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   Prologue
 
   "You have such a naughty, naughty little ass!" Paul Markley whispered, his voice tight with excitement, just before he touched his tongue lightly to his wife, Ellen's, star-shaped anus. He was on his stomach between her long legs, and he had spent the past few minutes licking her pussy and teasing her clit with his tongue tip before turning his oral attentions to her anal opening.
 
   Thanks to a recent Brazilian waxing session, Ellen's petite pink slit was bare as a six year old girl's, and her husband's tongue tickling her anus made it wink open and closed in tandem with the little clench her ass pucker gave when he teased it. She lay on her back, up against three stacked pillows at the head of the bed, with her half-closed, blue eyes glowing with lust at his lewd foreplay.
 
   "Oh, God, that's so nasty!" she sighed, squeezing her saliva-wet nipples between her fingertips as his tongue slid inside her ass.
 
   Paul had started on her breasts, licking and sucking until her nipples were as slippery and erect as could be, before moving his lips and tongue downward. He had taken care to ensure that her clit was as swollen with arousal as her protruding nipples currently were, before dipping his head still lower to lick her anus.
 
   Pulling his head back momentarily, grinning at her, he asked teasingly, "Is it nasty enough that I should stop?" 
 
   "God, no!" Ellen hissed, tugging at her breasts and flashing him a sexy smile to show him just how thoroughly aroused she was. "What you're doing is incredibly wicked, but it feels…heavenly!"
 
   Chuckling at his wife's approval of his taboo licking, Paul slid his tongue back into her anus. Ellen moaned and closed her eyes in rising ecstasy. Her trim hips began to rock back and forth, driving him in deeper as she squeezed her throbbing nipples.
 
   Paul, who was obviously just as turned on as his wife by the erotic experimentation, brought his left hand up to her clit and teased it with his thumb as he wriggled his tongue in and out of her anal opening. Ellen shuddered and bit her lower lip, moaning even louder. 
 
   It's so good! It seems like my sweet Paul thinks of new ways to drive me absolutely crazy practically every time we make love now! And that's quite a challenge, considering how often the two of us make love these days. 
 
   Giving in completely to the incredible sensations coursing through her, she began to twist around on the bed. She was now shamelessly tossing her ass up against his piercing tongue—much too excited by what he was doing to hold back.
 
   For what seemed like the thousandth time in the past few weeks, Ellen blessed the day that she and Paul decided to swing, in an attempt to put some fire back into their ho-hum sex life. Ever since that first weekend, when they'd traded partners in front of each other with their close friends, Ed and Cassidy Flynn, their love-making had suddenly become red hot again.
 
   Her husband's tongue slipped free of her anal opening and his thumb left her clit. She opened her eyes and he shot a leering smile her way as he reached for the tube of sex lubricant lying nearby on the sheet. He opened it and squirted a liberal glob of the slippery gel into her gaped-open anus.
 
   "Oooooh!" she sighed as he eased two fingers into her hole and began to lube her up with them while he went back to licking her clitty.
 
   She hunched her hips toward him, mashing her sensitive bud against his gliding tongue and burying his fingers deep in her anal sheath. The strong muscles in her pussy and ass clenched in unison as a spasm of pre-orgasmic joy shot through her lower body, reverberating right up to her nipples as she toyed with them.
 
   "Are you going to fuck me in my naughty ass, you bad boy?" she whispered, her eyes once again drooping half closed with increasing passion.
 
   He continued to finger her bottom, but got up onto his knees, his huge cock waggling out in front of him, hard as the proverbial rock.
 
   "I might. But first I'd like to feel those sweet lips of yours around my prick, babe!"
 
   Ellen broke into a wide grin and eagerly moved to disengage from his greasy fingers, but he stopped her by placing his free hand on her hip. Instead, he urged her to scoot down further onto the mattress, until she was flat on her back in its center. Keeping his fingers buried in her ass, he swung around and brought his knee over her head, facing her feet.
 
   "Sixty-nine, El," Paul whispered. 
 
   "Oh, yes!" Ellen sighed, reaching for him, her tongue coming up to caress the head of his engorged prick. "Let me suck it for you while you eat my pussy and finger my bottom!"
 
   His long, fat cock head punched down into her mouth as soon as she finished speaking. His fingers continued to push gently in and out of her ass and his lively tongue roamed all over her clitty again.
 
   "Ummm!" Ellen moaned and sucked excitedly at Paul's hot, hard prick as he face-fucked her.
 
   Her fingers stole upward to reclaim her nipples. She squirmed and twisted with increasing ardor beneath him, her pussy getting hotter and hotter as he licked it and reamed out her bottom with his fingers.
 
   His cock tastes so good! So big and hard and manly…God, but I love sucking Paul's wonderful prick!
 
   Ellen couldn't believe that before their sex life had been reignited, it had been over a year since her lips had been around Paul's dick. Before their recent experiences with swinging, their love life had deteriorated to the point where they were lucky if they made love twice a month. And even then, their couplings had usually been rushed, passionless, and barely satisfying to either of them. 
 
   Jesus, what a fool I was back then! She swirled her tongue all around his cock as it penetrated her willing lips again and again. My baby's prick is like a work of erotic art…and I was all but ignoring it.
 
   "Ullmmm," she murmured, sucking harder as she tongued him.
 
   Paul groaned and she saw his large nut sac tighten slightly. She smiled inwardly, knowing that her hot mouth work was turning him on just as much as his fingers and tongue were rapidly driving her towards a searing climax of her own.
 
   The suction on her clit increased as Paul began to tap it with his tongue tip, his fingers never missing a stroke in her fluttering ass tunnel. His sharp front teeth nipped lightly at her clit as he sucked and he resumed teasing it with his tongue.
 
   Ellen shivered, her tummy muscles rippling the way they always did when she was going to have a big orgasm. She murmured around his driving cock and lapped at the head even more hungrily.
 
   Paul gasped and went still for a moment. His prick bucked hard inside her mouth and then a huge jet of semen shot out to spatter against the back of her throat.
 
   "Mmmmmm!" Ellen murmured ecstatically as her pussy went off a second later.
 
   Her clit throbbed crazily, sending a massive jolt of pure sexual joy echoing through her cunny and her ass as both taut tubes of flesh spasmed together, her butt muscles tightening down hard on Paul's buried fingers, entrapping them deep inside her. He sighed with pleasure as she swallowed the first big mouthful of his spunk and his balls jerked together to deliver another wad into her working throat.
 
   Oh, but his stuff tastes so good tonight—she thought as she gulped it down—wondering why she'd ever stopped doing this for him. Her orgasm rolled on and on, made even more perfect by the knowledge that her man absolutely loved it when she sucked him off like she was doing.
 
   The two of them clung together until the last of Ellen's tiny pulses of come sensations ebbed away and Paul's once mighty dick had softened to a shorter, spongier version of its former self. He got slowly up onto his hands and knees, and Ellen licked the last little trace of jizz from his prick tip as it slid from her lips.
 
   He turned around and flopped down next to her, a satisfied smile on his face. He asked her playfully, "Are you disappointed that I didn't fuck your bottom, El?
 
   Ellen laughed and shook her head, the ends of her light-blonde, long shag-cut hair whipping around her face. "No, that was wonderful. I came so good—how about you?"
 
   "You have to ask? I thought I was going to drown you there for a moment."
 
   She gave him a saucy little wink. "I can swallow spunk with the best of them, babe, don't you worry about that."
 
   His face went serious for a moment and then he said. "You amaze me sometimes, honey. You hadn't done that for me in months and then, after that night at Cassidy and Ed's, you suddenly started sucking me off again like you couldn't get enough."
 
   Ellen felt her face coloring. She hated to admit it, but she had always been reluctant to let Paul go off in her mouth until…
 
   In the spirit of their new sexual openness with one another, she decided to tell him the truth.
 
   "When I saw Cassidy give you that terrific blowjob in the hot tub that first night, and swallow your come like she loved every drop of it, I decided right then that I was going to start doing that for you again, too. And that I was going to teach myself to do it every bit as well or better than Cass did." 
 
   She waited for a few moments and then added with a little smirk. "It's funny. After I had made up my mind to suck you off at least a few times a month and started doing it, I began to not mind the taste as much—after the first few times…" she gave him a naughty smile and went on to admit, "To tell you the truth, I kind of got to where I like it. And I just love how much pleasure it gives you, so I really don't mind swallowing it anymore."
 
   He shook his head and then scooped her into his massive arms and held her tight. Leaning down to kiss her, he said, "You're the best, El. You really are."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
   "Well, you're right on time today. What's the occasion?" 
 
   "Important stuff to discuss, hon," Cassidy Flynn answered Ellen, glancing around the crowded confines of the Forbidden City Chinese restaurant. "We need to find a booth that's kind of off by itself, so we can talk freely."
 
   The hostess came up and Cassidy asked if she had an isolated booth they could have. The Chinese girl, who looked to be in her early twenties, led them through the packed main room, into the relatively deserted overflow-dining room. The booth she led them to was twenty feet away from the nearest occupied table.
 
   As the girl departed, Ellen leaned across the table and asked her friend, "What's this all about, Cass? Why are we sitting clear back here in restaurant Siberia?"
 
   "Because I want to bring you up to date on the Skyler's, big, swing party next week, and I didn't want any nosy booth neighbors to overhear us."
 
   "No, we wouldn't want that." Ellen paused and shot her long-time best friend a devilish look, then giving her eyebrows a comic waggle, she whispered, "So, what's new about the party that I didn't know before? It is still all about swinging and swapping and fucking whichever guys look good to you, right?"
 
   She threw back her head and roared with laughter. Cassidy was a tall, stunningly attractive thirty year old, statuesque to the point of being almost too voluptuous, with a  thick mane of shoulder-length red tresses, lightly-freckled white skin, and dazzling emerald-colored eyes. Her brassy confident manner always made Ellen and everyone else want to laugh along with her.
 
   "Of course," Cass whispered back in that raspy, whiskey and cigarette-sounding voice of hers that always seemed to drip with sex appeal. "Swing parties are swing parties, El. But, since we last spoke, this particular party has become really interesting in all sorts of ways."
 
   "Oh, how so?"
 
   Leaning forward, her big breasts pushing the silverware setting and linen napkin toward the middle of the table, Cassidy lowered her voice even further and said, "Well, for starters, that cunt, Mallory Gordon, has been lobbying the Skylers to un-invite you and Paul." 
 
   "What?" Ellen demanded, shocked by this unexpected news. "I thought you said that bitch gave Paul and me a big thumbs-up after our swinger debut at Sam and Enid's party last weekend. Didn't she say that I was—how did that science project put it?—that I was…'pretty hot for an…older woman?' "
 
   At the words "science project", Cassidy sputtered with laughter once more. Since the party, she and Ellen had discussed at length how artificially constructed the stunning Mallory was. The younger woman'd had a boob job, liposuction around her midsection to trim her waistline, and collagen injections to make her lips fuller—just to name a little of the "work" Mallory'd had performed in her quest to make her Barbie doll body perfect.
 
   "Yeah, she did say that right after the party, El. But I guess she got to thinking about it and decided that you were just a little too hot, you know?"
 
   Ellen's eyes narrowed and she gestured impatiently with her hand, urging her old friend to continue. Cass shrugged.
 
   "She obviously doesn't want the competition. Mallory paid a small fortune of her husband's money to look like she does. And she was definitely the flavor of the month in our local swing club until you showed up on the scene."
 
   Cass gave Ellen a sympathetic look and went on. "The guys went nuts over you at Sam and Enid's, El. My Ed fucked you two or three times at last week's party, and I think Mallory's husband, Don, slipped you that honking big dick of his three times over the course of the evening…they couldn't get enough of you, babe. And don't think Mallory didn't take note of all of the action you were getting."
 
   Feeling her face flush, Ellen looked down at the table. In truth, she had absolutely loved being the center of attention at her first real swinger affair. All of the fuss the men had made over her—how hot she was, how gorgeous they found her long, lean body—had made the many orgasms she'd enjoyed that night even more intense. 
 
   She'd been the belle of the ball and she'd reveled in the lusty reception she received. This new, uninhibited, hedonistic, fearless version of the old Ellen Markley—the one that had emerged during that party—was still a very new persona to her. 
 
   But she also found this new, sexually-bold Ellen an exciting, incredibly fun person to be. And she realized instantly that she didn't want to give up the new her. She wasn't going to cede her newfound popularity within the local swinger ranks without putting up a fight!
 
   "I don't get it, Cass. You're a knockout yourself. You've got boobs that put both Mallory's and mine to shame. And you've got those long, pretty legs, and that great ass. Why isn't Mallory lobbying to get you banned from the party, too?"
 
   Cassidy gave another throaty laugh and reached over to pat the back of Ellen's hand as it rested on the table. She seemed to consider her words carefully for a moment, and then explained, "I was the hot new girl three years ago, El, when Ed and I first started swinging. I got the same kind of can't-wait-to-fuck-her reception at swing gatherings back then that you got last week, at your first party."
 
   She smiled diffidently at her friend and went on. "Then, eventually, a new hottie joined the club and she got the sex goddess treatment. And there was another after that, and another, and so on. Then, finally, Mallory and Don came onto the scene."
 
   A harried looking waiter, a young Chinese man with a nervous smile, came up to take their orders. Cass and Ellen ordered a pot of tea and the daily special—kung-pow chicken—and waited until they were alone again before Cassidy continued.
 
   "As you know, when she first joined, Mallory was young, moderately cute, and a hot piece of ass. Then her nearly flat chest miraculously got spectacular, thanks to her plastic surgeon. Then her lips got plump and oh, so cock-suckable. Next her waist became perfect, after the liposuction and on and on…"
 
   "And the guys began to find her more and more interesting as all of that happened, right?" Ellen asked cattily.
 
   "You got it. She's always been really good in the sack—except that she doesn't like girl-girl stuff, the stuck-up cunt!—but the hotter the body-shop docs managed to make her, the more the men went crazy over her. And then, when she was about as perfect as a plastic-fantastic girl can be, along comes golden-girl Ellen Markley to steal all of her thunder."
 
   She grinned at her oldest girlfriend and added, "You are tall and slender in all the right places, and curvy where you should be, and pretty as a fucking picture. Men adore your long blonde hair and blue-eyes—and you always manage to come off so…elegant and lady-like, except when you're busy being a total slut at a swing party—and it's all natural too, not a nip or a tuck anywhere. So of course all of the guys are dying to fuck you! Can you blame Mallory for wanting to keep you at bay for as long as she can? She wants to be Queen of the Hotties for at least another week, if she can manage it."
 
   Ellen thought about that. In a way, she couldn't blame Mallory—it had been incredible last week at the party, with all of the men making such a fuss over her. Who wouldn't want that kind of unbelievable "high" to continue?
 
   She suddenly felt a little sad. Not for Mallory. That jealous young bitch'd had her turn as Prom Queen, as far as Ellen was concerned!
 
   Ellen's sadness came at the abrupt realization that her own reign as the "hot new thing" on the swing scene no doubt had an expiration date on it as well. Somewhere out there, a pretty girl, who was probably younger than Ellen, was toying with the idea of ‘swinging’. When she finally decided to give it a try, Ellen's turn as the ‘it’ girl would be over too, just as Mallory's was now.
 
   That's kind of depressing, Ellen thought morosely. But I guess it's like everything else in life. You blossom, you peak, and then you fade into the background.
 
   The waiter brought their tea and Cassidy poured them both a small cupful.
 
   Ellen then attempted to shake off her growing funk over how fleeting swinger ‘celebrity’ might prove to be by concentrating on the problem at hand. After all, you couldn't very well compete to be "belle of the ball" if you couldn't even get into the ball. 
 
   "Well, I say, fuck Mallory!" Ellen whispered defiantly, after thinking over her situation a moment longer. "The Skylers invited Paul and me to this party and we intend to go, unless we hear differently from them, not from frigging jealous-bitch Mallory."
 
   Cass sipping her hot tea and nodding, offered, "I don't think Mallory's got the juice with the Skylers to get you and Paul bounced off the list, but, from what I've heard through the grapevine, that isn't stopping her from giving it her best try. Just to be sure everything's still okay; I'll call Cynthia Skyler on my way back to my office today and reconfirm your invitations. And I'll be sure to put in an additional good word for you, if I sense Cynthia is wavering."
 
   "Thanks, Cass. I hate to seem pushy, but I really have my heart set on going to this affair, and I think Mallory's being a real bitch about the whole thing."
 
   "No argument there. Mallory is a real bitch, so acting like one is no strain for her."
 
   Cassidy finished her tea and refilled the tiny cup. She leaned closer to Ellen and whispered, her eyes aglow with excitement, "And you really don't want to miss this party, honey, because Mallory's shenanigans aren't the only things going on that are new! The Skylers have decided to downsize the guest list. You and Paul are still on it, as far as I know—but they didn't invite as many of the other club members as they had originally intended, because they've decided to make this a barebacked bash!"
 
   Seeing Ellen's quizzical reaction, Cassidy quickly explained. "We don't have many of these a year, because of the hassle involved for everyone who's going to attend, and the problems with coordinating the blood tests, and all of that. But when they do happen, I just love 'em!"
 
   She grinned and said excitedly, in a low voice. "No rubbers needed at this party, El—just good old hard cock and hot come spurting wherever!"
 
   "How is that possible?" Ellen's eyes went wide at the thought of acting wild and wanton with lots of good-looking men without any protection involved. "Isn't that dangerous?"
 
   "It has a little more inherent risk than a regular swing party, where condoms are the order of the day," Cassidy admitted, opening her purse and taking out a business card, which she slid across the table to Ellen. "But it's not as dangerous as it sounds—if you take the proper precautions, and the Skylers are doing that. Everyone has to be tested and the lab results have to be in Cynthia Skyler's hands by the day before the party or they won't be allowed to participate."
 
   Ellen looked at the card and saw that it was for a medical lab where sexually-transmitted diseases—STD's—blood testing was part of the services offered.
 
   "This is the place that Ed and I use. They're very discreet, and they offer a discount if you mention the swingers' club. The two doctors who own the lab are both members. I wrote the Skylers' home e-mail address and their fax number on the back of the card. Just tell the lab people that the test results for you and Paul have to be forwarded to one of those two places before that Friday."
 
   "How much does this run?" Ellen asked, curious, as she took the card and put it in her purse.
 
   "Normal charges for a full ten-test panel—and that's HIV, herpes, syphilis, etc., the whole nine yards—is two hundred and thirty-five dollars. But club members are only charged one-fifty."
 
   "So I guess that's another reason bareback parties are rare," Ellen offered. "Paul and I can afford the three hundred dollars for testing, but some of the less affluent members might not."
 
   "Exactly. That's another reason the guest list is getting pared back. Not all of the members could afford to go to a party like this one, even if they were asked. The Skylers don't want to embarrass anyone, so they're only inviting couples who are well-heeled enough to afford it and who meet their other criteria—they have to be beautiful and…hot!"
 
   Cassidy grinned and held up her teacup. Ellen smiled back, slightly embarrassed
    
     ,
     but also proud to be invited to the special get together. She clicked rims with her old friend and whispered, "I wouldn't miss it for the world, and I know Paul will feel the same."
 
   "You bet," Cassidy told her friend. "Remember, El, the Skylers are very rich and they go all out, especially at a bareback affair like this one. There'll be an orgy room, and a room fully equipped with sex machines, like a sex swing suspended from the ceiling, plus all sorts of Sybians and other clit-stimulators. And dozens of gorgeous, well-hung studs who'll be more than willing to provide clit stimulation of the old-fashioned variety!"
 
   Ellen felt a tremor of that forbidden, taboo lust, which just the thought of swinging always gave her, race through her lower torso. She imagined herself fucking a big-cocked, handsome guy while Paul was doing the same with some hot young girl, right next to each other. 
 
   Her nipples began to firm up inside the bra beneath the tasteful business suit she wore today as she fantasized about how much excitement that would provide for the two of them. Both at the party, while they were actually swinging, and later, at home as they teased each other with recollections of just how sexy and skilled their respective partners had been—and how much they'd enjoyed doing nasty things with them while the other one watched!
 
   No, indeed, I don't want to miss this party, that's for damned sure,  Ellen found herself thinking as the waiter brought their food.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
   Ellen's cell phone rang. She had her hands-free set up already in place, so she could talk as she drove back across town toward her office without worrying about getting a traffic ticket.
 
   "Hey, gorgeous, how was lunch?" Paul asked. "Did Cass have anything interesting to say about the party at the Skyler's next week?" 
 
   "Did she ever?" Ellen responded, and proceeded to fill him in on Mallory's attempt to sabotage their invitation, the change to bareback, condom-less sex, necessitating that both of them undergo medical testing before the party, and all of the wild, kinky fun that the lavish get-together promised.
 
   "Well, I guess it's worth the hassle," Paul agreed when she'd finished. "I'll call and make an appointment at that lab as soon as I get their number and address from you. I don't want to miss this bash, and I'll bet you don't either."
 
   Ellen laughed. "Are you that turned on at the thought of seeing me with all of those other guys, darling? Or is it that you're just anxious to sample all of those new girls?"
 
   "A little of both, I think, babe," he admitted, laughing along with her. "Plus, there's the added excitement of seeing you getting all hot and nasty with all of those other hot women as well…I frankly can't wait!"
 
   "You perv!" she giggled. "Just you wait until I get you home tonight."
 
   "Oh? What happens then?"
 
   Ellen purred into the microphone. "Well, first, I'll get all naked for you, and then I'll slowly take off all of your clothes. Next, I'm going to play with that big cock of yours while I tell you in deliciously explicit detail just exactly what I'm going to let all of those horny men at the party do to me…as you watch them do it, stud!"
 
   Paul groaned on the other end of the conversation. Ellen grinned and went on to add, "And then, when you're good and stiff, I'm going to give you a little demonstration of all the naughty, kinky…hot things your slutty little wife is going to do with all of those other guys. How does that sound?"
 
   "Jesus, babe," her husband breathed heavily into the phone, "you're too much! I've got a sales meeting in ten minutes and you've got my dick as hard as a fencepost!
 
   Laughing, Ellen whispered, "Well, if you find yourself forced to go into the bathroom and whack off to get rid of your hard on before the meeting, be sure to think of me—entertaining all of those other guys—as you come, darling, okay? Ciao, until tonight!"
 
   "Tonight it is, you devil, you!" Paul said and broke the connection.
 
   Ellen smiled, thinking about the great sex they would no doubt have tonight, the fun they'd have as they teased each other about the up-coming party and all of the naughty, forbidden things they'd be doing with the other people there. She could hardly wait, both for tonight…and for the party itself, next week.
 
   She was almost back to her office when her cell phone went off again. She glanced at the ID window and saw that it was Cass. "Hey, what's up?" she asked.
 
   "Well, I guess you'd have to say that I wasn't totally successful with Cynthia Skyler," Cass said. "I mean, I don't think it was a complete disaster—she didn't actually un-invite you and Paul."
 
   Ellen heard the hesitation in her old friend's voice and demanded, "Come on, spill, Cass! What's going on?"
 
   "Cynthia and George want to be fair about this. So they'd like to meet you both and get to know you a little bit, so they can make their own assessment, not just be swayed by Mallory's arm twisting. The upshot is that they've invited the two of you to dinner at their house this Saturday evening at six. They want to 'get acquainted', and then make a decision about the party."
 
   A few seconds went by as Ellen thought about that, and about the way Cass had emphasized "get acquainted". She felt her heart begin to beat faster as she considered what that phrase might really signify in the world of swingers.
 
   "So, do you mean the Skylers want to…'audition' us this weekend, for the guest list?"
 
    "I…uh…guess you could put it that way," Cassidy answered haltingly, "since Cynthia suggested that it might be nice if you and Paul went ahead and got tested  and got the results over to them before this Saturday."
 
   "Oh, I see," Ellen said with a smirk, "so we are expected to fuck them Saturday night for our invitation, right?"
 
   Cassidy answered with a self-conscious little laugh—unusual for Cassidy, since Ellen knew that her brash, long-time friend was rarely embarrassed about anything. "There are worse things, El, believe me. George is older, but he's very handsome and in great shape. And his cock is really something, let me tell you."
 
   When Ellen didn't answer, she rushed to add, "And Cynthia is fifteen years younger than George. She's a trophy wife in every sense of the word—gorgeous, sexy, and oh, so hot in the bedroom, whether it's with guys or gals."
 
   "Mmmm," Ellen uttered, considering that. Lustful visions suddenly danced before her eyes, visions of her in bed, making lesbian love with red-hot Cynthia while Paul and the other woman's husband took turns fucking both of them with their huge cocks.
 
   "I'll have to clear it with Paul, of course. But he wants to go to this affair as much as me. And a hot little swing session with an older, but very desirable couple doesn't sounds like a nice little appetizer, despite the ‘command performance’ aspect. I think it will be great fun and I bet Paul will feel the same way."
 
   "I hope so, hon. I really want you and Paul at that party. And trust me, Ed and I have made it with the Skylers a bunch of times over the last three years at different get-togethers, and we've always had a blast."
 
   Ellen's office building was coming up fast.
 
   “I’ll call you back tonight or tomorrow and let you know what Paul said about the invitation for this weekend, Cass,” she said, and clicked off the phone.
 
   As she turned into the underground parking area beneath her building, she wondered what her handsome hubby would say. She knew that he was looking forward to this party as much as she was, but Paul was a pretty macho guy. She worried that he wouldn't like being forced to ‘interview’ for an invitation to the upcoming party…
 
    
 
   When she arrived home that night, Ellen checked her computer for e-mails, as she always did. There was one from Cass, time-stamped an hour earlier, and it contained the address of the Skylers' Facebook page. Curious, she clicked on the link and checked out the various photos she found posted there.
 
   Ellen smiled and felt a shiver of anticipation run down her spine as she studied the pictures. George Skyler was very handsome and distinguished-looking, just as Cassidy said. In addition, he stood tall, was leanly muscled and…as black as a chunk of obsidian!
 
   Cynthia Skyler, on the other hand, had skin almost as white as new milk. She matched Cass's five-nine, from the look of her, and appeared built along the same lines—statuesque and stunning. The late-thirty-something woman standing beside George in the photos had shoulder length platinum-blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a movie star-pretty face. 
 
   Thinking of the Skylers, naked in a big bed, with her and Paul joining them, sent a jolt of pre-come sensation pulsing through Ellen's clit as she pictured it plus…she'd never had sex with a black man!
 
   Would Paul like that, she wondered, or would he be uneasy watching her suck and fuck the ebony-skinned George? Ellen knew her husband wasn't prejudiced, but even for a modern, well-educated man like him, she suspected there would be an aura…an unspoken forbidden quality about watching his white wife perform sexually with a hot-looking black stud.
 
   She found that she liked that aspect of the evening a lot—the underlying sexual tension would add even more spice than usual to this particular extra-marital adventure. Ellen's pussy heated up at just the thought of putting on a lewd show for Paul with the good-looking black man. She bet her husband would go crazy over that. If she knew Paul, he'd be so turned on by what he'd seen his naughty wife do in bed with George that he'd want to fuck her a dozen times in the week that followed. And that sounded just perfect to her!
 
   "What fun," she whispered aloud, shutting off the monitor, but leaving the picture of the Skylers in place, just in case she wanted to show it to Paul later.
 
    I can't wait for Saturday night! I wonder if it's true…what they say…about a lot of black men having really big ones?
 
   * * * *
 
   Paul got home late, coming in at just after seven-thirty, and Ellen could see that his mood was not the best. She served him the re-warmed dinner she had cooked for them earlier in the evening. Sitting down at the kitchen table to keep him company as he ate his meal, she listened sympathetically, as he told her about his lousy day.
 
   Ellen said,” It sounds to me like a case of too many meetings where everyone talked a lot, but nothing important happened," 
 
   "Exactly," he agreed, taking a big sip of his Chablis to help wash down a mouthful of the braised chicken and risotto she'd made. "The damned useless, pointless meetings eat up the day and accomplish zero. So I'm stuck there until seven at night trying to finish up what I should have been able to take care of during regular hours." 
 
   He shook his head. "I tell you, El, I'm getting sick of it. The money's great but these long days are really starting to wear me down."
 
   Abruptly, his mood seemed to change. He smiled at her from across the table and said softly, "The only bright spot in my life right now is you, babe. Are we still on for the party? And are you still going to tell me all of the wicked things you plan to do with all of those guys at the Skylers', and then show me just how you intend to do them?"
 
   Ellen flashed him a mischievous grin and nodded enthusiastically. "I sure am, handsome, now that you've finished up dinner, I've got things to talk about with you in the bedroom."
 
   Paul's smile got bigger as he got up from the table. He went over and put his dishes in the sink, and rinsed them off. Pouring himself another big glass of wine, he motioned with it toward the bedrooms in the back of the house.
 
   Ellen preceded him down the hall. Well, he's definitely happier now than he was when he first got home, so  I guess now is as good a time as any  to tell him about the "audition" dinner at the Skylers' this weekend. 
 
   She told him, as soon as they'd entered the master bedroom, as she loosened his tie, helped him out of his suit jacket, and unbuttoned his shirt. To her dismay, despite her big sexy smile and caressing fingers, Paul's funk seemed to return instantly as soon as she mentioned Saturday night's dinner and what it represented.
 
   "I’m not sure that I like having to earn our way onto the guest list, thanks to that meddling bitch, Mallory!" he snorted, gulping down most of his wine angrily.
 
   Vowing to herself to change his attitude about Saturday, Ellen gave him a seductive wink and pulled his white shirt off. She ran her fingertips along his massive pectorals and down his washboard abs.
 
   Knowing how much he liked it, Ellen laid her elegant hands on his well-defined pecs and thumbed the tips of his male nipples, as she said, "It might be a lot of fun, actually."
 
   He flashed a skeptical look her way, finished the wine, and put the empty glass on the nightstand. Still smiling, she surprised him by hooking her fingertips in the waistband of his suit pants and tugging. He followed her down the hall the few steps to the bedroom they used as an office.
 
   "Check this out, hon," she whispered, purposely not bothering to flip on the lights as she led him into the darkened room.
 
   Instead, she clicked on the monitor and the big photograph of the Skylers popped onto the screen. Paul sucked in his breath.
 
   "He's black!" 
 
   "Isn't he though?" Ellen murmured, touching the front of her husband's slacks, running her fingers lightly over his crotch. "How would you like to see your little Ellen naked and on her knees, with a big mouthful of long, hard, jet black cock between her lips?"
 
   Paul moaned in the darkness and she felt his prick begin to stir beneath her fingertips and start to stiffen. "Would you like that, stud? Would you like to see that big, old, black, stovepipe of a prick crammed into my little, pink pussy while you're fucking his incredible blonde slut of a wife?"
 
   She tightened her fingers around Paul's half-hard cock and stroked it through his slacks. He, in turn, wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in toward him.
 
   "How about you—how would you feel about doing it with a black man, doll?" his voice sounded aroused and gruff with rising lust in the darkness of the bedroom.
 
   "Would it turn you on, seeing me suck him right in front of you?" Ellen hissed, playing with his rapidly hardening dick through the suit material and then bringing her other hand over to tease his dangling nut sac as she lightly stroked him to firmness. "Would you like to see me riding a big, stiff, black dick, darling?"
 
   By way of an answer, Paul groaned loudly and pulled her even more tightly against his chest as their lips met. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she felt his now fully engorged prick jerk in her grasp.
 
   They didn't even make it back down the hall to their own bedroom. Paul practically tore her clothes off right where they stood. Once he had her fully stripped, he tossed her naked body onto the nearby guest bed and in a frenzy, went to work on his own remaining clothing. His pants, shorts, shoes, and socks quickly joined her discarded clothes on the floor. And then he slid onto the bed beside her, his mouth on hers once more, his hands all over, exploring her nude form.
 
   "You're just dying to see him fuck me, aren't you?" Ellen asked in a teasing whisper when Paul finally came up for air. "You can't wait to see his giant prick inside my little pussy, can you, you big perv?"
 
   Paul laughed and found the mouth of that elongated opening with his own cock head. He eased his thick knob inside her overflowing-with-excitement lips and pushed.
 
   "Ohhhhh! Oh, that's it!" Ellen murmured in his ear, urging him in deeper. "Fuck me! Fuck me just like hot, black George is going to fuck me on Saturday night, darling!"
 
   "I'll fuck you!" Paul panted, hammering his long cock into her like a steam drill. "I'll fuck you until I make you come like crazy, El, you teasing little slut!"
 
   "Mmmmmm," Ellen sighed, not doubting for a second that he would. 
 
   He would do her at least once more tonight and probably every night this week until Saturday. And then she'd have studly, handsome, chocolaty George to look forward to on that evening…followed no doubt by a full week of insanely hot sex with Paul as they relived their risqué adventures with the Skylers.
 
   And then there will be the party at the Skylers the weekend after this, and all of the incredible sex that that's going to set off between the two of us in the weeks to follow!
 
    Does it get any better than this? Ellen asked herself as she threw her hips into overdrive and fucked Paul back as hard as he was drilling her. Dear God, but I love being a swinger!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   "Wow," Ellen murmured aloud as Paul stopped the car in front of what could only be described as a mansion. "Cass said the Skylers were really wealthy. It looks like we’re about to see how the one percent live, and party!” 
 
   "Maybe I should have bought a more expensive bottle of wine," Paul remarked, his gaze taking in the fountain in the center of the circular drive and the painstakingly manicured grounds. "This '08 B.V. Rutherford Private Reserve Cabernet I brought is pretty good, but it's only twenty bucks a bottle. This looks more like a seventy-five dollar a bottle place if I ever saw one."
 
   "At least seventy-five," Ellen agreed, opening her door, "or, maybe we should have gone ahead and splurged on a bottle of Dom Perignon."
 
   Paul came around to help her out of the car and escorted her up to the mansion’s front steps. He winked and whispered, "When he sees you in that dress he won't notice what vintage we brought. We could hand him a bottle of Two-Buck Chuck and he wouldn't know the difference."
 
   Ellen beamed up at him happily, loving her husband's compliment about the way she looked tonight. "You think?"
 
   She spun around on her brand new, black Jimmy Choo heels, showing off the elegant little black dress from Herve Leger that she'd purchased earlier in the week at Nordstrom's. It had thin crisscrossed straps over her otherwise bare shoulders, a low neckline to show off her cleavage, and a hemline that ended four inches above the knee, to accentuate her long, shapely legs.
 
   "You look fantastic in that outfit, hon," he assured her. "Your hair is perfect, that make up job is positively deadly, and that dress shows your tight little butt off just the way it should. You look sexy as hell, but still very chic and stylish at the same time."
 
   Then I guess the fifteen hundred bucks I spent on these shoes and dress was money well-spent, Ellen thought smugly as Paul placed his hand on her back and guided her up the steps, stride for stride with him. Not to mention the hundred and a half this afternoon at the spa, for the trim to make my long shag lay perfectly, and to guarantee that my make up is spectacular as well.
 
   The make up artist had used what she referred to as a "smoky" treatment around Ellen's eyes—three separate but complementary shades of glittery, dusky-rose colored eye shadow, which had been flawlessly blended, one into the other. The resulting look had made her cornflower-blue orbs look enormous. She knew the effect was absolutely arresting, and she planned to take full advantage of it tonight.
 
   When I meet the tall, dark, handsome Mr. Skyler, I intend to stare up at him and shamelessly flutter my lashes like some flirty southern belle in an old movie!
 
   The enormous double front doors must have been twice Ellen’s height. When Paul pushed the bell, it made a sound similar to a twelve-piece orchestra playing Mozart.  George Skyler opened it moments later, a warm smile on his ebony features. He stepped to one side, so they could enter the spacious marble-floored foyer.
 
   Mmmmmm, positively yummy-looking, Ellen thought as she stared up at all six-foot-four-inches of the handsome tycoon and did just what she'd planned to do—she fluttered her spectacularly made-up eyes at him as she favored him with her flirtiest smile.
 
   "You must be Ellen," His voice was low and sexy, reminding her of James Earl Jones' cultured, evenly modulated speaking voice. Even the crisply precise pronunciation was similar to the famous actor's.
 
   When she shook hands with him, his big, swarthy hand totally engulfed her small white one. As he turned to shake Paul's offered hand, Ellen took in the black cashmere blazer, the obviously expensive rust-colored mock-turtle sweater he wore under it, and the tailored tan slacks.
 
   He sounds rich and polished; he looks like a million bucks, and that "casual" outfit he's wearing probably cost two thousand dollars.
 
   Her clit tingled slightly at the thought of helping him out of that sweater and pulling those expensive slacks free of his muscular legs when the time came, later that night. George angled in between her and Paul, nonchalantly draped a big arm over her and Paul's shoulders, then guided them into the cavernous living room. 
 
   My nipples are already half erect, just looking at him—and from fantasizing about how he'll look naked. She was glad she hadn't worn a bra or panties under the brief dress. Tonight is going to be so much fun!
 
   "Let me introduce you to my wife, Cynthia." their host offered, while escorting them across the living room and into the long formal dining room. "Then I'll get you a drink while she finishes up the table and serves dinner." 
 
   Cynthia Skyler was straightening a place setting on the far side of the dining room table when they first saw her. She looked up and flashed a devastating smile their way. She was over six feet tall in her heels, and the plunging neckline of the white designer gown she wore left no doubt as to the fullness of her cleavage or the whiteness of her perfect skin. She nodded toward each of the Markleys as they were introduced by her husband.
 
   "Bear with me, will you?" A bright smile never leaving her face. "No servants tonight, I'm afraid, since it's a swing evening and we wanted the house to ourselves. So I'm doing all of this myself, and I'm a little rusty when it comes to domesticity."
 
   "Oh, may I help?" Ellen offered immediately.
 
   "God, no!" Cynthia laughed. "I'd be embarrassed to have you see how clumsy I am in the kitchen. Go on into the recreation room with George and have a drink. I'll call you when we're ready to eat. It shouldn't be too long."
 
   George led the way through a door at the far end of the dining room, which opened onto a lavish entertainment room. There was soaring, vaulted ceiling with exposed beams, a red brick fireplace, complete with a "crackling" fire featuring gas-fed flames shooting upward through a pile of realistic-looking ceramic logs. The room was so large there was still space enough for a big wet bar, a snooker table, and an enormous flat screen television mounted on one wall.
 
   "What's your pleasure?" George asked, moving behind the bar as Ellen and Paul sat down on two of the high-backed, black leather, bar stools. "My man, Chambers, is an incomparable bartender. It seems he can make any concoction you every heard of. I'm afraid that I'm much more pedestrian behind the stick, but I can handle the basics."
 
   "I'm easy," Paul said with an affable grin. "I like blended scotch, like Chivas Regal or Johnny Walker Black, over ice with a splash of soda. But I'll drink a beer and not mind a bit, if you want to keep things really simple."
 
   Their host nodded and reached for a highball glass and a bottle of Walker Black.
 
   When his gaze shifted to Ellen, she shrugged. "If it's not too much trouble, I like cosmopolitans. If it is, I'll just have a glass of white wine."
 
   "That's stretching my limits as a barman," George joked, beaming at Ellen from across the bar as he finished her husband's scotch and soda. "But I think I can manage it, especially for such an attractive guest."
 
   As he tossed the vodka, lime, triple-sec, and cranberry juice into a shaker with some ice, he leaned closer to the Markleys as he shook the cocktail. Winking, he confided in a low voice, "Don't worry yourselves that our dinner is in the hands of a domestic incompetent as well. Our cook prepared everything, with instructions for Cynthia on how to serve it, before she left for the weekend. And the downstairs girl, Janna, set the table before her departure."
 
   "I'm sure everything will be wonderful," Ellen said as she took the offered cosmo from him and tasted it. "This is delicious. No one could improve upon it."
 
   "Why, thank you," George Skyler beamed back at her, seeming genuinely pleased that she liked the finished product. "I hope the rest of the evening goes as well."
 
    
 
   It did. Dinner was fantastic; a four course affair with beef Bourgogne, served with mashed potatoes, and steamed spring vegetables, preceded by soup course featuring the tastiest, most elegant consommé Madrilène that Ellen had ever imagined, and followed in the French style, after the main course, by a light salad of butter lettuce, gorgonzola cheese, honey-roasted walnuts, and brandy-soaked pears. Dessert was a slice of chocolate terrine, served warm, with a drizzle of raspberry sauce over it. A different vintage wine from George's obviously extensive cellar accompanied every course as well.
 
   "What an incredible meal," Paul said, pushing away from the exquisitely set table. "My only qualm is that if I ate that well every day, I'd have to join Ellen on the running trails and log about a hundred miles a week, just to keep my weight down."
 
   "So, that's your secret," George said, turning to Ellen with a smile and placing his hand casually over hers as it rested on the table. "You're a runner. That's where that fantastic body comes from."
 
   Ellen smiled back at him and fluttered her eyelids his way, shamelessly flirting. At the other end of the table, Cynthia put her hand over Paul's and gave it a similar familiar squeeze, saying, "Your body looks perfect to me, sweetie. I wouldn't change a thing."
 
   There was a long silence, during which Ellen's heart began to pound. This was the part of the evening they'd all been waiting for…the part where the swinging began!
 
   "Um, why don't you put those left-overs in the fridge and then we'll give Paul and Ellen a tour of the house, dear," George suggested. "I'm sure they'd be interested in seeing the party rooms upstairs."
 
   "Oh, that would be so exciting," Ellen purred at George, making no move to dislodge his hand from hers. "May I help you put things away, Cynthia?"
 
   "No, I wouldn't hear of it. Why don't you and your gorgeous man go back into the rec room with George and have an after dinner drink of some sort, while I tidy this up? It won't take a minute."
 
   The three of them stood up and made their way back into the elaborate entertainment area once more. George got behind the bar and pulled out a bottle of Remy Martin Cognac Louis XIII. He poured some into three snifters and pushed two of them across the bar.
 
   "Aged fifty years," he said proudly, with a wink, and then added, turning toward Ellen, "And as smooth as your lovely wife's flawless skin, Paul, you lucky dog!"
 
   Paul laughed. "Well, you may get lucky yourself, in a few minutes, George. I know Ellen has been very excited about meeting you."
 
   George took a sip of his expensive cognac and leaned across the bar. “Ellen, you’re incredibly beautiful, could I be that lucky?"
 
   Ellen swallowed some of her drink. It was strong-tasting, but very smooth as George said. Her head spun from the cosmos before dinner, and all of the different wines with dinner, and now from the brandy.
 
   And from the way this handsome, powerful man is flirting with me, right in front of Paul, she admitted to herself, her nipples firming against the fabric of her dress. I'm getting wet already, just at the thought of him inside me and having my husband right there when he does me! 
 
   "Cassidy told us so much about you and your lovely wife," Ellen finally answered, drinking more of her cognac, "so of course I was excited about meeting both of you at last."
 
   She gave him a teasing smile and went on to say, "And now that I have met you, I'm even more intrigued than before."
 
   Cynthia came into the room at that moment and George glanced over at his wife, as if he were glad that she was here at last and the evening could finally get underway. He said, "Ah, there you are, my dear, just in time. Shall we start our little tour?"
 
   Nodding her agreement, Cynthia came over to the bar as Paul finished his cognac and stood up. She hooked her arm through his and escorted him back into the main part of the house. George came around from the back of the bar and offered his arm to Ellen.
 
   Once on the second floor, they stopped at the first door they came to. George took a key out a pocket in his trousers, unlocked and opened it, then flicked on the lights. He stepped back so that Paul and Ellen could see the large room's interior. The floor was lined from one wall to the other with a number of thick mattresses, the kind you might find on an expensive king bed set, and the entire room, including the ceiling, was completely mirrored, allowing the occupants to watch themselves "performing” wicked, lascivious acts from every angle possible.
 
   "This is the orgy room," George announced proudly, an aren't-I-a-naughty-boy expression on his face. "Don't venture into this room come next Saturday night, Ellen, unless you're ready for anything…and I do mean anything!"
 
   Ellen's pussy clenched as she stared at the plush outfitted area constructed solely for kinky, voyeuristic sexual encounters of the wildest sort. She imagined herself in the center of the room, surrounded by other naked swingers—both male and female—watching herself in the mirrored surfaces as a group of perfect strangers fucked her…and licked her…and…"
 
   "Wait a minute!" Ellen said, snapping out of her lurid reverie as she realized what George had just intimated so casually, "Does that mean Paul and I are still on your guest list?"
 
   Reaching in to shut the lights off George beamed at her, closed and relocked the door. He took both of her hands in his and brought them up so that he could bend down and lightly kiss the backs of them. "Of course you're going to be here! Do you think Cynthia and I would miss the opportunity to party with such a gorgeous, intelligent, sexy young couple as yourselves?"
 
   Cynthia stepped in closer and added, “You know dear, since Ellen and Paul have proved to be, as you say, such a wonderful young couple, perhaps we should give some serious consideration to trimming our guest list, now that we’re definitely adding them.”
 
                 George looked at her quizzically and she went on to add, in a tone that was slightly catty, “I’m thinking of deleting the names of Don and Mallory Gordon.”
 
                 Her husband laughed and shook his head, “No, I doubt many of the women would miss Mallory much, but I’d catch hell from the ladies if Don and his uh…shall we say impressive contribution of his to the evening’s entertainment were absent. With the exception of adding our new friends, the Markleys, I think we’ll leave things as they are.”
 
                 He turned back toward Ellen and smiled warmly at her. Ellen responded in kind. She gave him the full treatment with her big eyes again, fluttering her lashes as he straightened from the hand kisses. He kept her hands in his, she noticed, and her clit throbbed with excitement again at the familiarity of his touch.
 
   "I'm a little surprised by how quickly you made up your mind about us," she said, staring up at him, still flirting shamelessly with her eyes, "since we haven't even done anything…swinger-like with you and your lovely wife yet."
 
   "I bet that will change in the next few minutes or so," George whispered back, and led her across the hall to another locked door. He released her hands just long enough to unlock, open it, and flip on the lights inside. He then reclaimed both of her hands and led her into the room.
 
   "We keep these two rooms locked at all times, unless it's a party night and they're in use," he explained, "Cynthia and I even go to the trouble of cleaning them ourselves…our servants are quite close-mouthed, but we still give them the night off on party nights and none of them know exactly what's behind the locked doors. Other swingers may share in our secrets, but we don't want the world in general whispering about what may or may not go on here, now do we?"
 
   Ellen didn't reply. She was too overcome by the contents of the room to speak, her eyes going wide as George stopped talking and she had a chance to actually focus on the exotic sex equipment surrounding her. The room was full of padded leather tables, each with straps and tie-downs. And there were other strange, exotic machines—some of which had penis-like devices jutting from them—and several roof-mounted, swing-like contraptions. She stared at all of the expensive looking machinery, wondering what each device did. Like the orgy room, this one had mirrors everywhere so that guests could watch themselves in action on the various pieces of erotic gear.
 
   Pointing to a little, black, Naugahyde-covered piece of equipment a few feet away, Cynthia told Ellen, "That's a Sybian. It’s the finest masturbation device I’ve ever tried."
 
    It resembled a small, halved barrel that had been upholstered with black Naugahyde, and it featured a ball made of soft looking, ribbed plastic, which pointed upward from its center. "It's my very favorite of all these fuck machines."
 
   The mistress of the house had slipped into the room behind Ellen. As she spoke, she leaned in close and brought both hands around Ellen's body and then upward, so that she could capture one of her guest's braless breasts in each palm, squeezing them lightly through the material of her black dress. She then added in a sultry whisper, "If a girl is at all multi-orgasmic, that little beauty can make a girl come over and over.”
 
   She kissed Ellen's neck and her fingertips quickly found the nipples that were now poking out against the fabric. She expertly twisted the small nubs and Ellen sighed with pleasure, leaning back against the other woman's big tits.
 
   "Are you multi-orgasmic, darling?" Cynthia murmured in her ear.
 
   Ellen recalled the recent swing party, where she'd let every man —including Paul—fuck her, one after the other, while she sucked the cock of the next man in line for her first-ever gangbang. She'd lost count of her orgasms after a half-dozen during that little exhibition!
 
   "You bet," she said, turning her head, her lips just inches from the platinum blonde's.
 
   "Mmmmmm, we're lucky girls, then…so am I," Cynthia said, her blue eyes glowing with desire.
 
   She leaned forward and their lips met and Ellen felt her clit throb hard. Her tits jerked in Cynthia's skillful fingers and she opened her mouth to let in the other woman's tongue.
 
   This is great. Cynthia's gorgeous and so sexy, and her husband is yummy looking too! I can't wait…
 
   She didn't have to wait. Cynthia unzipped Ellen's dress as they kissed and, when they finally separated, she eased the loosened, strapless garment off and dropped it around Ellen's feet, leaving her naked except for her heels.
 
   "Mmmmmm, you're fantastic!" Cynthia purred happily, taking in Ellen's nude body. "That ass is a work of art and those tits of yours are so cute with those perky little pink nipples!"
 
   "You're very kind," Ellen whispered back, her nipples fully erect and longing for more attention. 
 
   She reached around behind Cynthia, found the gown's eyelet, just above the zipper, unfastened it, and then eased the zipper all the way down to the bottom. Smiling provocatively, Cynthia stepped out of the gown and stood before Ellen, and the two eagerly on looking men, clad, like Ellen, only in her high heels.
 
   Jesus, what a set…and those big nipples of hers must be a half-inch long!
 
   "Do you like them, baby?" Cynthia murmured, following Ellen's eyes as they took in her breasts, and then reaching for her again.
 
   "I just love a woman with big tits," Ellen told her truthfully. She laughed and then added, "But I can make do with a girl with smaller ones too, as long as she's pretty and has a cute little pussy for me to lick."
 
   Cynthia snickered as she drew Ellen into her arms once more, their bare breasts mashing against one another. "A girl after my own heart—I love licking pussy almost as much as I love sucking cock!"
 
   Me too, as the two of them kissed once more and pressed their breasts together, a pulse of pre-come excitement coursed through her every time their jutting nipples bumped against each other. She sucked at Cynthia's tongue as if it were a tiny prick, running her own tongue all around it.
 
   After a minute or so the torrid embrace and kiss, Cynthia moaned and pulled her head back, gasping for breath. "Fuck, but you're a hottie—Cass was so right about you."
 
   "She was right about you and George too. I can't wait to get in bed with you two!"
 
   Ellen looked over at Paul and saw that he had an enormous hard-on pressing against his trouser front. She winked at him and then turned back to the nude hostess and said, "It looks like my handsome hubby agrees. Just look at that erection he's sporting."
 
   Flashing a big smile, Cynthia took Ellen by the hand and led her over to the nearby Sybian, motioning for George and Paul to follow them. "C'mon boys." She turned Ellen around and got her positioned over the strange little machine, straddling of it, wearing nothing but heels.
 
   "Are you wet enough to try it out, dear, or do you want some lube?" Cynthia asked.
 
   Chuckling, Ellen took the other woman's hand in hers and pressed it against her waxed-bare pussy lips. "Are you kidding? Here, feel for yourself. After making out with someone as hot looking as you and being naked in front of our two sexy husbands, I’m soaked!” 
 
   Cynthia grinned delightedly, as her middle finger parted Ellen's folds. "God, you're like a lake, darling! Here, let's just sit you down on this little jewel. The little ball device is called the G-Max. It's designed to pleasure not only your clit but also your g-spot at the same time while you ride."
 
   "Ooooh," Ellen sighed, loving the sound of that! 
 
   Cynthia picked up the control box that went with the machine and, after Ellen had eased herself down onto the ribbed ball of soft plastic—the G-Max attachment—the statuesque blonde flicked the sex stimulator on. 
 
   "OMIGOD!" Ellen gasped, gripping the black Naugahyde cover of the sex machine and holding on as it buzzed to life inside her stretched open pussy.
 
   Grinning, Cynthia notched the machine up one more setting and looked over at Paul and her husband. "Well, boys, I don't know Ellen all that well, yet, but from what Cass told me about her, I bet she can get that gorgeous little pussy of hers off like crazy and still suck some cock while doing it. Why don't you lose those clothes and join the party?"
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
   It was obvious she wasn't going to have to ask them twice. The two men hurriedly slipped off their jackets and undid their trousers and belts. Paul's tie was gone in seconds and his dress shirt soon joined it on the carpet as he bent down to get out of his shoes and socks. George pulled his sweater up over his head—revealing a very trim and muscular physique for a man in his fifties—and bent to remove his own footwear and socks.
 
   "God, what a physique your hubby has, Ellen!" Cynthia sighed, staring hungrily at Paul's massive, weightlifter's shoulders and chest, small waist, and muscular arms.
 
   He flashed the busty woman an answering grin and doffed his boxers, baring his thick, nine-inch cock, which was stiff and jutting outward from above his larger than average ball sac.
 
   "Ooooh, lucky me," she growled, licking her lips as she stared longingly at it.
 
   Ellen shivered atop the vibrating, rotating ball. This was just so hot! The Sybian was heating her pussy up to the boiling point faster than she would have ever believed possible
 
   Just when she thought the evening couldn't get more exciting or full of sexual promise, George slid his own boxers down his long legs and his massive, granite-hard prick sprang free. Ellen felt her pussy grab at the ball inside it as she beheld what had to be at least ten or eleven inches of pulsing, jet-black cock meat.
 
   That thing has to be even longer and thicker than Don or Ed's! She marveled, staring at it in awe and trying to gauge its size against Ed, Cassidy's well-hung husband, and his friend Don Gordon, who'd also been one of the gangbang guys at the last swinger party. They had the two biggest dicks she'd ever encountered in her life…up until tonight.
 
   Now both naked, the two husbands hustled over to the Sybian and stood on either side of it. Ellen moaned, her pussy fluttering crazily around the fantastic stimulator-ball, as she reached out and wrapped her small fists around the thick cocks.
 
   This is heaven—this Sybian is incredible…my cunny's about to explode with an absolutely gigantic orgasm…and I've got two gorgeous, monster dicks to play with at the same time!  
 
   She licked her lips suggestively as she stared up at them and the two men stepped in closer. Her mouth opened as she leaned forward a little and began to lick all around the huge knob of black prick meat she held in her left hand. When she had it good and shiny with a rich coat of her hot spittle, she turned and did the same for Paul's.
 
   God, but I love this! She turned back and slid George's jaw-stretching cock head into her mouth, licking all around it again as she did so. 
 
   Ellen almost giggled as the thought struck her—she realized that she had been subconsciously expecting her black host's prick to somehow taste different than a white one. In truth, it tasted just like every other cock she'd ever sucked, and she had to laugh at herself for thinking it wouldn’t. 
 
   "God, but your beautiful little wife is good at this, Paul," George sighed as he watched Ellen's face move in and out on his rigid shaft. "You are one fortunate fellow."
 
   "Don't I know it?" Paul murmured as he watched George’s ebony rod of hard flesh slide in and out of his wanton wife’s, wicked mouth.
 
    Her husband's dick jerked in Ellen's fist as she slowly masturbated him in time with her mouth thrusts up and down George's prick. She smiled inwardly at seeing how excited he was becoming, watching her suck off George. She had suspected her baby would react that way—over the last few weeks she had discovered that Paul loved to watch her behave like a complete slut with other men.
 
   She let George's cock slip out of her mouth and turned back toward her husband, whispering up at him in a sexy, teasing voice, "Oh, darling, his cock tastes wonderful!"
 
   Before he could answer, she eased him into her mouth and laved hot saliva all over his swollen prick as she began to suck it, her other hand never missing a stroke on George's saliva-slick cock. Cynthia drew her breath in sharply, and Ellen glanced up to see the other woman frantically fingering her pussy while watching the three of them. Their gazes met and, with her free hand—the one holding the Sybian control box—Cynthia dialed the machine up another notch.
 
   Both women immediately started to orgasm. Ellen squealed around Paul's gliding cock, her whole body shaking furiously as the vibrating machine triggered a huge climax that rippled from her G-spot down to her clit and back again.
 
   At the same instant, as Cynthia watched Ellen going off like a woman possessed, she frantically pressed her finger up against her clit. The platinum blonde gasped and began to shiver, her pussy winking open and closed around her masturbating finger, her big tits jerking in unison, her reddish-brown nipples fully erect and covered in goosebumps as her own climax roared through her.
 
   "Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus, am I ever getting off?" Ellen moaned aloud—spitting out Paul's cock and turning her head back toward George.
 
   She captured Paul's swollen prick in her fist and jacked it hard as she swallowed half of her new lover's giant of a penis in one eager thrust. Her whole body still quivering atop the Sybian as the last of her orgasm gripped her. She continued to move her head in and out on the black cock, her tongue swirling all around it.
 
   "Here, darling, let me help," Cynthia gasped moments later, as she dropped to her knees beside the Sybian, her breath still ragged from her recent big ‘O’.
 
   George's wife crooked her finger in Paul's direction and then reached out for him, taking his hard-on out of Ellen's jerking fist and tugging on it, using her grip on it to draw him closer to her. Ellen watched out of the corner of her eye, as she continued to blow George, and saw Cynthia's long nails sink into Paul's muscular ass cheeks as she tilted her head back and shoved his hard spear of flesh all the way in. His lengthy prick bottomed out in her welcoming mouth and throat, and Ellen saw the other woman's tongue make a bulge against her sucked-in cheek as she laved Paul's entrapped dick with it.
 
   She's pretty good at giving head too. Ellen watched her husband fuck Cynthia's mouth as if it were a willing pussy, the woman's fingers still digging into his ass, urging him to do just what he was doing—bang his long prick hard and deep into her mouth and throat.
 
   "Oh, man, George." Paul groaned, his eyes closing in ecstasy. "Cynthia is fantastic at this!"
 
   "Skull-fuck her," George urged him, pushing his own cock deeper into Ellen's sucking lips. "She loves a big dick like yours shoved all the way into every hole she's got. My little Cyn is one hot bitch once she gets going…just like your Ellen!"
 
   The subject of his lewd comment moaned around his prick and sucked even harder. She couldn't believe power of the small sex machine she was sitting atop.
 
   I'm going to come again. This fucking thing is incredible…it's got my clitty and my G-spot in synch, and they're becoming so sensitive that I can't stop orgasming!
 
   "Jesus, look at her getting off again," Paul gasped as he fucked Cynthia's mouth. "That thing is really turning her on!"
 
   Ellen shivered like a fever victim, her round breasts jiggling wildly, her eyes closed in pure ecstasy. Her tongue was going crazy on George's thick manhood and she realized abruptly that she now had two-thirds of his massive organ buried in her sucking lips as she orgasmed yet again.
 
   These climaxes just keep getting hotter and hotter—my pussy…my poor pussy is exploding!
 
   Cynthia pulled her head off Paul's rapidly gliding prick, her lips making an audible "pop" as they left his cock head. She licked a heavy coating of his pre-come and her saliva from her plump lips and then whispered in voice that was raspy with pure sexual excitement, "Ellen needs a real cock in her, guys. Look at her, she's quivering with arousal! Let's get her over to the sex swing, boys, shall we?"
 
   "Ohhhhh," a slightly confused Ellen moaned with disappointment as George's delicious prick slid from her lips.
 
   She looked up pleadingly at him, so excited by her recent back-to-back orgasms that she could barely comprehend what they were doing to her. She managed to whisper, "More? Let me suck it some more, please?
 
   "Noooooo!" she sighed as the men ignored her request, stepped in and eased her to her feet, her pussy feeling empty as could be when the glistening-with-fluids G-Max ball abruptly popped free. “I want it inside me—I want to suck more cock and ride it!"
 
   "Easy, baby," George's sexy baritone whispered in her ear as he and Paul half carried her over to the elaborate swing apparatus suspended from the ceiling. "You're gonna' be riding something a whole lot better in just a second, okay?"
 
   He took her left hand and placed it on his rampant cock as he spoke and Ellen moaned as her fist closed around the massive rod of hard male flesh. She stroked it eagerly, turning to face him.
 
   "God, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me with this huge prick!" she sighed up at him, her eyes half closed with out and out lust.
 
   He lowered his head and their lips met, her tongue gliding into his mouth instantly. She toyed with his monster dick and sucked at his tongue when he slid it over hers and deeper into her mouth. She heard the sound of hydraulics behind her and broke off the kiss just in time to see Cynthia, a control box for the swing in hand, finish positioning the device just the way she wanted it.
 
   "Here, darling, why don’t you lie back right here, so George can slide his enormous cock right into your tight little pussy, all right?" The tall blonde urged her.
 
   In a haze of burning desire, Ellen allowed the three of them to help her into the swing. Her feet, still wearing her sexy black heels, went into the stirrups. A broad, well upholstered strap went just under her shoulders, and a second one went across the small of her back, giving her plenty of support as Cynthia hit a button and raised the swing, and tilted it backward at the same time, until Ellen was suspended on her back, parallel with the heavily carpeted floor. Her fingers instinctively sought out a handhold at the junction where the two support straps came together, and she held on tight.
 
   George stepped in between her legs and pushed her thighs further apart, so he could easily access her pelvis. She groaned loudly as his super-sized cock head touched her juicy opening for the first time. He playfully tapped the underside of his big knob of prick meat against her throbbing clit a few times and Ellen trembled as she hung in the straps and whimpered with need.
 
   "In me!" she gasped. "Put that huge black cock in my hot pussy, please!"
 
   She shivered once again as she felt his thumbs on both sides of her small slit, gently pulling it open as wide as it would go as he hooked his fingers over her thighs and pulled her onto him at the same time. Ellen felt her cunny spasm, wink open and closed once, and then his insistent pressure began to yield results. She felt the knob-like head push her open as her pussy struggled to open wide enough to take him.
 
   "God, he's fucking huge!" she whispered to Paul, who stood right next to her head, his hand moving slowly up and down his own engorged cock as he watched the big man’s jumbo cock entering his wife.
 
   "It's going in!" Paul whispered to her excitedly. "Oh, God, El, this is so hot…watching you take that enormous black dick!"
 
   "Uhhhhhh, Ellen sighed, her cunny fluttering wildly around the massive prick tip as it slowly eased inside her.”Ohhh, fuuucckkkk!"
 
   Now that he was inside, Ellen trembled in the straps as inch after inch of pussy-stretching cock pried her open, wider than she'd ever been spread open before. After what seemed like forever, she felt his wiry pubic hair against her sensitive lips and his big nut sac press up against her ass cheeks. He was in so deep, it felt as if his cock head had come to rest just below her navel!
 
   "Oh, baby, you got a sweet pussy," George sighed. "Goddamn, but you're tight and wet, honey!"
 
   He put a big hand on each of her hips and began to move the swing in and out, his buried cock gliding inside her. Ellen moaned and closed her eyes.
 
   It feels like all of the cock in the world is fucking me! God, but he's long and hard and huge!
 
   "Take it!" she heard Cynthia's excited voice near her right ear. "Take that big, beautiful cock right up that tiny little pussy of yours, you hot young bitch!"
 
   Ellen opened her eyes just in time to see Cynthia's aroused face hovering over her, and to watch the woman's lips as they lowered in search of her right nipple. George saw what his wife wanted and stopped moving the swing in and out, using his own hip thrusts to fuck Ellen instead. As the hungry suction on her nipple began, Ellen dropped her right hand from the strap she'd been clutching and onto the back of Cynthia's head, urging her lips down even tighter on the throbbing pink bud.
 
   "Suck it! Suck my nipple, baby!" she hissed, out of her mind with excitement at the lewd scene in which she served as the centerpiece.
 
   Paul who stood on her other side, directly across from Cynthia, bent and mouthed Ellen's left nipple, chewing lightly on it as he sucked, just the way his wife loved having it done. She sighed and dropped her other hand down onto the back of his head, pulling his lips down even harder on her pulsing nipple.
 
   "Oh, God! Oh, God, am I ever getting sucked and fucked?" She mewled happily as George picked up the pace. He was banging his massive cock into her fast and furious, up on his toes now, and pumping hard.
 
   Suspended in the swing, Ellen felt her tits shake and jelly beneath the pair of sucking mouths. Her swollen clit throbbed with excitement, as George's pubis banged against it constantly as his lengthy cock pummeled her.
 
   A minute went by, two minutes, three minutes. His steady, hard, hot thrusts continued, spearing into her clasping pussy as Ellen moaned and rocked in the swing.
 
   "So good!" Ellen gasped, feeling her tummy tremble the way it always did when a big come grew close. "Oh, Jesus, it feels good to get it like this! Fuck me, fuck me hard!"
 
   George grunted with effort and did just as she asked. He hammered her even harder and faster. Ellen sucked in a huge breath, shuddered, and came furiously, her toes curling back and her whole body shivering in the straps.
 
   "Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!" she screamed. "Yesssssssss!"
 
   Her black lover moaned and stopped fucking, his dick driven in as deep as it would go. He gripped her hips tighter and fired a geyser of spunk into her that was so large and forceful that she felt it clear up in her womb.
 
   "Coming in her!" he rasped joyfully. "I'm comin' in this sweet young pussy!"
 
   Ellen hung in the straps and moaned, climaxing so hard she almost passed out. Her hands were tight against the backs of Paul and Cynthia's heads, pulling them down tighter against her pulsing tits as her pussy contracted again and again around George's spurting cock.
 
   Jesus, what a fuck! This is fantastic—what a stud this guy is!
 
   Cynthia finally released her lip-lock on Ellen's right breast and shakily straightened back up, her eyes aglow with arousal from what she'd just seen and been a part of. She grabbed the hydraulic control for the swing and lowered it, George's softening dick sliding out of Ellen's body as it slowly descended a full two feet.
 
   When she had Ellen's spunk-oozing pussy at just the level she wanted it, Cynthia stopped the swing's descent and scrambled into place on her hands and knees right in front of the pair of goo-stuffed cunny lips. The big-titted blonde lapped a big wad of her husband's jism out of Ellen's pussy, showed her spunk laden tongue to Paul, and then swallowed the mouthful of semen as he watched.
 
   She then whispered up to him in a sexy, growling tone, "Why don't you get behind me and mount up, big boy, while I clean your cute little wifey's snatch out with my tongue?"
 
   Paul wasted no time in taking her up on that lewd suggestion. In seconds, he was on his knees behind her, notching his swollen cock head into Cynthia's juicy cunt lips and pushing deep inside as their hostess for the evening began to noisily devour Ellen's gooey pussy.
 
   "Yes!" Ellen sighed, staring at her husband as he knelt behind Cynthia, rutting away. "Fuck her! Fuck her good, baby, while she licks the jism out of my cunny!"
 
   Cynthia gurgled with joy at that suggestion, slurping and licking and swallowing. Her tongue and sucking lips were all over Ellen's clit and pussy lips, tickling the blood, swollen bud deliciously while she feasted on George's come.
 
   In no time, Ellen gripped her handholds tightly once again, rocking her hips against the other woman's skillful mouth. She sighed and closed her eyes in growing ecstasy. 
 
   "Eat it, you hot bitch! Eat my pussy! God, what a great cunt-lapper you are!"
 
   Cynthia mewled with pleasure, eating cunny like a wild woman and twisting her lush hips back onto Paul's thrusting prick. Her mewl soon turned to a low, satisfied growl up into Ellen's steamy depths as she orgasmed hard on Paul's gliding hard-on.
 
   "That's it! Come! Come while you suck me off!" Ellen screamed—climaxing yet again on the other woman's semen-slick tongue. "Yes! Oh, fuck, yes!"
 
   Paul continued to ram Cynthia deep and fast. He continued to power his cock in and out of her until the last shiver rippled through her voluptuous frame. He then eased his still rigid prick out of her and stood up. 
 
   "Your wife's pussy is sensational," he told George. "But I saved my first load of the night for El. Would you hoist that thing back up into position for me to fuck her?"              
 
   "You bet," George said with a huge grin, his fist moving slowly up and down his own nearly restored hard-on. "A little Cialis earlier in the evening and watching the three of you has me just about ready for another go-round, too."
 
   As he spoke, he took the control in his free hand and raised Ellen's body upward once more. However, instead of merely returning her to her former position, this time he tilted the supporting straps as he raised them upward. This meant that as she came to rest, she was suspended almost straight up and down, with most of her weight in the stirrups, leaning back only slightly.
 
   Dropping the control on the carpet, he went over to a small cabinet that stood behind the Sybian, and opened the top drawer. Ellen could see more than a dozen tubes of sex lube inside, some nearly empty, some full, some half used up. He grabbed one, shut the drawer, and came back over to where she hung from the ceiling in the swing, busily greasing his huge cock up with the lube as he came.
 
   "Let's double her," George said to Paul, easing a fat glob of the slippery lube up into Ellen's ass pucker with a big finger as he spoke. "I'm dying to try a little of this sleek little ass of hers, and I bet you'd love to fuck that hot pussy while I do it, eh, Paul?"
 
   Paul looked at Ellen, his eyes wide with alarm. She stared back at him, her heart pounding at the thought of what their host for the evening had just proposed.
 
   Double penetration! Ellen thought with rising panic. Paul is big enough by himself…and George is fucking enormous! I can't do that—they might rip me in half if both of them try to do me at the same time!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
   "Uh, I don't know, George," Paul stammered uneasily. He clearly saw the panic in his wife's eyes. "That would be up to Ellen. She's never had two men at once that way. She's sucked one guy's cock while another one fucked her from behind a few times, but I don't think she's ever been double-fucked before."
 
   "Is that true, little darlin'?" George whispered excitedly in Ellen's ear as he eased in behind her even closer, his finger sliding out of her well greased anal opening as he spoke. "I think you're too hot a woman to turn down a double fucking, now aren't you, pretty baby?"
 
   As he spoke, the ultra experienced swinger's left hand slid around Ellen's hip, traced downward, and then his big fingertip massaged her clit, teasing and toying with it as his cockhead nudged up against her ass-pucker. Ellen moaned and tried to move away from the slightly terrifying sensation of his huge prick tip against her ass opening, but the swing wouldn't let her move much.
 
   "Do you want it?" he whispered, sliding his greasy cock meat against her anal star, teasing it as he tickled her clit so deliciously with his finger tip. "Do you want it right up this tight little hole back here, honey?"
 
   "I don't knoooooowwww!" Ellen moaned, feeling incredibly aroused, but terrified—at the same time.
 
   She and Paul had started having anal sex only recently, after not doing it for years. She'd never liked it much, the few times she'd tried it back in high school and college. She'd done it with Paul a couple of times when they started dating and then once or twice during the first year they were married, and then they'd just sort of dropped it.
 
   But Ellen's recent conversion to the swinger lifestyle had radically revised her attitude about certain sex acts. At parties, she'd seen Paul getting great head from other women and watched as they enthusiastically took it up the ass from him as well. 
 
   She was no fool. She realized immediately that, while she loved swinging, she didn't want her darling Paul thinking that she was unwilling to do the same sort of exotic, kinky things for him that other women did. So, during the last few weeks, she'd taught herself to suck him off just as well or better than any other girl could, and she'd begun letting him claim her ass a couple of times a week as well. 
 
   By now, she'd taught herself to relax and actually enjoy anal sex, tremendously…with Paul. But she wasn't certain that she was ready to have a gargantuan prick like George's up her butt—especially while Paul banged away in her pussy at the same time!
 
                 Besides, when she'd first started doing anal again after years of avoiding it, she'd sort of promised Paul that her bottom would be his private domain for a while. She'd assured him that butt-fucking her would be a pleasure reserved solely for him—that she'd stick to only vaginal and oral sex at swinger affairs for the time being.
 
   "Baby?" Paul whispered, jarring her out of her deliberations.
 
   Ellen twisted in the swing, moaning softly. Her clitty was throbbing like crazy with arousal from George's insistent, skillful manipulation and her well-trained little anus was pulsing along in perfect rhythm with it.
 
   "Come on, babe," George urged her, pressing his swollen cock head against her star a little harder. "You know you want it."
 
   Part of Ellen did want it—desperately! She knew that he could feel her anal opening flutter against his sensitive glans. She knew that he could feel how badly her ass wanted penetrated at that moment. If it had been Paul standing in back of her instead of big-dicked George, they'd already be ass-fucking by now!
 
   Shivering with excitement, she stared questioningly into her husband's eyes as he hovered right in front of her. He looked excited, aroused, and nervous, all at once.
 
   "Should I?" she whispered urgently. "Should I…you know…let him? I know I promised you…"
 
   "It's okay, honey," he whispered back quickly as he flashed her an encouraging little smile, letting her know that he wouldn't be disappointed in her if she gave in and broke her promise to keep her ass in reserve, as his exclusive playground. 
 
   She nodded and abruptly made up her mind. She turned her head as much as she could, back toward George and said simply, "Go slow. I've never had one as big as yours back there before."
 
   Before he could react, she added, "You promise you won't hurt me with that huge thing?"
 
   "Hurt you?" George asked with a big grin. "Honey, I've been fuckin' sweet little girls like you in the ass since before you were born. I'm going to make you feel fantastic…not hurt you."
 
   With that, he eased his hips forward, pressing harder. Ellen sighed and relaxed her anal muscles the way she always did when Paul took her this way.
 
   "Oh! Oh, dear God!" she gasped as her loosened anal ring opened just enough so that George could slide just the tip of his massive cock head inside.
 
   "Easy, baby, here I come. That's a good girl, just relax and take it!"
 
   "Uhhhhhhhh!" Ellen groaned as the whole head slipped into her, followed by two or three inches of hot, steely cock flesh. "So wide…it's so fucking wide!"
 
   "That's my girl," George whispered encouragement in his sexy baritone, feeding her a few more inches of prick and diddling her clit expertly.
 
   A wave of fluttering sensation shot through her lower body, fueled by her clit. Her ass opened a little more and George pushed himself all the way home.
 
   "Ohhhhh! Oh, my fucking God what a dick!" Ellen groaned aloud as she felt his wiry pubic fur up against her fully penetrated ass cheeks.
 
   His stone-hard rod pulsed inside her. She could feel his heart beating fast through his rigid cock meat, pumping with lust inside her slick rear tunnel.
 
   Paul stepped in closer and George stopped playing with her clit, moving his finger out of Paul's way. His hand disappeared and she looked down to see her husband's engorged dick head, still slick with the other woman's pussy lube, pushing up against her super-aroused bud.
 
   Her husband rubbed his cock tip all over her juicy pussy lips and across her clit several times. Ellen whimpered, her ass gripping sharply at the throbbing invader buried deep inside it.
 
   "Do you want it, El?" Paul whispered, taking a nipple in his left hand and twisting it lightly as he continued to grind his cock head against her sensitive clit. "Can you take two at once, babe?"
 
   Ellen's pussy gripped in time with her next ass contraction, a furious spasm of pre-come pleasure rippling through both simultaneously. She looked at Paul, pushed her feet as wide apart in the stirrups as they would go, and sighed, "God, yes! Fuck my pussy while he does my ass, darling!"
 
   Without another word, Paul fed his cock up into her needy opening as he brought his free hand up to squeeze her other nipple. Ellen moaned and shivered in the swing's straps as if an electrical charge were flowing through her suspended body. Paul's fingers on her tits, his wonderful cock pushing deep into her overflowing pussy lips, stroking her clit with each exciting inch of penetration, while George's mighty prick was drilled all the way up into her sensitive ass ring—it was all just too incredible!
 
   "Oh, fuck me!" she managed to pant, her whole body coursing with the fiery sensations the two men caused. "Double fuck me!"
 
   Paul slid nearly back out, moving slowly, and then buried himself in her again. George waited for Paul to make another full penetration, and then eased his cock backward in Ellen's tight rear sheath before slipping it all the way back in again, matching Paul's rhythm stroke for stroke.
 
   Ellen looked over to the side, at the mirrored wall, seeing her body hanging in the straps, impaled front and back, as the men picked up speed. She watched the big black prick ream her out from in back in perfect time with Paul's meaty white one knifing in and out from in front.
 
   God, what a slut I am! Look at them giving it to me like I'm some kind of cheap little whore-girl—look at them bang those huge cocks into both my holes at once!
 
   She moaned and Paul leaned in and frenched her as he continued to tug at her nipples while he fucked her pussy. She sucked at his tongue and wrapped her arms around his neck, her body jerking slightly with the impact each time the two big cocks filled and emptied her in unison.
 
   I swore I'd never even consider doing something this nasty when I first checked out that swinger site online and read about how some swinger girls liked to get double penetrated. The old prim and proper Ellen Markley—she'd never in a million years let herself get fucked like this!
 
   But God, it's good, the brand new, sexually adventurous, ready-to-try-just-about-anything Ellen Markley thought, excitedly. It just feels so fucking good to have two huge dicks in me at once…fucking me right up to heaven!
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   "And this is yours to keep," George said with a warm smile, handing Ellen a brightly colored, sealed, gift bag. It was lunch-bag sized, such as you might see at a birthday party.
 
   "What's this?"
 
   "Open it when you get home," George said, grinning broadly. "It's a small thank you gift from Cynthia and me, for sharing such a wonderful night with us. I know the two of you will love it and put it to good use."
 
   He bent and gave Ellen a long, sweet kiss, with lots of tongue. She sighed, feeling her pussy getting wet again.
 
   God, that big cock of his was in me practically all night long, along with Paul's. I came, like, a dozen or more times…and yet this kiss is heating me right up again. I'm turning into such a slut...if he and Cynthia pulled me back in the house, I'd probably let them strip me again and fuck them right in the middle of the living room rug!
 
   But the sexy couple was apparently done with Paul and her for this visit. George released her and Ellen turned just in time to see Cynthia's long, talented tongue slip from her husband's lips for the last time as their embrace ended as well.
 
   Paul came over and wrapped an arm around Ellen’s waist, shook hands with George a final time, and then they made their way to their car, where they had left it parked in front of the fountain. Ellen settled into the front seat as Paul closed her door. She glanced over at the digital clock as Paul got into the driver's seat and started the engine. It was eleven o'clock on a bright, sunny Sunday morning.
 
   "What a night!" Paul sighed, smiling over at her.
 
   "Was I slutty enough for you with them, darling?"
 
   He laughed and put the car in drive, circled the fountain, and headed for home. With a small shake of his head, he grinned at her and whispered, "As always, you were incredible, babe. You kept my cock hard all night, just watching you with them."
 
   She slid closer to him, leaned over and rested her head on his broad shoulder as he slipped his right arm around her shoulders while he drove. This was one of the parts about swinging that she loved the best—driving home with her sweetie, talking about all of the unbelievably nasty things they'd done with the other couple the night before, getting themselves all worked up for another searing round of sex as soon as they got home!
 
    
 
   Paul's ardor for his naughty wife's body didn't disappoint her either. Before the garage door even had a chance to slide fully closed, he was out of the car. He came around to Ellen's side, lifted her out of the seat, kicked the car door closed, and carried her into the house.
 
   "Oooooh, you big brute!" Ellen giggled, delighted by his strong-arm tactics as he carried her swiftly through the kitchen, across the living room, and down the hallway to their bedroom. "Are you that anxious to fuck me again—after you and your new pal George just spent the whole night and half of this morning with your cocks in me?"
 
   Paul grinned and dropped her in the center of the bed. The gift bag, and her purse—both of which she had been clutching in her hands—bounced free as she put her arms out to help break her fall onto the soft mattress.
 
   Noticing the brightly colored bag as it rolled onto the bedspread next to her, Ellen wondered what George and Cynthia had sent them.
 
    She reached for the bag as Paul sat her up in the middle of the bed so that he could reach behind her to undo her dress and unzip it. He impatiently grabbed the hem and tugged it upward as she obligingly lay back down and wriggled around so he could work the garment up over her naked ass and then pull it off. She let go of the gift bag for a moment, to allow Paul to finish stripping her of her single article of clothing, aside from the heels she still wore.
 
   As he tossed the dress on a chair and began to get out of his own clothes, Ellen sat back up, picked up the bag again, and tore it open. A huge, very black, very realistic-looking faux cock tumbled out and onto the bed. She picked it up and hefted it.
 
   It looked suspiciously like the twin of George's magnificent member and she wondered, briefly, if he'd had it custom made from an impression of his own rigid prick? After all, he was very rich and could easily afford to indulge himself in that sort of thing if he chose to do so.
 
   "Jesus, does that thing vibrate, too?" Paul asked as he skimmed off his pants, shirt, and tie. His jacket was already lying on the chair atop Ellen's dress.
 
   She noticed the small switch at the very bottom of the monster fake dick Paul was pointing to and flicked it on. The soft rubberized prick buzzed vigorously in her fist as she grinned delightedly up at her husband.
 
   "I guess dear George doesn't want me to forget him," she told Paul slyly, waving the throbbing fistful of vibrator at him teasingly. "As if I would…after the fucking he gave me last night and into this morning!"
 
   Paul laughed as he quickly stripped off the rest of his clothes. "So you liked that huge black rod of his up that little pussy of yours, eh, and up that beautiful, tight little ass, as well?
 
   Ellen gave him a catty smile, shut the vibrator off and tossed it onto the bag. She lay back on the bed and teased her clit with her forefinger as he watched her. Reaching over she captured his rigid dick in her other hand. She ran the finger down over her already moist pussy lips and whispered, "In my mouth, too, darling, don't forget that—I loved sucking that long, thick cock of his off for him and swallowing his come. He made the cutest little gasping noise, the first time I blew him, didn't he?"
 
   Paul moaned, apparently remembering how she'd looked, between George's legs, on her stomach, late last night in the master bedroom, her blonde head going up and down on the impossibly large shaft. She remembered that Paul had made a noise very similar to the one George had uttered, as he'd seen her gulping down the thick wads of come that her black lover had pumped into her mouth.
 
   "Did you like that?" she teased him, toying with his already stiff prick. "Did you like watching me swallow it for him—all of that gooey, hot spunk of his?"
 
   Paul's cock jerked in her fist as she reminded him of that torrid scene. She gave him a sexy little smile and whispered, "It was so yummy! And, God, there was so much of it for me to gulp down, remember, darling?"
 
   "I'm going to fuck you so hard, you teasing puss!" he said with a growl of mock anger at being reminded of what a whore she'd been with the other man last night. "Then that hot little cunny of yours can swallow all of my jizz!"  
 
   He put his hand down on the other side of her body, for balance, as he pulled her thighs open wider and got between them on his knees. His hand brushed the bag, and the torn paper parted a little wider.
 
   "What's that?"
 
   Intent on getting his cock into her, Paul barely noticed the bag until Ellen asked him about it. As he glanced at it, he saw that the corner of what looked like a DVD case poked out of the torn open bag.
 
   "What the hell?"
 
   He took the case out and looked at it. There was a post-it note stuck onto the front of the case. There was just one word on the note, scribbled by what looked like a man's authoritative hand: "ENJOY!"
 
   "What do you think it is?" Ellen asked, wide eyed.
 
   "Let's see," Paul answered, vaulting off the end of the bed, his stiff cock waggling out in front of him, he crossed the bedroom and fed the disc into the DVD player. When the screen lit up, he took up the control and hit menu—there were only two selections: track one, and track two. 
 
   Pushing the button to pick track one, he glanced up at the screen. A high definition video, shot from somewhere in the Skylers' foyer, appeared on the screen. He watched in obvious shock as the sharp video and surprisingly clear audio caught every moment of their arrival the evening before, as they met George for the first time.
 
   In moments, the first camera's video feed was replaced by one located somewhere in the living room, recording everything as George escorted them into the dining room to meet Cynthia. Looking both intrigued and slightly taken aback by what he was watching, Paul fast-forwarded the disc a few frames. Sure enough, it sped through the three of them having drinks in the rec room and then sitting down to dinner.
 
   "I wonder what track two is?" he muttered, switching over to it.
 
   Two looked exactly the same as track one. Paul forwarded quickly through it.
 
   "Why two copies of the same footage?" Ellen asked, sitting up in bed, watching intently.
 
   "That's what I thought at first, but look at this," Paul, fast-forwarded and Ellen saw what he meant. The cameras in track two were zeroed in on Paul. She and George were in the shot as well, since all of them were close together at the bar, but Paul was featured.
 
   "Go back to track one and fast forward it to the sex machine room!" Ellen whispered excitedly, her eyes intent on the screen.
 
   Paul did as she asked and they were soon treated to a huge, clear shot of a very nude Ellen shaking all over as she sat on the Sybian, her eyes half shut in rising ecstasy, her tits jiggling all over her chest. Paul and George and Cynthia weren't even in the shot, yet.
 
   And then they were, both men stepping into the camera's view at that moment, as naked as her. Ellen watched herself on the screen, taking a big, stiff cock in each hand and stroking them. She sucked in her breath as she watched her onscreen image lick all around George's huge black prick head.
 
   "This is incredible!" she sighed aloud.
 
   "Jesus, that’s for sure!" Paul murmured, his eyes intent on the screen, his right hand absently stroking his hard prick as he watched his wife gobble up the ebony cock. 
 
   "He must have installed hidden cameras and microphones in every room of that place, and there must be some kind of computerized face-recognition system hooked up to them, so they're programmed to follow one subject from room to room. You're track one and I'm track two."
 
   He tore his eyes away from the picture for a moment and came back over to the bed, where he placed the remote on the nightstand. Opening the drawer, he got out the big tube of sex lube they kept there, and got back on the bed.
 
   "Why don't you get up on your hands and knees, honey?" he urged her. "That way I can fuck you while we watch this together, okay?"
 
   "God, what a good idea!" Ellen agreed, scrambling up onto her hands and knees and spreading her legs wide, so that he could get right in behind her.
 
   "Are you wet enough?" Paul whispered, setting the head of his stone-hard prick against her cunt lips.
 
   "After watching this…what do you think, darling?"
 
   Paul laughed and eased his cock head, followed by three or four inches of his rigid shaft into her juicy quim. Ellen sighed and pushed back eagerly, spearing another two inches into her needy depths.
 
   "All of it!" she murmured, her eyes never leaving the lewd spectacle of her mouth moving from one cock to the other on the screen. "Shove it all the way in and fuck me, babe! Just like George is going to fuck me on this video in a few minutes!"
 
   Her husband moaned and did just as she asked, knifing in all the way and then pulling back until he was nearly free of her slick, clinging flesh. He jammed himself in all the way again, causing her dangling breasts to jiggle wildly, and started to fuck her hard and deep.
 
   "Oh, yes, that's what I need!" Ellen assured him. "Fuck me—really give it to me while we watch me being a total slut!"
 
   Paul banged into her exactly the way she was craving it as the two of them watched Ellen's screen image come like a mad woman on the Sybian, with Cynthia, George, and Paul all watching. Cynthia came at the same time, masturbating furiously, and the wildly orgasmic Ellen on screen looked as if she were trying to suck every last inch of George's massive prick into her mouth and throat as she climaxed.
 
   "Jesus, what nasty little girl you want to be, El!" Paul murmured, still pumping her pussy hard.
 
   "I just love it!" Ellen admitted, twisting her ass back in a corkscrewing motion on his driving dick. "I love being all hot and nasty and wild with other guys while you watch me, darling! And having a recording of it like this, so that we can both watch it together later is just the absolute best! 
 
   Paul slowed his stroke just a little as the hot scene ended and the two men onscreen eased the groggy-with-orgasmic-excitement Ellen off the G-max ball and over to the sex swing. In no time, she was in the straps and parallel to the floor and George was deep inside her as Paul and Cynthia sucked her nipples.
 
   "God, am I ever getting it?" Ellen murmured, entranced by what she was seeing, remembering how obscene, how lewd, how utterly…fantastic it had felt to be in that swing getting fucked by such a huge dick while two other lovers worshiped her throbbing nipples!
 
   "What a slut you are, babe," Paul mumbled.
 
   She turned and looked back over her shoulder and saw that his eyes focused on the big screen. Grinning impishly, she rotated her sleek ass on his pistoning dick. "Yeah, and you loved every second of it, didn't you, you perv!"
 
   He glanced down at her and grinned, and then moved his gaze back to the screen as he said, "You know it, doll—you're the hottest woman a man could ever have, and you're all mine!"
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
   The next morning at eight-thirty, when Ellen opened the door to The Clean Water Initiative, the small non-profit lobbying group where she served as Assistant Director and second in command, she had a smile on her face and a certain spring in her step. Saturday night and Sunday morning had been a triumph, and yesterday afternoon and evening had been a video-inspired mini-orgy between her and Paul. 
 
   The following Monday morning, she felt sexy, beautiful, and both as satisfied and excited about her life as she could ever remember feeling. She grinned at Jan, who served as the office receptionist and, after office hours, as Paul and Ellen's once a week sleepover guest and three-way sex partner. 
 
   "You look happy. I take it your weekend was a success?"
 
   Ellen simply beamed at the perky, pretty twenty-year old and nodded her agreement. She went into her office, turned, and crooked her finger at Jan.
 
   The girl got up from her desk, quickly made Ellen a cup of coffee the way she liked it, and followed her inside. Ellen motioned for her to close the door, for privacy.
 
   When Jan had done so, she stepped closer to the short, voluptuous brunette and whispered, "Change in plans, if you can swing it, darling. Instead of coming home with me after work on Wednesday, like usual, you need to come tonight. Can you do it?"
 
   "Sure, I guess," Jan answered, looking bemused and slightly flummoxed, "but why the switch?"
 
   Keeping her voice low, even though the door was closed, Ellen hastily explained about the video cameras and the microphones at the Skyler mansion—and the resulting DVD. Jan's big, doe-like brown eyes got wider and wider as she listened breathlessly to Ellen's quick recounting of the party Saturday night and the surprise parting gift from George and Cynthia.
 
   "You are shitting me!" Jan whispered excitedly. "You mean the whole thing is on a disc…that the three of us can watch while it we're fooling around in bed?"
 
   "That's why I thought we should move our usual weekly get together up to tonight, kitten," Ellen said, and then added teasingly, "Or did you really want to wait clear until Wednesday night to see me get that huge black cock shoved up my butt while Paul fucked me in the pussy?"
 
   Jan shook her head furiously, an enormous, anxious smile spreading over her pretty face. "No way, tonight, for sure, El—God, I don't know how I'm going to wait until five!"
 
   Ellen laughed at the young girl's eagerness. She pushed her gently toward the door and said, "Well, you'll just have to find a way. Don't worry, sweetie…it will be worth the wait, I promise. That video is scorching hot!"
 
   After a moment, she added, her voice becoming more business-like, "Now, I have a lot of work to get out of the way by five, so let's get to it, okay?"
 
   Grinning like the Cheshire Cat, Jan nodded and headed for the door.
 
    
 
   "There's something different about you lately, Ellen," State Assemblyman Peter Norbert offered cannily, sipping at his cocktail, his eyes on Ellen from across the small table at Chez Henri.
 
   "Oh, and what might that be, Pete?" she asked, favoring him with a small grin. 
 
   She'd known the assemblyman ever since she'd graduated from college and become and aide in the state assembly, which seven years ago had, in turn, provided entrée to The Initiative as a junior staffer. He was one of her organization's more powerful allies in the assembly and she considered him a personal friend as well. They had lunch together at least once a month to discuss up-coming bills that might effect changes in water distribution within the state.
 
   "I've known you forever, El. Can I be candid?"
 
   Ellen took a sip of her white wine. What was this all about, she wondered? But in the end, she simply said, "Sure."
 
   "All of a sudden, you're sexy as hell," the middle-aged politician pronounced, a sly grin on his face. "I can't for the life of me figure out what's different about you, but something definitely is."
 
   Ellen felt her face color slightly, but the fancy French restaurant featured a stylishly dark ambience, so she doubted that Pete could see her blush. She took another small sip of wine and asked coquettishly, "Why, Peter, whatever do you mean?"
 
   "I don't know how to explain it," he began, still smiling, "you look the same as you always have. You're a gorgeous woman, but then you've always been a gorgeous woman."
 
   He picked up his cocktail and still studying her, took a drink. "You dress beautifully, as always. That suit and blouse you have on is perfect—very well coordinated and business-like, not flashy at all—and yet you seem to just sort of…radiate sex appeal nowadays. Help me out here—what's changed about you?"
 
   I know exactly what's different about the new Ellen Markley, as opposed to the old Ellen Markley. But I can hardly tell Pete about it. How would he react if I answered him truthfully, with something like, "Oh, yes, it's my new hobby that's made all the difference. I love to get naked with a bunch of perfect strangers on the weekends, now and suck cock, eat pussy, and get fucked over and over again!"
 
   Feeling the need to diffuse what threatened to become an embarrassing situation, she said playfully, "What do you mean…that you always thought of me as some sort of frigid ice queen Pete?"
 
   The assemblyman laughed and finished his drink, and shook his head. "No, nothing that extreme, Ellen, it's just that you always seemed to come across as beautiful and elegant, but also as sort of…I don't know…detached…almost aloof, if you will."
 
   He clearly thought about what he'd just said and then added, "You look the same, and you dress the same. But now, when you come into a room, every male eye in the place is on you immediately, as if they're drawn to you. You suddenly just seem to be incredibly…sexy, kid! What's your secret?"
 
   I'm not afraid of my sexuality anymore, she thought, I'm totally comfortable with it and I embrace it. When I come into a room now, I'm unabashedly sizing the men up as potential sex partners—women, too. It's not overt; I'm not blatant about it, but the attitude is there…just below the surface. And both sexes pick up on it immediately.
 
   But she wasn't going to admit that to her old friend. Instead, Ellen laughed gaily and shook her head. "I think you're imagining things, Pete. I think it may be some sort of mid-life crisis on your part. Maybe you should buy a sports car or get yourself a young mistress!"
 
   Pete leaned forward and touched her hand as it lay atop the table. He said slyly, "Is that an offer?"
 
   Ellen blushed furiously this time and giggled, "No, I'm very happily married, but thanks for the thought. A girl does like to feel attractive and sexy, now doesn't she?"
 
   After the assemblyman stopped chuckling at this bit of harmless flirtation back and forth, he picked up his menu. "Can't blame a guy for trying, can you, El? Not when the girl in question looks like you."
 
    He opened his menu and perused it, saying, "Now, what's good here?"
 
   Ellen breathed a sigh of relief. She thought back over her long professional relationship with this powerful committee chairman and realized that he had never come on to her even slightly in all of those years before now. There had never been any hint of a sex vibe on his part until…
 
   Why now?
 
   I guess becoming a swinger is powerful stuff, she thought, opening her own menu. I'll have to be careful to use my newfound sexual powers only for good!
 
   She almost laughed out loud at that sardonic and slightly corny thought, but managed to contain her mirth. She had to admit though, even if being hit upon by an old friend like Pete did feel slightly odd, it also felt tremendously empowering at the same time.
 
    Now, that she thought about it, she realized he was right. She'd noticed it herself over the last week or two, but she hadn't really let herself think about until now. Men nearly did trip over themselves when she came into a room. She was hot…and everyone knew it!
 
   Damn, I like that, Ellen thought smugly, as the heady, brand new sensation of being perceived by others as sexy and alluring without even trying washed over her. I think I like it a lot!
 
   She settled on an entrée and motioned the waiter, who was hovering nearby with his order pad and pen, over to the table.
 
    
 
   * * * *
 
    
 
   "So, can you do it?" Ellen asked, carefully steering her car through the five o'clock commute traffic.
 
   "You bet," Paul answered. "I'm just getting into my car right now. I told 'em I wasn't feeling well and that I was leaving early for a change."
 
   "That sounds fantastic, lover," Ellen said, smiling over at Jan who was in the passenger's seat, listening intently to Paul's voice coming over the hands-free cell phone's speaker. "The baby is so excited about watching us do naughty tricks with the Skylers on that video that she can barely sit still in the seat, and I know she'll enjoy it even more with both of us there to play with while she watches."
 
   A knowing chuckle came over the speaker and Paul said, "See both of you, in the bedroom, in twenty, okay?"
 
   "Very okay, darling, we can hardly wait."
 
   Ellen clicked the phone off and smiled at Jan, who flashed a big mock pout her way in return and said, "You and Paul have simply got to quit referring to me as the baby, El!"
 
   Laughing, Ellen reached over and pinched Jan's cheek playfully. "You're ten years younger than we are, honey. And you’re so cute and cuddly and sexy that we can't keep our hands off you, or our tongues out of you! You'll always be the baby to us."
 
   Jan gave an adorable little snort and turned to look out the windshield at traffic, but Ellen could see a tiny smile on the girl's face. She was confident that Jan didn't really mind being pampered and teased about being her and Paul's favorite little baby girl sex-toy as much as she pretended.
 
    
 
   The first order of business when they stepped from the garage into the kitchen at Ellen's house was to throw together a pitcher full of cosmopolitans. It had become a tradition with Jan and Ellen to suck down a few of the tasty, powerful little cocktails before adjourning to the bedroom to get naked and fool around with each other until Paul got home.
 
   "God, I can't fucking wait!" Jan said, sounding giddy with excitement as she finished her first cosmo and poured herself another. "This is going to be so incredibly cool. Hearing about your and Paul's adventures in swinging has always turned me on something fierce in the past, when we were all in bed together. Actually, being able to see you two getting it on with another couple is going to absolute heaven!"
 
   At that moment, the door leading to the garage came open and Paul stepped inside, closed it behind him, and tossed his briefcase onto a kitchen chair. He was smiling with delight as he asked Jan, "What's 'absolute heaven', cutie? I just caught the last couple of words as I opened the door.
 
   Jan gulped down the last of her second cosmo, put the glass on the counter and ran over to Paul, who opened his arms wide. She jumped exuberantly into his embrace, wrapping her legs around his lower torso and her arms around his neck.
 
   Giggling, she explained breathlessly, "Watching you and El with that other couple, silly! I can't wait to see you two in action!"
 
   "Well, then, why wait?" he asked, still grinning, pulling her big breasts tighter against his chest and leaning in to kiss her.
 
   "Mmmmmm!" the girl sighed, and Ellen could see her open her mouth as the couple kissed, so that Paul's tongue could explore her mouth.
 
   Ellen watched with amusement and growing passion as her husband made out with the young girl. One of Jan's hands came up to toy with Paul's hair as she hung onto his bull-like neck with the other.
 
   "Okay, enough of this, you two!" Ellen finally said with a laugh. "Get a room!"
 
   The couple broke off the steamy kiss, chuckling, and looked over at Ellen. Jan fluttered her eyes and asked, "Jealous?"
 
   "You bet," Ellen answered. "When do I get some kisses from my favorite girl?"
 
   "Right now," Jan assured her, letting her legs back down onto the floor and taking Paul by the hand. She reached out and took Ellen's hand as well and led them through the living room and down the hallway to the bedroom.
 
   Once the trio was inside the master bedroom, clothes flew off. Jan stripped off Paul's suit jacket and undid his necktie, then turned and slipped off Ellen's coat. As she worked on them, the married couple managed to relieve Jan of her blouse and bra in return. In a matter of moments, all three of them were naked, and Paul's cock already stood out, half-erect, from above his large ball sac.
 
   He went over to the video player and picked up the remote. Turning to face Jan, he asked, "So, do you want to see the whole thing, or just the hot parts?"
 
   Hopping onto the king bed, Jan quickly got into the middle of it, snuggled back against the pillows piled up against the headboard, and smiled. "Play it until I get to see the couple you guys got it on with—El says that they were way gorgeous and sexy—and then skip ahead to the naked, swing and swap parts, okay?"
 
   Paul nodded and got on the bed right next to her, the remote still in his hand and his stiff dick waggling upward like a fleshy flagpole. Ellen slid onto the bed on the other side and put her arm around Jan's neck, hugging her.
 
   "This is perfect. Let's see the show. I'm so fucking excited!"
 
   Paul flicked the DVD on and selected the track starring Ellen. He sighed as Jan casually reached over and wrapped a small hand around his rigid prick and began to tease and stroke it as she watched the screen, wide-eyed.
 
   "Ooooh! Is he ever hot, choclately, yumminess or what?" She gasped as the door swung open and the camera focused on Ellen, and on George Skyler's handsome ebony features. "I mean, he's way old, but look how tall and trim and…sexy he looks…I mean, for such an old dude!"
 
   "Wait until you see his cock," Ellen murmured in Jan's ear
 
   The young girl turned and grinned at her, slipping the middle finger of her left hand up into Ellen's already juicy slit, her right still stroking Paul's cock lightly. "Really? Is his wife as hot as he is?"
 
   Paul took his cue from that question and fast-forwarded to the shot of the three of them entering the dining room and the first image of Cynthia Skyler in her beautiful, low cut white gown, fiddling with a table setting as they approached her. Jan's grip on Paul's dick tightened.
 
   "Damn! She's smokin' hot too!"
 
   "Again, angel, just wait until you see her with that dress off," Ellen whispered, dropping the hand that was around Jan's bare shoulder down onto the younger girl's sumptuous right breast. She tweaked the girl's erect nipple for her while Jan continued to finger Ellen's pussy in return.
 
   Once more, Paul got the idea right away and blew through the drinks-in-the-rec-room scenes and dinner, stopping his fast-forwarding as the four of them stepped into the sex machine room together. He returned the disc to normal playing speed and the three of them watched as Ellen and Cynthia stripped each other naked and Ellen carefully mounted the Sybian.
 
   "That thing looks like wicked fun!" Jan sighed, watching Ellen shiver atop the spinning, thrusting ball.
 
   "It stimulates your g-spot and your clitty at the same time," Ellen murmured, remembering how that had felt and reveling in Jan's skillful fingering of her pussy right then. "You get to coming, and you just can't stop. Your puss gets so sensitive that practically anything sets you off and you just keep on orgasming!"
 
   "Wow!" Jan gasped. "I want one of those for Christmas!"
 
   "You'll just have to settle for the two of us until Santa gets here, darling," Ellen whispered, bending toward Jan and sucking her left nipple into her mouth as she continued to tease the right one with her fingertips.
 
   "Oh, Ohhhhh, that feels so nice, El!"
 
   Not to be outdone, Paul put the remote on the nightstand and turned slightly so that he could run his right middle finger up into Jan's gushing cunny while she stroked his cock. The girl moaned and her pretty face took on a sexy, I-want-to-come look as the Markleys toyed with her and she watched them onscreen.
 
   Ellen chewed lightly on Jan's nipple and she in turn quivered and pushed her tit harder against Ellen's mouth. Paul caressed the girl's clit at the same time and Jan moaned, "Oh, fuck, this is even better than I hoped it would be!"
 
   Onscreen, the men had shed their clothes and. Jan gasped, "Shit! That guy's dick is even bigger than Paul's whopper of a cock!"
 
   Switching nipples, Ellen sucked hard and bit down lightly with her sharp front teeth as Paul ran his fingertip all over Jan's super-wet clit. The girl whimpered with excitement.
 
   "Jesus, El! That dude's cock is so huge you can barely get it in your mouth!" She sighed a moment later. "Oh, fuck, but that looks hot—the way you're twisting around on that damned sex machine and sucking that black guy's enormous prick and stroking Paul's!"
 
   "Mmmmmm, you should have tasted it, baby," Ellen purred, glancing up at the screen briefly as she switched tits again. "It was so hard and slick and yummy in my mouth, and Paul got so turned on, watching me suck on that big black thing!"
 
   "God, who could blame him?" Jan panted, working her hips onto Paul's thrusting finger and pushing her firm young mound hard against Ellen's sucking lips. "Just look at you, El! Sucking that huge dick and then sucking Paul's while you beat the black dude off at the same time. God, what a down-and-dirty puss you are sometimes, babe!"
 
   Ellen let Jan's erect nipple slip from her lips, slid down the bed, rolled over onto her tummy and got between Jan's widespread legs. Paul pulled his finger out of the girl's juicy pussy mouth and licked her girl-lube off as Jan watched.
 
   "What am I doing now, baby?" Ellen whispered as she moved into position and kissed Jan's clit lightly, while Paul bent down and took over sucking the girl's saliva-gleaming right nipple.
 
   "Y-you're coming like crazy on that electric pussy-buzzer," Jan gasped, her own pussy clenching and then opening as Ellen licked her clit and began to tongue-fuck her. "Oh, God, you two are driving me crazy!"
 
   "That's the whole point, now isn't it, cutie?" Ellen smiled up at Jan and then twisted briefly, so that she could see the screen.
 
   "Oooh, watch this next part closely, baby," she said, turning back. "Wait till you see that whole black salami of a cock punched up into my little pussy…shooting me full of come!"
 
   "Ohhh, fuuucckk!" Jan moaned and began to work her pussy against Ellen's mouth even harder as the older woman sucked her clit.
 
   Ellen gulped down Jan's slick, almost-sweet tasting pussy juice and licked for more. The girl gasped and tugged Paul's head down tighter against her big breast as she ground her clit against Ellen's eager mouth.
 
   "That guy's balling the bejeezus out of you with that monster dick, El!" Jan whispered, shivering from head to toe with the sensations Ellen's and Paul's mouth coaxed from her breasts and pussy as she watched them onscreen. "How did that feel, getting fucked so hard by that huge black dick?"
 
   Stopping her oral ministrations long enough to look up and smile cattily at her young protégé, Ellen murmured, "You'll find out soon enough, trust me on that one, baby."
 
   If Jan was curious about what that might mean, she was too aroused at the moment to ask Instead, she hunched her pussy even harder against Ellen's mouth, crying, "Oh, fuck, El! That guy must be shooting a bucketful of come up your cunny! My God, look at that stuff gush out of your little pussy opening around that big dick of his!"
 
   "Mmmmmm," Ellen agreed, licking Jan's clit just the way she knew the girl loved to have it done and remembering just exactly how it had felt to have George's cock going off inside her. And, she'd watched the video so many times by now, that she knew just how it looked as well—it looked sexy and erotic as hell!
 
   "Oh, El, I'm coming!" Jan screamed at that moment. "I'm coming so hard…just like you did on that dude's huge prick!"
 
   Ellen licked and sucked and held on tight as Jan shivered and jerked through her climax. Her own pussy and breasts were already super-aroused by what she and Paul were doing to their young friend. She could hardly wait to feel Jan's talented lips on her own clit, as she knew she would in a minute or two, and she reveled in hot anticipation she felt at what her husband had in store for Jan while the girl was busy licking Ellen's cunny…
 
    
 
   "This next part is even hotter than the last scene," Ellen assured Jan.
 
   After the girl stopped orgasming, Paul paused the DVD. He now had the glassy-eyed, so-turned-on-she-barely-knew-what-was-happening youngster up on her somewhat shaky hands and knees in the middle of the bed.
 
   Ellen turned around on the bed, so that she was on her back, her head facing toward the big screen and her legs were wide open in front of Jan. Paul got the massive vibrator—modeled on George's cock—out of the nightstand drawer, along with a big tube of lubricant, moved in behind Jan and clicked the video back on.
 
   "Watch this while you're eating Ellen's pussy, darling," he whispered, easing his big, hard cock into the girl from behind as the sex tape resumed playing.
 
   "Oh, yeahhhh!" Jan sighed, dipping her head between Ellen's thighs, her tongue coming out to eagerly lick the small pink slit she found there. "This is so cool! Fuck me, fuck me hard while I lick El's cunny for her and watch you two onscreen!"
 
   Paul began to fuck the young girl slow and easy. He winked at Ellen, who smiled back, enjoying, as she always did, the sight of her handsome man giving his big cock to Jan as, simultaneously, the girl's talented little tongue was gliding all over Ellen’s clit and pussy lips.
 
   She also knew exactly what the wink had signified and watched, fascinated to see Jan's reaction, as Paul picked up the tube of lubricant, squeezed a big dollop of the clear gel onto his middle finger, and slowly eased it down into the girl's anus as he continued to do her pussy with his cock. Jan moaned, clearly surprised, but didn't stop dining on Ellen's scrumptious cunny.
 
   "That's my girl," Paul whispered, sluicing his finger in and out in perfect time with his dick's movements.
 
   After a full minute had passed, he eased in a second finger. Jan mewled and pushed her face into Ellen's pussy harder, her eyes darting up to the big screen as she licked.  Ellen listened to the soundtrack and realized that, onscreen, Jan was seeing George do the same thing to her, while she hung in the sex swing, as Paul was doing to Jan at the moment.
 
   Paul waited until onscreen-George had talked onscreen-Ellen into taking his huge prick up her ass before he slipped a third finger into Jan. The girl shivered and moaned, but didn't protest. He fucked both his cock and his fingers into her for another minute, and then reached down with his free hand for the massive black vibrator. He greased the huge fake cock up with one hand as he continued to finger Jan's ass, and then brought the head up near to her breeched anal opening.
 
   "Here's what Ellen promised you a few minutes ago, baby," he murmured as he slid his hand away from her butt and replaced it with the vibrator. "Now you get to sample what Ellen's feeling onscreen, darling girl!"
 
   He pushed and the monster faux prick nudged past Jan's anal ring. She gasped with surprise and brought her head abruptly up from Ellen's gleaming pinkness.
 
   "Wha…What are you dooooing?" she moaned.
 
   "Shhhhhh, that's a good baby," Paul crooned, sliding half of the long vibrator in and then working it back out as he continued to fuck her pussy with his cock at the same time. "I know that you want to learn to be just as big a slut-girl as Ellen, now, don't you, honey?"
 
   With that, he eased the whole thing into her on the next stroke and switched it on. Jan made a sound that Ellen had never heard the girl make before and trembled so hard that she almost lost her balance.
 
   "Let's all come together, baby," Ellen whispered, reaching up and putting her hand on the back of Jan's head and pulling her mouth back down where she needed it to be. "Suck my clitty, darling, while Paul fucks you right into the biggest orgasm you've ever had in your whole life!"
 
   Jan whimpered and ground her big tits into the bedspread as she gobbled pussy like a crazy girl and Paul pounded away in both holes, the huge vibrator buzzing away inside Jan’s ass like an angry hornet…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
   The rest of the week proved to be agony for poor Paul and blissful anticipation for Ellen. From Tuesday night until Friday, he didn't get home before seven-thirty even once. And, once he did get home, the two of them abstained from having sex, due to Paul wanting to amp up his sex drive in preparation for Saturday's party. 
 
   Ellen, on the other hand, was home by five-thirty every night, and naked on the bed by a quarter to six, vibrators at the ready and the swinger video in place. She usually managed to work herself up to at least two massive orgasms before putting away her toys and showering away the evidence of her masturbatory fun. She then played the good little homemaker and put together a nice dinner for her and Paul when he finally got home.
 
   It's wildly unfair, of course. Ellen told herself as she stood in the bedroom that Friday night and examined the new little black dress she'd bought for the party that weekend. But it's undeniably true that women can orgasm as much as they want and still be ready for more action while men need to practice a little celibacy if they're going to perform at the top of their game come party time! 
 
   That's why Paul had, reluctantly and with a great deal of self-discipline, left her untouched all week following their torrid session with Jan on Monday night.
 
   She was very pleased with the dress. This one was much less expensive than the one she'd worn last weekend for the 'audition' at the Skylers, but it was no less stunning on her. She'd bought it at Anne Taylor's on Wednesday afternoon, on her way home from work. It was made from a gauzy, light silk material, was vee-necked, and so low-cut that the "vee" ended at a point just below her breasts. And she'd made sure that the skirt was full, not tight, so that a guy could just bend a girl over a chair or a table, flip the dress up from in back and be "in the saddle" in mere seconds.
 
   Ellen shivered with lust as she thought about some handsome stud doing exactly that to her tomorrow night. She intended to wear the dress braless and sans panties with exactly that option in mind. Just the dress and the new black Jimmy Choos she'd worn last weekend—that was how she planned to attend the Skyler's up-coming Barebacked Bash! 
 
   "God, I'm going to fuck and fuck and fuck!" Ellen whispered aloud in the empty bedroom, a huge jolt of aroused excitement flowing through her as she imagined herself at the party, with all of those gorgeous men and beautiful women. "I can hardly wait!" 
 
    
 
   The next day, Saturday, at one o'clock, Ellen took a shower and carefully shaved under her arms, her legs, and her waxed pubis. She made sure to touch up her wax job with a razor, until there was not one follicle of unsightly stubble showing anywhere around her small pink slit. Then she dried off, donned a pair of sweats and running shoes and drove herself to her appointment at the spa. 
 
   The girl there made sure her long, stylish shag was perfect, gave her a relaxing facial, and then applied a flawlessly executed coat of makeup. She did the special treatment with the three shades of complimentary eye color again, in a smoky-rose color once more, making Ellen's blue eyes look lustrous, enormous, and extremely…sexy!
 
   When she got back to the house, just before five, Ellen removed the sweats and got into her little black dress, nude-colored ped socks, and the black high heels. Then she went into the kitchen and made herself a bracing cosmo.
 
   "God, you look incredible, babe," Paul grinned up at her from the couch as she entered the living room sipping her drink. "Those lucky guys at this party are going to come in their pants just looking at you!" 
 
   Ellen smiled and replied saucily, "They better not! I didn't spend all of the time and money to look like this so that my prospective sex partners at this little soiree could lose it before they even touch me, now did I?"
 
   Paul laughed and nodded his agreement. He had another swallow of the beer he’d nursed while reading today's sports page.
 
   "Are you as excited about what Cass told you yesterday as I am?" he asked as the sat the bottle back on the coaster.
 
   "You mean about there being ten video slots for tonight's party and us having two of them?" Ellen answered. "God, yes—that's so incredibly cool I can't believe it!" 
 
   Ellen recalled her excited conversation with Cassidy yesterday afternoon. Her girlfriend had called from out of the blue with the great news. Cass had just gotten off the phone with Cynthia Skyler, who'd casually mentioned they were going to be recording ten of the face-recognition recordings that they'd made during Paul and Ellen's "audition," the week before. George and Cynthia were—naturally enough—numbers one and two on the list, but, Ellen and Paul were three and four, Cassidy and Ed were to be five and six, Don and Mallory Gordon were seven and eight, and a fifth couple Ellen had never met were set to round out the privileged list at numbers nine and ten. 
 
   "What I really love about our every move being recorded is that we don't have to worry so much about staying close together all evening, in order to enjoy watching each other with different partners," Ellen said, finishing her cosmo. "We can go wherever we want and…do whomever we want without worry, knowing that we can both watch every second of it together tomorrow in bed!"
 
   "That's going to be fantastic all right," Paul said, finishing his beer and getting to his feet. "And just think how awesome it's going to be next week, when the baby spends the night again and the three of us can watch it together—think of the bedroom fireworks that's going to generate!"
 
   "Mmmm, I can't wait," Ellen said with a smile, as she handed her empty cosmo glass to him as he passed her, headed to the kitchen for another beer. "I have no idea what all I'm going to do tonight, but I do know that whatever it is, it's going to be wild and totally uninhibited. I'm so ready to party…what about you, babe?"
 
   Paul came back in and handed her a refill. He clicked his full beer bottle against her glass and said, "I can't wait to get started either, El. As soon as we finish these, it should be about time to head over to the Skylers." 
 
    
 
   The two of them were quieter than usual on the drive to George and Cynthia's mansion. Other than some talk about how relieved they were at Cassie’s revelation that the sex recordings the Skylers made at their parties were stored in a computer which had no web access—so that there was no danger of their nude images ending up floating around out on the net—most of the ride passed in silence.
 
   Ellen could tell that Paul was keyed up and her own stomach turned over occasionally with nerves, too. She was so excited that the big night was finally here she could barely sit still in the car seat!
 
    
 
   There were already at least twenty cars in the long driveway when Paul pulled into the estate. They parked as close as they could to the mansion's front door and got out. He took her arm and escorted her down the drive, coming to the front steps just as another couple arrived.
 
   Damn, what a pair of cuties! Ellen thought as she eyed the young man and his wife…date…girlfriend? 
 
   He was in his early twenties, tall, trim and so handsome! He had light blond hair, was clean shaven, and had the most gorgeous green eyes. The girl looked younger than him, probably about Jan's age, and she was a knockout as well. She wore her long brunette hair down and she was a shade shorter than her date. Her body was slender, with great breasts, a perfect ass and great legs—all of which were nicely displayed by the short low-cut red dress she wore. 
 
   Jesus, I could go for either one, or both of them! Ellen decided as the cute guy rang the bell.
 
   He turned toward them as they waited for someone to open the door and his smile, when he saw Ellen, indicated that he felt the same way about her as she did about them. She posed a flirty smile back, letting him know that the interest was mutual on her part.
 
   The door opened to George's smiling face. "Ellen, Paul, how wonderful to see you again! This is Karen and Bob. Come in, all of you."
 
   Paul and Ellen shook hands briefly with the young couple and then followed George inside. The living room held at least a dozen people. All of them were nicely dressed and stood about engaged in lively conversation while sipping cocktails. On the other side of the huge room, Ellen could see a few more people standing in the doorway leading into the dining room.
 
   "There's a big buffet laid out in there," George informed them. "It's serve-yourself. Plenty of peeled shrimp on ice, and prime rib you can cut a slice from, if that's your pleasure, along with a ham, and assorted cheeses, salads and snacks."
 
   He gestured toward the dining room and went on to add, "There's champagne and orange juice to go with the food, and of course the bar in the rec room is at your disposal as well, if cocktails or beer are more to your taste than mimosas this evening. If you go home hungry, it will be your fault, my friends, not ours."
 
   A tall, strikingly handsome man in a blue blazer came up to George and whispered something to him. Sensing that their host was going to be engaged in conversation for a while, Paul put his arm around his wife's waist and guided her across the room to the buffet in the dining room.
 
   "Wow, he wasn't kidding," Ellen whispered to him as they entered the enclave and saw the huge spread of meats, cheeses, salads, and snacks that lined the long table. 
 
   "This is some spread," Paul agreed, eying the treasure trove of gourmet goodies and the large selection of fancy bakery deserts decorating the dining room table. "Do you want something?"
 
   "No, I'm too excited to eat right now," Ellen said. "I think I'd like to go into the rec room instead and have a couple more cosmos, just to take the edge off my nerves. I don't want to get overly tipsy, but I want to feel loose and ready for anything when we head upstairs."
 
   "I know what you mean," Paul agreed. Placing his hand in the middle of her back he guided her past the table and to the door into the rec room. "I want a couple more pops myself before things get going. But I have to be careful not to drink too much or my Viagra won't work as well—it's a fine line."
 
   She smiled at him and stepped into the big entertainment room, saying, "God, yes! We don't want to disappoint all of these lovely girls when the time comes for you to perform, now do we, darling?"
 
   "Smart ass," he whispered, grinning as he steered her across the big room through what had to be thirty or so other party guests, toward the bar.
 
   Ellen paid careful attention as they made their way through the crowd. Their fellow attendees varied in age from somewhere in their early twenties to a few couples who appeared to be roughly George's age. The thing that Ellen noticed most about them was that the entire gathering looked to be in top shape, physically, and that they were all very nicely dressed.
 
   "I don't know about you, but I haven't seen a single person here yet that I'd say 'no' to," she whispered to Paul as they arrived at the bar. "George and Cynthia sure know their stuff…I've never seen such a crowd of sexy, attractive people all gathered in one place."
 
   "For sure, some of these babes are almost as pretty as you, El."
 
   "Shameless flatterer!" She grinned at him as he stepped around in back of the bar.
 
   Paul found a big pitcher and splashed together the ingredients for Ellen's favorite cocktail in moments. He poured a cosmo into a glass and put the pitcher in the small refrigerator behind the bar for her, taking out a bottle of German lager for himself as he did so.
 
   They clicked glasses, toasting each other, and then each had a sip of their respective beverages. Paul broke into another big grin as Ellen heard a familiar voice from somewhere behind her, approaching the bar, "You'd better pour another one of those, cutie! Because we're here and ready to rock!"
 
   Cassidy Flynn sidled up to Ellen, smiling from ear to ear. Ellen took in her statuesque friend's outfit and began to laugh softly. "That's a nice look for you, sweetie. Why didn't you just show up naked?"
 
   Cassidy laughed, her big breasts jiggling all over the place behind the sheer-to-the-point-of-being-transparent red blouse she wore. There was no bra to hold them in place, and the rest of Cassidy's outfit consisted of a pair of red high heels and a tiny, full-cut black skirt with a hem so short it barely covered her lush ass.
 
   "Naked would be tacky, El. This is a little more sedate, but it still says, 'I'm here to fuck!' now doesn't it?"
 
   Ellen laughed along with her friend and Paul retrieved the pitcher and poured Cassidy a cosmo and topped off Ellen's while he was at it.
 
   "What can I get for you, Ed?" he asked as Ed Flynn squeezed his way up to the crowded bar next to Ellen.
 
   "Well, what I'd like most of all is a little taste of Ellen, once the party gets in high gear," Ed said, smiling at her. He looked up at Paul and added, "But a beer would be just fine for the moment."
 
   Ellen reached up and toyed with Ed's shirtfront with her long, perfectly manicured fingernails. She winked at him and whispered in a low, sexy growl, "You know I'll give you as big a taste as you want, Ed darling."
 
   "Now, that's what I like to hear," Ed smiled and slipped an arm around Ellen's shoulders as he accepted the beer from Paul with his free hand.
 
   Ellen still openly flirted with Cassidy's handsome hubby when she felt Cass nudge her. Turning, she saw her friend gesture with her short cocktail glass and then tip the cosmo back and drain it in three big swallows.
 
   "Let's bang down a couple more of these and get upstairs, El," Cassidy said, handing her empty glass to Paul for a refill. "George and Cynthia booked Madame Marlene for this gig, and she's opening her massage table at six-thirty, sharp. We don't want to miss that, and if we don't get there early the line will get pretty long, once people find out she's here tonight."
 
   Ellen downed her own drink and handed it to Paul. "Who is Madame Marlene?"
 
   "You've got to experience her to believe her," Cass answered enigmatically. "Come on. Chug that drink and get another one to take upstairs with you and we'll get in line."
 
   Slightly bewildered, Ellen shrugged and followed Cass’s suggestion. When she and Cass were armed with fresh drinks, she turned to Paul and Ed and said, "You boys have fun. We'll see you upstairs in a while. I see acres of hot looking girls here who'd just love to entertain two handsome studs like you, in the mean time."
 
   She blew them a kiss and turned, linking arms with Cass and starting back across the crowded room. 
 
    
 
   When they reached the top of the stairs, Cassidy guided Ellen into the first guest bedroom they came to and over to a walk-in closet that stood empty. There were dozens of hangers at the ready, and Cassidy immediately reached for one and began to unbutton her barely-there blouse.
 
   "Get out of that dress and hang it in here, babe," she advised Ellen. "This is the closet the Skylers keep open for guests' clothes at parties like this one. In an hour, this closet will be full and there won't be one person, male or female, either upstairs or downstairs with a stitch of clothing on."
 
   Fingers trembling slightly with excitement, now that the actual party was starting, Ellen finished her drink, put it atop coaster on the bedside table, got out of her dress and hung it up. 
 
   "Just a pair of shoes," Cass said with a grin, eyeing Ellen's tall, naked body with obvious approval. "I like!"
 
   "Of course you do, darling," Ellen said, running her fingernail over one of Cassidy's enlarged pink nipples and eying her right back.
 
   Cass hesitated, and then said, "Normally, I'd have you on that bed by now and we'd be sixty-nining like mad, girlfriend. But I want to hook both of us up with Madame Marlene first, okay?" 
 
   Ellen felt a flash of disappointment. She loved making it with Cass!
 
   "What's so hot about this Marlene bitch anyway?" she asked petulantly.
 
   Cassidy took her by the hand and led her out of the closet and then out of the bedroom. She stopped in front of a closed door three bedrooms down. 
 
   "You'll see," she whispered excitedly, knocking.
 
   The door opened slightly and the face of a very attractive woman in her early forties appeared in the crack. She was tall and lanky, with long black hair and an olive complexion. Dressed in a white terrycloth bathrobe, her dark, sensuous eyes scanning their nude bodies as they stood before her in the hallway, she reminded Ellen somewhat of a Gypsy fortuneteller.
 
   "I don't start until the half hour. But since that's only a few minutes away, you might as well come in, ladies, and be my first clients of the evening," the woman said, holding the door open wide.
 
   Ellen and Cass stepped inside and the woman taped a sign to the door that read:  "Engaged. Knock and wait until the door opens and the current guest leaves.” That small chore completed, she closed the door behind them and locked it.
 
   It was quite dark inside, the only light provided by four scented candles burning in each corner of the room. There was a big, well-padded massage table in the room's center, with a small table next to it that contained bottles of oil.
 
   "Well, gorgeous ladies, who will go first?"
 
   Cass looked at Ellen slyly and suggested, "Why don't you, kitten? You'll love it, I promise. And I'll go after you, okay?"
 
   Ellen shrugged and looked at the table. "How does this work?"
 
   In seconds, she was on her back, nude, her only article of clothing, her Jimmy Choo high heels standing in one corner of the room. Cass watched from a few feet away, her eyes wide and interested, as Madame Marlene doffed her robe, leaving herself as naked as the two of them.
 
   "This oil will be absorbed by your skin after your massage is finished, my dear," the Madame said, her fingers gleaming with the clear, lightly fragrant oil. "Your skin will feel soft and supple to the touch, but not a bit slippery or oily to your various partners tonight, never fear."
 
   The woman's practiced fingers felt marvelous on Ellen's skin. She started at the collarbones, kneading and stroking in ever-widening circles, until her shoulders gleamed with an oily sheen in the soft candlelight.
 
   "Mmmm, that feels so nice," she murmured as the woman did both of her arms and then moved back onto her torso.
 
   Madame Marlene ran her hands down Ellen's ribcage and onto her flat, muscular tummy, and then, finally, across both of her bare breasts. Her nipples responded immediately, rising upward, and the Madame stroked and pinched and tugged at them with deft, heavenly movements of her all-knowing fingertips. In moments, she had Ellen moaning and twisting beneath her, her ass coming up off the padding in time with the woman's skillful manipulations.
 
   "Oh, God, that feels wonderful!" Ellen hissed, her eyes suddenly feeling heavy-lidded with rising passion.
 
   The masseuse tweaked her nipples and then grabbed both of her firm handfuls of breast and kneaded them with her strong fingers, drawing another groan of pure animal arousal from her 'client'. She alternated for long, delicious moments between further exciting Ellen's sensitive nipples and caressing her mounds, until she had Ellen literally gasping with pleasure.
 
   No one's ever made my titties feel this good—male or female—this woman is amazing!
 
   Just when she thought the divine pulses rippling through her long body couldn't get any better, the Madame ran her hands down over her lower torso, and onto her thighs. She brought them upward, pinching them in slightly on both sides of Ellen's bare slit, forcing an embarrassingly large gout of clear pussy juice out of the small opening.
 
   "You are very excited, darling," the older woman murmured with a tiny smile of obvious approval, moving down the table a little, so that she could more easily reach her client's labia. "That's good. I love a beautiful woman who doesn't mind showing me how much pleasure I'm giving her."              
 
   With that, the massage professional turned her right hand over, her knuckles against Ellen's right thigh. She moved her left hand upward and spread her client's lips open as she slid the middle three fingers of her right hand up into the very wet, pink opening.
 
   "Oh, fuck!" Ellen gasped as the Madame's fingers found her g-spot, just as the fingers of her left hand began to simultaneously strum across her up-raised clit.
 
   "Enjoy," the woman's low voice was urgent, insistent, as she stroked Ellen's gleaming-with-lubricant clit expertly while she dragged her other hand in and out over her client's ultra-sensitive g-spot.
 
   After only another minute or so of the incredible stimulation, Ellen felt her tummy tremble. The Madame had brought her to the edge of a furious climax already!
 
   Holy fuck, the way she's finger-fucking my pussy as she strokes my clitty—she's going to give me a double-orgasm—clit and g-spot at the same time…just like on the Sybian!
 
   "Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, my sweet God!" Ellen babbled, twisting and jerking her hips uncontrollably under the woman's practiced, maddening stroke.
 
   She looked down her body at what was happening to her ready-to-explode pussy and noticed that her now-neglected nipples were swollen to at least twice their normal size as they jutted upward out of her pumped-to-utter-fullness breast mounds. Cassidy noticed too, stepping up to the table. She took Ellen's left nipple between her fingertips and rolled it softly between them as she leaned over and captured the right one between her lips and began to suck.
 
   Ellen's body bowed up off the table as if a huge electrical current were suddenly rippling through it. Her breasts felt as if they were exploding right along with her clenching pussy!
 
   "C-coming!" she managed to gasp, as a white-hot orgasm roared through her. "Comminnggg!" 
 
   Cass bit down lightly on Ellen's nipple and tugged hard on the other one. The Madame never stopped the in and out movements of her fingers into her screaming, shivering client's pussy, just as her other set of fingers never ceased their teasing strokes across her clit.
 
   Holy fuck, what a come! Ellen's body bucked and shivered, as her orgasm rolled on and on. 
 
   Her manicured nails gripped at the padded table on both sides of her squirming body, but could find no purchase on the smooth leather padding. She screamed out her intense pleasure for what seemed like forever until, at last, the furious pulses of climactic release slowly ebbed.
 
   "Jesus…that was incredible!" she managed to gasp when the Madame's fingers finally left her pussy mouth and Cass released her nipples and straightened back up. "That orgasm was as good as or better than that sex machine of Cynthia's—the Sybian!"
 
   Cass grinned down at her, nodding agreement. "See, I told you that you didn't want to miss out on experiencing Madame Marlene. Now, get off that table so I can have my turn, you little table-hog!" 
 
   Knees feeling as if they were made of soft rubber, Ellen rolled over and got into a sitting position at the edge of the table. She eased her feet down onto the carpet and stood up shakily as Cass went around the table and eagerly climbed up onto it from the other side.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
   "God, that woman is fucking incredible!" Cass sighed ten minutes later as they stepped back into the hallway.
 
   "That doesn’t even do her justice!" Ellen agreed. A huge smile lit her face. "And it looks like we're not the only ones who think that way."
 
   She nodded toward the line fifteen or more women who stood naked and anxious in the hall, awaiting their turn. Cass smiled and took her arm. "Trust me, El—once you experience one of the Madame's special massages, you're hooked for life."
 
   The two of them came to the open door of the sex machine room and stopped. Sticking their heads inside, they saw ten or twelve women on the machines, and a slightly larger number of naked, hard-cocked men standing and watching with unabashed interest as their wives or dates screamed and shivered their way through the scintillating orgasms delivered by the various fuck-machines, Sybian's, and discipline tables scattered throughout the large room.
 
   "Oooh, the sex swing is open!" Cass whispered excitedly. "I want to take a ride on that, how about you?"
 
   "Maybe in a little while," Ellen told her, her eyes still moving around the room. She marveled at the women strapped in place in front of several of the "fuck machines". The enormous soft-plastic cocks mounted on the tips of the pistoning, thrusting machines were drilling continually in and out of their stretched open pussies. The women screamed out their pleasure as they shivered in their restraining straps. To Ellen's amazement, they seemed to be in a constant state of orgasm.
 
   "You go ahead and take your ride, and I'll catch up with you, okay?"
 
   Cass nodded and stepped into the room. Several of the men immediately noticed the large-breasted, spectacular redhead and, in moments, three of them were helping her into the swing, their cocks already swollen to full hardness. In moments, one of them was lubing up Cass's sumptuous ass and another was already sunk balls-deep into her wet pussy as she dangled from the device.
 
   "Hi," Ellen heard a male voice whisper from right behind her.
 
   She turned and saw the gorgeous young man she'd met briefly, earlier in the evening, at the front door—Bob, as she recalled. Darting her eyes quickly up and down his fully nude form, she was pleased to discover that he looked even better naked than he had clothed. His chest was broad and lightly furred, his waist was very trim, and his cock was thick and of a nice length—not huge, but way big enough for a girl to have a lot of fun with!
 
   "Where's Karen?" Ellen asked, not really caring, but feeling that she should at least be polite.
 
   "She was getting it on with two good looking, very well-hung guys in a bedroom just up the hall when I peeked in on her just now."
 
   "And why aren't you in there with her, enjoying that little scene, Bob?"
 
   "Because I was looking for you," he said, smiling.
 
   Ellen's tummy did an excited little flip. She smiled back seductively at the handsome younger man and whispered, "Well, you found me. What did you have in mind?"
 
   Bob put his hands on her waist and drew her across the hall, almost as if they were dancing to some erotic music that only the two of them could hear. His hungry stare never wavered. He pushed her up against the wall and dropped his hands down in back of her. 
 
   Squeezing her bare ass cheeks lightly, he murmured, "You know damned well what I have in mind…you gorgeous tease!"
 
   Ellen laughed and made no move to stop him as his hands dipped under her ass and he lifted her easily, pushing her back against the wall for added support. When her wet pussy mouth was even with his rampant cock, he pushed forward, spearing it into her as her calves came up and wrapped around his taut ass cheeks and her arms looped around his neck.
 
   "Damn, but that little pussy is tight!" he gasped when his dick was fully buried in her.
 
   She had no time to reply, because, in the next instant, Bob's lips were on hers. He tongue-kissed her and his strong arms held her in place, ramming his hard prick into her again and again, enthusiastically bouncing her lush little ass off the wall.
 
   I'd forgotten how hot these younger guys can be for pussy! Holding on tight as he drilled her hard and deep, as fast as he could move his hips, Ellen sighed with pleasure. Her mind flashed back to what a bull Paul had been when they'd first met and were in their early twenties. Back then, he'd had little of the finesse he now exhibited in bed—he just banged his big cock into her tight confines as if he were drilling for oil. 
 
   Young, hot, horny Bob was definitely of the same school when it came to sex, and Ellen found she didn't mind a bit. This was just what she'd been craving…a good hard, hot fuck!
 
   "Jesus, look at that!" 
 
   When Bob had first kissed her and slipped his dick into her, Ellen's eyes had closed automatically. Now, as she heard the female voice nearby, she opened them again.              
 
   Two beautiful young girls about Jan's age stood arm in arm, watching her and her new lover fuck. One was a tight-bodied little redhead with perky, cupcake tits. The other was a tall, willowy brunette with fantastic legs and an ass that reminded Ellen of two peach halves.
 
   "It's that Ellen chick…the one George told us was so hot," the redhead stage-whispered to her friend, and Ellen realized that the girl was replying to the dark-haired girl's opening statement.
 
   "Do you mind if we watch?" the redhead asked Ellen, boldly, as they hungrily eyed the lusty pair shagging.
 
   A flush of new excitement rippled through Ellen's impaled body. Mind? God, no! I love it when people watch me do sexy things like get fucked or suck a cock!
 
   She pulled her mouth away from Bob's. "Watch away, girls. I don't mind if my friend doesn't."
 
   Bob looked back over his shoulder and saw the two beauties staring openly as he continued to nail Ellen. He grinned. "The more the merrier, I always say, ladies!"
 
   The two younger women smiled at each other and took his reply for an invitation to join in. In seconds, the redhead stood right next to Bob, on his left, and her brunette friend was on his right, leaning against the wall, her face just inches from Ellen's.
 
   "You're so fucking beautiful!" the dark-haired girl whispered, staring longingly into Ellen's eyes.
 
   Ellen leaned into her and their lips met. Bob keeping up his powerful in and out penetration of Ellen's pussy as the two women frenched one another. 
 
   Ellen saw out the corner of her eye that the other girl started running her hands all over Bob's shoulders and back, and then down to his ass as he kept pounding away. He groaned and looked over at her as she caressed him, his mouth coming open to accept her kiss just as eagerly as Ellen had gone for the brunette's offered lips.
 
   This is so wild! Getting my lights fucked out by a handsome young stranger while making out with a gorgeous girl whose name I don't even know is just the best! I love swinging!
 
   "Fuck, she's just as hot as everyone says she is!" Ellen heard a male voice say.
 
   She cut her eyes to the right and two naked couples wandered into her line of vision. They were smiling and holding hands, but they stopped to watch Bob fucking Ellen as they each made out with a beautiful girl.
 
   "Hey, Bob, is that little pussy as tight and nice as George says it is?" one of the men asked, grinning.
 
   Bob pulled his mouth away from the redhead's and leered at the nearby couples watching him hammer his cock into Ellen. He broke into a huge smile and panted, "You'd better believe it, John! This pussy is primo, just like George and Don Gordon said it was."
 
   Hearing the two men discuss her and her growing reputation as the hottest hottie in the swing club sent a jolt of delight through Ellen. A tremendous shudder ran through her body and, out of nowhere, she abruptly started to come. She sucked at the brunette's tongue and hung on tight to Bob's neck as her pussy fluttered into full release.              
 
   "Mmmmmm!" Ellen murmured into the dark-haired girl's mouth as she came hard in Bob's arms.
 
   "Jesus!" Bob gasped. "This one comes like crazy when she goes off—her pussy is rippling all around my cock, sucking at it!"
 
   Bob moaned, bulled his way all the way up into her and promptly unloaded. Ellen sighed deeply again, as she felt the torrent of hot spunk hit the walls of her clasping cunny.
 
   Jesus, I'd forgotten how much come these young guys shoot when they go off inside a girl! Ellen thought, reveling in the feel of it spurting into her and the thrill of climaxing while all of these young, beautiful on lookers watched her.
 
   As her sensational orgasm slowly receded, Ellen thought back to the last time she'd fucked a guy this young. It had been a long time ago—it had to have been back when she was nineteen or twenty. Once she'd hooked up with Paul during their senior year in college, she's never strayed from his bed…until recently, at least.
 
   Maybe I should be picky tonight and just let young guys like Bob do me, she thought whimsically. Is that what I want tonight…nothing but horny young cocks that rut like bulls and shoot a gallon of come in me?
 
   She smiled mentally at that notion and let her feet back down on the floor. Bob's spent cock slipped out of her as she pulled her lips away from her dark-haired new girlfriend's.
 
   "Hi, I'm Melanie," the brunette whispered. "And you're Ellen. Everyone knows who you are. George has been bragging about you…and now I see why."
 
   Melanie reached down and touched her fingertips to Ellen's pussy lips. They came away painted with a heavy coating of Bob's shiny white spunk.
 
   "Mmmm, I know someone who needs her pussy licked clean," the girl murmured, her dark eyes staring straight into Ellen's.
 
   "Do you know anyone who might be interested in the job?" Ellen asked, moving her hands up to cup Melanie's small, but exquisite breasts.
 
   "God, yes!" Melanie sighed, pushing her chest harder into Ellen's palms. "I'm just dying to lick your pussy, Ellen—you sexy bitch!"
 
   "Then lick away, you hot young puss!" Ellen's reply was a low hiss of pure desire.
 
   Wordlessly the pair of them melted down onto their knees, still facing each other, as Ellen kneaded the girl's breasts. They kissed again and then, in moments, Ellen was on her back and Melanie had moved downward, her beautiful face hovering just over the jism-smeared slit between Ellen's thighs.
 
   Melanie's tongue proved to be long and supple and oh, so skillful. Ellen sighed and worked her pussy upward, against the girl's adoring mouth. 
 
   The terrific looking redhead kneeled down right next to her face. She leaned down and her pretty little handfuls of tit dangled tantalizingly over Ellen's lips.
 
   "Let me suck them for you, darling," she murmured, putting her hand up to the back of the girl's neck and tugging her downward.
 
   "Oh, yeah!" the younger girl moaned as Ellen gobbled up her right nipple. "Suck 'em! Suck my hot nippies, you gorgeous slut!"
 
   Ellen moaned and nipped at the girl's elongated nub with her front teeth, drawing a long, low groan of appreciation from the redhead. She switched the her new partner's left nipple, giving it sucking kisses and then licking all around the stiff little knob of pink flesh before she bit lightly on it as well.
 
   "Oh, oh, that's it! Eat my nippies right up!" the redhead gasped, forcing more of her breast into Ellen's hungry mouth as she took both of her new lover's own nipples between her fingers and rolled them around.
 
   Jesus, what a pair of hot young pusses! Ellen thought—humping her cunny up against Melanie's talented mouth as her girlfriend tugged on her tender nipples just the way she loved it. This kid's nipple is as sweet as sugar…I wonder what her little pussy tastes like?
 
   The girl seemed to read her mind. A few seconds later, pulling her nipple from Ellen's sucking lips, the red-haired girl rose up, and swung her left leg over Ellen’s head, facing her cunt-lapping friend, Melanie. In seconds, the girl's wet, little shaved pussy mashed down onto Ellen's mouth.
 
   "Ullmmm!" Ellen gasped with equal parts of surprise and enjoyment.
 
   The girl's cunny was as sweet as could be, and so incredibly juicy! Ellen lapped and sucked and swallowed a big mouthful of delicious, young-girl pussy nectar. She ran her tongue deep into the girl's pink slit and wriggled it around, making sure to mercilessly tease the tiny clit bud, at the top of the pretty little opening, as she did so.
 
   "Gaaaaahhhhh!" the redhead wailed. "Oh, eat me, you red-hot bitch! Eat my pussy right up!"
 
   Ellen dug her nails into the girl's taut young ass moons and pulled her down tighter, reveling the way her red-haired lover whimpered and wriggled atop her questing tongue. She gathered in the small bead of clit and sucked, pummeling it with her tongue at the same time.
 
   "Ohhhhh! Oh, fuck, Mel, can this hot mama suck pussy or what?" She cried out ecstatically to her friend.
 
   Melanie was too busy doing the same to Ellen's gushing cunny to answer. The dark-haired girl's mouth and tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, sucking and licking and nipping with sharp little teeth—much to Ellen's delight!
 
   God, is there anything better than this…sucking a hot pussy while a knockout girl eats mine…after just getting fucked to oblivion by that incredible young stud?
 
   "Would you look at those three sexy bitches going at one another?" a male voice mused aloud from somewhere nearby.
 
   "That gorgeous blonde in the middle of that all-girl sandwich is that Ellen bitch that everyone's talking about," another male voice offered. "Everyone at this party, male and most of the females, want a taste of her tonight before they go home."
 
   "Can you blame 'em?" the first guy's voice asked. "Look at her! Have you ever seen a hotter piece of tail than her?"
 
   Ellen couldn't help it…she came again! Hearing the men singing her praises and realizing that she was, indeed, the belle of the ball once more—at this huge party, no less!—sent a shockwave of excitement through her. She quivered from head to toe, her toes curling backward, as the tremendous orgasm roared through her.
 
   The redhead's shriek of pleasure merged with her own as Ellen, near delirious with the intensity of her release, went crazy on the girl's clit with her tongue and lips. The climaxing girl screamed even louder and yanked at Ellen's erect nipples as she ground her exploding pussy down onto her sucking mouth.
 
   "Jesus! Look at those two gettin' off!" a female voice whispered, sounding heavy with undisguised desire.
 
   "Yeah, that blonde can suck my pussy off any time she wants," another girl agreed.
 
   Ellen's redheaded playmate vanished suddenly from her lips. Ellen's eyes opened wide as she watched the girl lifted to her feet by a pair of strong male arms. A very nice looking young man, whose enormous cock was jutting out in front of him like a billy club, gathered the girl into his massive, weightlifter's arms and kissed her. Seconds later, he had her jammed up against the wall—the way Bob had taken Ellen earlier in the evening—and his huge prick was disappearing up into her juicy cunt.
 
   "Ummm, hi, honey! Did you like watching me with Mel, and my new friend, Ellen, just now?"
 
   "What do you think, baby?" the young man grinned, ramming in and out of her like a man on a mission. "That was the hottest chick threesome I've ever seen at one of these parties!"
 
   The redhead winked over her rutting man's shoulder at Ellen, who had just sat up on the carpet. Melanie, who had eaten Ellen's cunny to such a sensational climax had just been dragged backward a yard or two by a second very hunky young guy who Ellen took to be her husband or date for the evening. With no preamble, he crammed his rigid dick into her,  doggie style, and proceeded to fuck her brains out, obviously as "inspired" as his friend had been by the torrid all-girl threesome they'd just witnessed.
 
   "Damn, Ellen, that was quite a show," she heard a rich, rumbling baritone from behind her.
 
   Looking back over her shoulder, she saw George Skyler grinning down at her. He was naked and very erect as he bent and hooked his hands under her shoulders and gently lifted her up onto her feet.
 
   "Can I get a turn now?" he asked, gathering her in under one large arm and guiding her down the hall through the large clump of  naked spectators who'd stopped to watch her and the other two girls.
 
   "Sure, George," she smiled up at him, "what did you have in mind?"
 
   He stopped at the end of hall, in front the master bedroom's closed double doors. Leaning around her, he opened the right one and escorted her inside. Cynthia Skyler was in the middle of the big bed. She was alternating between licking Cassidy Flynn's pussy--who lay on her back beneath the party's hostess in a sixty-nine position, gobbling Cynthia's cunny—and sucking Ed Flynn's massive dick. She would let Ed mouth-fuck her for a few frantic strokes, and then go back to teasing Cass's clit with her tongue as Ed slipped his cock down into his wife's slippery quim for a few passes. Paul knelt behind the busy Cynthia, slowly reaming out her nice ass with his stiff cock while she divided her oral attentions between Ed and Cass.
 
   "Mmmm, hi, baby!" Ellen greeted her hubby fondly, a big, mischievous grin on her face as she saw what he and her two friends were up to.
 
   She crossed the room quickly and leaned down to give him a little kiss as he fucked Cynthia's bottom. Straightening back up, she asked him, "Have you been having fun?"
 
   "Oh, yeah!" Winking, he continued to work his cock in and out of the other woman as he smiled up at her. "How about you—was that pussy I tasted on your mouth just now?"
 
   "Mmmm, you'd better believe it!" she replied with her own saucy wink. "Sweet, young, very tender and tasty, pink pussy, thank you very much, Mr. Markley."
 
   Paul laughed. "Did you make her come, Mrs. Markley?"
 
   "Of course!" Ellen shot back smugly. "And her equally gorgeous young friend—this tall beautiful brunette girl—made me come at the same time, while she sucked a guy's spunk out of my cunny. What a pussy-licker that kid is!
 
   "It was spectacular," George assured Paul as he edged up beside Ellen and draped an arm over her naked shoulders. "Must have been twenty people stopped to watch Ellen and those two hot young chicks gobbling each other up."
 
   The bedroom door opened just then and three men stepped inside, closing it behind them. Ellen turned and looked at them carefully. They were older, white guys, one of them looked to be close to George's age, while the other two a were a few years younger. The one standing in front had a really huge cock, almost as big as Ed Flynn's, and his two friends were also hung.
 
   Hesitantly, the trio approached the bed. George smiled in their direction, then turned to Ellen. "These gentlemen, Tom, Bill, and Darren are all old friends and business associates of mine. I'm afraid I bragged about you something fierce to them this week, Ellen."
 
   He gave her an I've-been-a-naughty-boy look and went on to explain, "As a result, all three of them have been dying to meet you."
 
   So much for the fantasy of sticking strictly to hot young honeys like Bob, Melanie and her redheaded friend at this party. The three obviously smitten older men stepped in closer. Oh, well, at least they're all nice looking—for much older guys—and they've all got nice dicks!
 
   "So…they just wanted to…meet me, huh, George?" she whispered suggestively, enjoying teasing her rich and powerful host.
 
   George looked slightly taken aback. He stammered a bit as he admitted, "Well…I guess you could say they were all hoping that it would be a very…friendly meeting?" 
 
   Ellen laughed and sat down on the edge of the bed. She reached out and took nearest guy—she thought his name might have been Tom—by his cock and tugged him closer to her.
 
   Still looking up at George teasingly, she said, "Just how friendly did you want me to be, darling?" She leaned forward and ran her tongue languorously, around Tom's big cockhead, and then asked George, "About that friendly? Was that what you had in mind, big boy?"
 
   George's deep baritone laugh rumbled through the room as he flashed Ellen a very relieved look. She took another cock in her other hand and began to jack it up and down slowly as she sucked the first man's dick. The third man stepped in closer and she let the first one's prick slip from her mouth and sucked the third man's instead. She wrapped her fist around Tom's saliva-gleaming cock and stroking it in time with the second man's as she gave head to the new fellow. George got into line, beaming down at her, and she soon found herself sucking his cock too, alternating from one to another, teasing the ones she wasn't sucking with her hands to keep them good and hard… 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
   "Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!" George gasped, humping hard down into Ellen's pussy. 
 
   After the four men were as stiff as they could get, George had eased Ellen back onto the bed—right next to where Paul was blowing a huge load of come down into the luscious ass of whining, mewling Cynthia—and had eased his huge black cock into Ellen’s extremely wet and ready cunt. By that point, Ellen had been so turned on from sucking and playing with the four wonderful cocks that she felt ready for anything.
 
   "Goddamn, what a piece of ass you are, El!" George whispered in her ear as he fucked the holy living daylights out of her with his enormous prick.
 
   "Do me!" she gasped in reply. "Oh, God, fuck me hard, George, darling!"
 
   George moaned and redoubled his efforts, banging down into her like a madman. Ellen went stiff beneath him, her pussy gripping at his gliding dick. He'd been giving her a furious fucking for the last five minutes and her throbbing clit couldn't take even a second more without coming!
 
   Ellen sucked in her breath and trembled violently as the orgasm totally engulfed her. George grinned triumphantly as he saw her start to come and crammed his massive dick in as deep as he could shove it, bellowing, "Take it! Take my hot cream, you magnificent slut!"
 
   "Ohhhhh!" Ellen groaned, out of her mind with lust, coming hard, feeling him shoot way up inside her.
 
   So much, she marveled. God, what a pussy-full he's giving me! 
 
   She clung tight to her black stud as he pumped his cock in and out a few more times, emptying his big balls into her slick confines. When the last tiny spurt had entered her, he surprised her by pulling out immediately.
 
   "Try some of this pussy, Tom," George said, turning to his friend who had been watching the two of them fuck from just a foot or so away. "I don't know which one is tighter on this little spitfire—that incredible little pussy or that cute little ass of hers!"
 
   Tom's eyes lit up. He looked from George down to Ellen, who lay sprawled out on the bed, her legs wide apart, gasping for breath, and then back up at George.
 
   "You mean to tell me this little goddess takes it back there too?" he asked. 
 
   "God, yes," George assured his friend proudly. "She's one of the best ass-fucks you can imagine."
 
   Practically before Ellen could grasp what was happening, she found herself being manhandled and pulled up to the head of the bed. Tom's greased up cock was eased into her anus as she lay on top of him, on her back, as he sat back against the pillows, and then one of the other men—Bill or Darren, she couldn't remember which was which—knelt right in front of her. In seconds, his cock was all the way up inside her pussy and the two men were double-penetrating her with abandon.
 
   "Oh, oh, God!" she sighed, wriggling around atop the two buried pricks. "So much cock!"
 
   "I don't think there's any such thing as too much cock for you, you little beauty!" Ellen heard another man's voice say just as she was getting into the rhythm of taking both big dicks at once.
 
   She turned her head and saw that Darren, or possibly Bill—whoever was left—had gotten to his feet on the bed and was standing right next to the spot where Ellen lay sandwiched between the two other men. He bent his knees slightly and pushed his hips forward.
 
   Ellen sighed, and thought to herself—what the hell, it's supposed to be an orgy, now isn't it?—and opened her mouth. The man thrust all the way in and then eased himself back out, Ellen sucking hungrily on his fat dick as he did so.
 
   Three at once! Ellen thought. God what a slut I am!
 
   She saw Paul and Ed standing across the room, chatting with George. He stopped talking and grinned happily at her. She winked at her husband and ran her tongue all over the guy in her mouth's prick as he began to frantically mouth-fuck her.
 
   You're the hottest woman on the planet!  Ellen read Paul's lips as he mimed those words while proudly watching her fuck all three men at once.
 
   This is so cool! Ellen thought joyously, tossing her hips onto the drilling cock shafts and sucking hard on the third man's prick. I said earlier, before the party started, that I was going to be totally uninhibited and wild tonight.
 
   She licked all around the guy in her mouth's cock and hummed a little tune as she sucked him. He gasped and worked his hips in and out even faster as the other men began to cram their dicks into her clinging holes more quickly as well.
 
   Well, it doesn't get much wilder than this…that's for damned sure!
 
   At that moment, the door opened and seven more men entered the room. Two of them were Bob's age, in their early twenties, two were more Ellen's age, and one man was a few years younger than the lucky trio that she was "entertaining" right at the moment. Two of them looked as if they'd graduated from high school yesterday afternoon!
 
   Oh, well, I guess I'm what you might call an equal opportunity ho at this point, now aren't I? She eyed the hard-muscled, wide-eyed teenagers eagerly. Those young men have got very nice cocks…all of these guys do, for that matter, so what's the difference?
 
   "Oh, oh, Jesus, I can't last…" the man in Ellen's mouth gasped at that moment. 
 
   A huge blob of spunk shot out of the man's prick and spattered against the back of her mouth. She licked his cock head and was instantly rewarded with another big glob of jizz as she noisily swallowed the first one.
 
   "Fuck! Look at that hot bitch eat that spunk!" one of the new arrivals marveled aloud. "I want some of that! I want that gorgeous chick to swallow my load, too!"
 
   Ellen moaned and gobbled down another wad of semen, teetering on the edge of yet another orgasm. She felt the man in her pussy rut hard into her and freeze in place.
 
   "Oh, here it is, you pretty bitch!" he moaned, unloosing a jet of hot come up into her depths.
 
   "Me, too!" Tom, the guy who was buried up her ass sighed in her ear at that moment, unleashing a geyser of cream up into her bowels as he spoke.
 
   "Ulllllmmmmm!" Ellen wailed around the cock that was still oozing come into her mouth as she started to orgasm.
 
   Oh, God, look at those guys! They all want what these guys are getting—they can't wait to fuck me! She took all three loads at once and shivered through her own incredible climax. They all want me and…God help me…I want all of them, too!
 
    
 
   "Jesus, El, are you okay?" Cass's voice sounded full of concern. 
 
   Ellen looked up, glassy-eyed. She licked a big wad of come off her lips, swallowed it, and shrugged.
 
   "What do you mean, Cass?"
 
   "Honey, I've been coming to these little swinger fuck-fests for three years now," Cass helped Ellen up off the bed and onto her feet. "But I've never seen anyone fuck and suck as many guys as you just did over the last two hours, so help me God!"
 
   Ellen giggled. She felt high—high as a kite…on sex! For what seemed like forever—though Cass had just said it was for just two hours—she had taken on all comers on the Skyler's big king bed. She had taken cocks up her ass, down her throat, in her pussy. One guy had even jacked off all over her cheeks and chin and then watched as she scraped his come up with her fingertips and swallowed it for him!
 
   There'd been young guys, old guys, and middle-aged guys. And they'd had huge dicks, not so huge dicks, thin ones, fat ones…the only thing that they'd had in common was that they all seemed to have lots of spunk to shoot and that they'd all wanted to shoot it into Ellen, in one hole or the other.
 
   She'd lost count a long time ago of how many times she'd come. For a while there, it seemed like the rutting, thrusting male multitude had kept her stuck forever right in the middle of one huge, unending orgasm. It had been incredible!
 
   "Come on, let's get you a quick shower, El," Cassidy said gently, steering her into the Skyler's master bath.
 
   As the tall redhead adjusted the temperature, Ellen leaned against her and murmured, "I didn't know that you could get drunk on sex, Cass. I feel like I'm reeling—all tipsy-like from coming, over and over again so many times, you know?"
 
   Cass shot her a look and said, "I've gotten that way once or twice at these orgies myself. But I don't think I've ever come even close to doing as many guys in one night as you did." 
 
   Ellen giggled again and stepped carefully into the shower, not at all sure of her legs' ability to support her. She held still as Cass reached in and soaped up her pussy and ass and began to wash the big wads of spunk out of both openings.
 
   "I'm just precocious, is all," Ellen said drunkenly, grinning at her old friend.
 
   "You're just a nympho is what you are, darling," Cassidy grinned back and went back to what she was doing.
 
    
 
   After Cass dried Ellen off, she looked around. “Let’s find your shoes and get your dress and we'll see about getting you out of here, okay, sweetheart?" Cass said a few minutes later, guiding the still slightly disoriented Ellen down the hall. "I'll find Paul and we'll…"
 
   "Hey, it's El!" a man's voice rang down the empty hallway behind them.
 
   The two women turned and saw Bob, the handsome young guy Ellen had started her evening of debauchery off with right in this very hallway hours ago. He was still naked and, amazingly to Ellen, his dick was still hard as he strutted out into the hall and came up to them.
 
   "I've been looking for you, Ellen," he said with his big, charming smile in place. "There's a huge swing and swap session starting up in the orgy room and everyone wants to know where the hottest girl at this party is."
 
   Ellen’s clit throbbed. She looked at Bob and remembered what a torrid fuck he'd given her earlier, to start her evening out right.
 
   Wouldn't that be a nice way to end the night, too? She asked herself. I mean, after all the guys I've done since him…what difference would one more fuck make, especially if it was with a real cutie like Bob!
 
   "Ellen, don't go in there," Cass warned her, seeing that she was thinking about it. "Every guy and most of the girls in that room are going to want to have you."
 
   She felt a cold shudder go through her at the mere thought of that! Part of her was reluctant, knowing that she'd had an incredible amount of sex already that night, and that she definitely didn't need any more.
 
   But another part of her was thinking…Why not? That's what Paul and I came here for, right—so that I could indulge my inner slut?
 
   "Just for a couple of minutes, Cass," Ellen said pleadingly as she turned and grabbed Cass's elbow, "come on, you know you want to…you've never turned down a cock or a cute pussy in your life!"
 
   "Oh, El, we really, really shouldn't!" Cassidy protested weakly as Ellen drug her back down the hall to the doorway leading into the orgy room.
 
   Ellen looked inside, curious and excited as she could be. There were at least fifty people inside. The big room was lit by a number of equally spaced candles placed in holders around the walls. Mirrors were everywhere, reflecting the soft, seductive light and the squirming, thrashing sea of naked male and female bodies.
 
   "Look, its Ellen!" a man's voice said excitedly from inside the room.
 
   A murmur went through the assembled crowd of debauchees…"Ellen!"
 
   It was soft and urgent and it somehow crackled with excitement, as if the biggest rock star in the world was suddenly among them…and her name was Ellen!
 
   She felt her knees quiver and her nipples spike immediately. They wanted her—every one of them wanted her!
 
   Hands reached for her, tugging her insistently into the room. In an instant, she was on the mattresses, and soft, feminine, oh, so tender hands caressed every inch of her body. A man's lips pressed against hers, his tongue pushing inside.
 
   She moaned—a pair of gentle, female lips finding her wet pussy. The tongue went deep inside her cunny lips, gliding with tantalizing slowness across her instantly-aroused clitty.
 
   The lips kissing her mouth vanished and a hot, hard cockhead replaced them. Ellen mewled with lust and opened her lips, licking wildly as the prick went deep into her throat. She sucked and bobbed her head as the tongue eased out of her pussy and was replaced by yet another big cock.
 
   "Ummm!" Ellen murmured—loving what was happening to her.
 
   Fuckmefuckmefuckme...fuck me hard! She implored them mentally. Oh, dear God, but it felt good to be fucked, to be adored, to be worshipped by so many cocks, so many hot-tongued, gorgeous women!
 
   * * * *
 
   Ellen awoke in her own bed. It was daytime, she could see the light streaming into the bedroom from a crack in the drapes across the sliding door.
 
   Glancing over at the clock, she saw that it was nearly noon. She slowly got out of bed, noting she was completely naked.
 
   Dreading the walk into the bathroom, she took a tentative step, expecting a good deal of discomfort in both her ass and her pussy. She took another step, and then another.
 
   That's odd, she thought, I can tell I definitely did a lot of  fucking last night, but I'm not that much sorer than I usually am after a really enthusiastic night of vaginal and anal sex with Paul!
 
   She used the toilet and winced as she used toilet paper to gingerly dry her lips—they were a lot more sore and sensitive than she’d first thought! Then she washed her hands, peering into the mirror, expecting to see The Whore of Babylon staring back at her.
 
    Strangely enough, she looked just like Ellen Markley. She was a little hung-over looking and her eyes were slightly drawn—as if she could use another four or five hours sleep—but on the whole, she looked pretty normal for a gal who had done what she'd done last night!
 
   As she stepped back into the bedroom, Paul arrived, carrying a tray laden with eggs, bacon, and a mimosa. He was naked too, except for a frilly apron that belonged to her and which looked so cute and ridiculous on his buffed, weight-trained body that she always had to smile when she saw him in it.
 
   "There's my girl," he said brightly, and she felt her heart break just a little.
 
   God, how could I do that to this sweet, sweet man last night—how could I be such a total, raging slut?
 
   "Hey, what's that sad look for?" he demanded, setting the breakfast tray on the bed. “Are you okay?”
 
   He took off the apron and tossed it on a chair, stepping over to embrace her. Ellen cuddled in his massive arms, trying not to cry from the attack of utter shame she suddenly felt.
 
   "Oh, Paul…I was so incredibly over the line last night!" she apologized, her voice cracking. She wouldn't have blamed him at that moment if he'd told her to pack a bag and go check into a motel somewhere. "I'm so sorry!"
 
   "Sorry?" Paul said, pulling her away from his chest for a moment and looking down at her quizzically. "Sorry for what…for being the most exciting, electric, fantastic girl at the party last night—the girl everyone wanted?"
 
   Ellen blinked. A tiny, hopeful smile crept onto her face.
 
   "You mean…you're not completely disgusted with me? I don't even remember getting home last night!"
 
   "No," he said simply. "I'm proud of you and excited by you, in awe of you, and…like always, totally in love with you, babe. But I'm certainly not disgusted with you."
 
   Ellen took a deep breath and wiped a tear from her eye. In a halting voice she, murmured, "But, honey…I was so nasty last night! It wasn't like at the last party, where I did a few other guys and a few girls. There…there were literally dozens of guys last night, and probably that many girls too!"
 
   She shook her head, to clear it of the images replaying in her mind…all of those strange cocks…all of the come she'd swallowed…the unbelievable amounts they'd shot into her ass and up her pussy! She whispered softly, "I went absolutely crazy last night, darling! I-I don't know what to say in my defense."
 
   Paul bent and kissed her. It was a long, sweet kiss, full of love.
 
   "You don't need a defense, darling," he assured her. "You said before the party that you intended to be wild and uninhibited. Well, you were—so what?"
 
   Ellen was slightly dumbfounded at his attitude. She stared up into his kind, loving eyes.
 
   "Babe, I got so carried away in the bedroom that I don't remember half of what I did. I just remember coming and coming and fucking like a crazy woman, and sucking so many cocks that I couldn't count 'em all!"
 
   She shook her head again and continued. "And then later, in the orgy room, I…Christ, I went so nuts in there that I don't even recall a fraction of what I did. I just know that I did everyone who wanted me and, God help me…they all seemed to want me!"
 
   Massively ashamed of herself once again, she broke free of his arms and sat down on the bed. 
 
   He immediately sat down with her. 
 
   "I don't even remember coming home last night," she admitted, looking guiltily over at him. "I must have passed out completely at some point. Did you clean me up and get me out of there?"
 
   "Yes," he said with a small grin. "Ed and I were waiting for Cass to bring you downstairs so that we could go home. When you two didn't show, we came up looking for you."
 
   He met her gaze with his and said, "When we got to the top of the stairs, we heard whole crowd of voices, male and female, chanting your name. It was coming from the orgy room. By the time Ed and I got inside, you and Cass were just disappearing under a mountain of flesh. When my eyes finally adjusted to the light in there, you had a guy in your pussy and one in your mouth and another guy up that cute little butt of yours."
 
   He laughed and admitted, "A really pretty little college girl reached up and grabbed my dick while I was watching you with those guys. She got up onto her knees and started to suck me and, you know…one thing led to another. It was so awesome, seeing the way that crowd of sophisticated swingers, the crème de la crème of our club, all went bananas over you that I couldn't tear my eyes away, El! You were magnificent!"
 
   "M-Magnificent?" Ellen croaked, so relieved that her marriage was still intact and that—far from being totally disgusted with her—Paul was excited and supportive of her completely depraved performance last night!
 
   "Sure, honey," he assured her. "When everything finally wound down at about four in the morning, Cass and Ed and I got you into a bathroom and cleaned you all up. You were pretty out of it by then. We had a little work to do on Cassidy too, by the way. Let me tell you, the big girl got more than her share of action in that orgy room, too!"
 
   He smiled at her, handing her a piece of bacon from the tray. "Here, eat your breakfast. You've got to keep your strength up. George and Cynthia were so pleased at how well last night's party went that they're planning another one in a month or so. They’re talking about a swinger cruise down into Mexican waters aboard their yacht. And you and I are going to be the guests of honor!"
 
   Sweet Jesus, do I really want to do that again?
 
   She ate another piece of bacon and sliced off a bit of egg. Paul got up and went over to the DVD and slipped in a disc.
 
   He fast-forwarded until the orgy room sprang into sharp focus. Despite the low light levels, George's top-of-the-line video cameras had captured every grope, every lick—every suck.
 
   "Oh, God," Ellen breathed, watching herself being turned this way and that, drilled and lapped at and pounded. 
 
   She drank some of her mimosa, her pussy as wet as could be all of a sudden. Paul sat the tray on the floor and gathered her into his arms, scooting back on the bed. He took her empty glass from her and sat it on the nightstand. 
 
   "Look how excited that kid is," Paul whispered in her ear, stroking her right breast lightly as they watched one of the gorgeous high school boys spewing a huge wad of jizz into her mouth.
 
   Ellen moaned, remembering how that had felt, recalling the how wonderful the other boy's fat dick had felt up her pussy as she swallowed his friend's big load. She reached over and grabbed Paul's half hard prick and stroked it, watching herself on the screen intently.
 
   Maybe another party like this wouldn't be so terrible after all.
 
   Ellen's clitty throbbed hard at just the thought of that. She reached behind her for Paul's rigid cock and began to stroke it, shivering as she remembered how wonderful that young boy's come had tasted, how much of it there had been, how excited he'd been when she'd swallowed all of it for him…
 
   Paul's big hands dipped under her arms, lifting her up, setting her down on his erect cock. She moaned and let herself down onto it slowly, wincing slightly from the discomfort at first. She felt very raw down there, but she was so slick with arousal from what they watched, and Paul’s adoring touch, that he felt nice up inside her after a moment, just throbbing softly in her abused pussy as they watched the screen together. His hands went back to cup her breasts just holding them lightly.
 
   "Watch this part, El!" he whispered hotly in her ear, fucking her. "Jesus! You were incredible…look at that!"
 
   Ellen moaned, snuggled back into his big chest, working her ass up and down hesitantly on his wonderful cock, sore as could be but wanting her darling husband so much that she couldn’t help herself.  
 
   “Just look at that!” Paul said again, his voice awed as he watched his wife in action on the big screen.
 
                 
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   We hope you enjoyed SEX Orgy.
 
   And if you did, won't you let others know by writing a review? It doesn’t have to be long, but a lot of stars would be nice.
 
    
 
    
 
   Have you read?
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   SEX TRAP
 
   After breaking up a fight between an agressive young man and his girlfriend, the college professor finds himself in possession of a very attractive, extremely thankful young woman who has no place to go. 
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   DUDE RANCH FROM HELL - LILY
 
   Five-and-a-half years in a State Penitentiary or six and a half month as a sex-slave at a bdsm dude ranch. That was the choice facing Delilah Davenport after sentencing. What would you take? What did she take?
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   DUDE RANCH FROM HELL – DARLA
 
   Now a full fledged member of the libidinous Dude Ranch from Hell BDS&M private sex club, Lily begins to fall for the boss, Tex. Then when he brings the beautiful and vivacious Darla back to the ranch to have sex with both of them Lily doesn't know what to think.
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   TWO MINUTE ORGASM
 
   Answering a bizarre newspaper ad at a research clinic, Janine Taylor's life is turned topsy-turvy when she agrees to be a test subject for a study on extending the length of orgasms for women. 
 
   Caught in a debauched world of sexual nirvana, Janine, soon becomes their star pupil. Can she go back to her old life? Given the choice, would she even want to.
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   SLUT!
 
   Restive mom has an affliction. Suffering from periodic sexual compulsion, she's not sure what form her need takes. When her internet friend, easy Ed makes an outlandish, indecent suggestion, she's hooked.
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   PUBLIC DISGRACE AT THE CLUB
 
   Out of work, facing eviction, and about to lose her car, Parice, is desperate for a quick infusion of cash. Finding hope in a classified ad the beautiful, former showgirl, agrees to be a Party Girl and all that entails for one debauched night at a private men's club.
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   A  DANGEROUS  GAME – The Making of a Billionaire
 
   Young Bobby Kramer has a big fall when his wife leaves him for another man. Thank God, Loretta Bishop's there to pick up the pieces. 
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   THANKS A MILLION The Billionaire's Revenge
 
        As far as billionaire Stuart Wynne is concerned, Fallon, is the girl who got away. While Stuart is preoccupied with another woman, Fallon is swept off her feet by a lowly pit boss. Done deal, right? Maybe, but never count Stuart out
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   SLEEPING WITH THE BAND
 
   Forgetting her worries and letting go, a mysterious beauty beguiles band members from a talented, rock quintet for a rollicking erotic celebration none will forget.
 
   After playing the set of their life, the five members of the band become mesmerized by, Carol, a mysterious beauty who shows up at their motor home asking to use the restroom and lingers. They want her for sure and it's looking more and more like she wants them. Will she? Dare she?
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   FELICITY JONES – THE WHOLE STORY
 
   Felicity Jones finds the hunky black and white duo of Devon and Adam fascinating and the caustic blond beauty beguiles them. Yet all semester long, though drawn together, they fought like cats and dogs. Today's the last day of the semester. A two week vacation looms and the possibility Adam and Devon may never have a chance with the hottest girl on the campus again. Desperate, when opportunity presents itself, they go for it and for once, Felicity doesn’t stop them.
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   ALICE IN EROTICLAND
 
   Ten years after her initial visit to Wonderland, Alice returns on her Twenty-first birthday. Only it's no longer Wonderland or Crazyland as she originally thought of Wonderland. Now, it was Eroticland
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   CONSEQUENCES – GIRLS GONE WILD
 
   Helen Ryan is shopping in her favorite grocery store, when a sordid episode from her past slams into her. Seven years previous, as college juniors, she and three friends took their spring break, working the two weeks as high priced call girls in Las Vegas,. Her working name had been April Showers and now, someone behind her, someone she dared not look at, is calling her April. 
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   NAKED RESEARCH
 
   Rebecca Roth, who authors erotic romance novels, writes from experience. Only her latest book is about something she has never experienced—a ménage à trois.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.
 
    
 
   Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author's rights is appreciated.
 
    
 
   Sex Orgy
 
   Copyright © 2012  C.K.Ralston
 
   Cover art by Dee Dawning
 
   All rights reserved.
 
    
 
   This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen or older.
 
    
 
   Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher, New Dawning Bookfair
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