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   Chapter One
 
   Paul was inside as well as on top of her. Ellen moaned and tossed her head from side to side on the pillow. She knew her stylish mane of blonde hair would look sexy as hell to him as it whipped about her attractive face. She also took care to rake her fingernails lightly across his muscular back, to further the impression that she was very much aroused by the sex—which she wasn't.
 
   Ellen hadn't been in the mood–-a too common occurrence of late. Working her trim body up and down under him on sexual autopilot, she tried to remember. How long had it been since she craved Paul's fabulous body? Seemed like forever. It was a shame because she still loved her husband. She loved him more now than she had during their first whirlwind year together, eight years ago, when they'd met, and indulged in interminable bouts of wild, hot sex. Back then, it had seemed that they could never get enough of each other.
 
   What's different now? 
 
   She moaned, stroked him, threw her pelvis up to meet his thrusts, and pretended to be more aroused than she was--all for his benefit.
 
   Was it because she and Paul were no longer twenty-one—the age they'd been when they'd met? Could it be because they'd made love so many times over the years, since those heady, early days?
 
   She looked up fondly at her husband, smelled the faint odor of his cologne mixed in with the natural, musky scent of a man engaged in a very physical activity, and smiled. He really was gorgeous, dark and handsome, with short-cropped, slightly, wavy black hair and beautiful hazel eyes. Then there was his chiseled body. His sculpted physique, consisting of massive shoulders and arms, trim waist, and tight, muscular ass were all products of years spent in the weight room—a workout schedule that bordered on compulsive. She knew they were an attractive enough couple to turn heads when they entered a room.
 
   Why don't I love sex with him as much used to? Maybe part of it was that they always seemed so rushed lately, when they have sex. She moved her right hand up to give his hair another gentle stroke and continued to synchronize her hip movements to his with an effortless, rolling motion.
 
   Tonight was yet another example of how making love always felt rushed. A few minutes ago, she had been ready to turn out the nightstand lamp for the night when she’d noticed, that look, in her husband's eyes as he stared at her from across the king-sized bed. Ellen had been tired and ready for sleep. But she'd also made a vow to herself, when they’d first married, never to become one of those wives who was "too tired" or who always "had a headache".  So when he reached for her, she had come to him.
 
   A minute of kisses and cuddles later, the knee-length man's tee shirt she normally wore to bed came off. Once he was naked too, a few minutes of his hungry mouth on her nipples had been all the foreplay he afforded her and now…here they were!
 
   He was inside her. She was wet enough to handle his impressive length and girth, but just barely. It didn't hurt, as he moved within her, but she was far from being in the juicy, super-excited, can't-wait-to-have-sex state that produced their most satisfying unions.
 
   What they did right now was pleasant enough, but it didn't really…excite her. While she loved the feel of him on top of her and the way he held her tight—the intimacy of the act itself—she missed the white-hot thrill of the two of them madly devouring each other! She longed for the fiery passion they once shared, the sheer ecstasy of an out and out thrill-ride of a just-can't-get-enough-of-each-other…fuck!
 
   How long has it been since they experienced one of those?
 
   Ellen wrapped her arms around Paul and pushed her breasts up tighter against his chest. Years of making love with her husband told her he was close to orgasm, and she wanted to make it good for him.
 
   At the same time, a question at the back of her mind nagged at her. When was the last time it was really good for me? When was the last time I really got off hard with Paul?
 
   Somewhat surprised she realized it had been seven or eight months ago. They'd been on vacation in Hawaii. After a carefree night of dinner and drinks, followed by even more drinks, they'd danced in the hotel's lounge until the bar closed. Following that they staggered—all giggles, loud laughter and teasing horseplay—back to their room. Once in the suite, they'd torn each other's clothes off and fucked with all of the intensity and abandon of a pair of teenagers who'd sneaked off to spend the night together.
 
   Dear God, but I'd like it to be that way all the time again! 
 
   Paul’s gasp brought her back to the present. His cock jerked inside her and the first big splash of hot semen jetted into her womb
 
   Her lips near his ear, she murmured, "Oooooh! So much! Give it to me, big boy! Fill me up with that hot stuff!"
 
   Paul moaned and unloaded a few more smaller jets of come into her and slowly stopped his movements. She felt him go soft and finally slip out entirely.
 
   "You're the best, babe," he murmured and kissed her cheek.
 
   "So are you, honey." She smiled at him and kissed him back once before he sighed heavily, got off her, snapped off the lamp, and rolled onto his side.
 
   As always, in less than five minutes, he was asleep. The sounds of his breathing were steady and deep beside her. Ellen let out a sigh of mild frustration, found her discarded tee shirt and got back into it.
 
   She waited another minute or so, until he was dead asleep, and then eased the shirt back up her lithe body until the hem rested just under her chin. She lay on her back next to him in the darkness and waited for a big glob of Paul's slippery semen to ooze out of her slit. She caught the hot, super-slick goo on her fingertip and used it to paint her clitoris until the tiny pink bud was as slippery as a, well-greased ball bearing. 
 
   As she toyed with her clit, Ellen thought once more about that night in Hawaii, of how hot and wild and great the sex had been. She ran her fingertip around and around and took her left nipple in between the fingers of her other hand and began to squeeze it lightly, her eyes already half closed with enjoyment.
 
   I really shouldn't do this. For the last few months, she'd made a habit of masturbating herself to a climax whenever the two of them had finished what, for her, had been a less than a satisfactory sexual experience. She felt vaguely guilty about it, but she had to admit—even if the orgasm was self-induced—she still slept better than she had in the past, back when she had given up and gone to sleep unfulfilled.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
   The next day, just before noon, Ellen Markley sat in the crowded downtown restaurant and sipped a cosmopolitan. It felt odd, since she rarely drank during the workday.
 
   But this morning she woke blue and out of sorts. All day, so far, the unsettled and upset feelings had stayed with her. It wasn't right—she thought to herself for what seemed like the fiftieth time today—a girl forced to "take things into her own hands" in order to get satisfaction, 
 
   The more she thought about it, the more it bothered her. Paul was a hot-looking guy and she, a great looking woman. They were in the prime of life. It was unnatural for her to have to practice post-sexual masturbation to reach orgasm!
 
   So, when the waiter seated her and asked if she would care for a cocktail, she uncharacteristically said yes. A drink sounds good.  Maybe it will help me to relax and take my mind off last night's latest disappointment in the bedroom.
 
   When her drink arrived, she sipped it gratefully. Should I discuss my problem with Cassidy when she gets here?
 
   Cassidy Flynn was one of her oldest friends. They'd met during the first week of college their freshman year, after being randomly assigned as roommates. By the start of their second year at school, they both made up their minds to rush the same sorority and, once accepted, they were roomies again at the sorority house until graduation.
 
   Now, they both worked downtown and made it a practice to lunch together at least twice a month. That was the reason for today's meeting, but Ellen was glad that she would see Cassidy this afternoon. The more she thought about it, the more anxious she became to talk to someone about her bedroom problems, and Cass was the logical choice.
 
   Ellen was normally a very private person, especially when it came to an intimate subject like this one, but she and Cassidy had few secrets from each other. Cass had been married to her husband, Ed, just a year less than Ellen and Paul. They were so close they'd been each other’s maids-of-honor at their weddings. Perhaps sexy, down-to-earth Cassidy would have some secrets to impart as to how she's managed to keep the zip alive in her marriage.
 
   "Hey, babe! Sorry I'm late, but traffic was a pure bitch today."
 
   Cassidy bounced to a stop next to the booth and grinned down at Ellen. She was two inches taller than Ellen's willowy five foot, seven but, while Ellen considered herself to be lithe, but nicely-curved—Cass's pronounced hourglass figure could only be described as voluptuous. She wasn't fat, but her lush, Amazon-like curves were a few notches beyond impressive.
 
   She looked great, as always. Her knee-length brown dress was cut low in front to show off her remarkable cleavage and the matching taupe handbag and heels she wore went perfectly with the dress. Cassidy wore minimal make up—just enough to hide most of the freckles that dotted her face and neck--and her emerald green eyes were alive with mischief and fun.
 
   Ellen’s heart lifted as her old friend sat down opposite her. She hoped Cassidy would have some good suggestions for her.
 
   "What're ya drinkin'?" Cassidy asked as she scooted into the booth.
 
   "Cosmo. Would you like one?"
 
   "You know me, El—I don't mind if I do. But I'm surprised to see you hit the sauce in the middle of the day. What's the occasion?"
 
   The waiter came up, handed Cassidy a menu and asked if she wanted a cocktail before lunch. Cass gave him a flash of her high-voltage smile and ordered a cosmo.
 
   Ellen took a deep breath. Cassidy's question about what the occasion was for a drink in the middle of the workday provided a perfect opportunity to bring up her problems with Paul.
 
   "I've got a cocktail in my hand because I'm a little down today, Cass. Certain aspects of my life just seem…I don't know…difficult, right now?"
 
   "Impossible! Not Ellen, the girl voted by her sorority sisters as Most Likely to Conquer the World? Don't tell me things are not great at the Initiative?"
 
   Ellen laughed and drank another sip of her cosmo and shook her head. "No, things are fine at work; it's something at home that has me worried, Cass."
 
   The waiter glided back over from the bar with the drink, set it on the table and vanished, giving them a moment with their menus.
 
   "So, what's got you rattled, kitten?" Cassidy asked. as she glanced at the menu.
 
   Ellen looked around the noisy, crowded room, then leaning forward, whispered, "It's a problem with Paul…"
 
   Cassidy’s large, green eyes grew larger as Ellen explained what was going on between Paul and her, sexually. 
 
   Wow," Cassidy offered in a stunned voice when she’d finished.
 
   She looked Ellen up and down and then shook her head. "That is the absolute last thing I would have suspected might be wrong between you two. Paul is, like, Mr. Hottie, and you are even more gorgeous than when we got out of school, kid. Not-so-great sex between a pair of pretty people like you two is a real shocker."
 
   Ellen fidgeted in her seat and swallowed the last of her cosmo. She set the glass down and shrugged. "It's not awful, Cass. That's the bad part. It's mediocre. It's not so infrequent or so horrible that I can throw a fit and demand we do something about it, like go to a sex counselor or whatever. It's just kind of bland and vanilla and--God help me for even saying this--kind of a bore, compared to what it used to be like."
 
   Cass nodded slowly. She finished her drink, too, and the waiter materialized out of nowhere, order pad ready.
 
   "Uh, yeah, we're set to order," Cass told him and then held up her empty glass. "But I think we will definitely need two more of these, while we wait for lunch to get here."
 
   "Very good, madam."  He smiled at her and proceeded to write down her request for the seafood salad and Ellen's for the chef's salad with grilled chicken breast before he disappeared in the direction of the bar again.
 
   "What about you and Ed, Cass, if you don't mind a personal question, is the sex still great with you guys after what, seven years together?"
 
   Cassidy's face slowly turned red. Ellen was shocked. Cassidy was the original "brass boobs in a leather bra" girl—generally, nothing embarrassed her.
 
   "Can you keep a secret?" her redheaded friend whispered, eyes darting around the restaurant. She seemed worried that someone might overhear what she was about to say.
 
   "Sure."
 
   "Well, sex between Ed and me is hotter than a pot-bellied stove in mid-winter, kid. But we have a little secret we use to keep it that way."
 
   Ellen perked up and leaned forward across the table, eager to hear what that secret might be.
 
   "About three years ago," Cassidy started out, her normally confident, sassy voice suddenly reined in and hesitant, "Ed and I had problems in the bedroom, the exact same thing you just described. Our schedules were hectic, we didn't make love sometimes for days on end, and then when we did, it was usually just a quick grab-and-bang session that got him off, but left me wondering why I'd bothered."
 
   Ellen nodded, vigorously. That summed up Paul and her current sex life perfectly!
 
   "Well, I was beside myself with frustration. I wanted to broach the subject to Ed, maybe encourage a few visits to a couple's sex counselor or something, but you know Ed, Ellen. I didn't have much hope I could convince him to try something like that, you know?"
 
   That is so exactly where I am. Excitement gripped her as she nodded her agreement again! She'd agonized for months about how to approach Paul with the same sort of suggestion.
 
   "That's why I was so shocked when one night, from out of nowhere, Ed brought the subject up himself. We were in bed, ready to turn in for the night, when he asked me, kind of offhand, like, whether I'd ever thought we should try something different to add spice to our sex life."
 
   Cassidy laughed. It was a deep, throaty chuckle that somehow managed to sound sexy as well as amused. "You could have knocked me on my ass with the proverbial feather when he said that, El! I'd already tried all of the obvious things—bought new, sexy, see-through lingerie, made it a point to get naked in front of him more often in the bedroom when I changed into my nighties and had even been more aggressive in bed—but none of it had made much difference."
 
   Her voice softer once more, Cassidy continued. "It turned out that Ed missed the red-hot sex as much as I did. He'd also noticed that things weren't as great in the bedroom as they had been.”   
 
   Ellen felt her pulse quicken with hope. Maybe Cass and Ed's solution, whatever it was, would work for her and Paul, too.
 
   At that moment, the waiter delivered the second round of drinks.
 
   "What did he suggest?" she blurted the second he was out of earshot.
 
   The redhead cast another furtive glance around the restaurant before she answered. "What do you know about swingers and that sort of lifestyle, El?"
 
   Ellen drew a blank. She shrugged and shook her head to show she hadn't a clue.
 
   "Well, that night in bed, Ed made me promise that I wouldn't get pissed at him for what he was about to suggest. I was a little suspicious, but I was so anxious to do something about the problem that I promised to hear him out, and to keep an open mind."
 
   Cassidy's voice dropped so low that Ellen could barely hear her, even though their heads were only inches apart as they both leaned in across the table toward one another. "Swingers get together and party with other like-minded people, El. They drink, eat, dance, play games…and then trade partners and have sex with other people, usually while their wife or husband is in the same room. They watch each other…as they each get it on with new people!"
 
   Ellen's jaw dropped open. She tried to imagine that and simply couldn't. She suddenly realized exactly what Ed had proposed to Cass that night, and it shocked her speechless.
 
   At last, she managed to stammer, "You can't mean that your husband wanted you and him to…to…?"
 
   "Oh, yeah," Cassidy nodded, picked up her fresh drink and downed half of it in two big swallows. "That's exactly what he wanted to try. It seems that there was this guy, Sam, that he works with, who'd confided in Ed that he and his wife, Enid, were swingers."
 
   Ellen nodded, still too stunned to comment. 
 
   "We knew them slightly, from office Christmas parties and such. They seemed like a nice, normal couple. You would have never guessed that their hobbies included partner swaps with other people on the weekends at sex orgies, El."
 
   "S-so what did you do?"
 
   "Well, Ed and I talked it over every night for a week." Cassidy took another sip and continued. "We wanted to be sure before we tried something so drastic that it wouldn't screw our marriage up beyond repair."
 
   Cassidy leaned back in the booth and grinned at Ellen. She picked up her short drink and finished it.
 
   "Then you actually…went through with it?"
 
   After a moment, Cassidy leaned toward her again. "You know what convinced me to go ahead and do it, El?"
 
   Ellen shook her head, still dazed by the very idea that a married couple would ever…
 
   "The sex between Ed and I got lava-hot again, just at the thought that the two of us might get it on with another couple, like Sam and Enid. We fucked our brains out, hon!"
 
   Cassidy shrugged. "I figured that if just the idea of swinging had that kind of effect, we might really be blown away by the real thing. So, in the end, I agreed to give it a try."
 
   "A-and…so you went to one of those parties?"
 
   "I'd say that on average, we now attend at least two functions a month with the swingers group we eventually joined. Let me tell you, we go at each other like a pair uncaged animals when we come home from one of those parties. The sex between us as we relive what each of us did with other people at the party is terrific, plus, the sex at the parties themselves is usually pretty damned sensational too. It's like great sex on top of great sex!"
 
   Ellen sat back in the booth, stunned. The waiter showed up just then with their food. What she had just heard shocked Ellen so much that she threw caution to the wind and ordered a glass of white wine to go with her meal.
 
   Can I really see Cassie naked and...doing it...right in front of Ed? She asked herself as she picked at her salad.
 
   Truthfully, she had to admit, it wasn't all that difficult to picture. Cassie had always been brave, brassy and sexy as hell, plus she had been far more "adventurous" than Ellen back when they'd roomed together. She could remember many a night when Cassidy's twin bed had stayed empty until morning, and a lot of the guys she'd slept with hadn't been steadies—they'd been one-night stands she'd met at a party or a dance or a drunken night of bar-hopping.
 
   "So, do you have any questions?" Cass gave her an encouraging little smile.
 
   Do I ever? Where do I start? And, a question for me as well, is there any way in hell that either Paul or...I would ever consider something as wild and outside the norm as "swinging"?
 
   She sat back and considered that for a moment. Cass was a senior account rep for one of the largest and most prestigious public relations firms in the city, and Ed worked in upper management for one of the biggest construction companies on the west coast. They were quite liberal, as far as their general political views went, Ellen knew, but they were hardly what she would call latter-day hippies. If two solidly upper-middle-class citizens like Ed and Cassidy could adopt the swinger lifestyle and be happy with that choice…
 
   She and Paul were like most of the young couples she knew—liberal on some issues and conservative on others. Could the two of them ever hope to overcome their mutual middle-class, middle-of-the-road upbringing to be comfortable, let alone enthusiastic, about something this radical and out of the norm?
 
   Ellen looked at Cass, whom she'd known for so many years and whom she thought, until a few minutes ago, that she'd known almost as well as she knew herself. Her old roomie seemed to be very happy with the path she and Ed had chosen. And she had said the sex was fantastic.
 
   What could it hurt to quiz her just a bit more on what all of this swinger stuff was all about? Paul and I would probably never do it in a million years, but why not find out more about it while I've got the chance…just in case...?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
   Lunch turned into a whispered question and answer session amid bites of salad and sips of wine. Ellen was hesitant at first, but after she got over her initial embarrassment about the subject matter, she peppered Cassidy with numerous questions about the "swinger" lifestyle and all it entailed.
 
   As soon as lunch was over and Cassidy had gone back to work, Ellen did something that was very out of character for her. She got out her cell phone, dialed her office, told the secretary that something she had eaten hadn't agreed with her, and that she'd return to work in the morning.
 
   The receptionist assured her that it was “no problem” and wished her a speedy recovery.
 
   Ellen did go right home, but she didn't rest.
 
   Seconds after she'd come through the door, she booted up her home computer, and she went immediately to the site Cassidy had written down for her at lunch. As she brought up the webpage of the national swinger's organization Ed and Cassidy belonged to, Ellen's heart quickened. 
 
   There were a few photos of people in various states of dress at parties, dances and on the beach. Some of them were so out of shape that Ellen felt they should have known better and kept more clothing on. There was a list of clubs throughout the country, and contact links, but what interested Ellen the most was a section that contained answers to frequently asked questions about the swinger lifestyle.
 
   Her finger trembled with excitement as she clicked on that header. Once there, she read about "meets" where there was no overt sex, just couples at no-host mixers where they found out more about one another—evaluated each other, explored mutual likes and dislikes—and perhaps agreed to a future date for a "swing" together. She delved further into the Q&A section and read about house parties, larger club parties in bars and other venues, and finally, about out and out orgies where everything was pretty much "no holds barred" sex!
 
   Ellen sat back from the computer and took a deep breath. If anyone had suggested to her a day ago that she would want to research such activities, let alone consider personally taking part in them, she would have either laughed in that person's face or slapped it. Now, here she sat at the computer, mesmerized by lewd mental images of her and Paul involved in such behavior.
 
   Double penetration, anal sex, orgy rooms, closed swinging, open swinging—holy fuck, Ellen thought to herself, as she mentally slipped back into the kind of language that she had rarely used since her college days!
 
   Could I really do any of that? Could I watch Paul lead some other girl away to another room to…to…fuck her, while I went off with some guy I had just met let him do the same thing to me? Would I let someone do it to me…anally?
 
   Ellen shuddered, partly from revulsion, partly from illicit excitement of the kinky behavior she now contemplated. She'd tried anal sex once in high school and several times during college with various steady boyfriends, including Paul on two occasions a long time ago, but she'd never cared for it that much.
 
   She could see why men would like it—it was novel and somewhat exotic—but she couldn't see why a woman who didn't have to do it, to please a boyfriend who steadily begged her to try it with him, would do it more than once or twice. Anal sex, as Ellen remembered it, had mostly hurt or at the very least had been uncomfortable and was an experience that had left her vaguely…degraded.
 
   And double penetration…two men at once, one up my pussy and one up my anus at the same time? Ellen scrunched her nose at the very idea. She'd seen it in porn films, she and Paul rented when they were first married, to see what all the fuss was about.
 
   But there's no way in hell I'm ever going to allow anyone to do that to me, swinger party or no swinger party!
 
   She read more and discovered that some things about the lifestyle that did both interest and fascinate her. For one thing, you didn't have to act as a participant in any of it. That was a basic tenet of all swinging. At most gatherings, it was perfectly all right to watch and be a voyeur, as long as you remembered to politely ask the people involved in the act if it was okay to watch and not take part.
 
   And, from what she read, you didn't have to…fuck anyone who didn't appeal to you for one reason or another. You could just say, "No, but thank you for asking,” And the person would go away and try someone else.
 
   That probably wouldn't work in the orgy room, though, Ellen reflected after she'd read that at most large swinger parties, there would be one room dedicated to group sex. One big pile of bodies all entwined with one another, catch-as-catch-can sexual couplings!
 
   Could I ever bring myself to participate in something like that, she wondered? Just get naked and let a bunch of strangers grope me and lick me and…fuck me? Would I even want to?
 
   Ellen shivered at the thought, but she also noticed that her nipples felt huge inside her bra and that she was definitely wet down there as she imagined herself involved in such a wicked scenario. She shut off the computer, got up and went into the bedroom. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand and noted that it was only three in the afternoon.
 
   On impulse, she took off all of her clothes, retrieved her vibrator from the nightstand and lay down on the bedspread. In her mind's eye, she imagined that mass of swingers in the orgy room once again, all of the men naked and hard and that they all…wanted her! She started the vibrator and ran it up and down the length of her now sopping wet vaginal lips.
 
   What shocked Ellen most about the orgasm that soon engulfed her wasn't that she had an orgasm--it was the strength and depth of her climax! The fierceness of it! After a minute or less of the vibrating plastic phallus against her clit, as daydreams about herself as the centerpiece in an orgy flickered through her mind, Ellen felt her tummy ripple, the way it always did when a really large orgasm was on the way.
 
   She sucked in her breath, pressed the vibrator harder against her enlarged bud and thought once more about what she'd read on the net. All of those men and women joined, coupled, fucking…and about her—prim, proper, hot-looking Ellen Markley—right there in the middle of them. She let herself imagine being wildly fucked by some hunky young stud while she watched Paul rutting away inside some gorgeous young slut right next to her.
 
   "Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, God!" she shrieked in the empty bedroom. Her butt came up off the mattress, her long body arced into a taut bow of pure bliss as she shuddered and moaned, "Oh, my sweet fucking God, am I ever coming?"
 
   Ellen screamed again and dropped down onto the bed, the vibrator now driven up into her; she fucked the buzzing tool in and out of her juicy lips, while red waves of excited pleasure spasmed through her.
 
   "Oh, Jesus, it's such a good one!" Ellen groaned and came even harder.
 
   She gasped and writhed about on the bedspread for over a minute, the pulses of joy, which shot through her body as strong and as good as any she'd experienced in years. As the heavenly sensations finally subsided, she pulled the white plastic device from the overflow of her lips and rolled over onto her side. She reached for some tissues.
 
   As she sat up with a deep sigh, Ellen thought about what had just happened. She dropped the cleaned off vibrator back into its drawer and closed it. Guilt nibbled at her, but still…it had been a super orgasm!
 
   "Maybe it was the three drinks at lunch," she whispered aloud in the empty room. "Or maybe I just needed a really good come."
 
   Either way, she acknowledged to herself as she got up and headed for the master bathroom, it had been wonderful. As she turned on the shower, she found that she had reached a decision.
 
   I'm going to talk to Cassidy more about swinging. If I can get myself off like that at just the thought of doing all of the naughty, forbidden things that swingers do, what would it be like to do them for real?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
   Two days had passed since the lunch with Cassidy. Ellen's life had resumed its normal, hurried pace, Paul always on the run, late for a meeting, on the phone, on his cell phone, always harried in his role as the regional sales manager for a major national insurance carrier.
 
   Ellen's workdays were less frantic than Paul’s, but were nonetheless demanding. When she had started out four years ago, the job had required a lot of overnight travel. Now that she'd risen through the ranks to Assistant Director, her days normally started at nine and ended at five. It was important work and she liked it…sort of. 
 
   The downside was that her job now tended to be pretty much the same thing every day. As a senior executive, she no longer traveled. Instead, she went to her downtown office each day, and returned home every night to await Paul's eventual arrival.
 
   "No wonder I feel the need for some spice in the other areas of my life, like in the bedroom," she whispered to herself, as she sat at her desk on the fifteenth floor of the office building which housed the Initiative and contemplated her unexciting lifestyle. The dome of the state capitol shimmered off in the distance in the late afternoon sun. It looked as if it had been fashioned out of bright, burnished gold.
 
   My job has become static. I'm in a rut, really. And, except for a nice vacation together somewhere every year, Paul and I rarely go anywhere on the weekends except shopping or out to dinner.
 
   The phone rang at that moment, her private line. It was Paul.
 
   "Hey, handsome, what's happening?"
 
   "Nothing good, I'm afraid, honey," her husband answered with a sigh. "There's a meeting over rate adjustments and coverage reductions going on at this moment, at the home office in New York, and there's to be a national conference call concerning the outcome of the meeting right after it's over. So it looks like I'll be home whenever I'm home tonight, okay?"
 
   Ellen sighed. Not a big surprise, as the changes within the health care insurance system started to kick in, there now seemed to be an emergency meeting every week to plan new strategy. 
 
   "Okay, I guess I'll see you when I see you." 
 
   Ellen glanced over at her clock. It was four-fifteen. She pulled her cell from the purse under the desk and hit Cassidy's number on the speed dial. Maybe she could get some good out of this wasted evening, after all. She wanted to meet with Cass and talk about the whole swinger idea some more. Maybe if Cass wasn't too tied up after work tonight...
 
   * * * *
 
   "Boy, you couldn't have picked a better night to get together. Ed has his weekly poker game at the country club tonight, so he's going to grab something to eat after work and head straight over there. He won't be home until late."
 
   "Where should we meet?"
 
   Ellen noticed as Cass spoke that she sounded nervous. She remembered from their recent lunch how awkward it could be to discuss a topic like partner swapping in a public place.
 
   "Why don't you come to my house? It's close to your place, and there won't be anyone home except me, until Ed wanders in at midnight or whenever, so we'll be free to talk openly."
 
   "That sounds great. I'd feel much better discussing the topic at hand in your living room than I would at a bar or some cafe."
 
   "No kidding. I'll pick up something up for dinner on the way home. We can have a few drinks and I'll tell you all there is to know about…what you want to know about."
 
   Ellen laughed and said, "I take it someone might be able to overhear whatever you say right at this moment?"
 
   "You got it, kid! But we won't have that problem at my place. See you at what…six?"
 
   "Six is perfect. Should I bring anything?"
 
   "Just an open mind."
 
   * * * *
 
   They sat in the recreation room just off the kitchen in Cassidy's ranch-style house. It was less than a mile through a maze of upscale suburbs from the similar home that Ellen shared with Paul.
 
   They ate a quick meal of take-out chicken and side dishes that Cassidy grabbed on her way home. God bless that honorary Kentucky Colonel and his magical eleven herbs and spices, thought Ellen. They consumed a beer apiece along with the meal, and then adjourned to a comfortable couch in the adjacent room. Cassidy produced a pitcher of cosmopolitans from the refrigerator and they each had a glass as they began their talk. 
 
   "So, what exactly do you want to know that the website didn't tell you?"
 
   "Well, first off, how do you suggest I broach this whole idea of swinging to Paul if, indeed, I find the guts to go through with it myself?" Ellen asked as she nervously gulped down a big slug of her courage-fortifying cocktail.
 
   "Each couple is different, of course, but I think our plunge into the swingers' pool was made a good deal easier by the fact that Ed knew Sam, the guy who was already a swinger, from work. We'd done a few informal things with Sam and his wife, Enid, socially over the years, so we kind of knew them and we all got along well."
 
   As Cassidy paused to sip her cocktail, she suddenly asked Ellen, "By the way, what do you think of my Ed?"
 
   Startled by this abrupt turn in the conversation, Ellen thought about that for a moment before she answered. She'd known Ed for years now. Cassidy had introduced him to Paul and her when they'd first started to date.
 
   Ed Flynn was thirty-two, a year or so older than Ellen, Paul, and Cassidy. He was a tall, lanky man with slightly thinning short-clipped blond hair. He had bright blue eyes and cute little dimples that formed on each cheek when he smiled, which was often.
 
   While Ellen wouldn't rate Ed as movie star handsome, overall, he was an attractive enough man. And there was something else about him that had always intrigued her, something that had always lurked in the back of her mind if she really let herself think about it. Ed Flynn radiated sexiness. Nothing overt or aggressive, there was something about low-key, affable Ed that said to women on some subliminal level, I'm hot in bed!
 
   "I think he's nice, and kind of…sexy," Ellen's face flushed as she admitted that to the man's wife.
 
   "Would you let him fuck you…if we all found ourselves at a swinger party and he made a move on you?" Cassidy asked a big sly grin on her face. "I mean, especially if Paul was to make a move on me at the same time."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
   Cassidy and Paul? Ellen's cornflower-blue orbs popped open wider, and her tummy did an excited little flip-flop as she imagined her hubby…fucking her old friend and roommate right in front of her. Especially if she did the same thing with Ed!
 
   Ellen stalled for a moment to get used to that lewd image. She gulped down some more of her drink and imagined the scene in a bit more detail. Paul mounted up on gorgeous, red-haired, sensuous Cassidy—with her big breasts and her long, trim legs, that big cock of his inside her. While she and Ed were right there next to them, with Ed inside her, his cock every bit as big as Paul's, at least in Ellen's mind.
 
   "Uh…I don't know, Cass," Ellen managed to croak weakly, her nipples throbbing at the illicit, forbidden images which, had stuck in her head. "I…I might be okay with it…I guess."
 
   "Well, I didn't ask that just to embarrass you, El. See, the least stressful way to ease into swinging is to start out with a foursome party, with a pair of good friends, people you've known socially for a while. That's what Ed and I did with Sam and Enid.” 
 
   Ellen nodded and nervously drank more of her drink. She could see how it might easier to get started that way. Her heart raced as she wondered if Cassidy had just suggested what Ellen thought she had just suggested.
 
   "That first night we all got together, Ed and I invited them over here, for dinner and drinks. It was summer, so we were out by the pool. We drank and swam and barbequed some chicken."
 
   Cassidy finished her cosmo and poured herself another. Ellen fidgeted in her seat, anxious to hear more, and let her hostess pour her one too.
 
   "It got later and all of us were pretty tipsy. We were in the hot tub and the swimsuit tops somehow came off. Then, all of a sudden, I started to make out with Sam,  and Ed kissed Enid—who's quite an eyeful with her top off, let me tell you. Ten minutes or so later, we were all wet, naked, and hot for each other. We went back inside the house and we all did the horizontal mambo together right in there on the living room carpet!"
 
   Ellen sucked down half of her cocktail in one swallow. She could see the living room rug—the spot where Cassidy had indicated with a nod of her head a moment ago.
 
   Only instead of the Flynns and their friends, Ellen now imagined the four of them, Paul with Cassidy and Ed entwined with her! She could visualized the whole thing, right there on that same light mocha colored carpet a few feet away, as they balled their brains out.
 
   "How did it turn out?" she managed to gasp, suddenly short of breath at the whole idea that Cassidy and she, might trade husbands like that, and…do it right in the nearby front room, in front of each other!
 
   "Really well," Cassidy said with a giggle, and looked away guiltily, like a teen age girl who'd just told a risqué story about herself and her ex-boyfriend at a sleepover. "Sam's hung like a mule and Enid's a nympho, so none of us got much sleep that night, but all of us came about a half a dozen times apiece before they headed home the next morning."
 
   Cassidy shrugged. "The big bonus, as far as I was concerned, was that for the whole week afterwards, Ed and I were all over each other. We fucked like rabbits every night, El. Just like when were first married."
 
   Her eyes locked onto Ellen's as she added, "When Sam called and told us that there was a swing party at their house the next weekend and wanted to know if we'd like to come, we didn't hesitate. We went, and it was even better than the foursome had been. Ed and I fucked each other like mad the week after that party too, and…what can I tell you? We've been swingers ever since."
 
   Ellen sat back on the couch and sipped at her drink. She noticed that her breath was shallow and rapid, her nipples were as erect as could be, and that her lower lips felt very wet.
 
   "Anyway, kitten," Cassidy said and leaned closer to Ellen. "The thing is…Ed has always thought you were sexy as hell."
 
   Ellen started, as a tiny flash of mini-orgasm shot through her untouched clitoris when her old friend told her that Ed thought she was "sexy as hell." She took a deep breath and managed to whisper, "He d-does?"
 
   "Oh, yeah." Cassidy grinned at her. "He goes on and on about how elegant and beautiful and classy you are every time we get together with you guys. He's never come right out and said so, but I can tell that he'd just love to fuck you, El."
 
   Ellen gasped. Sexy Ed Flynn wanted her? She shivered despite herself. That was so…hot, in a nasty, taboo kind of way!
 
   "And to tell the truth, I certainly wouldn't mind a little nibble of your handsome hubby for myself," Cassidy purred.
 
   "Really?" Ellen turned and stared at Cassidy, shocked by her friend's admission.
 
   "Sure, I've always thought he was absolutely gorgeous."
 
   Cassidy paused and looked at her and then asked, "How about Paul? Do you think he finds me at all attractive?"
 
   Ellen was in the middle of a sip of her drink when Cassidy asked that question and she snorted. Cosmo almost spurted out of her nose. Was there a man alive—who wasn't completely gay—who wouldn't find long-legged, big-breasted, lightly freckled, green-eyed, professional sexy-girl Cassidy attractive?
 
   "Of course he does," Ellen said, as she cleared her throat. "He's always thought that you were one of the most beautiful women he's ever met. He must have told me a hundred times over the years that Ed was lucky to have a knockout wife like you."
 
   She hastened to add, "Of course, Paul's no fool. He's always been careful to add that he was lucky to have a beauty like me in his bed right after he said that."
 
   As the two old friends shared a laugh over that, Ellen thought about what she'd just said. The memory of just how many times her handsome husband had made that exact observation over the years suddenly came home to Ellen. This was going to be easy. How could she have not seen it before? Paul had always had a thing for Cassidy!
 
   Now, the only question was, would she be able to find the courage to get the four of them together, the way Cassidy had gotten her and Ed and the other couple they'd started their swinging career off with together?
 
   * * * *
 
   Bull by the horns, Ellen thought to herself resolutely. She still felt the drinks from her dinner with Cassidy as she rifled through her lingerie drawer that night in search of the sexiest nightie she owned to wear to bed. Got to do what Cassidy said and take the bull by the horns; I've got to come right out with it and tell him what I want!
 
   She could hear Paul's light-hearted whistle in the bathroom, as he got ready for bed. Critically, she examined her image in one of the mirrored sliding doors to their large closet.
 
   The nightgown she had selected was crimson, knee-length, with a lacey top through which you could almost, but not quite, see her firm handfuls of breast. She turned and checked out her long, sleek, runner's legs and her still very youthful, tight little butt—all products of countless early mornings spent pounding down the running trails near their suburban home.
 
   Paul wasn't a runner. They had jogged together a number of times over the years, but Paul's massive upper body strength and washboard like abs came from hours spent pumping iron in the gym near his office, not from miles put in on the cross-country paths nearby.
 
   She couldn't complain about the results his work out regimen as he came into the bedroom dressed in his tee shirt and baggy boxers, as handsome and buff as a man could be.
 
   He saw her in the red nightgown and beamed. "Whoa! What's the occasion? I haven't seen you wear that for a year or two!"
 
   Ellen winced inwardly as she realized that he was right, but she managed to keep the sexy smile on her face as she gazed over at him. She mentally made a note to herself that her usual choice of sleeping attire—a long, extra large men's tee shirt that came down to her knees along with a pair of panties in the spring and summer, and in a long flannel nightie and panties in the fall and winter—was officially history from here on out. In that instant, she recognized that the lack of sparks lately in the bedroom was at least partially her fault.
 
   Who got excited about a girl in a long flannel nightie or a tee shirt? She could read the approval of her sheer red negligee in Paul's eyes.
 
   "No special occasion. Can't a wife look nice for her husband once in a while?"
 
   He edged over, sat on his side of the bed and swung his feet up under the covers. "You'll get no argument from me on that score, darling. Now, come here and give me a snuggle in that sexy gown of yours."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
   Ellen kept her smile in place, but she didn't come to him, immediately. She sat on the opposite side of the bed, reached over and switched the bed lamp down to its lowest setting, which bathed the bedroom in a soft, seductive half-light.
 
   "I'm anxious to snuggle up with you too, darling, but I have something I want to discuss with you first." Her heart started to pound now that the time had come to lay her cards on the table.
 
   "Oh?" he asked and his eyebrows edged upward. "And just what might that be?"
 
   "Our…our…sex life," she started out, stammered, and then blurted out the difficult-to-say words—"sex life"—all at once. "Do you think it could use some…I don't know…spice?"
 
   Paul's eyebrows went up so high his forehead wrinkled. He looked her up and down in the red nightie and asked, "Is that what the nightgown is all about…spice?"
 
   "Maybe."
 
   He grinned approvingly at that thought and reached for her, but she gently pushed his hand away. "Not yet. I have some other things to talk over first."
 
   Paul's thick, dark brows knitted together now, and his handsome face assumed a surprised, cagey aspect as he tried to figure out exactly what was going on. Clearly, at first he'd thought that he'd gotten unexpectedly lucky without even asking, but now he could see that there was something else on Ellen's mind.
 
   "I've been sort of…disappointed in our sex life lately," she said quietly, and looked away from him, unable to meet his gaze as she uttered that accusatory statement. "And I think you have too. It'…it's just not as exciting or fun as when we first started to make love."
 
   "Well, we're both older now, and let's face it, we've done it a thousand times, darling.” His voice was defensive. "It's bound to get a little…familiar after—"
 
   "I know," Ellen cut him off. "And that's why I've given it a lot thought lately—to try and find a way to make it fresh and new again.”   
 
   "Oh. What did you come up with?" He looked genuinely intrigued by this line of thought.
 
   "Why don't you lie back on that pillow and I'll tell you, okay?" she whispered as she at last moved closer to him and her right hand snaked out to touch his tee-shirt clad chest.
 
   * * * *
 
   "Cassidy and Ed?" Paul's voice sounded incredulous, as she finished her both description of the other day's eye-opening lunch with Cassidy and of their frank discussion at dinner that night about lagging libidos and radical measures to spice up a marriage.
 
   "It made me sort of curious about it, you know, since Cass said it had reinvigorated their sex life?"
 
   She was right next to him now, on her stomach, her chin rested on his chest, as she teased his steel-hard abs with her fingertips. When she'd glanced over earlier, she'd noticed how his cock had begun to stiffen as she started to tell him about how often and ardent Cass and Ed made love once they'd started to discuss swinging.
 
   "And they really went through with it?" Paul still sounded as though he couldn't quite believe a couple that they'd known so well for so long could have a secret sex life.
 
   "From what Cass said, they do it all the time. When I went on the net, to a site she gave me, and checked it out, I learned a lot. For example, there are casual mixers, where couples first meet and get to know each other socially, to see if they might be compatible and want to make eventual swing dates in the future."
 
   She noted that Paul was very hard now and smiled triumphantly before she went on. "And there are club swings, where you trade partners right on the premises. And from what she told me, there are private house parties, which are what Cass and Ed mostly attend. The section I found most fascinating is a question and answer page that describes in detail all of the various stuff that goes on at the parties."
 
   Paul stared at her when she stopped. His eyes urged her to continue. 
 
   "From what I read, and what Cass told me, it seems there are all sorts of…activities at these parties."
 
   "A-Activities?" Paul's voice was tight with excitement, and she watched with amusement as his hard-on jerked under the covers without even a touch from her.
 
   Ellen nodded. "Ah-huh. There is, I guess, closed and open swinging at most parties."
 
   "What's that?"
 
   "Well, closed swinging is when a couple meets another couple that they want to you know…do things with. They split up and go to separate rooms and go ahead and do it with each other."
 
   Paul nodded—his expression intent. He looked as though he was about to pop a blood vessel if she didn't continue. "In open swinging, which is what Cass and Ed prefer, the couples pair off with each other's normal partner in the same room and do it right in front of each other."
 
   "They…they watch each other, fuck?" Paul gasped, and his cock jumped under the blankets again.
 
   "Yes."
 
   Ellen flashed a sly smile. She couldn't help it—she enjoyed her superior knowledge of the kinky behavior she'd delved into that day. "And then there's the orgy room."
 
   Paul gave out with an involuntary groan and stared at her intently. Ellen smirked a little and explained, "From what I read, at almost every swinger house party, there's a designated orgy room where everyone who goes in there ends up being fair game for everyone else that's in there. It sounded like some sort of giant mix and match, anything goes…fuck fest!"
 
   "Holy shit!"
 
   Ellen grinned at his reaction, reached over, and threw back the covers. She wrapped her hand around Paul's massively hard, swollen rod through his boxers and said, "What's this all about, babe? A girl might think you were turned on by what goes on at those nasty, naughty swing parties!"
 
   Paul groaned as she fisted his manhood. She smiled at him and got up onto her knees.
 
   Ellen reached down with her left hand, pulled the loose negligee up over her head, and released it. The garment slid down her right arm and onto her right fist, which still gripped around her husband's erection. She released him just long enough for the nightgown to slide off onto the covers and then she grabbed his shorts and pulled them downward. He raised his butt so that he could help her work them free of his body.
 
   "Oh, my!" Ellen sighed as she looked at his rampant hard-on jutting upward proudly over his large sac. “It looks like somebody is pretty excited!"
 
   Paul grinned and reached for her. The middle finger of his right hand slid up into the wet cleft between her trim thighs as he covered her mons with his palm. He commented, "Somebody else seems pretty turned on too. It's downright juicy up inside there, babe!"
 
   Ellen smiled back and pushed her hips forward; she fucked herself down onto his upraised finger as she leaned down and pressed her erect nipples into his brown chest hair while her mouth found his. Paul's tongue slipped through her lips and she moaned along with him as her lower lips fluttered around his buried finger.
 
   God, this is magical, she thought to herself ecstatically! I haven't been this excited about making love to Paul in ages!
 
   Wordlessly, she edged closer to him, her mouth never leaving his, and, when she was in position, she threw a slender leg over him and he did the rest. He drew her naked body in closer, slipped his finger out of her slick opening, and replaced it with his cock head.
 
   Ellen sighed as she let her weight down on him. His rigid shaft filled her completely. Closing her eyes in ecstasy, she pulled her head back, and sat up straight on his buried manhood. Her hips moved up and down, and she moaned aloud at how good he felt up inside her.
 
   "Ride 'em cowgirl!" Paul whispered. 
 
   She could see, as she opened her eyes and stared down at him, how excited he was to watch his normally reserved wife toss her hips up and down on him as if he were the sexual bucking bronco of her dreams.
 
   "Oh, God, but you feel good way up inside me, darling!" Ellen murmured as she worked her butt up and down even faster.
 
   Paul moaned and rammed himself deeper into her on the next downward stroke as the head of his long prick punched clear up into her womb. He gasped with pleasure, his eyes on her nice handfuls of tit, which bounced freely as she rode him.
 
   "Jesus, Ellen, you haven't fucked me like this in years!"
 
   Ellen was too aroused to reply just then. She just opened her eyes, smiled at him and whispered, "Well, you'd better get used to it, mister! Because this is just the start."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
   A few minutes later, Ellen lay cuddled close to her husband. Both of them still struggled to get their breath back after the best sex they had enjoyed in almost a year.
 
   If just talking with Paul about swinging with other people produces sex that good, what will it be like to actually do it?
 
   At that moment, she felt very good about her decision to pursue this unusual new lifestyle choice. She'd just come like a wild woman. She hadn't had sex that marvelous in years. Not from her trusty vibrator and certainly not from liaisons with her husband. Paul too, had resembled the totally in love, ecstatic-to-be-making-love-to-her man she remembered from their early days together when he'd climaxed inside her moments ago.
 
   She remembered those early years fondly. When they'd first met, they'd been just barely out of their teens and horny as hell for one another. They'd made love every night of the week back then, sometimes two and three times a night.
 
   Looking over at her handsome partner, she wondered. He's only thirty-one, just barely. I wonder if he could still… She reached down under the covers and touched his wet, slightly sticky shaft with her fingertips. 
 
   He looked at her, and grinned. "What are you up to now, you sexpot?"
 
   "Oh, I just wondered if you might like to…"
 
   He shook his head and laughed softly. "I might like to, but I'm not eighteen anymore, Ellie. The spirit, as they say, might be willing, but the flesh is sometimes weak."
 
   "Oh, Cassidy will be so disappointed to hear that," Ellen whispered back, an impish smile on her lips as she took his limp manhood in her fist under the sheet.
 
   "Cassidy? What's she got to do with this?" he asked.
 
   "Oh, nothing…except that she and Ed invited us to join them for dinner and a little pool and hot tub party Saturday evening," Ellen answered playfully and mischievous. She barely managed to maintain a straight face when she saw how excited he suddenly looked.
 
   "I can't say from experience, because—even though we've been best friends forever and ex-roomies and all that—I've never actually seen Cass in action with a man." 
 
   After casting a coy smile, Ellen continued in her blithe, light-hearted tone, "But I get the definite feeling that she's not the type of girl who'll be satisfied with just one…encounter with this beautiful big cock of yours over the course of the evening, if you know what I mean, darling.”  
 
   Paul's eyes shot open. He stared at his wife.
 
   "Just one…fuck, I guess I should have said, hon,” Ellen said and grinned slyly over at him. "Unless for some reason you don't want to accept their invitation to visit them on Saturday and fuck her to your heart's content?"
 
   Her husband moaned and his cock came to life instantly in her fist. She laughed softly and worked it up and down, amazed at how fast Paul was able to get stiff again at the very thought of this impressive hunk of meat between her girlfriend's thighs!
 
   "You mean…you'd actually let me?" Paul gasped, his dick now brick hard.
 
   "What do you think…stud?" Ellen growled and threw the sheet back.  Her fist still glided up and down on his mammoth erection.
 
   "I think I want you again, right now, you little tease!" It was Paul's turn to growl.
 
   Seconds later, she was on her back he was on top of her. He held most of his weight off her slender body as he balanced on his knees and elbows. The fingers of each hand found an aroused nipple. He squeezed them gently as he eased into her suddenly very wet folds and bottomed out in her snug sheath.
 
   "Oh, God, yes!" Ellen moaned with delight and moved her butt up to meet his thrusts as he started to make love to her again. "That's the way to do it, darling! That's the way to fuck your Ellen!"
 
   * * * *
 
   "And so it worked?" Cassidy asked softly into her cell.
 
   It was ten o'clock in the morning the next day and both of them were at work. Ellen had the door to her private office closed, so she could talk freely.
 
   "Worked?" Ellen exclaimed her voice ecstatic. She was happier than she'd been in months, maybe years. "I had the best sex I've had in, like, forever last night! I can't thank you enough."
 
   "You're more than welcome," Cassidy said, her voice slightly smug. "And so we're definitely on for this weekend, and you're gonna let me fuck Paul, right?"
 
   A long silence went by. Ellen's heart suddenly pounded at the thought of what she was about to commit to, but Paul had seemed okay with it. She grinned as she thought about the way he'd reamed her pussy so deliciously last night—he'd made her come twice before he'd finally gone off inside her that second time they'd made love--and finally answered resolutely, "We are. Five o'clock at your place, right?"
 
   "You bet. Ed is very excited. He's already bought filets for the grill, some imported beer and some great wine to serve with the steaks."
 
   "What can I bring?" 
 
   "The briefest bikini you own and a salad of some kind. Potato salad might be good."
 
   "That sounds easy enough. We'll see you then."
 
   * * * *
 
   That night when Ellen got home, she pulled out every piece of swimwear she had amassed over the years and examined the collection with a critical eye. All of the suits seemed a little too conventional to wear to her first swing party ever, now that she looked them over.
 
   Tomorrow night, after work, I'll go bikini shopping, she resolved as she skimmed off the Hawaiian suit and stuffed it and the rest of her swimwear back into the drawer.
 
   "Jesus, that's my absolute favorite look on you, darling." 
 
   She spun and saw him standing there in the doorway, dressed in his suit and tie, a huge grin on his face as he leered openly at her nude body. She started to cover her nakedness with her hands, out of modesty and habit, but then she thought about it and dropped them back to her sides. She flashed a sexy smile and proudly showed off her bare assets to him.
 
   "I was just trying on some suits for this swim party on Saturday," she explained. "But I just decided that I need to buy a new one tomorrow. Mine are all too conservative for this particular affair."
 
   "Ummmmm!" Paul sighed and stared at her nude body with unhidden lust. "Buy whatever you want, doll, the skimpier the better."
 
   As he looked up from her bare breasts, he asked, "So we're definitely on? You confirmed everything with Cassidy?"
 
   Ellen smiled and sauntered over to him. She put both hands on his tie, and slid them up and down teasingly as she whispered, "Yeah, you'll definitely be fucking her Saturday night, big boy, but I guess until then you're stuck with little old me!"
 
   Paul made his new little growling sound, gathered her into his arms and marched right over to the bed. He placed her naked form in the center, then straightened back up and tore off his suit coat, tie, and dress shirt…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
   "Are you nervous?" Ellen asked that Saturday evening as her husband rang the bell at the Flynn residence.
 
   Paul shook his head and affected an "at ease" pose, but Ellen noticed the tightness around his eyes that betrayed a high level of stress. He smiled at her. "What's to be nervous about?"
 
   The front door swung open and Ellen almost broke into a giggle. Cassidy stood in the doorway, dressed—just barely—in the tiniest emerald green mini-bikini Ellen had ever seen. Her spectacularly displayed body made Paul's eyes bug out and made it abundantly clear what there was to be nervous about.
 
   The statuesque redhead stood and grinned at them for a moment while the miniscule triangles of her bikini strained to cover the tips of her breasts and nipples. The lower triangle of shiny material was stretched to its maximum in the effort to hide her small pink slit from public view.
 
   "Hey! Welcome to the party." Cassidy's eyes were slightly glassy, which alerted Ellen to the fact that her friend had downed a few cocktails that afternoon prior to their arrival.
 
   Cass kissed Ellen on the cheek and then flung herself into Paul's arms and kissed him on the mouth. She plastered the front of her almost non-existent bikini up against the short-sleeved knit pullover shirt he wore. Ellen laughed at his obvious discomfort with the way Cassidy went after him so shamelessly right in front of her, stepped past the pair and into the house, a big bowl of homemade potato salad in her hands.
 
   Cassidy's husband, Ed, intercepted her. He took the bowl from her, placed it on the table behind him, and gathered Ellen into his arms in the same way his wife had grabbed Paul. That evening, Ed chose to eschew the polite kiss on the cheek he usually bestowed on his female guests at dinner parties and mashed his lips onto Ellen's. His tongue drove straight into her mouth.
 
   Ellen felt her knees weaken and her lower lips start to moisten right away. She glanced over at her hubby and saw that Cassidy was still locked in a torrid tongue-kiss with him that was just as passionate as theirs. She also noted that Paul didn't look at all eager to break free of the sexy redhead's embrace.
 
   Fuck it, she thought to herself and began to emulate Cassidy. She rubbed her chest against Ed's and wished that she didn't have a light sweater, a tee shirt and a bikini top on as she pressed into him. Her tongue glided over his and she admitted to herself, Swapping is exactly the kind of party this is, so why be coy about it?
 
   After a minute or more of intimate greetings, Cassidy finally pulled away from Paul and shoved the door closed. She locked it and took Ellen, who had just disengaged herself from Ed, by one hand and Paul by the other, and led them through the house and out onto the patio.
 
   "Now, let's have a drink and relax, while Ed puts the steaks on to grill, okay?" Cassidy said.
 
   She turned toward Paul and pointed to the booze bottles and the ice bucket arranged on the long picnic table beside the pool. With a smile, she said, "Ed is our chef tonight, doll, so you get to be the designated bartender."
 
   She turned back toward her hubby, who was clad in a Hawaiian shirt and swimsuit, and said, "Get those steaks on the grill while Ellie and I put some music on and Paul whips you boys up some drinks, okay, baby?"
 
   * * * *
 
   Ed nodded agreement and used a pair of barbeque tongs to fish the four thick-cut filet mignons out of the square glass dish in which he'd marinated them. He plopped them onto the gas grill and, as they started to sizzle, closed the lid. 
 
   He turned to Paul. "How are you tonight?" he asked, his tone jovial. He pointed at a galvanized tub full of ice and imported beer that sat in the shade under the table where the hard liquor was. "I'll just have a beer to start with, how about you?"
 
   "Beer sounds good. Paul nodded. He retrieved two from the ice and opened them with an old-fashioned "church key" type bottle opener, and handed one to Ed.
 
   His host for the evening took the beer and felt around in the pocket of his Hawaiian shirt for something. A glance toward the house showed him the girls were in the kitchen talking animatedly, while they busied themselves with some task at the counter. When he was sure they weren't paying attention, he reached toward Paul and opened his closed hand where a small blue pill rested in the middle of his palm. 
 
   "What's that?" Paul asked, doubt in his voice.
 
   "Viagra," Ed answered. "Believe me, you'll be glad you took it later, pal."
 
   He jerked his head toward the kitchen slider, where Cassidy stood, her back to the patio, her lushly rounded ass barely concealed by her skimpy suit. "You'll want to get as hard as you can, as often as you can tonight, buddy boy. I don't like to brag, but once my Cass gets going, it takes a whole lot of dick to satisfy that hell-on-wheels redhead!"
 
   * * * *
 
   "That was incredibly good. Thank you both," Ellen said a half hour later as she pushed her plate away and sat back contentedly.
 
   "Hey, you made the salad and it was terrific." Cassidy grinned back at her and drank what was left of her glassful of expensive cabernet.
 
   "This wine is super Ed," Paul assured his host, "and the steaks were perfect."
 
   "Thank you, thank you, all compliments gratefully accepted."
 
   The four of them sat around a big redwood table, under the patio awning, out of the direct light from a sun that was rapidly setting in the spring sky. They'd all taken a brief dip in the pool while the steaks cooked and were now dressed solely in their wet swimsuits. Ed wore a baggy surfer style. Paul favored a knit, snugger type of suit.  Cassidy still wore the bright green mini-bikini, and Ellen had on a newly purchased black bikini that was much briefer than anything she’d ever worn in public before.
 
   All through dinner—when she thought no one would notice—Ellen had stolen furtive glances downward at her tiny swimsuit. She'd been thankful for the two cosmos she and Cass had consumed in the kitchen earlier and the several glasses of wine she'd added during dinner. 
 
   This thing isn't as miniscule as Cass’s, but I still feel almost naked! The alcohol helped, but she wasn't comfortable in so little clothing.
 
   "Let's drop these dishes into the dishwasher, get another round of drinks and then hit the hot tub," Cassidy suggested.
 
   "That sounds great," Ed agreed in a flash. "Here, Paul, grab a couple more of those beers. Let's get the cover off the tub and lay some towels out for later, for when we get out of the water and want to dry off, okay?"
 
   Cassidy and Ellen gathered up the dishes and transported them into the kitchen. With the dishes in the sink, soaking, Cassidy pulled the half-empty pitcher of cosmopolitans from the fridge. 
 
   After she poured a drink for each of them, Cassidy toasted her friend and asked, a twinkle of mischief in her green eyes, "So, are you ready to party, swinger-style?"
 
   Ellen gulped down some of the fortifying drink, grateful for more alcohol. She was nervous, no question. She knew exactly what was about to happen. Past discussions with Cass had made her aware that hot tub sessions at the Flynn's—at least at parties like this one—usually ended up in naked make out sessions, and that wife-swapping sex followed. But she was surprised to find that she wasn't paralyzed with fear the way she'd expected to be once the real party started.
 
   "I think I'm okay with it," Ellen said at last. "I'm a little nervous, but at least my knees aren't knocking together or anything."
 
   Cassidy grinned at Ellen and swallowed some of her drink, then added more from the nearly empty pitcher. She sipped it and winked at her friend as she put her glass on the counter and loaded the dishwasher as she spoke.
 
   "If you ever become so jaded that the idea of hot sex with a brand new guy doesn't excite you, you'd better go see a shrink. That's what swinging is all about; a chance to explore and experiment, to meet new people you've never been with before and make it with them while your hubby watches and does the same. It's supposed to be a heart-pounding experience for everyone involved—that's the whole point!"
 
   Ellen nodded her agreement and finished her drink. She picked up the pitcher and drained what was left of the liquid courage into her glass. As she did so, she made a promise to herself to relax as much as she could tonight and just have fun. She was determined not to act like the formal Ellen who would have been too uptight to consider participation in a wild evening of wife swapping.
 
   "Now, the only difference between this party and a bigger one at someone else's house, is that Ed and Paul won't use rubbers," Cassidy whispered. "At your typical swingers' party, there are candy dishes and bowls full of condoms everywhere and the guys are all expected to use them."
 
   She finished the last of her cosmo, and smiled.  "Ed and I each had complete blood panel work-ups done two days ago, and tested clean of any possible sexually transmitted diseases. Since you and Paul haven't been with anyone, but each other in years, and both you and I are on the pill, we didn't see any reason for the boys to have to fuck around with rubbers tonight."
 
   Ellen looked at Cass questioningly, who shrugged and explained, "I don't really like condoms. We have to use them at big parties, since you never know where that next cock you ride may have been before it was inside of you. But I don't use 'em unless I have to…I've always found a bare, hard dick that spurts real live jizz up my pussy or into my mouth to be a whole lot more fun. How about you?"
 
   Ellen flushed. She hadn't had sex with a guy using a condom since college and, truthfully, not many times even then. As for a man coming in her mouth, that hadn't happened in a few years now; Paul, had been the last and the last time she'd even sucked him was at least…
 
   With a start, Ellen realized that she hadn't given Paul oral sex in over a year! She felt that same sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach that she'd experienced the other night when she'd realized how long it had been since she wore a sexy nightie to bed for him.
 
   She had gradually stopped using her mouth on him. Her thought had been that, since hardness was never a problem for her studly hubby, she didn't really need to give him any oral attention to get him ready for sex.
 
   Her friend, Cassidy, on the other hand, seemed to view blowjobs as a natural part of sex with a guy. Ellen sighed, she was surer than ever that much of their mediocre times in the bedroom had fallen on her as well as him.
 
   "Well, let's go get fucked!" Cassidy said at that moment, and giggled like a naughty schoolgirl.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
   As Ellen and Cassidy padded barefoot out of the house, Ed announced, "All clean and ready to use, at just the right temperature," The two men stood beside the large hot tub, which was recessed into the concrete of the pool area, adjacent to the pool. 
 
   "Ladies?" Paul grinned and swept his hand in an arc to indicate the steps down into the big tub.
 
   "Don't mind if I do, handsome." Cassidy grinned back, took his hand and stepped down into the steamy water. She found a seat on the far side of the tub, rested her arms on the padded rail on either side of her head and looked up at the group expectantly.
 
   "Oooooh! It's hot!" Ellen giggled and instantly felt all of the alcohol she'd consumed that evening rush to her head as she took her husband's hand and made her way down the steps into the torrid water.
 
   Ellen gritted her teeth against the heat and sat down opposite Cass. She felt like a lobster tossed into a boiling pot as she settled into the hot water. She mimicked Cassidy's move and draped her arms over the soft vinyl railing on either side of her.
 
   As she waited for her body to acclimate to the steamy water, Ellen took a moment to admire the nice backyard that surrounded them. The sun was almost all the way down and gaily-colored lights hung in long strings over the trellised patio had come on automatically at dusk. The lights bathed the tub area in a soft glow, and it felt as if hundreds of tiny fireflies had settled onto the lath overhead, each with a bright, different colored light in its tail.
 
   "Geronimo," Ed shouted as he gripped the chrome rail beside the steps and jumped into the shallow tub all at once. He bent his long legs as he hit so that the water would come all the way up to his neck and enable him to get used to the temperature instantly.
 
   Paul took a more conservative approach. He came down the steps one at a time and winced from the heat as he gingerly descended them. Cassidy held out her hand to him when he was all the way in. With not even a glance in Ellen's direction, he took her offered hand and sat right next to the redhead.
 
   Ed took the initiative next and duck-walked beneath the heated surface over to Ellen and plunked his body down next to her. His left arm came up and eased her right arm off the rail and into the water, so that he could slide his arm over her bare shoulders.
 
   Ellen trembled a little beneath the surface of the water at Ed's touch and looked over at Paul to make sure he was okay with Ed's move. She saw that she needn't have worried, since Paul’s arms were already around Cassidy's lush body. He held her close against his chest, his lips on hers, their tongues clearly snaked together inside her mouth as they kissed!
 
   Well, they sure didn't waste any time, Ellen thought, mildly shocked at the sight as her best friend and her husband made out like a pair of horny high school kids on a date!
 
   How do I feel about that, she asked herself?
 
   It's exciting, she decided at last, much to her shock. It was like seeing something that you knew you shouldn't. It was fascinating, titillating, and forbidden—all rolled into one! 
 
   She had to admit to a tiny twinge of jealousy, but it was mostly overcome by the illicit thrill of Cassidy and Paul as they touched, kissed, and became aroused by one another. Besides, it was difficult to be jealous about something when you'd known all week just what would happen and had secretly been turned on at the thought of it!
 
   From that moment on, she suddenly found it hard to focus on the activities of the wicked couple across the hot tub as closely as she had been. Because Ed's hot breath was now on her shoulder and then she felt his soft lips as they kissed her neck.
 
   Ellen sighed and closed her eyes. Her nipples throbbed with excitement inside her bikini. She didn't resist a bit as she felt his arm slide downward, off her shoulders, to find the ties on her swimsuit top and untie them under the bubbling water. She moaned and his kiss now moved up her neck to nuzzle her ear as the ties parted and her breasts were released to float free amid the bubbling warmth. The untied top came up to the surface as well, still hooked around her neck.
 
   "I don't think we'll need this anymore this evening, my darling Ellen," Ed whispered. He brought his arm up behind her, out of the water and over her head to scoop the loosened top free of her neck. It made a wet plopping sound as it dropped onto the concrete behind the tub.
 
   Ed's hand was on her bare breasts in seconds, plucking her jutting nipples and squeezing them gently under the surface. Ellen moaned again at the lurid sensations that shot to her pussy, and then his lips were on hers. Automatically, she opened her mouth for him. Cassidy's sexy husband was tongue kissing her once more while he expertly teased and toyed with her breasts.
 
   Oh, God! Oh, God help me, this is so hot! Ellen thought, her breasts pumped to full arousal in seconds. Her pussy felt as if it were about to boil over inside the tiny triangle of cloth that was the sole covering left on her worked up body.
 
   She turned toward him slightly, her arms came up around his neck and her tits jerked in his fingers, her nipples on fire with need. Ellen sucked at his tongue and heard him groan as if it was his cock between her eager lips instead of his tongue.
 
   "Oh, fuck, that feels good!" She heard her own husband's voice murmur at that instant.
 
   Obviously, as curious to see what was happening as she was, Ed stopped in mid-kiss and turned his head toward the couple across the tub. Ellen leaned outward just a bit so that she could see around him. Her mouth dropped open as she saw Cassidy's red-tressed head move up and down on Paul's enormous hard-on!
 
   Ellen's husband was completely nude, as was Cassidy. Paul had scooted up onto the edge of the tub and now sat on the padded railing. Cassidy knelt in front of him on the underwater seat, his cock between her lips, her head moving enthusiastically up and down. Her mouth went all the way down to his ball sac with each downward thrust of her mouth, her cheeks hollowed with suction on the way back up. Ellen could see her friend's tongue press momentarily against the sucked-in spot in her cheek, and realized that Cassidy swirled it around the shaft of Paul's dick continually as she sucked him.
 
   Cassidy let his prick out of her mouth on the next upward sweep and captured it in her right fist. As she grinned teasingly up at Paul, she put the saliva-slick nine inches of male meat in between her two rounded globes, grabbed a breast in each palm and squeezed her nipples as she worked her body up and down to give his cock a sensuous tit-fuck.
 
   "Does my handsome Paul like that?" Cass whispered. "Do you like my hot little mouth? Do you like a little titty-fuck between my big old jugs?"
 
   "God, yes!" Paul moaned as he stared raptly down at the temptress, his look that of a man experiencing pure bliss.
 
   As if he could sense her eyes on him, Paul looked up from where his cock rested between Cassidy's sliding tits and glanced over at Ellen. Guilt and uneasiness about her reaction to what he was up to with Cassidy slowly replaced the ecstatic expression on his face. He waited, like a man whose head was beneath the guillotine blade, for her response to what she saw.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
   Ellen grinned at him. Her Paul was so cute! It was all she could do not to laugh. They'd come here to do this sort of thing and, now that he was doing it, he looked worried that she might scold him like a six year old caught doing something he shouldn’t.
 
   "It's all right, you naughty boy," she whispered just loud enough for him to hear her above the hiss of the water jets in the roiling tub. "Enjoy yourself!"
 
   He shot her a sheepish grin and shrugged, as if to say, "What was I to do? It was her idea!
 
   "My Cass loves to suck cock and to titty fuck," Ed murmured in Ellen's ear just then as he recaptured her nipples underwater and his fingers caressed them skillfully once more. "How about you, El? Do you like to suck dick?"
 
   Ellen shivered and looked into Ed's blue eyes. Her answer was both truthful and noncommittal, "I'm not as good at it as Cassidy, and obviously I can't do what she does with my breasts, since hers are at least twice or three times as big as mine."
 
   Not put off a bit by her answer, Ed grinned, took both of Ellen’s nice fistfuls in his hands, and squeezed them lovingly. "Yours aren't huge, El, but they're so fucking pretty! Your tits are exquisite, and those little nipples of yours are so pink and spiky and, well, I guess you'd just have to classify them as suckable!"
 
   Ellen flushed, but she made no move to pull her breasts away from Ed's expert fingers. He leaned forward and kissed her again and she felt her tits jerk in his hands and her pussy clench with excitement under the water. She opened her mouth for him and licked and sucked at his invading tongue eagerly, her whole body shivering with arousal.
 
   Cassidy's words the other day about how much Ed wanted to fuck her came to mind moments later when he broke off the kiss, released her breasts and moved his big hands up under her armpits. She wondered if he was going to take her right now—was he just going to lay her out on a towel on the concrete beside the pool and mount her?
 
   Instead, He lifted her up out of the water, sat her on the edge of the tub, and untied her bikini bottoms. He pulled the loosened garment free of her body and tossed it over the edge to join the discarded bra on the concrete.
 
   Ellen felt her face color as he pried her legs apart, knelt between them on the underwater seat, and moved in closer to her. She blushed because the young salesgirl in the bikini shop the other day had convinced her that in order to wear a suit as brief as her new black one, it would be best if she shaved all of the pubic hair off around her labia. So now, there remained only a tiny strip of close-cropped blonde fur across the top of her mons, just above her clitoris, and Ed could stare right into her wet little slit with no hair blocking his view.
 
   "God, what a pretty little pussy, El!" he gasped and then looked up at her anxiously. "I'll get to that tasty looking morsel in a minute, but first."
 
   His voice trailed off and his mouth came up and enveloped her left nipple. Ellen moaned. She wrapped her forearm around the back of his head and drew his heavenly-feeling lips in tighter as he started to nurse at her sensitive nub.
 
   "Oh, Jesus, Ed! That feels so sweet." Ellen sighed as his tongue went wild on her enlarged knob and his lips sucked incessantly while her pussy mouth winked open and closed with excitement.
 
   Ellen looked over the top of Ed's head as he enjoyed her breasts and she reveled in his lips and tongue on them. She watched, as the heat built steadily in her lean body, while Cassidy gobbled up Paul's dick again like a starving woman. Ellen shuddered, gripped by pure lust, as she watched Paul sigh, twist his hips, and try to drive every inch of his huge prick into Cassidy's mouth as far as it would go.
 
   Their eyes met and Paul stopped his frantic movements for a moment and watched, in rapt fascination, as another man's mouth claimed what had been only his to love up until that night. Ellen licked her lips and defiantly thrust her tit further into Ed's mouth as she ran her fingers through her new lover's blond hair, her eyes never leaving Paul's.
 
   At last, he grinned at her, as if to acknowledge that Ed's mouth on her tits was fine with him. He in turn dug his own fingers into Cassidy's hair, intertwined them in the red stands and tugged gently at her head to indicate she should bob it up and down even faster.
 
   Ellen smiled back at him and something passed between them in that instant that totally put her mind at ease. They might be…engaged with other people at the moment, but they were still a couple--the bond between them suddenly felt tighter than ever. Ellen knew in her heart, as they looked at each other across the carnal confines of the hot tub, that they were still very much together and in love; that everything was fine between them.
 
   Hell, it's better than fine, Ellen thought as Ed changed nipples and began to suck her right one. It's fucking hot, is what it is!
 
   Following another minute of intense suction, Ed released Ellen's nipple and urged her backward. She put a palm out on each side of him, on the soft padding surrounding the tub, and balanced her body as Ed spread her legs wider and dipped his head downward between her open thighs.
 
   "Oh, fuck!" Ellen gasped when Ed's long, slippery tongue pierced her pussy lips for the first time and drug along her swollen clit as it entered her. "Oh, eat it! Eat my hot pussy, Ed!"
 
   Paul gasped as she said it. He watched intently as Ellen wriggled her hips against Ed's tongue. She stared across the pool at him, her eyes suddenly heavy lidded as the level of her ecstasy increased by the second.
 
   I'm going to come right away, she realized! I haven't had my pussy licked in ages and Ed's really good at it. Paul looks so turned on—his eyes are so big and excited at the sight of Ed's mouth on my cunt. And his cock looks positively huge tonight as it slides in and out of Cass's mouth! Oh, God! Oh, God, this kinky, shared sex with other people is so fucking hot!
 
   Ellen's tummy muscles contracted as she dug her fingers into the railing and held on. She moaned and pushed herself up against Ed's hungry mouth as her pussy spasmed in anticipation. She looked down at his face and saw how huge her nipples had gotten as he gobbled her up.
 
   All at once, her head shot upward. She looked over helplessly at Paul and whined, "Oh, fuck! I'm coming on his hot tongue! Ed’s making me come so good, babe!"
 
   She noticed—through the red haze that suddenly clouded her vision as her pussy went off like a rocket on the Fourth of July—that Paul's handsome face had taken on a stricken look. Her first thought was that he was jealous of her orgasm, but then she heard him gasp and saw his whole body stiffen.
 
   "Ullppphhh! Ullppphhh!" she heard Cassidy make loud gulping noises and then her throat swallowed and Ellen knew that Paul was coming hard in her friend's mouth!
 
   Oh, fuck, look at her swallow that stuff! Ellen thought to herself, her orgasm even more intense as she realized what she now saw.
 
   It had been at least a year now since Ellen had done for Paul what Cassidy so willingly did right this second. She watched in awe and excitement—perhaps just a little jealousy?—as Cass expertly ate Paul's big load.
 
   He rarely licks my pussy anymore and I never suck him off.
 
   She reassured herself, Well, that's what nights like this are all about. Not only to party and to fuck other people for fun, but a chance to see what little tricks other women use to please my sweetie.
 
   She made up her mind, as her own orgasm ebbed that she was going to start going down on Paul again. And if he wanted to come in her mouth, then she would find a way to overcome her reluctance about that aspect and learn to swallow and like it, just as Cass was doing, by God!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
   Once he finished his orgasm, Paul seemed to melt down into the water  just the way his cock had melted down to a limp, spent cylinder of male flesh by the time it slid from Cass's mouth. Ellen watched as she opened her lips proudly and put on a little show for Paul. Cass had a small lake of his semen in her mouth. She sloshed it around a bit with her tongue, gave him a sexy wink and then swallowed it. Ellen could hear Paul groan with pleasure as he watched her gulp down his spunk.
 
   Little slut! Ellen thought, envious of her old friend's oral prowess. You big-titted show off, Cass!
 
   Ed raised his pussy oil smeared lips from Ellen's very satisfied pussy and stepped back down into the water. He shucked out of his baggy suit, brought it up out of the water, and tossed it down onto the concrete next to Ellen's. He had stepped up onto the seat next her in order to do so and, as a result, his fully erect penis came up out of the water and waggled around right beside Ellen's face.
 
   Wow! That's a big…cock! 
 
   She eyed the monster cock and compared it to what Paul's had looked like moments ago, before it had erupted in Cassidy's mouth and gone soft. Ed's was at least an inch or two longer and it was a bit thicker than Paul’s—which struck Ellen as incredible—since Paul's always stretched her to capacity.
 
   What is Ed's whopper going to do to my poor pussy? Will I even be able to get one that big inside me?
 
   Apparently, she would soon find out, because Ed took her by the wrist just then, smiled at her, and jerked his head toward the slider. "Come on, angel. Let's go inside and fuck. I know that little pussy of yours is plenty wet and juicy right now, and I bet your hubby would like to see my big dick inside that tight little hole of yours as much as Cass and I would."
 
   Her eyes never left the huge hunk of hard male meat as Ellen got up and let him escort her up out of the tub and into the living room through the slider. She glanced over her shoulder as they stepped inside the house and saw that Paul and Cassidy were right behind them, a load of towels in their arms for the four of them to use to dry off.
 
   Once inside the rec room, there wasn't much foreplay.
 
   As Ed had said out in the tub, Ellen was sopping wet with her own orgasmic fluid, his saliva, and her pussy juices. So, after he had dried both of them lightly with one of the towels, he laid it out on the carpet and eased Ellen down on her back.
 
   "Damn, but you're a pretty woman, El." He smiled at her, knelt between her spread legs and centered the head of his huge dick in the rim of her smallish slit. "I've wanted to do this since the first time Cass introduced us."
 
   Ellen started to say something in return, but Ed's hips pressed forward and her slick lips suddenly strained to open wide enough to admit his cock head, which was almost as big as her closed fist. She sighed and pushed her hips up off the towel. She just wanted to get it over with—to get him inside her.
 
   "Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck what a huge one!" Ellen gasped in his ear as her pussy mouth finally stretched open enough for him to slide inside the tight ring of muscle.
 
   Ed moaned by way of a reply and slowly drilled every inch of his rigid prong deep into Ellen's inner recesses. She moaned at how much of it there was—it just seemed to slide endlessly into her snug, wet sheath—and glanced over toward the nearby couch where Paul and Cassidy sat thigh to thigh. The pair leaned forward and watched intently as she got Ed's mammoth prick shoved all the way in her.
 
   Ellen felt a little shiver of excitement race through her as she saw how enthralled the two of them were at her penetration by his huge dick. She pushed upward again and worked her hips around in a little circle, the over-sized cock berthed all the way up inside her.
 
   "Fuck me," she whispered in Ed's ear and her eyes never left her husband's as she said it. "Fuck me with that big fuckin' thing of yours, Ed."
 
   Paul moaned on the couch and his limp dick gave a little stir as he heard her say that to another man for the first time in his life. She grinned at him like a little whore and started to fuck Ed in earnest.
 
   Damn, that does feel nice, Ellen decided after a dozen plunges of the ultra-wide cock down into her depths!
 
   Ed's cock was so big and thick that her pussy was stretched to its maximum. This drew her clit down tight against the hot skin of his shaft as it glided in and out, and that made every pass down into her feel sensational. After just a few thrusts of his hot, slick hardness against her sensitive little bud, Ellen didn't have to fake her enthusiasm for his big dick at all, Ed fucked her lights out with it and she loved every second of it!
 
   "Yes! Like that! Ooh! Ooh yeah! Give it to me, baby!" Ellen grunted her voice tight with excitement as she worked her ass up off the towel and he really started to pound it in an out of her. "Oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me good, you stud!"
 
   Ellen looked back to Paul and saw that his prick was almost hard again as he watched her performance with another man. She smiled at him and gripped Ed tighter in her arms, crossed her slender ankles around his ass, and pulled him in tighter as he rode her right into the floor!
 
   "Do it!" Ellen gasped, as her pussy fluttered from the thrill of Paul's eyes on her as she acted like such and out and out slut with someone else. What's more, the undeniable fact that Ed, with his super-cock, was one terrific fuck, drove her excitement to new heights. "Do it hard, Ed! Do me with that fucking monster of yours!"
 
   Gritting his teeth, Ed rammed into her repeatedly, and moaned. “Jesus, Ellen! What a hot little piece-of-ass you are! God, girl, but you're a great fuck!"
 
   Ellen whimpered, her pussy going crazy around Ed's huge dick when he said that to her! She shivered from head to toe under him and then her toes curled backward with the force of the orgasm as it suddenly enveloped her.
 
   "Oh, fuck!" she shrieked in ecstasy, "Oh, fuck are you ever getting me off?"
 
   A mammoth blast of come spurted into Ellen's womb at that moment and her climax, which already bordered on sensational, ratcheted into another realm, entirely. Ellen looked over at Paul, as her pussy spasmed like mad amid Ed's thrusts and the deluge of come he pumped into her. Her husband beamed at her, obviously aroused as he watched her get off on another man's cock. Cassidy was on her knees in front of him, her head moved up and down as she sucked him into hardness for a second go-round of their own.
 
   Oh, God, this is wild! Ellen thought as bliss coursed through her. This was one of the hottest comes she'd ever had in her life and she didn't feel a bit guilty that it wasn't Paul who'd triggered it.
 
   After all, he was here to witness it, now wasn't he? It wasn't as if she'd cheated on him, behind his back—that was what was so great about swinging!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
   "Give it to her!" Ellen shouted her voice full of eagerness as she sat cross-legged on the carpet a few feet from where Paul was up on his knees behind Cassidy. She was on all fours in front of him, his big dick driving into her from behind.
 
   Ellen held Ed's cock in her right hand and stroked it absently while they watched their respective spouses go at each other. She looked over at Ed and smiled and he grinned back at her, his big dick jumped in her fist, as it slowly got harder.
 
   "I love to watch Cass fuck," Ed whispered, his eyes bright with excitement. "Just look at the way those big knockers of hers swing back and forth every time Paul rams into her!"
 
   Ellen turned back and looked. Sure enough, Cassidy—her eyes closed in growing ecstasy—hunched her lush ass back to meet Paul's hammering thrusts, causing her big tits to shake and jelly wildly as they hung down nearly to the carpet under her. Ellen had to admit, it did look hot, the way Paul's carnal thrusts made those big knockers of hers dance and jiggle around as he really gave it to her.
 
   "I'm sorry mine don't shimmy all over the place like that when you fuck me,” she whispered playfully over to Ed as she stroked his half-firm cock a little faster.
 
   "They'll jiggle plenty when I do you doggie, just the way they are now!" Ed assured her with a confident grin.
 
   "Oh, and when will that be?" Ellen asked, her tone teasing as she looked down at his not very hard manhood in her fist.
 
   A naughty thought came to her. She bent down and—before Ed could answer her question—sucked his fat cock head and two or three inches of his stiffening shaft into her mouth. She swirled her tongue all around it and Ed moaned and said, "A hell of a lot faster, if you do that to it, El, you hot little bitch!"
 
   Ellen released her grip on his cock and pushed her head down further. She took as much of the lengthy, soft tube of male flesh into her mouth and throat as she could manage. She heard two masculine groans, looked up and saw both Ed and her own hubby sigh with lust as they watched her begin to really go after the massive dick with her mouth.
 
   I'm going to do this for you all the time from now on, darling, she mentally promised Paul, as she went to town on Ed's half-stiff prong. I'll be a dutiful little cocksucker for you again, honey, just you wait and see.
 
   After a few more passes up and down, Ellen wondered why she'd ever stopped doing this in the first place. It was kind of fun, actually, although she realized that part of her enjoyment from this particular blowjob came from the fact that Paul and Cass watched with excited eyes as she gave it.
 
   "Suck that thing, girl!" Cassidy laughed happily just then, never missing a lunge back onto Paul's thrusting cock. "Your hubby's nice prick is about to get my pussy off so sweet! Suck my Eddie's big boy and give him some cunny too!"
 
   Ellen felt a spasm of pre-come joy ripple through her. That was exactly what she planned to do—she'd never had so much fun in her entire life! To just let go wild and be naked and wanton and totally free with her husband and her two friends set off the most liberated, ecstatic sensations of pure bliss within her that she'd ever experienced.
 
   She realized after another minute of gobbling up Ed's cock that she would have cheerfully let him go off in her mouth, the way Cass had for Paul earlier, if that had been what Ed wanted. But he clearly had other ideas.
 
   "Here, babe, get down right next to Cassidy," Ed whispered, his voice urgent a few moments later as he pulled Ellen's lips off his cock and positioned her on her hands and knees in front of him.
 
   Ellen moved her knees out a little wide. It had been a while since she and Paul had done it this way, but she still remembered how. She immediately felt Ed's engorged cock head against her juicy slit again. There was the same insistent, steady pressure, but this time her pussy yielded right away, and she felt every inch of the massive cock enter her, gliding in from behind.
 
   "Ohhhhh, God, what a lot of prick!" Ellen couldn't help but sigh as it filled her for the second time that night.
 
   "Hush and take your fucking like a good little slut." Cassidy grinned over at her as she effortlessly screwed Paul with the easy, hip-rolling thrusts she'd used for minutes on end by now.
 
   "Yes, dear, anything you say," Ellen teased her back and tried to get into the same kind of rhythm with Ed, who had started to pound his pussy-stretcher into her.
 
   "God, El!" Paul sighed at that moment. "You look so incredibly hot and sexy, when he fucks you with that whopper of his!"
 
   A huge tremor of illicit excitement rolled through Ellen's body as she heard her husband's lewd comment. She smiled over at him and watched him hammer into Cass repeatedly, and whispered, "You guys look pretty damn hot too. Do it! Fuck her good, darling!"
 
   Paul just moaned and plowed into Cassidy even faster. From the strained look on his face, Ellen could see his struggle to hold back until his partner was ready. She glanced over at Cass, whose eyes were closed in pure ecstasy and realized that Paul had nothing to worry about there. Her friend was all aquiver and on the brink of another huge climax.
 
   "Come in her!" Ellen urged him. "Look at her; she's ready, sweetie. Let her have it!"
 
   Paul groaned and closed his eyes. The noise he made and the overjoyed look on Cassidy's face let Ellen know that Paul was going off again inside her. Ellen's own pussy twitched and she redoubled her efforts with Ed.
 
   I want another hot orgasm myself, she thought to herself. I want a dozen of them!
 
   * * * *
 
   Ellen awoke in the big bed and glanced over at the digital clock's red numerals. It was four in the morning.
 
   A pair of hands on her breasts had awakened her. Cassidy and Ed's master bedroom was perfectly dark, except for the faint glow from the clock's numbers, so she couldn't tell whether it was Ed or Paul who now held her titties so gently, so lovingly from behind and caressed their spiky nipples.
 
   She smiled in the darkness as she realized that it didn't make a bit of difference to her which man it was who stroked her sensitive nubs. She'd fucked both of them last night, in this very bed, and that was after Ed had done her twice out in the living room.
 
   Whoever it was, had a nice touch, Ellen thought. She relaxed and let it happen. She felt deliciously wicked. She mentally reveled in the realization that she truly didn't care anymore which man mounted her next and fucked her brains out.
 
   This is really living! She thought ecstatically. This is pure, unadulterated hedonism! This is sex for sex's sake…for sensuality's sake…just for fun!
 
   She'd never acted like this before in her life--not in high school or in college. She had always been a "good girl". She'd let a few boys make love to her, that was true, but never capriciously. She'd always had to be "going steady" with a guy or in what she regarded as a "serious" relationship before she would let him into her pants.
 
   She grinned and remembered how much it delighted Cassidy back in college to make light of Ellen's belief in only having sex within the boundaries of a relationship. "A hot guy's dick getting my pussy off," she remembered Cass saying, "that's the only 'serious relationship' that interests me, hon!"
 
   Ellen had to admit, she couldn't believe how good it felt tonight, to just to let go and let herself be a...bad girl for a change!
 
   She felt a tongue lick delicately at her shoulder blade and the hands that caressed her tits never missed a squeeze or a tweak. Ellen moaned and rolled over pushed her breasts toward that talented tongue, she wanted a little of that hot mouth on her aroused nipples before whichever cock was to fuck her next was shoved into her!
 
   Cassidy!
 
   Ellen's mind went into instant vapor lock, as she stared into those bright emerald eyes she knew so well and realized that it was her ex-roommate who now stroked her tits so wonderfully!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
   "Shhhhh! Don't wake the boys," Cassidy murmured in the nearly total darkness. "They're tired, but I'm not. Just relax and enjoy, darling!"
 
   Ellen's mind still reeled with shock, but then she felt the softest lips that she'd ever imagined surround her right nipple. The tender touch from Cassidy's fingertips continued on her left breast as the other girl's mouth nursed so gently, so knowingly, and felt so…perfect, on her right nipple!
 
   Oh, dear God! Oh, dear God, but she's good at this! Ellen thought as Cassidy's hot little mouth and fingers took her titties right up to heaven. 
 
   In just a few minutes, Cassidy’s mouth and fingertips on her sensitive breasts—accompanied by the expert stroke of her fingers on Ellen’s newly aroused clit—had her moaning. She worked her pelvis shamelessly against Cass’s skilled fingers and ground her breasts against the other girl’s hot mouth and knowing touch.
 
   She knows just how to do it! Ellen realized after another few minutes of the exquisite sensations. She knows just what a woman wants and just how to make sure she get’s it!
 
   “I’m gonna’ come!” Ellen gasped moments later. “Oh, fuck, Cass! You’re so good! Oh, I’m going off so hard!”
 
                 “Mmmmm!” Cass agreed and bit down lightly on Ellen’s sensitive bud as she sucked harder.
 
   “Oh, fuuuuucckkk!” Ellen whined and came like crazy!
 
   * * * *
 
   "This naughty little thing is so full of come, darling," Cassidy whispered, her breath hot on Ellen's shaved pussy lips. "But don't worry. Your Cass will take care of that for you."
 
   Now, as she lay on her back and tried to catch her breath, she felt Cassidy kiss her way down her tummy until her mouth was right over Ellen's come-filled pussy. Her mind seemed unable to function as well as it normally might have after all the orgasms, and booze she had. She wondered dully what had Cass meant about taking care of…?
 
   Cassidy's hot mouth answered her unfinished question in a flash of electrifying, clit-throbbing sensation. She enveloped Ellen's pussy lips whole and sucked the jizz out of them. The suction made an obscene, slurpy sound and then Cass's tongue was all over her clit. Ellen gasped in surprise, heard her friend swallow, and knew that Cass had, indeed, just "taken care of" most the semen deposited earlier that night by her husband and Paul!
 
   Omigod! Ellen thought. She didn't quite believe what she felt, what she heard. Is Cass an out and out lezzy after all?
 
   Ellen's mind reeled back to the exquisite blowjob she'd seen Cassidy give Paul in the hot tub earlier and she remembered the relish with which she'd swallowed Paul's jizz. She had just heard Cass gulp down a lot more of the slippery goo. Lesbians, as far as Ellen's very limited knowledge of gay female behavior went, generally avoided cocks like poison and certainly didn't crave swallowing a man's load for him!
 
   She sure licks pussy like a lesbian, though, Ellen said to herself, as she shivered from head to toe at the delicious pussy gobbling her old roommate gave her juicy quim right at the moment!
 
   Ellen couldn't seem to help herself. In a few more moments, she caved in completely and began to moan and caress Cassidy's long red locks. She tossed her hips up off the bed and ground her pussy eagerly against Cass's talented tongue and clit-kissing lips!
 
   Cassidy pulled her mouth off Ellen's pussy for just a second. "Twist your own nippies, baby." And then dove right back in, her tongue doing crazy things again to Ellen's clit.
 
   "Oh! Oh, fuck, you're going to make me come again, Cass!" Ellen's long, throaty moan sounded delirious with arousal. She pulled on Cassidy's hair and then released it and did just what Cass had advised her to do. She took an erect little nipple in each hand and tugged at them as Cassidy ate her to absolute perfection.
 
   Jesus, this is good! Ellen marveled as her whole body tensed up for a hellacious climax against Cassidy's hungry mouth. Ed ate my pussy really well earlier in the hot tub. He made me come like crazy…but even Ed's not in his wife's league as a pussy licker…that's for damned sure!
 
   Her orgasm roared out of the depths of her pussy, right up into her well-licked and sucked clit and then up into the nipples at which she twisted and tugged. It gripped at Ellen's whole body with its hot fury and caused her to quake in total ecstasy. She wanted to scream out her unbelievable pleasure, but found that her breath was gone! She sobbed at the intensity of it and pinched her nipples hard, as another white-hot spike of release arced through her entire body.
 
   Oh, fuck, this is insane! Ellen's frantic mind realized. This is incredible! Oh, fuck, am I ever coming?
 
   * * * *
 
   "Pardon my French, but that was un-fucking-believable, Cass." Ellen was finally able to gasp a minute or two after the searing pulses of total release finally ebbed away and left her breathless.
 
   "Ya' liked it, huh, cutie?" Cassidy whispered in her ear. She had slithered up the bed to lie right next to Ellen's sated body after the furious orgasm had finally died away.
 
   "Liked it?" Ellen asked incredulously. "Jesus, Cass, I thought I was about to die, I came so hard!"
 
   "You're welcome." Cass giggled and then Ellen felt her friend's tongue against her earlobe.
 
   "Quit that," She tried to make her voice sound as stern as she could manage and failed.
 
   "You know you don't want me to stop…not really," Cassidy whispered and lovingly kissed Ellen's cheek.
 
   "I do so," Ellen insisted, but she didn't sound—even to her—as if she meant it.
 
   "I know what you really want," Cassidy murmured as she ignored her old roommate's weak protests, her tone playful in the darkness, her lips right next to Ellen's ear.
 
   "Oh, and what might that be?"
 
   Cassidy stirred around next to her and suddenly Ellen felt something warm and soft against her lips, a pebbly little knob at its center, pressed right up to the entrance to her mouth. She heard Cass whisper, "Suck it, Ellen, darling. Suck my hot titty for me baby, please. You know you want to!"
 
   She started to protest that she did not want to do any such thing, but when she opened her lips to say that, Cassidy fed the warm, pliant nub into her mouth and, almost before she knew it, Ellen found her tongue all over the rubbery little nubbin and marveled at how sweet the flesh tasted. A few seconds later, she took her first tentative little suck, sighed and snuggled in tighter as Cass began to caress her blonde mane. Ellen moaned and reluctantly admitted to herself that to suck Cassidy's pretty tits was just what she wanted after all.
 
   * * * *
 
   "That's my baby girl!" Cassidy crooned a few minutes later and wriggled her hips against Ellen's mouth and tongue. Her actions speared her friend's tongue deeper into her juicy slit. "Suck my clitty, sweetie, and tongue my puss, darling!"
 
   Ellen moaned and did just what Cassidy wanted. She couldn't seem to get enough of the other girl's hot, wet, slick little opening, with its honey-sweet girl oil and a light tang of salt and male essence mixed in—that Ellen easily identified as Paul's come—as it leaked out!
 
   No wonder men like to eat pussy! Ellen thought to herself as she savored the taste and slick warmth of Cassidy's quim against her tongue. This is fun and it tastes wonderful, plus, it's so incredibly naughty!
 
   "Me too!" Cassidy murmured impatiently at that moment, her tone excited as she gently urged Ellen's head out from between her legs. "Sixty-nine, baby girl; I want to suck your pussy while you suck mine, okay?"
 
   All Ellen could do was nod and sigh with lust. She was so aroused again!
 
   Who would have thought that after all of those climaxes she'd had earlier with the guys and the two beautiful orgasms she'd had just a little while ago—courtesy of Cassidy's mouth and fingers—that she'd want to come again? But she did!
 
   The two of them slid into position quickly, Ellen on top and Cassidy beneath her on her back, and then the two old friends began to gobble each other's pussies like mad. Ellen moaned louder.
 
   The last time she'd done something like this had been years ago, before she and Paul had gotten married, and back then it had been Paul's dick in her mouth while his tongue was up her slit. That had been fun, she vaguely recalled, but not this much fun!
 
   "Jesus Christ, would you look at that?" Ellen heard Ed's voice in the darkness.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
   The big lamp next to the bed snapped on. It was on the lowest setting, but it still seemed bright to Ellen after the almost total darkness that had cloaked the bedroom until that moment.
 
   The soft glow revealed that Paul and Ed were awake and on their knees near the girls. Both of them watched intently. The flash of illumination had caught Ellen in mid-lick of Cassidy's pretty little shaved slit and Cassidy lay suddenly frozen in place as well, her tongue pushed deep into Ellen's snatch.
 
   "That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen in my entire life," Paul said. He sounded not just impressed, but awed by the erotic male fantasy come to life that he now beheld.
 
   "Yeah, two girls as gorgeous as ours going at each other…that's pretty hard to top," Ed agreed. He stroked is hard dick lightly, his eyes wide, bright with excitement.
 
   "You are just full of surprises," Paul said, his voice full of undisguised delight as he reached down and lovingly touched his wife's cheek. His other hand was still on his cock, where it moved slowly up and down, his erection fully pumped.
 
   Ellen felt herself blush but she didn't pull her mouth away from Cass's clit. Her eyes on Paul, she stuck out her tongue fully and ran it all around the pink little knob of flesh as he watched.
 
   Paul's cock jerked in his fist when he saw her do that. His eyes shone even brighter with lust and his grin grew bigger. He shook his head and whispered, "Goddamn, but you're one hot, sexy little girl when you let yourself be, Ellen!"
 
   Ellen smiled up at him and licked her way up and down Cassidy's pussy lips. Her husband's eyes never left hers as he eased his very hard cock head downward, until it neared the luscious opening. Ellen flicked her tongue out and ran it all over his prick tip, just as she had Cass's clit seconds before. Paul moaned, leaned in further and Ellen reached out, took his shaft between her fingertips and guided the head into Cassidy's juicy lips. She licked it up and down as it nudged the small pink ring open.
 
   "Fuck her!" Ellen breathed hotly. She knew her eyes blazed with lust as she urged him forward. "Fuck her for a little while, and then pull it out when you're about to come and I'll suck it for you until you go off in my mouth, darling!"
 
   Paul shivered with pure delight at that steamy scenario and drilled his now hard-as-a-brick manhood deep into Cassidy's wet little hole, his wife's tongue all over it as it slid inside. He shook his head again in disbelief at her sheer sexiness and whispered, "Who are you, you hot little slut, and what have you done with my sweet, demure little wife?"
 
   Ellen giggled with delight at the question and went back to lap at Cassidy's clitty while Paul began to fuck her. Cassidy whimpered as Ellen's tongue licked her clit and Paul's hardness stroked her cunt. 
 
   Cass thrust her pussy upward in raction, her own tongue going wild on Ellen's clit.
 
   "Here's a little something for you, El, you incredibly sexy little bitch!" Ed said from somewhere behind her.
 
   Ellen felt her pussy penetrated by Ed's huge dick again and smiled. God, but it was good to be alive and be a swinger!
 
   * * * *
 
   "Is either one of them awake yet?" Ellen asked. She stood in the middle of Cassidy's tidy kitchen and sipped her orange juice, the dishwasher emptied and the dishes from last night's dinner all neatly put away.
 
   "Are you kidding?" Cassidy chuckled. "After last night? Those boys are truly fucked out, kid. They'll sleep until noon at least."
 
   "What time was it when we finally...you know...finished up that last time?" 
 
   It felt somewhat weird to be in the kitchen, dressed only in a full-length bathrobe she'd borrowed from Cass earlier, as she did her best to act as if this topic of conversation were a normal one for two old friends on a bright Sunday morning. All of the taboo, intimate things the four of them had done together last night and into the early morning were never far from her thoughts.
 
   "It was after five-thirty, I know that," Cassidy said as she casually slipped an arm around Ellen's waist.
 
   The two of them stood side by side at the sink and stared out into the backyard through the kitchen window, smiles on their faces. Cassidy leaned over, kissed Ellen gently on the cheek and said softly, "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted to lick that sweet little pussy of yours?"
 
   Ellen turned and looked at her friend, wide-eyed. Cassidy grinned and continued, "From the very first time I saw you unpack your bag in our dorm room when we were eighteen."
 
   Ellen giggled. She shook her head in delighted disbelief. “No! Not really? Way back then?"
 
   "Yeah, I was into both guys and girls from junior high on. My fucking tongue used to get hard every time I saw those long, gorgeous legs and that incredibly tight little ass of yours, those beautiful blue eyes—not to mention those sweet mouthfuls of tit!"
 
   Ellen put her palm on Cassidy's big chest and pushed her away playfully as she giggled with embarrassment at her old friend’s frank admission. "Get out of here! You did not!"
 
   After another moment, she leaned closer and asked in a whisper, "And…if that's true, then why did you wait so long? Jeez, Cass, think of the fun we've missed out on, all these years!"
 
   It was Cassidy's turn to giggle. She told Ellen, "If I'd have so much as looked at you funny, way back then, you'd have changed roommates or maybe even colleges! You've got to remember how unbelievably uptight about stuff like that you used to be when you were younger."
 
   Ellen thought about that for a moment and then laughed. "Younger? I was uptight about stuff like that until early this morning, when this certain redheaded bombshell I know suddenly came on to me and showed me the error of my ways."
 
   "Are you sorry I did?"
 
   "Not even a little bit. Last night and this morning opened up a completely new world to me, Cass. A sensual, exotic, fantastic world full of the hottest sex I ever imagined. And I have you to thank for that, girlfriend."
 
   "Friends forever, then?"
 
   "Way more than friends, from here on out, lover." Ellen sighed and parted her lips invitingly. "You can count on that."
 
   'Mmmm, how wonderful!" Cassidy murmured as her mouth found Ellen's.
 
   It still felt a little strange to kiss her old friend of the same gender so passionately, right out in the sunlight, in the kitchen, Ellen had to admit to herself.
 
   But not so strange that I couldn't get to really like it, she told herself as she opened her mouth to let Cassidy's hot little wiggler of a tongue inside...
 
   * * * *
 
   "So you two are definitely on for next weekend?" Cassidy asked Paul and Ellen, as they stood in the doorway late that Sunday afternoon, ready to head for home.
 
   Ellen had her scrubbed-clean, empty potato salad bowl in one hand and her other arm draped loosely around Paul's waist, her head leaned over against his shoulder. She felt very relaxed and deeply in love with her husband at that moment and very, very close to Cass and Ed at the same time.
 
   "We wouldn't miss it for anything, from what you guys told us about it at breakfast," Paul said and flashed Cassidy a broad smile.
 
   "Breakfast" had actually been served at one-thirty in the afternoon, after Paul and Ed had finally recovered enough from last night's orgy to drag themselves out of bed, take showers and straggle into the kitchen. Ellen and Cassidy had made them eggs and bacon, French toast, and a nice fruit compote. The four of them had eaten outside, at the big redwood table beside the pool and the fateful hot tub.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   “So, darling, are we still going to the swing party at Enid and Sam’s place next Saturday night?” Ellen asked, her voice still languid with contentment after the furious orgasm she’d had a few minutes before. 
 
   Paul pulled Ellen closer. They lay back in their big bed, cuddling after their latest bout of torrid, very satisfying sex. It was late Sunday night.
 
   “Well, I don’t know about you, but I just had one of the best weekends of my life, courtesy of our little experiment with swinging,” Paul answered. He stroked her hair and smiled down at her as she kissed his bare chest. “So, I guess I’m for it, as long as you are.”
 
   When she didn’t answer immediately, he apparently took her hesitation for a lack of enthusiasm and hastened to add. “But I don’t want to push you into anything, honey! If what we did this weekend with Ed and Cassidy was enough for you, that’s okay, too!”
 
   He grinned at her. “I mean, what we did just now was pretty damned spectacular. Maybe we don’t need to swing anymore to have our old mojo back.”
 
   Ellen smiled at him like the Cheshire cat. He was right about the sex they’d shared just then. The sheer passion of it, the joy and intensity of it took her back to their college days. It had been hot, wild, and incredibly enjoyable, for both of them. It was what she’d dreamed it could be.
 
   However, Ellen had no illusions about why things were suddenly so terrific between them again. A good part of it, in her mind, was due to all of the things she'd watched Paul do with naughty, sexy Cassidy this weekend, and what he in turn had witnessed her doing with handsome, well-hung Ed and luscious, gorgeous Cass.
 
   Besides, fucking Ed and going sixty-nine with Cass had been incredible, especially with Paul watching and smiling.
 
   And Ellen wanted more. She wanted more of Ed’s big, satisfying cock, and she was instantly horny again at the mere thought of watching Paul fuck Cassidy again…or Enid…or some other hot slut in the swinger’s club!
 
   “I think it would be fun to go to that party at Sam and Enid’s this weekend with the Flynns,” she finally said, with the most innocent expression she could manage on her face. “Don’t you, darling?”
 
   “Sure, as long as you’re okay with it, dear,” he smiled.
 
   Oh, I’m way more than okay with it, Ellen snuggled closer to him.
 
   With my darling, sexy, studly hubby all fired up and doing me the way he used to, and all of those delicious new men—and women—to sample on weekends? I think I’m going to be just fine from now on! I think we both are!
 
    
 
   The End – For Now
 
    
 
   We hope you enjoyed SEX Games.
 
   And if you did, won't you let others know by writing a review?
 
    
 
   If you liked Sex Games you may like Ellen and Paul’s next adventure in the wild world of swinging, “SEX Party.” 
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