pussy.

		

		“Oh, oh, Riney, you’re killing me!” she panted, fighting for breath. “I’m…I’m…oh, oh, fuck, am I ever going to come?”

		

		Her whole body bucked and shivered--her urethra clenching as he stroked the sweet spot. She was going to come…there was no doubt about that. And she was going to squirt.

		

		She didn’t do that often, but when she did, it was always a spectacular orgasm that seemed to go on and on! She dug her fingernails into the ornate bedspread and tossed her hair from side to side as the spasms gripped her fully.

		

		At that moment, Riney dipped his head downward and sucked her clitoris into his lips, batting at it with his tongue.

		

		The sound Regan made when she went off, seconds later, was otherworldly. Earlier tonight, in the orgy room, she’d whinnied like a mare in heat. This shriek of pure, unalloyed sexual release was more of a cross between a woman being throttled to death and a bull bellowing!

		

		Her body arced up off the bed in a bow, her muscles trembling as a huge jet of clear, hot female ejaculate spurted out of her clenching urethra and spattered all over Reinhold Resler’s lips and cheeks. He kept sucking softly at her clit, massaging it with his tongue, milking still more spasms from it.

		

		Regan’s nipples, her clit and her g-spot all pulsed in perfect rhythm. She wrenched at the handfuls of bedding in her clenched fists and screamed out her ecstasy until her throat felt raw. The overpowering super-orgasm roared on and on.

		

		She saw stars. She saw novas exploding behind her closed eyelids. She began to sob, it felt so incredible!

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, no more,” she pleaded, choking and crying and laughing—all at the same time, “God, you’ll kill me! I’ll…I’ll…come to death!”

		

		Riney pulled his mouth from her pussy, laughing so hard that he, too, was suddenly choking. “Come to death—sweet God, Regan--the things that pop into that gorgeous head of yours!”

		

		She dropped back onto the mattress as if she’d been shot, giggling. The unbelievable orgasm gradually ebbed, and she just lay there, laughing and staring down at Riney, whose whole face and beard were shiny with her come.

		

		“Well,” he panted, wiping some of the clear liquid from his beard with both hands, “I think we’ve got the squirting part down pat now, don’t you, darling?”

		

		She was still laughing somewhat hysterically as he scooted off the bed, padded into the bathroom, and returned with a big towel.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		In the end, they mutually decided that the towel wasn’t sufficient: a shower sounded good to both of them, after all of the sex they had indulged in so far tonight.

		

		“Who goes first?” Regan asked.

		

		“Well, there’s the master bathroom, just through that door, but I have a guest bath on this floor as well,” Riney replied, his eyes still dancing with mischief as he ogled Regan’s naked body lying next to him, “so we could both shower at once, if we wished.”

		

		He let that statement lie there for a moment, and then concluded with, “But I think it would be much more fun to shower together, don’t you?”

		

		Regan laughed at his sheer audacity. Didn’t this horny old beast ever run down?

		

		She hadn’t, of course, taken a shower with a man since Ralph. And even the two of them, now that she thought about it, hadn’t indulged in the sensual fun of a shared shower for at least a year or two before his untimely passing.

		

		“I suppose we could…if you really want to, you old bear,” she told him with what felt like an almost shy smile.

		

		She couldn’t help it. At her age, she did feel slightly shy about engaging in such a youthful, intimate ritual as a shared shower with a man who was even older than she.

		

		How many fifty year old women allowed their soapy bodies to be fondled and caressed by a lover? Not many, she’d wager.

		

		“Come, let’s get wet,” Riney said with a small grin, and with little-boy-like excitement in his voice, reaching out and taking her hand.

		

		They got out of bed on his side, closest to the bathroom, and made their way over to it. Regan was again impressed with Liz’s design abilities as she entered the large, high-ceilinged room.

		

		Riney’s bathroom was all marble countertops and flooring, crown moldings on the high ceiling, and modern plumbing that had been manufactured to look antique. The gray and white marble was veined with faux gold and accented by brass touches here and there; ornate towel holders and faucets. There was even a claw-footed bathtub, built to look like it had come from the early twentieth century, but which was obviously almost new.

		

		The one concession to modernity had been the shower enclosure. Its shower head and faucets had been made to mimic antique brass, but the clear glass walls and door were unmistakably contemporary.

		

		Riney opened the door, leaned in and started the shower, adjusting it to a temperature that suited him. He took Regan’s hand once again and helped her inside, closing the door behind them.

		

		Regan started as the spray hit her breasts. She was shocked to discover that her nipples were still very sensitive! The streams of hot water felt much more intense against them than they usually would have; and when one of the jets hit her hooded-over clitoris, she instinctively covered it with her hand to shield it from the intense stimulation.

		

		“Still quite sensitive to the touch, aren’t they?” Riney whispered, watching her reaction. “Here, let me help with that.”

		

		His hands came up over her breasts from behind and each cupped a breast, blocking the streams of water. He had worked up a thick lather of soap on each palm, and began to gently wash her conical mounds.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” Regan sighed, his palms feeling wonderful against her suddenly erect nipples as he caressed them in that tender, just-right way he had about him.

		

		“These are exquisite,” he murmured, gliding his slick hands all over her swollen nubs, kissing her neck lightly.

		

		Regan trembled. Her breasts suddenly felt incredibly aroused once more, and the touch of his lips on her neck sent shivers down her spine, right into her clitoris.

		

		“I thought we were showering,” she whispered, putting her right hand back over her shoulder, finding his bull-like neck and caressing the back of it as he kissed and nibbled lightly at her neck, his fingers on her breasts and nipples never ceasing their maddening caress.

		

		“We are,” he said softly, “aren’t you feeling cleaner already?”

		

		She giggled. There was no other description for it. Her laugh sounded, even to her, like that of a delighted teenager.

		

		“I’m feeling something—that’s for sure, you old letch!”

		

		He chuckled and turned her around to face him. Riney took the bar of soap and lathered his hands again, kissing her on the lips as he did so.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Regan sighed, closing her eyes and pressing her extremely erect, super-sensitized nipples into his furry chest, enjoying the kiss.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed again, this one more of a growl than a sigh, as he slipped a soapy finger up her anus and two well-lathered fingers up into her pussy, the kiss continuing, his tongue slipping into her mouth.

		

		Riney fingered both holes with deft, loving strokes. In no time, Regan was mashing her tits against his wiry chest hair and sucking at his tongue as if it were a tiny, wriggly cock.

		

		Time seemed to stop. The steamy kiss and sensual caress went on and on, Regan’s pussy clenching at the invading fingers, her anus opening and closing in unison with it.

		

		She found herself panting when they finally pulled back from one another and his fingers left her. He grinned impishly and took her arms down from his neck, placing her hands on his very erect cock and his massive balls.

		

		“I need a good wash myself, darling,” he whispered. “Can you help with that?”

		

		“Glad to be of service,” she smiled back at him, releasing his nuts momentarily to reach over and grab the bar of soap.

		

		She lathered his cock up thoroughly, working the long shaft up and down in her soapy hands, smiling at him all the while; her smile resembling that of a little girl who knows she’s behaving soooooo, badly! He sighed.

		

		“That feels wonderful, Regan, you little tease. Am I clean yet?”

		

		“Yes, but these big old things still need to be washed,” she whispered coquettishly, releasing his soapy cock and taking a weighty, palm-filling testicle in each hand, soaping them up as well.

		

		God, his cock is amazingly long and thick, she marveled, staring down at it briefly, hefting his nuts as she washed them, but these things are unreal. They’re almost as big around as a baseball and so heavy—that’s why Riney shoots so much semen when he comes.

		

		He stepped around her, into the spray, washing off all of the thick lather, and then turning off the water. Facing her again, he said with a huge, leering smile, “I think we’re squeaky clean now, darling girl, and you seem to have gotten me incredibly hard once more, too. Shall we away, into the bedroom, and take advantage of your hard work?”

		

		Regan stared down at his unbelievable erection and nodded slowly, “God, yes, I want that huge thing in me again, Riney. You’ve got me so wet—and I don’t mean from the shower!”

		

		Riney had them dry, or at least not dripping wet anymore, in an instant. And then Regan found herself in bed with him again, the covers yanked down, the sheets soft and clean against her naked skin as he kissed her and stroked her titties and her clit to a new plateau of excitement.

		

		“God, God, what are you doing to me, you old lecher?” she gasped as they broke off the long kiss. “I’m so wet…and my nipples are on fire again!”

		

		Laughing, Riney turned her over onto her stomach and then got her up onto her hands and knees. He reached under the pillow on his side of the bed and brought out a big tube of sex lubricant.

		

		“I want this pretty little ass of yours as hot as the rest of you,” he whispered as he opened the tube and proceeded to grease up her nether opening as he slipped his huge cock head into position against her pussy lips.

		

		“I remember how turned on I you got in the orgy room, when you were taking it up this beautiful little butt of yours, Regan, and I was fucking your sweet pussy.”

		

		He slipped his finger into her anus, along with a big glob of lube, as his cock head pushed lightly against her very wet lips. Regan sighed again and moved her hips backward, loving the feel of his finger massaging her tight ass sheath as well as that of his enormous prick head mashing its way into her again.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, yes, that’s it!” she moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me with that gorgeous cock of yours again, Riney. It feels so good, stretching me open like that, darling!”

		

		He pushed it all the way in, and then drew it slowly back out again, his finger up her bottom mimicking the movements of his cock. The long hunk of male meat filled her all the way again, and the finger bottomed out in her anal canal at the same time; and Regan cooed with pleasure.

		

		“That feels so nice!” she murmured. “Oh, Riney, fuck my pussy and do me up the ass, just like that!”

		

		Moments passed. Minutes passed. Riney drilled her, faster and faster, using that peculiar little twisting motion of his as he fucked her, and Regan felt a furious orgasm beginning to build.

		

		Riney used his free hand to toy with her dangling nipples, and then moved that hand downward to strum her swollen clit lightly with just his fingertips while he continued to pump his hard meat into her again and again.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, Oh, God, I’m so wet!” she murmured.

		

		“Regan, this little hole is so slick…so tight,” Riney mumbled, easing his cock out of her pussy on the next backstroke, pulling his finger from her well-oiled anus, and nudging his slippery cock head up against it.

		

		“You…you’re too big!” Regan gasped as she felt her sphincter parting, the mammoth knob easing inside her.

		

		“Nonsense,” he whispered, pushing two more inches into her backdoor, his fingers flying across her clit, teasing it furiously, “for a girl who enjoys anal as much as you do? There is no such thing as too big.”

		

		Regan froze in place, her hip movements ceasing as she waited to see what more of Riney’s huge cock would feel like inside her ass tunnel. He eased forward and it slid in deeper.

		

		”Oh, so much,” she moaned as he slowly took her, filling her butt with hard dick until she felt his big nut sac touch her juicy pussy lips, “so much hot, hard cock!”

		

		Riney gave her a little while to get used to him, and then reached around and began to strum her clit with one hand once more and to tease her very erect nipples with the other as he gently started to fuck her in the ass. Regan shivered.

		

		She’d always loved anal sex, ever since the first time Ralph, her young husband, had first talked her into trying it nearly thirty years ago. The act itself, like blowjobs, was so thoroughly nasty and debauched that she’d always reveled in it. Earlier, at the party, she’d loved taking on the boy, Ralph, and then dear Wyatt, and finally that nice Fletcher Davis, who had come in her ass while Riney had flooded her pussy!

		

		But Fletcher Davis, and young Ralph, and even Wyatt, weren’t Reinhold Resler!

		

		Riney’s cock was enormous. She’d never before experienced an ass-fucking like the one she was getting now.

		

		“Do you like it, my dear?” he asked her just then, powering his butt-stretcher of a cock in and out just a bit faster, his fingers flying across her clit and her nipples. “Do you like my big dick up that pretty bottom of yours, my naughty little Regan?”

		

		Did she? Regan trembled and pushed her ass back onto it as it split her open yet again.

		

		Her clit felt so amazingly huge. Pussy lube was pouring out onto Riney’s fingertips, inundating them in the hot, clear oil. And her breasts--Regan’s breasts were pumped tight, her nipples jutting outward in search of his teasing fingertips!

		

		A massive jolt of sensation crackled through her just then, her tummy tightening. She was going to come again. This torrid penetration of her anus was turning her on something fierce!

		

		“God, yes,” she hissed working her bottom back onto him shamelessly, “I love it! Fuck me, Riney, you perverted old bugger--fuck me right in the ass and make me come!”

		

		Riney dropped the hand that had been toying with her breasts down onto her belly and pulled her backward, rolling over onto his back, Regan sitting in his lap as he came to rest against the pillows piled against the headboard, his cock buried all the way up her anal sheath. He smacked her clit sharply with his open fingers and brought his other hand up to caress her distended nipples.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” she squealed as another monster pre-orgasmic twinge gripped her when he slapped her swollen-to-the-bursting-point clitty, “play with my clit while I ride your super-cock with my ass, you old beast!”

		

		She got her legs bent, and her knees under her, and started to do just that—to ride Riney’s cock with her butt as he diddled her clit furiously and tugged at her swollen nipples. Sometimes, on the down stroke, as she impaled herself on Riney’s manhood, he’d pop her on the clit with his fingertips again, sending a whirlwind of pre-come pleasure tearing through her nether parts and up into her nipples!

		

		“Oh, fuck, it feels so wonderful!” she groaned, her pussy tensing and her ass grabbing at Riney’s gliding prick.

		

		She looked down and saw a sheet of clear girl lube pour out of her pussy mouth and down onto his shaft as it penetrated her anus yet again. Her butt tunnel was incredibly wet and slick by now and his prick felt like pure bliss as it knifed up into her deeper than anything had ever gone before.

		

		“Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me hard, you old satyr!” she murmured, that red-haze sensation overwhelming her vision. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come so fucking hard, you old devil!”

		

		“Do it, my darling!” he answered, puffing in her ear with effort it took to jam his thick cock up into her as her butt channel gripped him. “Come. I’ve got a really big load for that tiny hole of yours!”

		

		Regan pushed her ass all the way down onto his unbelievable length, threw her head back, resting it on his right shoulder, and moaned, “Oh, God, I’m there! I’m coming, Riney. Shoot it. Shoot it up my ass!”

		

		His hand came down on her clit again, just as an eruption of hot jizz spewed up into her anal depths. Regan screamed, her pussy jerking closed and then open, and a geyser of female ejaculate jetted up out of her in an arc that reached halfway across the big bedroom!

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” She growled--every muscle in her body going suddenly taut, her whole frame shaking with the power of her release as another gigantic gusher of semen inundated her bowels and an even larger spume of her womanly juices shot out of her pussy and even further across the room.

		

		He…he said he’d make me come like I’ve never come before.

		

		It was Regan’s last conscious thought as she twisted her body down onto Riney’s pumping cock and shuddered through the all-encompassing climax…

		

		****

		

		“There you are, back among the living,” Riney said, wiping Regan’s forehead with a damp washcloth, peering down at her, concern on his face.

		

		“What…what happened?” she asked, still groggy.

		

		He grinned at her and answered, “You came. I don’t mean to sound immodest, but it wasn’t the first time I’ve caused a woman to climax so hard that she lost consciousness briefly.”

		

		“How long was I out?”

		

		He glanced over at the digital clock on the nightstand. “Oh, about two minutes, I’d guess. It’s a shame you missed the last part of that orgasm. It was a real beauty, judging from the sounds you were making and the way you were shivering on top of my cock as I came in you.”

		

		She smiled up at him and replied, “Oh, just the first part of it was good enough for me, you old bear. That climax just about blew the top of my head off!”

		

		Regan stretched. She felt wonderful. The covers had been pulled up to her chin and the sheets were soft and comfy; and her body felt completely satisfied.

		

		Nothing like a mind-shattering, all-out, killer orgasm to make a girl feel all warm and floaty and marvelous, she thought, staring up at Riney. He’s old and out of shape and saggy and not much to look at…but Jesus Christ can that old bugger make a girl come?

		

		“I make a sensational omelet,” he offered, grinning down at her again. “Or we can wash up a bit and have another round of sex, if you’d prefer.”

		

		She giggled with delight, sensing that he was dead serious about the sex. God, didn’t this old libertine ever stop?

		

		“What do you put in these omelets of yours?” she asked, smiling up at him.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		“All right, that was sinfully good,” Regan told him as she mopped up the last of the fluffy, succulent omelet with her last tiny piece of toast.

		

		She shook her head at him. “I find it exasperatingly unfair that a man can know how to please a woman in bed the way you do, and be a great cook!”

		

		They were seated in his kitchen, across from each other at his old fashioned, farmhouse-style kitchen table. Both wore robes. Riney kept the kimono-like garment which Regan was now wearing in his closet, for the occasional overnight female guest such as her, she supposed.

		

		“Of course I’m a great cook,” he grinned back at her, patting his huge belly. “How do you think I got this fat?”

		

		She laughed along with him and then glanced over at the big, round clock on the far wall of the kitchen. It was edging up on two-thirty in the morning.

		

		“I suppose I should call a cab and get back into my dress,” she said with a sigh, starting to feel a little sleepy, after all of the sex and now that she’d eaten that wonderful omelet.

		

		“Nonsense,” he told her, “it’s late in the evening, but still very early in our exploration of the limits of human sexuality, my sweet.”

		

		She gave him a look that said, “You’ve got to be kidding!”

		

		“It’s true,” he told her sounding somewhat defensive, “I promised you a night of spectacular, varied orgasms if you’d consent to come home with me, and we’ve barely scratched the surface.”

		

		Regan laughed. “’Scratched the surface’…that last one made me come so hard I passed out; what would the next one do, kill me?”

		

		“No death, I promise,” he assured her, getting up from the table and putting their dishes in the sink before coming back over to take her hand in his, “unless you’re referring to the somewhat archaic French term, ‘la petite mort’, meaning, as I’m sure you know, ‘the little death’, a euphemism for orgasm.”

		

		She rose out of the chair as he tugged lightly on her hand. He pulled her into his chest and whispered, “There’s so much more to experience, Regan, really. We’d best get to it, don’t you think?”

		

		He kissed her and Regan felt her heart begin to pound again. What on earth could he be talking about?

		

		They’d already had conventional sex, once at the party, and briefly upstairs, before he’d pulled his cock out of her pussy and pushed it all the way into her bottom. And he’d masturbated her to that spectacular, squirting orgasm, or at least partially masturbated her—while he had been fucking her in the butt as well.

		

		And he’d licked her. God, how he’d licked her--that had been incredible! And then there had been that tremendous g-spot orgasm…

		

		She pulled her lips away from his, her arms having come up to encircle his big neck. A coy little smile on her face, she asked him, “What else is there for us to do, Riney? I’ve been thinking about that, and I can’t imagine what you want to try next.”

		

		“Hah, that’s why you need to come back upstairs with me, darling girl,” he said, taking her hand again and leading her along behind him as he headed back out of the kitchen, toward the staircase.

		

		“You’re a totally sexual creature, under that carefully maintained society woman exterior, my sweet Regan. So of course you’re curious to find out just what is next, now aren’t you?”

		

		****

		

		And so it was that Regan found herself back in Riney’s big bed a few minutes later, flat on her back, her eyes closed in pure bliss as his lips and fingers explored her naked body from top to bottom. Light, butterfly kisses touched her everywhere—her eyelids, her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, her nipples, her belly button, her clit, her thighs, her kneecaps, and even the soles of her feet.

		

		In no time, she was as wet as could be once more, and her nipples were standing to perky attention on her breasts, little goose-bumps of excitement appearing on the reddish-pink areoles surrounding them. She sighed and twisted her hips beneath his tender, oh, so thrilling oral ministrations, her fingers touching his back, his hair, whenever he came up high enough on the mattress for her to reach him.

		

		“Oh. Riney, you great, sexy beast,” she whispered breathily, “you’ve got me so damned turned on again!”

		

		He chuckled and stopped the soft, sensual kisses that were driving her mad.

		

		Instead, he began using his tongue on her body, and Regan moaned and pulled his head down against her breasts.

		

		“God, yes,” she pleaded, “lick them--lick my nipples, you horrible tease! Suck them for me, my sweet satyr!”

		

		The slippery tongue tip nudged her nipples deliciously, flicking at them, sliding over them, swirling around them, until Regan was shivering beneath its wonderful onslaught. She tugged harder at his hair.

		

		“Suck them,” she sighed, “oh, God, Riney, suck my hot nipples!”

		

		Being Riney, he didn’t, of course, at least not right away. Instead, he merely tapped them with his tongue, kissed them ever so softly with his lips—when all the while Regan was hoping that he’d just suck them hard and perhaps nip at them with his sharp teeth a bit—and, occasionally, he gave them the lightest, most tantalizing little mini-sucks imaginable.

		

		He soon had her moaning constantly, pushing her breasts up against his mouth, tugging even more insistently at his hair. Her eyes were closed and her clit was throbbing like a ticking bomb.

		

		“Oh, Riney,” she gasped, “do it. Suck them. Bite them for me! Eat my hot titties right up!”

		

		The explicit way she had just begged him to do her breasts shocked her, but she was far too aroused to be ladylike anymore. She realized in that instant that she had changed tonight--the habits of a lifetime had changed!

		

		Only Ralph had ever heard her use dirty language to plead for sex, in the throes of passion. Now, this new Swinger Regan …this woman who was shamelessly fucking Riney Resler and enjoying it as much as she had ever enjoyed anything in her entire life, was suddenly beyond caring about a matter as trivial as the use of naughty language.

		

		This new Regan wanted sex; she wanted every sort of hot, thrilling sex that the perverted; wonderfully debauched old Riney Resler could show her. And if she had to say “titties” or “pussy” or “fuck me in the ass, hard” to get it, then so be it!

		

		Riney bit down lightly on her right nipple just then and Regan levitated right up off the mattress. She gasped, her whole body shivering, and clamped her arms around his neck.

		

		“Yes, bite my tits,” she pleaded. “Eat them up! Suck my nipples and make me come. I want to come again, Riney!”

		

		He nursed gently at her right breast, and then switched to the left, his fingertips tracing a feathery-soft line down across her taut tummy as he did so. Regan sucked in a breath as he toyed briefly with her hedgerow of pubic fur while he nuzzled her breast.

		

		His fingers reached her hood, pushing it downward softly, baring her already swollen-to-the-bursting-point clit. He smeared some of the pussy lube that was gushing out of her around the tiny bead, getting it good and wet, and then began to tease it with just the pad of his middle finger while he played with her breasts.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Regan’s voice was a throaty growl of passion.

		

		“Come for me, darling,” he drew his mouth up off her breast momentarily and whispered, “give me a nice nipple-come, and then I’ll suck this cute little love-bead of yours to a second, even larger orgasm.”

		

		He flicked her clit lightly and then moved his hand back up to toy with her right nipple as he began to tease the left one with his tongue, lips, and teeth. Regan shivered and moaned and pushed her tits upward, craving even more of his hot teasing, his wonderful mouth on her pulsing nipples.

		

		“Oh, Riney, oh, Riney, I’m…I’m going to do it!” she gasped suddenly, both breasts jerking in unison under his deft touch. “I’m going to come. My tits…my tits feel so wonderful…I’m…oh, fuck! I’m there!”

		

		Reinhold Resler bit down on her left nipple and twisted the right one with just the right degree of firmness. Regan screamed and her hips shot upward, off the bed—her clit seeking something…a tongue, a finger, a cock to touch it—as her breasts spasmed together and the sensual, throbbing, mind-blowing nipple-induced orgasm roared through her keyed-up body.

		

		“Oh, oh, it’s so good!” she whined, her breasts pulsing with release, the amazing twinges of pleasure reverberating from her nipples right down into her untouched clit, her pussy opening and closing in time with the sensational twinges of pleasure engulfing her breasts.

		

		Again, Riney seemed to know just how to touch her to make the torrid waves of joy last and last. Regan whimpered at how good it felt to come this way, her body writhing about on the bed, her pussy pouring out lubricant and female ejaculate.

		

		“Ungh, oh, sweet God,” she gasped at last, as the heady pulses finally ebbed away and she lay still beneath him, “the things you do to me, you awful, wonderful man!”

		

		He raised his mouth from her immensely satisfied breast and ran his hand down onto her belly. Smiling at her, he stroked her tummy gently, and a tiny flash of post-orgasm bliss rippled through her body.

		

		God, what a lover this old bugger is! She thought, reveling in his touch, his soft, oh, so sensual caress. He’s fat and grey and no one’s idea of a matinee idol—with that ugly beard and those bushy eyebrows—but, sweet Jesus, he’s incredible in bed!

		

		He waggled those bushy eyebrows at her just then and began to kiss his way down her body, his hand still caressing her tummy. She trembled slightly as he moved the hand slowly downward, to make room for his kisses, stroking her thighs as he bussed her belly button and then touched it lightly with the tip of his tongue.

		

		Regan’s pussy pulsed with excitement. He was down to her thin strip of close-cropped pubic fur by now, and he paused to run that naughty tongue tip of his across the top of it, wetting the skin around her small patch of fur and sending delicious shivers through her body.

		

		He licked his way across the bottom of her hedgerow, her belly trembling involuntarily as he neared her clit. Shifting his corpulent body around, so that he was now on his stomach, he moved over between her spread legs and then ran his tongue teasingly up one side of her juicy labia, tickled her clit just momentarily, and lapped his way down the other side.

		

		Regan sighed as he went lower, licking at her anus just briefly, sending a huge jolt of excitement through her entire lower body before he lapped his way up her super-wet slit and then kissed her clit with the lightness of a butterfly settling onto a leaf. She pushed her hips upward, wanting more of that incredible, maddening tongue.

		

		“Eat me,” she begged, not caring that she was begging. “Oh, God, Riney, eat my hot pussy!”

		

		He chuckled and slid two fingers into her juicy hole as he kissed her clit again, just a bit harder this time. Regan mewled with pleasure and swiveled her hips downward, seeking more.

		

		Riney slipped a third finger into her and sucked gently on her very aroused clit, his tongue gliding over it. She whined and pushed her hips up off the bed in a mindless fucking motion, loving the feel of his thick wad of fingers penetrating her needy pussy as his tongue and lips worked their magic on her clit!

		

		“God, yes,” she moaned, her eyes nearly closed in rising ecstasy, “finger me and lick me, you sexy beast--make me come again!”

		

		He waited a little while longer, kissing and licking at her swollen clit, before he added a fourth finger to the tight bundle of fingers that was tenderly fucking in and out of her gushing pussy lips.

		

		“Oh, that’s so big,” she sighed, working her hips shamelessly onto his fingers. “It feels almost like that huge dick of yours, my darling Riney!”

		

		Wordlessly, he compressed his fingers as tightly as he could and added his thumb. Regan gasped with surprise. His fingers—his hand, actually—felt even bigger than his enormous cock head as it penetrated her again and again, his tongue going wild around her tingling clit.

		

		Without warning, he thrust his hand forward sharply, breaching her pussy mouth, his whole hand now, suddenly, inside her! Regan’s eyes shot open and she stared down in disbelief as he closed his hand into a fist and started to fuck in and out of her sloppy-wet, stretched-wide pussy.

		

		Riney sucked gently at her clit and pummeled it with his tongue as he fisted her. Regan shivered at the sensation and dropped her head back onto the mattress, moaning.

		

		“It’s so big!” she hissed, “Oh, God, it’s so fucking big, Riney, you devil. Take out. It’s too fucking big!”

		

		Not bothering to answer, Riney sucked a little harder on her clitty and twisted his arm as he fucked into her with it. A towering pre-come twinge shot through Regan’s lower body, and her tits jerked as one atop her chest.

		

		“Play with them,” Riney released her clit for a moment and panted up at her, “tug on those sweet nipples of yours, Regan, while I fist you and suck your clit off!”

		

		His mouth engulfed her sensitive little knob of flesh again, his tongue swirling around it, and Regan’s pussy clamped shut around Riney’s thrusting arm. Mindlessly, she reached up and took an enormously-swollen nipple in each hand and began to tug at them.

		

		“Ungh! Oh, oh, fuck,” she managed to gasp as a whirlwind of pre-orgasmic fury suddenly gripped her.

		

		My nipples…Jesus, my nipples are so incredibly pumped and sensitive! She thought, mashing them between her fingertips. And…and my pussy! I’m going to come again…my…my pussy has never felt this full…this ready before!

		

		Riney drove his arm in even further with his next stroke, nipping lightly at Regan’s clit and tapping it hard with the bottom of his tongue while he sucked on it. A furious bolt of pre-come excitement coursed through her and she yanked at her nipples, her butt coming up off the bed, her pussy mashed against him mouth.

		

		Her vision went red in an instant and an orgasm so intense that it suddenly felt as if someone had lit a fire under whole body gripped her. She tried to scream but couldn’t seem to catch a breath.

		

		Regan felt her pussy clamp down tightly around Riney’s buried fist and forearm, her clit going off again and again between his sucking lips. She whimpered at the fierceness of the climax that was consuming her, and tossed her head from side to side in utter ecstasy.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Jeeeeeezzzzuuussss!” she screamed, when she finally managed to gulp down enough air. “Oh, my fucking God what a come this is!”

		

		Regan’s eyes were shut tight, her body shivered and shivered, Riney’s fist buried deep inside her. She thrashed about helplessly, skyrockets seeming to go off behind her closed eyelids, her breasts jerking beneath her fingertip, the spasms seizing her so powerful that they threatened to steal her consciousness once more.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh, uh, oh, oh, fuck,” she gasped as the unbelievable climax finally crested and began to recede. “Oh, fuck what an orgasm!”

		

		Riney waited until the last flutter of muscle contractions had ebbed and she had released her grip on her nipples before slowly easing his fist out of her gaped-open pussy. He grinned at her and lapped a big tongue-full of gleaming lubricant and orgasmic fluid from his forearm and swallowed it.

		

		“Delicious,” he pronounced, beaming at her, “your pussy juice is pure nectar, my sweet Regan.”

		

		She laughed, watching herself turning red with embarrassment in the mirror suspended above the bed, as he watched her. “You’re disgusting.”

		

		Still looking up in the mirror above the bed, she saw how unbelievably huge her pussy opening now was. Her lower lips, which were normally tiny and pink, were now furled outward, looking like a hole in the earth where an artillery shell had impacted. And the whole juice-smeared opening was reddened and raw-looking.

		

		“My God, you’ve ruined me!” she sighed, staring in disbelief at the size of her pussy mouth in the overhead mirror.

		

		“Oh, I doubt that,” he said, going up onto his knees.

		

		She saw, as he arose, that his cock was fully erect. Moving forward on his knees, he centered the massive head in the middle of her gaped-open lips and pushed gently.

		

		“See, it just fits,” he smiled down at her as he filled her right to the brim with inch after inch of warm, hard, pussy-stretching cock meat.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“So it does,” she whispered, as he bottomed out in her. He bent down to take her in his arms and slowly began to fuck her.

		

		Regan didn’t really need any more sex just now. Not after that tremendous climax!

		

		But how do you say “no” to a man who had just made you come so hard that you almost passed out? Thinking back on all of the incredible climaxes Riney had given her tonight, she decided that she owed him a nice fuck, if that’s what he wanted.

		

		Besides, while she wasn’t on fire for his cock right at the moment, the way she had been all of the other times she’d had it inside her tonight, it didn’t feel bad. Just reclining on her back, her arms around him as he rocked his huge prick in and out of her…it felt really great, actually. So she elected to just relax and enjoy the sensation.

		

		“Mmmmmm, that’s my big bear,” she whispered, bringing her hands up to caress his thinning hair as he took her, “fuck me, Riney, fuck me good, you sweet man.”

		

		Regan decided to do her best to give him a nice ride. She rolled her hips up to meet his thrusts and ran her hands through his hair and then caressed his broad back tenderly as he rode her undulating pelvis.

		

		He smiled down at her, leaned close and then kissed her. She opened her mouth for him and closed her eyes.

		

		Riney shifted just slightly, riding her a bit higher, and his massive cock was suddenly dragging right across her clit as it went in and out. Regan moaned up into his mouth and batted playfully at his tongue, letting him know how good that felt to her. She began to lick at his tongue and suck on it, as if it were a mini-cock.

		

		Oh, this is so sweet, she thought, loving the way it felt, hugging him, teasing his tongue as they kissed, working her pussy up onto his gliding prick, with my eyes closed, it’s almost as if my Ralph is back—except that Ralph didn’t fill me to the bursting point the way this magnificent thing does!

		

		The minutes ticked past, and the two of them just clung to each other and fucked. Regan felt her pussy tighten around him, no longer stretched out of shape by Riney’s unbelievable fisting, and her clit began to throb incessantly as his cock slid in and out over it.

		

		Her cunny was once more afloat in flowing, slippery lubricant and her nipples were firm and erect against his hairy chest. She gurgled and cooed happily as he fucked her, loving it; loving this close, intimate union almost as much as she had enjoyed the spectacular climaxes his masterful fingers and tongue had coaxed from her earlier.

		

		She pulled her mouth free, partly to gasp for breath, partly so that she could murmur in his ear, “Oh, Riney, you fuck me so beautifully. Jesus, but your cock feels sweet inside me, darling!”

		

		He peered down at her, with something like wonder in his normally devilish blue orbs. Just before he kissed her again, he whispered, “Regan, you are my dream girl.”

		

		Regan’s pussy clenched around him and her tits jerked against his chest. She kissed him back passionately, knowing that this broken down old rascal was going to make her come again.

		

		How many times will this be? She wondered. It’s almost impossible to keep track of them all. What a stud this man is!

		

		“Ummmmmm,” she sighed as her tummy tightened letting him know, she hoped, that she was close to yet another orgasm.

		

		She didn’t want to break off the kiss to tell him. This just felt too nice!

		

		I wonder how he’ll finish me this time. She thought. Will he start to really hammer me, or will he just keep doing me like this…slow and gentle and oh, so sweetly?

		

		She felt the first little spasm, and then the next. She shivered underneath him and hung on tight.

		

		Riney, sensing that she was there, held her closer, kissed her a little more firmly and sped up his stroke just slightly. Regan quivered and sucked hard on his tongue, her pussy going crazy around his penetrating cock.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she moaned up into his mouth as she began to come.

		

		Oh, it feels so wonderful! She marveled. It’s so beautiful to come like this, with a man holding me, just holding me so lovingly and letting me go off around him!

		

		Riney gasped and she felt his cock jerk inside her. He groaned loudly as the first spurt filled her and, from out of nowhere, Regan’s orgasm accelerated.

		

		Jesus, Jesus, my sweet Jesus, it’s so good! She told herself. This is such a sweet one! It feels so great to have him cream my pussy while I’m coming!

		

		The two of them clung together. Riney fucked his hot spend deep into her womb and kissed her so passionately that it made her toes curl. If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn that the man loved her with all of his soul.

		

		Regan was in heaven. She’d dreamed so often, since Ralph had left her, of coming like this, of knowing the utter joy of total release as she was being cuddled and loved!

		

		When the fantastic feelings had at last drained away, she still clung to him, stroking his hair, kissing him. It just felt so good to be in his arms, his cock slowly going soft inside her.

		

		“That was so lovely,” she sighed when their lips finally separated, “I adored that.”

		

		“As did I,” he whispered back, staring deeply into her eyes as he rolled onto his side, still holding her in his arms.

		

		After a long moment, she admitted, “That last one really took it out of me, Riney. I’m suddenly exhausted.”

		

		He slid his soft cock out of her and turned her around in his arms, drawing her limp body back into a “spoon” position, his right arm over her, cupping a breast gently. He murmured into her ear, “Let us sleep a little while, shall we, Regan, my love?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she agreed, closing her eyes, so tired she couldn’t stay awake another moment.

		

		****

		

		She awakened as she felt the mattress depress next to her as Riney slipped back under the covers. Turning to face him, she asked, “Where were you? What time is it?”

		

		“It’s about four,” he told her, drawing her close and kissing her nose lightly.

		

		“It can’t be,” she shot back. “It was after four when we fell asleep, I’m sure of it.”

		

		Then she noticed that the bedroom was brightly lit by the sunshine streaming through the curtains. She started and asked incredulously, “It’s four in the afternoon? What happened to the day?”

		

		He laughed and drew her close, her naked breasts against his furry pecs. “You slept right through it, I’m afraid.”

		

		She flashed him a suspicious look. “And you, reprobate, what did you do while I dozed the day away?”

		

		“I did what I always do, of course,” he grinned back at her. “I slipped off downstairs and worked on tomorrow’s column and then e-mailed it off to the paper.”

		

		“So, your work is done and now you’re back to play?” she asked, running her fingertips over his bushy-bearded cheek.

		

		“Of course,” he whispered back, touching the tip of her left nipple a she lay facing him, sending a tremor of excitement down her spine, “I can’t seem to resist this exquisite little body of yours, Regan.”

		

		She giggled and surprised him when she scooted abruptly back away from him, out of his one-armed embrace. She got out of bed on the other side of the mattress, telling him, “Well, you’re going to have to do without my exquisite body for a few moments, at least, my horny old Riney. Because right now, I have to—if you’ll pardon the rather crude colloquialism—piss like the proverbial race horse!”

		

		She heard him guffawing as she disappeared into the nearby bathroom and closed the door. After completing her task and flushing the toilet, she took a washcloth and dampened it, wiping down her pussy lips thoroughly and then drying them with a hand towel.

		

		Just in case he wants to push that wonderfully talented tongue of his in there again, she thought as she re-hung the towel. God, I hope he does. That man eats pussy so well that his tongue ought to be classified as a dangerous weapon.

		

		In moments, she was back in bed with him and he was cuddling her to him, that incredible horsecock of his already beginning to harden. She kissed him for long moments, her fingers stealing down to wrap themselves as far around his manhood as they would reach.

		

		Abruptly, she broke off the kiss, an impish grin on her face. “Hey, I know what I want to do. I want to suck that thing before it gets totally stiff again, to see if I can get it all in my mouth and throat when its semi-soft!”

		

		Scooting down in the bed, she threw the covers back, baring the lower part of his portly body. She urged him over onto his back and got in between his legs, her lips inches from his floppy fire-hose of a prick.

		

		He sighed with pleasure as Regan stuffed the head of his cock and about eight inches more of the softened tube of male meat into her mouth and began to suck. She tilted her head back so that it could slip down into her throat more easily and pushed her nursing lips downward, taking every last inch of it into her mouth!

		

		I did it! She thought triumphantly. I’ve got this huge thing all the way inside my mouth!

		

		Before she pulled her lips back up the monster cock, she stuck her tongue out and licked around each of his over-sized testicles. He moaned as she lapped at the hairy set of gonads, and reached down and ran his fingers through her cinnamon and sable hair.

		

		“God, I was so right about you,” he whispered, beaming down at her as she licked his balls, her mouth stuffed with him, “you are so incredibly sexy, Regan!”

		

		His manhood began to swell to life in her throat and she was forced to retreat up the firming shaft, her tongue swirling around it. Regan sucked a little harder and began to bob her head up and down, taking as much of the hardening flesh into her mouth and throat as she could, but losing ground rapidly.

		

		“Guh, so much!” she gasped, pulling her lips free moments later to pant for breath, “how long is this thing when it’s fully erect, anyway, you amazing old satyr?”

		

		He grinned at her. “I’m told by those who know—and by that I mean a number of young ladies over the years who were curious enough about such things to actually measure it—that it is just a shade over ten and a half inches in length.”

		

		When her eyes widened at that statement, he added, “Of course, like most things, I fear my impressive cock is not quite as impressive as it was in my youth. I used to stand six feet, one inch tall, for example, when I was a young man. Now, I’m just a hair under six feet. And I’m afraid my poor penis has shrunk just a bit as well.”

		

		Regan grinned at him, holding it in her fist, her hand moving up and down its glistening, saliva-gleaming length as it grew harder by the second. She said, “I don’t think you’ve got much to worry about there, my darling old Riney. This thing still looks plenty long enough to get the job done for a girl.”

		

		With that, she leaned in and kissed it, running her tongue all over the head. He sighed once more and smiled down beatifically at her as she began to suck it for him some more, taking more eight inches of the towering hard on into her mouth with each pass.

		

		God, I love this thing, she thought as she eagerly gobbled it up. It’s so hard and smooth and so incredibly huge! Once you get used to its size, its so much fun to suck…to see just how much of it you can swallow before it gags you.

		

		“My lord, Regan,” he gasped after another minute or so of her avid sucking, “I had a sense that you’d be hot in bed, but I must confess that I had no clue that you’d be such an adept, accomplished cocksucker!”

		

		She smiled and did just that; she ate his big prick up hungrily, ran her tongue around it constantly, and even nipped lightly at the steely-smooth flesh occasionally with her front teeth. Regan slurped and sucked and swallowed the delicious cock-flavored saliva, tasting his oozing pre-come mixed in with it.

		

		What an unbelievable slut-girl I am! She thought, reveling in the chance to behave like a slut-girl again for a change! Sucking cock is one of my absolute favorite things to do in the whole world…it’s so nasty!

		

		“Oh, oh, my,” he murmured as she took a big, hefty nut in each hand and squeezed them lightly while she sucked, “you really love sucking cock, don’t you darling?”

		

		Regan released his balls and ran her fingernails lightly over his wrinkly scrotal sac, drawing another deep sigh of satisfaction. She teased his cock head with her tongue as she toyed with his nuts, and then pushed her mouth down as far as she could get it without retching, reaching nearly all the way to the hairy base of his enormous dick.

		

		“Regan,” he hissed, “I’ve got to fuck you! You can suck me off later, if you wish, but right now, I’ve just got to have that wonderful, tight little pussy of yours again!”

		

		She pulled her mouth off on the next up-sweep, panting for breath, beaming at him, very proud of how well she’d sucked him. He held out his arms and she scrambled up onto her knees and came to him, raising her right leg just enough so that he could line his rampant cock up with her now very wet pussy lips as she let her weight down on him.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, it’s so damned long!” she gasped as it plowed its way deep inside her. “And it feels so incredibly good inside me!”

		

		She leaned down and pressed her breasts against his furry pectorals and kissed him as she began to move her ass up and down on his massive prick. Riney sighed with pure pleasure and ran his tongue up into her mouth as she fucked him, letting her do most of the work.

		

		Nothing’s ever felt as good up inside of me as this marvelous cock does, she realized as she rode the thick stalk of hard flesh, really moving her butt for him, squeezing at him with her inner muscles, milking him. Not even my sweet Ralph felt this wonderful up inside my pussy! Riney’s cock is fantastic!

		

		He urged her upward, breaking off the kiss, his hands on her ribcage on both sides of her wriggling body. Pushing up just high enough so that her breasts dangled right above his lips, Riney sucked her right nipple into his mouth and nursed at it as she fucked him.

		

		“Oh, oh, yes,” she whispered ecstatically, “that feels so wonderful. Suck them, Riney, you horny old goat! Suck my hot nipples while I ride this huge cock of yours, my darling.”

		

		He nipped at her sensitive little knob and her pussy contracted sharply around his prick. “Ummmmmm, that’s right, eat them right up. Suck them. Bite them a little for me, my sweet beast!”

		

		Riney switched breasts, his hand moving over to tweak her saliva-slick right nipple while he sucked the left one. Regan smiled down at him, nursing like a baby on her aroused tit.

		

		Such a dear man, really, when you get to know him, she thought, continuing to stare down at him lovingly, and, God, what a lover he is!

		

		She felt her pussy clench again and her tummy begin to tighten. Regan put her palms flat on his big chest and really began to work her pussy onto his impaling cock. She could feet the orgasm building deep inside her, from her well-sucked nipples down to her clit, and she wanted it.

		

		“Oh, Riney, you adorable old bear!” she sighed, her eyes nearly closed with rising passion. “Your cock feels so good. God, but I love to fuck you!”

		

		“Come for me, Regan,” he whispered, his lips leaving her nipple momentarily. “I love to watch you go off, you spectacular woman, you! As I told you before, you’re my dream girl, darling.”

		

		Regan trembled atop his rigid shaft, her breasts jerking in unison, her pussy grabbing at him as he called her his “dream girl”. She was corkscrewing her hips down onto him frantically by now, her tits bouncing, her nipples almost jiggling free of Riney’s lips and fingers.

		

		“I’m coming,” she whispered, feeling herself explode, “Oh, dear God, you’re making me come again, you wonderful man!”

		

		She whimpered it felt so good; the orgasm flooded her consciousness, inundating her in fiery, sweet spasms. She cried out, “Oh, Riney, it’s so fantastic. Jesus, do you ever know how to make me come hard, you old sweetie?”

		

		Regan groaned, her pussy gushing out fluid, her tits jerking beneath his exquisite touch, the perfect suction of his lips on her nipple. She shivered as if a cold wind was blowing over her and just let go and came and came!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		The sinfully blissful spasms died away slowly and Regan’s thoughts cleared. She felt Riney, hard and unyielding inside her, realized that he hadn’t come, and knew immediately what she wanted to do next.

		

		“You just lie still and enjoy this, you old goat,” she whispered, an impish grin on her face, as she slid off of him and onto her stomach between his legs.

		

		Smiling hugely at him, she slipped his gleaming-with-female-come cock head into her mouth and sucked, her tongue lapping up the remnants of her own recent orgasm. He gasped.

		

		“Jesus,” he said simply, his face a mix of joy and wonder at her willingness to suck his cock off after it had just been inside her.

		

		Regan didn’t mind a bit. As a matter of fact, she rather liked the taste of her pussy juice, and it wasn’t as if she hadn’t done this for Ralph dozens of times over the years.It was even kinkier than a plain blowjob, adding, as it did, the element of increased depravity of her swallowing her own come as he watched. She liked that a lot. Because if Ralph had taught her anything, it was that men loved it when a woman was as prim and proper as she could be in public and a total whore in the bedroom!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” she sighed, sucking, licking, and swallowing, letting Riney know that she loved what she was doing.

		

		“My God, what an incredible woman you are, Regan,” he murmured, watching intently as her head went up and down, her tongue all over him. “You’re easily the sexiest, hottest woman I’ve ever met!”

		

		She gurgled happily around his sliding cock meat and kept on blowing him. Reaching under him again, she cupped his big balls in both hands and gently caressed them, causing his shaft to jump in her mouth while she nursed on it.

		

		Regan tried raking her fingernails lightly across is hairy nut sac again and was rewarded by seeing the two bulky orbs jerk and move closer together, a long, low moan of pure excitement escaping from their owner’s mouth. She teased him a little more and saw his balls tighten still further.

		

		He’s almost there, she thought. That beautiful fuck he just gave me, plus seeing me being such a bad girl for him--knowing I’m just dying to swallow a big load for him while he watches me do it—has the poor man ready to shoot this big canon of his!

		

		Sure enough, he suddenly blurted, “Regan, darling, I…I can’t hold back!”

		

		A gentleman to the end, she thought, impressed by his good manners, most men wouldn’t have warned me—they’d have just gone off in my mouth without so much as a moan to let me know they were coming!

		

		Riney did more than moan. He sucked in his breath sharply and gasped, “Oh, my sweet God, Regan. Here it is!”

		

		For one panicked split second, Regan wondered if she hadn’t overestimated her cocksucking prowess, because the first jet of Riney’s come was so large that it filled her mouth and throat instantly. And it came out with the force of a fireman suddenly cranking a fire-hose open after hooking it up to the hydrant!

		

		She gulped it down, and the second blast filled her mouth completely once again. Riney was groaning in unadulterated ecstasy, shoving his cock upward with little involuntary jerks of his hips.

		

		The third gush of semen was, she thanked God, a bit smaller, and the one after that was about the size a normal human male might have shot on his first or second spurt. She downed them, one after the other, marveling over how much of this hot, gooey stuff Riney’s old balls put out—and at his age, too!—and how good it tasted to her.

		

		She hadn’t had a man come in her mouth in three years before last night’s swinger party. And she’d always loved swallowing come, ever since high school.

		

		So Riney was a triple treat. Because he’d definitely come in her mouth, and she had definitely swallowed all of his taboo, luscious man-cream for him, and there had been a gallon of it!

		

		“Mmmmmm,” sighed, licking the last droplet off his cock head and then releasing it.

		

		She swallowed, looking straight at him, and he beamed at her. With a little smirk, she asked, “How was that, you old bear? Did I do it well?”

		

		“You did it perfectly, and you know it, my little wood nymph,” he laughed. “That was an utterly sensational blowjob. I can’t believe you swallowed it all so easily. The volume of my semen must be declining as I age, along with my height.”

		

		“Oh, it was plenty, my darling Riney,” she assured him. “If I didn’t enjoy swallowing come so much, you might have drowned me.”

		

		He laughed and nodded his head. “You can’t imagine how many women over the years who have sucked me off have ended up with the stuff dripping out of both nostrils, coughing and clearing their throats desperately—as you say, nearly drowning in the stuff. That’s why I always try to warn a girl when I’m about to go off in her mouth.”

		

		She got up onto her hands and knees and made her way back to his side, where he wrapped his arms around her and held her close once more. He smiled at her and whispered, “You are a constant surprise, Regan. I never suspected a proper lady such as you would be a secret master of fellatio, in addition to being an aficionado of semen swallowing.”

		

		His smile grew wider as he added, “Nor did I suspect what an absolute vixen you would prove to be in bed, when it comes to fucking, both conventional and anal. As I said, I sensed that you would be a much hotter woman than your public face would have indicated…but I never dreamed you’d be all that you’ve proved to be.”

		

		She loved that compliment, but she didn’t know exactly how to answer it, so she remained silent. He solved that problem by abruptly changing the subject, “So, what shall we do about breakfast?”

		

		“Well, I just had the equivalent of about three protein shakes—since sperm is mostly protein and I just swallowed about a half gallon of it—so I’m good with something light.”

		

		He laughed and shook his head, “You are such a delightful woman, Regan; witty and beautiful, and so very bright.”

		

		After a moment’s pause, he seemed to remember something about her past and asked her, “You used to teach, did you not?”

		

		“Yes, I have masters in English from Stanford. I taught English for six years at the University of San Francisco when Ralph and I first married.”

		

		She shrugged, “And then I suddenly noticed one day that we had grown very rich, thanks to Ralph’s business skills, and that my paycheck was pretty much unneeded. So I gave notice and resigned at the end of the semester.”

		

		He cocked his head and looked at her closely. “And you weren’t crushed by guilt about not trying to be someone who, as they used to say back then, could have ‘had it all’—family, career, social prominence?”

		

		She grinned at him and shook her head. “I had two daughters to tend to by then, and I was becoming more and more involved in civic and club work, so I thought that was enough of a challenge for me, without trying to juggle class schedules and grade papers and all of that on top of it. As I said, it wasn’t like we needed the money.”

		

		“Where are your children now?”

		

		“Jean lives with her husband and my two beautiful grandchildren in Florida, just outside of Boca Raton. My other girl, Nancy, lives in Boston. She’s not married yet, but then she’s only twenty-two. And she’s gung-ho for a journalism career. She just started a job with the Boston Globe.”

		

		“Good paper,” Riney said, nodding his approval, “I know a lot of the senior staff there. They carry my column, of course.”

		

		“How about you?” she asked. “Are there any children floating around out there, Riney?”

		

		“None that I am aware of,” he answered. “I’ve never married and none of my myriad of past lady friends have ever crept round to my door clutching a mewling infant and demanding that I pay for it.”

		

		The conversation trailed off after that, the two of them just looking at one another, both smiling. Regan felt very relaxed. She was sexually satisfied, completely satisfied, for the first time in years, and she felt incredibly comfortable here, in bed, naked with Riney; funny, furry, outrageous old Riney.

		

		“I have another proposition for you,” he said at last, breaking the mood of the tranquil little interval.

		

		“Is it obscene, I hope?”

		

		“Many would find it very obscene, I’m sure,” he answered, his devilish smile returning.

		

		“Okay,” she said, smiling, “frankly, I love the way your first obscene proposition has turned out, so fire away.”

		

		“Stay with me for the week,” he said, his eyes boring into hers, clearly trying to gauge her reaction. “We can go over to your place today and pack a couple of bags with whatever clothes you’ll need, and cosmetics, and brushes and so forth.”

		

		Regan started. She couldn’t imagine doing that. What on earth did he…?

		

		She stopped in mid-thought as he quickly explained. “I’m entranced with you, Regan. I have been for years, truthfully. Now that I’ve gotten to know you better, and we’ve shared a bed, I’m curious to see if we could live together—if we could stand each other on a daily basis.”

		

		Regan was stunned. She looked at Riney—unkempt, scruffy, fat, hair-thinning, bushy-bearded Riney—and wondered what in the world had possessed him to think that she, style-conscious, perfectly-coiffed and turned out Regan James, wealthy widow and socially prominent clubwoman would consider even for a second, living with…him?

		

		“Are you insane?” she finally asked.

		

		He grinned and shook his head that he wasn’t. “Think about it. Our politics are very similar. Socially, we know all of the same people. I’m quite wealthy, so I don’t need your money, and you don’t need mine. I’m witty, bright, well-read, well-traveled, and so are you.”

		

		He waggled his eyebrows lasciviously at her and added, “Plus, the two of us are fucking chained lightning in bed together, Regan, and you know it. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t like to come home at night--after a hard day of fund-raising for this or that cause, hanging out with the ladies who lunch--to a gourmet dinner, lovingly prepared by me, and to a night of incredible sex. All of which would be followed by incredible wake up sex the next morning, accompanied by yet another gourmet meal, breakfast or brunch, depending on whether or not we elect to sleep in that morning, of course.”

		

		She started to answer him and then stopped herself. Instead of dismissing him out of hand, as she had been about to do, she thought carefully for a moment about the life that he had just outlined, and what it would be like to live such a life.

		

		Regan glanced around the bedroom. It was beautiful. Well decorated—thanks to Liz, of course—and the furniture was gorgeous. She had to admit, she had even come to like the mirrored canopy above the big bed. It was kinky and fun!

		

		The rest of the house was just as nice, and the view of the Bay was incomparable. There was a two car garage; the house was in a lovely part of the city.

		

		And there was the sex to consider. She had to admit. Sex with Riney wasn’t just good, it was utterly sensational; the absolute best!

		

		“I’d have some conditions,” she said at last. “If we found that we could stand each other, I’d still have some small changes I’d insist on.”

		

		A wary look crept onto his face. “What sort of ‘changes’?”

		

		“Well, for one thing, that beard of yours is going to get a severe restyling. I like a beard on you, but that ugly, brushy look has got to go. And that hair is going to get clipped into a much neater, more contemporary style.”

		

		He winced. The wary look had now been displaced by a worried look.

		

		Regan ignored his obvious discomfort at what she’d said and plunged ahead, “And that huge gut has to go as well, my dear Riney. If I decide to move in with you, I’m putting you on a diet and enrolling you in my gym.”

		

		Riney’s worried look changed to one of sheer horror at the thought of huffing and puffing his way around a gymnasium. But she was unrelenting.

		

		“And those ugly tweet sports jackets are going, too. You and I are going shopping together. You’ve got plenty of money, as do I. So we’re going to spend some of it to re-tailor you.”

		

		“B-But, my image!” he sputtered, looking even more horrified at the idea of an expansively re-tailored Riney. “I’m known for my slovenly dress and shaggy mane of hair, my bushy beard!”

		

		His eyes assumed a pleading look as he said, “I’m the iconoclast, Regan; the unkempt man who cares not a fig for fashion--the aging hippie who ignores society’s latest fads and fashions. I’m the outsider who knows everyone, the unfettered court jester who is free to make fun of everyone else and their foibles!”

		

		Seeing that she was unmoved, he blurted, “I can’t dress fashionably and become some svelte gigolo about town. I refuse to become some simpering courtier who embraces the latest trends…who will want to read my column if I do?”

		

		She put her arms around him and cuddled in close to him, her breasts right up against his chest fur. Smiling seductively, she whispered, “Think of the sex, Riney. Think of me sucking that wonderful cock of yours, anytime you want.”

		

		He smiled, and then quickly frowned. He had the look about him of a man who knew that he was trapped, and was glancing around for an exit from his troubles.

		

		“And of course, there’s always anal. I just love anal and, once I got used to it, that big dick of yours felt just perfect, fucking my little ass, now didn’t it, darling?”

		

		He sighed, clearly remembering just how great that had felt, the torrid sex the two of them had shared thus far. He licked his lips and said haltingly, “I suppose a new suit or two wouldn’t hurt. And I guess I could stand to lose a pound or two.”

		

		She grinned happily and touched his bearded cheek. “That’s wonderful, my darling old bear.”

		

		After a moment, she added, “There’ll need to be some changes in décor throughout the house, too, of course.”

		

		His eyes flew open wide once more and he stiffened in her embrace. She assured him in her softest voice, “Don’t worry. By and large, I love what Liz did with the place, so we won’t need to change much. I’m thinking of a mirror for the front room; perhaps a small table with a vase that would tie in with your current manly décor. Just some minor things such as that; I won’t be making major changes, darling, so don’t be concerned.”

		

		“My office must stay the same!” he demanded. “It’s my citadel, my inner-sanctum; my refuge!”

		

		“That’s fine,” she told him, smiling, leaning forward to kiss him, “I won’t be spending much time in there anyway…except when I drop in to fuck you on that nice couch, or perhaps to suck you off as you sit in your big chair and look out on the Bay. How does that sound, my sweet satyr?”

		

		He grinned and pulled her to him.

		

		****

		

		“I have a demand, too, darling girl,” he told her an hour later.

		

		They were lying together at the head of the bed, nestled against the pillows. Riney had taken his time, kissing her and licking her and touching her deftly for what had seemed like an eternity, until she was close to begging him to fuck her.

		

		And then he had.

		

		Regan smiled up at her image in the overhead mirror, reliving it. He’d fucked her slowly, sensually, sensationally. And then he’d finished up by banging her brains out as she started to orgasm, making her come like a mad woman, screaming and writhing beneath him as he’d unloaded another massive wave of semen inside her more-that-willing pussy.

		

		“What’s your demand, my sweet, ribald Riney?” asked, stretching, luxuriating in the sweet afterglow of another perfect orgasm.

		

		“I want you to remain my unicorn.”

		

		“You still want to attend swinger parties?” She asked, slightly amazed that he still--apparently--wanted other women besides her.

		

		“Of course, as do you, if you’d just stop and consider it,” he told her with a patient smile.

		

		She just stared at him, so he went on, “My married swinger friends tell me that there is absolutely nothing as thrilling as watching your loved one getting it hot and heavy from some other attractive swinger while she or he watches you doing the same. It’s totally open, totally guilt-free sex, that my married friends assure me titillates them no end while they’re sharing it, and later, at home, when they’re recounting their various liaisons and assignations. Think about it, darling.”

		

		Regan did think about it, a doubtful look settling on her face, so Riney continued, “Think about Liz riding my big dick and Wyatt fucks that wonderful ass while some other gorgeous, well-hung young man balls that tight little pussy of yours, both of us watching each other all the while. A woman with your sex drive, my sweet Regan; tell me you don’t find the prospect of that irresistible?”

		

		A tremor of desire shot through her as she imagined being in the orgy room with Riney, doing a bunch of different people as he did the same. She had to admit, it was extremely tempting!

		

		“But how would I remain a unicorn if we starting attending parties together, as partners?” she asked aloud, as the question suddenly occurred to her.

		

		“That’s easy,” he assured her; “I have at least a dozen girls who clamor to accompany me to swinger affairs, as my dates. You would simply go along with the pair of us, as an unescorted woman, as you did with Wyatt and Liz.”

		

		She laughed at that idea. “Is it really that important to you—for me to continue to be the unicorn?”

		

		He smiled at her and drew her in for a kiss, saying, “Yes, for the unicorn is the rarest of creatures, my darling Regan, and you are the rarest of women.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		The week went better than either of them could ever have dreamed it would. By the end of it, Regan could scarcely imagine herself living anywhere else.

		

		Life with Riney proved to be the easiest, most delightful thing in the world. He was unfailingly sweet to her, kissing her awake in the mornings, making love to her with all of his usual flair and adeptness, often making her come so hard that she almost passed out.

		

		He cooked all of their meals; they were uniformly delicious and—in deference to his pledge to lose some weight, less calorie-laden than they had previously been. There was a very nice middle-aged lady by the name of Mrs. Clary who came in three days a week to clean and do the wash and change sheets and put fresh-cut flowers from the garden in vases around the house for them.

		

		All in all, it was perfect.

		

		Regan went to meetings for the various causes she supported, lunched with friends, shopped with Riney, buying him ten new bespoke suits at the finest tailor shop in San Francisco, along with new shirts, shoes, belts, and underwear. She made him visit her stylist, and his shaggy mane disappeared in favor of a very becoming, nicely-styled shorter haircut. And only traces of his gray hair remained, thanks to her stylist’s skills as a colorist.

		

		The biggest change was the beard and mustache. It was now closer cropped, neatly trimmed and, again, free of most of the gray hair that had added at least ten years to his former seedy-ex-hippie look.

		

		People didn’t recognize him at first when the two of them went to dinner together, and then they did, they were amazed, and had nothing but praise for his new “look”. At first, they were shocked to see the two of them together as a couple, but that quickly passed.

		

		“All of my girlfriends thought I’d gone mad when they heard I had taken up with you, you old bear,” she whispered to him as they awaited their entrees at La Folie—a wonderful French restaurant located on Russian Hill that they had been delighted to discover was a mutually-shared, long time favorite eating spot for each of them.

		

		“But now the word is out that I’ve changed you from a sow’s ear into a reasonable facsimile of a silk purse, and they seem to be viewing the whole thing in an entirely different light,” she finished her gossipy thought.

		

		“My colleagues at the paper seem convinced that I must have drugged and kidnapped you,” Riney beamed back at her. “They all said; ‘Regan James and…you?’”

		

		He shook his head and added, “Of course most of them didn’t believe it at first, but then the reports of us out on the town together kept filtering in, and they were forced to concede that it might be true that you and I were a couple.”

		

		She smiled happily and asked him brightly, “Are we, a couple, I mean? Is it official?”

		

		He laughed. “God, I hope so, since my house is now thoroughly girl-ified with mirrors and new lamps and knick-knacks. My closet is stuffed with my new clothes and that incredible wardrobe of yours. And your apartment is all but empty.”

		

		She nodded and said, “I’m thinking about selling it, if this continues to work out as well as it has so far, Riney.”

		

		“Oh, I’m sure it will. I’m crazy about you, Regan. Do you seriously think I’d ever agree to go on a diet for anyone else?”

		

		Now it was her turn to laugh, and she did. She eventually stopped laughing, and then asked him, her tone turning serious, “Why me, Riney? You’ve had a zillion girls, women, in your bed over the years. Why didn’t any of them get an invitation to move into Chez Riney?”

		

		His eyes went as sober as she’d ever seen them. He whispered, “Because I didn’t love any of them, Regan. And I do love you, so very much.”

		

		Regan’s heart skipped a beat. She could see it in his serious eyes—he was telling the truth, not joking around with her as he usually did. He did love her!

		

		Could I ever love this old bear of a man? She asked herself.

		

		And, to her everlasting shock, she discovered that she already did!

		

		Somewhere along the way, tremendous sex, terrific friendship, and the easy compatibility that their last week together had fostered had blossomed into love. She couldn’t believe it, but the more she thought about her feelings for the man sitting across the table from her, the more she realized that it was true: somehow, in the last week, Reinhold Resler had won her over, and won her heart!

		

		He seemed to be waiting for a response from her so, after taking a deep breath, she whispered, “I love you, too, you old beast!”

		

		He grinned from ear to ear, and reached across the table for her hand. After his own deep breath, he said, “Why stop when you’re winning?”

		

		She didn’t know what to say to that, so she just waited him out. He held her hand a little tighter and said, “I want you to go shopping with me tomorrow, when I make my usual rounds of the various pubs, and stores, and restaurants I frequent to pick up tidbits for my columns. Will you?”

		

		“Of course,” she smiled back at him, “you know I love to shop. What are we looking at this time, more suits? I’m surprised at you’re becoming such a shopping maven, darling.”

		

		“No, this time we’re looking at engagement and wedding ring sets,” he told her, the devilish, I’m-having-fun-now glint returning to his blue eyes.

		

		Regan’s jaw dropped open. He smiled at the reaction he’d gotten from her before he added simply, “I’m sixty-two years old. I don’t want to waste any time, because I may not have that much left…who knows?”

		

		She was still too shocked to speak, so he went on. “I’m hoping to have many years left to spend with you, Mrs. James, but no one can say with certainty whether I will or not. My mother lived to be eighty-three and my father was ninety-two when he passed on—he was older than my mother, you see; just as I’m twelve years your senior.”

		

		“Must be a family trait, cradle-robbing like that,” she told him with a straight face.

		

		He laughed and nodded his agreement. And then he went serious once more as he said, “So, will you have me, Regan James? I’ve never even considered asking anyone to marry me before now, so I’m unsure of the protocol. Should I get down on one knee?”

		

		Regan giggled. “No, you old fool. If you did that, I’d probably have to help you up. Just ask me, as romantically as you can, Riney.”

		

		He cleared his throat and said, somewhat stiffly, “I love you with all of my heart, Regan. Will you do me the incredible honor of marrying me?”

		

		She took a deep breath, remembering the sex, remembering the quiet times around the house, just sitting in the same room with him, watching television, reading books, holding hands, and said, “Yes, God help me, I will marry you, Mr. Bear.”

		

		The waiter brought their entrees just then and a jubilant Reinhold Resler ordered the most expensive bottle of champagne in the restaurant’s cellars and then, as an after-thought, ordered a round of their house champagne—which wasn’t exactly a bargain brand either--for every diner in the restaurant who cared to join the two of them in celebrating their impeding nuptials.

		

		****

		

		“I’m beginning to re-think this whole marriage idea,” Regan told him as the plane banked and then squared up for the final approach into Las Vegas’s McCarran Airport.

		

		“Oh? It’s not like you to get cold feet, darling,” he told her, looking genuinely surprised.

		

		“I’m experiencing doubts concerning the wisdom of marrying a loon,” she said, smiling wryly at him.

		

		“A loon…me?” he asked, feigning shock.

		

		“What else would you call a sixty-two year old man who has never been married, never even considered getting married before, who asks you to marry him, buys you an obscenely expensive, but oh, so beautiful--and thank you very much, by the way—ring set, and then whisks you off to Vegas, the very next day?”

		

		“A man in a hurry, certainly not a loon,” Riney playfully chastised her, clearly enjoying her little jibe at his expense.

		

		Regan was smiling, holding her new ring up to the plane window, admiring the way the huge center diamond picked up the light. The ring had cost Riney almost two-hundred thousand dollars and he hadn’t even blinked, telling Regan that she was worth every last nickel he had.

		

		My Riney is such a sweetie, she thought, I’ve always wanted a gorgeous ring like this one, but Ralph and I didn’t have that much money when we got engaged, and the little ring he could afford to buy me meant way too much to me to trade it for a new one, once we got wealthy enough to do that.

		

		She fought back a sudden impulse to cry as she thought about yesterday, when she’d removed the ring she’d worn every day for twenty-six years and placed it gently in her jewelry box. She’d said a prayer, asking Ralph for his understanding, as she’d closed both the lid of the box and on that part of her life at the same time.

		

		He’s not you, Ralph, my dearest one, she thought now as the plane descended, but he’s sweet and funny and he does love me passionately. And I’m so tired of being both alone and lonely. And I do love him, if not in exactly the same way I loved you, my darling. So, please forgive me for wanting to live again…not just mourn your passing every waking hour.

		

		“Having second thoughts, for real this time?” Riney asked her as the plane set down and the brakes engaged.

		

		“Why would you ask that?”

		

		“Because your face was so sad, there for a moment, my love,” Riney explained, patting her hand.

		

		She was honest with him. “I was thinking of Ralph, and how much I loved him.”

		

		Seeing the surprise on his face, she rushed to assure him, “I love you, too, darling, or I wouldn’t be marrying you. And I think Ralph would want me to be happy.”

		

		He smiled encouragingly at her and she felt her heart lift.

		

		“I’m going to make you very happy, Riney, I promise.”

		

		“You already do,” he told her, leaning over and kissing her cheek. “Just the sight of you, standing next to me, knowing that you’re mine—it makes me happier than anything else ever has in my entire life.”

		

		****

		

		“Do you know everyone?” Regan asked incredulously when the limousine stopped at the VIP guest entrance of the huge hotel/casino on South Las Vegas Boulevard.

		

		“No, darling, but I do happen to know the owner of this hotel fairly well. I always stay here when I come to Vegas, and we’ve become fast friends over the years. When I told him that I was getting married, he insisted on sending the limousine and on giving us a complementary stay in the Bridal Suite, as a wedding present.”

		

		They went inside, the driver having a bellman take their bags from the trunk, and were whisked through the check-in process with just one quick signature by Riney. They rode in a private elevator up to their suite, and were greeted by none other than the billionaire owner of the hotel himself, who was waiting for them inside the elegant suite of rooms.

		

		He presented them with the most elaborate welcoming gift basket of expensive chocolates, vintage wine and champagne, nuts, fruit, and pricey toiletry items that Regan had ever seen. And she and Ralph had rarely stayed at hotels that were less than five-star rated for the last twenty years.

		

		“Well, I now see why you’re finally abandoning the principles of a lifetime,” the owner said, beaming at Regan as he was introduced to her. “She’s incredibly beautiful, Riney. How on earth did you ever convince a woman this gorgeous to marry a broken down old mope such as yourself?”

		

		“Charm,” he smiled back at his friend, “and my usual line of incredible bullshit. That’s the secret to my success.”

		

		“Well, I can’t argue with the results your methods produce,” the hotel owner said, eying Regan again and shaking his head.

		

		“Madame, I hope you will be happy with this old rake,” he told her, taking her hand and kissing the back of it. “If the two of you need anything during your stay with us, just let me know and I’ll make it happen.”

		

		He turned to Riney, releasing Regan’s hand and said, “Oh, and by the way, there’s a thousand apiece in chips, awaiting the happy couple down on the gaming floor, anytime you want to pick them up, you old dog. Enjoy!”

		

		“Thank you very much indeed, my friend,” Riney said warmly as the hotel’s owner turned to leave. “Oh, and I did think of one more thing…is there a wedding chapel in this elaborate adult Disneyland you operate?”

		

		“Of course,” his host said, smiling broadly, “what denomination would you prefer? We have several ministers, rabbis, and even a Buddhist monk on call.”

		

		He thought about it a moment, and then added, “And I’ll be happy to stand up as your best man, if you’d like, Riney.”

		

		Turning back toward Regan he said, “You haven’t met my wife, Linda, yet but I’m sure you two will hit it off splendidly, Regan. Why don’t you join us for dinner in one of the hotel’s restaurant’s tonight and I’ll introduce you two, and then she can be your maid of honor tomorrow, at the ceremony?”

		

		“How sweet of you,” Regan said, smiling back at him. “Is that all right with you, darling?”

		

		“Well, we wanted a small, simple ceremony, but I don’t think two extra people will swell our ranks too much,” Riney said to her. “And besides, you’ll like Linda.”

		

		****

		

		And so it was that after a charming dinner with the hotel owner and his beautiful young wife that night in the five-star Italian restaurant, Riney and Regan bid their hosts adieu until tomorrow evening at eight, in the wedding chapel. They made their way into the casino, picked up their complimentary thousand dollars worth of chips, and proceeded to blow most of it on roulette—a game Riney usually never played because of the horrible odds.

		

		After spending almost an hour at the table, winning a few paltry five dollar bets they had placed on whether an odd or even number came up, or whether the bouncing ball would come down on a red or a black number, Riney turned to his new fiancé and asked, “How much do you have left out of your thousand in gratis chips?”

		

		She counted them up, and then announced, “Four-hundred and forty dollars worth, darling, why?”

		

		He flashed the evil-looking little grin that she had come to love so much at her. She knew that this particular leering smile meant that he was in the mood for sex, and that sounded wonderful to her.

		

		“Because I find that I’d much rather go back up to our lavish room with you than I fancy staying down here, slowly giving our host’s money back to him a chip at a time,” he finally said.

		

		“So, what do you propose?”

		

		“Here, I’ve got just over six-hundred left. Let’s pool our remaining chips, put them all on one number, and be done with it, all right?”

		

		She smiled at him and whispered, “Excellent idea, my love. Then we can move on to much more fun…interesting things, yes?”

		

		“You know it,” he grinned back at her.

		

		“What number do we choose?”

		

		“What’s your favorite number?”

		

		She thought that over and then said, “Four.”

		

		“Red or black, which color do we want for our final bet?”

		

		“Black, I think,” she offered, “that way, perhaps we’ll win, and stay in the black for the evening, so to speak.”

		

		“Perfect,” he said, turning to address the wheel operator, “all of this on number four, black, please, my good man.”

		

		The man took Riney’s handful of chips and quickly and expertly converted them into one five-hundred dollar chip, one hundred dollar chip, a fifty dollar chip, with one ten dollar chip riding on top of the short stack, which he moved onto number four, black. Seconds later, all bets down, he spun the wheel.

		

		The gaudy wheel came to rest on a two, ticked over one number, and its momentum almost but not quite expended, it finally popped over onto number four, black, and—against all odds—came to a stop. Regan gasped. She turned toward her almost-husband and asked excitedly, “How much is that?”

		

		The answer to that, they were delighted to find, at roulette’s standard thirty-seven to one payout, was thirty-nine thousand, two-hundred, and twenty dollars! Riney tipped the wheel man a couple of hundred dollar chips, which he held up to the all-seeing camera in the ceiling and then dropped into his pocket, telling Riney, “Thank you very much, sir. Have a great evening.”

		

		Chuckling, the two soon-to-be newlyweds made their way over to the cashier’s window, where Riney filled out the mandatory tax form, thereby letting the I.R.S. know about his little windfall, and collected a check from the casino for their total winnings. As they left the cashier’s cage, check in hand, Riney asked Regan, “So, what shall we do with this, dear? Do you need a new car, or some more clothes; some jewelry perhaps?”

		

		She beamed up at him and said, “I’m chairing a committee of civic-minded women who are tying to raise a half a million dollars to refurbish the Police Benevolent Association’s gymnasium. You know, for underprivileged kids, to give them a safe environment in which to play after school?”

		

		Staring at the check in his hand, she said, “That would make a nice start toward the first hundred-thousand, Riney, darling!”

		

		Getting into the spirit of his new life with a woman who was so selfless and dedicated to good causes, he smiled at her and said, “I’ll tell you what; why don’t I put another thirty-thousand with this when we get home, and you put another thirty in, and we’ll donate the whole hundred-thousand to the fund. I’ll write it up as an item in my column, and I bet we’ll be swamped with cash for the kiddies.”

		

		Seeing her huge smile, he added, “Plus, it’s a great item for me, and it will be a tax write-off for both of us. Everyone wins, including those kids who need a better place to play than the city streets.”

		

		“Oh, Riney, what a wonderful idea,” she said, taking his arm and heading for the elevator up to the rooms, “I’m going to give you the blowjob of a lifetime for thinking of that; just wait and see if I don’t!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		And she had, of course. Riney had eventually a bucketful of come into her sucking mouth and she’d swallowed every drop.

		

		Now, as she arranged the fresh-cut flowers that Mrs. Clary had just brought in from the garden in the beautiful vase that Liz had given her as a wedding present, Regan fondly recalled that glorious, slurpy, hour-long suck off session with her darling Riney, after they’d left the casino and had gone back up to their room and gotten in bed together.

		

		He came so hard and so much that I could barely handle it, she smiled, remembering the volume of hot, gooey come that had flooded her mouth when she’d finally stopped teasing and licking and tantalizing him, and had let him go off in between her expertly-sucking lips.

		

		You’d have thought that he hadn’t had sex in weeks, when I knew for a fact that we’d shared a long, delicious fuck just that morning. And he’d come like crazy inside me then as well.

		

		She smiled happily. Her dear Riney was such a stud when it came to inundating a girl in spunk!

		

		“Well, that’s quite a grin, my love,” he said just then, as he slipped into the living room from his office and found her fooling with the flowers and beaming. “What are you thinking about?”

		

		“You,” she said, throwing her arms around his big neck, “I’m thinking about you and your huge cock and how much I love to suck it off for you!”

		

		He chuckled and then drew her in for a big kiss. When their lips finally parted a full minute later, he whispered, “You’ve made me the happiest man in the city, in the state…in the whole world, for that matter, my darling Regan. You never fail to delight me.”

		

		Taking her by the hand, he led her down the hall and into his office. He pointed to the computer screen and said, “Here, read this. It’s tomorrow’s column and the lead item is a doozy, if I do say so myself.”

		

		Riney falls! Yes, devoted readers, it’s true, I’m afraid. Reinhold Resler, your intrepid columnist, has recently taken the plunge and gotten married for the very first time!

		

		My new wife is the stunningly beautiful socialite, Regan James. How, you must be asking yourself, did frumpy, fuzzy, disheveled old Riney ever manage to win the hand of such an elegant, sophisticated, dazzling society maven?

		

		Pure luck…pure, unadulterated good luck; that’s my answer, Riney readers! And, to further expand on the theme of my continuing good luck, let me tell you about a night in Vegas recently spent by yours truly and my new bride, Regan James Resler—that new name of hers has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?

		

		It seems that my new wife and I, while in Sin City to take our vows--chanced to find ourselves in one of those plush casinos that line South Las Vegas Boulevard; pleasure palaces built to scoop up money from unwary tourists. But, on this particular night, faithful readers…

		

		Regan read on excitedly as Riney described their wonderful stay at the hotel, thereby giving a nice plug to their recent host and his fabulous hotel/casino; their big win at the roulette wheel, and their decision to donate it to the gymnasium renovation fund.

		

		He then included both the online address and the post office box that readers could use to add their own donations to the fund, and urged them to do so.

		

		“Oh, Riney, how wonderful!” she gushed as she finished reading.

		

		Her smile turned wary after a moment as she added, “You don’t usually do things like this. Your column is normally full of jokes and witty stories and great, funny quotes from all of the local wags. Why the exception; why the pitch for the gymnasium fund?”

		

		“I did it for you,” he said simply, actually blushing behind his well-trimmed full beard. “As you must know by now, I’d do anything for you, Regan, my love.”

		

		Regan’s heart swelled with love for her old bear of a man. She led him away from the desk and over to the couch, unbuttoning her blouse as she went.

		

		“I love you, too, Riney,” she whispered, sliding the blouse off and starting on the buttons of his dress shirt, “let’s get these clothes off, and I’ll show you just how much I love you, Mr. Bear.”

		

		Nude together at last, she sucked him until he was as hard as a Louisville Slugger baseball bat and then got onto her back for him on the couch and opened her legs, throwing one over the back of the sofa. He pushed down into her and she sighed, loving the feel of his super-cock deep inside her now extremely juicy pussy.

		

		“Mmmmmm, there’s my big boy,” she murmured in his ear as he started to drill her, slow and steady, “right where he belongs!”

		

		They fucked for a full five minutes, just enjoying the feel of being joined so intimately, in no hurry to finish. She stroked his hair and ran her fingers down his back, thrusting her hips up off the couch in perfect time with this pushes down into her.

		

		Regan loved this. This absolutely matchless sex with her new husband, the way they felt together, the way their two bodies united as one, the way her sweet Riney always made her come when they made love, often more than once! He was incredible.

		

		Mrs. Clary, their housekeeper, wandered into the office just then, dust rag and can of Pledge in her hand. Regan went stiff beneath Riney as the woman glanced over and saw the two of them, blithely fucking away.

		

		“Oh, oh, my goodness,” Mrs. Clary blurted, turning red immediately, “I…I thought you two were upstairs!”

		

		Regan giggled, not knowing what else to do. She told the housekeeper, “No, we’re in here, actually, Mrs. Clary. Sorry for the…er…surprise!”

		

		Mrs. Clary laughed and backed quickly out of the room, saying, “Oh, that’s fine, Mrs. Resler. You two are just doing what newlyweds are supposed to do. I’ll clean in here later. I’m going upstairs now.”

		

		Riney, who had finally become aware of the woman’s presence as he was busily rutting away inside his new wife, stared down at Regan and began to chuckle. She joined him, and soon they were guffawing loudly together at this embarrassing new episode in their sex life.

		

		“Well,” Regan managed to say amid her almost uncontrollable laughter, “you heard Mrs. Clary. Get back to doing what you’re supposed to do, newlywed!”

		

		He nodded and rammed himself down into her again, still laughing.

		

		****

		

		The next two weeks flew by for Regan. Everything in her life was settling into a wonderful new pattern, with some startling changes thrown in.

		

		For one, grousing and griping all the way, Riney started working out religiously at the gym five days a week. He stayed on his diet, too, and the long-carried weight slowly began to melt from his rotund body. He lost fifteen pounds in two weeks, and had to take his clothes in to be retailored, so that his expensive new suits didn’t hang on him like potato sacks.

		

		And Regan got a new job.

		

		One day, after Riney actually gone into his office at the paper for a change, for a meeting with senior management, he had returned home, grinning proudly. Then he showed Regan his new mock up for his newly-overhauled column.

		

		After many years of appearing every day, five days a week, as Around Town With Riney, with a small picture just under the title of a fat, disheveled, wild-looking older man with a flyaway mane of silver and black hair, it now read On The Town With Riney and Regan, and it featured a snapshot of a sleeker, well-barbered bearded man who was almost handsome, standing in his beautifully-cut bespoke suit next to an utterly captivating beauty of a woman who was all decked out in a low-cut evening gown, complete with a stunning diamond necklace and a huge wedding ring.

		

		Regan recognized the photo. It had run two weeks ago on the newspaper’s society page. She and Riney had presented the check for a hundred-thousand dollars to the gymnasium remodel committee at a fund-raising gala and one of the photographers from the paper had captured this image of them entering the party.

		

		“So I’m suddenly a newspaper columnist now?” she asked, slightly exasperated with him for doing such a thing without even consulting her first. “I thought you were the newspaper columnist in the family, dear. I’m the society gad-about and fund raiser, remember?”

		

		He merely grinned at her and explained, “I related to my editors some of the cute stories you’ve shared with me over the past weeks, darling. You know, like the time one of your society girlfriends commented that it seems as if women have to do something twice as well as a man in order to get half the credit. And then adding, cuttingly, it was fortunate that doing something twice as well as man might have done it wasn’t that difficult?”

		

		Regan smiled and said, “Well, I’m pretty sure she was quoting someone else who said that first but, yes, it was pretty funny.”

		

		“That’s what I mean,” he said enthusiastically. “You will continue to relate amusing, witty things your friends have whispered as some speaker droned on and on from the dais. We’ll include them in the column from here on out, along with my own hopefully funny observations, and the diverting bon mots I pick up from my usual ragtag assortment of cabbies, bar patrons, restaurateurs, and other wags about town.”

		

		He waggled his not-as-bushy-as-they-once-were eyebrows at him and added. “Your society contributions will class up the column a bit, and it will have the added benefit of lightening my workload some. Every anecdote that you provide will be one less item for me to have to dig up.”

		

		She nodded, considering that, also thinking about the column and how she might not only help her husband out by submitting witty remarks from her friends, but how she might, in addition, be able to work the name of the charity luncheon or dinner or fund-raising cocktail gathering into the item, thereby giving her various causes some free publicity along the way. A bit of good fun, and more visibility for her treasured community improvement projects as well—she liked the sound of that!

		

		“Okay, Riney and Regan it is then, you old bear,” she said at last. “Write this down; the other night, at the City Council’s Charity Auction to Benefit At-Risk Youth, Helen Ross said the cutest thing. As you know, she is recovering from a bout with cancer, and she’s lost a ton of weight, almost over night. When someone at the auction asked her for her weight-loss secret, she told them about the chemotherapy, the complete hysterectomy, and everything else.”

		

		Regan looked at her husband and finished with, “She said that it worked great for shedding a quick forty pounds, but she couldn’t really recommend it!”

		

		****

		

		Being recognized on the street by total strangers, having them call out, “Hey, Regan, great column yesterday; tell Riney hello for me!” was a bit disconcerting at first, but I’m actually starting to be at ease with it, she thought as she stepped into the red evening gown she’d purchased especially for tonight. Being half of a famous local celebrity couple is kind of fun at that.

		

		Eschewing pantyhose, dressed in only a see-through pair of light pink thong panties, with no accompanying bra, of course, Regan did up the back of the dress and slipped into her new red Christian Louboutin, open-toed, sling-style heels. She was now ready for tonight’s swinger party at Dean and Millie Flornoy’s fabled estate in Portola Valley. The limo Riney had booked to carry them and Donna Michaels, the twenty-something girl who was to be her husband’s “date” for tonight’s soiree—so that Regan could maintain her status as Riney’s unicorn—was scheduled to arrive in a little over an hour.

		

		Regan checked her dress; shoes, hair, and make up for a final time in the full length mirror in the master bedroom, and then made her way downstairs to the bar that occupied one corner of Riney’s office. He was waiting for her there, looking resplendent in a new grey suit with a light charcoal pinstripe, a freshly made scotch and water that he’d poured for her in his hand.

		

		“Ah, the lady of the hour,” he greeted her, beaming. “You look so incredibly lovely, Mrs. Resler.”

		“Why, thank you, Mr. Resler,” she smiled back at him, accepting the scotch, “you look very sharp yourself tonight, with that new svelte figure of yours and that wonderfully well-tailored suit.”

		

		“Are you excited about the party?” he asked her, taking a sip of his own vodka martini.

		

		“You bet I am,” she grinned at him happily. “Oh, Riney, darling, you were so very right!”

		

		“I was?”

		

		“Yes, when you suggested that we should still go to swinger parties, even though we’re now married.”

		

		She leaned in and kissed him on his bearded cheek. “I love you with all my heart and I’m certainly not wanting for scorching hot, utterly terrific sex at home. But I’m still so looking forward to tonight!”

		

		Regan fluttered her eyelashes at him and whispered, “I’d better warn you beforehand, darling. I think I’m going to be very wild tonight—I plan to fuck every man who wants me, and to have hot, lesbian sex with every pretty girl who flirts with me as well!

		

		Riney laughed, clearly delighted by her attitude. “God, I certainly hope you do, Mrs. Resler. That’s what these affairs are for, now isn’t it?”

		

		She laughed gaily and nodded her complete agreement. He stepped closer to her and asked, “And you’re sure you won’t be jealous of me fucking all of the women who want my huge cock tonight, darling?”

		

		She took another sip of scotch and shook her head that she wouldn’t. She told him, “God, no, all I ask is that you remember what you did with each and every one of them; and tell me all about it later, as we cuddle in bed and I get that incredible cock of yours all to myself, okay?”

		

		“Deal,” he said, “and I want to hear every detail as well, about every dick you suck tonight, my gorgeous little wife, and how well each one of them fucks you!”

		

		“That sounds perfect,” she whispered back, staring into those mischievous blue orbs of his, “I can hardly wait to…fuck and tell, darling!”

		

		“It is a bit more exciting than just kissing and telling, now isn’t it?” he chuckled.

		

		She nodded enthusiastically and drained the last of her scotch. As he took her empty glass and made another, she asked, “Where are we staying after the party, again?”

		

		“At the Crestview Lodge, in West Menlo Park, it was the closest five-star hotel I could find in proximity to the Flornoy’s mansion,” he told her, handing her the renewed scotch. “We don’t want to be forced to endure a long cab ride clear back to the city after a night of exhaustive sex, now do we, my love?”

		

		“God, no,” she agreed, “and that sounds perfect, a limo to the party and then a short cab ride to our hotel for the night.”

		“Yes, and I’ve got another limo scheduled to pick us up the next morning, about eleven or so, at the hotel, for the forty mile drive back home.”

		

		“Wonderful, you’ve thought of everything,” she complimented him, just as the front doorbell rang.

		

		“Oh, that must be my date, Donna,” he said, setting his drink on the bar. “I’ll let her in, and then we can have a cocktail or two with together, and it will be time to leave for the Flornoy’s.”

		

		Riney vanished down the hallway and returned a moment later with Donna in tow. The girl was just as trim and young and cute as Regan remembered her from the orgy room, where she had pronounced Regan to be “awesome” because she had nearly managed to deep-throat Riney’s impressive cock.

		

		“Hey, Regan, it’s so nice to see you again!” Donna blurted, running over and wrapping her arms around Regan’s neck as if they were long-lost sisters, instead of two almost strangers who had shared sex with Riney in the orgy room once, well over a month ago.

		

		“Donna, how pretty you look tonight,” Regan complimented her as they hugged briefly and then broke apart. “Are you excited about the party?”

		

		“God, yes,” Donna said, wide-eyed, “I’ve never been to a party at the Flornoy’s before, because I’ve only been in the club for, like, eight months, because you can’t join until you’re, like, twenty-one, you know?”

		

		Jesus, what a baby she is! Regan thought, as she realized that Donna was, indeed, just as youthful as she seemed. She’s a full year younger than my youngest daughter, Nancy!

		

		“What will you drink, my dove,” Riney asked the girl just then. “We have time for a cocktail or two before the limo arrives, I think.”

		

		“Oh, I don’t know, rum and Coke, if you have it,” Donna said, staring at Regan, a small, sly smile on her lips.

		

		She moved a step closer and whispered, “I ran into to Liz this week, and she mentioned to me that you like girls, too, Regan.”

		

		The younger girl licked her glossy-lipstick laden lips and murmured, “I just love to have my pussy eaten by another woman…do you think that the two of us might…you know…get together a little later?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Regan remembered Donna’s hot young body from the orgy room; her small, perky tits, that great ass and legs, and how noisily she’d come when Riney had licked her cute little pussy off for her. She hesitated; after all, the girl--pretty as she was--was still practically a child!

		

		That kid, Ralph, who fucked you in the ass at the last party, while you rode Riney’s big horsecock, wasn’t much older than twenty-one, either, she told herself, eying the deliciously young and fresh Donna the way a homeless man might have gazed longingly at a free meal.

		

		So, it’s okay to let young men fuck you, but sucking pussies with a youthful dazzler like Donna is somehow taboo?

		

		Screw that! Regan thought decisively, making up her mind, flashing Donna a smile that was more than a little predatory.

		

		“I’d love to,” she whispered softly, “I think you’re an incredibly attractive girl, Donna, and I’d just adore licking that cute little pussy of yours later this evening!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Donna sighed, grinning hugely at that thought, “I think you’re very beautiful, Regan. Someone told me how old you were, and I said, ‘No fucking way! That woman is a sex goddess with her clothes off—no way she’s that old!’”

		

		Before Regan could respond, Donna rushed to add, “I hope I look even half as good as you do when I get to be your age. You’re fucking awesome!”

		

		So, I’m awesome again…lucky me, Regan thought wryly, still smiling at the younger girl--somewhat woodenly now, after the thoughtless comment about her advanced age. She’s pretty as a picture, but I don’t think a wide-ranging vocabulary, propensities for deep thought or tact are among Donna’s strong points.

		

		****

		

		The uniformed limousine driver knocked on the front door promptly at a quarter to seven, and Riney ushered the two women out onto the porch, carrying their three small overnight bags. As he locked up and set the alarm, the limo driver took the bags and descended the stairs to his waiting car, which was angled half in and half out of the street, wedged as it was into the tiny strip of driveway which led into the Resler’s two car garage.

		

		Bags tucked into the trunk, they set out, gliding through the darkening city streets in the gleaming black Caddy stretch limo, the driver eventually maneuvering the big car up onto the two-eighty freeway, heading south. It was just over forty miles to the Flornoy estate, which translated to roughly an hour, if the traffic wasn’t bad, which it didn’t seem to be on this early Saturday evening.

		

		Riney sat in the middle, between the two women. The privacy glass between the driver and the passenger compartment was up, so they made idle chit-chat for most of the trip, speculating on who might show up tonight, and what special little treats a super-wealthy couple of Silicon Valley investment billionaires such as young Dean and Millie Flornoy might have planned to entertain the crowd of swingers tonight.

		

		Donna offered that she had it on good authority that there was definitely a permanent sex machine room at the Flornoy mansion and Riney quickly confirmed that, having attended swinger parties there on several previous occasions. He added that the couple’s orgy room was also top drawer, featuring very low lighting, flickering candles, mirrors everywhere and mattresses lining the entire floor area.

		

		The driver finally swung off the two-eighty freeway and down onto the surface streets, heading for the thickly tree-lined enclaves of the super-wealthy in Portola Valley. They passed a number of secluded-looking streets which held large, walled-in estates, until they at last came to the Flornoy’s impressive twin gates, which stood open for tonight’s party, the perfectly landscaped, elaborately-planted, forested, and maintained grounds gaily lit up by a dozen artistically distributed spotlights.

		

		The house itself was a quarter of a mile back from the winding private road. It was white, with stucco walls, a vaulted roofline and acres of soaring front window glass.

		

		It reminded Regan of a modern art museum or some other contemporary architectural exercise in glass and exposed stainless steel and massive skylights, rather than a private residence. The place was huge.

		

		She’d read on the net that the original house plans had called for nearly forty-thousand square feet of living space, with a guest “bungalow” out by the pool and outdoor entertainment area in back that contained five additional bedrooms and six bathrooms. The main house--she had read--boasted fifteen bedrooms and twenty bathrooms.

		

		“Well, there’s certainly plenty of room to party here,” Regan commented wryly as the driver stopped in the middle of the large circular drive, directly in front of the house’s double doors.

		

		They were right next to a magnificent fountain which sprayed water up into the air amid two large spotlights, whose lenses were pointed upward at the fountain, an electronic wheel arrangement of colored glass circulating in front of the bright lights, causing them to change color every thirty seconds or so. The rainbow of color lent an additional aura of party atmosphere to the sprawling estate grounds.

		

		The driveway was strewn with parked vehicles. As Riney got out after her, having been seated in the middle, and Donna emerged from the limo on the other side, Regan guessed the number of assembled automobiles at close to twenty, and there were two more sets of headlights behind them, just coming up the drive.

		

		“Big turnout tonight,” Riney commented, fetching their small overnight bags from the open trunk, “you always get a lot of club members turning up when the party is at the Flornoy’s.”

		

		He discreetly handed the driver two folded twenty dollar bills as a tip and thanked him, starting up the walk to the front doors with the two women. Dean Flornoy, looking young and fit, as well as handsome, rich, and quite pleased with life, greeted them warmly at the door and stowed their bags in a spacious guest closet close to the front door.

		

		“Regan, how beautiful you look tonight,” he whispered to her as he removed her coat and hung it up, “how wonderful that you and Riney could attend.”

		

		He smiled at her and added, “All of the women will be glad to see your husband here, of course, and I think I can speak for all of the men when I say that I’m delighted to see you here.”

		

		Turning to Donna, he offered her similar greetings, hung up her wrap, and then escorted them from the foyer into a huge living room area. There were two fireplaces--at opposite ends of the room with its enormous raised ceiling and mammoth glass skylights--both blazing merrily away, and knots of well-dressed party goers stood about between the gas-fed flames, chatting amiably. All of them seemed to be beautifully dressed, drinking cocktails and enjoying themselves.

		

		This is architecture is very contemporary, very avant garde, Regan thought, glancing around the big room, a wall of glass at the rear of it, overlooking the lit up pool and guest house area, but I must say, I still prefer our house, or Will Leland’s townhouse to this. Dean’s home is much too large for one couple, for one thing…it’s downright garish, having this much space in a house, all to no purpose. Plus, even though these furnishings fit the house’s modern feel, I find them cold—too much brushed steel and too many stark leather cushions--for my taste.

		

		Dean led them to the bar that overlooked the showplace pool area and slipped behind it to make them and some of the other guests assembled there a round of drinks. Regan glanced around and saw Liz and Wyatt, and Will and Carolyn Leland, and Johnny and Margie Terhune, all standing near one of the fireplaces, smiling and chatting together.

		

		She looked down the bar and saw her young friend, Ralph, from the orgy room at her first swinger party. She smiled fondly at him and he grinned back.

		

		So much cock for me! She thought somewhat greedily, suddenly glad once more that Riney had convinced her not to give up parties like one this just because they were now married.

		

		She also noticed, as her gaze swept the rest of the room, that there were a myriad of young, pretty, perfectly-coiffed and made up women, who varied from Donna’s age to their early forties in attendance tonight. Regan smiled over at her husband and whispered, “Just look at all of this choice pussy, Riney, darling. Don’t hurt yourself.”

		

		He laughed, nearly choking on his drink at her lascivious comment, and assured her, “Have no fear, I will pace myself, I promise, sweetheart.”

		

		After a pointed glance around the room at the dozens of equally attractive men, he added, “And don’t bite off more than you can swallow, either, Mrs. Resler, I’ll warn you. There’s a small army of horny cocksmen here tonight, and every one of them will want a piece of you before the evening is over.”

		

		She giggled like a school girl and whispered back, “God, I hope you’re right!”

		

		They bantered back and forth for another minute or two, just laughing and enjoying each other’s company, and then Riney saluted her with his vodka martini and sauntered off to join a nearby group of ladies, who seemed uniformly glad to see him. His wife just shook her head and grinned at him.

		

		Fuck them all, darling, she told him mentally, enjoy them and make every one of them come with that elephant cock of yours!

		

		Two sets of business suit-clad arms suddenly appeared on either side of her, leaning on the bar, and Regan turned to see Wyatt on one side of her and Will Leland on the other. They each smiled at her and ordered a drink from Dean, who was still busily tending the bar as newly-arrived swingers continued to file into the front room in a steady stream.

		

		“What would you say to another drink, and then a quick tour of one of the bedrooms with Will and me?” Wyatt asked, after ordering a martini from his host.

		

		“I’d say, ‘I thought you’d never ask’,” Regan replied with a saucy smile.

		

		Dean leaned over across the bar with a fresh scotch and water for her and whispered, “Would you mind a third, Regan, you little beauty?”

		

		Regan felt her clit throb and said, after only a moment’s pause, “Why not?”

		

		From behind her, Johnny Terhune suddenly appeared and asked softly, “Would four be too many, you fucking hottie?”

		

		She laughed gaily and shook her head. “No, Johnny, four sounds just right, actually.”

		

		Regan was more than a little shocked to discover that four had somehow managed to morph into nine by the time she stepped into the nice-sized guest room a few minutes later, surrounded by handsome young men. Young Ralph hand tagged along as they’d made their way from the bar, and so had an extremely handsome, muscular young black man, whom Wyatt had introduced as Harry Bolen, and who Regan remembered from his starring role as a running back on one of the two local professional football clubs a few years back.

		

		And two incredibly young, fit, sexy-as-they-could-be lads by the names of Bob Carlisle and Tracy Lang—whom Regan vividly remembered Liz Henry’s descriptions of—had also fallen into step with them as they’d left the living room and proceeded down the hall to the bedrooms. The final attendee was Fletcher Davis, the man who had fucked her in the ass so deliciously to a very hot orgasm at her first swing party, while Riney had shot his first load ever up into her pussy at the same time.

		

		“I’m afraid this might take a while,” she murmured to Wyatt, eying the gang of men warily as she placed her purse atop the dresser in the room and undid the back of her dress so that she could unzip it, “with so many handsome men to please and only me to please them, darling.”

		

		Wyatt did the honors instead, holding the unzipped dress so that she could step out of it and then placing it on a chair, after first whisking off her panties. When she was completely naked, except for her stylish red Christian Louboutin slings, he whispered, “Not if you try Liz’s little trick…you know...do three at once?”

		

		Regan’s nipples, which were already very erect, throbbed as she remembered seeing Liz do just that at the last party, just before Regan had gone home with Riney for the night. She recalled watching Liz riding the two magnificent cocks to their spurting conclusions—one up her ass and one up her pussy—as she sucked off the third man and swallowed his come.

		

		“I’ve never done that before, a triple,” Regan said softly, her eyes glowing with pure lust, “but I’d just love to try it!”

		

		Suddenly, men’s hands were all over her, stroking, teasing, squeezing, and exploring. She sighed and closed her eyes as two male mouths found her nipples and a third man went down onto his knees in front of her, running his lively tongue all over her pussy slit. Another tongue slid up her anus and she trembled at how nasty and downright wonderful it all felt—to be physically touched and adored by so many good-looking young men, all at once!

		

		The men seemed to be in a hurry to claim her, but most of them were experienced swingers as well, so they knew enough to take their time in getting her ready for multiple cocks at once. They teased and licked and toyed with Regan until her knees were shaking with desire and her nipples were puffed outward to their maximum, feeling as if they were ready to explode with heightened sensation.

		

		The tongue in her bottom left and she felt a big glob of sex lube being gently pushed up into her gaped-open hole instead. Regan moaned and thrust her tits into the mouths of the men nursing at them. The fellow licking her pussy sucked her clit into his mouth and lapped at it with his tongue while he increased the suction on the tiny bud.

		

		“Are you ready, sweetheart?” Wyatt asked softly after another few moments of the delicious oral stimulation.

		

		“Oh, Jesus, yes!” she gasped, shivering under the men’s attentions. “Fuck me. Fuck me right up the ass and the pussy at the same time!”

		

		In seconds, Will Leland had her on the nearby bed. He reclined against a pile of pillows and eased her well-lubricated anus down onto his spear-hard cock.

		

		She moaned with answered desire as he filled her, and then Johnny Terhune was between her legs, lancing his thick cock into her pussy while Will started to really nail her from underneath—right up the butt! Regan sighed and gave herself over to the exquisite sensation of two cocks gliding in and out of both holes simultaneously.

		

		Something tapped her cheek and she opened her eyes and saw young Ralph’s big hard on next to her right cheek. He was standing naked on the bed, next to the rutting trio, his knees bent so that his prick head was perfectly lined up with Regan’s mouth, if she turned her head toward him.

		

		She did, eagerly, and he immediately filled her lips with hot, hard dick. He mewled with pleasure and began to fuck into the pursed moue of her lips, her tongue all over his cock as it penetrated her mouth and throat again and again.

		

		“Jesus, she’s some hot woman,” she heard a deep, black-sounding voice sigh.

		

		Regan cut her eyes over to Harry Bolen, who was standing right next to the bed, as naked as the rest of the men in the room, his enormous ebony boner in his right fist. He stroked it lightly as he watched Regan James Resler acting in an utterly depraved manner for his—and for her—pleasure a few feet away.

		

		“Yeah, don’t let that sophisticated society dame act fool you, Harry,” Johnny Terhune puffed, fucking hard into Regan’s pussy, glancing over at Harry as he did so, smiling like a man who had just struck gold. “This little babe is the hottest woman at the whole fucking party. And the best fuck, too!”

		

		Regan practically purred around the large dick she was so industriously sucking, upon hearing young Johnny’s praise. She dug in and began to fuck hard, really ramming her lower body down onto the rutting cocks as she sucked and licked at young Ralph.

		Cock, she thought, nearly delirious with joy, delicious, sweet, hard, cock! And all for me…all the cock I want!

		

		And she did want it. She cooed and moaned and sucked, working her torso up and down on Will and Johnny’s sliding pricks, glorying in them, loving how they felt penetrating her, violating both of her tender holes so wonderfully!

		

		“Sweet Jesus, what a fuck she is,” Johnny groaned.

		

		“You should try her ass sometime,” Will answered, rutting hard up into her slick tightness, “it’s fucking incredible!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Regan murmured around young Ralph’s gliding cock meat, lapping at it hungrily with her swirling tongue, loving every second of this thrilling, three-at-once fuck!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Continuing to pump away in her pussy like a wild man, Johnny Terhune suddenly groaned, stiffened, and then drove his cock all the way inside her, cutting loose with an enormous blast of hot semen. The volume was such that it flooded her tight sheath immediately and washed back out around his buried cock, stimulating her throbbing clit with its fiery heat.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” Regan groaned, as the first spasm of all-out orgasm gripped her.

		

		Ralph sighed and murmured, “Oh, shit, here it is! Swallow it for me, Mrs. Resler, oh, fuck, it feels so good to come in your mouth!”

		

		Mrs. Resler? Regan thought feverishly as she came and came, gulping down the first big mouthful of the young man’s spunk as she did so. I was Regan at the last party, when he came in my ass. Now I’m suddenly Mrs. Resler, when he comes in my mouth. Must be the column—I guess I’m suddenly famous to him, now!

		

		She swallowed a second large helping of young Ralph’s jizz, thinking, no matter; famous or not, his ball juice is still delicious!

		

		“Oh, man, Regan, what a hot fuck you are,” Johnny sighed, sliding his spent dick out of her just then. “Thank you.”

		

		With a pleased sigh of fulfillment, Regan let Ralph’s softening cock fall from her mouth and whispered, “Thank you, Johnny. That was magnificent.”

		

		She smiled up at Ralph and told him, “And your come is so tasty, dear. You must let me suck you off again sometime soon.”

		

		Ralph beamed and squared his shoulders, obviously thrilled that sophisticated women about town like her thought that his cock was worth sucking twice. He told her proudly, “That’s definitely a date, Mrs. Resler. You give the best blowjob I’ve ever had!”

		

		She grinned at him for a moment and then looked back over her shoulder at Will, who had stopped fucking her, but whose cock was still rock-hard and buried up her anus. She whispered, “Why didn’t you come, darling?”

		

		“Because I remembered my promise to you, Regan,” he murmured in her ear, stirring his sheathed cock around in her ass a bit for emphasis. “I promised you a good, long fuck at this party, and I intend to keep my word.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, how fantastic!” she sighed, loving how he felt, balls-deep up inside her stretched open ass.

		

		“Can I be next in this sweet little pussy of yours?” Harry Bolen asked as he got onto the bed on his knees and made his way up between Regan’s spread legs, his very large, very long black cock looking like an ebony obelisk as it jutted out in front of his impressive body.

		

		“You bet you can, if you don’t mind sloppy seconds,” she whispered to him, her eyes going wide once again with excitement at the idea of being fucked by a black man.

		

		Her last black lover had been over thirty years ago, before she’d met her eventual husband, Ralph. Before dating Ralph, she’d had a quick fling with a gorgeous African-American boy named Jamal.

		

		It had been thrilling, but she’d known at the time that it was just sex. Upper-class San Francisco debutants of that era did not openly date black men back then.

		

		“I’d be tenth in line, if I had to be, for the chance to fuck a hot-looking babe like you, Regan James,” young Harry said gallantly, as he set the head of his large prick against her semen-leaking lower lips and pushed forward.

		

		“Ummmmmm, yes, oh yes, take me!” Regan sighed as he knifed up into her, burying four inches of hot cock in her slick depths. “Fuck me with that beautiful black cock of yours, darling.”

		

		Harry gave another big shove and she felt his nuts come to rest against her. He was all the way in, just as Will Leland was all the way up her ass.

		

		The two men started to fuck her, in unison, and she sighed deeply at how good it felt to be doubled again, so soon after her last torrid climax. She had no sooner gotten back into the rhythm of the hot dual fuck than her host for the evening, young billionaire Dean Flornoy, scrambled up onto the mattress and took the recently departed Ralph’s place next to her head.

		

		She glanced over at Dean’s nice cock and smiled. Without even looking up at him, she opened her lips for him and he shoved it deep into her mouth.

		

		Yum, she thought, what a beautiful cock to suck—just the right size, and God, does it taste good! I hope he’s got a lot of come for me to swallow!

		

		“Oh, baby, what a sweet mouth you’ve got,” Dean sighed, fucking the rest of his eight-inch prick into Regan’s eager lips, her tongue all over him. “That’s it. Suck it for me, you little hottie. Suck me off!”

		

		Regan gurgled with pleasure, lapping avidly at his sliding cock meat. She loved being called a hottie, and she adored sucking cock with all of these strapping, gorgeous men watching her do it. Especially with Will’s prick feeling so great sliding in and out of her tight ass and with Harry banging her pussy like he couldn’t get enough of it!

		

		“Damn, look at her go,” a male voice sighed. “Have you ever seen a hotter slut than her at one of these parties?”

		

		“No,” another man agreed, “she’s the hottest little cunt I’ve ever run into. Riney’s a luck man!”

		

		Regan shivered atop the two cocks penetrating her. She felt her tits jerk in unison, as her pussy and ass snapped closed as well, when the man called her a “hot cunt”!

		

		She discovered that she loved being thought of as a hot cunt, just as she loved riding cock and sucking it while the men marveled at what an out-and-out slut she was when she was aroused. Regan was totally in her element now; all she wanted was cock, cock, and more cock!

		

		“Man, you got a great pussy to fuck, babe,” Harry gasped at that moment, really drilling his hard prick in and out of her at a furious pace.

		

		Regan sighed, her mouth too stuffed full of Dean Flornoy’s wonderful cock to reply. She twirled her tongue all around it and sucked even harder, gyrating her ass back onto Will’s driving dick as she did so.

		

		“Man, she’s a hot one!” a guy murmured.

		

		“I can’t wait for my turn to bang her,” another man agreed.

		

		A furious spasm of pre-come ecstasy shot through Regan as she heard that. The walls of her ass fluttered all around Will’s prick and she heard him sigh in her ear.

		

		“I’m going to come, Regan. I can’t hold out any longer. Fucking this incredible little ass of yours is too damned much!”

		

		She mewled happily and screwed her butt down onto his ready-to-shoot cock, sucking frantically at Dean. Both men gasped as one, and then she was going off again as they both went off in her. She gulped down come and shivered as a torrent of the stuff spewed up into her anal passage, courtesy of Will.

		

		“Oh, man!” Harry groaned, burying himself deep in her pussy as the first jet of his spunk spattered into her. “Her cunt is grabbing at me. It’s suckin’ me dry!”

		

		Regan swallowed a second big mouthful of jizz and held on tight, the two other men emptying their balls into her ass and pussy at the same time. She was coming right along with the three men, reveling in their triple violation of her willing body, loving the way hot, slippery come was being pumped into her from three different cocks—all at once!

		

		No wonder Liz loves doing this so much! She thought, still coming hard. This is terrific…it’s so damned nasty and so much naughty fun!

		

		Her intense, three-sourced orgasm seemed to roar on and on, finally stopping when the men quit coming in her, one by one, and finally pulled their spent dicks from her quivering body. She panted for air, licking the remains of Dean’s come from her lips and swallowing it dramatically for the benefit of the on looking men who surrounded the bed.

		

		Bob and his friend Tracy--the two gorgeous, buffed young twenty-something year olds that Liz had told her about at the last party—were on the bed as soon as her three recent lovers were clear of it. She stared briefly at the muscular, extremely handsome young studs, and at their truly magnificent cocks, and decided Liz had been right—they were, to use her little friend Donna’s favorite descriptive word, “awesome”!

		

		Bob slid in under her as she rose up briefly, and in moments, his huge hard on was snug inside her gooey bottom. His pal Tracy knelt between her legs and then used his hard cock head to nudge a big wad of escaping semen back up into her pussy as he filled it with his huge prick.

		

		“Oh, what a pair of cocks you boys have,” she sighed contentedly as the duo began to ball her in tandem, obviously very practiced at the art of double-penetration.

		

		Fletcher Davis, the man who had fucked her in the ass at the last party, got up onto the bed to complete the trifecta, his big cock as hard as it could be as he fed it into her mouth. Regan sucked it enthusiastically, not caring a bit that she’d already gulped down two huge loads of cock cream in the last half an hour.

		

		Cock, she thought again, riding and sucking, I just love cock, and not even my sweet, hung-like-a-horse Riney can give me three at once…it takes a swinger party to do that!

		

		This three lasted longer than the first two trios had, fucking Regan through an enormous climax before they finally shot their respective loads into all three of her holes at once, causing yet another scorching orgasm to grip her trembling body. As the last of them eased out of her, she saw Wyatt Henry standing next to the bed, his hard on massive, his eyes bright with lust for her.

		

		She smiled at him, breathing hard after her third triple-fuck of the evening. Staring down at his beautiful cock, she asked, “Where do you want to put that pretty dick of yours tonight, Wyatt?”

		

		“Everywhere,” he whispered as he grinned back at her.

		

		They had the room to themselves by now, the other men having drifted off one by one, after having taken their turn with Regan. Wyatt waggled his hard prick at her and said, “First off, suck it for me a little, honey, all right?”

		

		He leaned back against the stack of pillows at the head of the bed and she did just that, taking her time, using her lips, tongue, and even her teeth on him; dragging them lightly up and down his hard cock a few times, teasing him with them. She swirled her tongue around and around his firm shaft, and then pulled her mouth off completely and gargled each of his big, hairy nuts, one at a time in her hot mouth before returning to suck his cock again.

		

		“Jesus, but you know how to love a dick with your mouth, don’t you, babe?” he breathed heavily, watching her with delight as she gobbled up his cock and balls.

		

		“I love it,” she murmured back simply, releasing her lip-lock on his prick for a moment. “I just love sucking cock, Wyatt.”

		

		“Do you love this, too?” he asked, pulling out from under her, turning her over onto her hands and knees, and then mounting up on her from in back, his long dick piercing her pussy easily, floating on the slickness of the many loads of spunk that filled it already.

		

		“Oh, God, yes,” she sighed, closing her eyes in ecstasy as his cock rode in and out over her swollen-to-fullness clit, “fuck me, Wyatt. Fuck my hot pussy and make me come again!’

		

		He did just as she asked; giving her a long, slow, sweet ride that soon had her moaning and wriggling her butt back onto his gliding dick. Wyatt reached around and took a nipple in each hand and squeezed them just right as he balled her from behind.

		

		“Ummmmmm feels so good,” she groaned, spasms of pre-come excitement gripping her, “feels so good to just fuck and fuck, my darling Wyatt!”

		

		“Doesn’t it, though?” he agreed, drilling her just a bit harder, trying to coax another fiery climax out of her already well-fucked body.

		

		Regan obliged him, gladly. She let go, just let her body go with the exquisite sensation of sex, sex, and more sex—one cock right after the other!

		

		She whined as the sharp, intense little orgasm grabbed at her, shaking her ass back onto Wyatt’s pounding manhood. He squeezed her nipples hard between his fingertips and fucked her even faster, Regan’s pussy accelerating into an even bigger climax.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, it’s so hot!” she screamed excitedly, shivering from head to toe. “It’s so damned hot to come like this!”

		

		Wyatt banged her until the last little twinge of ecstasy had ebbed away, and then he eased his big cock out of her pussy and rested the extremely wet head of it against her anus. She glanced back over her shoulder at him, still panting for breath from that last, shattering orgasm and asked incredulously, “You want my ass, too?”

		“Like I told you, babe,” he sighed, as he eased his fat cock head past her sphincter and into her jism-filled butt, “everywhere…that’s where I want to fuck you tonight!”

		

		****

		

		Regan walked unsteadily down the hall a few minutes later, her dress, panties, and purse in her right hand, naked except for her stylish red shoes. She could feel come leaking out of both her pussy and her ass, and she was looking for a guest bathroom to clean up in.

		

		God, what a sensational fuck-session that was! She thought, remembering fondly each man and how he’d used her willing body, a grin on her face as she recalled how her darling Wyatt had banged the ever-living hell out of all three of her hot holes just now, and of how beautifully he’d made her come…both up her pussy and up her bottom!

		

		“Hey, there you are!” she heard a female voice from behind her.

		

		Turning, she saw Donna, naked and smiling, standing in the hall behind her. Regan cleared her throat and asked, “Which door leads to a bathroom, sweetie? I’m afraid I’ve gone and gotten both my pussy and my butt full of come.”

		

		Donna glanced down and looked at Regan’s puckered-open asshole, which Regan could feel was oozing semen even as she spoke. The young beauty licked her lips and murmured, “I just love come. Would you consider letting me and some of my girlfriends use our tongues to clean you up, darling?”

		

		Regan’s pussy and ass contracted as one at the thought of that torrid scenario and, seconds later, she found herself ushered into a nearby room, where Liz Henry and Margie Terhune were busily eating each other on a king bed, and where Millie Flornoy and a gorgeous young blonde girl were making out frantically right next to them, their middle fingers buried up one another’s pussies as they sucked tongue together.

		

		The four beautiful women looked up as the door opened and Regan, followed by Donna, entered the bedroom. Donna grinned hugely and said, “Regan’s been pulling the train for a bunch of guys, and her pussy and ass are all stuffed full of jizz. I told her we could take care of that for her, right girls?”

		

		The women beamed at that prospect, broke apart from what they had been doing and gestured for Regan to join them on the bed. In moments, she was on her back in the middle of it, and Margie Terhune was once again nuzzling her left nipple while pretty little Millie Flornoy sucked at her right one.

		

		She closed her eyes in pure ecstasy as Liz bent low and kissed her, their tongues meeting immediately inside Regan’s mouth. One of the other girls bent Regan in half, raising her legs upward and holding them in place while one tongue sluiced up her asshole and a second set of lips clamped itself over her pussy mouth and began to suck the semen out.

		

		Oh, oh, holy fuck, she shivered as the five women ate her alive, what a feeling!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		If Regan had been a bit shaky in the knees before entering the room with the five women, she was positively rubber-legged an hour later, when she left it. Her five now very close friends helped hold her upright as they moved down the hall in a scrum, laughing and giggling.

		

		Regan was floating on air. She’d never licked this much pussy before, or had hers eaten by so many different sets of lovely female lips and tongues, and she’d loved every second of it!

		

		She felt very close to the girls as they maneuvered her along with them, Margie leaning in to kiss Regan’s neck halfway down the long all, and Liz and Donna giving her tits a little squeeze every once in while through her dress.

		

		All of them were dressed again, but Regan knew that wouldn’t last long. They were headed for the orgy room, by mutual agreement; each of them intent on continuing the scorching-hot session they’d started in the bedroom together, but his time with men—and their wonderful, hard cocks—thrown into the mix!

		

		“So, sweetie, are you ready to ride some dick with us?” Margie asked as they entered the darkened, candle-lit room at the end of the hall.

		

		Regan kissed her on the lips and then pulled back, smiling, and said, “You bet I am—let’s go suck some cock together, girls!”

		

		“That’s our Regan!” Donna giggled, unzipping her dress eagerly, “You’re one incredibly hot mama, girl! Let’s get naked and fuck!”

		

		They helped each other shed their closes, piling purses, shoes, panties, and dresses in a darkened, unoccupied corner of the room, before treading naked together further into the large orgy chamber. The part of the mattress-lined space with the most light was in the far corner, where two softly-scented candles burned in wall sconces and a small mob of naked bodies lay intertwined.

		

		Regan’s eyes adjusted to the dim scene as they approached it, and she could see pussies being licked, cocks being sucked, anuses filled with both tongues and hard dicks, and girls both riding cock and being ridden. She smiled. It all looked so damned depraved and…inviting!

		

		“Let’s set up right here,” Liz said as they reached the writhing mass of humanity, stopping just short of the nearest couple, who were sixty-nining with one another like crazy, sucking cock and eating pussy simultaneously, the girl in the duo on top.

		

		“How do we do this?” Regan asked, still smiling her approval as she glanced around this end of the room, enjoying all the fucking and sucking taking place.

		

		“We just kiss each other and suck titty and eat pussy,” Donna offered. “Don’t worry, the men will notice all of that hot lezzy action right away. They’ll find us.”

		

		“And then what?” Regan wondered aloud.

		

		“And then you’ll have more dick than you can handle,” Margie assured her with a grin. “I’ve done these little party tricks lots of times before.”

		“Yeah,” the gorgeous blonde girl—whose name, Regan had learned, was Annette Wilder and which she’d thought was an apt name for her, since she’d discovered that young Annette’s tongue was wild, indeed, when she got it deep in your pussy—“you might be licking cunt to start out with, but you’ll be sucking cock before long, trust me!”

		

		With that, the five of them went down onto the mattress together, cuddling, tweaking each other’s nipples, kissing, and caressing clitties. Regan found herself kissing Annette, mashing her cone-shaped tits against the younger girl’s big, soft white mounds, their nipples rubbing together. She felt her knees being spread apart and then glanced down to see the very top of Liz’s head emerge from between her spread thighs as her old friend began to lick Regan’s pussy from underneath.

		

		How wonderful, Regan thought, getting eaten by Liz while kissing this little hottie!

		

		Liz began to suck on her clit and Regan responded by sucking Annette’s wriggly little tongue as if it were a tiny pink cock. She ground her nipples into the girl’s chest and sighed. This was so great!

		

		Moments later, she heard a familiar male voice, that she’d heard earlier tonight, but couldn’t identify right off, whisper in her right ear, “God, but you’re a hot one, Regan. You look so fucking sexy, making out with this other gorgeous girl while Liz eats that cute pussy of yours!”

		

		And involuntary shiver ran through Regan as she waited to see what would happen next. She didn’t have to wait long.

		

		“Would you mind if I fucked this beautiful ass of yours at the same time?” the man murmured, his fingertips caressing her butt cheeks as he spoke, and then one of his fingers tapped lightly on her ass pucker.

		

		The kinky thrill of having an unknown man toy with her ass while she made out with pretty young Annette and Liz’s tongue tickled her clit was overpowering. Regan moaned into Annette’s mouth and nodded her head just slightly, letting her so far anonymous male suitor know that his proposal sounded just fine to her!

		

		She immediately felt the finger leave her anal opening, only to be replaced in a few heartbeats by another finger, this one loaded up with sex lube. Regan moaned softly into her female lover’s lips as she felt her bottom being lubed up good and proper by the man’s thick finger, and then felt his hard, round cock head kiss her anus for the first time.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, that feels so good,” she sighed, pulling her lips away from Annette’s to gasp for breath.

		

		Regan turned her head and saw Dean Flornoy kneeling behind her, easing his nice-sized cock right up into her well-lubed asshole. He smiled at her and whispered, “I realized what a mistake I’d made, not lingering after that fabulous blowjob you gave me. I should have stuck around and fucked this perfect little butt of yours, too, as soon as I could get hard again.”

		

		He pushed the last two inches of his cock into her and his smile grew even broader. “Oh, well, lessen learned. I’m glad I didn’t miss my chance completely.”

		

		Dean put his hands on her hips, to steady her, and then began to fuck her anally. She closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure, Liz’s tongue all over her clit while Dean’s fat prick slid in and out of her butt.

		

		“I’m glad, too,” she murmured, before turning back to kiss Annette some more.

		

		This kiss was short-lived. After just a few moments, Regan opened her eyes when she felt Annette’s lips leave hers and the girl’s big tits pull away from her as well.

		

		A large, very muscular, very handsome young man of about thirty had Annette in his arms, pulling her back away from Regan, turning the lithe, busty young blonde girl onto her back so that he could notch his huge cock into her little pink opening. He shrugged at Regan’s inquisitive stare and said, “I’m Len. I’m a friend of Rob and Annette’s. I’ve been waiting to fuck her all night, do you mind?”

		

		“Not if she doesn’t,” Regan said, staring down at the man’s impressive cock and balls.

		

		The good-looking young man’s cock was probably an inch and a half short of matching her Riney for length, but it looked to be just as big in diameter. And this fellow’s balls might have been even larger than those of Regan’s new husband!

		

		“Enjoy,” she whispered to Annette, who was smiling up at her as the huge dick slid into her pussy, “your friend, Len, here looks like great fun.”

		

		“Oh, he is,” Annette sighed as the big man began to fuck her. “He and my hubby, Rob, do doubles on me all the time. It’s terrific!”

		

		She glanced up at her partner, who was really starting to give it to her hot and heavy, and whispered, “You should let him ball you later, Regan, darling, if you get the chance. His dick is huge and he really knows how to use it to please a girl.”

		

		Regan rocked her hips back onto the cock that was penetrating her asshole so sweetly at the moment, pushing her pussy down onto Liz’s hungry mouth at the same time. She breathed heavily and said, “Maybe I will. After all, I did tell Riney that I wanted as much strange cock as I could get tonight.”

		

		Moments later, Regan could have sworn that whatever hedonistic gods presided over fucking and group sex must have heard her say what she’d just said. Two gorgeous young men that she’d never seen before—both were in their mid-twenties, their naked bodies as buffed and ripped as they could be, their abs definitely of the “six-pack” variety, she noticed, impressed by their handsome faces and delicious hottie bodies—settled in next to Regan on each side, on their knees. Their beautifully large, thick cocks, she further noticed, were already hard.

		

		“I’m Kelly and this is Saul,” the one on her left side said, favoring her with a sexy smile that sent a tiny clench of excitement shooting through her. “We’re friends of Tracy and Bob. They said you’re the hottest woman at this party, when it comes to doing an airtight triple.”

		

		Regan racked her brain. She’d heard that swinger term somewhere before, from Liz, she suspected. She recalled that it meant having all of your “holes” filled at once—pussy, anus, and mouth—thus rendering a woman’s triple-penetrated body “airtight”.

		

		“What did you have in mind, cutie?” she asked the Adonis-like youth.

		

		“Well, we couldn’t help but notice—you’ve already got Dean’s cock up your ass…” the boy’s voice trailed off suggestively.

		

		She didn’t have to make a decision. Liz, who had obviously been listening, pulled her mouth away from Regan’s almost-ready-to-orgasm pussy and slid out from under her. She grinned at her girlfriend; her mouth smeared with Regan’s pussy oil, and said, “That sounds like great fun, honey. I’ve let Kelly and Saul double-fuck me a bunch of times, and I’ve never been disappointed!”

		

		In seconds, Regan found her super-wet pussy penetrated by Kelly’s big cock from in front, with Dean still buried deep in her butt. She sighed and started rocking her hips in the now familiar rhythm required by double-penetration. Kelly’s pal, Saul, stepped up, bent his knees just slightly and brushed her lips with his cock head. She opened her mouth eagerly and began to suck it for him.

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a couple who had just finished fucking break apart and get up to leave the room. Their departure cleared just enough space for Regan to see her husband, Riney, with a very cute young red-haired girl gliding up and down on his huge cock as he lay on his back a few yards away.

		

		He saw her at the same time and grinned, clearly enjoying the sight of his wife entertaining three handsome young men at once. She smiled back as best she could around the big mouthful of cock.

		

		Riney gave her a “thumbs-up” and then turned his attention back to balling the brains out of the pretty young girl who was bouncing up and down on his prick. She smiled inwardly as another luscious thirty year old girl climbed up onto Riney’s mouth and began to work her pussy on his tongue.

		

		Someone stepped in front of her just then. It was a tall, very delicious-looking man of about forty, whose prick was hard as it could be. He had a naked friend standing on both sides of him; the one on the left looked like an aging surfer boy, with longish blond hair and a nice body, which included a not especially long but very hard, very thick cock. The man on the right was young, about twenty-two or three, and he was incredibly cute, right down to his perfect, erect prick.

		

		“I was wondering,” the man in the center of the three asked Regan, “could we be next, after the three you’re doing now?”

		

		She felt her pussy and ass clench, and her nipples throb. Before she could answer, she saw three more men huddle in closer to her, and there seemed to be three more behind them!

		

		Sweet Jesus, thought Regan James Resler, am I ever glad to be the lucky unicorn at this party!

		

	
		

		

		Prologue

		

		“And so, how many triples did you end up doing?” Riney asked her, his blue eyes electric with excitement.

		

		“She did a slew of them!” Donna spoke up from the other side of Riney’s big chest, leaning over it, wide-eyed and bursting with pride for Regan. “She must have done at least six. Regan was, like, the hottest fuck in the orgy room…at the whole frigging party, for that matter!”

		

		Regan, who had been sucking her husband’s huge dick as she told him about her night—lapping and licking at it in between head bobs and then jacking it slowly in her fist as she stopped to relate the details of another man she’d sucked off or fucked, or a woman she’d licked to a blistering orgasm—stopped sucking and smiled up at Donna, who was spending the night with them in their suite at the Crestview Lodge. They’d offered to get her a room of her own, but she’d begged them to let her spend the night with them instead.

		

		“Regan was awesome, Riney,” Donna said, turning to smile up at him as he lay back on the pillows, watching her and his wife alternate sucking his dick. “Everyone was raving about her—women and men!”

		

		“Our young friend exaggerates, Riney,” Regan said, after sweeping her tongue around his cock head slowly. “But I did have fun…no question about that.”

		

		“I did, too,” Riney said, grinning like a naughty schoolboy. “I kept count, just for you, darling. I fucked fifteen women to orgasm in their pussies, did four brave girls up their bottoms and made them come with my fingers as I butt-fucked them, and I let Margie Terhune suck me off. She insisted that she wanted to do it. I tried to warn her, but she still almost drowned!”

		

		Regan laughed and Donna looked shocked. Seeing that the girl didn’t get how someone could drown just giving a blowjob, Regan explained, “Riney comes like an elephant when these big nuts of his finally cut loose, dear. It’s quite an experience, especially if you’re not ready for it.”

		

		“Do…do you suck him off all the time?” Donna asked, her hero-worshipping awe of Regan clearly growing by the second.

		

		“At least twice a week, every week,” Regan said, smiling dreamily, leaning down to kiss Riney’s glistening cock head. “It’s yummy, when you know how.”

		

		“Oh, man, that sounds so hot!” Donna’s voice was almost a whine of pure excitement.

		

		She turned toward Regan and asked sincerely, “How did you get to be such a hottie, Regan? What’s your secret for being so sexy?”

		

		Regan laughed and got up onto her hands and knees. She moved up Riney’s reclining body and lay atop it briefly, reaching her right hand downward, under Donna, who was lying next to her, on her knees, her upper torso draped across Riney’s chest, her mouth inches from Regan’s

		

		“She’s as wet as a lake, darling,” Regan said, as she slipped two fingers up into Donna’s pussy. “You should fuck her…you know, give her a nice come while I finish telling you about all the men I did tonight…not to mention all of the women.”

		

		Donna gasped as Regan teased her clit; before she could speak, Regan pushed her lips onto Donna’s and soul-kissed her while finger-fucking her juicy little pussy lips. Riney chuckled.

		

		“You two are so incredibly sexy together,” he laughed. “What will you be doing while I’m fucking our young friend, darling?”

		

		“Oh, you’ll see,” Regan said as she ended the sultry kiss and slid off Riney’s chest so that Donna could scramble over and let herself down on his towering hard on.

		

		“Ooooh, Jesus, Regan, he’s so fucking big!” Donna gasped as inch after inch of the pussy-stuffing dick disappeared up into the slender girl.

		

		“Enjoy the ride,” Regan smiled back.

		

		She moved around behind her young friend and said, “Squeeze her nipples, darling, while she fucks you. I’m going to make Donna’s ass feel soooooo nice!”

		

		Regan leaned forward at the same time Donna did, Riney’s fingertips finding the girl’s small nipples and dragging her downward by them. Donna kissed Regan’s husband as she started to move her slim hips up and down on his massive prick. She shivered atop Riney as Regan’s tongue began to trace up and down her butt crack.

		

		“Ulllmmmm!” Donna moaned, Regan sliding her tongue up and down the notch between the girl’s cute little cheeks, bathing her anus in spittle.

		

		Timing her thrusts with Donna’s up and down fuck motion, Regan shoved her tongue deep into the girl’s asshole, drilling it as Riney’s big cock drilled her pussy. Donna squealed with delight, her tongue still buried in Riney’s mouth as the kiss went on and on.

		

		Between Regan’s tongue up her bottom and Riney’s dick up her pussy, his fingers squeezing her erect little nipples just right, Donna was soon cooing and moaning and hunching her lower body back onto the fantastic-feeling dual penetration. She tore her mouth from Riney’s, gasping for breath, and wheezed excitedly, “Oh, you hot fuckers! You’re turning me so much!”

		

		Regan removed her tongue and substituted two fingers up the girl’s slick rear hole. She finger-fucked the twisting, groaning younger woman as she moved her head up the girl’s body, kissing the sleek skin as she went.

		

		“Such a hot baby,” Regan purred in Donna’s ear, and the girl turned to face her.

		

		“Mmmmmm, give us a kiss, love,” Regan sighed, pushing her lips onto Donna’s.

		

		The excited young woman didn’t seem to care at all that Regan’s tongue had just been up her ass, she opened her mouth and let it inside eagerly, lapping at it with her own as the two of them kissed. Riney sighed and fucked upward even harder.

		

		“You two are so sensual, so damned sexy together!” he whispered, teasing Donna’s nipples to new peaks of arousal as his wife made out with her.

		

		Donna shivered and pulled her mouth from Regan’s, moaning, “I’m coming! Oh, fuck, you two are getting me off so damned good!”

		

		The curvy little brunette closed her eyes and shook from head to toe as she orgasmed. Regan smiled over at her husband, her fingers never missing a beat up Donna’s clenching ass. He grinned back and said, “Well, that was fun, now wasn’t it?”

		

		She nodded and kept on fingering Donna until the girl at last twitched to a stop, her ass going slack around Regan’s fingers. Pulling them out, she saw Donna just sort of ooze off Riney’s body to his right and melt down next to him on the bed.

		

		“My turn, I guess, you old bear, now that you’re done despoiling children.”

		

		He grinned up at her and she took Donna’s vacated spot atop his wet cock. When she was settled all the way down onto him, he rolled her onto her back and began to fuck her, hard and deep.

		

		“Mmmmmm, there’s my bear, right back where he belongs,” Regan whispered in his ear as he drilled her.

		

		“Did you miss me?” he smiled down at her.

		

		“Yes, you bet I did,” she said simply, “those other guys were fun, and some of them could really fuck. But none of them were my Riney!”

		

		Donna crawled over to them, beaming as she watched the husband and wife really getting it on together. She sighed, “I hope I meet someone special some day--someone who’s so sure of himself that he wouldn’t get all jealous if I still wanted to swing once in a while.”

		

		She thought about that for a moment and then added. “I hope that our relationship would be so strong that I wouldn’t get jealous either, like with you two.”

		

		Regan pushed Riney up away from her, urging him wordlessly to support his weight with his palms against the mattress as he worked his hips in and out, fucking her. She held her arms open and whispered, “I’m sure you will, dear. Now, come down here and be a part of this. Kiss me while my Riney bones my brains out, okay?”

		

		Donna grinned and leaned down eagerly, Regan’s slim arms enfolding her. They kiss passionately, Donna’s eyes closing in pure bliss while they made out.

		

		Regan kept her eyes open, staring up at her husband through strands of Donna’s long brown hair. She winked at Riney and he winked back, fucking her pussy hard, both of them delighted to be right where they were.

		

		I hope this kid does find someone special, Regan thought, because God knows I have!

		

		She thought back on her wonderful life with Ralph, her two great kids; and then thought about her wonderful new life with her dear Riney. She tossed her hips up to meet his lunges down into her, feeling her tummy start to tighten as Donna rubbed her nipples against Regan’s and the kiss heated up still further.

		

		I’m so lucky, she thought, feeling the orgasm building, what could be better than this?

		

		She sucked at Donna’s tongue and held on tight as her husband powered her right up the heaven with his fabulous cock…

		

		****

		

		“The child is exhausted, I fear,” Riney said a half hour later, staring over at Donna, who was dead out on the left side of the bed, curled up into a fetal ball, a tiny smile on her pretty face.

		

		“Well, whose fault is that?” Regan said chidingly. “It was your idea to fuck her brains out again after you made me come.”

		

		“She asked…” he said in his own defense, letting his voice trail off.

		

		Regan was on her stomach, between his legs. She’d already licked all of Donna’s pussy juice off his cock and was intent on finishing her husband with her mouth.

		

		“Are we going to attend the big party at the Smithson’s mountain estate up in Tahoe next month?” Riney asked--his eyes following intently as Regan sucked him off.

		

		“Mmmmmm, we’d better,” she replied teasingly, after taking his cock out of her mouth long enough to lick all around the head of it in between comments. “Because every great swinger party needs their unicorn for good luck—and I’m sure to be tired of this big hunk of meat by then and be looking for new men to fuck.”

		

		They both laughed at that statement, and Regan went back to her sucking, both of them knowing full well that this particular unicorn would never be tired of her of her darling satyr’s cock…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our swinger characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction.

		

		This is not to say that swinger parties just like the ones described herein don’t happen, because they do, all across the nation and around the world. If anything, the swinger lifestyle is more popular today than it ever was--even with the shadow of AIDs, herpes, and Chlamydia, not to mention the old standbys, syphilis and gonorrhea, lurking close to the sexual action.

		

		To guard against infection and unwanted pregnancy, most actual swinger get-togethers feature dishes full of brightly-colored condom packets scattered throughout the party scene. And the swinger guests are only too happy to use them.

		

		But since this story is, after all, a fantasy, the author has chosen not to include condoms in the story line. Condom usage can be cumbersome and awkward when describing a hot sex scene, so it is my hope that you, the reader, will forgive their omission as an example of author’s license.

		

		Just remember, while it may be more fun to write about and read about unprotected, unbridled sex in fiction, real life isn’t fiction. If you have multiple partners and chose to “swing”--use condoms!

		

		CKR
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